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Jeff Chun, one of the contributors to this collection, 
suggested the title Full Circle which embodies the idea of 
classroom learning as one starting point in an 
individual's preparation for life. Coming full circle then 
symbolizes return to the classroom by those who have left 
it. Jeff also suggested the circle's counter-clockwise 
movement to graphically represent the idea of return. 

Jasmine Williams, another contributor, objected that the 
circle as a closed figure represents the endless retracing of 
a single possibility, not a developmental process. The 
circle thus became a spiral with outward as well as 
returning movement. 

The term 'returning students' refers to students who for 
various reasons left programs of formal study and who 
now also for various reasons decide to return. Such 
students are more commonly known as 'non-traditional 
students. ' My departure from this term reflects my 
conviction that these individuals are entitled to an 
identity which refers to what ·they are rather than to what 
they are not. 'Returning students' may not be not an 
adequate designation either. 

J.A.M. 
Editor 
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Introduction 

They return for many reasons - some 
because they yearn to complete an 

academic program that the circumstances of their 
lives forced'them to abandon prematurely; others 
because they hope to qualify for career or study 
opportunities; still others because a long-held or 
newfound respect for learning makes staying away 
impossible. There are other reasons as well. 

Whatever the reason, returning students, in 
two senses of the term, often· meet their 'moment of 
truth' in an English composition class. Here they 
encounter the assignments which teach and test 
the mastery of verbal communicative skills on 
which any successful academic career must be 
built. They also find the opportunity, even the 
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necessity, to think through and articulate the 
defining experiences of their lives since nothing is 
more natural than to use these experiences as the 
subject material of assigned essays. 

Returning students have in common a 
wealth of personal experience that can and does 
serve them well as writers. They also, sometimes, 
confront daunting obstacles. They may doubt their 
ability, after so long, to reconnect the severed 
thread of their educational development or despair 
about meeting responsibilities to jobs and family 
while taking on a demanding and rigorous 
program of study. 

Not all of them succeed for reasons that can 
as much relate to the general problems of being a 
student as to the special problems of being a 
returning student. 

The 10 essays in this collection were 
submitted in the Fall of 1991 as extra-credit 
assignments for English 100 (3), optional topics for 
the English 100 final exam (3), or voluntary 
submittals unrelated to English 100 course credit 
(4). We, the authors and editor of Full Circle, hope 
that persons who are deciding on a possible return 
to study at KCC will find these essays by 
returning students to be informative and 
encouraging but also helpful in realistically 
assessing the challenges of coming full circle. 
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1 College 
by Janice Akiu 

College. Wow, who would think that I, a 
39 year old, would ever go to college. I had 

not stepped in a classroom for almost 21 years . l 
had never given any thoughts to even attending 
college, but all of that changed when my oldest son 
went off to a mainland college. Since I could only 
give him the bare essentials for room and board, I 
started thinking of ways that I could send him 
more. The best conclusion was for me to attend 
college so I could get a good job. I enrolled here at 
KCC full steam, registering for 12 credits. Little 
did I know what I was getting into. My counselor 
warned me that my full load might be a bit much 
for me, but being a hardhead, I told her that the 
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only thing I could do was try. The idea of college 
sounded exciting at the time. As the time 
approached for me to start classes, I had doubts. I 
said to myself, did I do the right thing? How will I 
do? Will I get along with my classmates, and will I 
be the oldest. All the worrying I did was for 
nothing as I get along with my classmates, I am 
doing okay with my school work, and yes, I am the 
oldest in my classes. 

As the days went by, I found that the work 
was much more difficult than high school. I started 
getting lost in two of my classes. For reasons, 
unknown, I just could not learn anything in those 
two classes. I started having grave doubts _ about 
myself. All of a sudden, school was not enjoyable 
anymore, even in the other two classes I was doing 
okay in. The feeling is like a giant hand grasping 
your heart and squeezing. It was starting to affect _ 
my home and younger son. I finally went to see an 
academic counselor here at KCC. She made me see 
that I was not "Super Woman," and to work at my 
own pace and not give any thoughts to what people 
might say. I decided to concentrate on the two 
courses that I was doing fine in. I did all the 
necessary paper work to drop the two classes and 
most of my school worries disappeared. I feel no 
shame; in fact, a couple of people have told me they 
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give me credit for attending college which made me 
feel proud and want to do better. Oh yea, future 
students, if you don't understand the assignment, 
ask your teacher, and go to the Learning 
Assistance Center. Every bit of advice helps. 
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2 A Return to 
Reality 

by Sarah Benham 

To go back to school or not to go back to 
school. That was the question--one I 

struggled with for two years before actually doing 
it. And I am very glad that I did, but it was not an 
easy decision for me to make. 

