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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 'momentof truth'in an English composition
class. Here they encounter the assignments which teach and test
the mastery of verbal communicative skills on which any success-
ful academic career must be built. They also find the opportunity,
even the necessity, to think through and articulate the defining
experiences of their lives since nothing is more natural than touse
these experiences as the subject material of assigned essays.

Returning students have in common a wealth of personal
experience that canand 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 responsibili-
ties to jobs and family while taking on a demanding and rigorous
program of study.

Notall of them succeed for reasons that canas muchrelate to the
general problems of being a student as to the specii problems of
being a returning student.

We, theauthors and editor of Full Circle, hope that persons who
are deciding on a possible return to study at KCC will find these
essays to be informative and encouraging but also helpful in
realistically assessing the challenges of coming full circle.
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Decisions, Decisions

by Curtis Kissel

As quickly as it seems that the days go by now, it is hard to
imagine that only recently I was living my childhood dream.
Leaving the Air Force behind for the option of returning to college
and furthering my education was one of the toughest decisions I
had to make.

It was just a few months ago that I was discharged from that
career to make it home for college. The chance for me to re-enlist
had arisen right after I returned home from the Gulf War. Going
through my six months in the Middle East had some effect on the
decision I had made.

The Gulf situation was a very trying experience for anyone to go
through. It wasn’t exactly the type of travel I had looked forward
to in the service. Thad a lot of time to think about how much better
college would've been. It got so good-looking it would’ve ranked
right next to Disneyland on my list of things Iwanted to do when
the crisis ended. Not any more of course—college doesn’t even
compare to Disneyland; there is no Magic Mountain here.

Back in high school I never looked forward to going to college
following graduation, or any time. A career in the service was all I
dreamed about—G.I. Curtis, that was me.Ishould’ve graduated in
fatigues. The decision I made then was pretty obvious—the mili-
tary over college.

The reason I used to justify my decision was I never really was
interested in math, English, religion, science, or social science for
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that matter. So why bother suffering through it a few more years?
Ionly excelled in two things: lunch and dismissal—never being late
and always in perfect attendance.

Ithoughtnothing Iwould seeor do could changemy mind about
the service.  was wrong. It was alesson learned and not forgotten.
Idon’t blame the Air Force, but I blame myself for building it up to
bebigger thanlife, bigger than whatitreallyis. Thavenoregretsand
many happy memories to reflect upon.

Slow 7, as my military career moved on, I felt as though some-
thing was missing. More and moreI got interested in attending the
courses offered on base during my off-duty hours. As luck would
have it, when I finally signed up my unit was mobilized to the
Persian Gulf. It was such a disappointment to miss those courses,
so I promised myself to register at Kapiolani Community College
once I came stateside again.

Not taking a chance of doing both and having it pushed back by
another long deployment, I decided that if I was accepted to KCC
I would not re-enlist. So the wait was on for a reply to come at
homestation. Obviously, I was accepted and here I am.

The college atmosphere was better thanIexpected and it wasnot
difficult to cope with transitioning from soldier to student. My
schedule is the most difficult, having classes so far apart each day.
Two of my classes are the leftover ones and the type new students
get stuck with when they register. Surprisingly, I like those classes
better than the ones I wanted.

The fall semester is about to end and finals are coming up soon.
It's hard to believe I was fixing aircrafts only a short time ago. I'm
glad thatI came though, because the saying goes, “Better late than
never” not “Better never thanlate.” Still, there aresomeareasIneed
to improve in or polish up—only a matter of time hopefully.

Itis sad to think I could’ ve missed this opportunity inmy life. My
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eyes are open, searching the different paths to success that are in
front of me now. The decision to return has been a wise one.

To conclude all this, I am still not too fond of math, English,
religion, and so on. Lunch isn’t a class and the only thing still
popular is dismissal.




Starting All Over
Again

by Vicky Dacuycuy

Coming back to school was a mystery to me. I did not know if I
wanted to come back because I was afraid thatI would not be able
to meet the college requirements. After I graduated as a Medical
Assistantin 1983, Itold myself that this was it! I would not go back
to school anymore. From then on, I started working and enjoying
myself because money was appealing to me in those days.

My firstemployment wasina doctor’s office whereI worked for
threeyears, butleftbecauseof thelow pay range. ThenItransferred
to Straub Clinic where I was not satisfied with my
working environment. I worked in an Oncology Department
which specializes in dealing with cancer patients. It was sad and
frustrating, soIleft after two years of serving. lhave been working
at Kaiser Permanente Clinic, which I think will be my last stop, for
almost four years now.

My supervisor at Kaiser Permanente always does an evaluation
of nurses and clerks every year. Every employee has her own
appointment timeand day. In April, 1990, my evaluation was quite
different and had gone longer compared to those in the previous
years. She approached me on that particular day to see if I wanted
to go back to school. I was stunned but I responded that I would
think about it. Every time she ma: : her rounds at the clinic, she
came to me to see if I had decided. I made a lot of excuses like, “1
cannot go back to school because I have to help my grandparents
inthePhilippines and especially I have to help my parents.” Imade
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alot of excuses, but this did not stop her frombugging me toreturn
toschool. Thus, last year, I putaway theexcuses and finally decided
to make the commitment and return to school.

Iapplied for theSpring 1991 semester hereatKapiolani Commu-
nity College, but before a student enters college, he or she needs to
take the placement examination. When I took the placement test, I
did not know what I was doing. I was taking my time in every
module of the test. The result turned out so awful thatI wanted to
withdraw from thatmoment on. WhenIsaw thatI had tostartfrom
the bottom, like English 10V, I feltashamed, but this did not hinder
me. Every semester I had to take English—this was frustrating for
me,butIhad toacceptit. Wholeheartedly,Iguessit was the English
class that I feared in coming back to school.

This semester, I finally reached English 100. I knew from the
beginning of the semester that I would be exposed to vast numbers
of term papers that are necessary to pass the English curriculum.
From thismoment onIacknowledged thatI was nota good writer,
but I hope that I will continue to write so that I can improve my
writing skills.

I feel very fortunate to be able to return to school with few
complications. I live with my uncle and my auntie who are very
supportive of my education. I do not have the stress of paying
mortgage or rent so I work only part-time for Kaiser Permanente
Clinic, earning enough to pay for college and other expenses.

College life is a whole different world for me. It is exciting and
scary, butI will not give up.IThave come this far and I will continue
to pursue my career in the field of nursing in order for me to
continue to serve the community. Through the years, I have come
torealize thatknowledgeis power, that obtaining knowledgeis the
key to realizing your life’s dreams.




My Return to Schoo

by Harry Kahue

My decision to return to school after 15 years was due to
circumstantial events that occurred during my employment at
Small Tree Service. During my second year at this company, Iwas
injured on the job, severing my right hand above the wrist.

