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Artful 
cia rification 

DONOVAN SLACK 
Editor 

After speaking with Student Con
gress Public Relations Officer Shawn 
Ford, I realized a few points needed 
correction in the "Student's $$$" ar
ticle which appeared on last week's 
front page. 

"The amount given by David 
Behlke of $800 to $1500 was a ref
erence for Student Congress," said 
Ford. 'We decided not to agree to a 
dollar amount." Ford said the con
gress did agree to purchase two stu
dent pieces and one professional 
piece per year. Also, Ford clarified 
that the money from these purchases 
would come from the Vending Ma
chine Account and not from the stu
dent activity fees. 

"This proposal has not been com
pletely finalized," he said. "We plan 
on completing the proposal between 
now and Monday, March 16, at 
which time we will have a formal 
signing ceremony for congress mem
bers and Behlke at the Koa Gallery." 
Ford expressed concern about bind
ing future congresses. "The proposal 
will be worded in such a way that this 
will not happen," said Ford. "It will 
be recommended that future con
gresses continue to support this. That 
is about as far as we can go." 

Security update 
These are incidents reported to 
KCC Campus Security from 
January- March 1998. 

Motor vehicle accidents 3 
Towed vehicles 24 
Motor vehicle theft 1 
Moped theft 1 
Unauthorized Auto Entry 3 
Attempted auto theft 1 

Literary 
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entries 
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Math Unsolved 
BURT RAMOS 

Staff Writer 

Students voiced growing frustra
tion and confusion as the dialog re
garding the controversial Math Re
peater Policy continued at the Stu
dent Congress meeting held March 2. 

Mathematics Coordinator An
drew Pak defended department 
policy and colleagues, promising a 
prepared response to Kapi'o's anony
mous student letter that blamed fac
ulty for high math failure rates. In
structor apathy and limited access for 
individual help were cited by the 
letter's author as daunting hurdles for 
struggling students who want, and 
try, to pass the class. 

"Where do you go? Do you go to 
the Dean?" asked student Will 
Richards, who pressed Pak to outline 
recourse for students who have a 
problem with their instructors. 
Richards cited the Kapi'o as a· venue 
for " anyone who's an authority to say 
what the proper procedure should be." 

Richards also challenged the mo
tivation and competency level of one 
of his own math professors, whose 
class he was forced to drop as he and 
numerous classmates fell behind. 

"It's a real sticky issue to discuss," 
Pak admitted, but countered wftn an 

explanation of the extensive review 
process instructors must endure to 
remain on staff. "Promotions are not 
handed out without merit," he em
phasized. 

Richards' experience mirrors the 
dilemma faced by many students. As 
a third semester KCC student hop
ing to transfer to Manoa's College of 
Education, he opted to withdraw 
rather than take a low grade. He 
voiced frustration over additional 
expenses and time he'd need to com
plete his requirements. 

"I'm trying to be as fair as I can," 
explained Richards, in a post meet
ing interview. "I know the responsi
bility lies with me . How well I do in 
class, whether I do the homework, 
whether I study hard. I think I've 
done my part. All I'm looking for is 
to make sure that there's effort on the 
other side." 

Future meetings plan to further 
address the Math Repeater Policy, 
and students are encouraged to attend 
and participate. But do the interested 
parties understand the scope of the 
issues? What are they? Who will the 
policy benefit? Is this the mechanism 
that best fixes an ongoing problem 
at KCC? Clearly, a simple solution 
to this complex equation will not 
work. 

Festival Director Carl Hefner "feeding the lion" during the traditional 
lion dance at last years International Festival. 

International Festival 
Drummers, dancers, artists, speakers, 
musicians, ono food- all next week 

The International Festival '98 
opens next week with more activi
ties than ever before. Its theme, 
"Crossroads," is carried out in pre
sentations that focus on Hawai 'i as a 
physical crossroads of the world, as 
well as presentations that look at 
»awai 'i and Asia at a crossroads in 
development and politics. 

Davianna McGregor, associate 
professor of Ethnic Studies, UH 
Manoa will deliver the keynote ad
dress, "American Presence in the 
Pacific, the last 100 years." 

Student presentations begin with 
a Parade of Cultures, students in eth
nic dress. All are welcome to partici
pate. See notice, page 8. Other pre
sentations include readings, persua
sive speeches, modern dance, song 

and guitar presentations. 
The popular mehndi, an Indian 

washable "tattoo" is scheduled for 
Thursday. 

Slack key ·enthusiasts will be 
pleased to hear there will be at least 
four presentations; among the art
ists will be George Kuo, the Rev. 
Dennis Kamakahi and Juan 
deVilbiss, Spanish guitarist.. 

If drums are your thing, check out 
the Sun Drums, Tahitian drumming 
and steel drums by none other than 
KCC's Greg McDonald. 

Look for ethnic food in the caf
eteria, mochi that you can help pound 
yourself and a fabulous Polynesian 
luau Friday night. Tickets for that · 
event are available at Student Activi
ties in 'Ohia 101. 

Physics 
Olympics 
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The 
mailbag ... 

PHOTO BY MORISO TERAOKA 
KCC Graduate and Royal Hawaiian Chef Sam Gaoiran races to the finish 
at the International Jeune Commis Competition( Young Cooks). 

Gaoiran wins 
Jeune Commis 

DONOVAN SLACK 
Staff Writer 

KCC Graduate and Royal Hawai
ian Chef Sam Gaoiran walked away 
with the title at a preliminary for the 
International Jeune Commis Compe
tition (Young Cooks) held at KCC 
last week. 

To qualify. contestants were be
tween the ages of 21 and 25 with 
three years of experience. Also, they 
must be employed by a member res
taurant of Chaine. 

Competition coordinator and 
KCC Instructor Kusuma Cooray pre
sented contestants with "mystery bas
kets" which included Opakapaka, 
rack of lamb, shrimp, prosciutto ham, 
asparagus, yellow squash and mush
rooms. 

They had three hours to plan the 
menu, prepare the three-course meal, 
and present it for judging. Winner 
Gaoiran used the fish in a salad, 

sliced the lamb and served it with 
potatoes for his entree, and finished 
with creme brulee as his dessert. 

The judges panel included Hono
lulu Magazine Editor John 
Heckathorn, Ihilani ChefMarkAdair, 
KCC Chef Instructor Ernst 
Hildebrandt, and Y. Hata President 
Lance Vogel. Heckathorn com
mented, "I would have hated to try 
and do this in three hours. They had 
a whole fish and an entire rack of 
lamb!" 

"The only thing missing here is a 
good glass of wine," said Vogel. 

Chaine Regional Chapter Presi
dent Fred Honda and Honolulu 
Chapter President Dr. Robert Lee 
presented Gaoiran with a medal and 
the prestigious title of Hawaii-Pacific 
Region Representative to Jeune 
Commis. 

"I will just try and be consistent 
and see ifl can win the national com
petition," said Gaoiran. 

PHOTO BY MOAISO TERAOKA 
Chaine Leaders and Competition Coordinator presented the awards. Left 
to right: Dr. Robert Lee, Kusuma Cooray, Sam Gaoiran, Fred Honda. 
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Faculty For' em 
BY SANDRA PEREZ 

Once upon a time when footlights 
burned dinosaur fat and I was a 
Speech and Drama college student, 
I learned a simple but valuable les
son that changed the course of my 
college career. In a pre-college ori
entation workshop, we were told to 
find a "buddy" in every class, ex
change phone numbers, and keep 
each other informed of class activi
ties, assignments, even lecture notes 
if ever ON OCCASION we could not 
attend. 

This was not a carte blanche li
cence to cut class at the mere insinu
ation of a sneeze or the pitter patter 
of six tiny raindrops on the roof. Oh 
no, we were hardy Midwestern snow 
bunnies who only missed classes 
during a full-on blizzard or an out
break of Bubonic Plague. In . your 
case , if a tsunami struck your house 
and you just had to miss class, you 
might if you had one, want to buzz 
your buddy and ask, "What up in 
Sosh class?" It really works. 

This tiny little gesture demon
strating initiative, self-reliance, and 
follow-through. on your part towards 
taking responsibility for your own 
education is guaranteed to warm the 
encrusted cockles of the most hard
ened teacher's heart." What a con
cept !" agree former Faculty 
For'em-ers, Keith Kashiwada and 
Bob Franco. Of course, it would also 
help if you read a few pages of the 
textbook and passed at least one or 
two tests. 

Teachers really love this. 
Conversely, asking teachers the 

following two questions is guaran
teed to instantaneously transform the 
meekest of edifying educators into 
voracious vampires : " While I was 
absent, did you do anything impor
tant?" or "What did I miss while I 
was gone?" Even though bared fangs 
and a rapid outgrowth of feral hair 
are not immediately apparent, trust 
me they are there along with an in
ternal calculation of the F on your 
report card. 

Let's examine the first question, 
"While I was absent , did you do any
thing important?"This puts the 
teacher whose entire career has been 
spent wallowing in the wisdom of his 
own words immediately on the de
fensive. How dare you, a mere stu
dent, suggest, imply, "allege" in the 
popular words of hair-challenged 
Sam Donaldson, innocent though 
your query may be-that every 
breath, every petulant pause, every 
witty, wry wrinkle on that chalk
dusted teacher's brow is not of cata
clysmic importance ??You get my 
drift? So nix that question from your 
student dialogue repertoire. Strike it 
from your sacrilegious tongue -for
ever. 

Now the second question, ''What 
did I miss ~bile I was gone?'' We 
have here a question that implies at 
least two ill-fated conclusions:# 1) So 
little of worth was accomplished in 
your absence that it can be summed 
up in a few words. Now what teacher 
worth her syllabus will ever- even 
if by some strange quirk of fate it be 
true -admit to this? Or, #2) The 
teacher is BIONIC and carries 
tucked in his Microsoft head a mi
crochip compilation of daily , 

CNN-type news-breaking con-

tent taught and will gladly instanta
neously zap you an electronic brain 
transfer while you continue to casu
ally munch your musubi. I know this 
day of hi-tech "virtual college atten
dance" is on the horizon. BUT IT IS 
NOT YET HERE. With any luck, I 
will take my personalized "chalk and 
talk" style teaching and drift off into 
sweet, blissful, retirement before it 
arrives. NO-a big NO on question 
#2. 

So my dear critical-thinking stu
dents, what is another alternative to 
the "absent from class" problem? 
Find a buddy and ask all those same 
questions with no teacher vendetta 
consequences. Of course , like all of 
life, this solution is fraught with po
tential obstacles too. Perhaps I can 
offer a few helpful hints to assist you 
if in making a wise buddy choice. 

