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MAKALI'J 

Makali'i (literally, Little Eyes) is the popular Hawai'ian name for the 
Pleiades, a prominent cluster of stars in the constellation of Taurus. 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 
prominently than in Hawai'ian lore. 

Legend claims Makali'i as the guide star for the discovery of the 
Hawai'ian islands by Marquesan voyagers. The star cluster was named for 
the chief navigator to Hawai'iloa, the earliest ancestor of the Hawai'ians 
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.) 
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UNTITLED . 
(portrait of plant leaf) 

Reed Richardson 
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DUSK 
Lollie Groth 

This lily the color of orange kool-aid this horse with appaloosa 

possibilities this racket of stones when the tide pulls out this 

restlessness this word emotionally this heat off the pavement this 

papaya still hanging on the tree 

this pasture that smells of grass and linen 

this rubbish burning in the yellow can 

this handsome boxer running the length of his chain 

this bounty of fruit on the side of the road 

this shock I get climbing between currented wires 

this house the color of ghee this wall ablaze 

this cupboard I open to find the 

dark perched on the shelf 

like a handkerchief 
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MANDA 
Suzanne Kosanke 

Triangle of roof, 
mock orange hedge, 
lava rock wall, 

and the old one 
clipping, clipping 
with ancient shears. 

The lined face looks up: 
roof, hedge, wall. 
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THE LIBRARIAN 
Suzanne Kosanke 

"The CD Rom is a powerful resource," 
she says. "A real life saver," she says. 
The students watch her finger touch the screen 
here ... and here ... and over here. 
Her instructions are chronological, 
all information, complete, 
her words so carefully chosen. 

The students nod and smile, 
and she believes that they are listening, 
so strong is her faith in the power of 
exact words 
clearly spoken. 

And when her sermon's through she smiles, 
believing she has told them 
all they need to know, 
believing she's explained completely. 

She asks for questions 
but gets none, 
for these students are infidels
the library is not their god
and she cannot fathom, 
cannot guess what's real to them 
or see that they must save themselves 
from true believers. 
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Suzanne Kosanke 

I saw you yesterday, 
looking as you looked 
two decades past: 
striding by, 
each step denting the floor 
with intention, 
smiling vaguely in my direction 
but not pausing. 
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MY FATHER'S HANDS 
Elizabeth Young 

These are my father's hands
blunt, bruised, black 
from che grease of axles, 
engines of Chevys. 
Calluses line his palms 
like smooch stones 
scrubbed clean 
with turpentine and Lava soap
my father's machismo. 

Dad was faster, better 
than all the thin, young bucks 
who barely knew a ratchet 
from a torque wrench. 
That's how he kept me 
in lessons for 20 years -
at 74, still crawling under cars, 
breaching pipe exhaust, 
doctoring engines. 

I tagged along to the shop, 
a kid on roller skates, 
watched him in his starched indigo shirts, 
thrilled to the taste of 
vending machine hot chocolate. 
I'd cruise the smooth, gray pavement, 
past winged Bel-Airs 
while men paid homage to 
my father's hands. 
A lifetime of antsy customers 
spoke in reverent tones 
of "Big George" -master mechanic, 
giver of wisdom. 
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This is my father now, 
hands white-soft and trembling, 
his will unbendable steel, 
still behind the wheel at 83 
to spite his Parkinson's. 
He would rather die than say the word, 
admit the curse that makes 
him shuffle like a pair of old slippers. 
"Parkinson's-sometimes caused by 
carbon monoxide poisoning," 
blue-white smoke that seeped into his skin 
while he coddled those cars, 
nursed those sick, slick Chevys. 

In the end, betrayed 
by the thing he loved. 
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THE PIANO LESSON 
Elizabeth Young 

Piano was important to my mother, and eventually it became 
important to me. But not right away, not when I was nine. Back then, it 
was a two o'clock sentence every Saturday, which came and went 
inexorably, commuted only by freak snowstorms or sudden illness. 

I was not a diligent or gifted pianist. Often my only practicing was 
done on Friday night and Saturday morning-a marathon session which 
often drove my mother co shout from the kitchen, "You really need co 
practice a liccle every day!" 

I cook lessons for eight years-so many Saturdays when my father 
would drive me dutifully to my teacher Mrs. Kane's house. Mrs. Kane was 
a ruddy German woman whose pudgy fingers looked as if they were better 
suited co scuffing sausages than scaling octaves. She always dressed properly 
for her students: knit dresses, hosiery and heels. Her most impressive 
feature was her bosom because of its ample girth and the way it barely 
cleared che keys when she played. 

The time of my lesson remains firmly fixed in my memory, reinforced 
by a vision of Mrs. Kane's Black Forest cuckoo clock hung in her pale 
green living room. We would sic, squirming on her floral, overstuffed 
chairs, while the student before us plodded through scales, theory, and a 
punishing round of Beethoven sonatas. It was reassuring to hear someone 
else hit wrong notes and feeble chords. Sometimes I hoped the one o'clock 
student played exceptionally poorly so I would seem a prodigy by 
companson. 

When it was my turn, Mrs. Kane would usher me into her piano 
room, dimly lit and cluttered with sheet music. She was a traditionalist, 
always starting with scales, then moving into finger exercises, and, finally, 
full pieces. During my years with her, she introduced me to the wonders of 
Mozart, Bach, and Tchaikovsky and co more modern composers, if they 
measured up in her eyes. She also was a stickler for correct technique: 
fingers poised in a graceful arc above the keys, no drooping wrists and, 
above all, no long fingernails. 
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"They tap the ivory as you play and detract from the mood of the 
piece," she'd proclaim. So while other girls were grooming and shaping 
their nails, I had to keep mine clipped at a disgustingly practical length. 

But for all her emphasis on discipline, Mrs. Kane was not a drill 
sergeant. Her gift was her ability to smile through the most stumbling 
arpeggios and botched etudes. She encouraged and prodded students 
through her jovial, genuine love for music. She was old-fashioned in the 
way children don't always appreciate-until they are adults and realize that, 
with a little practice, they can still make pleasing musical sounds. 

Now that I am a teacher myself, I am grateful for all those Saturday 
lessons and the uncompromising core of values Mrs. Kane tried to impart. 
In this instant, fast-food world we know too well, I wish for more teachers 
like her-and for students who someday appreciate what they learned along 
the way. 
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AEOLIAN SUNDANCE 
Peter Kun Frary 
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POVERTY 
for Lady Ko 'olau, whose shadows nurtured 

Rae N Watanabe 

Since I was old enough to stand 
I have stood before you 
inhaled your strength 
admired your beauty and grace. 

Never thought they'd really cut you 
I mean, they'd been threatening since I was 13 
and I'm 30-something 

But they did. 

One day, when I wasn't looking, 
a gaping red wound 
opened 
in your side 
you bled-exposed, dirty 
while they continued to argue 
in their chambers of justice. 

I ran far away. 

When I returned, 
they had patched you up 
an ugly gray bandage 
slapped onto your side 

I knelt before you 
and remembered 
Beauty, Grace and Strength. 

Four stacks of papers 
sit on my desk 
waiting for my pen of judgment 
I stretch-palms up-toward you 
and inhale 
nothing. 
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ROCK GARDEN 
Rae N Watanabe 

Coarse white pebbles 
in smooth, managed lines 
wrap around an 
occasional jagged black 
no beginning, no end 

If I don't look far enough, 
all I see is my face 
on this slab 
of glass 

I turn to look 
at you 

You are in another 
uncomfortable sleep 
trying to turn over 
your mind knows you want to 
your body no longer lets you 

I leave another part of me 
in the glass 
and slowly walk over to your side, 
touch the thinning straw strands. 
Remember when your hair was blond and full? 
Remember when you'd walk into Hula's, 
flash those baby blues, 
and cause a riot? 

I miss the man I knew 
I miss the screaming queen 
I miss the life of the party 
I hate stereotypes and cliches 
But I miss mine 
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I reach down 
underneath your atrophied legs 
grab the blankets 
and pull 
hard yet careful 

The pulling turns you over 
all I have to do 
is double check 
the tubes, the connections 

Still 
You sleep 
A little more comfortably 
I tell myself 

If I walk back to the window 
and look far enough, 
I can see 
no beginning 
and no end 
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ANGIE 
Rae N. Watanabe 

I don't know many other Asian dykes, 
so Angie's important to me. 

I see might. 
She walks confidently 
along Kuhio 
with a strut that says, 
"Yeah, I am. 
You got a problem with that? 
Then it's your problem." 

I see 
working sixty hours 
buried by books 
paints us 
invisible. 
After all, 
we're supposed to be mechanics 
with dirty fingernails 
or motorcycle mamas 
revving down the street 
in chains and leather, 
not lawyers 
and teachers 
in boring yet functional 
cotton blends. 

I see has been. 
I have loved 
emerald eyes 
and diligently 
cleaned up after 
long blonde hair. 

In Angie's sameness, 
finally, 
comfort. 
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RAZING HOUSES 
Lorna Hershinow 

The angled, modern house I grew up in, with its open garden sloping 
right into the sidewalk, has been knocked down and concreted over by a 
walled mansion. There is now a forbidding iron security gate to keep out 
Black South Africa. But my family home still rides memory, like a great 
ship over the violent seas of change in South Africa. 

My father had designed his home again and again on his pharmacy 
counters, longing for a life of creation at a tilted drawing board instead of 
counterprescribing or rushing forward as the poor man's doctor when 
people reeled in bleeding. After he and my mom bought the land in 
Glenhazel, a new suburb of]ohannesburg, my sister Gail and I were young 
enough (at thirteen to my eleven) to roam the corner plot of high grasses, 
catching OUR insects there and feeling a great hope swelling in us. We 
would now become popular once out of our little box of a place. My 
parents had earned our new property very hard. 

And finally the new walls rose around us, were painted Roman 
copper and white outside. The stark lines and the porthole effect my father 
worked out for drainage in the wet winter caused waves of passing traffic to 
slow, that first year. My father loved seeing people pull over to gawk, when 
he was at home on the weekends. He'd lope towards them and urge 
strangers in. "Want to see my place?" Inside our new shipshape home were 
room after room that my parents would be too busy to enjoy much-the 
bar upstairs that we entertained friends in, the upstairs room for dancing 
and ping-pong after school, the balcony from which my sister or I looked 
down over the others with some chosen, special boy at our side. 

We had barbeques called braaivleis downstairs at the outdoor fire 
that shared its flue with our roaring den fire. My dad created a lamp out of 
a huge tusk set into an elephant's foot- Gail called it the Thalidomide 
Lamp-and there in long, privileged winters of my teen years I'd suffer the 
over-high pyramid of coals my father, a poor boy, insisted on banking up 
in the inside hearth, and read the books he and my mother could never 
afford as kids. 
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In the summer we two girls would come home from high school 
every day with our crowd, always more boys than girls, and we'd bring our 
beers out to poolside, and Solly wouldn't talk so as not to slow his face 
tan. The garden boy who was a man would sweat down khaki overalls, 
trundling his wheelbarrow up the long length of the pool while we 
laughed and disported ourselves and my parents worked on, rejoicing that 
our lives were so rich. At night, after they slept, the non-Jewish, lawless 
white boys Gail and I dated would come to the windows of our separate 
rooms and beg us to sneak out of the house, and she'd go. 

It's gone, now. The whole house sunk into nothing, buried and 
cemented over like my dad. He couldn't believe the low price his house 
brought in once the market slipped. My mom dared not tell him that his 
designed house was razed to the ground, and he was so depressed by then 
that he avoided driving by the old place. A year passed before he 
discovered the full insult of the sale. I can see him staring around the 
rented flat, his eyes small with hate, and speaking in a new way. 

"This pile of shit," he'd say, viciously. "Can you believe I'm living in 
a pile of shit?" 
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A FAR CRYFROM SOUTH AFRICA 
Lorna Hershinow 

Long years passed before I applied for naturalization, though I took at 
once to living in Hawai'i after arriving here in 1970. And I want to finger 
Immigration & Naturalization Service for how slowly I became an American. 
Three brushes with the place made me defer citizenship until 1983. 

I expected the first unpleasant connection-the hassle to finalize my green 
card. Immigration officers and their rigmarole are universally unwelcoming. 
The first forms I filled in were distinctly South African-looking documents. 
No, I have never smoked marijuana. No, I have no past of homosexual 
activities, but what is that to you? No, I have never been mentally sick; I'm not 
feeling too good right now, though. Have I ever committed subversive acts 
against my government? No. Protest is not subversion, is it? And shouldn't the 
nature of that government be a consideration? 

But then I was summoned to 595 Ala Moana Boulevard twice in the 
1970' s, and the nature of my interrogation there was an intensely unpleasant 
surprise. Looking back across those decades, I find myself wanting to 
undertake a little investigative journalism. Better still, could I urge some 
freshman student to research scurvy INS dealing? No chance of there being 
any records of what they put me through. 