Asaresult, Thad to seek other employment that would be better
suited to my challenging situation. I attended the Rehabilitation
Hospital of the Pacific for a year. There I learned how to negotiate
everyday functions with an artificial prosthetic limb (such as
grasping, articulating and manipulating various objects). Subse-
quently, I entered a vocational rehabilitation program. There, Iwas
counseled as to what my options were, as far as re-entering the
labor force.

The state labor regulations regarding vocational rehabilitation
required that I fulfill a few prerequisites before I could be consid-
ered for any career change, job training, or schooling. The voca-
tional counselor and I discussed whether or not I could be placed
in my original position at work. But, this proved to be futile, as my
employer went out of business shortly after my injury. The second
idea wasthatIworkinalesser capacity at thesamejob. Both hinged
directly on the premise that the company would still be in opera-
tion. As a result, the third process was necessary, which involved
searching the job market for careers that would be appropriate in
wages and cumulative experience. Therefore, I was given a series
of tests, to see how well I could do various things. These were given
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to measure aptitude, dexterity, and comprehension. At the end of
these validations, it was decided thatI should look at the possibility
of returning to work as a semi-truck driver. In the past, I had
worked at a few wholesale distributorships, as a delivery person.
It was something I had enjoyed before my injury, and Iwas hoping
that I could do whatever would be required to insure a smooth
transition into that vocation.

Prior to being put behind the wheel, I was given a physical
examination to determine if I was able to manage the operation of
an eighteen wheeler. I was disappointed to find out from the
physician that a federal regulation prohibits the operation of a
commercial vehicle by anyone who has lost a limb or an append-
age. Although I had a prosthesis, this was not enough to sway the
doctor’s decision.

Atthis point, Istarted to get anxious thinking about alternatives,
if therewereany. My main concernisinsuring the financial stability
that is needed to care for a family of four. This included some
budgeting, bargain hunting and penny pinching by our family. In
retrospect, we have persevered through many hardshipsand |, for
one, haveamoreenhanced appreciation for life’s simple pleasures.
Just to be able to see my children grow into young adulthood is
incentive enough for me to continue the process of vocational
rehabilitation. The last choice ultimately was by far the most
appealing to me, but I had some reservations.

In compliance with our last vocational rehabilitation assess-
ment, it was concluded that I could be considered for some sort of
technical training school or college. Again, tests were administered
and when they were over, I was given confirmation to start the
summer session at Kapiolani Community College.I was excited at
thethoughtof goingback toschool. In contrast, Thad mixed feelings
as well. One was that Iwould look and feel out of place. The second
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was the fear of failing to meet the standards of my peers in college.
Lastly was the fear of not being accepted socially because my
impairment is not unnoticed. I attended that summer session, and
realized that my fears were unfounded. To my astonishment, there
were many people like myself, who were re-entering school after
long pauses.

Ultimately, I find myself rather intrigued and pleasantly per-
plexed by the many new things that I have experienced this
semester. My pre-college phobias were unwarranted and specula-
tive. All in all, Iam hoping to continue to do well in my classes. It
has not been easy for me, but is anything worthwhile ever easy?
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The Second Time
Around

by Wendell Austria

Going back to school as soon as I got out of high school was not
my idea of fun, but then, what else was there to do in Hilo? Most of
my friends were going away for college or entering the military just
to get away.

In the heart of the half-moon Hilo Bay (that is where Hilo got its
name) sits the city of Hilo. The community is slow paced, quietand
in every other sense a small town. In Hilo, everyone knows
everyone and everything they are doing— or so it seems. In 1976,
the last year I lived in Hilo, the population was approximately
13,000 people. Since then, the population has more than doubled.
Still, the atmosphereremains friendly and in spite of its growth, the
small town feeling still exists.

Following my graduation from high school, Irealized that T had
not made any future plans. So, with nothing but time to burn, I
ambitiously applied forajob as a delivery personat Hilo Drugstore
and simultaneously enrolled myselfinto HiloCommunity College’s
Liberal Arts program. It was then I began to have some direction in
my life. Unfortunately, my college experience was short-lived.
College turned out to be a very lonely and unsuccessful experience
for me. Not only was I working long hours at the drug store which
decreased my time for studying, but I was also unsuccessful in
making friends at school. In addition, I still did not know what
degree program I wanted to pursue in school.

I eventually left Hilo Drugstore for a bigger and better job
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opportunity. I had advanced to the position of a carpenter. As a
carpenter I built homes for a local contractor. The work was hard,
but the pay was good and I was able to work at different sites all
around theisland. Unfortunately, this did notlastlongeither. After
just a few months of work, the demand for new housing on the Big
Island of Hawaii began to slow down. Iwas eventually laid off and
found myself out of work for over two months. At the prompting
of my father, I packed my bags and moved to Maui where the
demand for construction workers far exceeded the supply.

As achild Ispent quite a few summers on the island of Maui. At
that time, I would visit my grandfather in Kehi. Kehi at that time
was just a small fishing community on the beach. It consisted of a
grocery store and a single pump gas station. I would go down and
walk for miles on Kehi’s empty white sand beach and never see a
soul. It was hard tobelieve I was on the same island. Kehi was now
buried under condos and shopping malls and its beaches were
carpeted with people. This town was booming! It had jobs waiting
in line for people!

Within a few days, I was at the construction site before sunrise
with my hammer in hand. Work at last. I could finally afford to
live—or soI thought. It was then that I discovered the cost of living
on Maui was double that of the Big Island. So even with a good
construction job, I needed to get a second job just to get by. This
mademewonder, maybeschool wasn’tthatbad afterall. Isurvived
on Maui for three years.

Tired of paying the high price of paradise, I moved on to Los
Angeles, California. I was grossly unprepared for this experience.
Labeling it culture shock would be an underestimation.

Stepping off the plane in Los Angeles International Airport was
an experience in itself. Every time I turned a corner someone was
therehandingoutfreeflyersonfreeknowledgeand being free. This
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freedom was promised to be delivered for a donation of five to ten
dollars or more. I freely felt sorry, but I just could not afford
anything free. It made me wonder—if this is free, how much does
it cost to live here?

I was fortunate to already have some friends living in Los
Angeles.Iquicklylanded ajobataresearchcompany asatestdriver
fornew cars.From thereIwenton towork asa precision sheet metal
fabricator. Our company produced precision sheet metal for the
aerospace industry. So when the space shuttle crashed and our
company lostits major contract, Iwas outof ajob.Ialsobegan to feel
thatlifein Los Angeles was more than Icould tolerate, even with the
low cost of living. I was never quite able to get used to the noise,
traffic, crowds, smog, the rainbow colored hair people wore, and
the Night Stalker. So following my most recent job termination, I
returned to Hawaii.

I'had beenliving in Honolulu for the past eight months notreally
knowing what direction to take. In trying to recuperate from lifein
Los Angeles, I spent a great deal of time surfing, working out at the
gym, and watching videos. My cousin, who was my roommate,
suggested I try going back to school. I couldn’t imagine myself in
school after all these years, and it would be too hard to go to school
full time and work full time.

