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TH E JOURNAL OF THE UNIVERSJTY OF HA WAI '! COMMUNITY COLLEGES 

A Personal Message from the 

Chair of the Editorial Board 

Dear Colleagues: 

The Editorial Board of the Makali'i wants to send a sincere thank 
you to all of our many supporters from the seven community colleges 
and the Employment Training Center. Many people have expressed their 
concern about the future of this journal in these perilous economic times. 
Members of the Board were heartened by these comments and the 
unwavering support from the Chancellor's Office. As a result, the 
decision to make the Makali'i a biennial publication was received with 
sincere appreciation and the knowledge that a great deal of care and 
thought went into making the decision. 

Through this publication the members of the community college 
system have a unique forum from which they can explore and display 
their various talents. For those who do not actively use these pages to 
show their skills, they can experience vicarious adventures through the 
eyes and minds of their colleagues. 

We hope you enjoy these current adventures in this issue. We are 
looking forward to future journeys. 

Sincerely, 

QL~ 
Pat Kennedy, Chair v' 
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Sometimes Poetry Is 
Kermit Coad 

sometimes 
poetry is 
leaves 
stuffed 
upsidedown 
by the 
wind 
under 
the eaves 
and 
sometimes it's 
grass 
woven by 
insects 
into fantastic 
flowers to 
hide 
their young 
& sometimes 
it's a 
quiet 
pond 
of 
awareness 
where words 
dance 
but 
do not 
alight 
in 
thought 
as the 
breeze 
blows 
and whistles 
over 
your body 
like the 
hands 
ofan 
annonymous 
lover 
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Kermit Coad 
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I used 
to see 
them from the 
highway next 
to that 
long 
emerald 
snake 
called the 
'Eel' 
bending 
their blond toes 
into miles 
and miles 
of winding 
wet green 
that 
stung 
and washed 
bridges 
and towns 
away 
occasionally 
you are in 
my mind 
allowing me 
to think 
of you in 
deep 
draughts and 
not-so-analytically 
sophisticated 
water waves 
of fir 
forest 
eternity 
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I wait for 
you 
to merge 
in time 
and reality 
the heart 
longing 
for what 
dances within 
your leaves 
your branches 
silently 
alive 
with 
what is 
and was 
life in 
context 
naked 
simple things 
sunlight and 
human 
beings 
lightly in 
the world 
loving 
for lack of 
nothing 
and 
you 
there 
strangely 
familiar 
though 
still 
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In Search of Violeta Parm 
Laurie Tomehak 

Violeta Parra first came into my life in the summer of 1972, when I 
entered a small record store in Cuernavaca, Mexico, in search of one of 
her records. I was in Cuernavaca to study Spanish, and my teacher, a 
young university student named Yoli, had recommended the name. The 
record store was named "Yoli's" and was owned by her uncle, who had 
named it for her . 

The only record I could find of the Chilean singer was called Las 
ultimas canciones de Violeta Parra, and since the copyright date was 1971, I 
reasoned that it featured her most recent work. Yoli had told me that she 
was part of the left-leaning folk singing movement called Nueva Trova , 
in which modern-day troubadours mixed traditional folk songs with 
protest songs against the authoritarian governments of South America. 

I bought the record from Y oli' s uncle and returned to the house 
where I was staying, a large villa owned by a soccer star and his young 
wife and two small children. Since her husband was off playing soccer, 
the wife took in American students to keep her company. I liked to 
practice my Spanish by telling ghost stories to her children on stormy 
nights, and she and her maid, Tencha, were trying to teach me to make 
tortillas by hand. 

I asked Dona Maria if I could listen to my new record, and she 
agreed. She looked at the black and white cover, which depicted a 
woman in her forties with long curly unkempt hair and darkly shad
owed eyes. "Not very pretty," she commented. 

We listened to the first song, "Gracias a la vida": "Thank you to 
life, which has given me so much ... " The voice was a fragile soprano, 
accompanied by a ukulele-like small guitar. Dona Maria was not im
pressed: her taste ran more to lush, orchestral ballads sung by ladies in 
elaborate hair-styles and dark make-up like her own. 

Nonetheless, I became haunted by the voice and the song, and 
wanted to find out more about the singer. A few years later, I learned 
that she had committed suicide, and that the song that I loved was really 
a sort of suicide note. In the aftermath of the coup in Chile, I wondered 
if she had died for political reasons, like Allende or Jara, or for personal 
ones. 

I didn' t really think much about her for almost twenty years, while 
I completed a Ph.D. in French and worked as a professor of French in 
Puerto Rico. After three years in Puerto Rico I came to Maui to teach 
French and Spanish, and used "Gracias a la vida" in my 
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Spanish classes. The students were always able to detect the 
melancholy in the song right away, and since they fled anything in a 
minor key, it was not one of their favorites. I tried to pique their interest 
by playing other versions of the song, one by Joan Baez and one by the 
Argentinian singer Mercedes Sosa. Baez's soprano made the song a life
affirming anthem, and Sosa's robust alto removed all thought of suicide. 

Just as I thought I was losing Violeta, I rediscovered her while 
looking for a particular poem by her elder brother Nicanor, Memories of 
My Youth. " I was using the poem to teach a particular verb tense and to 
inspire the students to write their childhood memories in this tense, the 
imperfect. One of the poems in his book Poems and Antipoems was an 
ode to his departed sister. 

Nicanor Parra was a dim memory from poetry workshops of the 
sixties, where his anti poetry was supposed to teach us all how to shed 
the emotionalism of the beat movement and write spare, surrealistic 
poetry. The other poem of his that I remembered was a final rant in 
which he said, "I take back everything I've said." He told his readers to 
"burn this book." Since the poem was the last in a collection I read in the 
late sixties, I had always assumed that he never wrote anything after the 
date of this poem, 1966, but the ode to his sister came just afterwards, in 
1967, which pushed my estimate of her death back in time. 