First of all, I always hated school. It wasn't 
that I couldn't do the work. It was just that I was 
going through a very rebellious stage, due to the 
fact that my father worked for the U.S. 
government, and we were constantly picking up 
and moving on. In the beginning it wasn't so bad, 
when you are real young you can adjust easily, but 
as I get into the adolescent years I found it almost 
unbearable to have to leave my friends each time I 
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got in tight with a group. I was in the top five 
percent of my class from kindergarten to eighth 
grade, then in February of my eighth grade year, 
my father transferred to another location--Hawaii . 
There is nothing wrong with Hawaii. It's my 
birthplace, but it hurt to leave my friends in 
California. Nevertheless, Iwas forced to move on, 
and at the tender age of fifteen I decided to rebel 
against everyone. And so it was. For the next three 
years I was impossible to live with, and at 
eighteen, I married my high school sweetheart. 

Needless to say the next several months 
were an awakening for me. I realized that I had 
made a big mistake only minutes after the judge 
declared us husband and wife. I thought -~ was in 
love, but what does an eighteen year old really 
know about love? Six months into a very shaky 
marriage, I escaped my fate and left him for 
greener pastures. With my parent's blessing and a 
plane ticket they bought for me, I hopped on an 
airplane and headed for a "new life." I had 
previously enrolled at Kapiolani Community 
College, but unfortunately because of my situation 
I was unable to complete the semester and in my 
haste to get out of here, I neglected to withdraw 
properly, but I had to leave, ASAP! 
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I flew off to California to rejoin my friends I 
had left three years earlier. It was too late to enroll 
for the fall semester, so I just sat in classes to get 
the feeling of it all, without getting credits . I was 
really getting into the whole college thing, when I 
landed a great job at the Marin Humane Society , 
near where I lived. I have always loved animal 
hospitals, so this was a very welcomed position. 
Within a couple of months I was promoted to cat 
adoption supervisor. 

Meanwhile, the rest of my life involved a 
new love interest--hadn't I learned my lesson yet? 
Obviously not! He was a great friend and we were 
roommates for about nine months when the 
inevitable happened .. .! got pregnant. For a faithful 
taker of birth fOntrol for several years, it was a 
shock, believe me, but to my surprise, it was a 
welcome "accident." I decided to bring this baby 
into the world because I knew this was a special 
baby. That meant leaving my job at the humane 
society. It's a big no-no to be around cats while 
pregnant. Now there would be no money for rent 
and bills, since my boyfriend was a full-time 
student and the first-string quarterback at the 
college, without a job. So off I went, on an airplane 
headed back to Hawaii. After the semester was 
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over he would join me. In March of 1983, I gave 
birth to a nine-pound-one ounce baby boy. In 
February of 1984, we split up and and again I was 
on my own, now with a child tucked under my 
arm. So now what? Get a job! With my son in the 
care of my father who was retired, I leaped back 
into the real world, and after several menial jobs, 
began working at Hawaiian Airlines. I started out 
in the reservations department and then I 
transferred down to the crew scheduling 
department. It was an interesting position. I met 
so many new people and the flight crews--I really 
enjoyed myself and my job. One particular new 
face was a pilot who flew the DC 9's inter-island. 
In the four years we lived together we made plans 
to make it permanent, but in the last year of our 
relationship, I realized that he didn't like children 
at all, although he claimed differently. I finally 
woke up! 

I walked out of the relationship, realizing 
that everything I do has got to be for the benefit of 
my son, and this would only hurt him. Also during 
that last year, I became disenchanted with my job 
and the office politics, and having to tell my 
friends that they have to take lousy trips to the 
dark side of the moon for days on end, and having 
them always cry on my shoulder. I knew I had to 
get out! This wasn't what I wanted to do, I wanted 
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to work with animals again--they don't talk back to 
you either! That's when I started scheming on 
ways to go back to school. I knew that I would 
never be able to get anywhere, do anything, or be 
what I really want to be without an education . 