It was in Hawaii that I met my wife Kitty. She worked with
developmentally disabled adults as an instructor and a home
health aid. Helping people is what she enjoyed the most. She
enjoyed helping people somuch that she eventually enrolled in the
University of Hawaii at Manoa School of Nursing. She seemed to
study endlessly. She memorized words that I could not even
pronounce. I often wondered—was this all worth it?

Kitty graduated two and a half years later with a Bachelor of
Science in nursing, top ten in her class and a mother of two boys—
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one almost two years old and the other, two months old. She then
went on to obtain the job of her dreams as a critical care nurse at
Queens Hospital.

During her schooling I was employed as a graphicartist at Duty
Free Shoppers of Hawaii. Working there was great except for the
long hours, last minute changes, and high performance pressure
from my extremely temperamental managers. I felt like I wasn’t
really getting ahead. I began to realize the growth my wife had
experienced because of her schooling and I thought that maybe I
could do the same.

Becauseof herinfluencein my lifeIam now almost finished with
my first semester at Kapiolani Community College. Getting into a
habit of studying hard and working less was a scary transition for
me, but I liked the challenge. The big difference was having the
great teachers and classmates which made it enjoyable the second
time around.
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Rebuilding the Future

by Leanna Brake

Sitting in my car, I glanced at the hands of my watch. I had an
hourbeforemy first class started. Iwas early becauseI was told that
parking was a problem. It had been 15 years since T had been in a
classroom. The closest I got to a school in these past few years was
taking my children toschool. They were soexcited for me. AsIgave
them their goodbye hug and kiss and dropped them off at school
they both exclaimed, “Have a good day at school! Study hard!”

AslIsatwaiting, Icould nothelpbutrecall that somethings never
change. As a child, sleep came to me slowly due to the anticipation
and anxiety of the first day of school. Now I worried about the
impression I would make looking half asleep on this first day of
school. .

I gazed once again at the pink slip. I held it hoping it would give
me some comfort. It represented to me the reality of my decision to
go back to school. Even now sitting in the parking lot I wondered
if Iwas doing the right thing. But I knew for months that Ineeded
to do something with my life.

I'knew it was not going to be like attending college as I did after
high school. That was in my past. Now I had to rebuild my future.
It would have been easier if my husband were here also to give me
the moral support I had grown accustomed to. In my heart I knew
going back to school was necessary. I was a widow and was left
with thejob of raising twolittleboys alone. It had been a whilesince
I held a job and I knew I needed the education and training to
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qualify for a good job. I chose to stay home with my sons and raise
them because they only stay little for so long, and I wanted to be
their primary caretaker. I never once regretted that decision of
becoming a stay-at-home mom.

Now I'would like to work with people and help them with their
life. It would be great if I could work with children. My first concern
is getting used to being a student again. Everything seems so new
and strange. I need to get my study skills refined, my time orga-
nized, and adjust to my new life.

Putting my life back together has been a struggle. I feel like a
toddler learning to first walk. Making the decision to go back to
school is the start to moving my life forward and being productive
again.

I left the safety of my car and slowly walked to my dlass. The
teachers were great. Their enthusiasm began to ease my fears.
Getting a syllabus was like meeting an old friend I had not seen in
years. Theclassrooms werealsolikeany other classroom Ihad been
in. A sigh of relief also came over me as I noticed other students my
age walking around campus.

I carry my pink slip around with me for the symbolic courage it
represents for me. I have spent many mornings sitting in my car
waiting for class to start. I wait no longer in fear but with great
anticipation. I'survived that first fateful morning. I am also surviv-
ing the death of my husband and moving on. Like that toddler
learning to walk, I am taking steps forward.

I know I made the right decision to go back to school. School
offers meapath tojourney down full of hope, knowledge, and with
a supportive cast to help me achieve my goal.

Now when I pick up my sons from school they ask, “How was
school Mom? Were you good today? What did you do at school
Mom?”
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A Profile of a
Continuing Student

by Sherri Chow

Today more adults are returning to college to further their
education and learn new things. We usually think of people who
attend college as students just out of high school. But nowadays
half the population of students are older people. I have a friend,
Claire, who is an older person returning to college. Claire is an
unclassified student who takes Chinese at KCC. She has been
taking Chinese for the past four years. Out of the four years that
Clairehasbeenin college, shehas taken Chinese 50 for sixsemesters
repeatedly. WhenIasked her whatmadeher do thatshesaid, “Idid
it for continuity and also I wanted to make sure that I understood
what was going on, being that Chinese is such a hard language to
learn.” If you knew Claire you would know whatImean. Whatever
Claire does it must be done correctly. At times she can be finicky.

Learning a second language sometimes makes you feel that you
arestarting tolearn thealphabetagain. ThisishowImet Claire. Last
semester I took Chinese 101. It was a very difficult task. Claire also
took 101 and she volunteered to tutor me because all of the tutors’
schedules conflicted with my classes. Claire is a sweet and helpful
person. She is always willing to help me when I need it. I asked her
what made her decide to return to college and take Chinese. She
said, “I wanted to learn Chinese. For one thing I am Chinese and
second, since my parents passed away I lost the knowledge of
speaking Cantonese. So I decided to take Mandarin being that
Mandarin is the national language of the People’s Republic of
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China, and I always wanted tolearn to speak Mandarin. Now that
I'mretired I don’t have anything else to do, so I decided to return
to school.”

Although Claire went to college after graduating from high
school, she dropped out in 1947. When I asked if she noticed a
differencebetween schoolin the pastcompared tonow shelaughed
and said, “I noticed a big difference. In the past we didn’t have any
community colleges. This was hard. Classes were much more
difficult and there was not much of a good selection of courses that
you could take.” Also I asked her about the books and materials
used. Shesaid, “Everything has changed drastically sinceIremem-
ber going to school. We didn’t have audio and video tapes as help
to guide us along and the books didn’t explain as well.”

Many senior citizens who return to school after retiring usually
go to school on a part-time basis. When I asked Claire if Chinese
was the only class that she has been taking all these years, she said,
“Yes for three years I've been taking one class at a time because I
strictly wanted to concentrate on Chinese.” But when I asked her-
if she was taking any other classes this semester she explained,
“This semester ladded one more class, math, becausel want to take
an accounting class but there is a prerequisite—so probably next
semester I'll take accounting.” I asked her if she found school tobe
difficult. Sheresponded, “Well there’s a yes and a no. I've been out
of school for forty years, and when Ifirst returned to school I found
ittobe a struggle and it was difficult. After a whileIadapted to the
language and started to concentrate harder. I noticed it started to
flow much easier.”

When you take different Chinese language classes you learn
different techniques. I asked Claire if she had taken other courses
in Chinese. She responded, “T've taken three other classes prior to
KCC, four years ago, through the senior citizen program.”
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"Have you noticed any difference in how each teacher teaches?"

