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To the reader

Childhood memories are hard to keep in proper sequence.   Thus, I may have incorrectly
portrayed the proper chronology of events.   However, since this is a purely  kanaka
autobiography, I  have the right  to tell it  the way I  choose.   My  haole sons can believe
whatever they like.   I just  wrote this to try to explain why, at times, their father seemed so
weird.  The rest of you can set it aside or endure.  Or as we say in Pidgin:  Ay, nobody
went make you read. If you no like da kine, go look inside one haole book.

Short Pronunciation Guide for Haoles (Ha-oh-lays)

The Hawaiian alphabet consists of thirteen letters.  Its vowels are all short and, generally, are
pronounced as follows:
a - as in father e - as in obey
i - as in marine o - as in vote
u - as in rule
The consonant w is pronounced either as a W or as a V,  depending on the word or your
inclination.   Thus, Hawaii can be Ha-why-ee or Ha-vie-ee.   However, sound out every
vowel.  Haole (outsider) is ha-oh-lay and kanaka (native) is kah-nah-kah.  Adding an English
S is purely a Mainland (continental United States)  invention and a Pidgin  compromise.
Therefore,  in English and Pidgin, the plural of haole is haoles; kanaka  transforms  into
kanakas; and so forth.  Best remember those two words as they are used repeatedly without
translation.  Other Hawaiian words and phrases are loosely defined according to the way I
used them.  If my version is not precise, like we used to say, no big thing.Finally, inflection
and circumstance are keys to Hawaiian for the same word or phrase can mean different
things depending on both.  Lulu can mean a variety of things from still or calm to shaking
one's fist or throwing dice. Give it up. It's a kanaka thing.



Ho-ola-hamua (Introduction)

Loosely translated,  kanaka means person or human being and originally referred to one of
Polynesian/Hawaiian descent.   However, kanaka is a frame of mind.   Keike-hanau-o-ka-
aina. A child who springs from the land.

Now for some straight-up facts.   Queen Liliuokalani (Lydia Kamekeha) who died in 1917
was the last kanaka who stood her ground.  She was deposed by Sanford Dole and his
haoles and, overwhelmed, reluctantly gave up.  Aloha Oe (Farewell) was her swan song to
the remaining kanakas.  After that, the hawaiians (small h) gave up and became Christians,
afraid  to offend the haoles.   They became "good natives" like the "good indians" on the
Mainland and the Islands were never the same.  Some kama-aina (native born) play the role,
catering to the tourist dollar.   However, kanaka as an attitude lived on.  It was adopted by
some who migrated to the Islands and retained by  the real Hawaiians (capital H) adopted
them. My father's family belonged to these.

Kanaka is a point of view that sets you apart from the haoles.  There is no middle ground.
No real hapa-haoles (half haole, half kanaka). In Hawaii, you're either a kanaka or not.

Haoles come in all ethnic varieties.  Haole Caucasian, Haole Japanese, Haole Chinese,
and down the minor ethnic breeds.  These include the pseudo-kanakas - politically correct
locals who wimped out and sucked up to the haoles who ran the Islands.  Real kanakas
stood apart.  Even my personal family was divided.  In my home, my father was Kanaka
Portuguese and my mother was Portuguese Haole. Guess which side I chose.

True kanaka-ism is an in-your-face attitude.  We are who we are and, if you don't like it,
leave and go live somewhere else.  We really didn't give a damn.  If you were a cousin-
braddah or cousin-sistah, we took you into our hearts and homes. If not, you were a haole
like the rest. This the real kanakas will understand.

True kanakas live by a unique ethic.  They are who they are - no more, no less.  Being
kanaka is reality-based point of view that can be summed up simply by the local admonition:
No hu-hu.  Don't bother yourself with it.  Let it pass and go with the flow. That was why
the haoles ripped us off.

Hang loose, braddah (referring to one's testicles).   That is the kanaka way.   I took it
literally and never wore jockey underwear.



E Komo Mai  (Come with me)

There was nothing spectacular about  my birth.   No mystic omens or heavenly signs.   My
mother was transported to Haina Hospital in my father's 1931 Model A truck and, after an
extended labor, gave birth to me at 7:31 PM, April 26, 1935.  She used to say I gurgled
when the doctor slapped my rear end.  Later, she realized it was my first laugh.  My brain is
somehow cross-wired.  I laugh in response to pain and cry over pleasant things.  I still do.
A happy scene in a movie brings tears to my eyes.   When Lassie came home and
everyone cheered and applauded, I cried.  When Ole Yella died, I laughed.  Go figure.
However, my oddity served me well especially after I started school.  When a kid would
punch me and knock me down, I would get up laughing.  That really warped his mind.  I
soon got the reputation of enjoying pain, which I played to the hilt.   I would do stupid
things like crush a lit cigarette out in my palm to prove the point.  Trust me, although I
have a better than average tolerance for pain, it really does hurt when I laugh.