1.) Never choose a buddy on the 
first day Of class. Remember the 
axiom from kindergarten-STOP, 
LOOK, AND LISTEN. Look espe
cially for signs of intelligent life in 
the universe. 

2.) Like does this buddy come to 
class OFTEN. Wait and observe at 
least 3 weeks -maybe 6. This one 
factor alone can significantly iii
crease the "buddy system" success 
quotient. Check this out with your 
Math instructol 

3.) Avoid choosing buddies who 
seem too self-absorbed. Like are they 
constantly twirling the silver ball in 
their pierced tongue or twitching the 
Tita Tattoo on their left tricep instead 
of maybe --taking notes. 

4.) Do choose buddies with alert 
eyes that occasionally move in the 
direction of the teacher and with ver
bal tongues that ask pertinent Na
tional Enquirer-type questions. Yes, 
buddies that question even the 
teacher's ideas show promise. Ob
serve them carefully and on occa
sion, imitate them. 

5.) Remember to exercise caution 
in selecting a buddy. The buddy you 
choose could turn out to be a serial 
killer like Ted Bundy -a brilliant 
law student who really liked to be 
buddies with coeds -far too much. 
Never be buddies with anyone named 
Dahmer no matter how smart they are 
in chemistry. Giving your phone 
number to a stranger always involves 
a certain amount of risk. But heck, if 
Psychology Professor James Becker 
can encourage you to ride a motor
cycle (Faculty For'em, Feb. 18), how 
much more of a risk is choosing a 
buddy to help give you a smoother 
ride through school. Like my favor
ite character, Blanche DuBois, in the 
play, A Streetcar Named Desire" by 
Tennessee Williams, I have "always 
depended on the kindness of strang
ers." And after receiving the help of 
many buddies, I am still here to tell 
you this story. As Lady Macbeth en
treats, "screw your courage to the 
sticking place and you'll not fail," in 
this buddy business. Of course I must 
warn you that both she and her hus
band ended up dead. So be vigilant 
and do exercise caution . 

And just think , once you have a 
buddy, this frees you and your teacher 
to engage in more challenging and 
scintillating discourse like, "If I 
missed 3 weeks of class--<:an I 
still get an A for the course?" 

Holy Buddy! You really are THE 
END. 

v wPoint 

Letters 

KAPI'O March 10, 1998 

**Editor's Note: Feedback about cutting of the LAC, computing center and 
tuition waivers was received before the recent budget plan in which these 
services were preserved. 

Speaking in defense of purchasing art 
In last week 's issue of Kapio, 3 

out of 4 students disagreed with Stu
dent Government 's approval of a 
plan to purchase art with student 
money. The reasons they gave were 
varied. One student said it wasn't a 
good time to buy art due to the need 
for "other materials like software and 
books." Another said the money 
should be spent on the "mall" like 
originally planned. Yet, another felt 
that the art on campus should come 
"from (be loaned by) students cur
rently enrolled" and not be pur
chased. At first glance, most of us 
can agree that these reasons for not 
using student money seem indeed 
valid and important considerations, 
but what we need to do is take a sec
ond look before we come to any con
clusions of our own because we 
don't have all the facts. First of all, 
it would be a good idea to understand 
why Student Congress feels it is so 
important to have art on campus. It 
would also be wise to find out what 
art is being talked about, what money 
will be used to purchase that art, 

where it will come from, and why it 
is or is not being used for other things. 

A long time ago when KCC's Dia
mond Head campus was just a hope 
in the heart's of the staff, and a sketch 
on an architects' table, the commu
nity made it's voice heard. Through 
a poll it was realized that one of the 
main concerns was that art wouldn't 
be incorporated into the campus. It 
was at this point that KCC mandated 
that it would be a leader in fine art in 
the community. The Student Con-

. gress believes in this mandate and is 
doing their best to support it and the 
students they represent. Student Con
gress' purpose is to create an envi
ronment and forum for students 
within the academic and intellectual 
structure, where students can expand 
creatively and learn to express ideas 
effectively. By inviting art (and art
ists) onto the campus, it is hoped that 
students will be exposed to other 
people's ideas and modes of expres
sion, be inspired by what they see, 
and in turn, be better able to express 
their own ideas regarding their ex-

Decisions with dire consequences 2/24 
As a student at KCC, I feel that 

the more diverse programs we have, 
the better. However, if it becomes 
necessary to honestly look at which 
programs are the least vital to the 
college as a whole, the result may 
have to be negative to be beneficial 
to ALL of us in the long run. 

Unfortunately, I do not know what 
kind of numbe-rs are involved in run
ning the Learning Assistance or the 
Computing c Jnters. I myself am for
tunate to have access to a computer 
at any time I wish. I also know that a 
large number of students would have 
a difficult time (if not impossible 
time), to produce papers by set dead
lines. Being that computers are the 
way of the future, and a necessity to 
current students, it would be a shame 
to see such a vital resource disappear. 

If we do determine that cutting 
these facilities would be the only way 
out, it is crucial that the resources are 
not terminated ... just relocated to an
other location. If it is a must that tu
toring be in the library instead of the 
LAC, so be it. I do use the LAC on a 
daily basis, so I would be disap
pointed to see it go, but that would 
not stop my studying. 

The most productive way to see 
to what extreme the facilities are used · 
is to have a log-in sheet as to the 
name, day, time entered/time left. 
This way you would get a general feel 
as to how much these facilities are 
used. 

If the majority of the students are 
not taking advantage of these re
sources, and all other options have 
been exhausted, please make a hon
est decision as to what would benefit 
all of us (faculty and students alike) 
here at KCC. 

Jean-Philippe K Moulin 
<jeanphil@ ha waii.edu> 

The students at KCC should not 
be deprived of the many educational 
benefits offered such as student tu
ition waivers, the LAC and the Com
puting Center. These are the reasons 
why benefits should not be elimi
nated. 

1) Tuition waivers are a great in
vestment for the needy students do-

ing academically well in school. If 
tuition waivers are eliminated, the 
less fortunate would not be able to 
have the opportunity to earn a col
lege degree at KCC. 

2) The LAC is essential for stu
dents needing help in various subjects 
during times when instructors are not 
available upon their requests . Tutors 
provide students with a lot of help. I 
can say this from experience. 

3) Computing Center also pro
vides excellent services for students 
that do not have a computer. 

Ruby H Liu 
<ruliu@ leahi.kcc.hawaii.edu> 

Since I am not a full-time stu
dent, and also I didn't have to use a 
computer at school last semester, I 
was not familiar with computing cen
ter. Only this semester I realized the 
importance of having one and using 
one in college school days. After I 
realized the fact and thought about 
how many students have a luxury of 
having one, I start appreciating hav
ing a computer lab right at KCC. And 
then, today, at ENG 100 classroom, 
our instructor Ms. Makagon told us 
about what is going on the campus 
affected by the state's budget cut. To 
be honest with you, I was disap
pointed on the news that they might 
close the computer center. I think this 
lab caters to a lot of student. It is very 
sad that the governor has to cut the 
budget on public school. I mean it is 
a EDUCATION that the government 
is going to eliminate. I understand 
other urgent area needs money like 
right now. But it is very discourag
ing to know that the axe in on the 
EDUCATION. If you think about 
long range view of future, young 
people are. vital assets. What nour
ish and nurture young people? It is a 
education, I believe. It is not for my 
own inconvenience of not being able 
to use the computer center, but it is 
for every young people who will 
make the future of Hawaii-, and 
this country The United States of 
America, I detest the idea of cutting 
education budget. 

Akemi Kominami 
<akkomina@leahi.kcc.hawaii.edu> 

istence and the environment. 
The art work that the Congress 

will be purchasing for this purpose 
will be from a combination of 
sources. First, two art works per year 
from students will be purchased. This 
is truly a first to have students' work 
as a part of the legacy KCC offers to 
future students. One art work per year 
will also be purchased from an es
tablished professional artist. This will 
not only enhance the campus envi
ronment, support local artists, but 
will allow KCC to join the ranks of 
other colleges across the nation who 
have similar collections. 

As for the funds used to purchase 
new art, they are separate from the 
fees collected by students and from 
those that are used to purchase sup
plies, books, or do construction, such 
as the center field landscape or 
"mall" as one interviewee put it. Most 
class books, materials, repairs and 
renovations are paid for through bud
gets created by KCC. Some of the 
money used comes from student fees. 
This money is completely separate 
from money generated by, or allo
cated to, the Student Congress bud
get. Student Congress money comes 
from things such as pr?fit percent
ages gained from vending machines . 
on campus. Student Congress is re
stricted by what types of money al
locations it can make. For instance, 
it can only allocate money for lim
ited improvements . This would in
clude Congress' purchasing artwork 
for the campus or new books for the 
library- which by the way, i~r:ecently 
has. In other words, for Student Con
gress, this is a great time to buy art
this they can do! This WE can do! 

To find out rn:>re about what you 
can do to make things better on cam
pus, contact Student Congress - get 
involve<jl, find out the truth about 
what's rdally going on, and don't ever 
let your good ideas go to waist. 

Sandra Edwards 
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Letters 
(cant' d) 

Decisions with dire 
consequences 2/.24 

February 24, 1998, Vol. 31 Issue 
19, states that because of the budget 
shortfall, there is a need to trim some 
of the expenses. Some of suggestions 
that really caught my eye were about 
the LAC and the Computing Center. 
Are there sufficient justifications for 
them to stay open? I have no idea, 
how could anybody can think there 
is no need for the LAC or Computer 
Center? Any person can go to LAC 
or Computer Center any time of the 
day and see that there is a great need 
in both areas. We should not trim the 
size but expand! It is my experience 
that most of the time I have to wait 
for someone else to finish their work 
before I can begin, when I am in the 
Kapio 101 Computer Lab. I under
stand that the administration is try
ing their best to satisfy the student's 
needs in this time of fiscal restraint, 
but please do not cut out, what I con
sider one of our basic learning tools, 
the LAC or the Computer Center. 
Thank you for your consideration! 

Ruby Costea 
<rcostea@ juno. com> 

If the LAC, the library and peri
odicals, tuition waivers eliminated, 
and the Computing Center are taken 
away it is going to rob the students 
of KCC of the resources to do their 
work. If the tuition waivers are elimi
nated I won't be able to attend school 
and if the computing Center is closed 
I won't be able to tum any of my 
work. It will make it impossible for 
a lot of students to attend school or 
do their work. Why not help students 
instead of making it harder than it al
ready is? 