"YesIdid. Every teacher had a different teaching method and the
materials that they used were all different. Some of the books that
I used did not explain as well as other books did.”

To some people learning their native language means a lot. I
asked Claire, “How do you feel towards your culture?” She
responded, “It makes me feel stronger, and also takes me back to
ancestral days. Although I don’t have any material ties with my
family, learning the language has made a difference. I don’t have
any active contact with my family besides my immediate family.”

Many students enjoy going to school. A lot of times the environ-
ment makes a differencein the student’sattitude towards learning.
I asked Claire how she liked the environment at KCC. She said, I
really like it here. The campus is nice and so beautiful.” Another
question thatIasked her was “How do you feel aboutthemixed age
group on campus?” She answered, “I have no problem. I do my
own thing, and everything goes fine. Themixed age group doesnot
bother me. I find that it's not a problem.” Another question that I
asked Claire was, “As an adult how do you feel about returning to
college?” Claireresponded, “Ifeel greatabout taking advantage of
the great opportunity of learning. Many retired people are starting
toreturn toeducation. Iwent for the goal of education— four years
of taking Chinese. I feel that is enjoyable and I'm not afraid to gofor
the gold.”

When youdecidetolearn a foreign language sometimes you ask
yourself these questions: How different would itbeif had learned
thelanguage in the country or would it be easier to stay just where
Iam and learn? Clairehad the opportunity to go toChinaand learn
the Chinese language. I asked her if she had the choice of learning
Chinese in China or in college, which would she prefer? She
answered, “I would rather learn in China, becauseit flows through
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you better. The environment towards learning is also different.” I
alsoasked her, “What do you feel is the difference?” She answered,
“Well here in Hawaii I am English oriented and in China you
cannot rely on your English to back you up.” There was one other
subject that I was curious about. I asked Claire what kind of
strategies she uses to help her remember the many different
characters and vocabulary words. She replied, “I have many
different tricks that I use such as splitting words. Here’s an ex-
ample: zher means here soIsplit the word to be z-her and I learned
theword tobe here. Another strategy that Iuseis self-development
and word association between Mandarin and English like I previ-
ously explained.”

Clairehaslearned alotof Chinesebut shedoesnotplantofurther
hereducation. She doesn’t plan to teach. I asked Claire, “With all of
the Chinese that you learned what are you planning to do with it?”
Shereplied, “I believe that it is for my own etiolation and so I can
be bilingual. I have no goal of learning any more Chinese and it is
for my own good.” The last question that I asked Claire was if she
would continue to tutor. She said, “I enjoy tutoring and itis for the
benefit of the students that they understand the language.”

Coming back to college as an adult in a complex teaching
environment can be challenging. Claire has proven no matter how
old you are, age does not make a difference in your ability to learn.
She also has proven that not only young people can accomplish
goals in education but senior citizens can go for the gold too.
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School, I Am Back!

by Yong Ran Liu

I was in my third year of Medical School in China, and every-
thing was simple and normal—until October 5, 1989. “Watch out!
AmannamedNealis going to write to you.” Attheotherend of the
phone, my cousin in Hawaii gave me a warning. Penfriend? I was
surprised. A few days later, Neal’s letter arrived. “My wish is that
youand I can become very good friends by writing to each other as
often as possible.” Neal was my cousin’s college friend. He got to
know me by seeing me in some of my cousin’s family pictures.
Neal’'s handwriting was clean and neat, and what was more, he
was very sincere. How can I refuse a friend like him? We began
writing to each other frequently, and our friendship grew rapidly
asweeks passed. After we celebrated our third month anniversary,
something out of friendship was happening. I guess we were in
love! Although there was a very large ocean between us and we
could not nurture our love by spending a lot of time together, we
still felt very close to each other. I talked with him in my heart,
shared withhimmyhappinessand sadness. And every timeIfaced
a difficulty, thinking of him gave me courage. On March 18, we
were engaged. On July 16, 1990, he crossed the Pacific Ocean, and
we finally came together. Since no college student is permitted to
get married in China, to get our marriage certificate Thad no choice
but to quit school.

Did it mean my academic life was over? No. School is very
importantin my life,and my husband, Neal, quite understood this.
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Actually, in his letters before we married, he had mentioned about
my continuing school in Hawaii. Hehad been familiarizing himself
withany special requirements thatImighthavetofulfill toenter the
University of Hawaii.

Inthemiddle of August, after our honeymoon, Neal had tocome
back to Hawaii to start his new semester. We were separated again.
I was sad for quite a while, but not for too long. I realized I had to
do something to be reunited with my husband. I started to apply
for aChinese passport and a visa from the American Embassy. The
process took about six months. While writing to each other more
frequently, I was also helping my mother, a retired Mathematics
professor, distributing spring water to support the family. How-
ever, for the first time in my life, I felt as empty as a tin. Sometimes,
I saw students riding bicycles, heading to school. Their faces,
flushed with excitement, lifted toward the fresh-risen sun. My eyes
would fill with tears on such occasions. Imissed school very much.
However, since got married, I was not allowed to enter the school
gate anymore.

How to spend the six months in China more meaningfully? I
started going to the library every day. One day, I saw a poster
outside the library. It said that the Acupuncture Massage Investi-
gation Institute and Intelligence Development Amateur School
had jointly opened a course on acupuncture, moxibustion, and
massage. It was for people who had some medical knowledge and
experience. The tuition for it was quite expensive, and the classes
were quite long. They met from Monday to Saturday, from eight
o’clockinthemorning totwelveo’clock noon. Butin between, there
were three fifteen-minute breaks. The course was three months
long.Chinesemedicineisagreat treasure. BeforeI quitschool, Thad
spent almost two semesters learning Chinese Medicine, and I was
deeply engrossed in it. Considering my time and my background,
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I decided to enroll in this course. It was a class outside the college
campus, but the professors were from the Guangzhou Chinese
Medicine college. Students of all ages came to take this course from
all over the world. Some were from Hong Kong, Macau, Japan,
Indonesia, the United States and Germany. Of course, they wereall
of Chinese ancestry, and could understand Chinese very well. We
learned from each other too. Three months passed; I passed all the
examinationsand got a certificate for the course. The most wonder-
ful thing Ilearned was ear acupuncture. Instead of using acupunc-
tureneedles, we use Chinesemedicine seeds. Itis safeand effective.
I had tried it on my father, brother, and other relatives. They
appreciated it. Actually, there was a small wish in my heart: to use
it to help my husband stop smoking. Massage was very interesting
too. Iapplied it to my brother after his athletic meeting, and to my
parents when they had headaches.

After I got the diploma, I joined a class to learn Chinese cooking
and pastry—to help me become a better wife. Tomy surprise, Iwas
the only young woman in class. However, this did not prevent me
from learning to cook. I took notes and asked whenever I did not
understand. Chinese cooking is magic. With practice, my cooking
skill highly increased. Hearing I was going to go to a foreign
country, our teachers—chefs from the restaurant—brought me
many cooking books as gifts. They told me, “We hope these books
may help you learn more, and then you can find a job in a
restaurant.”