Within a couple of months of the first grade, most of the other kids backed off.  Of course,
the fact that my uncle Mack,  a former bare-knuckle prizefighter,  undertook the task of
teaching me how to dirty box helped.  He too was cross-wired like me.  From age five, I
had all the necessary equipment: sixteen ounce boxing gloves, a punching bag, a heavy
bag and enough cousins my age to practice on.   A punch on the nose had them in tears
while I laughed.

At this point, I might point out that Big Island kanaka kids had a unique way of fighting.
We took turns.  "I go hit you three times then you hit me."  It was called "trading blows"
and the face or head was off limits.  We argued as to who would go first.  If there was a
disparity in weight or size, the smaller or leaner kid got first  crack.   In any case, the
spectators would decide.  Their vote was final.  You either stood or chickened out.  When
settled, the one selected would take his three punches.  If the other kid fell down or cried,
he lost the fight according to our rules.  If he did not, he took his turn at three punches.  If
the other kid maintained,  the fight was considered a draw.   Usually by  then,  we had
forgotten what the initial argument was about and walked off the best of friends.  We both
had earned each other's respect.

At any rate, as I said, I was born in Haina, Hawaii (the Big Island) and was transported back
four miles through Honokaa to Ahualoa, a locale on the Hamakua coast we affectionately
called Up-Bush.  It was as the designation implied.  We had sixty acres of land  mostly
covered  with  a  tangle  of  fern,  mohi  vines,  guava  trees  and  other miscellaneous
brush.    A small part of it was blanketed with lush grass and dotted with  towering
cypress, eucalyptus and gum trees.   We  called a section of high meadow Kumapele's
Place.   It bore the skeleton of a house's foundation and a stone-marked grave.   An
extended banyan tree hugged one corner of our property and covered an area of about a
half a city block.  This was a single tree.  Look up banyans if you're curious because I
will not bother to explain.

To expand a bit on our environment, earth tremors were a regular part of our lives.  We
lived on an island with an active volcano and paid little mind when the earth shook
beneath our feet.  Since things could wobble and fall from the shelves, we build each with a



ridge to contain its content.   Mount Mauna Loa was in the habit of erupting about every
four years.   Once when the lava flow headed toward the main city of Hilo, the Army
bombed the flow to divert it.   At least, that was what I was told.   On other occasions, the
flow reached the sea and set the ocean to a boil.   Fish and other creatures floated to the
surface, neatly cooked for an impromptu Pele feast.   Pele is the spirit of the volcano,
usually portrayed as a beautiful young woman dressed in a tapa (Mulberry tree pulp
beaten into cloth) sarong.  Later, the haoles converted the image to a woman in a white
gown, primarily to cover her breasts.

The first event of my life was my baptism at the local Catholic Church on the insistence of
my mother.  My father thought it humorous that I peed in the Reverend's face when he
doused  me with water.    My mother  did not.    She had a problem explaining to a
Scandinavian priest who understood  little English and no Portuguese that  she wanted to
name me Anthony but first  said Antone.   So, the priest wrote that on my baptismal
certificate.  When my mother saw it, she said it should end in a Y.  The priest over-wrote the
E.  Still, my mother was not satisfied.  She wanted it spelled with a TH.  Thus, the priest
inserted an H in the document.  I make a point of this merely because it officially gave
me three first names.  As the baptismal certificate was the only record of birth (no Bureau
of  Vital  Statistics at  the  time), I  became  Anthony alias  Antony alias  Antone because
no one could determine which came first.   My military  records listed me as such.  An
intelligence agency I worked for later in life added Tony to the list.   The last was my
name of choice.  Calling me Anthony with a singsong lilt was a fighting word.  An-tha-neh
and you got a fist in the face.

My mother was thrilled at my birth.  For four years after my older sister Mabel was born,
she suffered regular miscarriages and thought she would never have another child.  A son
was a godsend in her eyes.  However, her joy was short lived.  I began to contract every
childhood disease known to man.  I went through the whooping cough, mumps, measles
and several more, all within the first six months of life.  I think it was scarlet fever that
almost  sent her over the edge.   Old Doc Brown informed her that I had a touch of
pneumonia, which in the 30s was the equivalent of saying I was on my way to being dead.
No miracle drugs existed at the time.  That was the point where my father stepped in.  He
took me to Hamakua's kahuna (priestess, herbalist or whatever), a loveable Hawaiian lady
and relative of his mother he called Auntie Pinau.  Against my mother's wishes, I might
add.  My mother was an old country Catholic from a family bred in the Azores Islands and
superstitious to the extreme.  On the other hand, my father was an agnostic whose father
came from the island of Madeira. He was interested only in saving my life.

Auntie Pinau must have been a wizard.   She brewed up her potions and trickled them
down my throat.  She also breast fed me and consecrated me to the Goddess Pele, the
patron deity of the volcano on Kilauea (on the slope of Mount Mauna Loa).   Later, my
mother started  calling me Diablito (Little Devil or the Devil's child) although there was
always a clear strain of love in her voice. I was her only boy.