Both Nicanor and Violeta seemed to have a taste for renunciation, 
one in words and the other in life. Nicanor continued writing for years 
after he took back everything he said. Violeta's suicide was only too real, 
and it made me curious about her work and her life. I requested the only 
two books about her that I could find, and ordered a copy of the New 
Directions translation of her brother's poems, hoping that there would be 
a few notes about her life. When I received the translation, I was disap
pointed to find that there was no translation of his poem to his sister, 
and that the introduction to the book only had a few sentences about his 
family: 

His was a musically gifted family, and his sister Violeta Parra later 
gained international fame as a singer and songwriter. Parra's 
father, a schoolmaster, enjoyed playing the guitar at night. But as 
he sang and performed, he also drank, so Parra began to associate 
drunkenness with music. He became so upset that he tried to 
unstring his father's guitar to prevent him from playing1 

Nicanor rebelled against his singing father by becoming a math-
ematician and physics professor before he reinvented poetry as 
minimalism, the poem as a mathematical theorem.2 Violeta followed her 
father's path, first as a singer of traditional folk songs, and then as a 
composer of music both personal and political. 
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The next glimpse into Violeta's life came when I received a book 
by another Chilean singer, Patrick Manns, which I had imagined would 
be a biography, but which was more like a series of impressions by a 
friend and colleagu e. Essentially, the short monograph resides on two 
central images of the singer. 

The firs t one comes in 1960, when the singer wants to send a 
telegraph from the telegraph office of the city of Puerto Montt, 
located on Chile's southern tip, a thousand miles from the capital, 
Santiago. The telegraph operator refuses to send the message 
when she sees what it says: "Say God, why don' t you send me an 
earthquake?"3 

Mann's final vignette of Violeta comes shortly before her death. 
The two of them are riding in an airplane which has to make a 
crash landing. As he sees the ambulances and fire engines roaring 
up to them, Manns realizes that Violeta is the only person on the 
plane who is not terrified. When he asks her why, she says 
sternly, "Death is not as important as life. Only those who haven't 
done anything with their lives are afraid of it."4 

I remained for a year with these two tantalizing images as I 
worked on a translation of Violeta's autobiographical poems, the 
Decimas. As I read her poems, I wondered why none of the biographical 
sketches I read spoke of her feelings about a daughter who died in 
babyhood after Violeta went on a world tour without her to promote her 
paintings and music. What did her surviving children think of her. I 
tried to write a brief biographical introduction to the Decimas, but I 
seemed to know none of the essential facts of her life. I continued 
translating, but the introduction advanced no further. I resigned myself 
to its non-completion: I was at a dead end. 

Then, one day, I was in the university library browsing idly 
through a book of interviews with Nicanor when I realized that he was 
speaking of having lunch with his sister the day before her death. I 
wanted to take the book home with me, since the library was closing in 
an hour and I did not have enough change to photocopy the relevant 
pages. I suddenly realized that I had never bothered to get a library 
card, usually borrowing books through my community college branch. I 
began feverishly writing Nicanor's account of Violeta's last boyfriend, 
her last song, his attempt to borrow wine from her hours before she shot 
herself...Violeta had left a blood-spattered suicide note which her brother 
read and kept. Would I ever read it, perhaps translate it? I was on the 
trail again. Even discovering that my car had been towed (I had forgot
ten to feed the meter in my excitement!) failed to totally destroy my 
pleasure in my discovery. 
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In the days that followed, I discovered an online catalogue which 
told me of fourteen books about Violeta. I requested them, and the 
information which had trickled before began to inundate me. Violeta's 
brother, the circus performer. Violeta's husbands, the train conductor 
and the opera singer. Her visit to Bolivia with a young Swiss folklorist 
who became her lover. 

But as information came to me through long-distance phone-calls, 
through e-mail, through out-of-print books and fragile old song-sheets, a 
curious thing happened: the basic facts of Violeta's life became less and 
less clear. Will I ever write about her life? I don't know, but I doubt that 
if I do, I will enjoy it as much as the moment when the chase began 
again. The pleasures of research are not as passionate as the pleasures of 
a new love-or a new baby. But pleasures they are, and exquisite in 
their own right. 

Works Cited: 
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I step off 
the bus 
and almost 
bump into 
her wheelchair
full of brochures 

"The day of judgment 
is coming," she sings 
the "is" an F 
to "day's" middle C. 
She pushes her brochures, 
comfortably displayed. 
A bag of cans 
hangs 
from the handles. 

She spies a smile 
in the crowd, 
"As in the days of Noah 
the people laughed, 
But God destroyed the earth. 
Believe or you shall be 
destroyed." 

I make the mistake 
of looking 
directly 
at her. 

"Are you a Christian?" 

"Yes." 

"Do you believe in the last days?" 

"Yes, 
but not like you." 
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"How can you believe 
otherwise? 
It is written." 

She picks up a Bible 
from among her brochures. 
A long dirty nail 
points to 
Revelations 
"And I looked, 
and, lo, 
a Lamb stood on the mount Sion, 
and with him an hundred forty 
and four thousand 
having his Father's name 
written in their foreheads." 

"Yes, but that is not all it says." 

She is dumbfounded. 
"What else can it say?" 

"It says 144,000 
were seen. 
That doesn't mean 
no one else 
will be 
in Heaven. 
You know, 
like when you answer 
your door. 
That doesn't mean 
no one 
else 
is in the house." 

An ant 
slowly 
crawls 
up her arm, 
faster 
than her 
comprehension. 
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I finally ask, 
"Did you know that 
doomsday was 
a type of 
literature? 
You know, 
like action-adventure 
is a type 
of movie?" 

She doesn't 
understand. 
She points to 
chapter fourteen. 
"It is written." 

I say 
nothing. 
She feels 
me 
slipping 
away. 

She changes 
her 
approach, 
"I have been doing this 
forty years." 
Longer than you've been alive 
goes unsaid. 
"I came here as a girl 
from the Philippines. 
I was going 
to be 
a nurse, 
but 
I found 
the Lord's work 
instead." 

"You should've been 
a nurse," 
I 
suddenly 
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want to 
scream 
at her. 

The evangelist 
is still talking 
But 
lam 
not hearing. 

Instead, 
I hear 
heels 
clicking 
on tile 
I hear 
children 
older than I, 
for I am four, 
whispering. 
"She coming." 
"Put her back da way she was." 
"Get back in bed." 

A uniform 
of sterile 
white 
The smell of 
odorless Absolut 
and 
hospital 
alcohol 
She hovers 
over my bed 
"So you think you're smart, do you? 
Loosening these straps? 
I'll show you." 

White plastic straps 
suddenly 
taut 
around my chest 
I can barely 
breathe 
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I begin 
to cry for 
my mommy 

"Shut up! 
Or I'll put you 
in 
the hallway. 
The dark hallway." 
I try to stifle 
my sobs. 
She looms 
bed to bed; 
the others 
pretend 
to sleep. 

Clicking heels recede. 