On March 23,1991, I arrived in Hawaii. My husband and I were
finally reunited. Following my uncle, we joined Chinese parties
and shook hands with many relatives on my father’s side, but we
could not remember their names. Two weeks later, on April 9, I
started working in a dentist’s office as a dental assistant. However,
Inever gave up my dream of continuing school. My husband took
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an application form for me from U.H., and we filled it out to apply
for fall 1991. Since I did not have a TOFFEL score, my application
was not acceptable and finally I turned to KCC.

TheKCCEnglish placementtest gave me abig shock. Most of the
words in the test were alien to me. Anyway, I put down “B” as an
answer to whatever I did not know.

I'should be thankful that U.H. turned me to KCC. Since the first
day of school, Ihave fallen in love with this beautiful campus. After
one year and two months, I finally came back to school. The joy of
my heart was beyond description. However, in my eyes, school is
nota portof refugetoavert theharshreality of society. WhatIreally
feel is by learning English and other sciences, the doors of oppor-
tunity are opened in front of me, in front of everybody. School, Iam
back!

26 Full Circle



School Daze

by Ruth Smith

Here I am 38 years old and still in school. Actually I've been
attending school for more than half of my living years. Of course
there have been breaks, long breaks, between semesters. Breaks
during which I got married, raised 3 children, and eventually
found myself as a single parent trying tofind a decent job, without
the benefit of a college education.

I had always dreamt of being a nurse as far back as I can
remenwer. My high school summers were spent as a volunteer
candy striper at Queen’s Hospital, which just confirmed my desire
for nursing. I loved everything about the profession; from the
smells of the hospital to the interaction with the patients. My
mother always said that was my calling. But there would be
obstacles that would delay my education. I wasn’t a good student
inhighschooland Iknew thatI wouldn’t take college seriously had
I pursued it at that time. Instead, I married my high school
sweetheartand settled downintoa comfortablelife withahusband
and eventually three children. The dream of being a nurse faded
with the years. Life seemed content; there was nothing I wanted
materially. Butas the years passed and my children grew olderand
more independent, I started to feel a void within me. There was
something definitely missing, I just couldn’t putmy finger onit. At
times I would catch myself daydreaming, staring out of my living
room window, thinking of all the opportunities I was missing out
on. There had to be more to life than just the everyday humdrum
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of housework and picking up after the family. The urge to want to
seek more out of life became so great I knew I had to quench my
curiosity.

AtthetimeIhad aneighbor wholived downstairsin thecomplex
where I lived. Terri and I would meet for mid-day “rap sessions”
while we sipped on our cups of coffee. She would tell me to chase
my dreams or  would never know what could have been. She had
become a very positive force in my life and it was her belief in me
that made me finally act on my dream. This would be the start of
my metamorphosis.

The process of getting back into school was, to say the least,
overwhelming. I didn’t know where to begin or how to go about
beginning the process. I found myself in the career counseling
office at KCC, browsing through the various pamphlets that
described thedifferent technical trades offered through the college.
Asmy eyesscanned therack, the LPN brochurestuck outlikeasore
thumb. All my dreams came back to me and I felt an excitement
surge through me. I knew what I had been missing in my life:
experience of growth, trying my abilities to their limits. I suddenly
felt alive!

Paying closer attention to the requirements needed for the
program, I knew Iwas in for along haul. It had been 12 years since
I'had graduated from high school. Along time to beaway from the
mental stimulation of theeducational process withno transferrable
credits, I was starting from scratch.

Not one to be intimidated easily, I plugged along finding out
whatIneeded to doinorder toenroll. Just toregister for school can
be a long and sometimes testing experience. But I persevered,
making sure to ask questions when I didn’t know the next step to
take. The prerequisites were many: math and English placement
tests, copies of high school transcripts, TB tests. But it paid off. I
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would eventually receive my letter of acceptance into the LPN
program. I was overjoyed, but I knew this was just the start of my
long journey into my educational experience.

My most vivid recollection of my first day of classes was one of
panic. Somany doubts wererunning through my mind. WasIable
to cut the grade? Could I get back into the studying mode after
being out of school for so long? Was my desire strong enough to
carry me through this intense learning process? Whatever the
answers, it was too late to turn back. So it was time to put my
blinders on and look straight ahead. And yes, there were times I
wanted to give up, surrender, and say, “I can’t do this anymore.”
ButItookitonedayatatimeand eleven monthslater Ifound myself
part of the LPN graduating class of 1984. The feeling of achieve-
ment is one I can’t describe. It was as though T'had conquered the
world. I'felt as though there was nothing I couldn’t do. The world
was at my fingertips.

The learning process is a wonderful thing. Life is one of change
and growth. And education offers one the opportunity to expand
their horizons. I've since been taking classes sporadically over the
past 5 years, hoping toone day receivemy R N.-A.D.N. Eventually
I would like to get my B.S.N. but I'm taking it one step at a time.
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Rett rning Student
from 1988

by June K. Yamaki

1986 was an exciting year for me. I graduated from high school
and moved to Hawaii to attend college summer school at the
University of Hawaii. I enjoyed my stay so much that I applied to
Kapiolani Community College. I attended KCC for three full
semesters until I realized I wasn’t enjoying college life so much, so
I stopped. I got a full-time job and attended night school. My
working hours changed soI quitnight school. Ithasbeen four years
since then and I felt my life slowly slipping away.

It took me four and a half years to re-enroll into college. I finally
realized how good it feels to get an education if you want to
succeed. I am still working full-time, but I am taking two night
courses now. I enjoy going to class even though every week I get
burned out from all the homework and studying. I feel my life is
complete, although I don’t have much of a social life, but there are
years of that to come after graduation.

Uponreturning to KCC, Ihavebeen establishing a good relation-
ship with my teachers. It feels good to return after a long break. It
does feel kind of weird walking through campus and feeling like
an older student, but I have to be proud of myself for having the
courage to return. I just have to think about all the other students
who don’t have the courage or will power to return to or finish
college. When I think about that, I feel proud of myself. I find a lot
of my friends praising me and admiring me for returning to college
even though I have a full-time job. It is very encouraging when I
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have support like that.

I'have also noticed that since I have returned to college, it has
made me more responsible, mature and independent. When I first
started college in 1986, I never established good communication
withmy instructors because I was told that they didn’t really care.
I was told that they are there just to teach, but now that I have
returned I know that is not true. Being a returning student makes
you realize a lot of things that you wouldn’t have when you first
started.

31



The Cha 1ging Time

by Dolores Yacapin

The love of nature led me to work at one of the largest plant
nursery businesses in the whole state. Amfac Garden Nursery has
been operating for 15 years in a well-known neighborhood in
Waipahu. The nursery has 18 acres of leased land from Campbell
Estate. The land was used for planting landscape plants and trees,
propagating different varieties of evergreens, and mainly, import-
ing plants to different parts of the U.S. mainland and to the other
islands.