Those next two Kafkaesque ordeals at Immigration and Naturalization 
were alike in the command and insult language that blocks communication; 
only the name of the would-be South African black immigrant differed. The 
butchering of each African name was painful to my hot South African ears. 
Zwelakhe Hlatshwayo was first chopped to American pieces. When I was 
summoned the second time as an informant on some fellow countryman, the 
experience was as harsh and disquieting. Do only authoritarian types apply for 
jobs there? How can Americans living in Hawai'i sound so much like the S.A. 
Secret Police? 

Last time down at INS I was less amazed, of course. That I had been 
interrogated twice, though, meant the ugliness was routine rather than some 
aberration, and I came away feeling flattened. Just as before, I'd received a 
formal notice that I was to present myself at the Ala Moana fortress-like 
building at a certain time, on a certain day. I was not to call about the time; I 
was to be there. For the second time, I waited (now, though, with anger in my 
heart, and growing disillusionment with the country of my adoption). I was 
finally called forward to a small cubicle. 
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There, a burly man with a moustache looked me over. A troublemaker, 
his face and shoulders read. He was not going to be put out by my primitive 
country's outlandish pronunciation, either. He laid meaty hands down above 
and below a name that he did not plan to suffer, and awkwardly angled the 
paper around so chat I could see only that one line of print. Secret document, 

see? 

I stared, stricken, at his hairy, stubby fingers, wondering what they 
blocked about this next black man resourceful enough to be applying to 
Hawai'i as an immigrant. Hell, I had entered only as a B.S. (British Spouse). 
With all my privileged education behind me, I could not have made a case for 

a green card on my own recognizances. 

"I want you to tell me all that you know about this man." 

"Bheki Qabula," I read flatly. "I don't know this person. So I can't tell 

you a thing about him." 

"You need to cooperate with us. We know that you have information. 
There's a New York file on you." 

I wanted to laugh in his face. WHAT could be in that file the other guy 
threatened me with the first time? Nothing. I found myself wishing I'd been 
older and braver, more active in resistance before I left my country at twenty. I 
sawed in a deep breath. "Look," I told him hopelessly, "the last time I came 
here for a session like this, the South African you asked me about was from 
Grahamstown. I am a Johannesburger-that's hundreds of miles north. Where 
does chis man live?" 

"Pietermaritzburg. What can you tell us?" 

I wanted out. Last time, though shaken, I had tried to explain why a 
young white woman of my political experience would not have known this 
man even if he had been of my home city, and had gotten nowhere. I had 
never been to Pietermaritzburg, some six hundred miles from home. I hadn't 
even been to Soweto but once, a mind-whirling bus ride through Ndube, its 
only rich suburb, as preparation for being a junior ambassador for My 
Country. And that American Field Service scholarship to study in the States for 
a year was the only reason I could think of for the twice-invoked New York 
file. We'd been told at the AFS orientation that all South African exchange 
students were under scrutiny when they come back, and even that some of our 
weekend talks at high school auditoriums might be spot-checked, so that we 
should take a general line and talk of history, not do our own political thing. 

It was just possible that my anti-apartheid feelings had shown at the 
wrong time, in 1964, in Westchester County. But what could some 
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inexperienced teenager have said that could threaten my government or 
America? How many powerful people were going to be upset by a university 
student standing demonstrating before home-going traffic, holding up a 
protest sign that read WE ARE NOT AFRAID? Only my parents were who. 
My most pressing fear in those student days was that a customer of theirs 
would see me and I'd be pulled out of my degree program. To my shame, I 
was of no political account whatsoever. 

"Why would I know this man?" I asked tiredly. "I went to university 
and came home. I knew no black university students. I met only the teachers I 
taught at African night school, and he wasn't in my classes." 

"He is a member of the ANC. Do you think we have a file on you for 
nothing? You' re withholding information. We can deport you for 
noncooperation." 

Yeah, right. I knew this man was a bully and a fool, but to what extent 
should I fear his Republican bureaucratic machine? There wasn't any point 
worrying, either way. I wasn't about to fabricate cooperation, here. 

"As I wasn't a member of the ANC, I certainly wouldn't know who was. 
I was the standard liberal white student who left the country as soon as I 
could. I don't have any information to withhold." 

"Use the photograph to help you remember. We're not here to waste 
our time." 

I bit back the obvious rejoinder. Nothing to be gained in adding to the 
anger building in the cubicle. 

The photograph was a small dark smudge-a black man taken against a 
black background, apparently in hasty surveillance, judging by the slant and 
blur. It told me nothing at all, but depressed the hell out of me. Here I was, 
sitting in an atmosphere of dark bigotry, with the bright air of Hawai'i only 
feet away, and all I could do for my unknown fellow-South African was still 
my tongue. This officious citizen might like me so little he'd take further 
offense at Bheki Qabula. I tried to imagine the man (a Zulu, surely, by his 
name?) stepping off a plane into Honolulu's flower-laden air. 

And I couldn't begin to see it happening. 

I had gone to the other end of the world to get away and lost my family, 
for this? What a fool for running. I slumped in my seat, feeling homesick, 
sickened, alone. And I felt ashamed, guilty of being as white as the man who 
was leaning toward me, from so far away. 
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WINTER IN JAPAN 
Beth Kupper-Herr 

W inter in Japan is different from winter in the United States. It isn't 
the temperature, for many places in Japan-including the heart of its "Deep 
North" where I taught for a year at an isolated university campus-are not 
as cold as northerly parts of the States. It isn't the snow, either, although it 
falls far more frequently and heavily than the snows I knew growing up 
beside Lake Michigan. The real difference is the Japanese attitude toward 

the season. 

For an outsider, entering a Japanese house in winter can be a 
startling-even a chilling-experience. Japanese people don't heat the house; 
they heat the body. The houses have no insulation in the walls and also 
have no basement; they are seldom centrally heated, so people depend on 
space heaters which may be ineffective, emit noxious kerosene fumes or, if 
electric, are too expensive for constant use. People are more likely to pile on 
extra clothes when they're chilly than to turn the heat up. There are other 
ways of keeping warm, too: notably the traditional kotatsu, or heated table, 
around and beneath which people huddle to keep the lower body warm, 
and the hot drinks-tea, sake, coffee-which they hold to heat their hands 
and consume (often at the aforesaid kotatsu) to heat their insides. At night, 
most people take long soaks in hot, hot baths before bed. Then they pile on 
heavy comforters and leave the heat off altogether. 

The Japanese have created a number of modern conveniences to ease 
the discomfort of the cold: our kerosene space heater with electric 
thermostat and electronic remote-control, complete with timer; the heated 
toilet seats which are not uncommon though, alas, not de rigueureither. 
(What a strange experience it is to walk into an unheated toilet, so cold you 
can see your breath, and ease your butt onto-hallelujah!-a nice toasty seat.) 
There are other heated gadgets as well, including electric socks, electric 
carpets, and, of course, electric blankets. 

Another interesting point is the way snow is dealt with, or not dealt 
with, in the north ofJapan. I don't know how typical it is, but on the 
campus where I lived and worked, the paths were barely shoveled at all. 
Every day, we clumped about, occasionally foundering into a drift or 
skidding down a mound of ice. I did get used to it, although at first it was 
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certainly irritating-and carrying a lot of heavy books or papers was always a 
hassle. I learned to travel light and avoid bringing work home unless I 
really expected to do it. It seemed that the accepted Japanese attitude 
toward snow is to pretend it doesn't exist. In all fairness, this might be due 
to the precipitous nature of the place: in the spring, summer, and fall it 
seems to rain constantly, and when winter comes, the snow is just as 
frequent. To attempt to battle the snow would, indeed, be a losing 
struggle. (One of the Americans in my housing complex did, in fact, take 
up the fight. She made a fetish out of shoveling the walk absolutely clean as 
soon as the snow stopped falling; within hours, the walk was again covered 
by several more inches of snow. Everyone thought she was either a fool or a 
masochist.) As for the roadways, the main highway is plowed sometimes 
but the secondary roads are not. At times when the main road isn't plowed, 
it's pretty rough riding for car passengers as they bump over the hardened 
ruts made by trucks. 

Perhaps the strangest aspect of winter in Japan is the entities which 
are accorded the greatest care and consideration at that season: the trees 
and shrubs. Remarkably large numbers of them are tenderly, thoroughly 
swathed in protective coverings of rice straw which take a variety of forms. 
Many trees wear a band of straw like a girdle, perhaps a foot wide and 
beginning about four feet up the trunk. This, I understand, is intended to 
provide a nice, warm burrowing spot for insect pests which would 
otherwise travel upwards and attack the vulnerable branches. Some low 
hedges have been painstakingly wrapped and tied so that they look like 
packages ready to be sent. I'm not sure whether this wrapping serves the 
same purpose as that on the trees, or whether it's intended as protection 
from the cold or snow. Tribes oflittle saplings are sheltered from cold and 
snow in little rice-straw tepees. Small bushes are shrouded in tightly 
wrapped white cloth tied with twine or are simply tied with twine so they 
look like bundles of sticks. And some shrubs and trees have taut lengths of 
twine extending from their top to their bottom branches to prevent the 
snow from breaking their branches. I'm not quite sure how this works, 
either. I have lots of unanswered questions about this: Who packages all of 
this plant life so carefully? How do they decide which trees get the 
attention, and which are left to their own devices? These care-packaged 
trees are found in front of businesses on ciry streets, in parks, and in front 
of a few private homes. 
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The care accorded trees while people live in homes which are 
generally uninsulated, often drafty, and probably not centrally heated 
seems paradoxical to me. But perhaps the Japanese see themselves as 
guardians of the trees which cannot, after all, shelter themselves. Still, I 
can't help but wonder if the trees need all this protection; American trees 
seem to get through the winters intact without all this cossetting. Perhaps 
it's for the people as much as for the trees, after all. Perhaps they like doing 
it; perhaps it makes them feel a part of nature. While Western man 
conquers nature by shoveling the snow and heating the house, the Easterner 
submits to it by turning down his heater and bundling his bushes. 

Or it may be that, rather than illustrating their harmony with nature, 
this custom demonstrates the stoicism and sacrifice that the Japanese view 
as marks of virtuous character. In contrast to the well-dressed shrubbery, 
more than a few of my male students walked around in the halls and came 
to class wearing shorts, T-shirts and sandals into December. As I shivered 
in my jeans and sweater, I puzzled over whether this minimalist attire was 
part of a macho pose or whether the students were truly comfortable in 
such seemingly inadequate garb. While I was in Japan, I read an article 
about "naked kindergartens," a new trend in Japanese nursery and primary 
education designed to teach children the toughness that some parents fear 
is being bred out of them by the prosperity of recent decades. The children 
at these schools are encouraged (though not required) to attend the school 
and play outside wearing only shorts and shoes throughout the year. Most 
of them, in accordance with peer pressure and school expectations, do, in 
fact, follow the "undress" code. 

In spite of my own discomfort in the damp, snowy clime-and, in all 
fairness to the deep North, I came there after a solid decade in the tropics
I must admit that there were aesthetic compensations. Driving around on 
the ice-glazed country roads past the delicacy of frost-laced trees, we found 
a certain thrill in spying the dark, medieval-looking farmhouses, mossy 
and weathered, their high thatched roofs heaped with snow. This thrill was 
compounded by an equally exotic sight at the next crossroads-a snow
frosted but still brilliant red-orange torii, the square gateway leading to a 
Shinto shrine. The shrine itself was hidden by trees behind the crest of a 
small hill, virtually inaccessible through the deep drifts. But a photo of this 
timeless scene had to be carefully composed to exclude the gleaming idol 
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of a vending machine that stood nearby. (Like many aspects of Japanese 
material life, these machines obey the calendar's rigid dictates: on a 
predetermined autumn date, regardless of the temperature, the drink 
selection is changed from cold drinks to hot ones, and back again in the 
spring. Similar seasonal shifts pertain to school and office uniforms, 
kimonos, ikebana or flower arrangements, and the type of sake or beer that 
is sold.) 

Perhaps the unifying thread for many of the mysteries of winter in 
Japan is that humans and their surroundings are part of a single, rule
governed system. In this ordered universe, we know we will find hot 
drinks in our vending machines on a certain date; we wrap our garden 
shrubs, or compose winter haiku, or drink winter beer at the proper time. 
Life may not always be comfortable, but it is harmonious and predictable. 
And sometimes, it is positively festive. 