Pamela R. Ka'aihue 

I am a returning student at KCC 
and was disa_ppointed to learn about 
pending b'udget cuts in the Feb. 24th 
issue of "Kapi 'o." I find it vital to 
have the learning assistant center in 
addition to the Coi?puting Center. 
The people responsible for propos
ing these cuts ooviously do not have 
to depend on them. As the price of 
tuition goes up, the students have 
more things taken away. I work full 
time, days and evenings and the LAC 
and the . comp~ter center are crucial 
for me. They are the only resource I 
have that is so reliable. I also depend 
on the library a great deal. The late 
hours enable me to go there to study 
after work. J'he learning center and 
the computer center-is the pulse of 
kcc. Hands off cutting the best re
sources we have on campus. I am 
willing to. pay more in student fees 
to help maintain these services but 
would greatly appreciate it if you 
would direct your budget cuts else
where. 

Vicki Osborn 

I am sorry to hear that there will 
be more budget cuts this year at KCC. 
I know that you guys will have to cut 
something but please, not the Com
puting Center and the LAC. I know 
that many students rely on these 
places for study purposes. Most them 
don't have computers at home so they 
need this place to type out there re
ports and stuff. Fortunately, I have a 
computer at horne and I don ' t know 
what I'd do without one. I am one of 
the fortunate ones. Well, I hope that 
everything works out with this bud
get cut crisis. But please, taking 
away the LAC and the computing 
center is NOT THE WAY! 

KevinMamoru Chom DAkiyama 
<akiyamak @hawaii.edu> 

Someone should remind the poli
ticians of today, of cutting back on 
the college fund that the college stu
dents are not only voters but politi-
cians of tomorrow. . 

If you shortchange the students 
of today remember they will be the 
politicians of tomorrow and may 
short change you in your retirement 
homes. 

David roy K Nash 
<danash@ leahi.kcc.hawaii.edu> 

I wish to register my strong ob
jection to the proposal to close the 
LAC and the Computing Center. Stu
dents of KCC should deserve all the 
help . they can get in their academic 
pursuit. Closing these two critical 
facilities will deny a sizable portion 
of the student body the opportunity 
to fulfill their quest for higher edu
cation. If a 5 percent cut in state 
funding is estimated at $600,000, 
then the operating yearly budget 
would be in the region of $12 mil
lion. With a budget of this size, it is 
hard to believe that something less 
critical cannot be sacrificed so as to 
fulfill the required 5 percent cut or 
savings. 

An area which comes to mind is 
electricity. KCC has a large campus 
with all buildings provided with cen
tral air-conditioning throughout the 
year- the budget for this item must 
be substantial. Can consideration not 
be given to restrict the use of air-con
ditioning in some buildings while 
prohibiting its use in others? 

An opportunity also exists to in
crease income in order to offset re
duction in budget. KCC is strategi
cally located right opposite one of the 
most popular local tourist spots, Dia
mond Head. Can we not explore the 
possibility of attracting our tourists 
to sample some of the sumptuous cui
sine offered by our fine dining room 
or the very reasonably priced fares 
at our cafeteria before or after a day 
of sight-seeing? There must be other 
areas where savings can be achieved 
without impinging on the primary 
objective of the college to educate. 

Rima Hussain 
<hussain@ aloha.net> 

funding 3/3 
The LAC and the Computing 

Center are the main services that stu
dents really need most specially those 
who do not have computers at horne 
and those who need tutors for Math 
or English courses. I am very thank
ful to the Provost for preserving these 
services. He just saved me from 
worrying where will I type my re
search papers, essays, etc., because I 
don' t have a computer. 

On the other hand, I like the idea 
about "regulating the use of air con
ditioning." I don't think students will 
be senously affected by this cut be
cause it doesn't heavily affect our 
performance in class. A few air con
ditioners in classrooms are uncontrol
lable. For some of us, this is unde
sirable. Maybe if the school fixes 
these air conditioners, they might 
save some money which they can use 
for other purposes. 

Leah S Rivera 
<leri vera@ leahi.kcc.hawaii.edu> 

Why cut the classes? Everyone 
knows that the low tourism is very 
bad in hawaii. Too many people have 
been laid off from their jobs that were 
very hard to get. Cutting classes will 
be a big factor for students and teach
ers. KCC worked very hard to get 
the classes they have now, but why 
throw it away? Universities and 
community colleges in Hawai 'i are 
already increasing tuition each pass
ing year. It's already hard for the stu
dents . Even I have fin~ncial prob
lems of my own. Making decisions 
is always hard especially a decision 
like this. If it will help KCC without 
doing any damage to the school's 
reputation and the stu'aents, then it's 
O.k. 

Travis Muraoka (student) 
<trmuraok@ leahi.kcc.hawaii.edu> 

Revamping 
· considered 2/24 

Where is the financial statement 
showing the expenditures and rev
enues for the student fees? Would 
the public be shocked to see how 
wasteful our hard earned money has 
been piddled away on meaningless 
and useless programs? 

If money is tight why noc cancel 
the weekly lunchtime concerts? 
Once per month would be more than 
sufficient, and to save more money, 
volunteer musicians shouldn' t be that 
hard to find. Auli'i Pila sounds like 
she's trying to win a popularity con
test by recommending wasteful pro
grams such as stipends for student 
government leaders, and a student 
lounge. Why should an advisor be 
hired to account for student activity 
fees so that she can enhance her own 
professional knowledge. If she wants 
to enhance her knowledge she should 
be a student and be paying _tuition, 
not collecting a paycheck. 

PLapage <PLapage@ aol.corn> 

Continued on page 7 ... 
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Physics Olympians build a bridge. 

Physics Olympics 
Fermented Beings drop eggs on competition 

BY BURT RAMOS 
Staff Writer 

Lights flickered, bridges ex
ploded, eggs flew, and cars crashed. 
When it was over, Fermented Beings 
from Mililani High School emerged 
as the overall winners of the ninth an
nual Hawaii Physics Olympics, held 
recently at KCC. 

The Mililani team bested twenty 
three other high school teams, includ
ing three from the neighbor islands, 
in an energetic, exciting and educa
tional Saturday morning. The event 
was staged by the American Associa
tion of Physics Teachers and the So
ciety of Physics Students. 

Some of these students are fresh
men and one of the main goals we 
have is to get them excited about 
doing science," explained John Rand, 
AAPT Hawaii Chapter president and 
a KCC instructor in Physics and As
tronomy. Rand's enthusiasm mir
rored that of the high school students 
at each of the event's seven venues. 
Teams of up to five students com
peted in Bridge Building, Bombs 
Away, Circuits, Vectors, Egg Drop, 
Joust, and Laser Optics. 

Though certain textbook concepts 
were highly advanced and quite tech-

nical, the event also displayed stu
dents' teamwork, creativity, common 
sense, and their ability to make edu
cated adjustments under pressure. 
Rand said the event helps students 
realize that physics, and science in 
general, is more than just calcula
tions. 

Humpty Dumpty sat on a wall," 
one group chanted as they extended 
their cone shaped contraption over 
the target area below them. Egg Drop 
participants had several minutes to 
create a padding system using tape, 
foam rubber, sticks and paper. If their 
egg survived a two story fall, they 
advanced. 

St. Louis junior Lane Fujii built 
his bridge as a class project about one 
month ago. His assignment was gov
erned by contest specifications on 
materials, height, weight, and width. 
As far as building a bridge, he knew 
little els,~. You never would have 
known this as the structure held a 
commendable amount of weight be
fore warping, and finally exploding. 

We haven't even gotten to that 
section in our book yet," he grinned 
as he collected the shattered bass
wood pieces off the floor. He pro
ceeded to sit quietly, as if pondering 
next year's design. 
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She Loved The Children 

PERSONAL ESSAY 

BY WENDY S. MURWIN 

"Mary Graves passed away." Four 
small words, so gently said, so diffi
cult to accept. It was two weeks be
fore Christmas and I was talking to 
my mother who lives in Philad€flphia. 
Half distracted by the call waiting 
signal I at first only half heard her. 
Stupidly I responded, "Mary, Dead?" 
Then the words hit home. Mary 
Graves, friend to children, champion 
of underdogs, was gone. After qui
etly reflecting on the tremendous 
impact she had had on our lives, and 
the lives of thousands of other 
adopted children and their families, 
I hung up the phone and wept. My 
childhood hero was gone. Although 
I had not seen her in many years I 
had always hoped to see her again 
and tell her how grateful I was. Was 
it now too late? 

Mary Graves was responsible for 
the adoptions of thousands of chil
dren, including myself and my 
youngest sister. She saved countless 
children from lives of starvation and 
poverty. As I reflected on this I real
ized, there was still a way for me 'to 
thank her. 

Mary Graves spent her own child
hood in an orphanage. She watched 
as other children, "cuter" than she 
were adopted. Mary was not a pretty 
child. Heavy set, with a clutch boy 
haircut, she was passed over time and 
again in favor of other, more attrac
tive children. No one noticed what 
lay beneath Mary's plain exterior. 
Fortitude, a compassionate nature, 
both worth infinitely more than a 
pretty face. Another person might 
have become bitter and hateful. In
stead, Mary, so long an underdog, 

Albert 
PERSONAL ESSAY 

BY SURELY WALLACE 

It was a mischievous smile. The 
little boy with the curly, golden 
blonde hair and ruddy cheeks stood 
at the edge of the curbside, a long 

became the champion of other under
dogs. As an adult Mary would be
come the director of Welcome House 
Adoption Agency, which was founded 
by Pearl S. Buck. Specializing in 
overseas adoptions, Mary provided 
homes for thousands of Asian chil
dren. In later years she would break 
away from Welcome House and form 
Love The ChildrenAdoptionAgency, 
again providing homes for thousands 
of needy children. Mary, who had no 
family of her own, created families 
for others. Such generosity of spirit 
is rare. Her pain could have caused 
her to become bitter. Instead she 
turned her pain into a cause to help 
others. Myself included. 

Abandoned at the age of two and 
placed in an orphanage in South Ko
rea, by the age of three I weighed 
only sixteen pounds and was dying 
from malnutrition and smallpox. The 
orphanage lacked the food or medi
cal care the children needed. As a 
result they were dying at an alarm
ing rate. If not for Mary's determi
nation I too would have died. Be
cause I was so ill the orphanage 
would not release me, fearing the trip 
would kill me: Only because of 
Mary's untiring efforts on my behalf 
was I finally released. Because I was 
too ill to walk Mary carried me the 
entire trip. From Korea, through Ja
pan and four other countries, she car
ried me into the arms of my waiting 
parents. Like Mary, I was not a cute 
child. Bald, emaciated, and covered 
by scabs from my bout with small
pox, Mary recognized in me a fellow 
underdog and took it upon herself to 
care for me personally. I will always 
be grateful. 