To state  it  succinctly, Auntie Pinau's magic worked.   I  recovered and have not been
seriously ill ever since.  Later, she would say I would only get sick when it is my time to
die.  However, she would always cast my fortune and promise me many descendants and a
long life.   Now seventy-seven with six sons and about nineteen-plus grandchildren (if I
counted correctly), I believe she was true to her words.  She became like a second mother



and my cousins would tease me that I was in love with Auntie Pinau, a taunt I would smile
at and never deny.

Obviously, I survived my childhood illnesses and, four years later after more miscarriages,
my younger sister, Josephine, was born.  The birth must have been a problem because it
ended my mother's fertility and drove her to a short-lived nervous breakdown.

So there you have the extent of my immediate family.   A father named Joshua Dias
Souza (or DeSouza); a mother named Lucy Zimbra (Souza); two sisters named Mabel and
Josephine Catherine, and of course, Auntie Pinau.  We sort of readopted each other after I
turned five.  There also was a set of maternal grandparents and a raft of uncles, aunts and
cousins, many living within the  vicinity of Honokaa.   Most members of the family either
worked for Honokaa (Hamakua  District)  Sugar Plantation  or were paniolos (cowboys)
working on their own ranches or for Parker Ranch.  My maternal grandmother was born in
Hawaii but I still have not discovered her maiden name.  Still searching for it.

My paternal grandfather and grandmother had died by the time I was born and an elder
brother of my father and his wife became their surrogates.   I called them grandpa and
grandma in Portuguese for no real reason. It just was the way things were.

Actually, my father's family must have a trace of gypsy for, by the time I was born, about half
of them had moved elsewhere, to the Mainland (continental United States), other islands or
back to Madeira or Brazil.

While on the subject of family, I should say a word about my ethnicity.   Like many
kanakas,  I  am  sort  of  a  mutt.     I  am  primarily  Portuguese  with  some  Hawaiian
(?), Scandinavian and South American Indian thrown into the mix.  I already elaborated on
my  maternal grandfather in Chapter 5.   Now to add a word about my paternal
grandparents, based upon a story my father told.

In the mid 19th century, at about age sixteen,  my paternal grandfather was shanghaied
aboard a sailing ship bound for the Orient,  probably China or Japan.   He served as a
seaman until the ship moored in Hilo Harbor to take on provisions, a layover that usually
lasted about a week.   At that point, my grandfather abandoned ship, slipping down the
anchor chain and swimming ashore.

Once on the Island, my grandfather  was taken in by the locals who included the other
expatriate Portuguese.   He later took a  wife, possibly  a local girl who was Portuguese
through her father and Hawaiian through her mother.  At least, I assume such.  Auntie Pinau
was somehow related to her Hawaiian half of the family.  Possibly, the name of the father of
my grandmother was converted into Hawaiian as Kumapele,  for that was the name of a
section of our property where his house once stood. Everyone referred to it as Kumapele's
place.

Since there are no existing records to substantiate my father's story, I shall rely upon his
word.  However, the reality of the period appears to verify it. My grandmother spoke fluent
Portuguese and Hawaiian as did her children.   Yet, because Portuguese lineage was
traced through the male parent, she would have  called herself Portuguese.   Moreover, in
the late 19th  Century, few women traveled great distances aboard ships, especially those



that came to the Pacific via the Cape Horn, south of Argentina.  The journey from Madeira
would have been both costly and hazardous, and never made by an unescorted young girl.
Hence, it seems logical that my grandmother was born in Hawaii, a product of a marriage
between a Hawaiian and a Portuguese.   Besides, my father was the only member of  his
family concerned with the matter.  The rest considered themselves Portuguese.  Anyway, as
the kanakas put it, it was no big thing.

Finally, be advised that whenever I mention my cousins or other people outside of  my
immediate family and a couple aunts and uncles, I shall use fictitious names.  The reason in
some cases should be obvious.   In others,  I simply forgot.   Besides, kanakas are
accustomed to using ambiguous references.   "You know, da kane (male) whose braddah
live o'dere, by the gulch.  Him, da same one like the last time."  Such Pidgin phrases often
were substituted for names.

Up until age four, I lived a rather commonplace life.  I tagged along with my family when
they went fishing or setting about working on our place.  The latter consisted of an endless
cleaning of a small patch of earth near the house.  Dressed in coveralls and a man's shirt,
my mother drove the Fortson tractor while my father  usually did the heavier work like
removing rocks or the twisted ends of stumps.  My sister appreciated my presence, given
the task of corralling me and keeping me from underfoot.  It gave her an opportunity to
loaf.   "I'm watching Tony," she would call out every time my parents sought  to assign her
another task.    She entertained me, mostly  by digging up worms.    Mabel was not
squeamish.   She could gross out my cousins chasing them with pig innards or other
equally reviling fare. Later, we became a deadly duo at slaughter time.

