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Tough Love Is Real LoveYou might think that living in Hawaii and working with kids all day
sounds like Paradise. But the reality of working as a middle school counselor, servicing kids in a
low-income neighborhood, is very different. Told as the story of a typical working day, Hawaiian
Sunrise to Sunset gives an inspiring, eye-opening, and sobering view into the life of a man who
has dedicated all his resources to making children’s lives better. Randall Ng’s students run the
gamut from gifted to gang members; from at-risk to motivated; from safe in loving families to
abused by parents and caregivers. Randall knows that to make a difference in the lives of these
kids, he has to go above and beyond the call of duty, and he has to think outside the box.
Randall transcends the typical role of school counselor, as he visits students at home, confronts
them and their parents with the truth, finds wildly creative solutions to problems with no easy
answer, and steps in as a father figure to children who have never known a reliable and caring
authority. Surprising, shocking, fascinating, and ultimately deeply redemptive, this book shows
you what tough love looks like, and what it can accomplish in the lives of children at risk.
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trademarks belonging to Outskirts Press, Inc.DEDICATED TO MY STUDENTS
OFYESTERYEAR.WHEREVER YOU MAY BE -- LET IT NOT BE FORGOTTENTHE
MEMORIES WE SHARED IN THE DAYSOF YOUR YOUTH.Table of
ContentsIntroductionSunriseMorning BellMorning Recess – InterludeMid-MorningLunch
RecessAfternoon InterludeMy GTsThe JourneyThe Journey HomeLate AfternoonOn the Way
Home – MaybeSunsetThe Last Words – MusingsIntroductionI never could have imagined that I
would endure in a system where I would be working with adolescents or teenagers, much less
that I would retire from that system.After more than three decades of laboring and striving to
impress upon these students values and character education, I ascertained that each of these
individuals had a story to be told, and in my experiences in the intermediate or middle school
level, there were many stories that were sad, some joyful, many good, some bad, but they all
shared one common denominator and that was that they needed someone or somebody to lean
on outside of the home environment, and/or they needed a tough love approach.I have written
an account based on my experiences of some of my kids involved in the daily trials and
tribulations as a counselor in a middle school.I make no apologies for the language or methods I
used in working with the students, as I felt that the only way I could do my job and be responsible
for my students was to do it my way.Definitely, I had to take into consideration the pulse of my
students and then perceive each student individually according to their needs, desires, and
wants.I started slowly within the system and, finally able to recognize my strengths and
weaknesses, I proceeded to do what I had to do as a counselor in working with each and every
one of my students.I endeavored to recognize all my students but, numbers being what they
were, sometimes that was impossible, although I did make every attempt to confer with each of
my students during the school year. I can only hope that as they moved on they remembered
their roots and the people who have played a small part in their lives as they begin their journey
-- or are on their journey -- into the community as adults.After more than thirty years, I retired
from the Hawaii State Department of Education, satisfied with my body of work as only I could
be in seeing many of my former students who still keep in contact with me.My days as a middle
school counselor were long and tireless but very enjoyable and rewarding, from sunrise to
sunset.SunriseDriving to work in the early morning hours gives me a chance to enjoy my
serenity and reflect on what I have to do for the day.Sometimes what I think I have to do isn’t



actually what I end up doing.You know the old saying, “The best laid plans can go awry,” or
something like that.Well, I enjoy my drive and get to see the freshness of the day many others
don’t get to see at that early morning hour.The sight of the morning dew and the energy and
pulse of the city are just awakening, although as I drive to work I know very well that there are
people going home from a night of hard labor.Arriving at work, I always have that extra spring in
my step in the morning, and I look forward to sitting in the solitude of my office and immersing
myself in another world, reading the newspaper, despite reading about the good, the bad, and
the ugly of the previous day’s events.I love to recline in my uneven chair that tilts to one side like
the Leaning Tower of Pisa, but it gives me amusement and a self-deprecating humor before the
actual day starts with the ringing of the morning bell.Usually, my phone starts ringing an hour
after I arrive at school, as many of my students’ parents, or parents of other students, are calling
in the absences of their child from school.Oh, I get a few complaints or concerns about their
child’s work performance, but mostly the conversation is quite pleasant in the morning.A few
students start drifting in and sit in my office at that early morning hour, as they commute from the
country to attend our school, and they usually come in with a smile and a doughnut which I
honestly say, without any selfishness, I thoroughly enjoy and appreciate, as that sugar gives me
an added boost to my adrenalin level, which I need on a daily basis at work.As the sunrise
settles in the cloudless sky, I brace myself for another day of self-fulfillment as I thoroughly enjoy
seeing the faces of my students with that eagerness for learning.And so it begins: another day in
my journey as a middle school counselor.Morning BellIn the morning light and heat on this rather
humid day in April, she was a lonely figure, looking grim and depressed, standing at the
entrance to my office.The morning bell had just rung, and the kids mingling in the counselor’s
office and crowding the hallway had conditionally disappeared, giving me relief from a morning
usually interrupted by constant chatter and screams of delight among the kids greeting each
other.This ritual usually occurred thirty minutes before school started, and I had always
conditioned myself to be oblivious to the sounds of human nature.When the morning bell rang, it
brought me instant peace and serenity in a maddening crowd of students.Usually, I can take a
deep breath and enjoy this moment of silence before I begin my day addressing student-teacher
issues, reports, conferences, counseling sessions, student behavior, individual problems,
parental issues, and administrative concerns.But on this morning, she stood there, almost
surreal, staring directly at me.Sandi was a short, little stocky girl with a wide, expressive mouth.
When she talked, she quivered in her sentences, and so, this morning as she entered my office
and sat down in one of my tattered leather chairs that was typical of the furniture in my office,
tears welled in her eyes and started to run her eyeshadow down her face.As amusing as it
looked and tired as I might have been, I leaned over and handed her a Kleenex. She wiped her
eyes, revealing an expression filled with fear and anxiety.“Mister, I…I need to tell you
something….” Her voice quivered with emotion and tears once again filled her eyes. Through
this emotional wetland, she told me what I didn’t want to hear, especially coming from a ninth
grader in intermediate school.It was my worst fear, because I knew it would become a problem