Mary was also responsible for the 
adoption of my youngest sister, 

stick in one hand, the tail of his bike 
in the other. The Great Hill loomed 
above him, that mammoth mountain 
so monstrous it just had to be alive. 
He glanced at me. Never had I seen 
sucb determination in those eyes. I 
watched in awe as the Munchkin feet 
took giant steps and the robust arms 
worked the handles, guiding the bike
-just perfectly- to the very top of that 
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Melinda. At the age of six Melinda 
was abandoned by her Korean adop
tive family. Believing she had a heart 
condition they deserted her, unwill
ing or unable to foot the hospital bills. 
Mary, who had a gift for placing the 
right child with the right family, 
called my mother and told her she had 
her daughter. After a quick head 
count (there were five children in our 
family) my mother replied, "no, you 
must be mistaken." Mary persisted 
however, and finally my mother 
agreed to look at some pictures. Upon 
viewing them she was stunned. The 
young Korean girl in the photos bore 
a strange resemblance to my 
mother ' s niece. Less than five 
months later Melinda became a mem
ber of our family. Concerning her 
heart? There was nothing wrong with 
it that a loving home and family could 
not fix. Although I was thirteen when 
we adopted her, it is difficult to re
member what life was like before she 
entered our lives. She was one of us 
upon picking her up from the airport. 
We loved her immediately. 

Today it seems we worship those 
who can jump the highest, run the 
fastest, or who has the slimmest hips, 
overlooking the true heroes. Mary 
Graves was not a super athlete or a 
supermodel. She was something 
much more substantial. Mary was a 
giver. She gave needy children lov
ing homes, and she gave loving 
couples who longed for children the 
chance to have a family. Although 
Mary is gone, she lives on in the 
people she touched and their children 
and grandchildren. You did have a 
family Mary, a family of thousands. 
Thank you and God bless you for 
loving the children. 

hill. 
The little boy looked way, way 

down. He skipped the stick into the 
air. Craaccck!! It shattered just a few 
feet in front of me. As he leapt onto 
his bike we both knew he would chal
lenge The Great Hhl. "Watch me! 
Watch me!" he cried. 

Zhroooom! The bike with the 
little boy on its back flew down the 
hill. At first I thought they would 
make it, but the tiny bike was no · 
match for The Great Hill and before 
I knew it they were tumbling. Down 
and down they fell. The small metal 
frame twisted down the road, drag
ging the rag doll boy along with it. 

And then they were there, the 
puppet-like limbs beneath the blue 
metal bars. I was frozen. But when I 
saw the little boy rise up from the 
tangled frame with his face and knees 
all shredded, my heart melted from 
pure relief. He conquered The Great 
Hill. He arose from the shambles tri
umphant. A great smile beamed 
across his tattered face, his wounds 
the trophy of his victory. 

That little boy. Oh, do I remem
ber him well. I feel like it was yes
terday, that day. That day we were 
both so happy and proud. 

Head tilted to the left. Swollen 
face, swollen eyes. Moon face they 
call it, one of the many side effects 

... continued on page 6 

Pandora's Box 
PERSONAL ESSAY 

BY MADELEINE DREW 

Nigel and I had the same sick
ness-a strong dose of idealism and 
a need to avoid the discomfort of in
timacy and self reflection. Of course 
we believed passionately in the 
anti-racist causes for which we cam
paigned, but devoting our time to 
them enabled us to focus our atten
tions outward. Burdened by the stress 
of constant political activity, we 
could not communicate as adults, 
only as regressed childhood play
mates, the Pigeon and the Bear. Nigel 
was broad and cumbersome as a bear, 
and he persuaded me that pigeons 
were not winged vermin, but the 
cherished birds his uncle trained. We 
savored those rare, magical moments 
in the safety of our role play, during 
those six years. 

The relentless pace of work took 
its toll. Nigel 's fatal brain hemor
rhage, at twenty nine, shook me to 
my foundations. As I began to break 
down, my mask fell off and smashed 
into tiny pieces. I was exposed to the 
world in all its ugliness-a skinless 
baby on a rubbish tip. Scarcely an ego 
to protect me and no will to live. I 
sat on trains staring at commuters. 
tears drenching my face. I just could 
not fathom how they coped with their 
lives . Why wasn ' t everyone wailing 
uncontrollably? Why didn't the 
whole train stand up and scream, "I 
can't take it anymore!" I had no an
esthetic, nothing to numb the unbear
able pain of existence. Like an alien 
species who had crashed into Earth's 
atmosphere, I had no idea why ev
eryone else could breathe when I was 
choking from the toxins of human 
suffering. 

I was no t left to grieve in peace. 
At the fune ral, the details of Nigel 's 
double life began to emerge. The man 
I had considered myself closest to for 
years had been a stranger There was 
a skinny, young Moroccan who was 
pregnant with his baby, the blond 
nurse who declared herself the offi
cial "other woman," and others who 
made themselves known by sniggers 
or open displays of grief at his me
morial service. 

Devastated, betrayed, fired with 
anger, I challenged the gods. I would 
not lie down and give up. Part of me 
had always known that my relation
ship with Nigel was a desperately 
sick symbiosis, but there was another 
side, more needy and dependent, that 
was lost without him. I decided to 
confront the loss and Nigel's spirit 
head on. Like a Catholic monk whose 
bed is an open coffin serving as a 
constant reminder of death, I shut 
myself in c;mr apartment, surrounded 
by Nigel's possessions, and began a 
dialogue . Sometimes I burned a 
candle to light his way, but there were 
many manic binges where I paraded 
lovers through his bed so he could 
watch me getting what he had denied 
me for so long, as he slipped away to 
his doting, young maidens. I wanted 
some answers, and for a short while 
I harbored the childish belief that the 
dead could communicate with us 

somehow. My dreams reflected my 
frustration. We would be in the same 
room, but he would ignore me. No 
words, not even a glance in my di
rection. 

Deptford was a rundown, violent 
part of London; no place for a woman 
alone. The youths across the street 
seized their opportunity, burglarizing 
the apartment while I was at work. 
They could not take all the spoils , so 
they returned a few days later. This 
time through an upstairs window 
with a weak lock. I was in bed, alone, 
silent, praying that they would only 
be interested in petty theft that night. 
I heard teenage voices barely whis
pering and laughing. They left with 
everything of value and Nigel's green 
bomber jacket that I had been wear
ing for protection, believing I could 
borrow his determination. The next 
day they leered at me from across the 
street through their open window. 
Openly mocking my vulnerability, 
their body language communicated 
a clear message. "It was us and 
there's nothing you can do about it!" 
Already so fragile, it was an invasion 
that took me to the brink. 

The gods wanted me crawling on 
my belly, base instincts in control. 
What was the point of trying to be 
strong? If I managed to stand up they 
would only delight in knocking me 
back down again . I conceded the 
fight. The callous acts of the youths 
across the street had ignited avenge
ful fury. A lifetime of pent up anger 
was released. It felt like a high 
pitched siren whirling under the skin. 
I was possessed by an agonizing, si
lent scream that could not escape and 
hungered for imL'..ges of desperate acts 
in desolate places. My only comfort 
at that time was a fantasy about a 
dark, dead end alley, lit by a street 
lamp in the distance. Two, high, brick 
walls on either side met at the end of 
the damp alley that were littered with 
hundreds of glass beer bottles. I stood 
facing the end wall and proceeded to 
lunge every bottle up against it. The 
din of smashing glass would drown 
out my screams until every last sac
rificial bottle exploded into tiny par
ticles, and layer upon layer of bro
ken glass glistened in the darkness. 

·If I could face going to work, I 
would find myself marching down 
the street, rage animating my rigid 
body like a soldier charging over the 
trenches without fear of death, for I 
was already dead. It seemed nothing 
could quench the bottomless fury or 
silence the sirens of despair. A social 
worker friend found me one night 
standing in the rain outside the 
youth 's house. I was screaming from 
a head, detached from a body that 
could rip every one of them in shreds. 
She urged me to find somewhere else 
to live and seek help. 

I called a help line and was di
rected to a therapist who could see 
me immediately. Satisfied my spirit 
was completely broken, the gods had 
finally taken pity and sent me an an
gel. She took one look at me and 
knew she could help. I was sitting 
upright but she could see the baby 
love as I was , I felt sick to my stom-

... continued on page 6 
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iterary Competition: KCC selects five entries for submission 

A Ball and Glove 
PERSONAL ESSAY 

BY JOHN HUNTINGTON 

I have a ball 
beaten and abused 

it's not perfectly round 
cause it's been played with and 

used 
I have a ball 

it's horsehide and twine 
with a solid cork center 
and it's mine, all mine 

I still have that baseball after fif
teen years and I'll probably keep it 
for the rest of my life. I have had doz
ens of baseballs throughout the years, 
but this one ball, this very special 
ball, holds within its dirty, scratched, 
horsehide cover, the memories of a 
father and his son and the two de
cades of fellowship that the sport pro
vided. 

I remember very clearly when my 
father first asked me if I wanted to 
play baseball. I was six years old and 
really didn'tknow anything about the 
game, but it sounded like fun so I 
said, "Yes." We were living in a 
newly developed community and 
little league was just starting up for 
the first year. One day dad came 
home from work and had brought 
with him my first baseball glove. As 
he handed me the glove, he had that 
grin on his face- that childish, mis
chievous grin that he always had 
when he was playing a joke on you. 
The glove was huge. It was made for 
a fully grown man but given to a six 
year old boy. I didn't see it as a joke, 
only as an opportunity to be able to 
go out and play a game that I had no 
concept of yet. I slept with that glove 
just as most children sleep with any 
new toy they've gotten. Dad taught 
me how to treat it with mink oil to 
make it soft and pliable. He showed 
me how to wrap it overnight with a 
baseball in it so the pocket would 
conform to the shape of the ball. It 
was my glove, given as a joke and 
accepted with love. 

That glove lasted me many sum
mers and caught thousands of balls. 
I'd outgrow my shoes but never that 
glove. With that glove on my hand, 
dad taught me how to catch and 
throw a baseball. I always thought 
dad was tough because he could catch 
without a glove no matter how hard 
I tried to throw that darned ball. 

