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MR. MASSA

Ann Thelen

He reminds me of a buzzard. His head is set
forward from his body. His chest cavity seems
hollow. He hunches his broad shoulders and
flaps his arms. But he does so from the elbow,
rather than the shoulder joint, so there's no real
fear he'll leave the ground. His hands spread
and clinch and point and pound as he stalks
around us, circling his prey. The pupils of his
birdy eyes grow tiny, but I like them.
Intermittently, his droning stops. He perches
against the blackboard and crosses his long
skinny talons. His chest and rib cage slump into
his belly, then he swivels his right elbow to slap
his hand across his crooked left elbow. His free
hand grips his pointed chin. His index finger
crosses his pursed lips and supports his beak. It
fails to conceal a twinge at the comers of his
mouth. Behind his thick glasses, his eyes muse
on us. He’s not as scary as a mousey freshman
might think.

Imagine the Mr. Massa | knew before |
noticed his musing. He was scary. | trembled
like everyone else as Mr. Massa ranted about
truth and facts and not editorializing in
"Journalism 110." But one day, being late to
class, | had to sit at the back. | always
daydreamed there. Mr. Massa's thunder
dissipated while | imagined him as a leggy
buzzard. | was enjoying a progressively vivid
picture when suddenly he stopped beating his
wings and perched, looking straight at me. He
caught me grinning stupidly and anticipating his
next gesticulation. The old bird almost tittered.
A gasp in a high "C" escaped from his open grin.
His glasses reflected the rosy tint of his face.

He regained composure as quickly as his next
breath—though he fought smiling for the rest of
the period. Also, his flight pattern was smaller.
And he began glancing at the class sideways
while grasping his fists behind his back and
flexing his elbows toward his ribs.

Soon thereafter, Mr. Massa began addressing
us by title and last name: Miss Haughawout, Mr.
Holmes, Miss Kelley. By the time | was a senior
he would accidently call me Ann. But Mr.
Massa's formal attire never relaxed. He always
came to class in a suit and tie. His shoes were

usually hard leather, but I do recall a pair of crepe-

soled hushpuppies. They made him less strident.
He seemed comic and child-like in them. His

peppy mood accompanied those shoes. Students
acted giddy when he wore them, half fearful and

half cracked-up by the uncomfortable change.

Mr. Massa had two stories that | haven't
forgotten. Mr. Massa wrote movie reviews for
his college paper. He told us he once got caught
reviewing a play that he'd never seen. | was
amazed that he told us.

Also, the day before Thanksgiving break my
freshman year, Mr. Massa told about his visit to
the Soviet Union. He sneaked away from his
tour and stumbled onto an underground group
that favored a freer state. And he'd met an eight-
year-old Russian boy who spoke three
languages. He met secretly in a park, with the
Russian boy's neighbors. They brought him
gifts on his last day in the Soviet Union. When
he returned home to the United States, the FBI
questioned him over a six-month period about all
he saw.

Mr. Massa is still an instructor at Missouri
Southern and the head of the Communications
Department. He is also the adviser to "The

Chart," the School paper known for stealing the
Missouri College Journalism Award from the
University of Missouri.

Mr. Massa had it written into his faculty
contract that he never has to get a doctorate to
stay with the college. He has two masters. He is
famous for speaking about the virtue of
mediocrity and small town life. For me, and
many of his students, he was anything but
mediocre.
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In the room unseen
The shadows cast grow longer
When will light dispel?
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HAIKU

Ben Forsland

Two brothers one heart
Can bonds of love be broken?
Life alone is death

Ancient scriptures plead
The Truth is not found in scrolls
Look now!  The child laughs

Three men sit waiting
Fortunes won and fortunes lost
Time waits for no man

Now sunshine now rain
Gathering place for rainbows
Now only moonlight
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LIONS IN LAS VEGAS

Janet Coleman

The desert night was still and black. "They'll
start talking in a minute," said Betty. We pulled
our jackets closer against the chill and waited.
Then, from very near, | heard a sound that
seemed to reverberate in my body—the
cavernous roar of an African lion . | tried not to
be afraid. Another differentroar echoed around
us. The first one came again, then the second,
then the first, until the night was full of the
"talk" of the big cats. Another voicejoined in.
"That's Mama," said Betty, "the female tiger.”
In the darkness it was easy to picture the huge
beasts out hunting for the night, easy to imagine
them just one leap away.