With thenumber of years that I had been involved in the nursery
business, the significance of caring for and loving a plant was very
satisfying. I had watched a seed grow, transplanted a plant to a
bigger pot, and been able to sell the plants when they were ready.

One day, all of a sudden, we got a memorandum from the main
office, stating that the business would end. My whole body felt as
though Thad been electrocuted. I never thought the nursery would
come to an end.

The demand for housing was the main cause for this closure.
Owners and investors were always on the lookout for advance-
ment and profitable ways to make their assets grow.

Following this incident, all Iknew was that my co-workers were
crying and angry, because they could not accept, nor could I, what
was really happening.

Immediately, the manager announced a short meeting. Every-
body was gathered in the dining room. I could see in their faces the
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agony they were going through. I still could not manage to think
properly either. I was confused and puzzled. I was too worried
about what would happen to me next.

Then the manager gave us some comforting words just to calm
us down. She told us that the company was willing to give
compensations for the years of service to them. It was like separa-
tion pay. She also stated that there were agencies that would help
us to get training if we planned to change careers.

The feeling of being laid off was the hardest and worst feeling I
had ever felt. Having no job, lots of bills to pay, and children to
support were the problems I was going to encounter.

Soone day, I spent my time seriously deciding whatI was really
going to do. Then I went to my room, closed the door, shut off the
television, and laid down on my bed. I closed my eyes and there I
envisioned what Ireally wanted to be for the next five to ten years.

First, I recalled the dream I had when I was a sixth-grader. I
always wanted to be a nurse because I thought I could help take
care of the senior citizens and help them to make adjustments to
elderly life. But since my family could not afford to send me to
school at the time, I was not able to fulfill my dream.

But with a glow in my eyes, I suddenly exclaimed, “Yes, I could
makeitnow.Icould gotoschool and followmy dream.” As quickly
asIcould,Iran tomy mother and discussed my plans with her. She
argued with me at first, but I finally convinced her.

Then I hurriedly dialed the agency that my manager said could
help me. This agency was able to help to support my expenses
while I was at school. The agency was called the Honolulu Action
Program. This program was federally funded and would help me
to achieve a better and higher quality of education.

Assoon asIcontacted the counselor, Hazisah Muh, shesetadate
for my interview. On the day of the interview, I was nervous. I
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never even noticed that everything went all right. All T knew was
that the counselor scheduled me for the next training class they had
in the Employment Training Center, Student Services. This train-
ing class was designed to upgrade basic English and mathematics.
Then after completing the course or training, I was able to enroll at
Leeward Community College. I took mostly the pre-requisite
courses for my major.

Since this was my first year of college life, I was scared to death.
Ievenspentaday ahead atthe collegejust tolook for my classrooms
and to familiarize myself with the school.

Soon the first day of instruction began. I went to school early,
sincel could not sleep that night. All my things had been prepared
amonthbefore. While I was sitting on one of the benches in school,
I noticed that I had forgotten to brush my teeth. “This is terrible,”
I mumbled.

But this never stopped me from attending my class. WhileI was
inside the classroom, Iwas able to overcome my fears. I discovered
that fear was nothing to be scared about. Everybody was friendly
and able to help me adjust myself for the rest of the semester.

Going back to school was the best decision I made in my life. It
was a great challenge to me and a big step toward my future.
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Back on Track

by Nelson Ganhinhin

Ifelt mylife as being anempty shell. Iwas breathing, but yetIwas
choking. I was living, yet I was dead. I was looking for something,
but Ididn’t know what it was. I was roaming, wandering, follow-
ing aroad that led to nowhere. I desperately wanted to get off that
road, but I didn’t know how.

So there I was, following that road, and day by day I travelled
farther and farther away—almost to the point of no return. Until
oneday ithappened. I had seen thelight, and thatlight showed me
the way back—back to wherel came from so thatIcould startagain.

These were the trials and tribulations I experienced a few years
ago, just before I graduated from high school up until I was about
21.Iwasatypical kid. IthoughtI knew everything, butIdidn’t. My
initial plan after high school was towork for a yearbeforel attended
college so I could get a taste of the real world. But the taste was
pungent. I didn’t realize how hard the real world was. However,
I did fulfil my plan and attended college when I was 19.

Although I didn’t want to go back to school, I felt I had to go. I
felt the norm was that a high school graduate was supposed to go
to school, so I did. I didn’t have my priorities straight and after a
year of schooling, I dropped out.

And so the days went by. I felt as though my life had been
reduced to nothing. I felt as though my life had been moving
backward instead of forward. There was no reason for me to wake
up in the morming—nothing for me to look forward to. The only
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obligation I had was working at a gas station and doing work that
Ididn’t want to do. I became a slave to the grind—another puppet
for society to play with. I had fallen and I couldn’t get up.

However, I knew that there had to be more to my life than just
doing thesameold monotonous thing, dayinand dayout.Irefused
to let my temporarily stagnant life bring me down. So, for the next
year after I dropped out of college, I tried to find myself. It was a
long and dreary process, but it was well worth the effort.

During my search, I discovered a lot of things about myself that
Ineverrealized before. First of all, Iremembered oneof my teachers
from high school saying that in order to live a successful life, you
must set goals for yourself. 1 did set goals for myself, but those were
goalsIfeltIhad to make. However, the goals thatImade now were
goals that I wanted to make. And one goal I made was to go back
to college and pass. I didn’t want to live my life knowing that I
could’ve tried harder in school the first time I went, but didn’t.

And secondly, I was sick and tired of people always telling me
that I should get good grades in school so that I could find a good
job that paid alot of money. Tome, that sounds greedy and selfish.
Granted, money can make the material part of a person’s life a lot
easier, but money isn’t everything. The reason I'm going to school
now is that I want to get an education and help make a difference
in the world. Iwant to be able to help ease the suffering that people
in this world go through. I don’t know if contributing to a noble
cause pays a lot of money, but right now I don’t care, because
getting a job that pays a lot of money corrupts people in one way
oranother. And when thathappens, peoplebecomedifferentkinds
of slaves to the grind and different kinds of puppets for sodety to
play with. Thoseare two things that Inever want toexperienceever
again.

My lifeis not much better now than it was a couple of years ago,
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but atleast it's now in perspective. Atleast now I'mback in school
because I want to be there. At least now I'm in school to receive an
education to help make a difference in the world. At least now my
life is back on track.
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Nursing Trials and
Triumphs

by Marybeth Empleo

Twoyears ago Istarted nursing school at Kapiolani Community
College. At the same time I met Nelda, Lisa, and Barbara—three
local girls who are presently my closest friends. All of us came to
KCC because of our aspirations to become nurses. Unfortunately,
the LPN courses were more than we bargained for. Because of the
difficulty of the courses, we experienced similar problems concern-
ing our study habits. Nomatterhow hard we studied individually,
we never seemed to be able to pass our exams. As a solution to our
problems, we established a study group to encourage and support
one another.