Babysitting was my sister's main chore whenever not in school.  I tagged along after her
like a duckling following its mother.  Mabel was friend, confidant, protector and tormentor. At
times, she took a fiendish delight in aggravating me.  However, she had a strict ethic.  If I
did something she considered dangerous or grossly wrong, she ratted on me.   Thus, I
confided in her less than she confided in me.

Now, before I proceed with the story, I must  explain.   The women of our family  and
immediate environment unabashedly breastfed their babies.   In fact, it was a gloriously
wonderful sight.  Everyone would gather around to smile and coo over the sweet infant
sucking on a breast. As children, we delighted in lending a hand, holding the tit away from
covering the baby's nose.  This was a commonplace event.  Thus, the sight of a breast
was not erotic.  Occasionally, some women went swimming topless, wearing only a pair
of cutoff men's pants. Given the bent of our culture, I can now proceed.

My sister was an early developer.  She had a fair pair of breasts by age nine.  When set
off in our property, she would sit, lower the top of her dress and nurse me.  Along with her
dolly, it was her way of playing house.   The experience was serene.   She stroked my
cheek while I nursed and permanently fixed my reaction to breasts.   A tit remained a
pacifier, no more no less.  Neither of my Mainland wives ever understood.  They could
never grasp the fact  that, when I sucked on their breasts, I merely relaxed instead of
becoming aroused. Oh well, it was a kanaka thing that haoles never seem to grasp.

Few of my first memories were outstanding enough to make an impression on my mind.
The earliest occurred when I was about two years of age.  It was an impromptu swimming



lesson of sorts.  My father carried me on his back out to a boat moored in Kawaihae Bay.
Uncle Kahane accompanied us and I was placed on the deck while he and my  father
remained in the water.   For some reason, my father  swam back to shore and, as he
departed, I jumped into the water to follow him.  Floundering, I sank like a rock.  Within
minutes, Uncle Kahane rescued me.  However, to this day, I have a clear visual memory
of the underwater vista with the dark image of him hovering overhead.  It seems to be
implanted in some region of  my psyche, influencing my dreams.   Occasionally, one takes
place under water where I walk around and talk with no hint of anxiety.  Only the sunlit
surface overhead provides the awareness that my otherwise normal environment and I
are submerged.  I credit the above to Uncle Kahane.  When he pulled my sputtering butt
out of the water and placed me on the boat, he made a joke of it, teasing me about trying
to drink up the ocean.  His reassuring voice had a calming effect on my mind.  I remember
sitting there and laughing with him.  He was a big man, taller and heavier than my father
with an incredible zest for living. Much later, I realized that he had saved my life.

An incident about age three garnered me my first real spanking.  We had a brood of about
twenty chicks resident in the bedroom my sister and I shared.   The little darlings were
housed in an incubator that they almost had outgrown.   Given the circumstances, the
chicks often escaped.  One day, when trying to trap a fugitive, I caught its head in the
door.  Its struggling to free itself  fascinated me.  For whatever reason, I placed another in
the doorway after the first snapped its neck and died.  I received a righteous belt tanning
when my father found me sitting alongside a mound of about seventeen dead chicks.  My
mother broiled them for supper. In kanaka land, nothing ever went to waste.

About the same time,  I had a bout with excruciating pain.   During a family  outing at
Kawaihae Bay, my cousin Nona and I fell asleep on the sand, bellies down and wearing only
cutoff pants.  When our parents finally awoke us, our backs were burnt to a crisp. Our
skin was cracked and oozing, parboiled in the Hawaiian sun.  We were transported to my
uncle's house where Nona and I were tied to a large double bed, bellies down, to allow us to
sleep if we could.   Our  backs were covered with a salve that  did little to relieve the  pain.
Fed liquids, primarily soups, we endured.  The experience taught the both of us to force our
minds to focus on other things when in pain.    We had no other choice.    Our
consciousness seemed to divorce itself  from our bodies as we talked to each other about
the most inane things, mostly making up outrageous stories.  I guess it was an escape
mechanism that  persisted after  our burns healed.   Both Nona and I developed a high
tolerance for pain.