After leaving my boyfriend, I began to 
pursue my education, along with other things. I 
also became reacquainted with my son's father, 
and we are now good friends. We came to an 
agreement, that it would be great for my son, 
Christopher, to live with his dad starting next 
summer, for a number of reasons. This would be 
perfect for me and my new life, now with the 
freedom to transfer from school to school, if need 
be, to attain my goals, I can do so without messing 
up my son's life. So in August of 1991 I quit 
Hawaiian Airlines, and I started school at 
Kapiolani Community College, taking a full load. 
For my first semester I feel that I didn't do half 
bad. I've located my strengths and weaknesses, 
how to get a grip on good study habits and dump 
the bad ones. It has been a semester of trial and 
error, but I have discovered that I really do love 
school and all that is has to offer me. If I had only 
done it right the first time--actually I don't think I 
would be half as wise! Waiting was the best thing 
for me,. because I now know exactly what I want to 
do with my life. 
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It will not be an easy road. I never expected 
it to be a cake-walk and I am looking forward to 
the challenges ahead. My son is excited about his 
new home, and new baby brother or sister arriving 
in May. I am only a freshman, and in the spring I 
will be taking more classes toward fulfilling my 
general requirements, and in the fall of 1992, I will 
be once again heading on an airplane for "greener 
pastures" --which is as true to my new life as I can 
explain. I will be going to school in Wyoming, 
studying in the College of Agriculture at the 
University towards a degree in Animal Science, 
and then moving on to Veterinary Medicine at 
Colorado State University. That is where I plan to 
make my home someday, in Colorado, and I hope 
my son will want to rejoin me. By then ~e will be 
about 15 years old, and teenage boys are so 
unpredictable. We shall see. In the spring of 1992 I 
will be joined by my best friend, Denise, who will 
be enrolling in school with me. Soon after that I 
am hoping to begin to establish a residence in 
Colorado with the new man in my life, who also 
wishes to live someday in Colorado. In the 
meantime, we both lead very busy lives, both 
working hard to attain the goals that we have set 
for ourselves. All the hard work will be worth it! 
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3 The Absurd 
Adventures of a 
Returning Student 

by Jef{Chun 

Greetings! If you are reading this essay it 
is safe to say that you are a college 

student who has been in a state of limbo for an 
extended period of time--just as yours truly has 
been. Or by chance you are an inquisitive soul with 
nothing better to do than browse through another 
person's work with hopes of acquiring an inspiring 
wealth of wisdom from an unknown and, for the 
most part, obscure source. Whichever the case may 
be, sit back and enjoy a tale of high adventure! 

My story begins in a summer of 
apprehension--not to be misconstrued with a 
winter of discontent or a spring chicken for that 
matter. Put simply it was the summer that I 
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decided to enroll in college after being out of the 
academic scheme for the better half of nine years. 
During the nine years of nil higher education I 
wasn't roaming the earth without purpose or 
acquisition of substance. On the contrary it was a 
near decade of great enlightenment. Learning 
about the read world, as I call it, was an 
experience that I would not forgo even if I had that 
option--regardless of the fact that I bordered on 
destitution at many points throughout the 
adventure. Nevertheless, I remained skeptical of 
the semester that was to follow my summer of 
dread. 

It was as if I was pulled out of a Lewis 
Carroll fairy tale and given the chance to start my 
life all over again. I knew for a fact that by 
entering school after such a long absence I would 
be placing myself in an unfamiliar and, for all 
intents and purposes, alien environment. The 
questions that taxed my mind were ever present 
and hung ominously overhead. I feared that I 
would not be able to cope with the work--however 
extensive the load may have been--and peers who 
were young and fresh out of high school. I didn't 
even know if the type of things that were being 
taught to high school students were typical of my 
own previous education. One of my most 
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frightening reservations was a complete ignorance 
of computer skills. I had understood that most of 
the students entering college had been familiarized 
with computers and or some sort of word processor. 
As for myself, I was at a point where the automatic 
teller at the bank was yet to be mastered--but I 
had a complete grasp ofNintendo. 

Endeavoring to persevere, I continued on 
my absurd adventure of trying to muddle through 
the terror with as much optimism as I could 
muster. I guess it was the English class that I 
feared wholeheartedly as opposed to math or 
history. I was exposed to horror stories of the vast 
numbers of term papers that were necessary to 
pass the English curriculum. I hadn't even come 
into close proKimity with a library, excluding the 
time I was pulled over for speeding in front of the 
State Library on Pensacola Street--well at least I 
knew where it was. I definitely felt that I was at a 
serious disadvantage. 

As luck would have it, on the very first day 
of class we were asked to produce a short essay 
concerning wealth. I realized that this was just a 
way for the instructor to get a feel of where 
everyone stood as far as writing was 
concerned--right. I treated this essay as if it were 
the determinant factor of whether I lived or died. 
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When the paper was returned to me a few days 
later I was surprised to find that there were not 
any corrections or critical comments to be found 
anywhere. Upon viewing the essay I wondered if 
the lack of marks on my paper was either good or 
bad. Then, like a slap in the face, it hit me. Who 
the hell cares if the essay was good or bad, the only 
thing that matters is that it was my essay and 
that's all that needs to be said. 

As the semester progressed so did my 
writing. All the apprehension and tension soon 
subsided as paper after paper returned with the 
fortuitous letter "A" grade rearing its welcomed 
head. By being forced into a desperate situation of 
sink or swim, I became accustomed to using a 
computer and the accompanying software. To 
further the adventure, my English instructor even 
explained how to meander through the library 
efficiently and expediently. It was turning out to 
be a great year for me and other students 
alike--just as it will be for you. 