I was hooked, and together we 
became baseball junkies. We'd go to 
watch the Hawai'i Islanders play at 
the old Honolulu Stadium in 
Mo'ili'ili and eat before the game at 
Chunky's Drive In across the street. 
We'd buy boiled peanuts outside the 
stadium from the peanut ladies, but 
it was inside that the real treat was 
hidden. I'm talkin' about Frosty 
malts. Ooooh baby! ! Those soda 
cup-sized creations of chocolate ice 
cream that were frozen rock solid and 
you had to dig them out with the ti
niest flat wooden spoons ever made. 
You could probably miss an inning 
or two while concentrating on dig
ging into that cup to get your reward. 
Dad used to say that I only went to 
lhe games to eat. Not true. Well, okay 

maybe a little bit, but I did watch the 
games. How else would I remember 
guys like Chuck Vincent, Bo 
Bolinsky and "Rocket" Rod Gasper 
who threw out a guy at home plate 
from deep center field without the 
ball once touching the ground? I saw 
All Star games and Championship 
games. I even saw Hawai'i ' s only 
triple play. Yeah, we had fun at the 
games. Dad would yell at the umps 
with that grin of his and I'd be run
ning all over the place. 

The stadium at Mo'ili ' ili is a spe
cial memory for me. It was a small 
5,000 seat stadium and every seat 
(even the nosebleeds) was close to 
the field. I even got to play there 
once. It was that inaugural year for 
our Little League and we got to play 
a couple of innings before the Island
ers. Watching six and seven year olds 
play baseball is quite comical to me 
now and I wonder if we were just as 
funny trying to field a ball. 

Game day for me was almost as 
exciting as my birthday, only it hap
pened every weekend. When I got my 
uniform I knew the season was ready 
to begin. Although I never admitted 
it to my friends, I would sleep in my 
uniform the night before game day. 
Each weekend we'd get the chance 
to go and showcase our efforts. It 
didn't really matter how we played, 
only how many times· we got to bat 
and if we got a hit. Winning and los
ing were for bragging rights at school 
the next week. There was an inno
cence about the games then. We 
played to have fun. We were friends 
and comrades. The team's families 
would picnic at the park after the 
game or go to the beach. We would 
celebrate birthdays together and have 
a ·party at the end of the season. 

The end of a season always came 
too soon for me. It was the middle of 
summer and we could have played 
for a few more weeks. During the off 
season is when dad would help me . 
work on my techniques. I wanted to 
become a pitcher and he set up a 
backstop for me in our yard. He'd get 
me out there to throw for about an 
hour each day. A lot of the time I'd 
be reluctant to practice and would 
rather watch TV. or go to the beach. 
But he'd get me out there and I got 
better each year. Soon I was making 
all star teams and became one of the 
best players in the league. By the time 
my Little League days were over, I 
was well respected in the baseball 
community. I never did play high 
school ball for stupid personal rea
sons, and my father, although he 
never said so, must have been terri
hi y disappointed. Everyone said I had 
a future in baseball and I didn't take 
advantage of it. I only hope that dad 
might have realized how sorry I was 
for not doing so. I did coach one year 
and dad and I would still go to the 
ball games. The Hawai ' i Islanders 
had moved from tiny Honolulu Sta
dium to Aloha Stadium with its 
nearly 50,000 seat capacity. It was 
never the same feeling of closeness 
for the fans because they were now 
spread out. It felt empty. Gone were 
the peanut ladies and the frosty malts. 

How Apprecianity Saved 
Mankind From Religion 

SHORT STORY 

BY RAY PACE 

When one looks back at the pe
riod in which Apprecianity carne into 
being, the tendency is to say, "Yes, 
of course, it had to be." It was right 
in front of everyone's faces--the need 
for such a development. Why it 
wasn't done sooner, or by someone 
else is a mystery. But we have it now, 
and are most grateful. 

The period in which Apprecianity 
began was one fraught with religious 
strife and religious confusion and 
doubt. Claims about the corning mil
lennium were heard daily while 
Christians killed Moslems and Mos
lems killed Jews on the front page of 
nearly every newspaper. Political 
hacks tried their best to enlist reli
gion, in order to get God on their side. 
Abortion clinics were bombed, con
servative Christians (any other kind 
is scarce, to say the least) filled foot
ball stadiums and the Washington 
Mall in an attempt to once again put 
males into the dominant position in 
most cultures. 

Muslims were not exempt from 
furthering their religious goals--they 
were also succeeding in filling the 
Mall in Washington. Some of their 
other actions of a more violent na
ture closely resembled those of their 
Christian brothers. 

Jesus was enlisted in nearly ev
ery incarnation in order to further 
individual agendas. We saw Yeshua 
of Nazareth as a cheap savior in films 
shown to fundamentalists--a savior 
who would deny people the entrance 
to heaven for the merest slight. De
pending on who was pushing what 
agenda, he appeared as blue-eyed and 
red-haired, black and Afro-headed, 
fat, thin, clownish, or godlike. 

There was clearly no lack of reli
gious beliefs in the world; they were 
everywhere causing strife and may
hem, as they had for thousands of 
years . Something had to change, 
cooler heads reasoned, or mankind 
was headed for the religious sewer 
of oblivion and extinction. Attitudes 
and ideas needed to change, but to 
what? 

The think tanks tried to come up 

Dad had become ill but could still 
yell at the umps, oniy now I was yell
ing with him. both of us grinning. 

We had gone to a ball game in 
the summer of '81, after I had got
tenoutoftheArmy, but before I went 
away to tech school. We arrived at 
the stadium during the first inning 
and had stopped at the concession 
stand to get something to eat. Dad 
walked up to the tunnel while I was 
at the condiments when I heard "Get 
it, get it." I turned to see this ball 
bouncing out of the tunnel right at 
me. I scooped it up and proudly 
showed my dad. It was the only sou
venir baseball we had ever gotten. It 
would also be the last game we 
would see together. 

... continued on page 6 

with an answer, but failed despite 
their white papers, computerized re
search, and hiring of outside special
ists. Among the elites, a 
synchronicity was calling for change 
in the face of bloodshed and may
hem. Some idea had to come along, 
but from where? From whom? 

The answer came unexpectedly 
and suddenly. Euripides D' 
Octrinaires, the Haitian-Bahamian 
reggae-muffin did it wit_h a song: 
Gimme One Break. Mon. Wid Alla 
Dis God 
Gimme one break, Man, wid alia dis 
God. 
Fa ' some life is easy. Fa ' most it be 
hard. 
Dey say God one Christian, or maybe 
one Jew. 
But talk to da Muslim, he be claim
ing God, too. 
Yeah gimme one break, Man wid alta 
dis God. 
Life easy in Vegas; in Africa hard. 
Dey say God one smart one, but look 
how he ack; 
Got bankers on cocaine an' beggars 
on crack, 
Yeah give us one break, Mon, wid alla 
dis God. 
For t'ousands of years he rule ovalz 
dis sod, 
An ' watch all da killing of Muslims 
an' Jews, 
An' whole buncha oddahs of various 
hues. 
Yeah give us one break, Mon, wid alia 
dis God; 
He runnin' da show like some 
stumble-bum clod. 
Plagues from religions an ' wars we 
have known. 
Mon, time to tell God to Leave us 
alone 
What we can do, Mon, wid ' out alia 
dis God, 
Is start actin' like grownups, it isn't 
so odd. 
Be in ' good to each other could even 
befim. 
Appreciate people, there's God to be 
done. 

Euripides debuted the song on 
Oprah on a Monday afternoon. By 
Tuesday evening, music stores 
around the world were deluged with 
requests for the CD, the sheet music 
or anything else representing THE 

SONG, as it came to be known. By 
Wednesday, Tom Brokaw, Dan 
Rather, and Peter Jennings had run 
specials on this new take on religion 
that would raise mankind to a new 
level of awareness and behavior. 

Religious leaders around the 
globe were stunned. The popularity 
of the song and what it said were get
ting out of their control. It was time 
to equivocate. 

"Man needs to do the work of 
God," the Pope said. "Too many of. 
us hide behind what God might do 
or how God can help. It's time for 
everyone to assume a moral stand 
that appreciates our neighbors." 

The Dalai Lama also encouraged 
Apprecianity: "We are in God just as 
God is in us . Appreciation of that 
should lead us to wisdom and happi
ness." 

Even Billy Graham got into the 
act: "If we want to call God Appre
ciation, if we want to work toward 
godliness, there is certainly no harm 
in that." 

By Friday, the song had gone 
platinum. Graffiti and bumper stick
ers saying " Appreciate" and 
"Apprecianity" were seen in most 
major cities. What was next? 

"There is no next," Euripides an
nounced on Sunday 's Meet the Press. 
"We just keep on doing what we all 
along shoulda been doin' --actin' like 
polite caring people, digging up on 
life, not killin ' and makin' each other 
miserable." 

"What about forming a church?" 
Tim Russert asked. 

"Moe, eat's one loada shit," 
Euripides said, using a phrase des
tined to become the slogan of the era 
and beyond. "You wanna church, go 
to hear some jazz or down home 
blues. Go out to the park and dig 
some people . Give some money 
away. Throw away or give away half 
the crap you own. The only church 
you need is dat." 

"And as far as God is concerned?' 
Russert asked. 

"Yeah, ·Mon. Good one," 
Euripides replied. "Maybe if God 
sees what we're doin' he could end 
up changing his ways . He maybe 
could grow up, yeah." 

Do you get SLEEPY AFTER READING 
ONLY A FEW PAGES? 

-Do you count the number of pages that are assigned? 
-Are you a slow teader? 
-Do you often have to reread for meaning? 
-Do yo have trouble concentrating when you read? 
-Do you get headaches/eyestrain when you read? 
If you experience any of the above, you may 
have a special type of visual problem that is not 
correctable with glasses, contacts or surgery. 

We can solve these common problems 
and make you a better reader. 

DR. CLAYTON GUSHIKEN 
Optometrist, Specializing in Reading Problems 

941-3811 
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Pandorals Box 
... continued from page 4 

on the floor struggling to breathe. 
I looked at her, so prim, so upper 
class- could I even swear in front of 
this woman? Elizabeth was in her 
early sixties, she had a youthful glow, 
calm voice, and every line in her face 
curved into a warm, understated smile. 
I twas perhaps no coincidence that she 
was the embodiment of each aspect of 
my being I had suppressed in order to 
become an uncompromising political 
animal and hide from my true self. 