The 12-year-old 
with leukemia 
is next to me 
loosening. 
"It's okay," 
she whispers 
in my ear. 
Her breath 
the only warmth 
in the room 
"Don't cry. 
Your 
Mommy and Daddy 
will be back 
in the morning. 
They come 
every day 
remember?" 
She doesn't say 
her parents 
no longer come 
unable 
to watch 
their child 
die. 
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She slowly loosens 
the "safety" straps 
Her weakness shows 
Her blonde hair 
falls 
on my face and neck 
as she 
rests 
on my nightstand, 
silently 
holding my hand. 

The door 
suddenly 
swings open 
"I thought so!" 
My angel is 
ripped away 
dragged across 
the room and 
bound 

chest 
hands 
and calves 
into her bed. 

My tears flow 
unceasing 
Don't cry 
she looks 
the thought 
across the room 
across the semi-darkness, 
across the cries of other children 
now unable to pretend 

"Shut up!" 
the command slices 
our connection 
My bed is hurriedly 
wheeled out into 
the hallway. 

Icy cold. 
Black. 

15 
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Silent. 
Alone. 

My four-year-old body 
is strapped down 
across my chest 
and waist 
with hands 
pinned down 
flat 
A blanket 
folded lengthwise 
and tucked 
under the mattress 
holds 
both legs 
so still 
they will 
benumb 
shortly 

There will be 
no marks 
in the morning 
Only the memory 
of restraint. 

"You should've been a nurse," 
I state 
without emotion 
to the evangelist 
who 
does not, cannot 
understand 
pushing her wheelchair 
of brochures 
spreading 
the Word 
never 
meaning 
anyone 
any 
harm. 
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Aunty, wake up and kiss Anger 
embrace Him 
so you can 
fuck Him 
over 
the way 
He's fucking you 

I hate hospitals 
you know that, 
Aunty 

My five-year old eyes 
still see you 
looking 
blurry 
through that 
plastic 
tent 

My child ears 
still hear 
your stifled cry 
when desperate doctors 
threw me 
on that bed of ice 

This is no bed of ice, Aunty 
but I swallow suspicious tears 
and show 
no negative 
emotion 

You taught me well 

Aunty, 
I'm trying to remember 
you mad 

Big blank 
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Not when you'd stop 
Private Mommy 
from tatooing bruises 
where Daddy wouldn't see. 
I'd scream 
certain 
you'd rush 
from next door 
with some excuse 
to visit. 
Fried rice 
in a pink plastic bowl 
was my favorite. 
Sometimes, the taste of 
tears with spam, eggs, shoyu and rice 
haunts me. 
And you'd talk story until 
Public Mommy returned. 

Not when 
I'd have countless questions 
at the library: 
How long do we get to keep the books? 
Who wrote A Tale of Two City? 
Cities? 
Why do I have to change the word? 
Why can't I borrow all of these? 
What's a maxinun? 
What a pain in the ass 
I was! 
A couple of years ago, 
I asked you, 
"How could you stand it?" 
And you replied, 
"It was no trouble." 

Not even when 
I wouldn't fall asleep 
You'd sing 
"Moon River," 
"Downtown," 
and "Aquarius." 
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Then, I'd hana hou 
"Moon River" 
and finally drift away 
safe 
in your bed. 

This bed isn't safe, Aunty. 
It can sit for you, lie for you. 
It can swallow you. 

Wakeup, 
Aunty. 
Embrace Anger 
and 
stay. 
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Writing 
Carolyn Han 

20 

You say you have written a 

Book, and thirteen 

Journal Articles. 

i say i have written 

ten thousand grocery lists. 



Hissed 
Carolyn Han 
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Married fifteen years, 

In Love. 

But, never on the same day. 

21 
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Mosquito Abatement 
Beth Kupper-Herr 

Every summer in the late 50s and early 60s, my mother went to 
war. It wasn't a one-woman crusade: my sister and I were the foot 
soldiers, putting a flyer in every mailbox in our neighborhood of modest 
bungalows on Chicago's South Side. The flyer featured a huge, scary
looking picture of a mosquito and the words "WIPE THEM OUT!" The 
message requested neighbors to contribute to a "mosquito abatement" 
program. I never knew what mosquito abatement meant; it was one of 
those formulas that I swallowed whole, without question, like 
"lpledgeallegiance" or "Ohsaycanyousee." 

I don't know how many neighbors contributed to the campaign, 
but it must have been enough: I remember those summer dusks when 
we were called in from play before the big truck came rumbling down 
Ridgeland Avenue; I remember watching from the living room window 
as the white fog of DDT poured out, so thick that I couldn't see the two
flat across the street. The doors and windows were closed but the strong 
chemical smell still infiltrated its way inside. I've since learned that this 
type of fogging was widely practiced all over the country, including here 
in Hawai'i. Local friends recall chasing the truck down the street, 
dancing and playing in the white clouds that looked like something that 
had escaped from a magician's trunk. Some of the kids in my neighbor
hood did that, too. 

Recently I asked my mother why she felt that getting rid of mos
quitoes was so important that it merited an annual campaign. Were the 
mosquitoes especially bad in our neighborhood? Well, she replied, they 
were pretty bad, and the spraying certainly made back yard gardening 
more pleasant. But probably the biggest reason, she admitted, was that 
"It gave me something to organize." My mother, a lifelong "doer", has 
always liked to take the lead and be helpful. Even now, in her late 70s, 
she remains involved, whether she's chairing a committee, writing a 
newsletter, or starting a support group for a friend with cancer. 

When I think back on the Mosquito Abatement Program my 
mother spearheaded for all those summers, I wonder why it didn't occur 
to her that something that was so deadly to insects might also attack the 
more complex tissue of human beings. But in those buttoned-down 
years before conspiracy theories bloomed, practically everyone believed 
what they were told. Science was going to solve our problems, and big 
business was the public's friend. The advertising slogans said it best: 
DuPont promised us "Better things for better living through chemistry" 
and General Electric proclaimed that "Progress is our most important 
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product." Who could have known that the public welfare was never 
part of the equation? 

The first light to shine through this fog was the 1962 publication of 
naturalist Rachel Carson's Silent Spring, which revealed the toxic and 
carcinogenic effects of widespread, intensive use of DDT and other 
pesticides. (The book's title alluded to the ominous quiet in areas where 
heavy spraying had wiped out the songbird populations.) In fact, it was 
this book which provoked a rare and heated conflict in my own usually 
harmonious family. We were having dinner at Uncle Lee and Aunt 
Charlotte's, and my uncle, a serious photographer with a preference for 
landscapes and natural subjects, had just read the Carson book. I don't 
remember what was said, and was too young to care very much, but I 
know that the argument involved the spraying my mother had pro
moted so diligently for the past few summers. Both my mother and her 
brother possessed quick tempers, strong opinions, and sharp tongues. 
Voices were raised, and angry words flew. "Later", my mother says, "I 
found out I was wrong, but at the time, I'd never heard that spraying 
could be bad and didn't believe it. When I started smoking cigarettes, 
nobody said that they were bad for you, either. Who knew?" 