that not only would weigh me down, but take up my whole day -- and that didn’t include what
was usually in store for me the rest of the day, what with parents calling me up concerning their
child’s behavior or teachers referring students to my office for their juvenile and idiotic behavior
in the classroom. Through all of this, I knew I had to somehow focus on this one student and
help her to help herself, but I knew it wasn’t going to be easy nor pleasant. As I focused on her I
really wanted to scream, but I leaned forward and calmly reassured Sandi that whatever she
wanted to tell me, I would help her to resolve her problem.Could it be peers or friends snubbing
her? Or her parents scolding her for something she probably would tell me wasn’t her fault? Or
she and her boyfriend had a fight and he was not talking to her? Whatever it was, I knew I could
deal with it until she revealed her problem, which caught me unexpectedly.“Mister,” she said,
tears running down her face, “I think I’m pregnant.”That one word…that one dreaded word that
was taboo for all counselors to face -- yet here I was confronted with one of my students telling
me she was pregnant. Thoughts of futility were running rampant through my mind. How was I to
address this problem which was beginning to be another problem? She continued to
speak.“Mister…I’m afraid to go home because my mom doesn’t know yet.”“WHAT ARE YOU
TELLING ME, SANDI?! How long have you been pregnant -- and are you sure you’re pregnant?”
I rapidly fired back at her out of frustration.
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weaknesses, I proceeded to do what I had to do as a counselor in working with each and every
one of my students.I endeavored to recognize all my students but, numbers being what they
were, sometimes that was impossible, although I did make every attempt to confer with each of
my students during the school year. I can only hope that as they moved on they remembered
their roots and the people who have played a small part in their lives as they begin their journey
-- or are on their journey -- into the community as adults.After more than thirty years, I retired
from the Hawaii State Department of Education, satisfied with my body of work as only I could
be in seeing many of my former students who still keep in contact with me.My days as a middle
school counselor were long and tireless but very enjoyable and rewarding, from sunrise to
sunset.SunriseDriving to work in the early morning hours gives me a chance to enjoy my
serenity and reflect on what I have to do for the day.Sometimes what I think I have to do isn’t
actually what I end up doing.You know the old saying, “The best laid plans can go awry,” or
something like that.Well, I enjoy my drive and get to see the freshness of the day many others
don’t get to see at that early morning hour.The sight of the morning dew and the energy and
pulse of the city are just awakening, although as I drive to work I know very well that there are
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after I arrive at school, as many of my students’ parents, or parents of other students, are calling
in the absences of their child from school.Oh, I get a few complaints or concerns about their
child’s work performance, but mostly the conversation is quite pleasant in the morning.A few
students start drifting in and sit in my office at that early morning hour, as they commute from the
country to attend our school, and they usually come in with a smile and a doughnut which I
honestly say, without any selfishness, I thoroughly enjoy and appreciate, as that sugar gives me
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settles in the cloudless sky, I brace myself for another day of self-fulfillment as I thoroughly enjoy
seeing the faces of my students with that eagerness for learning.And so it begins: another day in
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humid day in April, she was a lonely figure, looking grim and depressed, standing at the