Above all she was so willing to 
love me, automatic, unconditional 
love, and she wanted to give me the 
sessions totally free of charge. I was 
not used to this kind of generosity, 
or at least I did not know how to ac
cept it. The first time she embraced 
me, so desperate for love as I was, I 
felt sick to my stomach. I knew she 
was goodness, but love tasted like 
bitter medicine. Whatever my resis
tance, I instinctively knew that I 
could close my eyes and free fall into 
the dark abyss. This woman was go
ing to catch me. 

Elizabeth broke many of the rules 
of therapy-she stroked and hugged 
me, and became attached. A cold and 
detached professional could not have 
reached me. With my persona in tat
ters, disintegtating around me, she 
perceived a unique opportunity. Un
able to hide her excitement, she re
marked, ''Nigel's death has opened 
you up beautifully, like Pandora's 
Box - everything is pouring out." 
There was no need to delicately ex
cavate each consecutive layer of my 
psyche, but we had to work quickly 

before the lid slammed tightly shut 
for another decade or lifetime. 

After several months of progress, 
Elizabeth declared, "Perhaps it's time 
to say good-bye to Nigel." She did 
not mean the distant, adult Nigel, 
who had thrown me the scraps of his 
life and watched me lick them grate
fully off the floor, but the magical 
companion my inner child was still 
clinging to. I told her I could not 
manage it yet, and explained that I 
regularly visualized myself attempt
ing to say good-bye to him. I pictured 
myself at the age of five or six at the 
side of a tranquil bay. Nigel, repre
sented by a rather large, worn teddy 
bear, was placed in a cardboard boat 
that I had made on which I painted 
brightly colored pictures of the things 
we enjoyed together as Pigeon and 
Bear. When the boat was finished, I 
would gently launch it into the bay 
and watch it float out to sea, the paint 
streaming into the water. It was at this 
point that I seemed to lose control of 
the script. The little girl would throw 
herself crashing to the ground. With 
bare knees smacking against hard 
shingle, and clenched fists pounding 
pebbles, she would scream ''Noooo !" 
and race into the water to retrieve the 
boat. "That's how I know I'm not 
ready" I said, out of breath, my fists 
still clenched against my chest. I w~s 
encouraged to persevere, and one day 
the bear drifted off into the sunset, 
and becoming a spec on the horizon, 
was not seen again. 

We talked much about my politi
cal lifestyle. I wanted to be involved 
in a campaign to defend a Pakistani 
family from racist attacks. They had 

moved into a predominantly white 
area and had received human feces 
through their letterbox, their door had 
been daubed in racist slogans and an 
incendiary device had been thrown 
through their window. The police 
were conspicuously unavailable and 
an anti-racist group was attempting 
to protect the family from further as
saults. There were six small children 
and I had befriended the most outgo
ing girl. Elizabeth pointed out that 
while I was prepared to protect and 
nurture these frightened Pakistani 
children-! had no such sentiments 
for the petrified child within me. My 
own inner child existed on a starva
tion diet. Somewhere in my early 
development, I had assimilated the 
conviction that I had no right to ex
istence ifl was not always giving and 
never receiving. This is often the case 
for children whose parents were so 
emotionally needy that they required 
parenting by their own offspring. 

We worked hard to develop a nur
turing self to look after the younger 
stunted self, and reassure her she was 
deserving of love. As I learned how 
to give myself what I needed-I had 
less and less time for political activi
ties. I was raising a child and didn ' t 
want to miss her first smile, first words 
and first steps towards recovery. 

Six months later, I did not want 
to terminate the therapy, we were 
moving in a new direction, a spiri
tual journey, but I had to get out of 
London. I was new and fresh-a 
sweet smelling, adolescent conifer 
with bright green buds, and I wanted 
to grow in a forest, not a maze of ce-
ment and hrick. • 

At our last meeting Elizabeth gave 
me her dainty, antique, iron frame bi
cycle with a bell and a front wicker 
basket. She watched anxiously as I 
rode off, realizing for the first time 
that I had the road sense of an ambi
tious five year old. I love to think of 
her concerned expression as she won
dered whether I would ever make it 
back to Islington, but tried hard to 
display an outward confidence in me. 
I made my way horne with a blister
ing heart, wondering how I could 
ever repay her. 

I had unraveled myself before her 
like an intricately woven rug . When 
we had repaired all the neglected, 
loose threads and patches worn bare 
by overuse, she rolled me back up, 
strapped me onto a camel, and slap
ping its hind legs , sent me across the 
dunes into the brilliant morning 
desert. Once in a while I come across 
an oasis like Elizabeth and I'm re
minded of our time together, but even 

Albert 
... continued from page 4 

of the long-term usage of pred
nisone "Owwwwww ... It hurts ... It 
hurts .. . " His speech is slurred, un
steady. The incision from the surgery 
hurts his entire body. The blood 
splotches are still all over the hospi
tal gown. Blood splotches on the 
blankets and blood splotches on the 
pillows. His abdomen, steadfastly 
guarded by a thick layer of blankets 
and finally his hand on top, seems to 
be pulsating underneath the thickness. 
I wonder what lies beneath the hand. 
the blankets and then the bandages. 

I hold his hand. "Don't touch me! 

New UHPA/HMSA Primary and Supplemental 
Health Plans 

Can Save You $453 to $1,578 

OPEN ENROLLMENT 
is February 27 through April 3, 1998 

KAPI'O March 10, 1998 

Don ' t look at me!" The words in his 
scorning voice echo throughout my 
mind. But he says nothing. He 
squeezes my hand. 

The slender IV tubes run all along 
his arms and body, seemingly stran
gling him in a jungle of medical 
vines. They run from his arms and 
his chest into the IV bags, entwining 
themselves within each other, run
ning loops and curves like an ivy's 
tentacles, swerving up and down and 
curling and relaxing with each breath 
he takes, with every movement. And 
then there are the nose tubes. The suc
tion and feeding tubes are large and 
thick-looking. They run from his nos
trils deep into his insides. They make 
his nose look swollen . Maybe his 
nose actually is swollen, maybe the 
tubes caused the swelling. I don' t 
know. Three tubes into his nose. One 
helps him breathe. Eleven tubes al
together, but not including the vines 
running from the blood pressure cuff, 
leg cuffs and urine catheter. 

I am in a world of nurses. They 
come in like shadows, doing their 
rounds without sound or voice. When 
they do speak, it's in some foreign 
tongue which only they understand. 
Code·500 in room 402; morphine sul
fate 4 m1 qid; STAT STAT! Nurse's 
jargon. Did I even get the words 
right? But how can they do it? How 
can they move like zombies all day 
and night, watching these people suf
fer, these children die, then turn their 
backs and laugh as if no one were 
there? The patient in room 415 is in 
cardiac arrest. Do they even care? But 
this is the Intensive Care Unit. Pa
tients die. Not people. 

' conrinued on page 7 

UHPA has just negotiated our best health care benefit package with HMSA. It gives you comparable coverage at much 
lower monthly premiums than the HMSA State of Hawaii Health Fund Plan - the plan which is used by more than 
70o/o of UH Faculty and their families. 

During the week of February 23, you received b~nefit information and enrollment forms in the mail. If you haven't 
done so already, read the benefit information and make your decision. Then complete the enrollment forms and 
return them. The UHPA/HMSA health plans are effective July 1, 1998. 

The new UHPA/HMSA health plans clearly are the best value for the price. The plans can save UHPA members 
between $453 and $1,578 a year with some benefit enhancements! 

For more information, visit our Website at www. uhpa. org 

UNIVERSITY OF HAWAII 
PRoFESSIONAL ~MBLY 

1017 Palm Drive • .Honolulu, HI 96814-1928 
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LEtTERS 
(Con't) 

Math Repeater Policy defended 
First of all, I would like to thank one on this campus has come up with shown no improvement in success 

the Kapi 'o staff for the rather exten- an alternative plan to better serve the rates. In fact, our students tell us the 
sive coverage the past few weeks needs of our incoming students. opposite ... the success rates would 
given to the proposed Math Repeater Since 1995, the Math faculty has improve if we took out the applica-
Policy currently before the Faculty willingly accepted five extra students tions (the dreaded "word problems") 
Senate Curriculum Committee. The during regular registration into every and concentrated only on the alge-
coverage has accurately portrayed the Math class numbered below 100, ere- bra, since the applications is what 
issues that have sparked much inter- ating seats for over 300 students and gives our students the most difficulty. 
esting, and sometimes heated, discus- saving the college over $30,000 each Much of the blame for students' 
sian throughout the campus. semester. This policy was developed difficulties in math courses is un-

The proposal was originally sent to help the college deal with its bud- justly placed on the mathematics fac-
to the administration and the Faculty getary problems by providing oppor- ulty, yet no credit is ever given to the 
Senate Chairman in Octoberof1992. tunities for more students with sub- many contributions made by the math 
Although the proposal has gone stantial savings to the school. No faculty that allows our completion 
through many revisions since then, otherdepartmentoncampushasdone rates to be significantly higher than 
it is encouraging that after six years, as much to provide opportunities for the national average. A few come 
it is finally getting the serious con- students to take classes, and yet, we immediately to mind: 
sideration that it deserves. feel that much more needs to be done. 1. Volunteer staffing of the Learn-

The primary purpose of the pro- This policy is a step in that direction. ing Assistance Center-Many math 
posal is to provide seats in math Much of the discussion that has faculty members have volunteered to 
classes for incoming students, giving arisen from the Math Repeater pro- tutor in the LAC. More than a third 
them their best opportunity to sue- posal has centered around issues that of math tutoring hours are provided 
ceed. It is the general consensus of the proposal was not meant to ad- by faculty ... no other department has 
mathematics educators nationwide dress. There have been numerous offered that type of support to the 
that students' mathematical skills di- comments made regarding the diffi- LAC. 
minish over time (many of our stu- culties in math encountered by stu- 2. Development of Math lOOH-
dents take their last math course prior dents . This problem is not unique to Math lOOH is an innovative college 
to entering KCC in their sophomore KCC. According to a representative level math course that serves the 
year of high school). To not provide from Academic Systems in Berkeley, needs of our students in the Health 
opportunities for new students to take CA, the completion rates (D or Sciences and Nursing. This course is 
math classes in th_eir first semester higher) for remedial math courses are a collaborative effort between Math, 
here dooms many of them to failure. around 42 percent nationally. Over Nursing, and Health Science faculty 
When students reflect on their first the last four years, the completion that was developed almost entirely 
registration experience at KCC, the rates in these courses at KCC has through faculty initiative. 
word "frustration" often comes up. been close to 60 percent. 3. Development of Math 80 (cur-
We admit hundreds of students each At KCC, more than 70 percent of rently math 98)-This course uses an 
semester who have little or no oppor- our students place at the remedial alternative approach to teaching al-
tunity to enroll in the courses they math level while the national aver- gebra for vocational students prepar-
need. With KCC now requiring all age is 53 percent. Many of our new ing to take Math 100. This class em-
students in AS programs to complete students have not taken any math phasizes "Math in Context" and is 
a 100 level math course, the two year courses in over two years and have considered "cutting edge." We have 
college degree is rapidly becoming a forgotten what little they learned in been contacted by mainland schools 
myth. high school. for more information on the course 