A summer or two later, thanks to Silent Spring, the spraying was 
ended, in our neighborhood and thousands of others. I didn't give 
mosquito fogging another thought until perhaps 25 years later, when I 
was trying to figure out what had caused me to develop ovarian cancer. 
Suddenly the mosquito flyers, the truck, the white fog, came back. 
Could the well-intended campaign have begun the long process that led 
to my joining this all-too-inclusive cancer club? 

In the years since Rachel Carson died of breast cancer, evidence of 
pesticides' destructive capabilities became so overwhelming that, in spite 
of chemical companies' efforts to cover up and discredit their critics, sale 
of DDT in the United States was banned ten years after the publication of 
Silent Spring. (It is still manufactured here, however, and exported - like 
other, more explicit instruments of destruction - to Third World coun
tries which provide no consumer protections for their citizens.) 
(Steingraber 195-6) Nonetheless, the effects of DDT and other pesticides, 
the majority of which are still in use, remain long after their application. 
When I consider that these poisons lodge in the tissues and are likely to 
take years, even decades to disrupt normal cell growth, the idea that 
those chemically fogged evenings might have started my body on a path 
that led to an operating table and months of chemotherapy doesn't seem 
at all far-fetched. 

But wait a minute. I take a step back, take a broader perspective. 
If environment plays a major role in fostering cancer growth- and 
there's ample evidence that it does - then perhaps I shouldn't be too 
quick to pin the blame on those DDT- fogged summer evenings. I think 
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about my old neighborhood itself. I grew up about five or six miles from 
the intensely industrial area where metropolitan Chicago and northern 
Indiana meet: where the hellish furnaces of the steel mills roared 24 
hours a day, and the sky was darkened by the smokestacks of a huge oil 
refinery that provided the fuel for our energy-hungry way of life. 
Surely the contamination from these industrial giants spread as far as my 
little neighborhood - - probably much farther. In comparison to these 
daily poisons, the occasional mosquito sprayings seem like insignificant 
puffs of smoke. Too bad, I muse; guess I just grew up on the wrong side 
of town. 

But then I step back again. I remember that northern Illinois has 
long received a large proportion (perhaps two-thirds) of its electricity 
from a "clean" power source - nuclear energy. The ionizing radiation 
issuing from nuclear plants like the one in Zion that serves northern 
Illinois has long been associated with cellular mutations that can lead to 
cancer. Normally, the body's immune system sees to it that such cells do 
not survive - but ironically, this same type of radiation can compromise 
the immune system, weakening the body's ability to fight back (Arditti 
and Schreiber 247-8). I imagine the radiation spreading - metastisizing? 
- throughout the region, silent as fog ... an invisible, impalpable, lethal 
foe. 

All of these dangers would be more than enough to explain my 
cancer, yet now I find it easy to think of more. I need look no farther 
than the dinner table to find more enemies - the fruits, vegetables and 
grains I've eaten which were grown with pesticides and which took their 
nutrients from toxin-laden soils; and the fish, sponges for the mercury
and PCB-poisoned Great Lakes .. .. The fact is, the dangers are everywhere. 
We're all swimming in a toxic stew, amid risks that are unlikely to abate 
any time soon - and if the current political winds of deregulation 
continue to blow, they will surely increase. 

A quarter of a century ago - almost a decade after Silent Spring -
President Nixon declared war on cancer, yet cancer shows every sign of 
winning. In a nation where the incidence of cancer has increased nearly 
50% in the past 45 years, and almost every family has cancer stories to 
tell, this disease has become epidemic (Common Questions 4). In a 
nation where billions have been spent to tinker with treatments while 
less than five cents of the federal cancer research dollar is spent on 
prevention ... maybe we all need to step back, and look again (CPC 
Campaigns 4). Perhaps the best way to begin is by looking around our 
own neighborhoods and starting to ask questions. What are the poten
tial risks in our living and working environments? Are they prevent
able? What individual, corporate or political entity might be profiting 
from their presence? Cutting through the fog to find and face our real 
enemies will be a long, difficult, even dangerous process, but we have no 
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choice. The alternative is to remain silent - and, in this war, silence 
equals death. 

- for Diane Kroll and Charlie Sato -
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I love to Accessorize 
Beth Kupper-Herr 
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I love to accessorize. 
With the black tank top and pants, I wear 
the silver Egyptian earrings that my Thai friend brought me 
the elegant black-and-silver colored necklace I got for five bucks on 
Jakarta's Jalan Surabaya 
(a flea-market wonder, of some light, unknown material) 
For color, I tie on an Indonesian sash -
purple and black, with a metallic sheen. 
If the weather turns cool, I'll put on the purple jacket 
I found at the Haight Street Goodwill that day with Judy. 

I wear countries and cities, cultures and occasions. 

This sand-colored dress is dull by itself 
But it makes a good background for Nanny's coral beads; 
Funny to think that the dull orange strand 
once seeded conflict between husband and wife 
Till my grandmother's coral-hard will won out once again. 
I put on polished onyx earrings (one of my mother's many gifts) 
Seldom bother with bracelets, but the plain koa one feels right today 
(Steve's anniversary gift a few years ago) 

I wear elements: gifts from earth, past, and family. 

As for shoes, they aren't part of my accessory ritual 
Though I know many women collect them like compliments. 
Nor do I use makeup to accent the look of the day 
Jewelry box and scarf drawer supply my finishing touches. 

I love the discovery of new combinations 
That keep my old clothes looking forward to wearings, 
Like when the copper diamond shapes on Balinese earrings 
Turn out to match exactly the diamonds on 
the quilted red dress from the Indian catalog. 

Balancing colors and shapes, I select and arrange 
With careful fingers and aesthete's eye. 

I savor the essence that clings to each object 
Not just sensory pleasures of texture, shade, line 
But the memories commingled of times, places, people. 
With the language of symbols I decorate myself ... 

As though all this life finds expression through me. 
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Practice 
Beth Kupper-Herr 

Inside the music room I sat and practiced 

The piano teacher's child amidst the 

Piano teacher's things: 

Full music cabinet and silent metronome 

From Bach to Gershwin charted on the wall. 