Aside from the above, only one other significant event comes to mind.   It occurred at our
place in Ahualoa.  Occasionally, my father would take me with him when he went into the
upper extremes of our property.  On such an excursion, my psyche underwent a radical
change.  Around age four and a half, I accompanied my father out poisoning guava trees
with arsenic.  It was the only way to kill them down to the roots.  The blasted guavas were
almost  impervious to all means of clearing.   Their seeds grew; their fallen branches
sprouted; and their roots had nodules every few inches that,  when the parent tree died,
disgorged another guava sapling.  On one of our poisoning trips deep into our property,
my father accidentally splashed some arsenic in his eyes and ran off toward the river to
wash it out.   This left me alone in the boonies without a clue as to what was going on.  I
began to run helter-skelter, summarily getting myself thoroughly lost.   Floundering in a
mini jungle, I hadn't a clue as to where I was.  Somewhere off in the distance, my father



was calling but I was too panicked to respond.   The best I can remember, it took him
about an hour to track me down.  In the interim, I was harassed by a couple of wild pigs
and fortunately had the presence of mind to climb a small guava tree.  There I sat until my
father rescued me.  From that moment to the present day, I cannot tolerate the sensation
of being lost, especially in large cities.  I fair very well in forest.  Go figure.  At any rate, the
experience severely bent  my psyche and I  mention it  merely to set  the stage for other
events, which later I shall explain.  Merely make a mental note of it for now and read on.

* * * * *

Age five (1940) was not  very impressive.   At least,  nothing of real  interest comes to
mind.  From birth, my hair fell in natural ringlets like Shirley Temple as a child.  Like the
child actress, one swirled strand even ran down from the crest of my head.  My mother was
so  enthralled with its beauty, she never wanted it cut.   Thus, by four, I did look like
Shirley  Temple, much to my distress.   Wild Bill Hickok was the only compensation.   I
found his picture in one of my father's books.  Still, it was an aggravation.  Whenever we
met strangers, the women would ooh and ahh and say: "What a beautiful girl!"   I would
growl: "I'm a boy."  To help compensate, my father bought me a cowboy hat embroidered
with WILD  BILL  HICKOK  on  the  brim.    I  guess  not  everyone  could  read  or  make
the  connection.   On repeated occasions, I received the same reaction.   "Oh,  what a
beautiful  girl."   The issue came to a head at a gathering at the local Catholic Church's
community hall.   After several "beautiful girl" comments, I had my fill of it and stepped out
before the gathering.  With a deep scowl, I dropped my pants and declared: "See, I am a
boy!"  My mother almost died of embarrassment but it finally put the issue to rest.  The story
spread quickly in our small town.  The men would laugh and wave to me and call out:  "Hey
dere, Wild Bill!"  After that, there were no further incidents.  Whenever we met a stranger,
my mother would immediately announce: "This is Tony, my son."  She then would whisper
to me: "Don't pull your pants down."

However, age six (1941)  was the first  transitional stage in my life.   For my birthday, my
father bought an octagon barrel, lever action .22 caliber rifle that looked like the one carried
by my adopted hero, Wild Bill Hickok.   My hair matched his and was shoulder length.
On this, I must digress.

Now back to my birthday and rifle which I might note that I  used under supervision.   A
couple of boxes of ammunition came with the weapon, most courtesy of my uncles. Overall,
I garnered sufficient ammo to learn to shoot fairly accurately by the time I was seven.

In Hamakua, a rifle was a necessary tool.  We thrived on hunting.  Wild pigs, longhorn
sheep on Mount Mauna Kea and pheasants were the general game.  As such, our houses
abounded with firearms.  My mother and older sister had their own rifles; we had a
30-30 and a shotgun behind our front door; and, kept a couple of pistols in the house.  A
long shelf in our living room held an assortment of ammunition and equipment to repack the
expended cartridges. Gun safety lessons began as soon as you learned how to walk.  We
never played cowboys and Indians.   Guns were tools we used to kill and you never
pointed a weapon unless you intended to do so. That was the way things were.

Given my rifle, I was given an area on our property to practice shooting, escorted by our two
hunting dogs.  There was a steep bank opposite to where I set up my targets, usually old tin



cans, pieces of board and whatever was deemed expendable.  My father had given me
adequate training at target practice.  When I hit it targets on a regular basis, I was left on my
own with the admonishment not to aim at our house, the neighbor's house about a mile
away or Judge Parker's and my maternal grandparents' houses, both of which were in view
from our own. To my mind, the rest of the world was open to riddling as I saw fit.

With  rifle and sufficient ammunition, I set out to kill something.   After all, that was the
weapon was for.   My first  targets were little green bird in the guava trees.  They were no
bigger than a grownup's thumb. To my dismay, the most I accomplished was to ruffle their
feathers. Therefore, I went further, looking for better game.

On the second day out, I found a bonanza - a tree rats nest a good twelve feet long and
four foot high.  This was the same species that stowed away on the old ships and infested
the harbor wharves.  Wharf rats they are generally called.  However, they prefer to live in
trees.  I threw rocks at the nest to coax the rats out and, after several attempts, managed
to move four to a clear area on the limb.  One particularly large rat merely sat there staring
at me while I fired at it. Finally, a round hit the back of its head, dropping it to the ground.

With chest swollen with pride, I carried the rat back to the house by its tail and hung on
our shed then waited impatiently for my father to come home.   Instead of accolades, I
receive a rather stern: "Where did you shoot that?"  Downhearted, I replied, pointing out
the direction.   My father immediately removed the dead rat from the shed, doused it with
gasoline, and incinerated it.  He then fetched one of my short bamboo fishing poles and
went to our dynamite shed.