A few weeks before leaving Japan, we went on a school tour to the 
Kamakura Festival in Yokote, an hour and a half s drive away. A kamakura 
is a snow house, much like an igloo; I heard them described as "snow 
houses in which children enshrine the God of Water." As we rode through 
the town, we passed miniature kamakura, like houses for gnomes, each 
holding a burning candle. After a good deal of wandering about, our bus 
driver found the hospital where we met the Rotarians who were 
sponsoring our visit. They treated us handsomely, giving us drinks, snacks, 
and "present-Os," coupon books to use at the festival and phone cards 
which would pay for a three-minute call to the U.S. (The cards, a special 
issue in honor of the Rotary Club's anti-polio campaign, were blazoned 
with the word PO RIO.) 

After being thoroughly welcomed, we went off through the streets 
and ended up at a big stadium. Inside were a few snow sculptures-a bit 
the worse for wear from the recent rains-one still-impressive ice sculpture, 
and a large number of people, old and young, who appeared to be having 
a fine time. 

We strolled around, people-watching mostly, and buying some soba 
with our coupons. At 8:30 the lights all went out and there was a short, 
dramatic fireworks program accompanied by loud, dramatic music. 
Afterwards, it was time to follow the crowds up to the floodlit white castle 
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on the hill which was, we soon saw, ringed with kamakura. Each round 
snow house was illuminated by candles or an electric bulb hung on a cord 
through a hole in the ceiling. 

The language barrier seemed less significant than usual here as 
smiling young girls beckoned for us to remove our shoes and duck inside 
to sit with them. We nibbled a few proffered tidbits; drank sweet, barely 
alcoholic sake; and took photos with the ruddy-cheeked girls in their 
bright padded jackets. The kamakura's interior was a bit warmer than 
outside, thanks to a small kerosene stove-but I was still glad it wasn't an 

especially cold night. 

Riding back through the snowy countryside, the sensations of the 
festival stayed with me. For once, Japanese culture, usually so inaccessible, 
seemed to make sense. In the middle of a seemingly endless winter, with 
spring thaw a distant dream, what else should we do but celebrate the 
season at hand? We can't escape the snow, so we embrace it and shelter 
ourselves in it, as the fog of our breath mixes with the steam from the icy 
walls, and the candles flicker in the wintry Japanese night. 
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WHEN I GET OLD 
Brian Cronwall 

When I get old, I want to wear 
the waterworn gravel of Kahena Beach 
for skin. My words shall be 
the arousal of feathers, my walk 
a slow storm from the eye 
of thunder. Each festival, 
I will embrace bashful eyes, brace 
my canoe with a paddle, and 
lighten my burden by taking off 
a layer of clothing. Floating 
near the mouth of the river, 
in a pool of silent rain, I 
shall wait for blossoms to fall , 
leaves to spin, and the earth 
to crack and swallow the sun. 
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LOVER 
Brian Cronwall 

If only the accommodating snore of a lover 
was less like crumbs of day-old blueberry coffeecake 

and more like the smell of 'awapuhi after an autumn rain, 
if only the pulse in my left ear was less like 

steel-string-guitar calluses on my left-hand fingers 
and more like palm fronds applauding in the wind, 

if only my pores were less like sandpaper and more 
like wave-caressed coral or driftwood: 

and yet, that cloud the shape of Maui becomes the taste 
of aged burgundy wine in hot rising bathwater, 

and my beard, its gray the points of dull pins, 
is a remembered clump oflate-winter's snow, 

and though the buzzing of a lone mosquito breaks me 
like a paper cut, I still remember the grain 

of sand, the advancing film shutter of my skin, 
the stroke on my forehead of purple-orange sunset 

before the call of the conch shell, like a drop of saltwater, 
draws me into the crab-apple-red grace 

of the accommodating lover lying next to me tonight, 
clutched warm under a total eclipse of the moon. 
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IT IS THE RAIN (for john Keats) 
G. S. Gulliksen 

My chest aches. 
Perhaps--
It is the rain, falling damp lightly on the dogs' shimmering and multi
colored rain-resistant coats, and the meadow's greening glade. 

Perhaps--
It is the chair, tropical rattan with open wide arms holding a dog-eared 
used paperback of Keats' Odes. Oh ... or sea birds inland gracefully gliding, 
white then black, grey, soaring over McBryde' s fertile land. 

Perhaps--
It is the view, new, like the bloodstained saliva, splotching the spit in the 
white porcelain guest bathroom sink last night, or that little laugh over the 
long distance line, when I was told "she" went snow skiing (with her 
balance!) and took a real bad fall. The laugh wasn't about her pain, but the 
thought of her on skis ... please. And then I see her smiling face again ... or I 
don't, my choice. 

Perhaps--
It is the rain, looking through drops now, through "the grass, the thicket, 
the fruit tree wild." I can almost make out the ocean, inevitable and 
endless, out there, moving through the grey mist, at the beginning of this 
opportuniry, the still stream, we call today. 
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Perhaps--
It is the chair, I fell asleep, last night, in the chair, after the sink and spit. I 
remember the dogs barking, somewhat madly, at the ghost-ridden country 
green field and the dangerous but beautifully lit candle, by the small 
mirror, at your bedside. But here there is no light. Could I rise from 
rattan and join the waking dream? (Take this waking dream slow.) 

Perhaps--
It is the view, eyes closed listening ... glistening birds in rural green 
trees ... songs of evermore ... classical music from a deaf man ... vision from the 
blind ... three days to see .. . triumph over depression ... the second movement 
from the dead ... a wet leather address book. .. raindrops and ink. .. stains on 
my blank yellow legal pad ... a legal pad ... none of the dogs are barking, but 
something surely is moving up there ... a rose in blood-red bloom by the 
guest bed ... something about love ... something about half in love with 
easeful death ... flowers purple and royale and beechen green and glistening 
at my bare feet. .. the murmurous haunt ... the daunting sounds of yesterday's 
rain ... yesterday's pain. 

Perhaps--
It is the rain. Perhaps. It is the chair. Perhaps. It is the view. Perhaps. 
It is you. (perhaps) 
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WRITING AGAINST THE GRAIN OF OBLIVION 
Lollie Groth 

What is the source of our first suffering? 
It lies in the fact that we hesitated to speak. 

It was born in the moment 
when we accumulated silent things within us. 

-Gaston Bachelard 

The other night I asked my class to write about an initial experience
the first time you made love, the first time you became a parent, the first 
time you drove a car or saw the ocean. What I found amazing was that 
almost everyone wrote about the first time he or she had made love and 
that almost everyone chose to read his or her piece aloud. Some were 
funny, some heart-wrenching, but one in particular rendered all of us 
silent. It was an account of a rape, a date rape, and in the act of reading it 
aloud, the young woman became cognizant of this fact. The class, 
fortunately, was able to shift gears and to treat this brave piece of writing 
with awe and tenderness. I felt glad that I had a class who could be honest 
and supportive with one another, a class with whom the writer felt safe 
enough to share her shocking realization. She was, after all, not required to 
read it out loud. 

But the reading of it brought it up and out, brought it to the surface, 
brought it into the realm of tragedy. The recognition came from the scene 
of writing, but it wasn't complete until it was witnessed and inscribed in 
another's consciousness. The classroom became the arena for the 
confessional, the talking cure, the theatre of tragic revelation. 

There was an air of tragedy in the room. What was tragic was how a 
part of her had gone to sleep and wasn't able to see what had happened to 
her as abusive, as rape. It was just what had happened. And I could see it 
in her face, how all of a sudden the pieces fit together, and she knew she 
had lost something much greater than her virginity, that something had 
been torn from her that left her oblivious, unexplained. 

In a study done by the National Institute of Mental Health's Center 
for Antisocial and Violent Behavior, 73% of the women who were 
identified as having been raped said they did not themselves think they 
were raped. What astounds me about this statistic is the lag time between 
what happened and what one thinks happened. In the classroom instance 
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co which I am referring, writing actually helped close this gap, but would 
the writing and the speaking it aloud be enough to heal this student? 
Could she cut her losses and move on? Or would she be in need of further 
therapy that writing could not provide? 

But let us turn to the therapeutic value that writing does and can 
offer. For students, writing is often the only way of voicing what they 
otherwise don't dare to voice, and the discovery of something repressed 
often comes through during the writing process itself. In-class free-writing 
becomes proof of the adage I don't know what I know until I see what I 
write. The unconscious cannot be held at bay indefinitely. The buried 
plot will eventually surface as it did in this student's case. The discovery 
then that comes through writing is not merely the knowledge of what has 
happened but also the recognition of the betrayal of oblivion, of the 
hesitation to speak. Virgina Woolf writes that "only when we put two and 
two together-two pencil strokes, two written words ... do we overcome 
dissolution and set up some stake against oblivion"(403). This is the 
project that my students and I have undertaken: to write against the grain 
of oblivion, and to discover sometimes what memories we have dissolved 
because of what we mistook to be love or pleasure or initiation. 

The upshot of all this is that recognition spawned by writing is really 
a victory; it is not tragic. This young woman's putting "two and two 
together" marks a new beginning; it marks a step taken beyond the circle 
of silent repetition. It is the phoenix rising from the ashes, the skin healed 
and new. 
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BAMBOO 
by Donald C. Frost 

As a young boy, I took some money from my mother without her 
knowledge. At first I started taking loose change, but when I found out 
that no one said anything, I started taking bills. First ones, then fives, then 
twenties. I thought I was so cool because I thought I had gotten away with it. 

Well, one day when I came home from school, my mother called me 
into the kitchen where she was cooking. There was a lamb shank in the 
oven and she was basting it with tomatoes, onions, garlic and green 
peppers. In one corner of the kitchen I could hear the lid of the rice pot 
making a clanking noise from the rising steam. How comforting it was to 
be home after school until she asked that fateful question. "Don,"she said, 
"did you take any money from my purse?" My heart fell into my stomach. 
What could I say? I lied and told her no. She then told me that my father 
wanted to see me in his office, which was in the back part of the house in 
one of the bedrooms. 

His office was just down the hall but at that time it seemed like that 
dark, cold, lifeless hall was a tunnel that would never end. When I finally 
reached his office, my knees were shaking and my mouth was dry. I opened 
the door and the room was filled with smoke as my dad was a chain 
smoker. It was hard to breathe. I didn't know if it was from the smoke or 
my nerves. There was a moment of silence. Then my father asked that same 
dreaded question. Like every young boy who is being accused and thinks he 
will never get caught, I said no. My father saw right through me. I guess it 
was my trembling voice that gave me away. It was hard to get the words 
out with my mouth so dry. I was given instructions to wait for him 
downstairs in the basement. I had to walk back down that long hall. 

I finally reached the stairs to the basement. It took forever to get to 
the bottom. The basement, which usually held all kinds of adventures for a 
young boy, now took on a new appearance. It was cold, dark and stale
smelling. While waiting for my father, fearing a spanking, I remembered 
"Spanky and Our Gang, " a TV show that I had seen several days earlier. 
Spanky was in a situation similar to mine. When he was going to get his 
punishment, he put a frying pan in his pants and was spared the pain. 
Well, I thought I could do just as well as Spanky. Not having a frying pan, 
I looked around the basement and stacked in one corner were some old Life 
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magazines. I quickly put several issues inside my jeans and waited smugly for 

my dad. 

Finally he came downstairs. In one hand he had several pieces of freshly
cut, young bamboo about four feet long. They were still green. Where my 
father had tried to cut away the little branches and leaves, small spikes 
remained and gave a look of thorns like those on a rose stem. "Drop your 
pants!" Dad yelled. What was I going to do now? Having already lied, I did 
not dare disobey. I undid my belt and the cop button of my pants. They fell 
under the weight of the large magazines. My father's face became red with 
rage. Not only had I lied and he knew it, but now I had tried to make a fool of 

him. With his left hand, he grabbed the back of my neck and pushed me 
forward over an old, dusty table. The first blow came down hard and I lee out 
a loud scream. I can't remember how many times he hie me. I cried. I 
screamed. First there were welts and then blood. M y nine-year-old body lay 
lifeless on the cable, the beating over. I couldn't sit for two weeks. 

I felt sorry for having taken the money, but the punishment exceeded 
the crime. I vowed I would never forget this or him for doing this to me. He 
hurt me more than just physically. Unlike my wounds which would heal in 
several weeks, the hatred for my dad went much deeper and would take years 
co heal. But I would show him; I would grow up and have my family and I 

would be better than he was. I did grow up and I did have m y family. One day 
I found my son had taken some money from his mother. I was furious that he 
had done chat. I grabbed my belt, threw open his bedroom door and started 
yelling. Bue somehow from somewhere deep inside of me I remembered the 

awful beating I had gotten. Here I was almost doing the same thing. How was 
I going to stop all of chis madness? Although I was still yelling and threatening, 
I was able to ,stop. Wanting to teach my son a lesson, I called a friend who was 
a police officer. He told me to bring my son to the police station. In the car on 

the way to the station, I explained to my son that what he was doing was very 
wrong and that if he continued he could be arrested. Just having him sit in the 
station for four hours watching what could happen if he did not stop caking 

money and got caught was a strong enough lesson. No beating had to take 
place. No blood had to be shed. 