The best piece of advice I can give to anyone 
will seem insignificant and arbitrary at best. The 
fear you are experiencing could very well be the 
vehicle that carries you to success in the semester 
to follow. Use the anxiety that you are 
experiencing to your advantage. If the situation 
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you are in did not include the reverence of the 
unknown there is a good chance that it is, in fact, 
not a new and exciting traipse through life you are 
taking, but an old and familiar road that leads you 
to nowhere fast. In other words, if you are scared, 
entertain feelings of disorientation or just plain 
feel that you are in the wrong place, behold, you 
are right where you belong! 

Not bad for someone who didn't know how 
to type during the summer of apprehension. Best 
of luck to you on your own absurd adventure. 
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4 Why I Remember ... 
by Lani French 

It was raining that day, and was actually 
kind of cold for August. I was standing 

outside whlting for my mother to come out of the 
house and give me a ride home. I was fifteen years 
old and had been sharing an apartment with my 
sister that summer. My parents were recently 
divorced and mom was going through a lot at the 
time. My sister and I had always been pretty 
independent kids and we decided it would help 
mom out a lot if we moved out on our own, just 
until she got back on her feet. She didn't go for it 
at first, but eventually she gave in. She knew it 
would be easier for her, and it was just for the 
summer. 
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As we were driving in the car, I was 
debating whether to talk to her about school or not. 
Summer was almost over, and I was supposed to 
move back with mom and start at a new school. 
But I had already made up my mind; I wasn't 
going back. I wanted to work and live on my own. I 
was having so much fun as a grown-up how could I 
go back to those little kids at school? I had my life 
all planned out. I was going to work, save money 
and travel the world. Now I had to work up the 
courage to tell my mom. I knew she would be mad, 
but she really couldn't do anything about it, 
because where we were living at the time kids 
were allowed to leave school at sixteen. We were in 
a foreign country, the rules were different, and as I 
think back, kind of messed up. All you had to do 
when you left school was register with the 
unemployment office and go in once a month for a 
job interview. Meanwhile, they paid you the dole 
while they looked for a job for you. They paid me 
$200 a week to stay home and do nothing. This 
was definitely better than school. 

So we're in the car and mom starts saying 
that we'll have to squeeze into a one-bedroom 
while we save money. I decided I might as well 
come right out and tell her. 
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"Mom, I don't want to go back to school. I 
want ~o work and live on my own." There, I said it. 

"Absolutely not!" she tells me, but I can 
hear the quiver of fear in her voice. 

"I don't have to; it:S the law here," I say. "I 
can leave when I turn sixteen!" 

She knew she was defeated. It was as 
simple as that. We argued about it a while longer, 
but I knew I had won and I was elated, until I 
looked over and saw the tears running down my 
mother's cheeks. I was devastated, yet still happy 
that I had gotten what I wanted. She'll get over it, 
I thought to myself. But I'll never forget that day 
and the look on my mother's face. What a fool I 
was. 

So I continued living on my own and having 
lots of fun. I never traveled because I was so 
inexperienced about having my own money that it 
got spent before I could even think of saving it. 

Mter about a year or so, the inevitable 
happened. I met a guy, we dated for a while, and I 
found .myselfpregnant, but that was okay because 
I loved him very much. To me, it was another 
progressive step forward to adulthood and I was 
raring to go. We were married and I decided we 
should move back to Hawaii . My natural ambition 
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was getting the best of me and I wanted to move 
forward. My husband got a good job in Hawaii and 
we were living quite comfortably, but I wasn't 
doing anything with myself. It wasn't fun 
anymore. It was then I decided I would go back 
and get my high school diploma. 

I was very excited about going back to 
school. It was an adult school so a little less 
intimidating for me, because I was used to dealing 
with adults. There were sixty year old women 
here, coming back for their diplomas. I felt I was 
better than them because at least I had not waited 
that long. But I was wrong. After a couple of 
months I realized it took a lot more courage for 
them to come back to school. 

I struggled through this first phase of 
school. I had always been only an average student, 
but now I still had my family and other 
responsibilities to worry about. It was really hard. 
But I had something different now than before. I 
wanted to be here. It was my choice. I had a 
personal goal. I wanted that diploma. When I 
"graduated" from high school, I got to walk the 
line. We had a big ceremony. My whole family was 
there. My husband, my son, my mom and dad and 
my sisters. When I accepted my diploma, I looked 
out at them and I once again saw the tears rolling 
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down my mother's cheeks. I couldn't think of a 
happier moment. 