Oh yes, we did have one a fair piece from our house.  The dynamite was used to blast rock
and large tree stumps.   It  was one of our chores.   Later, I grew to detest  blasting rock
because I had to hold the star drill while my father slammed it with a sledgehammer.  After
every thump, I had to give it a quarter turn to drill a hole for the dynamite charge.   After a
few holes, my hands were numb and tingled for the next couple of hours.  And yes, there
were no locks on our dynamite shed.  I knew better than to go in there.  The dynamite of
the day sweated nitroglycerin in the tropics.  My father and uncle would check it regularly
and remove the old sticks.  With dynamite, you must keep your powder dry.  We packed
it in sawdust to  absorb the sweat.   Besides, I saw what it did to rocks and stumps.
Firecrackers, of which we had a lot, were my explosives as a child. However I digress so
back to the rats.   My father taped a quarter stick of eighty percent to the end of the
bamboo fishing pole and set it with a blasting cap and fuse.  With me in the lead, we went
to where I discovered their nest.  My father sent me to stand behind a gum tree and lit the
fuse, hurling the bamboo pole like a spear into the nest.  He joined me behind the tree
moments before it exploded.  Trust me.  There was little left of the nest or the rats.  My
father checked the area for carcasses but found none.

Noting my disappointment, my father took me aside when we returned to the house.   He
reminded me of a cousin we visited in Haina Hospital, the one who looked gaunt and blue
when my father held me up to peer through the glass window on the door and wave.  My
cousin died of the bubonic plague.  Yes, the Black Plague.  There were few cases of it
whenever they burned the fields before harvesting the cane.  The plague, he explained,
was carried by large sick rats whose fleas could bite and infect you.  Although he did his
best to reassure me, for the next few days I checked by body for signs of blue.  A bruise



on my shin quietly terrified me.  I kept watching to see if the discoloration would spread.
Only after I confided in Auntie Pinau did I feel at ease.  She said I was a kanaka and Pele
would protect me from such things.

Thereafter, rats became the enemy.  I stalked them, even the smaller ones that lived in
burrows underground.   A group of the species chose our outhouse as their home and
delicatessen.  We used the outhouse to dispose of rotting foodstuffs on which the lowbrow
rats dined.  I threw bits of food out in the open and laid in wait, offing them when they
came to eat.

As an aside, the rats of the outhouse tunneled under the wooden structure  lending to a
unique event.  My maternal grandfather was using the facility when a stiff breeze arose.  It
struck the outhouse head on, sending it  tumbling down the embankment of our section of
river and provoking him to swear at the top of his lungs.  He continued to swear as he
crawled out of the now-broken facility on his hands and knees with his trousers around his
ankles.   The event was a great tutorial in Portuguese obscenities.  That day, I learned
every one.

Back to my hunting.  One day, I used toasted codfish for bait and discovered a brand new
breed of prey.  A mongoose came calling, drawn by the scent.  When I shot him and took
the carcass to the shed, my father  congratulated me.   It seems the mongooses were
stealing our baby chicks and eggs.  I skinned the slender thief  and tacked his hide to our
shed.  It was my personal trophy.  When my relatives visited, every male had to make the
journey to view my kill.

I should mention at this point that such chores as skinning animals and birthing pigs were
within my repertoire of skills.  Yes, birthing pigs.  A mother pig delivers her young with
gusto.  The piglet was sent flying out like a round discharged from a cannon.  However, if
the piglet twists in the birth canal, the process will kill it.  Thus, a small hand is required to
align it properly as she begins to deliver.   That  was the chore of male children such as I.
Classify it under Facts Of Life 101.  I also watched them stud horses and cattle but was to
young to lend a hand.  One day while my father and I were watching my uncles stud a
mare, I asked the obvious.  How are people made?   My father pointed and said: "Like
that."   At that moment, my sex education was complete.   Well, maybe too complete.
Since younger girls were kept from the scene, I described the process to my favorite cousin,
Nona, and demonstrated. It was studding, not sex.  I was only six and a half.

As an aside, I got my sense of humor from my father. For example, one day, he and I
were watching a cow give birth and I suggested  that it would be easier if everything laid
eggs. My father thought for a second then shook his head. "I don't think that  would be a
good idea," he said. "Instead of having a son I would have had you for breakfast."

*****

As the world recalls, 1941 was a fateful year.  I started the first grade in September looking
forward to receiving an education, emulating my father.  Being the youngest of his sisters
and brothers, my father was the only member of his family that went on to Normal School,
the equivalent of a junior college.  He worked as an aide to a doctor during that period and
became proficient in medicine and about nine different languages (all spoken in Hawaii).