My son is now twenty. Soon he will marry and I am sure he will have 
children of his own who will try the same thing. The only thing is I know that 
when he is screaming and yelling at his child, he will remember his trip to the 
police station and not a trip down a dark, cold, gloomy staircase to the 
basement. 
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COMING FULL CIRCLE 
Joy Hewett 

AB a community college English teacher since 1982, I've come full circle on 
Vietnam. I caught the veterans of chat conflict, and now I teach the children from 
chat war-corn era. From the cathartic experiences of the soldiers celling their 
stories, sometimes for the first time, co the long struggle of the refugees and 
immigrants from Vietnam who are trying to attain their dreams here in Hawai'i, I 

have gained a perspective on helping students cope with the consequences of chat 
war that I never would have thought I would share when I was a student 
protesting America's involvement in chat conflict. Teaching writing has provided 

a vehicle for broadening my sense of responsibility for helping students 
communicate, either because they must express their feelings and their experiences 

to become healthier human beings, or because they need co learn English in order 
to survive in a new society. I believe we have all become richer for the experience 
we've shared. 

In the early '80's in North Carolina, I taught Vietnam veterans back in 

school on the GI bill. I had never known anyone personally who went to Vietnam 
at the time of the conflict-all my friends went to college-and these men struggled 
with experiences chat we dealt with in their narratives chat were both poignant 
and dramatic. Stories about Vietnam issued from their papers, and for the first 
time I saw grown men walk out of class with tears in their eyes to gain a measure 
of composure before returning co deal with their topics or to listen co others cell 

their stories. Normally, I read the student narratives anonymously so they could 
hear what they had written from a different perspective. The first year I caught, I 
remember vividly one man insisting on reading his story aloud himself. le was the 
first of many personal accounts I was co hear or read over the next few years. 

He and his buddies who had been setting mines on a trail in the jungle for 

four days were fleeing the VC, and the helicopter sent co rescue chem was waiting 
as they ran co their escape. My student recalled one of his buddies dropping a map 
and going back to get it. The chopper cook off without him, and this man would 
always remember the look on his friend's face as they lifted off. Another student 
giving a speech in my oral communications class cold about his young buddy, 
who was co leave for home soon, out on gun duty in a rice paddy. The young 
fellow had a bad feeling about the day. My student was reassuring him when his 
friend was hie and he saw him die, face down in che green slime of the rice paddy. 
His account was so vivid, so poignant, he had us all riveted co his story-a class full 
of surfers and pink pretties, as I called the young girls who wore pink sweaters and 
socks-most of whom weren' c even born when chis man's story cook place twenty 
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years before. His sharing a story he had only told his psychiatrist and his wife 
united our class in a deep bond that lasted the whole semester. They needed to 
hear it, and I needed to cry about it. 

For Vietnam, for some reason, still brought tears to my eyes, even then, 
whenever the subject was brought up. The veterans in my classes called me a 
flower child. I was. While they were at war, we were in the States trying to bring 
them home alive. Although some vets talk of being spit at upon their return from 
Vietnam, I don't think most of the people opposing that war did such things. I 
only know we protested the war out of love, not hate. Back then, we believed love 
would save the world. We believed the phrase "Make love not war," and if we 

stuck enough flowers in enough cannons, we could change the world. Those days 
of youthful optimism are long gone, but the feeling of well-meaning that I believe 
those veterans sensed in my classes endured and allowed them to tell stories they 
needed to tell, gave them the confidence to begin to grapple with issues that were 
just beginning to surface for them ten or twenty years after they fought. It was the 
time when war movies about Vietnam began to proliferate. Those English 
composition and speech classes provided catharsis for these men whose hurts 
were locked deep beneath a wall of ice tears. Their grief was deep and profound, 
but in sharing it they touched us all, and somehow, I hope, their burdens were 

lightened. 

Now there is discussion about the propriety of having students writing 
about personal experiences when they are being graded on them. The dilemmas 
in teaching, grading and evaluating creative endeavors of individuals cannot easily 
be resolved, but I would not have been an English major if it hadn't been for a 
literature dealing with life and personal experiences. I was drawn to a field where 
communicating our humanness was essential and made meaningful, for sharing 
our common humanity and our diversity is what enriches the classroom 

experience and makes writing the meaningful craft or art that it is. 

Yet all of the soldiers' stories weren't heroic or noble. I remember a soldier 
who shot a farmer's ox as it plowed a field because of a bet he couldn't hit it, and 

he did, and he told how his superior officer made him pay for the dead ox. These 
stories had to be told as well. As painful as their experiences were, they said they 
felt better for "getting it out, dealing with it." And though I was no psychiatrist 

and could not offer clinical help for them, I do think my classroom provided a 
safe haven for these men to learn to begin to come to terms with their 
experiences. That is the beauty of writing, of trying to communicate. 

I moved from the coast of North Carolina where I taught Vietnam 
veterans. Now I live in Hawai'i, where I am receiving narratives, journal entries, 
and comparison-and-contrast essays from English-as-a-Second-Language students 
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whose parents were persecuted for their roles in the war and who eventually fled 
Vietnam. A young woman, who could not weigh eighty-six pounds, compares 
the lifestyle she had in Vietnam to her life here: cooking on a wood fire where 

smoke got in her eyes and preparing pots of rice for her family several times a day 
to having a crockpot now where the rice stays warm and frees her time to realize 
another dream of hers that was denied in Vietnam-a college education. Because 

her family applied to come to America, she was not allowed to go to school in 
Vietnam. Now she has more time and the opportunity to study, and she works 
hard trying to learn a new language-a new way of thinking and speaking. 

A young Vietnamese man tells of his thirteenth attempted escape from 
Vietnam after the Communists took over when he and sixty-five people headed 
for Malaysia but were raided by Thai pirates who took the women and killed 
some of the men trying to stop them, pirates who stole the boat's engine after the 

survivors had already lost most of their provisions in a storm. He tells of the awful 
ordeal in a Thai refugee camp where a day in the camp was as bad as a year in a 
Vietnam prison had been for him. Despite the great inhumanity he has 
witnessed, he still has a bright smile for me in class. I can only hope for him the 
best life has to offer and my wish that my assistance with improving his English 

gets him as far as he wants to go. 

Another student writes of needing to leave Vietnam for her sister's health

eye problems had plagued her since birth-and I am reminded of the Vietnam 
veteran whose daughter was born with birth defects which he attributed to Agent 

Orange. Our legacy in Vietnam left a trail of torment for those who fought, and 
Vietnam's own history left a legacy of conflict and hardship for those who 
endured those war years or the times following it. As a teacher, I have dealt with 
the soldiers of Vietnam, and now the children of Vietnam. We have shared in the 
classroom their personal and often poignant stories, painful memories and bitter 
lessons, but in grappling with these issues, the catharsis has provided grown men 
with an opportunity to find their tears, to wash clean some of their wounds, and 

perhaps to help them heal. In sharing their stories, the children of Vietnam, 
grown-ups now, are finding a voice, in a sometimes difficult language, a voice 
with which to express the joy of their new lives and to deal with their sorrows. 

As a girl standing in candlelight vigils, I never would have guessed I would 
be teaching refugees of that war here in Hawai'i. But life has its miracles, and I 

am richer myself for sharing their experiences and allowing them the opportunity 
to express their views in what I have always hoped to create in the classroom-a 
safe environment. We have all reached a safe haven. We are linked in one big 
circle by our common humanity, our concern for one another, our hopes for 
humankind to reach an understanding where we all share this planet in an 
embrace of love. 



YESA.M 
Kermit Coad 

the stillness 
of 5:30 a.m. before 
sunnse 
maybe 
58 degrees 
everything 
asleep only 
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the air breathing both 
my nostrils 
at work 
saymg 
"you cannot forget 
your childhood" 
then 
finally 
i decide 
and i'm glad 
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LONG RAIN 
Kermit Coad 

poetry like precipitation 
either falls or not 
and I am happy to 
report 
from this spot 
today 
it must have 
I asked 
where did this moisture 
come from it's covered 
my shoes but there wasn't 
a cloud all day 
to make it 
undry 
yet 
miraculously my 
toes drip 
mysteries 
little miracles and 
big ones 
it's all the same 
1magme 
eternity 
inexplicably 
rammg 
just like this 
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SKIN DEEP 
Kermit Coad 

I have had a rash now 
for several months it's 
been called 
different 
things 
been fed 
numerous medicines 
ointments pills powdered 
and washed with all kinds 
of soaps it moves 
from one part 
of my body 
to another 
looking for a home 
I call it 
my homeless rash 
I've tried to 

ignore it wait 
for it 
to disappear purge 
it away 
smother it under 
solutions and still 
it remains 
now 
I've grown 
used to it even 
take it 
for granted 
considering it 
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a sign 
of the rimes 
it seems 
to go 
where it pleases 
sometimes 
it hurts and 
sometimes 
it just sics there 
turning 
various shades 
of red 
leaving 
the doctors 
baffled 
meanwhile 
I've decided to 
cry and change 
my chinking 
so I check up 
on my rash to 
see if it's happy 
and if all its 
basic needs 
are being met 
I struggle 
co make it 
as comfortable 
as we both 
can be under 
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the circumstances 
maybe 
someday 
I'll escape 
doing something 
I really don't want 
to do because I'm 
"Hopelessly Rashed" 
maybe 
I'll even learn 
the ultimate art of 
"Skin-Irritation 
Acceptance" and teach 
others 
the beauty 
of rash sensitivity 
and rash love 
but right now 
it's just 
resting there 
smarting 
like a squatter 
with an attitude 
a skin deep 
defiant 
crimson nomad 
stubbornly altering 
the surface 
of my life 
with its own 
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JOURNAL ENTRIES 
A story 

LouZitnik 

December 3 
Number one 

After reading Alned's journal, I'm hiding in the 
darkroom, behind two locked doors. For extra protection, I have switched 
on the red warning light. 

Stay Out! it blinks in the hall of the Communication Building. 
Developing in Progress. 

I am safe. Surrounded by thousands of college students 
whispering, circling and plotting, I am safe. 

That may not sound like a very good attitude for a teacher, but 
I'm not exactly a teacher. I'm a photograph. 

An 8xl0 black-and-white photograph. 

December 3 
Number two 

What a comfortable sensation being flat. 
Seconds ago, or was it hours? my body had depth. I could move. I could 
rest my head against the Durst enlarger, stretch my legs to the plastic 
developing trays, even wiggle my toes. With each new breath, my lungs 
expanded. There were beach balls, about to explode. 

Now, though, I am flat. Is it a crime? No, of course not. After all, 
I am not pornography. I am a black-and-white portrait of a middle-aged 
man going bald, wearing a faded oxford shirt, dark slacks, and rubber 
slippers. 

Being flat has all the advantages of being three-dimensional , but 
none of the nasty side effects. I can hear the ticking of the Nikon timer. I 
can see my coffee, bitter and black. I can even feel the heat rising from its 
styrofoam cup. The steam brushes along my archival skin, rises to my lips, 
touches my nose. (The smell reminds me of ferricyanide, the acid I use to 
lighten prints.) All this, and I do not have to fear discovery. Here, inside 
this picture, I am safe. 

There is, though, one problem. I can see Alned' s journal open on 
my lap. 
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December 3 
Number three 

I am a picture of Vincent Cole. My tired hands, 
ring finger missing, hold Alned' s journal open in my lap, to page 33, 
where he has boldly printed in bright red ink: MR. VINCENT, I WANT 
A PICTURE OF ME AND THE MAN I LOVE. I WANT PEOPLE TO 
UNDERSTAND. 

December 3 
Number four 

This is my fault. Not Alned' s sex life, not that, 
but my knowledge of it. The other teachers, the old-timers, warned me 
not to read the journals. Too much work, they said. Not enough time. 
Simply, they said, a departmental formality for Writing Intensive courses. 
Count the entries, make sure there are fifty, forget the reading. The 
students cheated, anyway, and wrote all the entries on the last day. 

Why didn't I listen? Because I was a fool. Because I was a rookie, 
a substitute for the regular lecturer who had fallen ill, and because I 
imagined myself, severed finger and all, a newspaper photographer with a 
fully developed hide. Besides, is there any doubt about photographers? 
We are voyeurs, the lot of us. I admit it. 

So I peeked through every window, read every page, saw Alned 
eating greasy fries at Zippy's, saw him leaning back in the front row at a 
Christian Slater movie, saw the buses passing on Wai'alae, the cups of 
coffee in Java Java, the wet sidewalks in Manoa. Saw his hands ... 