In thinking about it further I realized that 
college was my next step. Could I really do it? I 
was working as a volunteer in the hospital and had 
found a new respect for this profession. I called the 
community college to see if this was an obtainable 
goal for me. It was. College life was a whole 
different world for me. It was exciting and scary, 
but I wasn't giving up. I had come this far and I 
would continue. It was hard to adjust at first . I 
couldn't study at home. I was still working and 
taking nine credits, but to top it all off I was 
expecting another baby! It seemed everything was 
against me. Many times I wanted to say forget it, 
stay home and look after my family. But I had 
been there ap.d I needed to secure a future for 
myself. I knew I could do both. I had to. 

I think that coming back to school with a 
goal in mind helped me out a lot. Sure I have to 
struggle a lot harder with my studies because of 
multiple responsibilities, but that was my choice 
then and this is my choice now. School is a breeze 
compared to the rest of the world, and it definitely 
has a lot more rewards! 
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5 The Second Time 
Around 

by Katherine Oda 

Last fall was a very important time in my 
life because it was my first semester back 

into school' after a duration of fourteen years. I 
always· wanted to go back to school, but somehow I 
always had an excuse not to. Excuses are easy to 
come by, especially if you're looking for them. But 
last year I put away the excuses and finally 
decided to make the commitment and return to 
school. 

Along with my decision to return to school 
also came a few concerns I had about returning 
after so many years . I remember on registration 
day I looked around and saw kids almost half my 
age registering in the same classes that I was. At 

5 The Second Timt' Around 23 



24 

first I felt a little awkward, as though maybe I 
didn't belong there, that I should be at work 
somewhere, but no one but me seemed to notice 
the age difference. So I started to feel a little 
easier and continued with my registration. I look 
back now and I think that maybe registration was 
the biggest headache of all. I had to go back to that 
little window three times before I finally got the 
classes I wanted. I remember feeling a little frantic 
on the third trip and I was wondering if I would 
ever get the classes that I wanted. Finally the 
young man sitting in front of the computer, whom 
I had seen twice before, typed in the information. 
He waited, smiled, then looked at me and said 
'You got 'em." What a feeling of relief. At last 
everything was set and I was on my way, to the 
bookstore that is, to spend some money, 
unfortunately, probably a lot of money. 

When I reached the bookstore I pulled out 
my little pink registration slip with the list of all 
my classes and instructors' names and started to 
search for my textbooks. Matching the necessary 
number I was able to collect all of the textbooks 
that I needed. However, I would suggest to other 
students not to make the same mistake I did. 
Before going to buy your textbooks yol) will need to 
bring with you one more item besides your little 
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pink slip. I suggest a suitcase, for all those lovely 
books you need to purchase. The kind with wheels 
would be preferable. So at last I was finally ready 
to begin with my studies. Classes started in less 
than too weeks. I was a little excited, a little 
anxious and a lot poorer. 

On the first day of instruction I felt very 
nervous. I didn't know what to expect and all of my 
memories from high school came flooding back to 
me. These memories were both good and bad. 
Fortunately, my first days of class reminded me of 
the good days at high school. Actually the first 
week was quite easy I thought. Later I found out 
the reason for this. It seems that some students 
are adding and dropping classes that first week 
and it can be a little hectic at that time for the 
instructor. So I guess they wait until after the 
add/drop period before they really get down to 
business. Later, the work starts and you get to put 
some heavy usage to those expensive textbooks 
that you lugged from the bookstore, in my case 
without the suitcase. 

I found that being an older student does 
have some advantages when it comes to studying. 
For most of us older students the Friday night 
parties and wild weekends are a thing of the past. 
We no longer have the desire or the stamina for 
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the party life and this leaves a lot of time for 
studying. I also found it much easier to study now 
because I could actually reason out the information 
I read better than before when I was younger. I 
think I can also say that older students have one 
up on everyone else because they're a little more 
determined in their studies. They know what they 
want and they don't want to waste any more time 
getting it. 

I really enjoy being back in school and to 
my amazement I am doing a lot better than I had 
anticipated. I feel that it is never too late for 
someone to return to school and I suggest that if 
you really have the desire and determination to 
succeed, then you will. Just take it one s~ep at a 
time and never sell yourself short, because if you 
possess the will to succeed nothing can stop you 
from obtaining goals that you set for yourself. 
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6 One Man's Quest 

by Clark Silva 

I have had wonderful opportunities in my 
life to accomplish and achieve certain 

goals that I had set for myself, from running a 
marathon, to winning in martial arts tournaments, 
to traveling across the country playing music and 
meeting many new people. These accomplishments 
had for a time satisfied my self-fulfillment. 

As I got older, however, there were still 
things that I wanted to accomplish in my lifetime. 
There was a major accomplishment I had set out to 
achieve when I was younger but never managed to 
reach, and that was to earn my college degree. A 
dream that had eluded me for years-- that's when I 
decided to return to college this year to rekindle 
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that desire of earlier years. Through the years, I 
had come to realize that knowledge is power, that 
obtaining knowledge is the key to realizing your 
life's dreams. It is the brush with which you will 
paint your life's goals. With life experiences and a 
well-rounded education, life's newer challenges 
would be met with open arms! 