Later, he sold Watkins products as a sideline and became known throughout our section of
the island as Mistah Watkins.  Most people consulted him for cures to common illnesses and
he added Auntie Pinau's herbal potions to his repertoire.

At this point, I should elaborate on what my father did for a living.  He was the territorial
and federal government in Honokaa and for most of  the northwestern Big Island.   His
various hats included: Honokaa postmaster,  tax collector, federal agent and captain in the
Hawaii Guard and commander of the Hamakua brigade, a motley group of a hundred men
with only one military issue weapon - my father's Army Colt .45 automatic.  Most of the
men brought their own to the few marching and training sessions, generally held about
every three months. There were shotguns, Winchesters and whatnot.

About three times a year, my father made a tour of our part of the island, auditing the
accounts of small business and collecting the tax.  Hawaii was a territory of the United
States at the time.  The post office ran itself on the honor system.  There was a shoebox
to put money in when you  needed stamps and a place to leave  the outgoing mail.
Incoming mail found its way into another shoebox through which everyone sorted  and
delivered to their family and friends.  In fact, the entire city hall complex consisted of a
single building and a jail with a broken lock on the cell door.  If Judge Parker sent you
there for any reason, your job was to clean the grounds and mow the lawn.  You took your
lunch breaks over at a cousin's restaurant and, if needed at home, left and came back when
your chores there were done.   Warrants were issued by word of mouth.   Judge Parker
or my uncle Jack Dias would inform the nearest person that so and so was wanted  and
should get his rump over to the courthouse first chance he got.  Crimes ranged from drunk
and disorderly to an occasional fistfight or domestic dispute.  The only real criminal was a
cousin of mine who, after rustling Parker Ranch's cattle for several years, was finally
caught.   They sent him to Oahu Prison to serve out his term.   However, Judge Parker
interceded for an early release.

Yes, my uncle (Joaquin)  Jack was the sheriff and a cousin Honokaa's version of Barney
Fife.  Actually, Jack Dias was a sergeant in the Hawaiian Police.  His greatest bane was
the  Filipino camp where Honokaa Sugar Plantation  housed the migrant workers they
imported from  the  Philippines.    There  were  regular  fights  there  between  combatants
wielding straight edge razors or cane knives (a form of machete used to cut cane).
During one such fight in a cubicle, two men faced each other with razors in the dark.
My uncle blinded them with his flashlight and handed it to my cousin to hold while he went
inside to disarm the men.  My incompetent cousin followed as soon as my uncle entered the
room, leaving my uncle in the dark.  One of the men slashed out and gutted my uncle who
knocked both men senseless with the heavy club he carried.  Then, holding his intestines
in with his left  hand, he drove to Haina  Hospital with his right.   He lapsed into
unconsciousness as he reached the hospital and piloted the squad car right through its front
door. After surgery, he recovered and returned to the job.

As you may have gathered by now, Honokaa was a bit our town.  A cousin owned the
restaurant; an uncle the butcher shop and saloon; my father ran the government; and, my
uncle Jack and another cousin were the gendarmes.  Beyond my family, there was a store
run by a Chinese family and confectionery, a soup kitchen managed by Japanese and a few
other enterprises.  Initially, the theater was the school auditorium with an old projector



and metal chairs.   All of  these establishments were lined along a single street  with board
sidewalks and hitching rails. Old west, Hawaiian style.

My aunt was the teacher for the lower grades, which earned me no extra privileges.  In
fact, she would tell me I had potential and kept picking on me.  Oh, I liked her but, auwe
(my gosh), could she nag.

In short, Honokaa was a sleepy, peaceful town until that fateful day in December.   My
family had gone fishing at Kawaihae on a leisurely Sunday and was out on a point, my
father and mother,  sisters and me.   Somewhere around noon, a man appeared in the
distance, frantically waving his arms and shouting.   As he came closer, we heard the
words.  "The Japs bombed Pearl Harbor!"  He repeated it, huffing and puffing as he ran.
We sat and waited after he arrived for him to catch his breath. They bombed Pearl Harbor
and are headed this way was all he could say.  He had heard it over the radio before his
battery gave out.  My father walked off with him and they spoke briefly before the man
hurried away.   Although my mother frantically wanted to leave, my father said that we
would stay, concluding that the Japanese were not about to attack Hamakua and Hilo was
too far away if they chose to bomb the bay.  Thus, we continued to fish until our bags were
full. We had family and friends to feed.

I should point out that, in Hamakua, the term Japs referred to the Nationals.   You see we
made a distinction.  There were Japanese Nationals and local Japanese.  The Nationals
lived apart from everyone else and never let  their children associate with us.   They were
Haole Japanese.  Thus, in a small town like Honokaa, everyone knew which was which.
That  night, my uncle Jack raised a posse of relatives and raided the National compound,
seizing all of their weapons.  Yes, they were prepared for an uprising, believing that Pearl
Harbor would be attacked on the 13th.  Amazingly, they had military rifles and a mortar
added in the mix.  All were confiscated but no one arrested.  Only the Japanese flag they
raised on the bombing of Pearl Harbor was ordered removed.  Despite their nationalistic
leanings, they still were neighbors and, in Hamakua, were treated as such.  It was a very
polite raid.