While many well-intentioned The easy thing to do in a situa- to possibly serve as a model for other 
people on this campus have argued tion like this is to point fingers. The schools. While it is too early to de-
against the proposal because of its Dean of Instruction has commented clare this course a complete success, 
possible negative impact on some that he feels that more applications we feel that we are on the right track 
students (in fact, it would only affect are needed in our algebra classes, yet in servicing the needs of our students. 
students who have already received he has failed to provide the math fac- It is anticipated that in the future, this 
two F's or W's in the same course ulty with any concrete evidence that course will be open to Liberal Arts 
and an exception policy has been doing so would improve success students as well. 
developed that addresses the con- rates. Most of such attempts on the 4. Active Involvement with ACE-
cernsraised by Student Congress), no Mainland that we are aware of have The Access to College Excellence 

... Albert Stories continued from page 6 

I hate this place. I hate the laughing 
zombies. I hate the constant beeping 
of machines in the room. And air. And 
then there is THAT feeling. The pres
ence of death is looming. I can feel 
it. And I can smell its nauseating 
stench. 

He opens his eyes on the second 
day. When he talks it makes me feel 
safe; makes me feel happy to know 
that he's breathing. It doesn't matter 
that it doesn't sound like him It's the 
tubes and the total fasting that makes 
his voice funny. The tubes feed him. 
The tubes keep him alive. They say 
he's stable enough to move out of In
tensive Care. "Bring my cookbooks 
tomorrow," he smiles weakly. But he 
knows he cannot eat. 

"Classic Home Cooking," he 
reads aloud in a hoarse voice. "And 
my favorite Pillsbury book too!" He 
smiles. Images of the little boy with 
the ruddy cheeks and golden blond 
hair flash by me. Albert. He flips 
through the myriad pages-with great 
excitement, pointing to this cake and 
that soup that he's most definitely 
going to make when he gets better. 

But he's lying in the cold hospi
tal bed with the bandages over his ab
domen. It hurts, then the morphine, I 
remember. The wounds haven't 
healed yet, the pain hasn't gone away. 
The side effects from the massive 
doses of medications - and the pred
nisone - makes his hurting grow 
worse. But he continues on flipping 
through the pages of his cookbooks, 
and for that moment he seems truly 
happy. 

There is no large intestine. There 
is no colon. "The Bag will make you 
depressed; you might feel upset, an
gry, or frustrated in the beginning, 
everyone does, but that's normal," 
said all the doctors and nurses. A few 
inches below his belly button and to 
the right is The Bag. The holding 
pouch for his waste products. The 
doctors and nurses treat it as if it were 
some evil part suddenly attached to 
him that he must, by nature, despise. 
Yet all he sees is the "cure" to his suf
fering, the Beautiful Bag that took all 
the pain away, that will soon make 
him able to run, to cook, to eat. 

When I get better, I'm going to 

bake this dessert," he said, pointing 
to the most extravagant looking dark 
chocolate, brownie-type, cake-look
ing desert with crushed macadamia 
nut bits on top. "It won a million dol
lars in the Pillsbury Bake-off, you 
know." "When I get better enough to 
walk, can you come downstairs with 
me to the gift-shop to get more cook
books? I really wanna get some Ha
waiian and Chinese food cookbooks. 
I really want the recipe for Manapua, 
too, you know." "I'm so happy they 
got rid of the sick intestines. When I 
get better, I can't wait to eat! I'm so 
happy! I can't wait to eat again!" 
There was not one tear, not one pout, 
not one flash of anger or frustration 
toward The Bag. 

He had been sick for almost four 
years. It all began two months before 
his thirteenth birthday for reasons we 
still do not know or understand. I al
ways used to think that that little boy 
died on that day. I watched the 
chubby, ruddy faced, 
bright-eyed,healthy little golden 
haired Munchkin boy turn into a 
deathly thin, ashen skinned, sparse 

Program for new students was co
founded by a member of the math 
faculty. More math instructors have 
been actively involved in the pro
gram since its inception than from 
any other academic discipline. 

It would be easy for the math fac
ulty to point fingers also. We could 
point to the high schools. Over 70 
percent of our incoming students 
place at the ninth grade math level 
or below. Students come to us with a 
genuine fear and/or hatred of math. 
These feelings make it far more dif
ficult to teach students in math than 
in other disciplines. 

We could also point toward Stu
dent Services. KCC does little to pre
pare students in making the transi
tion to college. No comprehensive 
orientation program that covers im
portant topics like notetaking, study 
skills, and time management has ever 
existed in the 12 years I've been at 
KCC. KCC spends inordinately more 
time orienting its new faculty than it 
does its students. 

We could also easily point to the 
students themselves since, ultimately, 
they are responsible for their own 
learning. In a recent issue of Kapio, 
the four students interviewed about 
their ideas about why people have 
difficulty in math classes all made 
reference to this. 

However, it serves no purpose to 
place blame anywhere. The math fac
ulty is more interested in continuing 
our efforts to improve math educa
tion at KCC. In that regard, we have 
invited representatives from Student 
Congress to meet with us on April 3 
to discuss problems and possible so
lutions. We strongly encourage ALL 
KCC STUDENTS to get involved 
and to contact their Student Congress 
representatives to voice their opin
ions. 

In the meantime, we ask for 
everyone's serious con.sideration of 
our proposal. It is far less restrictive 
than the policies already in effect at 
the other UH Community Colleges . 

haired, dull and swollen-eyed young 
man. He lost all his friends and his 
passion for roller blades and running 
Eating and cooking, his truest loves 
in life, were stripped away. But he 
never lost hope. After four years, 
through all the pain, the suffering and 
the cabinets full of toxic and debili
tating medications, he did not give 
up hope. He never gave up. 

When I see that boy lying in that 
hospital bed still, I sometimes cry. Or 
when I'm alone or in the dark, in the 
blackness I can see his image on that 
first day after surgery;, the blood 
splotches, the swollen eyes, and the 
boy tangled within the labyrinth of 
medical vines. And the tears just be
gin to flow. But I'll never show my 
tears to him. When I'm by his side, 
when I see that small smile peep 
through his pain, I'm truly happy. I'm 
happy because I know he's happy, 
and that's all that matters. I found the 
most brilliant smile on his face when 
I woke up one morning from my 
half-sleep on the small, bumpy hos
pital guest bed beside him in that cold 
room smelling of medications and 

Although the policy was not designed 
to improve student motivation (an 
issue that the Mathematical Associa
tion of America has deemed a major 
problem at the two year college), our 
colleagues at other campuses tell us 
that with a repeater policy in place, 
students seem to try harder the sec
ond time when they repeat a class, 
an added benefit. We hope that 
people recognize that this proposal 
was designed with the best interests 
of our students, particularly our new 
students, at heart. 

Andrew Pak 
KCC Mathematics Coordinator 

A student's view 
A student failing the same math 

class twice is obviously a serious 
problem, for that student! I think a 
new student should be given the op
portunity to enroll in the class before 
the failing student enrolls in the same 
class for a third time. Failing the same 
class twice should void the privilege 
of early registration for that class by 
the failing student. 

Mr. Wehrman comments regard
ing how other campuses are handling 
this problem left me somewhat dis
concerted. To say "They don't re
ally know if it's working but they 
'feel' that it is" is ridiculous. I for one 
could care less what they feel or don't 
feel. I want to know if the program 
for repeating a class is working or 
not. 

If I could make a proposal it 
would be for the failing student to 
enroll, and receive a passing grade 
for remedial math at an adult educa
tion course. Evening courses are pro
vided at local area high schools. 

If the school allows a failing stu
dent to enroll in a class for a third 
time before a new student is allowed 
to enroll even once, it is propagating 
an injustice to the new student and 
slapping the face of higher education. 

Respectfully Submitted. 
Joe Chavez 
Epsd41 a@ aloha. com 

death. In his hand was his favorite 
Pillsbury book, opened specifically 
to page 271 with his finger directly 
over the picture of the million dollar 
"Macadamia Fudge Torte." "I'm go
ing to make this for you guys when I 
get better," he said to my mother and 
me,. "I'm going to make this for you 
guys, I promise!" 

A Ball and Glove 
Continued from page 5 

I took that baseball with me when I 
moved to the mainland and I kept it 
in my living room. The night my fa
ther passed away, I awoke in my bed
room and stared in confusion at my 
dresser. It was sitting there so that it 
would be the first thing I would see. 
It was our ball. In my heart, I believe 
that my father had come to tell me 
good bye. The first thing he gave to 
me, that tired old glove, now sits 
alongside that very special ball, the 
last thing we'd gotten together. 

I have a ball 
and a tired old glove 

and the memories of my father 
and of a game that we love. 
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Transfer Advising (General) 
Jodi Kunimoto (KCC Counselor) 

will be presenting a Transfer Advis
ing workshop. Learn how to get the 
information you need in order to 
transfer from KCC to UH Manoa 
Programs or other Bachelor degree 
colleges and universities. Will be 
held on Friday, Mar. 13 in '!lima 
103 (Maida Kamber Center). 
UH MAnoa: John A. Burns 
School of Medicine 

Join the staff from the John A. 
Bums School of Medicine, Univer
sity of Hawaii at Manoa for an in
formation session: lwalani Else (Re
cruiting Coordinator), Marilyn 
Nishiki (Admissions Coordinator), 
Agnes Malate (lmi Hoola Program) 

Len Tanaka (1st year Medical 
Student). This session will be held 
onMonday,Mar.16fromnoon-1:15 
p.m. in 'Ohi'a 103. If you have any 
questions contact Rosie Harrington 
at 734-9500. 
UH MAnoa: Engineering 

John Rand (KCC Pre-Engineer
ing advisor) & Sheryl Nojima (Asst. 
Dean, UHM College of Engineering) 
will be presenting programs require
ments and opportunities in civil, 
electrical, & mechanical engineering 
at UHM. Will •be held on Monday, 
Mar. 16 from noon-1:15 p .m. in 
Koki'o 209. 