entrance to my office.The morning bell had just rung, and the kids mingling in the counselor’s
office and crowding the hallway had conditionally disappeared, giving me relief from a morning
usually interrupted by constant chatter and screams of delight among the kids greeting each
other.This ritual usually occurred thirty minutes before school started, and I had always
conditioned myself to be oblivious to the sounds of human nature.When the morning bell rang, it
brought me instant peace and serenity in a maddening crowd of students.Usually, I can take a
deep breath and enjoy this moment of silence before I begin my day addressing student-teacher
issues, reports, conferences, counseling sessions, student behavior, individual problems,
parental issues, and administrative concerns.But on this morning, she stood there, almost
surreal, staring directly at me.Sandi was a short, little stocky girl with a wide, expressive mouth.
When she talked, she quivered in her sentences, and so, this morning as she entered my office
and sat down in one of my tattered leather chairs that was typical of the furniture in my office,
tears welled in her eyes and started to run her eyeshadow down her face.As amusing as it
looked and tired as I might have been, I leaned over and handed her a Kleenex. She wiped her
eyes, revealing an expression filled with fear and anxiety.“Mister, I…I need to tell you
something….” Her voice quivered with emotion and tears once again filled her eyes. Through
this emotional wetland, she told me what I didn’t want to hear, especially coming from a ninth
grader in intermediate school.It was my worst fear, because I knew it would become a problem
that not only would weigh me down, but take up my whole day -- and that didn’t include what
was usually in store for me the rest of the day, what with parents calling me up concerning their
child’s behavior or teachers referring students to my office for their juvenile and idiotic behavior
in the classroom. Through all of this, I knew I had to somehow focus on this one student and
help her to help herself, but I knew it wasn’t going to be easy nor pleasant. As I focused on her I
really wanted to scream, but I leaned forward and calmly reassured Sandi that whatever she
wanted to tell me, I would help her to resolve her problem.Could it be peers or friends snubbing
her? Or her parents scolding her for something she probably would tell me wasn’t her fault? Or
she and her boyfriend had a fight and he was not talking to her? Whatever it was, I knew I could
deal with it until she revealed her problem, which caught me unexpectedly.“Mister,” she said,
tears running down her face, “I think I’m pregnant.”That one word…that one dreaded word that
was taboo for all counselors to face -- yet here I was confronted with one of my students telling
me she was pregnant. Thoughts of futility were running rampant through my mind. How was I to
address this problem which was beginning to be another problem? She continued to
speak.“Mister…I’m afraid to go home because my mom doesn’t know yet.”“WHAT ARE YOU
TELLING ME, SANDI?! How long have you been pregnant -- and are you sure you’re pregnant?”
I rapidly fired back at her out of frustration.Having known the mom because of other problems
Sandi had in school and outside of the home, I knew why the mom didn’t know of her daughter’s
pregnancy. because Sandi was definitely afraid to tell her mom, but when Sandi informed me
that she was three months pregnant I was visibly upset and told her that I would call her mom
and break the news to her.Sandi was adamantly reluctant at first, but after several minutes of



persuasion and reassuring her that her mom would not hit or abuse her, Sandi relented but
made it clear that she didn’t want to be in the office when I broke the news to her mother.With
much anxiety I called Sandi’s mother at work, and as the phone started ringing, I was going
through a daze of emotions about what I would say, or how would I break the news. I wondered
whether she would scream or yell at me or at her daughter, or how angry -- rightfully so -- she
would become when I broke the news to her.“Mrs. Oshiro, this is Mister, Sandi’s counselor, and I
really need to talk to you in my office because something urgent has come up that involves your
daughter and I really need to confer with you right away.”“Mister, do you know I’m at work? Can
this wait until after school or during my lunch period?”“I’m sorry, Mrs. Oshiro, and I apologize for
interrupting you at work, but it’s really urgent that I see you in my office -- and if need be, I will
speak to your boss to get permission for you to leave work.”“It really must be important for you to
be asking me to leave work, Mister. What did she do in school? Did she get into a fight or have a
problem with her teachers?”“No. No, Mrs. Oshiro, this is a personal problem, and it does involve
you.”“Ok, Mister, can I be there in an hour?”I replied, “No problem. I really appreciate it,” and
hung up with a sigh of relief.Hanging up I was now confronted with the problem of how to break
the news to Sandi’s mom – what would her reaction be to me or to her daughter? A mixture of
emotions ran through my mind and I knew this had to be done diplomatically, but what of Sandi?
How would she be able to go home? I didn’t have to live with them, so it was easy for me to
reveal the problem for Sandi, but she had to be the one to go home with her mom eventually…or
would that become another problem, where she didn’t want to go home?Oh no, I never thought
of that! I called Sandi back into my office and informed her that her mom would be coming to the
school within an hour. As I looked at her expression, there definitely was a sense of fear, and as
tears began to fill her eyes, I handed her my box of Kleenex…that box of savior that has wiped
away countless tears from students commiserating with me over their problems in my office. To
say the least, that there were countless noses blown and running noses to contend with, also,
that could easily be a distraction in any intimate conference, but it gave me a break sometimes
to gather my thoughts as these students went through this box of tears.“Sandi, when your mom
gets here, do you think you would want to go home with your mom? Don’t worry, cause I can get
you an excuse for the day, because I don’t think you can handle the school day.”“Mister, can’t I
just stay in your office the whole day?”“Well, let’s see how this meeting turns out, okay, Sandi?
Don’t worry, we’ll work it out together.”As I was talking to Sandi, three students came to my office
that were kicked out of their homeroom because this was the third time they had come to school
late and the teacher could not tolerate their excessive tardiness to class.Rollo was, as his
nickname implied, a rotund boy who had rather soft features, but with a smile that could kill a cat.
Evidently his teacher was simply disgusted with his constant lack of responsibility. Felix, on the
other hand, was like a cat who could be sly and cunning, but also had a wide grin that could just
irritate the heck out of anyone -- but he was someone that you just had to like which, of course,
was not what was agreeable to his teacher. Then there was Mario, who was short, but a flashy
dresser; he could be charming, suave, and debonair with everyone that came in contact with