December 3 
Number 5 

No more of that. Staring, after all, is what got 
me into trouble in the first place. Besides, any scene of explicit sex is 
strictly in my imagination. In truth, Alned's journal, except for his lines 
on page 33, is quite mundane although slightly sentimental. 

Only on page 33 is there a hint of real emotion. 
At first, I thought the words had been stained by tears. The page 

had wrinkled in spots, as a letter to a loved one might be. I imagined 
having to stare at these signs of feeling for the rest of my life, which, 
considering the shelf life of archival paper, could have been a hundred 
years, even two hundred years. An eternity. 
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In the darkroom, for the rest of time, I would sit below my award
winning photograph of Johnny Paka, and I would dream oflove. This 
would be, I believed, a fittingly dramatic and ironic end to my life. 

Then my nose, flat but still conscious of its physiological purpose, 
had inhaled a distinctly eastern odor. What could it be? With great effort, 
I shook myself free, raised the journal to my nose. The stains on the page 
were not tears. They were soy sauce! No doubt Alned had hunkered over 
his journal in a Chinese restaurant, stuffing heaps of beef broccoli into his 
mouth as he plotted my involvement. 

Now, Johnny is hanging on the wall. His face, thanks to the firm 
grip of black-and-white photography, has not lost its youthful charm. He 
is sharp angles, shadows and light. He is a violent promise. 

I took that picture when I was twenty-one and have kept it all 
these years. Believe me, it has paid the rent. Notice the dime-sized spot 
below his eye? Black-and-white makes my blood appear so much more 
real, don't you think? Now the two of us will hang together in our 
archival years. I wonder what he feels-this man who mixed his passions 
with so much pain-about a young man, almost still a boy, who mixes his 
words of love with soy sauce? 

Vincent, he might say, is this what has become of love? 

December 3 
Number six 

It's not funny. This is serious. What am I to do? 
I never thought of Alned as the type to confess. He seemed the pragmatic 
type. 

In class, he sits near a window, at the back, quiet, young, maybe 
twenty-three, not tall, not short, not handsome, not ugly, almost bright, 
almost bored-perfectly camouflaged. He has only one distinguishing 
characteristic: a weakness for wearing, habitually, a particularly outlandish 
Hawai'ian shirt. Every Friday he appears like a sunrise, a flash of red and 
orange, of pineapples and pink Eskimos grasping slightly sagging fishing 
poles. 

What does it mean? 
Before reading his journal, I imagined this shirt a passing fancy, a 

Freudian slip. He would outgrow it, buy instead a Bank of Hawai'i 
uniform, sit behind a desk in penny loafers, slacks and a conservative blue 
aloha shirt. The Eskimos would eventually be tucked away, hidden in a 
secret drawer at home, beneath his favorite pair of underwear. 

Now, I am not so sure. 
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December 3 
Number seven 

How can I help him? What do I know about 
love? Forty-five years ago, my father pressed the shutter release, produced 
my negative. Slowly, arduously, my mother twisted the ancient knobs of 
her enlarger, exposing me to light until I appeared on a page of Kodak 
resisto high gloss paper. The doctors washed me in a river ofVersatol. In 
hypo-neutralizer, on a thousand Sunday afternoons, I hardened in living 
rooms. I swam in acid-stop-bath streets crowded with three-dimensional 
characters, deadlines, headlines and denials. Men, except for one, took no 
interest in me, and women (there were a few) , fled after seeing that I was 
remarkably thin. Until, at last, I surfaced in this peaceful pool, this fresh 
rinse of college life. 

Now I am no longer out of place. I am a finished product. I am 
safe. But somewhere out there, Alned is still alive, developing. He is 
hunting me. 

I will tell him when he comes. I have no knowledge of the three
dimensional movements required for love. I am a photograph. 

December 3 
Number eight 

Johnny Paka, now there was a man who knew 
about love. I remember, in particular, his lips. Thick and full, they reeked 
of glamorous cruelty. After he had called and arranged a secret meeting, I 
remember I sat in the front row of Ka'ahumanu Church, focusing my 
Nikon FM2 on that mouth. He had perfectly white teeth, and laughed 
often to let me know he had a sense of humor. 

Did I think it was funny, he asked, that we were meeting in a 
church across the street from the police station? 

Tall and thin, naked to the waist, he could have been a model in 
an ad for jeans or cologne. So many people had wanted to talk to him, 
including the police. Why had I been the lucky one? 

Because, he said, he liked my work. He had seen my front-page 
photo of Eddie Marland, the man he had stabbed through the neck. 

It's like this, he said. I want you to take a picture of the real me, 
not some fuckin ' criminal. You tell them that Eddie Marland came on to 

me. You show them I'm not a fuckin' fag. 
I lifted the camera to my eye. 
Not yet, he said. You have to wait. I don't trust you yet. Maybe 

you're just like him, like Eddie. You know what Marland said to me? You 
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want to know what it was like? He came on to me. 
Johnny had moved closer, until our shoulders were touching. His 

breath licked my cheek, my ear. Do you feel it? he whispered. 
I sat still and cool. I was a professional. I wanted that picture, 

and I would do anything for it. 
He kissed my cheek, my chin. His tongue grazed my lips. His 

hand moved up my thigh, stopped. You fuck, he said, and grabbed the 
back of my neck. You sick fuck, he said. You like it, don't you? 

He pressed his lips against mine, forced his tongue into my 
mouth, then he jerked his head away. He was smiling. See, he said, and in 
one quick move, he grabbed my wrist, pinned it to the pew. Fag, he said, 
and flicked open the knife. The tip of the blade punctured my skin. He 
pressed it in. Jammed it through my knuckle. 

Now, he said, sitting back, wiping the back of his hand across his 
cheek, Take my picture. 

That Johnny, he was an artist. 

December 3 
Number ten 

My development is not yet complete. The 
feeling of flatness comes and goes. A moment ago I could write. 

Now I can walk on the tile floor. In the film closet, I find Alned's 
film, and hold it to the light, let it pass before my eyes, like the windows of 
a train in the night. I see a young man, a stranger in a baseball cap. I see 
him looking over his shoulder. Now he is standing at the beach, his pants 
rolled above his ankles. Now he is standing outside a Chinese restaurant. 

The negatives remind me of photographs taken on vacation. The 
man is stiff in each shot, at center stage. Poor composition. And he has 
made another serious mistake. The shots, most of them, are slightly out of 
focus. He had not held the camera steady while pressing the shutter 
release. Instead of squeezing the trigger, he had jerked it. 

There is, though, one shot that might be saved. In the last frame, 
the young man is balanced on a picket fence, arms stretched out like wings, 
and he is looking up, the sun in his face, as if he is about to take flight. 

Wait. Someone is knocking at the door. 



THE JOURNAL OF THE UNIVERSITY OF HAWAJ'I COMMUNITY COLLEGES 

December 3 
Number eleven 

Alned's journal lies open on my lap, and I can see 
my reflection in the brown bottles of developing fluid. A drop of sweat 
waits to roll down my cheek. In the trash, Alned' s negatives swirl and hiss, 
like snakes. How long have I been sitting here? An hour? Ten minutes? 
A year? Clocks do not move in photographs. Water drops hang on brass 
faucets, forever. 

Another knock. 

December 3 
Number twelve 

Alned's fingers crawl, tarantula-like, from behind 
the door. A slippered foot appears, then a bare knee, plaid shorts, and 
Eskimos. His face flashes white. "Mr. Vincent?" he says, attempting a 
smile a moment too late, as if surprised, caught by a strobe, overexposed. 
"Why didn't you answer the door?" 

My lips are squeezed shut, holding back a mouthful of archival 
paper and Versatol. 

He points his Nikon at me, twists the lens, a 310 zoom. "I 
knocked a hundred times. Finally, the janitor-wait. Sit still." He clicks 
off three shots. "Got you." 

Sit still? Do I have a choice? Why is it so hard for him to see the 
obvious? 

A child on the ice flow, he steps across the tile floor. "I need your 
help," he says. Eskimos nest to shelves of chemicals, jerk their poles, make 
orange fish dance on silver hooks. "Mr. Vincent ... " His fingers slide up a 
bottle filled with ferricyanide, and for an instant I feel as if I am a genie in 
a bottle, awaiting his command. "I have this picture," he says, "that I want 
to develop for my class project. A picture of my friend ... my best friend." 

He scratches his ear, flicks on the safelight, drowns us in red. 
H ow cool he is, how much like a professional. But when he leans forward 
and flicks the enlarger switch, the soft light rises to the face of a child 
leaning forward to blow out candles on a birthday cake. 
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Now he's looking up at Johnny Pak.a. "I want to take a picture 
like that one, Mr. Vincent." His finger touches Johnny's chin. "Did you 
use tri-X?" 

What is it about Johnny that so attracts the innocent? His skin? 
His eyes. His unspoken promise of cruelty? 

Alned, on his tiptoes, stretches up as a child would to reach his 
father's face. "There's so much grain," he says, looking into Johnny's eyes. 
"You must have been almost in the dark." 

The two of them are about to kiss. Of course, why didn't I see 
that before? Johnny has planned it all along. "Don't touch," I shout, loud 
enough to shake the chemicals in the developing trays. 

Eyes wide, Alned steps back. (I can see now that he has never 
believed in the power of photographs. No doubt he thinks they are simply 
made of chemicals and paper.) 

"We were in a church," I say. "At night, by candlelight. See the 
reflection on his cheek? You need a steady hand in that kind oflight," I 
say, and dig his negatives out of the trash. "You know what I mean?" 

"He looks real." 
"He is real." 
"It's the black and white, " Alned says. "The documentary style 

lends an air of realism." 
"No, he is real, a real fucking faggot. " 
Alned's mouth makes a small 0, and for a second he is a 

photograph. He can't move. I drape his negatives over his shoulder. 
"That faggot taught me a lesson," I say. "Even though I wanted 

to puke when I looked at him, I waited for the shot. And after he cut my 
finger, I held my camera steady, even when I felt sick. " 

He holds the negs to the light but he's not looking at them, he's 
looking through them, at me. 

"Take this too," I say, tossing him his journal. "I didn't have time 
to read it. Bring it back when you have some decent shots, I'll read it 
then. " 

Alned learns fast. He's already backing toward the door. He sees 
me now as I have always been, an 8xl0 black-and-white photograph, 
lacking color, very thin. 

Johnny would have been proud of me. 
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December 3 
Number thirteen 

How good it feels to run with my camera in my 
hand. The air smells clean, like a newly opened package of Kodak paper. 
For a second, as the bright sunlight hits me, I feel my fingers hardening on 
my motordrive. Perhaps I should sit on the grass under the banyan tree, 
return to the still life, a photograph of a middle-aged professor resting in 
the shade after a sudden burst of energy. But no, the idea is to keep 
running, don't stop, don't stand still, run until the college is a memory. 

Then I hear tired brakes fighting hard, and a horn that will not 
stop. I run toward a tangle of cars that has blocked the entrance to the 
college. Pushing through the bystanders, I realize they have the same 
sullen faces of critics at an art gallery. I step off the sidewalk, expecting to 
see Alned bleeding on the asphalt. 

But he is alive. He is kneeling over a young man who is lying on 
his back. I see Alned drop his journal and his camera. He slips his hand 
under the man's neck and pinches the man's nose. 

Camera to my eye, I see that the man's hair is thin and sticky, like 
cotton candy. Behind me a woman chatters, explaining to a policeman 
how she saw the two young men standing at the corner, waiting for the 
light to change, when for no reason, that one with the baseball cap ran-

I focus on the red pickup truck with the smashed front end, the 
shattered window. I hear my insides ticking. I have gears and springs. I 
am mechanical. 

Alned blows air into the man's mouth, coughs, turns his head and 
spits blood on the asphalt. The blood is black. 

Kneeling on broken glass, I focus on Alned' s fingers where they 
touch his friend's lips. 

"Please," Alned says, "help me. Give me something for his head." 
I hold the camera steady. Unable to move. 
Alned's fingers, spotted with blood, gently guide his journal under 

the man's cotton-candy hair. 
Click. 

Now, his friend lies, cold and still, staring at the sky as if he sees 
something only he can see, a place to go, a place to hide. But he cannot 
move. He cannot run, walk, amble or strut. 

He is a photograph. 
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NATURE WALK 
Cynthia Smith 

As we passed through the door, the intense heat hit us in the face like 
a physical blow. We pulled the body covers over our heads and zipped 
them up. Squinting into the glaring sun, I remembered to put my goggles 
on and helped Clara to do the same. We stepped out into the nature zone. 
The hydro-sprinkler lazily scattered life-giving water around the grassy 
field. It still looked parched, and in some places grass had given way to 
dirt. I felt an intense desire to tug off my boots and walk barefoot through 
the patchwork vegetation. I wanted to once more feel the tickle of moist 
grass. I didn't voice this thought, however, for fear of putting such an idea 
into Clara's head. Although only nine, my granddaughter was headstrong 
and once possessed of an idea, it was difficult to dissuade her. 