But this was the outskirts of Las Vegas,
Nevada. Anthony, Cleopatra and Mama were
bedded down in their cages, well-fed, content.
So were the other exotics, as Betty called them-
chinchillas, Northern Timber Wolves, howler
monkeys, mountain lions, the Japanese Grizzly
and other bears, the python—as well as dozens
of ordinary creatures—dogs, cats, chickens,
goats, horses, pigs—who live at Betty Honn's
Animal Adoptions, Inc.

Betty had started out simply. In 1966 she
took in a few stray cats and dogs people had
dumped in the desert or left in town to starve.
Word quickly got out: this woman would care
for unwanted pets and try to find homes for
them. Soon she had so many animals her
neighbors complained. "The noise," they said,
"The smell."

The city of Las Vegas came down hard on
Betty. Shut up those animals, getrid of those
animals, move those animals out or pay a big fat
fine. Betty paid a number of times. She even
went to jail, but not for long. The animals were
too noisy and unruly for anyone else to handle.
She had to get a bigger, more isolated place.

By this time Betty had quit herjob tending
bar to care for the animals full time. With no
real income, moving seemed impossible. Betty
says she's not quite sure how it happened, but
with all her savings, donations and the hard
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work of friends, she bought five acres of desert
just south of the Strip. Here she and friends and
a crew of "street people” somehow built cages
and a cook shack, installed electricity and
plumbing, and dug a well.

But her troubles didn't end when she moved.
Now she is in the county's jurisdiction, and
endless inspectors have threatened to take her
animals away because her installation isn't "up
to code." Leaders of the local Humane Society
have continually tried to shut her down.

Her crew is always giving her headaches.
Some are illegal aliens who don't speak English.
Some are old or sick, others have new babies or
will have soon. There are alcoholics, vagrants
and social misfits who need a few days work.
Betty finds them at Las Vegas soup kitchens,
hauls them out to her place, and lets them stay
as long as they work and don't cause trouble.
But they eat and rest only after the animals are
clean and fed. She yells at them, swears
at them, and pushes them around. Some yell
back. Others steal from her. Others just quit.
Not many stay around to work as hard as she
wants them to.

Betty is fifty-ish by now. She has bad teeth,
scraggly hair, a pot belly from drinking too much,
and smokes incessantly. She has little
education and disdains tact and diplomacy. Yet
she draws people to her like a magnet.

Men often fall in love with her. Some become
jealous of the animals, which always come first.
When a couple of lions cubs were bom on her
bed, Betty let them stay. Her current lover told
her she'd have to choose: him or the cubs.

Betty just laughed her throaty laugh. He was
gone the next day.

Her children are almost as unusual as Betty
herself. Scott rides with a motorcycle gang-
black leather jackets, chains, knives and all.
And the last | knew, Teresa was living with a
tatoo artist, a man covered in blue and red and
green ink from neck to ankle. None of Betty's
four husbands have been around for some time.



CH#
= # #
#
*'A>:
?8
> 7
>
&ll
?
< ?
# 1
?1
#="F F
=1 1?

</






DRAMATIC MONOLOGUE" A Soul In Action

Me and Pap, we come to Missouri when |
wam't but the size of a newborn hog. And we
lived in a wood cabin since. I reckon it wam't
the most comfortable cabin to live in but it was
tolerable all the same. Whenever Pap wam1t
around a old woman would come acalling to care
for me. By-and-by it got to be so as Pap wam't
around more frequent.

A while back, Pap, being away so much and
all, he left me to live with the woman. Pap set
me down and gave me a brand new 1909 Indian
head penny on account of it being good luck and
said he would be back by-and-by. Three months
run along since and | miss him miserable. 1
dasn't tell nobody about me missing Pap. |
reckon they would laugh. It ain't no matter to
me being laughed at and all but I dasn't tell so as
not to be fussed over, mainly.

The woman she sent me to the Scouts once,
where they learned a body to be healthy,
wealthy, and wise. They were fixing on a hike.
First off, they recited a promise to follow the
Ten Commandments whilest pointing
Heavenwise with three fingers standing for the
Holy Trinity. | reckon I could learn me as much
in Sunday School without putting on them funny
uniforms, so I dumb out the window. They
were just fixing to set down to victuals of lady-
fingers and cherry soda water before
commencing to brave the wild.