him, but his charm was definitely lost on his teacher, and she was just fed up with all three boys
trying to “sweet talk” their way out of detention because of their constant tardiness to school or
class.All three boys were of Filipino descent, and much as I hate to label anyone, all belonged to
the S.B. group on campus: a group of boys that had a reputation outside of school for being on
drugs or possessing drugs. But these were only allegations made by their peers on campus,
although a member of the HPD did come to the school and informed us to beware of this group,
as they could be pushing illegal substances on campus.“Well, what the hell are you folks doing
here again?” I yelled out of frustration.“Aw, Mister, the teacher didn’t give us a chance! We just
stepped in the class when the tardy bell rang and then she just sent us to your office. She always
picks on us. C’mon, Mister, give us a break!” Mario responded, trying to be cool in his
remarks.“Here, you see this?” I uttered to them, holding up my fist. “This is what you’re going to
get if you continue to be tardy. Get the picture? All three of you clowns are coming in Saturday
morning at 6 a.m. You hear me?! I said 6 a.m. sharp, and you damn well better be here at 6 a.m.
and not one minute later or you’ll be with me the whole day scrubbing the sidewalk. Get the
picture? Now get the hell out of my office, and when you return to your homeroom you better
apologize to the teacher and not be late again. YES or NO?”“Yes, Mister, it won’t happen again,”
all three clowns replied in unison.“Yeah, right, it better not OR ELSE! Okay, GET OUT OF
HERE!”Just as the students were leaving the office, Mrs. Oshiro appeared, looking rather
distraught and perturbed -- and rightfully so, but I reassured her to relax and have a seat in my
office.Sandi appeared at the front of my office and stood by the door with tears in her eyes.I
asked her to come in, but she refused.“Sandi, get in here,” her mother said urgently, and in an
irritated and disgusted voice yelled out to her daughter. Sandi refused to enter the office and
said she would rather remain outside while I talked to her mother. I told Mrs. Oshio it would be
okay, so I closed the door and began to explain what the problem was to a very anxious and
curious mother.“Mrs. Oshiro, thank you so much for coming this morning. Really appreciate it,
but I wouldn’t have called you if I didn’t think it was important and to tell you the truth. I really
don’t know where to begin, but you have to try to understand where your daughter is coming
from, okay?”Mrs. Oshiro gave me a silent glare that made me nervous because I had no way to
know how she would react to me or her daughter when I eventually would reveal the
problem.“Your daughter came to me early this morning with tears in her eyes and revealed to me
that she got into a problem with her boyfriend, and that for the past three months she was afraid
to say anything to you -- so she couldn’t take it, and came to me for help this morning.“Really,
Mrs. Oshiro, it was quite a surprise that your daughter came to me because I rarely see your
daughter when she’s in school, as her friends always came to me for help but she rarely came
with her friends to my office.“Anyway, Mrs. Oshiro, it really hurts me to say this, but your daughter
is afraid of you and that’s why the problem she has was never revealed to anyone until now.
Please try to understand where Sandi is coming from, okay?”“Mister, what’s wrong?” Sandi’s
mother asked out of frustration.“Mrs. Oshiro, it’s really difficult for me to say this, and I know it’s
going to hurt you -- but your daughter is pregnant.”There was a momentary period of silence as



the mom lowered her head and for a few minutes no sound was uttered, but then she looked at
me directly and said, “HOW LONG, MISTER, HOW LONG HAS SHE BEEN
PREGNANT?”While I was engaged in this conference, Sandi was standing outside my glass
door, and I could see tears coming down her face.I knew she was standing there with nervous
apprehension, not really knowing how her mom was going to react, and I saw that fear as she
stood there with her eyes fixed on her mom’s expression.“Mrs. Oshiro, Sandi said she had it
confirmed at the Kalihi-Palama Clinic three months ago, but she was too afraid to say anything to
you.”“How long, Mister?”“Sandi said it was three months ago.”In a rather subdued voice, Sandi’s
mother asked, “What do you want me to do?”“Mrs. Oshiro, it’s important that Sandi be given a lot
of love and support, because she’s going through a really stressful period right now. What I can
do is contact Susannah Community Agency and assign a social worker to work with you and
Sandi, but it’s so important that you embrace your daughter -- because she’s so afraid of you,
and even afraid to go home with you.”Another momentary silence, and Mrs. Oshiro finally
replied, “Mister, I understand where you’re coming from, but why didn’t she just tell me? I wasn’t
going to hurt her or get angry with her. Why, Mister? Why didn’t she just say something? I would
have helped her.”Lost in this brief conversation was the fact that Sandi was no more that two or
three feet away, separated only by a door that led to her private hell, as I would like to describe it;
but in my inner sanctum was the leading character that would play a major role in resolving this
problem and saving me some time for my other idiots that I would have to contend with the rest
of the day.“Mrs. Oshiro, to be honest with you, it’s easier said than done. You’re in my office now,
so what you say is not necessarily what you would have said if she had come to you earlier. Your
daughter is very afraid of you, and you know there have been brief moments where there was
tension between you two, so you have to put yourself in her place, okay?“I know what you say is
what you mean, but Sandi would have a difficult time believing it because of what she’s been
through -- and now with this problem, please don’t hold it against her, because now is the time
she needs you the most. And I mean she really needs you the most, but she doesn’t know how
to handle the problem or what she’s going to do now.“You know, Mrs. Oshiro, she even said
she’s afraid to go home today; if you love your daughter, I need you to reassure her that you’re
here for her, and that she can count on you for the love and comfort she needs. As your
daughter’s counselor, I’m really counting on you, but you have to be honest with me because if
you don’t think you can handle this, you have to let me know now.”Just when I finished talking to
Sandi’s mom, I saw the security outside my door holding one of my students, who was getting
agitated with the security.“Excuse me, Mrs. Oshiro, just one moment.”I opened my door and saw
Liza, a physically attractive, fair-skinned, Portuguese-Hawaiian girl of medium build, being held
firmly by the school security because she was being belligerent and had to be restrained. I
asked the security what happened and he informed me that her math teacher wanted her out of
class because of her constant disruption talking to other students, and she just couldn’t tolerate
Liza’s presence in class anymore.“Get your hands off me!” Liza was yelling at the security. As
she was pulling away from the security, she spat in his face, and that’s when I physically grabbed