On October 12, 1990, our first session began at Barbara’s house
on the outskirts of Salt Lake. It was 5:30 p.m., and our meeting was
originally set to start at6 p.m. It was a cold, windy, and rainy night
when I departed in my car to Barbara’s house. It was raining hard
and the road was wet, which made driving difficult.

Finally, I arrived safely, and ran quickly towards the door and
knocked several times. Barbara eventually answered the door and
apologized for her delay as she was busy preparing dinner. Bar-
bara,age 22, was always knowntoapologize for being late. Shealso
often agreed with what I'said. I never really knew her to disagree
withme. She’s easy to get along with and always treats us with her
fine cooking.

As I entered the house, the pleasant aroma of Italian food
lingered in theair. Barbara decided tosurpriseusbybakinglasagna
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while waiting for us to arrive. She excused herself and returned to
thekitchenasIcollapsed onher couch torest. Being theeldestin the
group, I was always considered the clown, the talker, and I always
took the initiative to start conversations within the group. I guess
one could say I was a leader. I suppose I was proud of it. But that
night, I was far from being a leader.

After afew minutes,Nelda and Lisa arrived together. We had all
finished work, so we were still wearing our white uniforms. It must
have been a hard day for us because of our ragged clothing. My
dress was wrinkled, my hair was put in a sloppy bun, and my
glasses were hanging from the tip of my oily nose as if they were
pleading to be removed. I couldn’t see through the foggy, greasy,
worn-out glasses. Nelda, looking so fatigued, walked wearily into
theroom, slouching her backlikean old, worn-outlady. Mumbling
toherself, shesaid, “Iamso tired.” Nelda was usually moreupbeat,
except for the night she walked into theroom complaining thatshe
hadn’t had enough rest the night before. She often questioned me
whenltried to provea point. Shestudied hard and usually excelled
inwhatevershedid. NeldaisashortFilipinogirl withalotof spunk,
which is probably why she and I are close among the four girls.

Lisa, the last of the three, came in all fixed up because she got
home early to take a shower. Nelda and I looked at each other in
disgust, knowing that we could have at least made ourselves
presentable.

Turning to Lisa, I asked sarcastically, “Girl, you look clean. Did
you gotowork or did you callinsick?” With her head up high, Lisa
replied, “No, I just got off early and decided to go home and
shower.” Lisa was often quiet. She frequently argued with me, but
we always came to terms with each other. I always ended up being
right. To me, she was always a follower.

Afterexchanging greetings with one another, we wandered into
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thekitchen to visit Barbara. She was wearing an apron and her hair
was pulled back. She was reaching into the oven to remove the
prepared dish. Without a moment’s hesitation, I immediately
exclaimed in a high-pitched voice, “Let’s eat!” Everyone agreed,
exclaiming, “It’s hard to study with an empty stomach.”

Atthedinner table, wediscussed how we were going toorganize
the study group. Barbara started by saying, “So, how we gonna do
this girls?”

I'replied, “Well, how about we study the hard subjects first?”

“Buthow? We can’t even get through the easy subjects,” Nelda
said.

“Somehow, ladies, we're studying the wrong way,” Barbara
replied.

Lisa offered a suggestion. “First of all, did everyone read their
own material?”

“Yes,” we replied.

“Okay, whatif we all ask each other potential test questions and
try to answer them? Then, if we answer them, great! If not, all of us
should look for theanswer in thebook and comeup withananswer
that we all agree on,” said Lisa.

“Great idea,” Barbara said. “We can also use acronyms, you
know, a word formed from the initial letters of words in a phrase.
For example, everyone knows what S.C.U.B.A. means. Self Con-
tained Underwater Breathing Apparatus.”

“Butwhatif we can’t form words for certain phrases? Sometimes
acronyms don’t make sense, you know,” I responded.

“Well, we can always jumble the letters to make a word. I don’t
know. We'll just go with the flow. Make sense?” Barbara said. She
concluded the meeting and started gathering all the plates. “Great!
Now, let's clean up and startourstudying. By the way, how was the
food?”
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“Masarap! Ono! Bellisimo! Deeelicious!” I said.

“Straight from the horse’s mouth,” Nelda joked. We all laughed
and helped Barbara clean up.

We studied until about midnight, going through questions,
pictures, and acronyms. We had fun that night, making up idiotic
yet helpful solutions to whatever obstacles we faced. After the
session, we said good luck to one another and to think positively.
That night, I left the group with a big smile on my face, feeling
confident that I would be a good nurse in the future. Of course, my
dream will only come true if I exert more effort or do the best I can
to be successful in the career I have chosen.

We did this throughout the year, studying late at night at each
other’s house or even immediately after our classes were finished.
We went beyond the walls of our homes and tried studying at
different places. We tried a park, a pizza hangout in Waikiki, and
alibrary. But through all this, we found that studying at home was
the best place for us. We were free to dress comfortably, eat
whatever we pleased, and act however we wanted to.

When we took our first test after we began our study group, our
grades were higher than usual. Furthermore, they gradually im-
proved along the way. This method of studying really worked for
us. All the late night studying really paid off. We graduated with
LPN Degrees in Nursing on July 15, 1991. Walking down the aisle
was like walking onto a golden road that promised the fulfillment
of all our hopes and aspirations. We felt proud of our accomplish-
ments and we had every right to, considering that our class started
out with 60 students and ended with only 31 graduates. Everyone
in our group made it!
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No More Fe:r

By Yuki Mitsuyasu

I was very excited, but at the same time had mixed feelings
toward the first day of school at Kapiolani Community College. I
had great expectations since this was my first time attending an
American college. Additionally, the thought of being a student
again made me feel as though I was getting younger. But behind
these feelings of excitement there were feelings of anxiety, and fear
of coming back to school after a long interval. After being away
from school for almost ten years, I was not sure how long I would
lastasareturning student. However, my view changed completely
afterIstarted taking classes. Thisis mysecond semesteratKCCand
now, I no longer think that I am stepping back. Owing a lot to my
work experience, I have a strong foundation to make a new start.
I now feel a great progression towards a positive future.