The Steinway itself, so dark and dignified 

Was not impressed - but still, it had heard worse. 

The music passed right through the grey French doors 

And from the living room my mother called 

"FSHARP!" 
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Teapot 
Jennifer P. Owen 
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Early Harlequin Romance Novels 
Marlene Hawkinson Kamei 

Variations on a theme and 

incorporating the obligatory felicitous conclusion. 

Novels may be read in any order 

and characters and plots are interchangeable. 

(1) 

The man she loved was Aztec, of royal blood. He gave her an 
emerald ring to pledge their love, but her father made her accept the 
marriage proposal of a Spanish nobleman. The day before she was to 
be married to the Spaniard, he and the Indian killed each other in a 
duel over her. Her father sent her to a convent in the mountains east 
of Tenochtitlan. All she took with her was the clothes she wore, the 
songs her Indian lover had taught her and the emerald ring. The 
emerald was big. The emerald was green. Until the day she died, 
Carlotta wore it on the middle finger of her right hand when she sang 
sad watermelon and guitar songs like a basketful of gentle tarantulas. 

(2) 

It was the 60' s. It was San Francisco. The Tibetan magnolias 
were blooming in Golden Gate Park, and she was in his creative 
writing class. If Moses had walked the streets of North Beach in those 
days, he would have looked exactly like him. One time he told her, 
There are mornings in April when the roosters are silent and the sun 
crows. He was the first professor who ever put the moves on her. He 
scared her to death. She went home to her mother. He went to Israel 
and became a famous gun runner and poet. The night after the 1967 
War ended, he called her, but she was not home. He never called 
again. 

(3) 

He said his name was Paco, Paco Montalban-Macho, and he 
gave riding lessons. So they hired him to teach their red-haired 
daughter to ride, and after about three months, the two of them rode 
off into the starry, starry night on a pair of the best palominos on the 
ranch. Later the horses were found, still saddled and bridled, grazing 
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on the mesa up in the north pasture. They hired detectives over the 
years, and eventually rumors began to drift back across the Atlantic, 
rumors of a Spanish nobleman who had visited the southwest incognito 
and returned to Spain with a red headed wife that spoke Spanish with an 
Oklahoma accent. Though the rumors persist to this day, no one has 
ever been able to confirm them. 

(4) 

It was winter. It was Geneva. He had just come from the war in 
Israel. The band played Havah Negileh over and over, and they danced 
until an hour before dawn. Later that week they were to be married in a 
solemn ceremony at the inn on Mont Saleve. The night before the 
wedding, he was found lying face down in one of the narrow, snow
covered alleys in the old section of the city. A thin blade of strong 
Toledo steel protruded from his back and delicate drops of frozen blood 
lay everywhere about him, as if someone had scattered a basketful of 
angry rose petals in the snow. Six months later she received a letter. The 
envelope was postmarked Morocco. The envelope had been opened. 
The envelope was empty. The envelope had no return address, but she 
recognized his handwriting. Though experts authenticated the hand
writing as his, the case was never solved. 

(5) 

His name was Dances with Nobody Chavez. He was half Apache 
and half Sephardic Jew, handsome as a wolf in moonlight, and danger
ous. His black braid reached to the middle of his back, and he wore a 
hunting knife in a beaded leather sheath clipped to his belt. The two of 
them grew up together in the same small New Mexico village. They say 
she was the only woman he ever loved, and she was killed by a bullet 
meant for him. They say he never got over her, that on summer nights 
when there was a full moon, he rode his Harley out to her grave and 
knelt there in the desert until dawn. One night when there was no 
moon, he drank a Coors and six shots of Tequila, tied a rope around his 
neck and jumped out of a cottonwood tree. They buried him next to her. 
To this day, the old women of the village cross themselves when his 
name is mentioned and whisper that she was his half-sister, but neither 
of them ever knew it, thanksbetoGod. 

(6) 

It was the 70's. It was El Paso. It was November. He pushed his 
chair back and his Stetson up, blew a ring of smoke in her direction, 
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waited for it to settle in a perfectly round halo just above her head, 
looked at her over his empty Coors bottle and said, "There are nights 
when the wolves are silent and the moon howls." Then he got up, 
smashed the Marlboro out in the overflowing ashtray, pulled his hat 
back down over his eyes and left. He was never seen in Rosa's Cantina 
again. 

(7) 

He swashed. He buckled. They say he had a privateer's license 
signed by Queen Elizabeth herself, and he could clench a knife in his 
gleamingstrongwhiteteeth and climb the rigging faster than any of the 
sailors in his crew. He said his name was Ruben Bludengutz, Captain 
Ruben Bludengutz, and when he asked her with his eyes yes she said yes 
and yes she kept on saying yes and What's your name he asked and yes 
she said It's Molly and yes years ago back in Ireland I knew this writer 
named Joyce no it was a man James his first name was and yes she said 
again. And then they were on his ship and it was the high seas and no 
she said I never will have any regrets and no she never did and yes oh 
yes, their great grandchildren became governors in Belize, and to think 
she found true love, became the foremother of giants among men, and 
had her portrait hung in the Palace of the Governors, all because on the 
morning of the day his ship came into port, she decided to wear a 
peasant blouse to her waitress job at the tavern. 

31 



~KALI'( 

Ghost Crabs 
Sandra Kelly 

When nerves shred and shoulders hunch against the day, some 
seek the temporary balm of alcohol or sitcoms. Occasionally I succumb 
to these mind-numbing enchantments, but nothing beats ghost crabs. 
After a session with them my nerves have quivered quietly into silence, 
my shoulders have lowered and my heart beats a steady, measured pace. 

No, this doesn't require an out-of-body state or a visit to a psychic. 
Nor must you be an emperor with new clothes, pretending to eat a 
delectable though invisible delicacy. Ghost crabs are real... and not for 
eating. 

Miniature crustaceans, they hide in sand burrows scant inches 
from beach towels and reddened tourists, running children and sniffing 
dogs. To see them at all, let alone watch them going about their every
day lives, all you have to do is sit perfectly still on a quiet stretch of 
pockmarked beach (the holes indicate the presence of a crab condo
minium) and wait wait wait wait wait 

* * **************** 

Down the beach two wet, sand encrusted little girls dig a trench, 
giggling as the waves sweep in and crumble the walls around them. 
Wind sailors fly across the turquoise bay, giant shimmering insect wings 
mirroring the late afternoon sun in semaphore flashes . On stilts, plovers 
and 'pipers skitter up and down the shore, dancing with the waves, 
almost - but not quite - touching. 