Upon returning to college, the very first day 
of class felt somewhat eerie. I don't remember ever 
really enjoying being in school, but today was 
different. The anticipation of reworking the 
somewhat cobwebbed academic side of my brain 
began to excite me. In the past, what I felt was a 
barrier to my learning process becaine an excuse 
not to learn. Now that I was older, I was 
determined to face my earlier barriers head-on and 
get over those old "ghosts." 

In each of my classes, I was definitely one of 
the older returnees, but it felt good inside knowing 
that I had a different kind of knowledge that 
perhaps the other students could draw from me, 
and I in turn could learn from their young and 
fresh minds. 

As the years passed, ·I realized that one of 
the barriers to my earlier learning process was 
studying--the actual time spent in learning. 
Dedication and perseverance are important 

Full Circle 



elements in being a good student and this time 
around I would achieve those qualities. As each 
assignment was turned in and graded, a sense of 
accomplishment and self-worth became stronger in 
my new venture. I actually began seeing the light 
at the end of that four-year tunnel. I was feeling 
pretty good about myself. 

As time went on, studying became more and 
more a part of my life. More than I remembered. 
My lifestyle was changing too. I wasn't going out 
as much, I spent less time in front of the television 
and began spending more time at the library, and 
school became my number one priority. 

Then I hit one of those old academic 
walls--algebra--the fear of equations! It seemed the 
more time I spent studying it, the less I understood 
it. It began to undermine the rest of my studies, 
and soon I began to lose that new "zeal" I had for 
reeducating myself. Other things began creeping 
into my life: financial stress; relationship 
problems; car problems; these things started to 
take the air out of my learning tires. Soon I began 
studying less and worried more about solving these 
now pressing problems. I had even tempted myself 
into dropping out of college again. But some things 
in life have to change, and this would be one of 
them. Whatever it takes, I'm going to stick it out 
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until the end and realize my goal of a college 
degree. After all, how can you set an example for 
your children if you can't be one yourself? 

Well, here I am. End of the first semester 
and I'm still here. How 'bout that! How I'll do in 
my final exams remains to be seen, but one thing 
is for certain--I stuck it out through some heavy 
changes. And if I did that--well--I'm ready to stick 
it out for another 31/2 years. 

What will be my goal then? To be 
personally involved in helping make this world a 
better place to live for my children, for the 
animals, and the human race. Move over Senator! 
There's going to be a new sheriff in town! 

.. 
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7 One Semester at a 
Time 

by Nani Smith-Arke 

The building is older than I am. Some of 
the customers have been shopping there 

since before I was born. The company has changed 
its name thtee times in the last twenty years. First 
it was Wig W am, then Pay less, now it is just good 
ole' Pay n Save, or as the employees, including 
myself call it, "Pay n Slave." For me working at 
Pay n Save used to be something I enjoyed, but 
now it is just another day, another dollar in a 
dead-end job that is taking me nowhere. I have 
been with Pay n Save six years this May as the 
Head Clerk in the cosmetics department. Last year 
I was promoted to a Floor Manager, but I soon 
discovered that twelve hours a day, six days a 
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week was simply not worth my take-home pay, 
which amounted to peanuts. With that, I decided 
to do something about it. Something I should have 
done years ago. I decided to go back to school. 

I always wanted to be in the EMS 
(Emergency Medical Services), but after high 
school I got a full-time job and as the saying goes, 
"money talks." So I never went to college to fulfil 
my dream of becoming an EMT (Emergency 
Medical Technician). So a few short months ago I 
registered for the Fall 1991 semester. I took only 
two classes because I still had to work full-time to 

support myself, so it was just English and Math. It 
was not much, but it was a start. With registration 
complete, I nervously awaited the first day of 
instruction. 

Many questions raced through my mind 
days before the start of school. Questions 
like--"What if the courses are too hard and I fail?" 
and "What if I can't find my classes?" My 
nervousness reminded me of my first day in high 
school as a freshman. AI though I was insecure 
about college, I knew this was something I had to 

do. Not only did I have to do this for a better job 
and a better life, but it was something I had to do 
for myself--for my own peace of mind. So no matter 
how difficult it may be or how long it may take I 
can never quit or give up. 
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With one whole semester under my belt, I 
can honestly say that I enjoyed it and much to my 
surprise, it was not as tough as I thought it would 
be. The toughest part about the semester was 
pushing myself that extra mile to do the work even 
after a long day on the job. It was not easy, but I 
did it and I am truly looking forward to the spring 
semester. I only wish I could take more than one or 
two classes, but the reality of working for a living 
forbids that. It is going to be a long hard road 
before I reach my goal as an EMT, but I'm not 
going anywhere. 