Fear brings out the negative. In my case, it was extreme. I was
afraid that Imight be the oldest one in school, that I might feel like
a grandmother studying with her grandchildren. Moreover, I
seriously believed that memory levels drop rapidly after age
twenty.I was worried that I might take forever to learn something
new and eventually fall behind. To make things worse, English is
notonly asecond language to me, butithasalsobecome very rusty.
I thought I would not have enough time to study even if I devoted
myself tostudying nightand day. However, inthebeginning,Iwas
worried that I might not be able to do the minimal job during a
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semester. My biggest fear was not having enough time because
when you don’t have enough time, you lose confidence. Later you
end up giving up. Thesesilly anxieties quickly disappeared assoon
as school started. I felt at ease when I found out that there were
many returning students. Some were twiceasold as me, along with
young students freshly out of high school. I was also very encour-
aged to know that they had the same fears and anxieties. With the
same purpose of wanting to achievean education, everyone was at
an equal level. There were no special distinctions among students,
and of course, age was thelast thing that mattered. To my surprise,
returning students tend to devote themselves more to studying
and most of them have extremely serious attitudes toward study-
ing. As areward to this effort, there was no need to feel insecure
about keeping up. The extra work is worth it to achieve confidence
in what is done.

This time I feel resolute, thanks to my training through seven
years of work at a busy firm. I have worked as an executive
secretary in an extremely busy business. Since I was the only
bilingual secretary in the firm, I did almost anything from transla-
tion to reception planning and coordination. If I had any time in
between I would always be helping businesses of English-speak-
ing visitors who were constantly around in large numbers. Ialmost
never had timeforlunch, usually had to work late (sometimes even
on the weekends), and of course, had very little time to myself.
Through those workaholic years, [ havelearned tobe tolerant, tobe
organized, and to be creative. This time around, I feel that I have
sufficient amount of time. Because I am focused, the joy of achieve-
ment is even stronger.

Iamalso verylucky for this second chance. The primary purpose
tostudy once again in school was toimprovemy English. Through
the years thatI worked for an English-speaking boss, Irealized that
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my writing was very weak. By all means, I want to improve my
writing skills before I go back to work again. Through the last two
semesters, | have learned so much through the expository writing
classes. I was very fortunate to participate in the Diamond Journal
contest. In my first semester, my English 22 instructor encouraged
me toenter the contestand Ireceived an honorable mention. Again
this semester I submitted one of my papers and recently I was
informed that this time I won a prize. I was extremely lucky to be
chosen two semesters in arow. Ibelieve that this islike areward for
the extra effort I have put into English, although the greatest
achievement is all the things that I learned in order to be able to
write better.

The studying is certainly not easy. Sometimes it is frustrating
because I take more time to understand than the native speakers.
However, I know now that if I do one thing at a time, it is possible
to go back to school. As a returning student I also discovered that
comingback toschoolis notareversestep.Itis very exciting tolearn
something new every day. I make constant discoveries and meet
many challenges. It is a brand new attempt with unexpected
rewards, and joy in learning new things which would not have
been the same if I was younger.
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Insight

by D. M. Jewell

Asareturning student to college, I often wonder why I am here.
Quite often I come up with the same answers. But at the same time
I come up with different ones. I believe that each and every student
hashisor herownmotive. Amotivefor stayingincollegeand doing
well.

For some, this motive is a need to constantly learn, while for
others it is a need for survival. Not many people think of school as
a place to survive, but it is. By survival I mean a way to make the
future what you want it to be.

There are many students, fresh out of high school, who don’t
have a clue as to their future goals. For us older and returning
students this is quite different. We have had the time tomatureand
see where our talents or skills lie. With the knowledge of what we
want, wearebetter able to obtain our goalsinlife. It is always easier
to work hard for something you know you want. Whereas itis not
always so easy to work hard for an unknown cause, which is often
the case for the college student whois fresh out of high school. If you
have a purpose behind doing something, then you will be better at
doing it. For example: you don’t go out playing baseball and
expecting to do well if you don’t truly enjoy the game; you aren’t
able to sit down and write an effective paper unless you are
interested in the subject; and furthermore, you can’t do well in
college unless you have a purpose and a desire.

The purpose needed for doing well in college must come from
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the student. Many of these younger students still only know what
their parents have told them. They have been told you need to be
in business, you need to be in art, you need to be in medical, or you
need tobe in engineering. Very seldom does a teenager know what
he or she wants to do. They have not had the experience to learn
what will make them happy.

Sometimes when you sit in classrooms with these younger
students you seea lot that they don’t. By thisImean that their areas
of concern and attention are not always focused onto the class.
Instead you will notice that they are too busy worrying about their
friends. You'll overhear them talking about reasons they were out
late with their friends. Their friends are often the source of their
poor attendanceand grades. These younger students fail to see that
it is themselves who are the cause.

I believe that the younger student does poorer in class also
becauseof thelack of maturity. This causes aninability to cope with
the seriousness of the situation. College is a very serious matter for
usreturning students. Wehavecometorealize thatour gradesmay
affect our future possibilities and dreams. It is this dream of the
future that prompts many of us to return. We are looking for that
jobthat willmake us happy. Toobtain these positions, wemusttake
all the knowledge we can obtain and compete for them.

There are several advantages to being a returning (and often
older) student. I believe one of the best advantages is that of
communication. Many returning students have learned through
life that you must communicate. Through communications weare
more apt to question the things that we don’t fully understand.
Older students rarely worry if their questions will sound stupid. In
this respect we don’t have to worry about what our friends will
think of us. Theolder studentrealizes that there are probably others
who are as lost as we are. Also with communication we are able to
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talk with theteachersmoreeffectively. If forsomereason wearenot
abletocompleteanassignment, wearen’tafraid of whattheteacher
will say, whereas many of the younger students still associate their
teachers with their parents, people of authority only. Frequently, a
person of authority is very intimidating to a younger student. This
intimidation will cause a breakdown in theline of communication.

Another advantage to being an older student is that we are able
to prioritize our schedules. Over the years of life, after high school,
werealize that peer pressure is significantly less. This results in us
being able to better concentrate on our jobs, families, and school
work. We no longer worry about our reputation with our friends,
thus, allowing us to organize our schedules moreefficiently. Itruly
believe that until you have matured beyond the high school years,
you won’t beable to see exactly what life has to give you. If you are
not capable of seeing your possibilities, then you aren’t able to say
what has to be done first.

As older students and adults we have also learned that college
isindeed a financial burden. Many returning students carry full or
part-time jobs plus a family. Thisad d finandial responsibility is
a strain on many of us. We have come to realize that failing a class
is the same as throwing money away. Often it is in short supply.
Through this financial aspect we are often prompted to do well in
our grades. Thelast thing a student wantsis tohave to pay toretake
aclass—especiallyif the class could havebeen passed satisfactorily
the first time.

Many times, younger students havethefinancal supportof their
parents. This will often lead the student to be nonchalant about his
or her grades. It isn’t their money they are spending, so they have
little remorse about paying for the class during another semester.
To the older student the waste of money is too frivolous an idea to
indulge in.
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We need to impress upon the younger students that they
must have a goal or purpose before entering college; and
somehow we must convince them that through the experience
of life you can obtain your goal. Experiences give you maturity
and, in return, maturity gives you foresight. It is this foresight
that in turn gives you your goal.

Life teaches us that things are not always what they seem. Toa
high school student life often seems like that bowl of cherries.
Seldom do they see the pits that accompany the cherries.
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