her cheeks and yelled at her.“WHAT THE HELL DID YOU JUST DO? YOU IDIOT! TRY THAT
AGAIN! GO AHEAD! SPIT AT ME! GO AHEAD, YOU IDIOT! SPIT AT THOMAS AGAIN!!
C’MON, YOU JACKASS! GET IN THE CONFERENCE ROOM, NOW!”Thomas took Liza and
had her wait in the conference room adjacent to the counselor’s office.I apologized to Mrs.
Oshiro and immediately grabbed my telephone and started calling for Liza’s mom to come to the
school for a conference.As the phone was ringing, there was a report of a fight on campus
involving my ninth grade students, but the security said they would have it under control, as the
two boys were being brought to the front office to the vice principal’s office, for disciplinary
action.“Hello, Mrs. Carvalho, this is Mister.” Liza’s mom answered the phone and was quite upset
that I had called, knowing that her daughter was once again being a problem in school.“What is
it now, Mister?” Liza’s mom remarked curtly.I proceeded to inform her of what had happened,
and asked if we could meet to decide on a plan of action concerning her daughter’s status in
school.Mrs. Carvalho agreed to come to the school for a conference, but was definitely agitated
and upset about her daughter’s behavior.In the meantime, Mrs. Oshiro was sitting patiently
observing what was occurring, and I was observing her facial expression, which quietly showed
a forlorn look of disgust with her daughter. She was subtly hiding it from me, not wanting to show
any negative expression that might make her look guilty about her daughter’s lack of
communication with her.Turning to Sandi’s mother, I remarked, “Mrs. Oshiro, I really need your
help in helping your daughter. Now, if you think you might have a difficult time with Sandi, please
let me get you folks a social worker to help with the situation at home.”Mrs. Oshiro politely
declined the offer and asked if she could have Sandi come into the office so she could talk with
her.I stared at Mrs. Oshiro for a few moments and decided that maybe it was in Sandi’s best
interest to come in and confer with her mother in my presence.I went outside to talk with Sandi
and reassure her that her mother was very sad and really wanted to make amends with her, if
she would allow herself to open up to her mother.Sandi agreed and came with me into my office
and started crying.Mrs. Oshiro took her daughter’s hand and held it, and Sandi started sobbing
even more as the tears were really running down her face, with intermittent blowing of her nose.

How would she be able to go home? I didn’t have to live with them, so it was easy for me to
reveal the problem for Sandi, but she had to be the one to go home with her mom eventually…or
would that become another problem, where she didn’t want to go home?Oh no, I never thought
of that! I called Sandi back into my office and informed her that her mom would be coming to the
school within an hour. As I looked at her expression, there definitely was a sense of fear, and as
tears began to fill her eyes, I handed her my box of Kleenex…that box of savior that has wiped
away countless tears from students commiserating with me over their problems in my office. To
say the least, that there were countless noses blown and running noses to contend with, also,
that could easily be a distraction in any intimate conference, but it gave me a break sometimes
to gather my thoughts as these students went through this box of tears.“Sandi, when your mom
gets here, do you think you would want to go home with your mom? Don’t worry, cause I can get



you an excuse for the day, because I don’t think you can handle the school day.”“Mister, can’t I
just stay in your office the whole day?”“Well, let’s see how this meeting turns out, okay, Sandi?
Don’t worry, we’ll work it out together.”As I was talking to Sandi, three students came to my office
that were kicked out of their homeroom because this was the third time they had come to school
late and the teacher could not tolerate their excessive tardiness to class.Rollo was, as his
nickname implied, a rotund boy who had rather soft features, but with a smile that could kill a cat.
Evidently his teacher was simply disgusted with his constant lack of responsibility. Felix, on the
other hand, was like a cat who could be sly and cunning, but also had a wide grin that could just
irritate the heck out of anyone -- but he was someone that you just had to like which, of course,
was not what was agreeable to his teacher. Then there was Mario, who was short, but a flashy
dresser; he could be charming, suave, and debonair with everyone that came in contact with
him, but his charm was definitely lost on his teacher, and she was just fed up with all three boys
trying to “sweet talk” their way out of detention because of their constant tardiness to school or
class.All three boys were of Filipino descent, and much as I hate to label anyone, all belonged to
the S.B. group on campus: a group of boys that had a reputation outside of school for being on
drugs or possessing drugs. But these were only allegations made by their peers on campus,
although a member of the HPD did come to the school and informed us to beware of this group,
as they could be pushing illegal substances on campus.“Well, what the hell are you folks doing
here again?” I yelled out of frustration.“Aw, Mister, the teacher didn’t give us a chance! We just
stepped in the class when the tardy bell rang and then she just sent us to your office. She always
picks on us. C’mon, Mister, give us a break!” Mario responded, trying to be cool in his
remarks.“Here, you see this?” I uttered to them, holding up my fist. “This is what you’re going to
get if you continue to be tardy. Get the picture? All three of you clowns are coming in Saturday
morning at 6 a.m. You hear me?! I said 6 a.m. sharp, and you damn well better be here at 6 a.m.
and not one minute later or you’ll be with me the whole day scrubbing the sidewalk. Get the
picture? Now get the hell out of my office, and when you return to your homeroom you better
apologize to the teacher and not be late again. YES or NO?”“Yes, Mister, it won’t happen again,”
all three clowns replied in unison.“Yeah, right, it better not OR ELSE! Okay, GET OUT OF
HERE!”Just as the students were leaving the office, Mrs. Oshiro appeared, looking rather
distraught and perturbed -- and rightfully so, but I reassured her to relax and have a seat in my
office.Sandi appeared at the front of my office and stood by the door with tears in her eyes.I
asked her to come in, but she refused.“Sandi, get in here,” her mother said urgently, and in an
irritated and disgusted voice yelled out to her daughter. Sandi refused to enter the office and
said she would rather remain outside while I talked to her mother. I told Mrs. Oshio it would be
okay, so I closed the door and began to explain what the problem was to a very anxious and
curious mother.“Mrs. Oshiro, thank you so much for coming this morning. Really appreciate it,
but I wouldn’t have called you if I didn’t think it was important and to tell you the truth. I really
don’t know where to begin, but you have to try to understand where your daughter is coming
from, okay?”Mrs. Oshiro gave me a silent glare that made me nervous because I had no way to