7 One Semester at a Time 33 



:14 Full Circle 



8 Returning 

by Sharon Tokoro 

My first day of Fall Semester 1991 was 
filled with anxiety and many questions, 

for I was returning to college after seven years of 
being in the work force. As I sat in History 152, my 
first class of the semester, I remember asking 
myself these questions: Would I be able to keep up 
with the rest of the students here? Would I be able 
to handle the changes in my life or would it be a 
stressful experience? Would I fit into the college 
scene? It seemed so awkward to be a student 
again. As roll was taken, my name was called. I 
decided not to look back but to go forward. The 
journey ahead will be long and challenging, but I 
hope it will be one that will lead to many 
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opportunities. I determined in my heart and mind 
to do well in my studies and to finish my goal of a 
Bachelor's Degree in Business Administration. The 
anxieties and questions will be dealt with as time 
passes. Many friends and co-workers have 
encouraged me to go back to school to accomplish 
my dreams and goals. They don't realize how 
important their support has been in my decision to 
return to school. 

In 1984, I received my Associates Degree in 
Early Childhood Education from Honolulu 
Community College. I didn't continue to seek my 
Bachelors in Education because I didn't intend to 
stay in the field of education. At twenty-two, I 
really didn't know what I wanted in life. After 
receiving my Associates Degree, I moved to 
Seattle, Washington. I went to a small college. I 
moved to Seattle to gain independence and going 
to college was a step towards this goal. After 
attending college for one year, I decided to work in 
Seattle. I worked for a while in hopes of finding 
out what I wanted out of life and what I could give 
back to society. My plan was to go back to college 
and major in a field that would interest me as a 
career. I never intended to stay out of college for 
this long a period, but making money was 
appealing and the years of work seemed to fly by. I 
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recognize the importance of education, especially 
when professional careers require at least a 
Bachelor's Degree. I've also found it difficult to 
move up without a degree. 

I feel very fortunate to be able to return to 
school with very few complications. I live at home 
with my parents. I don't have the stress of a 
mortgage or rent, so I don't need to work full-time. 
I continue to work part-time for the State earning 
enough to pay for college and other expenses. I 
desire to graduate in the Business program at the 
University of Hawaii. I hope to use my degree in 
Marketing to work for a large company in Seattle. 
I would like to move back to Washington because 
the business opportunities are vast. 

As the semester went by, I tried to be very 
attentive to the instructors, and diligent in keeping 
up with my assignments. I've learned through my 
years of work experience that preparation and 
staying on top of it was a key to success. 
Refocusing goals, finding time for studies, and 
juggling a work schedule was a challenge, but it 
was important and a necessity if I wanted to 
succeed. 

I feel that I have an edge over some of the 
students at school because I am older and I also 
have a focus about what I want to accomplish for 
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myself in life. Being exposed to the reality of the 
work force and also being away from the college 
scene has given me the understanding and the 
appreciation of education. Now I know what I want 
and I can go forward. I have a goal to finish college 
as soon as possible. I want to do the best I can 
because I want to start pursuing a professional 
career in business. Companies and firms are 
looking for knowledgeable, educated, and 
experienred employees. I know by the time I 
graduate I will have attained the required 
knowledge. I will also have an edge over some of 
the students in this field because I will have 
experienre. 

As I look back, the changes in my life were 
not as stressful as I imagined them to be.' They 
have been good, for they have produced ·growth and 
confidenre in me as an individual. I am still a bit 
anxious about college, but I suppose this will keep 
me on my toes. I have made many friends here at 
Kapiolani Community College and in my first 
semester back I received a 4.0. Fitting in and 
keeping up with the students is not a question 
anymore, for those questions have been answered. 
I look forward to new questions, for there will be 
new challenges and insights of growth.. I look 
forward to the future. 
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9 A New Beginning 

by Jasmine Williams 

After three children and ten years of 
marriage, I found myself ending a long 

chapter of·my life and searching for a new 
beginning. Frustrated but still hopeful, I was on 
my own now. Many thoughts drifted in and out of 
my mind. My children were still in elementary 
school. How was I to be there for them if I had to 
get a job? Not just any job but one that could 
financially take care of our needs? I had been out 
of the work force for the previous five years 
tending to my family. What was I to do now? 
Following much thought and many sleepless 
nights, I decided to look for a job in the school 
system. I eventually ended up with three part-time 
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positions. Two of the positions were at the same 
elementary school my children attended and the 
other at an intermediate school nearby. 

