
Jackson Lee, Class of 1959, A Very Involved Graduate From 
Farrington High School 

As remembered by Audrey Kagawa 
 
I met Jackson in the Farrington High School newswriting room where he worked 
on the school newspaper, The Governor, and I worked on the yearbook, Ke 
Kiaaina. There were times when we worked until the evenings to finish our pages.  
Those nights were more memorable when we looked forward to eating saimin 
after working hard to meet our deadlines. 
After graduating from Farrington High School in 1959, Jackson attended the 
University of Hawaii and majored in education, and thereafter ventured to 
teaching secondary students.  
As a teacher, Jackson’s philosophy was always, “we need to get ahead”.  After his 
teaching career, he found work in the insurance field with Aetna. Sometimes he 
would tell me stories about how he would talk to his upper supervisors to change 
a system, or to be sure that everything functioned without any problems. He flew 
extensively for his work since he was in charge of the South Pacific region. 
During his young days he wanted to be a roller derby skater, ha, ha.. and a 
wrestler. That must have been a joke to all of us. 
 
Farrington Alumni and Community Foundation 
Jackson was an active member of the Foundation with more than six years of 
serving on the board. He was a Benefactor member of the Foundation and 
donated thousands of dollars for the annual scholarship for Farrington High 
School graduates, year after year. In 2015 he was chosen as the Alumni of the 
Year for all his active participation and generosity for Farrington High School 
students and the community. 
 
His Generosity 
Jack was such a generous person and very wise. He planned to take some special 
students in the band to visit the island of Hawaii and introduce them to the island 
where I lived. 
I had a grand time helping him and the students he brought with the band 
instructor, Charlie Regua, and a support team.  
 
He recycled bottles and cans received from anyone who gave to him, including 
people he meet in parks and stores.  He would pack it in his car, go to the recycle 



plant, get his money, and save it to support this special trip to Hawaii island with 
the students. 
I know most of the money to support this trip with 20+ students, rental of two 
vans and six condo rooms, and food for the chaperones and students, came from 
Jack’s pocket. 
Because he wanted to not only entertain, but also to educate all the special band 
students who were  trying to progress themselves in school, he asked all the 
chaperones to give a talk about their careers.  Nice guy. 
He asked me if we could take the students around the island, and so we did.  We 
went from Hilo to Waikoloa, to Kona, to Kau, and to Punaluu.  When we stopped 
in Punaluu, it was Mother’s Day.  Punaluu Bakery had a special sale on their guava 
and taro breads, buy one, get one free.  The whole gang bought out all the bread 
on the shelves, and some from the kitchen.  Wow, it was a win-win for all!  The 
students enjoyed making the purchase, Punaluu Bakery sold all of their bread, and 
mothers received bread for Mother’s Day.   
We then went to Punaluu Beach Park to see the turtles and beautiful black sand 
beach. While at Volcano, the students were taught how to stomp on the floor to 
cause the seismograph to jump and record an earthquake. 
Jackson took us to his friend’s ginger farm where he received boxes of ginger.  
Since Jack was involved with a small bazaar at Farrington High School, he decided 
to sell the ginger there and use the money to give to all the school activities he 
supported.  What a guy! 
Another time, we had gone to Mauna Kea State Park with the band group and 
there was a guy with a truck full of sweet potatoes.  This gentleman told the 
students to help themselves and take some home.  We had sweet potatoes 
coming out of our ears.  We had so much fun trying to empty the truck of the 
sweet potatoes.  I took some to boil and served it as part of our dinner.  Everyone 
just loved it. 
 
When we arrived in Keaau and Hilo, we had dinner, and Jack treated everyone 
there.  At another one of our group meals, we went to a place where they served 
the “Super Saimin”.  Jack told us that if we ordered the “Super Saimin” and ate it 
all, even the soup, he would pay for the meal!  Several of us tried but no one ever 
finished the “Super Saimin”, so I had them take home the left over noodles 
without the soup to finish on the plane back to Honolulu.   
Wow, did I enjoy the fun and closeness we all developed while taking this special 
trip.  I enjoyed Jack in Hilo because he appreciated all the places we talked about 



as well as new places I introduced to him and the students.  He bought a lot of 
goodies from Hilo to bring home and brag about our trip. 
He later shared with me that he wanted to have cohesiveness between the 
football players and the band students, so he sponsored a Thanksgiving dinner 
with students from both the band and football team for a nice feast, all thanks to 
Jackson’s kind heart.  What a guy! 
 
Reunions 
We planned reunions and still remember the crazy nights which went on and on 
with tons of laughter and chats of the old times in school. 
But one reunion was the most memorable.  Jack asked me to plan our 70th 
birthday reunion, and I got everyone involved.  It was set up with a $70.00 
registration fee for seven days of fun.  Everything was planned around the 
number seven. 
We asked seven different racial groups to plan dinner and a program for the 
seven nights.  So for seven nights, we had seven different ethnic food and 
entertainment.  It was so much fun having different racial groups provide dinner 
and program for the seven nights.    
One of the highlights was Jack and his Chinese group presentation.  We had roast 
pig for dinner… a whole roasted pig… crispy and ono, with other tasty Chinese 
dishes.  For entertainment, the Chinese group came with an old Chinese man, 
(Jackson) ringing his chimes and a lion made of a decorated box, asking for $$ for 
his mouth, followed by a Chinese sexy babe, and clearly, the rule was Do Not 
Touch!  Ha ha! 
 
But as usual, every night we made time for all of us to work the machines or the 
gambling tables.  Jackson would always be found at the craps table.  Money, if we 
made any, was used to pay for food or tips. 
So that was my greatest memory for the class of ’59 with Jack heading the fun.  I 
miss him, and so do all his classmates, for he was the connection to all the 
activities with the class of ’59. 
 
Aloha, Jack.  Before you know it, we will meet again, wherever you are. 
 
Audrey Kagawa 
 
 



 