know how she would react to me or her daughter when I eventually would reveal the
problem.“Your daughter came to me early this morning with tears in her eyes and revealed to me
that she got into a problem with her boyfriend, and that for the past three months she was afraid
to say anything to you -- so she couldn’t take it, and came to me for help this morning.“Really,
Mrs. Oshiro, it was quite a surprise that your daughter came to me because I rarely see your
daughter when she’s in school, as her friends always came to me for help but she rarely came
with her friends to my office.“Anyway, Mrs. Oshiro, it really hurts me to say this, but your daughter
is afraid of you and that’s why the problem she has was never revealed to anyone until now.
Please try to understand where Sandi is coming from, okay?”“Mister, what’s wrong?” Sandi’s
mother asked out of frustration.“Mrs. Oshiro, it’s really difficult for me to say this, and I know it’s
going to hurt you -- but your daughter is pregnant.”There was a momentary period of silence as
the mom lowered her head and for a few minutes no sound was uttered, but then she looked at
me directly and said, “HOW LONG, MISTER, HOW LONG HAS SHE BEEN
PREGNANT?”While I was engaged in this conference, Sandi was standing outside my glass
door, and I could see tears coming down her face.I knew she was standing there with nervous
apprehension, not really knowing how her mom was going to react, and I saw that fear as she
stood there with her eyes fixed on her mom’s expression.“Mrs. Oshiro, Sandi said she had it
confirmed at the Kalihi-Palama Clinic three months ago, but she was too afraid to say anything to
you.”“How long, Mister?”“Sandi said it was three months ago.”In a rather subdued voice, Sandi’s
mother asked, “What do you want me to do?”“Mrs. Oshiro, it’s important that Sandi be given a lot
of love and support, because she’s going through a really stressful period right now. What I can
do is contact Susannah Community Agency and assign a social worker to work with you and
Sandi, but it’s so important that you embrace your daughter -- because she’s so afraid of you,
and even afraid to go home with you.”Another momentary silence, and Mrs. Oshiro finally
replied, “Mister, I understand where you’re coming from, but why didn’t she just tell me? I wasn’t
going to hurt her or get angry with her. Why, Mister? Why didn’t she just say something? I would
have helped her.”Lost in this brief conversation was the fact that Sandi was no more that two or
three feet away, separated only by a door that led to her private hell, as I would like to describe it;
but in my inner sanctum was the leading character that would play a major role in resolving this
problem and saving me some time for my other idiots that I would have to contend with the rest
of the day.“Mrs. Oshiro, to be honest with you, it’s easier said than done. You’re in my office now,
so what you say is not necessarily what you would have said if she had come to you earlier. Your
daughter is very afraid of you, and you know there have been brief moments where there was
tension between you two, so you have to put yourself in her place, okay?“I know what you say is
what you mean, but Sandi would have a difficult time believing it because of what she’s been
through -- and now with this problem, please don’t hold it against her, because now is the time
she needs you the most. And I mean she really needs you the most, but she doesn’t know how
to handle the problem or what she’s going to do now.“You know, Mrs. Oshiro, she even said
she’s afraid to go home today; if you love your daughter, I need you to reassure her that you’re