My stillness is rewarded. One by one, crabs creep out of their 
shadowed tunnels. The littlest is almost translucent, the largest a 
mottled pale tan. They skim across the surface as if on air cushions, 
pinballs on a beach-sized machine. 

Skim and stop. Skim and stop. Eyes-on-stalks quivering, turning, 
watching for danger. Anything sends them back home: a fall of sand, a 
bigger crab scuttling too close, my head moving - oh well. I stretch, 
settle, and wait. 

32 

slowly 
sidewise 
inch by inch 
periscope eyeballs-• 
sweep the air 
skim and stop 
touch, taste, nibble-• 
skim and stop 
skim stop 
skim 



THE JOURNAL OF THE UNIVERS ITY OF HA WAI'! COMMUNITY COLLEGES 

A Glutton for Punishment 
Bonnie Friedman 

It is not fun to go out to eat with Wendell. Wendell always has and 
always will order fish "well-done." He might be the only native of 
Beverly Hills who has never let the word "sashimi," much less the real 
thing, pass his lips. He also orders veal "well-done." Actually, he only 
eats food that most people would describe as "burned beyond recogni
tion." The only foods he eats at all are certain cuts of beef, certain fishes, 
and certain potatoes. Well-done. Wendell is about as likely to taste 
something new as Wolfgang Puck is to add Spam to his pizzas. 

Wendell is a successful, almost-sixty-year-old professional. He is 
smart. Well-travelled. Well-rounded. Except when it comes to food. And 
not only is he completely devoid of so much as a hint of culinary curios
ity, he is as rigid in his ways as a forged steel chef's knife. It wouldn't be 
so bad if he kept his bullheaded habits to himself. But, alas, no man is a 
Floating Island. 

Which is why, if you really love food, it is simply not fun to go out 
to eat with Wendell. Normally, he is a fun guy. Except in restaurants. I 
have been out to eat with him many times. Obviously, I'm a glutton for 
p unishment. But he is a dear friend, and I keep thinking that someday 
Wendell will order prosciutto and fresh figs, or duckling in cassis sauce 
with wild mushroom ragout, or anything besides well-done filet of sole, 
or a veal chop. Well-done. 

Taking him to ethnic restaurants where I know he will not recog
nize anything on the menu and I think maybe he will let me order for him 
and show him the edible errors of his ways doesn't work either. He will 
make a scene with a service person. Or spit food onto his plate complete 
with disgusting sound effects. Or storm into the kitchen, demand to 
speak to "the idiot in charge," and force the Chef to explain why, since 
the menu plainly lists Thai beef salad with red chili jam, he can't get 
"anyone in the joint to bring him a simple well-done steak and some A
l." This is probably why, with Wendell, I have often had the sensation of 
being Karen Black to his Jack Nicholson in the classic coffee shop scene 
from "Five Easy Pieces." Since Wendell's floor show usually takes the 
place of the appetizer course, this is also probably why, with Wendell, I 
have left many a restaurant, beet red with embarrassment, before ever 
lifting a fork. And why I have been blacklisted from others. 

The safest-actually the only-way to go out to eat with Wendell is to 
let him choose the restaurant. He does keep a relatively up-to-date list of 
three or four establishments nationwide that are acceptable. But even 
this is not a completely fail-safe method. Dollars to well-done donuts he 
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will still find a reason to send his food back and you will be longing for 
dessert before he has even sawed into his well-done veal. But at least 
you've got a fighting chance. 

It is not fun to eat in with Wendell, either. Because no matter what 
everyone else is having, we will have to cook something different for 
Wendell. Unless everyone else is having either fish or veal. Well-done. 
And even if everyone else is having well-done fish or veal, odds are that 
the accompaniments will not be to Wendell's liking. "I refuse to eat 
anything with a name as ridiculous as radicchio," he'll say. "If God 
wanted humans to eat vegetables, He wouldn't have invented barbe
cues," he'll say. And if there's a little Bernaise or perhaps a light citrus 
reduction involved in the menu, forget it. It might touch his well-done 
whatever. Of course, we do always feed him on those silly plates with 
the separate sections to avoid such monumental mishaps. But you never 
know. It could happen. And anyway, all of ours' will be well done long 
before Wendell's is well-done. 

Believe me. I am more forgiving than most. I think you can teach 
an old pooch some new culinary tricks. And I haven't abandoned the 
ketch. I keep eating with him. I'll even admit that I love well-done 
burgers. And really crispy bacon. And well-cooked scrambled eggs. But 
dry-as-a-bone veal parmigiana, "hold the parmigiana"? 

Maybe there was something in Wendell's childhood that would 
help explain his attitude towards food. Maybe there are a whole lot more 
people around like Wendell and I've just been lucky enough not to have 
to eat with them. Or maybe Wendell just plain likes the smell of burning 
Bourguignon in the evening. One thing is certain. It's easy to stay thin. 
Eating with Wendell. 
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An Original Work of Art 
Bonnie Friedman 

You may not know his name. You surely know his work. During 
the last 30 years, Dietrich Varez has created more than 250 images and 
hand-pulled hundreds of thousands of block prints. They are earth 
brown. They are Hawaiian. They are beautiful. 

A native of Berlin, Varez came to Hawai'i as a young boy with his 
German mother and U.S. serviceman stepfather in 1947. His small kid 
time was spent moving around O'ahu. He went to Roosevelt High 
School and graduated from UH Manoa. After two years of military 
service on the Mainland, Varez returned to Hawai'i and the University 
for a Masters degree in English. No evidence of an artistic bent. Yet. In 
1964 he went to work at Ala Wai Marine. His first block-a pua'a in a /o'i 
kalo-was carved on linoleum scraps from the boatyard. Shades of images 
to come. 

In 1965, he married Linda Danneberg and three years later, she 
had their only child, Dietrich, Jr. They also bought nine acres of land in 
Volcano on the Island of Hawai'i ... for $3900 .. . sight unseen. And that is 
where they have been ever since. Literally leaving their smack-dab-in
the-middle-of-the-rainfores t, difficult-to-get-to, built-by-Dietrich-house 
only "for groceries and to check the mail occasionally" in the last twenty 
years or so. The artists-Linda is a painter-draw much of their inspiration 
from their secluded surroundings. And from Pele. 