Breathing in the hot, tepid air, I was struck by the solitude. It was 
such a blessing not to be hemmed in by endless crowds. Memories of a 
time when space and solitude were common flowed back to me. Clara and 
I walked quietly, enjoying the scent coming from the hardy flowers able to 
withstand the heat. The few trees provided relief from the sun, and we 
stopped to rest under the welcoming shade of an old, gnarled tree. As we 
lay down, watching the sun's rays dance through the leaves, Clara began 
the now familiar but still painful questions. 

"Tell me about the old days, Nanna, before the sun got so hot. What 
was it like to be able to walk outside without a body cover? Tell me about 
the animals and plants." 

With the deep sadness that always permeated these conversations, I 
told her about my childhood memories. Watching the clouds rush across 
the sky on a windy day, collecting the fallen blossoms of a delicate 
dogwood tree, swinging on a weeping willow branch. Raking leaves and 
jumping into the sweet-smelling piles. I tried to describe the sound of birds 
quarrelling as they returned to their nests at the end of the day, and the 
smell of honeysuckle and lilac in early summer. The feeling of wading in a 
creek, watching crisp leaves floating like little canoes with the current. I 
held back tears at the thought that Clara would never know any of these 
expenences. 
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"Did my daddy do these things?" piped in Clara, breaking into my 
reverie. "Were there still elephants when he was little?" 

"Yes dear, elephants, and rhinos. Tigers, whales, jaguars-the world 
was full of beautiful and amazing animals. They all disappeared when your 
daddy was still young." 

Clara was silent for awhile. I looked at her pale, serious face. It was 
hard to imagine her thoughts. What wishes or dreams were possible in her 
life? 

As I wearily got to my feet to continue our walk, Clara asked the 
question that I had been dreading. 

"Why Nanna, why did all the elephants die? Why did the oceans 
have to die?" 

Excuses ran through my head-it was the politicians, the 
corporations. It was the selfishness and shortsightedness of other people. It 
was the inevitable destructive effects of flawed human beings. None of 
these would make sense to a nine-year-old. The honesty of her youth 
would see though these hypocrisies and denials. How can you explain to a 
child full of the future that we just didn't care-not about the plants, the 
water, the animals, not even about our children? 

I looked up to give Clara some faltering reply, but she was not even 
looking at me. Perhaps she sensed that no real response was possible. Her 
attention was caught by a baby wren chirping incessantly for its mother to 
feed it. As the baby chased her flighty mother from branch to branch, 
Clara watched, transfixed by the joy of this movement oflife. 

This precious, serene moment was shattered by the blaring of a 
klaxon horn. Clara turned to me with tear-filled eyes. "Do we really have 
to go, Nanna? It was such a short time." 

'Tm sorry, dear, you know the rules. We are only allowed thirty 
minutes in the nature zone. There are so many other people who want to 
come here." 

"When can we come again, Nanna?" 

"The waiting time is long, little one; perhaps we can come again in 
six months." 
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Clara turned away, her shoulders drooping. Six months is an eternity 
to a child. 

We plodded back to the vault door and prepared to reenter the 
synthetic, controlled zone that was our world. For a wild moment I 
imagined throwing off the body cover and running away, back into that 
narrow nature zone, under the harsh sun stripped of its protective ozone. 
Better to die having once more walked on the earth without isolating 
cover, even if it was for a short time-anything rather than continue merely 
enduring in that artificial world. 

Of course I didn't. Cowardice and paralysis, the enemies of human 
goodness, the creators of the barren world I had given to my beloved 
Clara, led me back through the metal door. Back to my sterile life. 
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PATHWAYS TO PEACE: 
Towards a Literature of Peace 

Shel Hershinow 

Once upon a time there was a hero, The Hero. Of noble bearing, 
bold, courageous, daring, loved by the gods, there was no task too great for 
him to accomplish, no adventure too dangerous for him to undertake. 
Known by many names-Theseus, Heracles, Perseus, Bellerophon, Jason, 
Oedipus, Odysseus, Achilles, Aeneas, Beowulf, Arthur, Lancelot, Percival
he was a warrior and shining example of all that was most noble in human 
aspiration. Bards sang his praises, poets and storytellers recounted his 
exploits. The whole world resounded to reports of his glory. 

Most people today have some familiarity with the literary classics 
created during the heroic ages of Western civilization-such works as The 
Iliad, The Odyssey, Beowulf The Song of Roland, and El Cid Such literary 
masterpieces are rightly treasured for their rich beauty and window to the 
human heart. But if we approach literature seeking affirmation of the 
values of peace, what we find is a literature of war and violence whose 
heroes are mighty kings and warriors, strong and daring. Because Western 
civilization, like many others, began with a tradition of the vanquishing 
hero, we know what a literature of war looks like. But what is a literature 
of peace? And if we are to find or create such a literature, must we discard 
a literary tradition that has been revered for centuries? 

A useful way to begin a search for peace literature is by categorizing 
the existing literature according to its treatment-or non-treatment-of 
concerns related to peace, war, and violence. Working from this 
perspective I would suggest a rough typology of peace and war literature 
consisting of four categories. First of all, as I have already suggested, there 
is a hallowed canon of works of war and violence. All of the traditional 
classics before the Renaissance were produced by war cultures at a relatively 
primitive state of technology. And most literary classics as well as a large 
body of not-so-hallowed works written during modern times-that is, from 
the Renaissance to the middle of the 20th century-also embody an ethic 
that affirms, or at least accepts, war and violence as a means of settling 
disputes. For example, the heroes of such diverse works as Shakespeare's 
histories and tragedies, Don Quixote, Billy Budd, Lord Jim, War and Peace, 
For Whom the Bell Tolls, One Flew Over the Cuckoos Nest, The Naked and 
the Dead, The Godfather, and A Clockwork Orange are all warriors or 
fighters of one sort or another. This first category, therefore, is quite large. 
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However, the nature of warfare and violence has changed since the heroic 
age, becoming more mechanized, impersonal, death-dealing. This increase 
in the destructiveness of organized violence leads to some important insights 
for the seeker of peace literature. For if it is true, as has long been accepted, 
that literature, the queen of the arts, holds up the mirror to life, what does 
the change in the technology and scale of warfare mean for modern 
literature? What we find is that even works having little to do directly with 
war and violence often reflect the increased awareness of violence in the 
modern world. A listing of prominent American authors of the 20th 
century, for example, is a virtual catalogue of violence in our society
Hemingway and Faulkner and Mailer and Capote and Styron and Pynchon 
and Tennessee Williams. 

It is important to note that works in this first category do not 
necessarily endorse the values of war openly or unequivocally. Indeed, 
many-perhaps most-create an awareness of and sympathy for the suffering 
caused by war and therefore, by implication, could be said to embrace the 
values of peace. But the message they give is not in fact unmixed, for they 
also reflect a fascination with the excitement and drama of war and violence. 
The social philosopher Paul Goodman eloquently expressed the moral 
ambiguity found in many great works of literature: 

Classics of literature that are certainly beyond debate-both 
Homer's Iliad and Tolstoy's War and Peace-are infused by and 
teach us a profound pacifism, a lofty and compassionate dismay at 
the infatuated violence of men in their armies. Yet these works also 
express and celebrate the demonic in war, the abysmal excitement 
of mankind gone mad. (Mason 2) 1• 

Great literature, it is frequently argued, explores the human condition, 
warts and all. And since human nature is a constant, the literary classics, it 
is said, embody universal values as well as the values and attitudes prevalent 
at the time of their creation. But whatever the power of great literature of 
the past, the nature of warfare has changed so dramatically that the literary 
products of earlier war cultures can no longer move us as they once did. 

A second category consists of a smaller body of explicitly anti-war 
literature, dating from ancient times but not blossoming until after the 
horrors of 20th-century warfare had been unleashed. This category would 
include such works as the Greek plays Lysistrata and The Trojan Women, 
and such 20th-century novels as Dr. Zhivago, All Quiet on the Western 
Front, A Farewell to Arms, Johnny Got His Gun, Catch-22, The Tin Drum, 
Slaughterhouse Five, The Gates of the Forest, and Going after Cacciotto. (A 
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very thorough, annotated bibliography of such literature is detailed in War 
and Peace in Literature by Lucy Dougall.) Though these works are often 
compelling, disturbing pleas for peace, much of their substance is a graphic 
depiction of the horrors and insanity of war, with peace viewed as what 
exists when war ceases. More recently-since August 6, 1945, to be exact-a 
new kind of anti-war literature has appeared, primarily in poetry. What is 
coming to be known as nuclear literature deals with the horror-and the 
fascination-of man's ultimate technological achievement, the Faustian 
power to obliterate all life. While much of this poetry treats sometimes 
subtle ecological and psychological implications rather than raw displays of 
destructive power, it nonetheless is like the earlier anti-war literature in 
being largely negative in the sense of opposing repugnant war technology 
without giving full expression to what life might be like without war, the 
technology of war, and strategies of nuclear deterrence. 

The third category, unlike the first two categories which deal 
explicitly with subjects related to war, violence, and peace, would include 
literary works that depict or expose indirect or structural violence-that is, 
intolerable forms of injustice and inequality, as seen in ethnic and sexual 
discrimination and ruthless exploitation of the underprivileged. In this 
category I would place such works as The Grapes of Wrath (poverty), A 
Gentleman's Agreement (anti-Semitism), Uncle Tom's Cabin (slavery), 
Invisible Man/House Made of Dawn/Farewell to Manzanarl Chinamen/ 
Pocho (racism against Black, Native American, Japanese, Chinese, 
Chicano), The Handmaid's Tale (sexism), and The Crucible (scapegoating). 

The fourth and last category consists of the great many works that 
fall somewhere between the war/violence and anti-war/anti-violence 
literature. In the context of a humane quest for peace, the writers who are 
of most interest are those who are noted for deep compassion for their 
characters, characters who suffer from all the joys, frustrations, and 
weaknesses of the human condition-empathetic authors such as Chaucer 
and Chekhov. ' 

What seems to be missing, of course, is peace literature in the sense 
of works that are seen to propagate positively the values of peace. By 
"peace" I here mean something a little different from the casual, everyday 
usage. Peace is not simply the absence of war or an idyllic state of bliss and 
harmony-or a personal sense of inner harmony. "Peace," as I use it, is a 
process rather than a state. And the process itself must be peaceful. This 
process of pursuing peace with justice through peaceful means embodies 
the texture of continuing day-to-day life. A literature of peace conceived 
of in this way does not eliminate conflict, but shifts our understanding of 
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the way it is best resolved. Peace must be actively pursued and demands a 
commitment to: a) ending both direct violence and indirect or structural 
violence, 6) a continuing non-violent struggle toward a worldwide state of 
affairs with justice under law and basic human rights for all, c) socially 
productive (or at least harmless) discharge of aggression, and d) nurturing 
and celebrating the creativity of life. 

The question is, why isn't there a recognized body of works that 
reflects this positive, dynamic concept of peace? After all, if mankind has 
quested for peace since before recorded history, one would expect there to 
be a substantial literature of peace. I would argue that once the definition 
of peace has been enlarged, many works that have not previously been 
thought of as peace literature could be included. In other words, we don't 
have a body of works called "peace literature" because we have never 
looked for one. 

What is needed is a new approach to the study of literature. Gregory 
Mason has suggested that the goals of such a peace criticism would be: 

1) To re-assess well-known texts. 
2) To recover a neglected body of works, an alternative canon-as has 

happened in Women's Studies and African-American Studies. 
3) To encourage production of new texts (Mason 5). 

Before providing some concrete examples of peace criticism, I want 
to make two general observations about the nature of literature and its 
relation to themes of peace and war. A colleague of mine at the University 
of Hawai'i Institute for Peace has suggested that there cannot be a 
literature of war and its absence because, first of all, war is a social 
experience, expressing the will of a people, while literature deals with 
individual experience. Thus, the Bible shows the struggle of a people, 
while War and Peace shows the struggle of individuals. Moreover, he 
argues, aganon or struggle is central to literature. If you remove conflict 
from literature, you deprive it of life and substance. These objections lose 
much of their force as soon as one accepts the broad, positive concept of 
peace I have outlined. Nonetheless, they raise some very serious points 
that deserve consideration. Let me answer them one at a time, beginning 
with the point about the centrality of conflict. 