I couldn't reason why in nations a body need
the Scouts to learn itself outdoor skills but |
didn't have me a long think about it seeing how
it was better'n having to take scholastic attitude
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test in school to learn on being sivilized.

I set betwixt Wendell and Tom in school.
Wendell is agoing to be the president of the
govment, says he. | said | was agoing to be
president, too and it raised a howl in
the classroom. | reckon | wam't no wust than
Wendell 'cepting | wam't near as strong, but
everyone knowed that | ain't fit to put on
gentmen coats and commence atalldng about law
and orderly. It still made me madder'n hell.
Tom catched me, private, and confided his
'pinion that I could beat Wendell at govment
officiating but | dasn't have me no bone
with Wendell the same. It ain't his fault.

Tom is my kin on Pap's side twice removed.
We knowed each other since Pap and me come
to Missouri. Tom and me, we used to play in
the old cemetry whenever the ghosts
weren't sneaking about. Tom was braver'n an
Injun and dumb up a willow tree who-whooing
passersby 'til their hair staid up on ends. Then
they'd run away faster'n a Missouri mule.

I habituate the cemetry regular when I'm
lonesome, which is more'n | like to s'pose. |
visit Grandpap's grave on the notion that it
would bring Pap about and | set and talk
to Grandpap, like |1 done when he was live.
Grandpap has him a might plain tombstone, pure
and simple:

06 D95(511/ BH.
1833-1907

But | reckon he wam't one to fuss over
frivolry. Pap said to me if | wam't a pretty little
girl, my name would be Huckleberry, too. |
reckon | wouldn't pay no mind to being named
Huck. | wouldn't be ashamed of it at all.

Grandpap he wouldn't harm a fly if it landed
in his soup. He plain wam't one to hit Pap or me
neither on account of his own pap tanned him so
much, he knowed it wam't no pleasure.
Grandpap he was the gentlest grandpap west of
the Mississippi River. And he learned Pap to be
the same.

The moon is uncommon friendly tonight. The
stars are starting to shine and I just catched me a
sight of a shooting star. | most missed it, but |
dasn't. Before it disappear and was done with, |
had me a wish 'pon the star that Pap came back.
Yonder, | hear a nightingail caroling ever
so cheerful. It is an awful good sign.



The squeal from the call box in the hall
awoke me. | heard my dad shouting and my
mom trying to help. Below my bedroom, the
garage door opened and the '57 Ford roared
away. The house was quiet again. An hour
later, my mom came into my room. "lts awful,”
she said. "Look out your window." The wind
was blowing that early December morning.
The sky was black and clear. From our house
on the hill, I could see the fire. Vivid flames of
red and orange, sparks of white and yellow
rose into the air from the roof of the three-
story brick building. We stood there in the
darkness watching the blaze. We knew my
dad was there.

He took a hose inside the burning building.
Moments later the wall fell, covering him.
When they found him, only the top of his head
was visible in the pile of debris. The day
before, he had laughed and danced at my
brother's wedding. Now he lay near death in a
hospital bed. And I remembered.

He had never been one to show open
affection. My friends got hugs and kisses from
their dads. | got a raspberry on the cheek and
his funny laugh. | was bom ten years after my
parents'marriage, and eight years after my
brother. Dad named me "Bette with an E" and
on Sunday, December 7, while his friends
talked of the bombs dropped at Pearl Harbor,
he partied and passed out cigars.

He was a determined man. | learned at an
early age not to argue with him. He was
unwavering in his decisions. Be home at eight
o'clock meantjust that. Yet, he was fair. He
believed everyone deserved a chance. My dad
was quick to smile, and to praise if it was
deserved.

He was the youngest of six children and
inherited the family business, a dairy. He
picked up the raw milk in ten-gallon cans from
the local farmers and took it to the plant. Here
it was pasteurized and put into glass bottles.
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Milk was delivered seven days a week to a
customer's door step. My dad worked long
hours. He was gone before | was up, home for
a family breakfast, then gone again until late in
the day. He always had a boat and was a
skilled sailor. He knew the waters of Puget
Sound, its tide and currents. He enjoyed
fishing and seldom came home without a
salmon.

Fishing with him was a lot of boat riding
and time to talk. He'd tell me about Port
Townsend. It was his birthplace as well as
mine. He could remember when the now 5-
and-10-cent store had been an ice cream
parlor where you could get a cone for two cents.
He'd talk about the Victorian architecture. The
pioneer families of the town had built grand
houses and office buildings using lumber from
the sawmills in nearby Port Hadlock and brick
from Irondale. These early settlers had
thought Fort Townsend would become the key
city in the Northwest. He'd tell me stories
about the tunnels under the town where men
had been shanghaied to crew the sailing ships
going to China.