here for her, and that she can count on you for the love and comfort she needs. As your
daughter’s counselor, I’m really counting on you, but you have to be honest with me because if
you don’t think you can handle this, you have to let me know now.”Just when I finished talking to
Sandi’s mom, I saw the security outside my door holding one of my students, who was getting
agitated with the security.“Excuse me, Mrs. Oshiro, just one moment.”I opened my door and saw
Liza, a physically attractive, fair-skinned, Portuguese-Hawaiian girl of medium build, being held
firmly by the school security because she was being belligerent and had to be restrained. I
asked the security what happened and he informed me that her math teacher wanted her out of
class because of her constant disruption talking to other students, and she just couldn’t tolerate
Liza’s presence in class anymore.“Get your hands off me!” Liza was yelling at the security. As
she was pulling away from the security, she spat in his face, and that’s when I physically grabbed
her cheeks and yelled at her.“WHAT THE HELL DID YOU JUST DO? YOU IDIOT! TRY THAT
AGAIN! GO AHEAD! SPIT AT ME! GO AHEAD, YOU IDIOT! SPIT AT THOMAS AGAIN!!
C’MON, YOU JACKASS! GET IN THE CONFERENCE ROOM, NOW!”Thomas took Liza and
had her wait in the conference room adjacent to the counselor’s office.I apologized to Mrs.
Oshiro and immediately grabbed my telephone and started calling for Liza’s mom to come to the
school for a conference.As the phone was ringing, there was a report of a fight on campus
involving my ninth grade students, but the security said they would have it under control, as the
two boys were being brought to the front office to the vice principal’s office, for disciplinary
action.“Hello, Mrs. Carvalho, this is Mister.” Liza’s mom answered the phone and was quite upset
that I had called, knowing that her daughter was once again being a problem in school.“What is
it now, Mister?” Liza’s mom remarked curtly.I proceeded to inform her of what had happened,
and asked if we could meet to decide on a plan of action concerning her daughter’s status in
school.Mrs. Carvalho agreed to come to the school for a conference, but was definitely agitated
and upset about her daughter’s behavior.In the meantime, Mrs. Oshiro was sitting patiently
observing what was occurring, and I was observing her facial expression, which quietly showed
a forlorn look of disgust with her daughter. She was subtly hiding it from me, not wanting to show
any negative expression that might make her look guilty about her daughter’s lack of
communication with her.Turning to Sandi’s mother, I remarked, “Mrs. Oshiro, I really need your
help in helping your daughter. Now, if you think you might have a difficult time with Sandi, please
let me get you folks a social worker to help with the situation at home.”Mrs. Oshiro politely
declined the offer and asked if she could have Sandi come into the office so she could talk with
her.I stared at Mrs. Oshiro for a few moments and decided that maybe it was in Sandi’s best
interest to come in and confer with her mother in my presence.I went outside to talk with Sandi
and reassure her that her mother was very sad and really wanted to make amends with her, if
she would allow herself to open up to her mother.Sandi agreed and came with me into my office
and started crying.Mrs. Oshiro took her daughter’s hand and held it, and Sandi started sobbing
even more as the tears were really running down her face, with intermittent blowing of her
nose.“Honey, why didn’t you tell me? You know I would have helped you. You didn’t have to be



afraid of anything.”Sandi didn’t respond, but continued crying and blowing her nose with the torn
Kleenex.Mrs. Oshiro got closer to her daughter, who suddenly started to pull away; this made
the mother quite irritated.“What’s wrong? I’m not going to hurt you. I already told Mister that I
would help you, but I really need you to meet me halfway. Can you do that for me, Sandi?”Sandi
only continued sobbing when her mother said, “Mister, can I take my daughter
home?”Immediately, Sandi started shaking her head in a frenzied motion, indicating to me that
she didn’t want to go with her mom.Now my irritation was getting to me and I really wanted to
resolve this problem quickly, but I knew it would try my patience, so I tried to reason with Sandi
that her mother reassured me that nothing would happen at home and, if she wanted, she could
call me after she talked with her mother.Sandi looked at me in a dazed state and nodded
approvingly, whereupon I leaned back in my chair in the relieved mode of a conquering hero and
remarked to Sandi that everything would work itself out.After several more minutes of Sandi’s
tears wetting my chair and floor -- which I envisioned would become an asset in cleaning the
office -- Mrs. Oshiro held Sandi’s hand and proceeded to stand up with Sandi.I got out of my
chair and hugged both Mrs. Oshiro and Sandi, and reassured both that I would be here to help
them out in any way I could to help resolve the crisis. Mrs. Oshiro thanked me and once again
declined my offer to get a social worker to address this problem. Before leaving, Sandi hugged
me, wet tears and all, and thanked me and said she would call me from home. I reassured Sandi
that I would make it a point to either make a home visit or call to see if everything was all right at
home.Mrs. Oshiro then led Sandi out of my office, and with a certain sigh of relief I literally fell
backward in my chair, only to be reminded that my pain in the neck student, Liza, was in the
conference room and her mother was on her way to school.Giving me no time to gather my
thoughts, Mrs. Carvalho walked right into my office and started to demand in a loud and raucous
shrill voice, “WHAT THE HELL IS THE SCHOOL GOING TO DO TO HELP MY DAUGHTER
HELP HERSELF?”“Mrs. Carvalho, do you know that your daughter spat on the security?”“WHAT,
WHERE’S THAT BITCH NOW?” she angrily shouted, quickly glancing around the counselor’s
office till she saw her daughter in the conference room.“COME HERE, YOU BITCH!” Liza’s mom
uttered in a rather staccato voice.Liza immediately backed away from the glass door of the
conference room as her mother started opening the door, but the security prevented her from
going after her daughter.I hastily and reluctantly got up and restrained Liza’s mom; I brought her
back into my office, and sat her down rather abruptly.Irritated, I informed the mom that I was not
going to tolerate this type of parental behavior.Mrs. Carvalho gave me a cold stare and
proceeded to calm down.I asked the security to bring Liza in the room and informed both that I
would not tolerate any nonsensical behavior as, if need be, I would definitely call the police on
either one of them for harassment or disorderly conduct.Of course, what I just said was out of
disgust for both of them, especially Liza for taking up my time for her stupid and childish
behavior. I was in no mood to tolerate either parent or daughter but, being a professional, I had
to compose my demeanor in conferring with both of them, even though it would try my
patience.“Would you like to tell me what happened in the classroom?” I asked Liza, looking