Workshops 
Preparing for a Placement Test 

What should you do to prepare 
yourself for the English and Math 
Placement Test? This workshop in
forms you on what you need to know 
about getting ready for it. Mar. 19 
from1:30-2:30p.m.in 'lli'ahi 103. 
1\nning Point 

For those Single Parents & 
Homemakers who are still unde
cided or new to KCC, a strong rec
ommendation is to enroll in the 
Turning Point a career exploration 
seminar which will be offered dur
ing Spring 1998 semester. The new 
dates are set for Mar. 31 - May 26, 
1998. The class will meet for 9 con
secutive Tuesdays, from 9:00- 11:30 
am. Estimated cost is $25, which 
covers tuition, textbook and materi
als. To find out more about this ex
citing course call the SP/DH pro
gram at 734-9500 or stop by 'llima 
103. 
Fiction Writing 

It is not too late to sign up for a 
fiction writing class taught by visit
ing professor Chaman Nahal. The 
course will run from March 14-April 
25, six consecutive Saturdays from 
10 a.m. to noon. Cost is $400. Class 
will meet in 'lliahi 202A. Nahal is 
internationally acclaimed author of 
"The Ghandi Quartet." Long and 
short fiction will be examined. In 

Music, Theatre & The Arts 
Honolulu Academy of Arts 

On Saturday, March 14, at 7:30 
p.m., The Honolulu Academy of 
Arts will be showing "The Flying 
Camel", on behalf of the Congre
gational Sof Ma'arav. 

The film is a comical take on life 
in Tel Aviv, which follows the 
dreams of a Jewish professor, an 
Arab garbage collector, and an Ital
ian former nun. This film is the 
Wolgian prizewinner in the Jerusa
lem Film Festival. It is performed 
in Hebrew, with English subhead
ings. 

A second feature will also be 
shown with the movie. "The Sec
ond Watch" is about the mischie
vous adventures of two soldiers -
an Israeli and a Jordanian - who 
are on patrol at a remote border post. 
This film won Best Short Film in 
the Dresden International Film Fes
tival. 

Campus Info. 
PARADE OF CULTURES TO 

HELP OPEN INTERNATIONAL 
FESTIVAL 

Show ethnic pride. Be a part of 
the parade of cultures on Tuesday, 
March 17, from 9:30- 10:15 a.m. It 
will include a band to lead the pa
rade, and students and faculty that 
represent their culture or country in 
native dress. In addition, other stu
dents dressed in green (to honor St. 
Patrick's Day) will distribute Festi
val programs and candy along the 
parade route. The parade will start 
and end at 'Ohia and weave through 
campus. The idea is to celebrate the 
international flavor that is an impor
tant part of KCC, while adding to 
the festive nature of the opening cer
emonies. 

Registration forms are available 
from all the committee members, 
and may be picked up at Kalia 114. 
The deadline for submitting the 
forms is Monday, March 9. 

Admission is $10, $5 for stu
dents, and tickets may be purchased 
at the door. 
International Films 

The International Student Club 
sponsoring two international filrns; 
March 17th Tues, "Barefoot Gen" 
animated from Japan. Barefoot Gen 
is a true story about a courageous 
boy Who has survived the bombing 
of Hiroshima. 

On Wednesday March 18th, we 
will show "To Live" from China. To 
Live is a powerful, award winning 
film about a man gambling away his 
family's money. 

Activities 
Practical Traveling in Japan 

Guest lecturer David Cisan will 
be presenting the Practical Travel
ing in Japan seminar on Tuesday 
March, 24. It will be held in Room 
102 of the Japanese Cultural Center 
of Hawaii, Weinberg Building at 
7:00 p.m. Seminar fee is $5 for 
members and $7 for non-members. 
Deadline to Register is Monday, 
Mar. 17. To register or for more in
formation, call the JCCH at 945-
7633. 
Washi Jewelry 

Sadie Toyofuku presents a Washi 
Jewelry Making class on Saturday, 
Mar. 21 from 1 p.m.-4 p.m. at the 
Center in Room 102. Participants 
will learn how to use chiyogami 
(Japanese decorative papers) to 
fashion a pair of earrings and a neck
lace. Class Fee is $5 for members 
and $7 for non-members. There is 
an additional supply fee for the class 
kits and use of adhesives, tools and 
supplies. Kit prices are as follows: 
Earrings $6-$8; Necklace $10. Ad
ditional kits will be available to pur
chase. Limited enrollment. Dead
line to Register is Monday, Mar. 17. 
To register or for more information, 
call the Japanese Cultural Center of 
Hawaii at 945-7633. 

addition to budding novelists and as
piring writers, the course is designed 
for anyone with an interest in writ
ing. 
Fitness TV 

"Fitness Forum" is a new TV se
ries exploring healthy lifestyles, with 
host Dr. Larry Fee (Ph. D.), exercise 
physiologist. It will air on Olelo. 
Channel 55, 8:30 to 9:00PM, Satur
day & Sunday. The series will run 
for 10 weeks. (The same series will 
begin again around mid-June, as 
well.)The following is the schedule 
of programs: 
Achieving and Maintaining Ideal 
Body Weight (Pt.2) March 14 &15 
The Honolulu Marathon Clinic 
March 21 & 22 
Is Honolulu a Bicycle-Friendly City? 
March 28 & 29 
The Female Athlete: Special Consid
erations April 4 & 5 
Pregnancy and Exercise: April 11 
&12 
The Benefits of Working Out in a 
Group: Apri118 &19 
The Oahu Perimeter Relay: April 
25 & 26 
Age Is No Barrier: Veteran Athletes: 
May 2 & 3 
Are Sports Supplements Necessary? 
May 9 & 10 
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General Info. 

Mediation Center Hours 
The Mediation Center can pro

vide an informal, confidential pro
cess for conflict resolution for KCC 
students, faculty, and staff. Media
tors facilitate the communication 
between the involved parties so that 
an agreement can be reached that's 
acceptable to both parties. The Me
diation Center is located in 'lliahi 
210. Mediation Center volunteers 
will be available in the Mediation 
Center MWF 9:00-10:00 a.m. and 
TWTh noon-2:00p.m. to do the ini
tial intake and scheduling of possible 
mediation cases. Call 734-9321 or 
send e-mail to mediate@ leahi.kcc. 
hawaii.edu. 

CORRECTION 
The March 3 edition of 

Kapi 'o incorrectly spelled 
Chaman Nahal's name. We 
apologize for the error. Kapi'o 
would also like to remind stu
dents, that there is still space 
available for Nahals' upcom
ing Fiction Writing course, 
which begins March 14. For 
more information, contact 
Mike Moses at 734-570. To 
register, call 734-9211. 

----~-

Want Ads 

Free Cash Grants! 
College. Scholarships. 
Business. Medical bills. Never 
Repay. Toll Free 1-800-218-
9000 Ext. G-15351. 
SEIZED CARS from 
$175. 
Porsches, Cadillacs, Chevys, 
BMW's, Corvettes. Also 
Jeeps, 4WD's. Your Area. Toll 
Free 1-800·218-9000 Ext. A-
15351. 
GOV'T FORECLOSED 
homes from pennies on $1. 
Delinquent Tax, Repo's. 
REO's. Your Area. Toll Free 
(1) 800-218-9000 Ext. H-
11467 for current listing. 

Lost & Found 
Keys, purses, wallets 
and pagers may be 
turned in to Olopua 
1 03, as of March 1 0. 
All other items must be 
turned in at the Stu
dent Activities Office. 
For more information, 
call 734-9542. 

Job Placement Opportunities Contest Info. 

The following job listings can be found in the Job Placement Office in 
!lima 103, or by calling 734-9514. The Diamond Journal 

staff needs unpublished 
Enolish essays from 
KCC students. Submis-

Restaurants Positions 
FT Line Prep/Cook 4-S Days/ 

week from 3:30-11:00 p.m. Experi-
enced Wage/DOE 
Dishwasher 

No Experience Needed PT 5-11 
p.m. $6.50/hr. 
Bus Boy 

Experience Needed PT 5-11 p.m. 
$5.05/hr. +tips 
Guest Service Coordinator 

FT & PT positions . Coordinates 
Services to be provided to arriving 
departing private aircraft under di-

A Night In India 

Two Evenings 
Thursday, April 2 
Friday, April 3 

Kapi'olani Community College 
Ka'lkena Dining Room 

Featuring an array of finely pre
pared Indian dishes to delight 
your palate. 
$40.00 per person/ check payable 
to KAPE-UH Foundation 
For reservations call 734-9715 

rect supervision of Guest Services 
Manger or Supervisor. Previous ex
perience in aviation, airline, or cus-
tomer service desirable. Basic Math; 
typing 45 wpm; I 0 key by touch; per
sonal computer. $7 .00/hr. 
Student Helper 

Under the general supervision of 
the supervising secretary, the student 
help would perform various clerical 
functions. Must be enrolled in an 
educational institution on a full-time 
basis. 19/hr./week $5 .75/hr. 
Part-time Clerk 

In law offices. Duties include 
word processing , filing, errands, 
phones, greet clients, assist attorneys 
& staff. (General Office Duties) 
Must be computer literate have 
knowledge of Win 95, WordPerfect 
; must type 50 WPM; Organized and 
work independently. Up to 19/hr/ 
week flexible hr. $7.50/hr. 

sions must have been 
written during the Spring 
1998 semester, as part 
of the PCC, ESL 198 8 
& C, English 22, 1 00 or 
215 courses. Essays 
must be non-fictional, 
and contain no more 
than 1 ,000 words. Appli
cations and rules may be 
obtained from your in
structor. Submissions 
may be turned in to Gary 
Pak in Olapa 123, or 
Kalia 102. Deadline is 
March 19. 

Come to a Polynesian Lu'au 

Ono food 
hosted by Chef Alfredo & students 
Hula 
by KeaJilika'apunihonua Ke'ena A'O Hula 

Hawaiian style kalua pig, poki, lomi salmon and poi; 
Tahitian marinated raw fish, green mango salad, chicken fafa; 
Samoan baked sweet potatoes, roasted uru (breadfruit), poi fa'i (banana 
poi); and Hawaiian haupia and kulolo 

Admission: 
Students $1 2, General, $1 5, At the door: $1 8 
Available at Student Activities Office, •ohi•a 1 01 
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