I was able to pay bills, make ends meet and 
have the same days off as my children, which was 
a big help because same days off meant no sitter 
fees. I enjoyed being employed by the Department 
of Education. The work was interesting and the 
people were friendly; however, several months of 
working three jobs and raising three children 
began to take its toll on me. I looked into a few 
different full-time positions, hoping that the pay 
and hours would be comparable to what I already 
had. But the jobs that interested me required 
college degrees. It was then that my once-hidden 
desire to attend college began to surface. I was 
encouraged by friends and family, so I took the 
plunge. I decided on Kapiolani Community 
College. I admit it wasn't because of their 
academic rating, though it was a considered factor; 
it was primarily because of their beautiful campus 
and its breathtaking ocean view. 

I was excited about going back to school but 
also quite apprehensive. Was this really the right 
move for me? Could I handle this? Doubt tried to 
settle in, but I had to push it out of my mind. This 
was something I needed to do, for myself as well as 
for my children. 
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Things started moving quickly after I 
received my letter of acceptance from 
KCC--orientation, testing, registration and then 
the first day of school. 

It's amazing how one's mind can make the 
silliest thought seem so important. I found myself 
wondering if I was dressed appropriately, or if I 
had the right school supplies. I even wondered if I 
would be the "oldest" student. The effort wa~ made 
to tuck these thoughts into the back of my mind as 
I encouraged my children out of the house. Since 
KCC began one week prior to the start of public 
school, my children were on their way to the 
sitters. I suppose reality was beginning to settle in 
their minds as they constantly asked me questions 
and talked among themselves about mommy's 
return to school. My young son questioned me, 
"Are you really going to .school? Just like us?" The 
oldest boy responded, "She's going to college." "Can 
we come with you?" asked my youngest. "No, you 
can't," I responded. This continued until we 
reached our destination. With the goodbyes said, I 
was finally on my way to school. To school, I 
thought. It's actually happening. 

It was a good thing I got there early 
because finding a parking space was an incredible 
feat. I searched, I waited and at long last there it 
was, a resting place for my automobile. I pulled 
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into the parking stall, turned ofT the motor, 
composed myself and with supplies in hand I 
embarked on the hike from Parking Lot C to 
Building 933, the oldest building on campus. Gee, 
was it telling me something? I laughed to myself 
and continued onward. 

Upon entering the classroom I took a quick 
look at the people who were there and as I sat in 
my self-appointed seat waiting for the instructor, 
all fears induced by my silly thoughts were put to 
rest. I was adequately dressed for the occasion, my 
supplies were sufficient and most of all there were 
other students in class who were in my "age 
bracket." Whew, what a relief. As the day 
progressed I noticed there were quite a few of"us" 
on campus and in each of my classes there was at 
least one other besides me who could fit the "older 
student" description. 

I became acquainted with my fellow older 
students and discovered that we were all there 
basically for the same reason. With renewed 
purpose and an experiential knowledge of the need 
for higher ec! ·tcation, we were in college to succeed 
within our own selves as well as outwardly. This 
was our opportunity for a new beginning. 

My new beginning started the day I decided 
to attend college. It was difficult to commit to that 
decision at times due to the many changes and 
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sacrifices that had to be made in my daily lifestyle 
as well as my children's; however, it has been a 
worthwhile experience and I'm glad I was able to 
stick to it. I applaud KCC for their selection of 
instructors. It did help to make my school days 
more pleasant. It would be great if they could just 
guarantee that all my future instructors would be 
as knowledgeable, understanding and interesting 
as the three whom I've experienced so far . In any 
case, I'll be back next semester. 
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10 Butterflies 

by Annette Yasso 

How does it feel to start college at the age 
of 41? For myself, it was like starting the 

first grade. It is great if you can go to college right 
out of high school, but at the time I could not. 

My aunt had influenced me to go back to 
school, although I don't think she knew it. She had 
said to me, "Annette, college will open up a 'new 
world' for you." What was Aunt Barbara talking 
about. She had started college just about two years 
before. 

I decided, after we moved to Hawaii, to give 
it a try . The next step was meeting with an 
academic advisor and registering. 
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The "butterflies" in my stomach just 
started. I was nervous and felt perhaps I was the 
oldest student on campus. But I went ahead and 
registered and got in line with everyone else. As I 
looked around, I saw students of all ages. How 
could I make friends with so many strange faces? 
This was the same thought I had when it came 
time for first grade. But I decided to accept the 
challenge. 

The first day of school was rapidly 
approaching. I knew the "butterflies" were still 
there. The thought of school and homework 
reminded me of my childhood days. My mother 
would be at the front door to watch me get on the 
school bus. This time I had to do it on my own. 

Would this work out for me? I had to give it 
a try and find out what "new world" was out there. 
The first day, to my surprise, was not difficult. 

I was impressed with my instructors and 
everyone was nice. As the days progressed, I saw 
this "new world" emerging. It became evident on 
every new face and with each new book I opened. 

Did I make the right move? I think so. 
What I know now for sure, is that the "butterflies" 
flew away. 
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