My response is yes, conflict is central to literature; that's exactly why 
literary works can be so effective in exploring non-violent, productive, and 
creative ways of addressing its resolution. What a peace criticism must do 
is examine the role and nature of conflict in specific situations and the 
value placed on the means of resolving conflicts. 
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I also agree with my colleague's first point, that the collective nature 
of war means that its causes and social impact cannot be fully captured and 
explored by literature. But the individualizing values of peace can be. 
Perhaps novels such as The Grapes of Wrath and Dos Passos's USA show 
that it is possible for literature to capture something of the broad sweep of 
inequitable hardship in society. But this breadth is accomplished only at 
the risk of losing what is central to literature, the intense, empathetic 
understanding of individuals. In other words, novels with the social sweep 
of The Grapes of Wrath move away from literature and towards social 
history. The historian can sketch an analysis of the causes and effects of 
war on a broad canvas, while the writer can paint color-drenched 
experiential portraits. To put the matter differently, literature cannot 
effectively determine how just or unjust a particular war is, but it can 
magnificently explore the response of individuals to the agonizing moral 
choices forced on them by that war. Thus, the fact that literature deals 
best with individual experience allows it to accomplish things not possible 
for the historian. As Peter Dale Scott has pointed out, literature, along 
with religion, is central to the teaching of peace issues since it deals with 
ultimate questions of value, personal choice and responsiblity, and the use 
of freedom (7). The individual, peace-valuing struggle of conscience that 
is at the heart of so much of the great literature of the ages, therefore, 
should be a key element in peace literature. 

A concrete illustration of this striving for moral choice may help to 
underscore its importance. Arthur Miller's play The Crucible is widely 
known to Americans because of its sensational historical context-the Salem 
witch trials of 1692. Its hero, John Proctor, is an ordinary man who, in a 
time of extraordinary crisis, manages to overcome his weaknesses-an 
adulterous affair with a seductive, young serving-girl and the resulting 
shame and self-detestation and strained marital relations, and most es
pecially, a related desire to remain uninvolved when the witch hysteria 
sweeps Salem-even though he has information that could discredit the 
proceedings of the court. Right up to the final moments of the play when 
he himself is about to be hanged as a witch he struggles with his 
conscience, wishing to live with his family-even in cowardice-rather than 
die a hero. He is convinced that he is not of the stuff of martyrs and even 
signs a false confession in order to save his life. 

But in the end he regains his self-respect by tearing up his 
"confession" and choosing to die with dignity rather than perjure himself, 
which would be to damn his soul and betray others (all those others who 
are also falsely accused of witchcraft but refuse i:o confess) . As his wife tells 
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him, he is, for all his weaknesses, a good man: " ... Let none be your judge. 
There be no higher judge under heaven than John Proctor is! " To me 
John Proctor represents the potential of all people to rise to greatness in 
spite of their weaknesses, coming together in a community of the morally 
awake. I see him as a hero of selfhood, in the company of such other 
literary heroes as Oedipus and Hamlet. 

These heroes embody one of the most important values of Western 
civilization: the primacy of the individual. This tradition assumes that 
society is a community of individuals rather than a collective mass. By 
implication, peace for the society results from the actions of individuals 
from all levels of society and in all spheres of their lives, ranging from the 
personal to the public. In the case ofJohn Proctor, paradoxically, self
knowledge and self-respect are preconditions for deep connectedness with 
others. In other words, selfhood can lead not to anarchy but to a renewed 
sense of community. In The Crucible, for example, it is those who would 
suppress individuality in order to maintain order who ironically bring 
about chaos. 

Let me now proceed to some concrete examples of the kind of 
rereading that peace criticism might encourage. In the Anglo-Saxon epic 
Beowulf the hero is an embodiment of the values of the Germanic warrior 
code. As a young man Beowulf is said to be stronger than any man alive 
and has a bold spirit to match his physical prowess. He travels to the 
neighboring kingdom of Denmark and vanquishes the horrible monster 
Grendel who has been ravaging the kingdom with impunity for eleven 
years. Beowulf also travels to Grendel's lair to seek battle when the 
monster's mother exacts bloody revenge. After his two great victories over 
evil monsters, Beowulf returns to his homeland bearing riches and glory 
for his king, whom he serves loyally, fighting in numerous wars, until his 
people finally name him their king. He rules wisely for some fifty years, 
and during this time there is peace because none of the neighboring tribes 
dares attack. Beowulf finally dies in a battle undertaken to protect his 
people from a dragon's fiery destructiveness. 

Conventional interpretations of Beowulf emphasize the powerful 
nature of kingship and the ideal of the warrior king Beowulf so 
wonderfully embodies. He is seen as an exemplary character who 
represents all that his society values-prowess in battle, loyalty, generosity, 
and a sense of fairness and personal integrity. Extending this line of 
interpretation, I would argue that Beowulf, in fact, has a mythic 
dimension that elevates his physical might and iron will to an almost 



THE JOURNAL OF THE UNIVERSITY OF HAWAJ'I COMMUNITY COLLEGES 

sacred level. For he is no less than a Vanquishing Hero, a larger-than-life 
leader of nearly supernatural prowess who acts as the champion of his 
people. He stands between civilization and the void, using his superior 
strength to protect others against the forces of evil or the unknown. As 
presented by the Christian poet as scop or shaper, Beowulf gains his power 
from a deep connectedness with God and fulfills his people's mythic need 
for a mighty protector, empowered from above, in a world full of 
seemingly mysterious and hostile forces. Viewed in this way, Beowulf 
stands at the head of a long line of vanquishing heroes in Western culture 
who embody what we would now call the principle of peace-through
strength which is so much a part of international relations and the national 
security strategy of the U.S. and most other countries. 

Now, to make the value judgments peace criticism calls for, I would 
say that Beowulf suggests both the virtues and liabilities of the peace
through-strength ethic. In Beowulf physical strength is viewed partly as a 
positive attribute in its own right bur even more as a means to an end. The 
poet gives several examples of mighty warriors, such as Hermod, who abuse 
their prowess, ruling by fear and intimidation, and who engage in unjust 
wars. Beowulf, on the other hand, views his strength as a destined gift that 
must be used wisely. And within the context of a warlike world in which 
neighboring tribes frequently clash in battle, Beowulf acts wisely and justly, 
providing a tower of strength and stability. He is also imbued with a 
strong sense of the responsibility of his position. In a very genuine sense, 
he is a peacekeeper in that he succeeds in preventing war. And yet, after 
his death his people cower in fear at the prospect of being powerless to stop 
the imminent and inevitable attacks by their neighbors. And, in fact, the 
historical evidence seems to suggest that BeowulF s people, the Gears, 
ceased to exist not long after the events depicted in the poem. Thus, as a 
peace critic, I would view Beowulf as containing both a powerful 
representation of the best of peace-through-strength heroes and of the 
ultimate futility of this approach to personal fulfillment and international 
relations. 

Let me quickly give two other examples of reassessments of familiar 
works. As a peace critic I would interpret The Odyssey as the story of a man 
who undergoes ten years of trials and tests of character-a process, perhaps, 
of purification-before he is ready to re-enter civilian society after ten years 
of war. Othello I would view as a great general and war hero, a man of 
action and authority, who makes a tragic mistake because of his 
unfamiliarity with "the soft arts" of peacetime. 
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I want to emphasize that the "rereadings" or "reappraisals" 
undertaken by peace criticism need not be entirely new in order to 
contribute to our awareness of the pathways of peace. The lines of 
interpretation I have sketched out for Beowulf, The Odyssey, and Othello 
were not my own inventions. But thinking about each of these familiar 
classics in what was for me a new way has led me to a new understanding 
and appreciation of their richness, and I have no doubt that the same 
would be true for others. As seekers of peace, we must, in a sense, 
approach literature with new eyes. Moreover, identifying a peace method 
or approach to literature and a canon of peace works will doubtless 
stimulate the creation of new works of peace literature. 

Note 

1 As quoted in Paul Goodman, Nature Heals (New York: Dutton, 1979) 111. 
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SINGING 
j eanette justice 

Shigeko brings her ukelele 
And lychees in a bag 
So we sing and talk story 
Juice bursting like tears rolling down our arms 
Sweeter than strawberries 
And Eleanor explains the War. 

She is alive with exposition 
Of smoke and bombs and planes above Pearl Harbor 
We are phantoms 
Watching through Eleanor's eyes 
From her lanai. 

At the War Office in Honolulu then 
Sifting letters home from the Pacific 
Heartbreaking, some 
She has big scissors to censor destinations 
We can see her scissors in the air 
And a secret 
Families never knew-

When planes went down 
Sharks were there 
Waiting 
We shiver together 
I've seen the heiau where the shark god lives. 

Shigeko tells of friends 
Vanished 
Big men in the Japanese community 
Just disappeared 
That should not have happened. 

They are singing Hawai'ian songs 
I have no words 
My memories are movies of the War 
What I knew 
Fades into the night 
Of faint pikake scent and echoing surf 
And Shigeko and Eleanor singing. 
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REED RICHARDSON: Portrait of a Teacher 
Beth Kupper-Herr 

William Reed Richardson taught history at Leeward Community 
College for more than twenty-five years. You may not have known him, 
or even heard of him, but this publication owes a great deal to his efforts: 
Reed was the first chair of the editorial board of Pleiades (the original 
name for Makali'i), guiding it for four years from 1988-91. His 
commitment to excellence, range of interests, and depth of intellect made 
Reed a natural choice as editor of a cross-disciplinary journal. These same 
qualities made him an exceptionally challenging instructor who used his 
abilities to foster learning in his students, his college, and his community 
in a wide variety of ways. Reed was a special person who loved to learn 
and to share his knowledge with others, who faced life with a spirited sense 
of humor and a keen appreciation of beauty, and who opened eyes and 
minds with his broad perspective. This brief article cannot begin to cover 
a quarter of a century of achievements, but I hope that it will illuminate 
some of the high points in Reed's impressive career. 

Reed Richardson came to Hawai'i as an East-West Center grantee in 
East Asian Studies from 1966-68; he researched modern Vietnamese 
history using both French and Vietnamese language sources and was 
awarded Master of Arts in History from the University of Hawai'i at 
Manoa in 1968. Asian Studies remained Reed's strongest academic 
interest at Leeward, where he began as an instructor in 1969. He 
developed and taught a two-semester survey of Asian history and, later, a 
Japanese history course. Some of his most innovative work promoted 
learning about Asian history and culture both within the college and 
throughout the state. 

One of Reed's most prominent traits influenced everything he did as 
an educator: he simply loved to read. An insatiable reader with broad 
interests, he was constantly pressing books and articles on those around 
him. (He scorned the provincialism of the local newspapers; The New 
York Times was more his line.) Everyone I spoke with referred to this 
practice of Reed's. Ned Shultz, now a history professor at UH-West 
Oahu, said, "You couldn't sit down and have a conversation without him 
giving you something to read." Leeward literature Professor John Conner 
recalled that Reed introduced him to the works of a little-known New 
Zealand poet who later became one of his favorites. One student (and 
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later, a tutor), LaJean Greeson, said "He was always there to broaden our 
minds" as he brought in a multitude of articles, which were not necessarily 
related to the class. Indeed, Reed didn't have the parochial attachment to 
discipline boundaries that is all too widespread in academe. He espoused 
cross-disciplinary study years before it was in fashion. For him, education 
could not be compartmentalized, nor did it begin and end at the classroom 
door. 

Reed's work in linking academic disciplines and building bridges 
between college and community began as early as 1978 when he became 
chairman of the Humanities Group for Asian Studies. This was a group of 
Leeward Humanities faculty which aimed to increase community awareness 
of Asian culture and Leeward's resources in this area. Working with this 
committee, Reed obtained some major grants for Leeward. In 1979-80, 
he directed a $13,000 program, partially funded by the University of 
Hawai'i Japan Studies Endowment, which expanded the Leeward Library 
collection on East Asia, with emphasis on Japan. These new acquisitions 
were highlighted in a series of brochures, some of which Reed wrote, that 
described selected items from the collection. 