Varez's lifestyle and attitude towards his work is considered 
downright odd in Hawai'i's mostly-glitzy art world. "I make my prints 
available," he says softly. And when he says "available," he means it. 
Although they are lovingly and individually produced and signed, they 
still sell for $20 and less. Unlike other printmakers, Varez refuses to 
destroy his blocks. "Why should you destroy a good tool? Just for 
creating artificial rarity? It's not right to me." He knows he could "get" 
much more for them if he did. "I can contact more people this way. I like 
to touch a lot of people, you know." Simple. Pure. 

I had heard that he often says that he doesn't care if people put his 
prints up with tacks in the corners as long as they put them up. Just 
before we spoke, I took mine-Pele's Dream of Lohi'au-out of the storage 
closet where it had been waiting for a frame for much longer than I care 
to admit. I put it up with tacks. And the first thing I did was thank him. 
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Caged Cairn 
Jennifer P. Owen 
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The Chicopee flash 
John K. Swensson 
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Last night, about midnight, I went to The Wall. I went to visit our 
23 West Point classmates who were killed in Vietnam. They were all 
there: our First Captain, Bob Arvin; our class comic, Patrick O'Toole; our 
first fatality, Gary Kadetz, whose death had been a great personal shock 
when I stumbled over his body bag, another midnight, at the airstrip at 
Cu Chi. But last night I went, mostly, to see my roommate from Senior 
year: "The Chicopee Flash." 

Bob's nickname was a deliberate misnomer. He was from 
Chicopee, but he was no flash. Like Patton, it took him five years rather 
than four to get through West Point. Unlike Patton, Bob was slow and 
laid back, in part because of his natural inclinations, and in part because 
he was overweight. He was seldom on time, seldom had his shoes 
shined, and was at the bottom of the class both in academics and military 
ap titude. He was "Mr. No Sweat," and he loved to play cribbage. 

The perspectives now are changing as we change and get older. I 
started to cry and turned away from The Wall. Finally smoked a ciga
rette Ranger School style in my cupped hands, and I found a new 
perspective as I faced out from the wall that Jack Wheeler, the freshman 
across the hall, had built. God, what a contribution he has made to the 
country and the Long Grey Line of our alumni. 

The perspective of the Chicopee Flash looks out from The Wall at 
the Hart statue of the three soldiers, and the Women's Memorial. To the 
left, the Washington Monument, to the right, the Lincoln. Two of our 
finest Presidents, and the Chicopee Flash shares the mall with them, and 
our other classmates, the other members of the Long Grey Line who 
gave their lives in Vietnam-and the 58,000 other soldiers, men and 
women, whose service The Wall honors. 

And I thought, my God, what a privilege, what an honor, to have 
roomed with the Chicopee Flash, the Corps of Cadet's finest cribbage 
player, who was also one of our country's finest soldiers. 

When I was a child, I climbed the steps of the Washington Monu
ment, the fewer steps of the Lincoln, and dreamed, intermittently, of the 
idea of West Point that I had seen in pictures. And in my life it was my 
great privilege to play cribbage with a man who now has a monument 
alongside those to Presidents; the Vietnam Memorial had not been there 
when I was a child. The radiators banged, the minute callers yelled the 
number of minutes remaining until formation, and we still played 
cribbage, oblivious to the legacy that would be ours, the shared service 
to country, or the monument that would be his own, The Chicopee Flash. 
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He graduated before the weight rules were that strictly enforced, 
and he weighed 260 when he got to Fort Benning. He ate only one steak 
and drank only water each day of jump school and still lost nothing. 
Despite that he made it through, earned his Parachute wings, and then 
soldiered on through Ranger school, losing only five pounds in that 
process. It took courage and it took guts, but he made the mark and went 
on to lead our soldiers in Vietnam. 

But the weight finally got him. It complicated a stomach wound 
from a small caliber rifle bullet that would not heal, and things got 
worse, and after thirteen days, there was no more cribbage, here, for The 
Chicopee Flash. 

And we miss him. And Bob Arvin and Patty O'Toole, and Gary 
Kadetz, and all the others. We mourn their loss-we each deal with those 
losses in various ways. A trip to The Wall, as Jack Wheeler intended, 
really will help heal the nation-and the individual. 

Bob was an unlikely hero, but he was a hero. How fortunate we 
were to have known him, how much richer our lives for his sacrifice, and 
our collective service. And now his name is on the mall, on The Wall, 
next to the monuments with the names of Washington and Lincoln. And 
I suspect that this midnight, in Heaven, it's after Taps, and Bob Gagne's 
got the blanket over the windows, and he's running the biggest cribbage 
tournament up there. And I'll bet they still call him .. .The Chicopee 
Flash. 
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Dana Hootman 
Kenneth Tokuno 

I can't remember his son's first name 

And I am sure his son remembers little 

Of him, having been only two when his father 

Died very suddenly of a burst 

Appendix. The danger to his life 

Had been disguised by his large weight. 

No one could see the scars he carried, 

Stitched by his sentiments and soaked 

With the kind of creativity that people 

Would not see in so rough a frame, lumber 

And sweat fit better than stained glass 

And poetry. Where could such loves 

End him? I hope his son will read 

This some day, not as an epitaph 

Or an elegy, but the removal of disguises. 
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Wonder 
Kenneth Tokuno 
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She spends the morning scolding them six times 

Each to get them to listen and do 

What they're told. By afternoon she relents 

And they do what they' re told. 

By evening they neither listen nor do 

What they're told, yet I catch her smiling 

At them, even though they cannot see 

It, the smile. I do not see it either, 

But I know it is there, because I hide 

That same smile beneath my growling 

Voice, telling them for a fourth time 

To brush their teeth. 

And at night we each watch them 

Sleeping, to see if they listen to us 

As we breathe our love over their foreheads. 



The Alter Self 
Violet S. Murakami 
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at Maui Community College in Art and Fashion Design and exhibits her 
contemporary quilts both locally and nationally. Rose is writing a 
content-bases art curriculum to incorperate both personal issues in 
design development as well as the adapation of traditional, multi-ethnic 
art techniques into student artwork. 

Kermit Coad retired from Maui Community College as an Associ
ate Professor in English in the spring of 1995. During his extra time he 
home-schools his son, gardens, writes, reads, cooks and enjoys the 
process of adjusting to a simpler and slower life style. 

Laurie Tomehak is a Spanish instructor at Windward Community 
College. She lives by a river under a banyan tree with her two children 
and two cats. 