My dad was captain of the volunteer
firemen. Each Monday evening, the men
would practice. They learned to use their
equipment quickly and correctly. Their
efficiency saved many homes. For years, a
tolling bell in the tower called men in this
small town to fight the fires. Later, a
telephone operator would call with the
information. In 1958, a call box was installed.
This was a direct line from the fire hall to each
volunteer's home. Activated, a squeal
proceeded the address where the fire was.

It was this box, my father's determined ways,
and his love for Port Townsend that sent him
to the hospital that morning.

Ted Baker survived the accident, but our
lives were never the same.



BOTH ENDS OF THE LOG
Hank Chapin

No magazine, no theater, no basketball
team, no Freshmen, no Sophomores, no public
support, no traditions, no science, no music, no
art, no faculty forum, no guest speakers, no
poetry readings, no place for students and faculty
to meet, no buildings, no extracurricular
activities, no foreign travel, no language.... It
sounds like Henry James's famous litany of the
things America lacked in the time of Nathaniel
Hawthorne, which made it hard for Hawthorne
to write. "No sovereign, no court, no personal
loyalty ... nor thatched cottages, nor ivied
ruins,” said James, along with much, much
more.

The cultural soil was indeed shallow in
Nineteenth-century America, as it most certainly
is at West Oahu College. All we have here is a
thin layer of red dust and sugar-cane ashes on top
of a hot, black parking lot. Essentially, we have
no cultural soil whatsoever here.

But the situation is not entirely dismal. After
all, Hawthorne is a very great writer indeed, one
of the greats of the American Renaissance.
James was not putting him down so much as he
was pointing out the difficulties Hawthorne had
to overcome.

Let's face facts. We have to overcome
difficulties at this college starting right now. The
ripeness is all: we have a new chancellor who
does not thrill to the mantra of "no, no, no, a
thousand times no™ to which we had become
accustomed. Student interest created student
government. When | spoke to students about a
magazine, | met mainly enthusiasm and
willingness to work and raise money. Nascent
ideas suddenly took form where once they had
been unknown because unexpressed.

As we see in Melville's novel, Moby Dick,
the great white whale changes its meaning
according to the person who is perceiving it.
Similarly, West Oahu College strikes me in two
contradictory ways, both of which | have thought
about a lot, both of which strike me as being
true.

I have given the bad news, now let me end
with the good news. Williams College once had
a famous teacher named Mark Hopkins. It was
stud about him that a good college could consist
of a student on one end of a log with Hopkins on
the other. We at WOC have been reduced to this
stark essence which is our only strength: teachers
and students. When Dr. Kormondy arrived in
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the Fall, I prepared for him a folder of written
work by my students. | did this because our
students are the best in the University of Hawaii
system, and | wanted him to see some evidence
of my belief. | believe they are more able and
mature than any college students in Hawaii. Can
you believe that? The best in the state and we're
marooned on a parking lot? | am quite certain of
my conclusion which | have not arrived at
lightly. Why havent we gotten this word out?
Why have we been so bashful about our public
relations? Why, when the Honolulu Advertiser
recently attacked us with ten-year-old, stale
arguments, was there no institutional response?

Hawthorne had to battle the same cultural
shallowness we face at WOC. It must have been
discouraging. But he faced up to his predicament
and wrote two of our greatest novels along with
numerous immortal short stories. We at West
Oahu College have the same existential
opportunity. We'll soon find out what we're
made of. | believe the energy will come from our
students.

This energy isreal. You can feel it this year.
The idea of starting this magazine began to take
on a momentum of its own. Nothing can stop an
idea whose time has come. Now the first phrase
of my essay is false: we do have a magazine.
Now we need a college worthy of our students.

TO ANELALANI

Diane B. Gay

Little lamb follow your dreams,
Free yourself of all worries.

Life is not as cruel as it seems,
Beautiful, bright days await you.

Little lamb leave the darkness behind,
Reach out towards the light.

You may feel yourself all alone,

But, others join in your plight.

Little lamb, birds sing merrily,

The dark gloom of night has passed.
A brand-new day now beckons you,
This day won't be your last.
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