straight into her eyes, and she sensed by my cold and intimidating look that I was in no mood for
any lighthearted excuses.“Mister, I tell you I just can’t stand her…she’s always screaming and
yelling at us when we come up and ask for help. Even when we try to listen, I have a hard time
understanding what she says because she speaks fast, and whenever someone raises their
hand to ask a question, she puts them down and tells them to pay attention more closely -- and
when I ask or say something about the work or homework, she’s always yelling at me.“I just can’t
stand her, and Mister, I’m really trying but I’M SO DAMM DISGUSTED, I JUST HATE HER SO
DAMM MUCH, do you understand where I’m coming from? CAN’T YOU JUST SWITCH ME TO
ANOTHER TEACHER! I promise if you switch me, I’ll behave, I promise you, Mister.”I looked at
Liza and for the first time I saw a sincere honesty in her tone, unlike previous times when she
was referred to my office where she was just defiant and disobedient. But this look and pleading
in her voice really touched me.“Liza, can you just give me this one option of meeting with the
teacher and maybe we can schedule a parent conference and go over your concerns with the
teacher? You really have legitimate concerns and I think the teacher should be aware of this and
then maybe we can start all over again.”“Mister, you just don’t understand. She’s going to be all
goody-goody in the conference and after a few days, she’s going to be her self again like a
DAMM WITCH!”“Liza, I’m not going to tolerate that kind of attitude. First things first, and I hate to
see you take the easy way with a program change. Why didn’t you let me know about this earlier
so I could have talked to her about your concerns and the other students’ concerns if it was
really happening in the classroom?”“I don’t know, Mister. I’m sorry and I know I acted like an
asshole…”“Liza!”“I’m sorry, Mister. Mom, I’m sorry but I really don’t think this is going to help --
but if Mister wants to schedule it, let’s go ahead with it.”Mrs. Carvalho was moved by her
daughter’s sudden change of temperament and so was I, but I had gone through this type of
mood change with previous students, so I wasn’t going to be duped by some adolescent…you
know…adolescents with these types of mood changes, as they say, happen quite frequently in
middle school.Damm this middle school. I wondered if those idiots in that ivory tower really knew
what the hell is a middle school.What about these teachers? I didn’t think any of them really
knew what the hell is the purpose of a middle school.This really made me sick. All these
resource people, state people, administrators -- did they actually know what the hell is the intent
and purpose of a middle school?What made me even more damn frustrated is the district and
state people who sit in their air-conditioned offices and probably have no clue as to what the true
concept of a middle school is all about, but what the hell. I just a got couple more years before I
retire, and I’ll just put up with this crap until then.Damn, it’s so frustrating!As I gathered my
thoughts, Mrs. Carvalho asked me to please call her when the conference was confirmed, and
she would definitely attend to help resolve any problems with her daughter and teacher.“Liza,
just stay with me for the remainder of the period, and I’ll call the teacher to send down your
homework and, at the same time, schedule the conference as soon as possible -- like tomorrow
morning, if I can. Ok?”Liza seemed resigned and her demeanor had changed for the better. She
apologized, but still insisted that the teacher wouldn’t change.Anyway, I told Liza to just cool it in



the conference room while I called the teacher at the end of class.This was no pleasant task,
trying to mediate personal differences between a teacher and student/parent, because both
parties will always think you’re taking sides. But many times, if a teacher is amenable to
cooperation just to make it easier on the situation, then you can really come out smelling like a
rose.Anyway, instead of calling the teacher, I decided to walk over to her classroom, if only to
relieve the morning stress from dealing with what happened earlier.Mrs. Take was one of the
senior teachers at the school, having been a teacher for over thirty years, and I knew I was in a
delicate position, trying to explain to her about the conference without being biased on either
side.As I approached the classroom, I heard a student loudly talking back to the teacher that the
class was boring, and conveying to the teacher to just please shut up and not talk too much.
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Randall Ng, “Middle School Counselor's Tough Love With His Students. Highly recommended
for all middle school teachers and counselors and even high school counselors in working and
addressing students above and beyond the normal constraints of one's responsibility in helping
the students to be the best they can be within their local culture.”

Robert G Yokoyama, “This is a candid biography about a noble profession.. Hawaiian Sunrise to
Sunset is a biography about a noble profession. The profession is public school counselor. It is a
challenging occupation filled with rewards and frustrations. Randall Ng spent over three decades
as a middle school counselor in a poor part of Honolulu called Kalihi. I work in this part of
Honolulu. The places he describes are familiar to me. He writes about the problems of teenage
pregnancy, gang violence. He also writes about the problem of truancy. A middle school
counselor is often a surrogate father to students. Ng shares the experience of being a surrogate
father to a young girl whose parents died right in front of her very eyes. Ng's relationship with this
girl is very touching.Ng is an educator who taught his students the lesson of gratitude and
compassion. He shares the experience of taking his students on a field trip to see severely
physical disabled students. I have seen people like this personally, so it is nothing new to me.
Ng's descriptions are vivid though.Ng offers several suggestions on how to improve public
education in Hawaii. His suggestions are sensible and interesting. I like the idea of reducing
class size. His belief that discipline begins at home, and that it should be reinforced in the class
room is something I absolutely believe in. Hawaiian Sunrise to Sunset is a candid biography
about public school counseling.”

The book by Robin Roberts has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 4 people have provided feedback.
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