But the library acquisitions were only the beginning. Collecting the 
materials was not the point; they had to be disseminated and used. 
Representing the Humanities Group, Reed applied for and was awarded a 
major grant from the National Endowment for the Humanities (NEH) to 
develop public programs on aspects of traditional Japanese culture. A 
brochure stated that these programs were intended "to stimulate interest in 
Japanese culture and to make the community aware of the books and other 
resources of the library. " 

This ambitious project focused on five distinct subjects which were 
thought to embody Japanese spirit and philosophy: Japanese martial 
culture, music, architecture, tea ceremony, and film. Many prominent 
experts were brought in from outside Hawai'i for special programs, all free 
and open to the public. The exciting presentations included lecture
demonstrations (and a course for Continuing Education) by a Japanese 
master swordsman; a concert by Riley Lee, noted player of the shakuhachi 
(Japanese bamboo flute); a demonstration of the tea ceremony by a famous 
master of the ritual; and screenings of classic Japanese films. As director of 
the project, Reed was involved in many of the arrangements for these 
prominent visitors. This outreach program had a wide response, with two 
thousand people attending the first two programs at the Leeward Theatre. 
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Perhaps the most ambitious component of the NEH project, and the 
part in which Reed had the greatest hand, was the series of slide lectures 
on Japanese architecture. His wide reading led Reed to select Katsura 
Imperial Villa and Shugakuin Imperial Villa, both in Kyoto, as structures 
which best represented the Japanese "inner spirit and aesthetic 
philosophy." Photographing these masterpieces required special 
permission from the Imperial Household Agency; the pictures were taken 
under Reed's direction by a photographer living in Kyoto. After reading 
detailed descriptions of the buildings and their gardens, he told the 
photographer which views he required to put together a photographic 
guided tour of the sites. Reed's ability to direct such a project from a 
distance is certainly indicative of the clarity of his vision. The resulting 
slide lectures were very well received. They were presented not only at 
Leeward, but at other sites around the state, including the Waikiki 
Library, UH-Manoa's Hamilton Library, City Hall, Maui and Kona. 
Although Reed had designed the program and written the narrative, he 
seldom gave the lectures himself, preferring to remain behind the scenes, 
though he did give a major lecture at the Honolulu Academy of Arts. 

The NEH project was an unqualified success. It reached a great 
number and variety of people, and undoubtedly brought many to 
Leeward's campus for the first time. Most of the on-campus programs 
filled the theater, which was unusual in those days. The audiences were 
consistently enthusiastic, and many attended regularly, always asking, 
"When's the next one?" Ruth Adaniya, Professor of History at Leeward, 
was invited by Reed to work on the project and recalls it as "One of the 
most successful projects I've been involved with." 

In these times of tight budgets, mounting a project of such scope 
would be virtually inconceivable. The total project, beginning with the 
NEH grant in 1981-82 and later extended with a Hawai'i Committee for 
Humanities supplement, totaled $72,000. A tremendous number of 
individuals and institutions were involved on some level, including the 
Leeward Library, UH Manoa, the UH Foundation, the Japan Endowment 
Committee, local public libraries , the Honolulu Academy of Arts, the 
Japan Consulate-General, and local public television. Although many 
people were involved, Reed was the moving force behind the undertaking; 
he saw its potential for expansion and actually stretched the funds to 
include more presentations than were called for in the original plan. The 
interest in Japan that was generated by this project bore many fruits, 
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including Leeward's Japan Studies program-the first in the community 
college system-and Leeward's sister school relationship with Beppu 
University. 

Reed's energies were not reserved for organizing special projects. He 
was genuinely excited about learning, and shared his scholarly enthusiasm 
with his colleagues. He had a great command of journals-unlike many 
instructors, he actually enjoyed reading them-and encouraged others' 
interest by talking about what he had read and sharing articles. A number 
of younger faculty found a mentor in Reed, one who willingly supplied 
them with readings, lent them his books, and let them use his office. 
John Conner remembers Reed serving fellow instructors as a model
maintaining high academic standards, no mean task in an open-door 
college-and as a morale booster, displaying a "genuine comic spirit and 
attitude." The balance of these two aspects defined Reed's teaching 
persona: "He might have joked about substandard papers," recalls 
Conner, "but he read evety one." 

Reed also supported his colleagues in important ways during the four 
years he chaired the editorial board of Pleiades. He actively solicited 
articles for the new journal, matched faculty with appropriate topics, and 
supplied relevant articles for authors to use. Under Reed's stewardship, 
the publication took off. Contributions grew from year to year, and the 
impressive variety included book reviews, Hawai'ian chants, pen and ink 
drawings, historical and literary essays, short stories and poetry, musical 
compositions, and a photograph (Reed's). By the end of Reed's four years 
chairing the editorial board, Pleiades was launched and thriving. 

In the classroom, Reed Richardson was a formidable presence. A 
big, bearded man who used big words and appeared tough and impatient, 
he expected his students to think, read, and write. "He treated people like 
intelligent human beings," says Judy Kappenberg, now Leeward's Assistant 
Dean for Academic Support. For many students, this was a new 
experience, and it could be either liberating or threatening. Objective 
exams, even in-class essays, were nonexistent in Reed's courses; all tests 
were take-home, analytical papers-proper essays with a beginning, middle, 
and end-which were assigned several weeks before the due date. Using the 
textbook and lecture notes did not suffice; students were expected to select 
and synthesize information from among the dozens of scholarly articles on 
the reading list. Students also received plenty of New York Times articles 
and impromptu lectures on current events; Reed assumed that students 
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were interested and that part of his job was to help them become more 
aware of the issues of the day. Many, overwhelmed, headed for the door
"voted with their feet, " as Reed put it. 

While Reed didn't wish for his classes to shrink, he accepted it as the 
price of maintaining standards. LaJean Greeson says, "He wanted to teach 
students who were there to learn." Fortunately, there were always such 
students, ready for challenge and eager to know more. For them, Reed was 
a special teacher who engaged them in intellectual dialogue and respected 
their ideas. Ruth Adaniya, whose office is between the two history 
classrooms, remembers that Reed was "almost always chatting with 
students between classes," extending discussions that had begun in the 
classroom. Once students had breached Reed's gruff facade, they found an 
encouraging, caring teacher; some found a mentor, too, and even a friend. 

"His expectations made me want to learn more," says Amy 
Hangman, who was a student of Reed's for two semesters and a tutor for 
two years. She had already decided to become a histo1y teacher when she 
enrolled in his class and now describes Reed as "[the] most respected 
teacher I ever had ... someone I want to model myself after." As student and 
tutor, Hangman benefited from an innovative partnership between Reed 
and Leeward's Learning Resource Center (LRC) which helped to bring 
students up to his level. Ir also probably helped Reed Richardson to avoid 
burn-out after more than twenty years of community college teaching. 

This collaboration began with discussions between Reed and Judy 
Kappenberg, then the coordinator, about the essay questions he assigned 
his students. First, the LRC assisted him in clarifying the wording of the 
questions. After Kappenberg suggested that students could use some 
practice before the actual exams, Reed instituted a system of trial questions, 
on which students received feedback but no letter grade. A file of student 
papers (with names removed) exemplifying "The Good, the Bad and the 
Ugly" was set up in the LRC. (Kappen berg repeatedly suggested chat the 
Bad and the Ugly were not so useful, but Reed left chem in the files 
anyway.) 

The most important step in this collaboration was the establishment 
of Supplemental Instruction (SI) groups for Modern World Civilization 
(later extended to Asian History). SI, most often implemented at four-year 
colleges or universities, supplements classroom instruction with summary 
and review sessions headed by high-achieving model student tutors 
(generally upperclassmen or graduate students). Although such advanced 
students are not available at our two-year college, the program works. The 
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tutors blossomed under Reed's tutelage and LRC support. Many students 
who feared talking to their curmudgeonly instructor didn't mind seeking 
help from peers; both their understanding and their papers improved. 
Some who liked the system and did well went on to become tutors 
themselves, making the SI groups self-perpetuating. Reed found teaching 
more satisfying than ever before. He took pleasure in his open 
relationships with students and told delightedly of passing an average local 
student who in the past might have given him a wide berth-who greeted 
him with an exuberant, "Hi Brah!" 

So far, this piece has focused on Reed Richardson as the intellectual 
and academic, but he also had an artistic side. Reed was a talented amateur 
photographer (mainly black and white) who favored landscapes and 
generally took several cameras along on the travels that he shared-like so 
much else-with his wife, Virginia (a UH-Manoa librarian). Although he 
took great quantities of fine photographs, he never pushed others to view 
them. Even his good friends had to ask to see them. Reed's sense of 
photographic composition came into play when he directed the NEH
funded Japanese architecture project. 

Reed also used the camera in another way, to connect with his classes: 
by photographing his students, as he did every semester, he recognized 
them as individual human beings, and not just as names on a roster. After 
the SI groups formed, he recorded them in action, too. (I remember 
looking at a portrait Reed had taken of three of his tutors and being struck 
by the obvious mutual affection and respect between subjects and 
photographer.) 

Almost everyone I spoke with about Reed mentioned how funny he 
was. He had a sharp, irreverent wit and didn't hesitate to exercise it. 
When Ned Shultz transferred from Leeward to the tiny, fledgling UH
West Oahu, Reed commented, "I never heard of rats going to a sinking 
ship." While his students didn't understand all of his witticisms, many of 
them appreciated what La Jean Greeson refers to as his "off the wall sense of 
humor." In Reed's last year, when he was fighting lung cancer, he even 
managed to joke about that: doctor's appointments were visits to "the vet." 
His whole struggle was approached with great humor-and courage. After 
he had been out of school for weeks of surgery and treatment, Reed's 
students paid tribute to his bravery. He walked into his first class-and was 
greeted with a standing ovation. 

Reed Richardson disliked sentimentality, so I want to avoid it here. 
His passing, just last November, is still recent, and for all of us who miss 
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him and who enjoyed and learned from him, it's still hard to believe he's 
gone. Reed leaves a powerful legacy, not of academic manuscripts or 
impressive credentials, but of human potential recognized and minds 
expanded. With what John Conner described as an "unswerving 
commitment to teaching," Reed helped his students become excited about 
history. And for many-colleagues as well as students-Reed's respect 
helped them to develop in other, deeper ways. Judy Kappenberg, who 
wrote her first published piece for Pleiades, says that meeting Reed's high 
expectations required that she "go beyond my vision of myself.. .. (Reed was 
someone who) sees more in you than you realized you have." 

The students who were close to Reed speak most eloquently about 
his profound impact. Working as his tutor, says LaJean Greeson, "gave 
me confidence .. .! speak in classes more often [than I used to]." She recalls 
the way "he gave [tutors] free rein .... let us do the job we were there to do" 
and "made [students] feel like he cared." Amy Hangman, now a junior 
and history major at UH-Manoa, says that Reed "gave me courage" and 
"gave me the chance" to gain valuable experience as a tutor. She also 
attributes her ability to write college papers to Reed's instruction. "He 
didn't only teach history, he taught English, everything," she says. 
"Everybody said he was so strict .... but [we] learned so much .... He was a 
great teacher. " 

I am grateful to all of the people who shared their memories of Reed and 
opened their files to me: Ruth Adaniya, john Conner (with special thanks for 
reviewing the manuscript), Larry Goldstein, Lajean Greeson, Amy Hangman, 
Gail Harioka, Judy Kappenberg, Blanche Klim, and Ned Shultz. 
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UNTITLED (photo of tree) 

Reed Richardson 
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Makali'i, The Journal of the University of Hawai'i Community 
Colleges, is a journal written by and for the faculty and staff of Hawai'i's 
Community Colleges. It is intended to appear annually with publication 
scheduled for the fall semester. 

Deadline: The deadline for manuscripts and artwork is March 1 of 
the year of publication. There is no compensation for articles. 

Early query: Authors may submit one-page proposals in the form of 
an abstract or a query for an early response from the editorial board. A 
query is not a prerequisite for submitting a full manuscript. 

Content: The editorial board will review previously unpublished 
articles, stories, compositions, and graphics in the following areas: 

❖ Art and graphics, including cartoons 

. -reviews or critiques of campus art, etc. 

❖ Articles with Hawai'i or Pacific focus 

❖ Book, textbook, or software reviews 

❖ Comparative studies of educational systems 
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The editorial board prefers articles chat reflect the academic integrity 

of the University of Hawai'i Community Colleges. 
The work submitted to Makali'i for publication must be previously 

unpublished. Manuscripts should have a consistent style in organization 
and be double-spaced. For citations, use the MLA Handbook for Writers of 
Research Papers, Third Edition. 

Maximum length: 3,500 words. Maximum numbers of works 
submitted: three. 

Manuscripts are evaluated anonymously by the editorial board. For 
each submission, send one copy of the manuscript and one 
completed cover identification sheet. You may duplicate additional 
cover sheets as needed. No identification should appear on the pages 
of the manuscript itself. Authors should retain the original 
manuscnpt. 

Black-and~white artwork must be camera ready. Black-and-white 
photographs must be printed on 8" x 1 O" paper but need not be 
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Color artwork will be considered for the cover only, and must be 
submitted in the form of a 35 mm transparency slide (send a copy 
slide only). 

An audio cassette tape must accompany musical compositions. 

Editorial board: 
The editorial board reviews and selects all content for the journal. 

Members of the board serve voluntarily in staggered three-year terms. 

Direct written inquiries and submit articles to: 

Editorial Board, Makali'i, 
c/o Office of the Chancellor for Community Colleges 
2327 Dole Street 
Honolulu, Hawai'i 96822. 
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