Snowden Hodges is an Associate Professor in Painting and 
Drawing at Windward Community College. He is a graduate of 
Mayland Institute of the Arts (M.F.A) and has recently returned from a 
year long sabbatical in Florence, Italy. His work is included in many 
public and private collections, amoung them Punahou School, Kagawa 
Junior College, Japan, First Hawaiian Bank, Bank of Hawaii, The Con
temporary Art Museum, and the Smithsonian Institute, D.C. 

Rae N. Watanabe is an Instructor in English at Leeward Commu
nity College. She is also a staff writer for Island Lifestyle Magazine. Her 
previous poetry and prose have appeared in Windward Community 
College's Rainbird and several gay /lesbian publications. Her first play, 
The Second Closet, has been performed on Oahu and Maui as part of 
educational forums on domestic violence. 

Carolyn Han is a Lecturer in English/Reading at Hawai'i Commu
nity College. First published poetry. Three books published by the 
University of Hawai'i Press: Why Snails Have Shells: Minority and Han 
Folktales of China, 1993. The Demon King and Other Festival Folktales of 
China, 1995. Within the Clouds: Nakhi Folktales of China,1997. 

Beth Kupper-Herr is an Assistant Professor in the Learning 
Resource Center at Leeward Community College. Her professional 
interests include tutor training and writing across the curriculum. Her 
personal pursuits include writing, ovarian cancer activism/ support, and 
leading a creative life. 
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Jennifer P. Owen is an Instructor in Ceramics at Maui Community 
College. She graduated Magna Cum Laude from Princeton University 
where she studied with Toshiko Takaezu for three and a half years and 
majored in Art history. She earned a M.F.A. in ceramics from the 
University of Oregon. She has taught ceramics at Hui Noeau Visual Arts 
Center on Maui for 13 years and at Maui Community College since 1995. 

Marlene Hawkinson Kamei is a Lecturer in Writing at Leeward 
Community College. In addition to teaching writing classes she is 
currently at work on several novels and a book of poetry set in New 
Mexico. 

Bonnie Friedman is a Lecturer in the Food Service Program at 
Maui Community College. She is also the owner of Grapevine Produc
tions, a Maui-based public relations firm, and a freelance writer. A 
former reporter, director and producer for CBS, CBC, and PBS, she says 
people are much more impressed by the fact that she used to bake for 
Robert De Niro, Harvey Keitel and Lorraine Bracco. 

Sandra Kelly is an Instructor in Writing, Reading, and Study Skills 
at Leeward Community College. She loves to teach, read, write ... and 
watch! Mostly she reads contemporary fiction, naturalists essays, and 
assorted nonfiction; writes poetry and natters a bit in her journal; 
watches the bird guests who visit her lanai, the Pali's daily changes, 
tidepool denizens and the antics of her neighbors-the ghost crabs. 

John Swensson is a member of the West Point Class of 1965. He 
teaches English and Business at de Anza College in Cupertino, CA and 
this year is teaching, on sabbatical, at Maui Community College. A part
time feature filmmaker (FIRE BIRDS w /Nicolas Cage), he is a full-time 
teacher who teaches a lively TV class on the film and literature of the 
Vietnam Conflict. 

Kenneth Tokuno is Dean of Student Services at Leeward Commu
nity College. His poems tend to focus on his family, his friends, and his 
ethnic heritage as he continues to seek to express that which is common 
to all human experience from his own life. 

Violet S. Murakami is an Instructor in Art and Kapio'lani Com
munity College. She teaches design and computer art at KCC. Her work 
has been shown in numerous galleries and festivals, Hawaii, in the 
mainland U.S. and abroad. She recieved her M.F.A. from San Francisco 
State University in Conceptual Design, an area that merges art, science 
and technology, and is a recipient of a Los Angeles Contemporary 
Exhibitions' (LACE) Artist Project Grant for 1994, as well as a grant from 
Art Matter, Inc. in New York. 
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Call for Manuscripts and Guidelines for Submissions 

MAKALI'I, The Journal of the University of Hawai'i Community Col
leges (UHCC), is written by and for the faculty (current and emeritus) 
and staff of Hawai'i's Community Colleges. 

Deadline for manuscripts/artwork is March 1st of the year of 
publication. There is no compensation for the selection of submitted 
material. 

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

Content: Authors/Creators retain the copyright to articles, stories, 
compositions and graphics selected for publication; the editorial board 
encourages previously unpublished submissions in the following areas: 

D Art and Graphics, including cartoons 
-Reviews or Critiques of campus art, etc. 

D Articles with Hawai'i or Pacific focus 
D Book, Textbook, or Software Reviews 
D Comparative Study of Educational Systems 
D Controversy 
D Discipline Research 
D Editorials and Opinions 
D Humor 
D International Education 
D Literary Works, including poetry 
D Music, including chants and instrumental works 
D Sabbatical Experiences 
D Scholarly Submissions 
D Short Essays on published works 
D Trades & Technology 

Guidelines: The Editorial Board prefers submissions that reflect the 
academic integrity of the University of Hawai'i Community Col
leges. The work submitted to Makali'i for publication must be un
published; the maximum number of works accepted will be three. 

D Manuscripts should have a consistent style in organization and be 
double spaced. For citations, please use the MLA Handbook for Writers of 
Research Papers, Third Edition. The maximum length per manuscript is 
3,500 words. 
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0 Submissions are evaluated anonymously by the Editorial Board. 
For each submission, send one clean copy and one completed cover iden
tification sheet; you may duplicate cover sheets as needed. No identifi
cation should appear on submitted materials, and authors should retain 
their originals. 

0 Black-and-white artwork must be camera ready. Black-and-white 
photographs must be printed on 8" x 10" paper but need not be propor
tional to that size. Color artwork will be considered for the cover only, 
and must be submitted in the form of a 35 mm color transparency slide 
(send a copy slide only) . 

0 An audio cassette tape must accompany the sheet music or lyrics 
for a musical composition and / or chant. 

0 Accepted literary materials, such as manuscripts and poetry, must 
be resubmitted on a 3.5" computer diskette using either Microsoft Word 
5.1 or WordPerfect 5.1 or higher word processor. Either MAC or IBM 
format is acceptable, however, the MAC format is preferred. Please indi
cate the computer format and word processor used to prepare your sub
mission on diskette. 

Editorial Board: The Makali'i Editorial Board reviews and selects all 
content for the Journal. Members of the Editorial Board (listed on the at
tached cover letter) serve voluntarily in staggered three-year terms. 
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Direct written inquiries and submit articles to: 
Editorial Board, Makali'i Journal 
C/o Office of the Chancellor for Community Colleges 
2327 Dole Street 
Honolulu, Hawai'i 96822. 
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