The  war did change the entire environment, placing the island under military martial law.
The Second Marine Division created Camp Kamuela, a tent city, a few miles away and
convoys ran through Honokaa, everything from trucks to tanks.  Everyone went to town to
watch the big military parade and wave at the troops.  The friendly invasion brought an
economical boom.  A cousin with nothing but an old banana wagon (station wagon with
open sides) made a small fortune ferrying marines from camp to town (Horny Cow in
marine vernacular),  as did a cousin's  restaurant  and my uncle's saloon.   The visiting
marines were a boisterous crowd but were kept in check by military patrols.

After that, school was never the same.   The first  thing the marines did was to herd
everyone into the school auditorium where military doctors gave us a series of shots.  As we
exited, we were given gas masks and ordered to carry them at all times.  A curfew was set
and wardens appointed to see that every light was either blotted out or turned off at dusk.
The penalty for having a light showing was a shot fired through your roof as a warning.
If you did not respond immediately, they would shoot at the light.   No vehicles  were
permitted on the roads after dark.  Only authorized vehicles with shaded lights could be out
and about.  In Honokaa, only my father and uncle Jack warranted this privilege.  If that was



not enough to distort our psyches, rationing was  introduced.   You  needed coupons to
buy anything.   Imports almost ceased.   Ships were carrying only vital  necessities  and
military supplies.

With  the bombing of Pearl Harbor, we became a war zone in which no one fired a shot.
New tires were confiscated for the rubber along with other strategic war materials.  Only
my father was privileged as a federal agent and commander of the local guard, which now
began to drill seriously.  This made our house the center of minor black market activity.
With the cooperation of the officers at Camp Kamuela, my father kept our immediate
family well supplied. By immediate, I mean uncles, aunts and first cousins. Everyone else
was left  to fend for themselves.    Our  miniature liquor still began working overtime,
manufacturing gallons of okole hau, a Hawaiian version of 151 Rum made from the root of
the ti plant (Cordyline terminalis).  Most was for family or friends but some found its way to
the marine camp.

At home, everyone had to dig an air raid shelter and sirens were placed at intervals along
the roads.  When the sirens sounded, you were to put on your gas mask and take to your
shelter.   However, this was one order almost everyone ignored, except at school.   We
lived in the midst of the boonies and the marine camp was miles away.   For sure,
braddah.  What were the odds that the Japanese would bomb our square four-room home
and outhouse?  All of the residents of the area and the marines agreed.  The rules were
published because it was an order issued by the War Department (the old version of the
Pentagon).   However, at school, we had air raid drills on a regular basis,  a real boon.
Lessons stopped and we went outside to a secluded area with gas masks on.  The latter
posed a small problem.  The younger kids like me would pop the lenses out of the masks
to make aviator's goggles.  The teachers ignored it but, when the marine inspectors came
through, we were issued new ones and admonished to leave them intact.  Lectures on the
horror of dying of  mustard gas were rendered in order to impress us.   However, the
kanakas amongst my peers merely snickered. We never paid the inspectors much heed.

Despite the thousand-fold increase in population, Honokaa slipped back into its old routines.
The exceptions were the patriotic War Bond drives and other related hoopla.  We got
used to having a bunch of Mainland haoles in town.   Overall, they  were better than  the
brand of tourists we had occasionally.   They were a goldmine of treats.   (Distinctly a
child's point of view.)

Some of the local Japanese went to Hilo to join the United States Army.   Affronted by an
attack on our homeland, they wanted to go and fight against Japan.  I believe some made it
to Honolulu, Oahu later where they joined the  all-volunteer Japanese American 442nd
Regimental Combat Team  which was sent to Italy  and went on to become the most
decorated unit of its size in American military history.  Why not?  They were local-born
Japanese. Overall, we kanakas considered ourselves patriotic.  Not like the haoles but in
our own unique way.  We were a breed apart from the Mainland, honoring the flag, not for
what it  was but for what it stood - for its notion of individual liberty, guaranteeing  that we
could live as we chose.  This did not make the haole occupation of our island welcome
but merely tolerated.  Despite the haole version of history, not all kanakas saw the marines
as compatriots in arms.   Mostly, they were a means of revenge.   Hawaii was our heart
and  our home and, when the Imperial Japan bombed Pearl Harbor,  we were violated.   It
was personal, a time for serious payback.



Although  we made friends with a few exceptions, most of the marines in Hamakua were
rude and somewhat condescending.  They acted like a bunch of sailors set loose on shore
leave after months at sea.  Visit the saloon district of any naval port and you'll see what I
mean.

In  Hamakua,  there  were  instances  of  barbarism.    In  one,  a  couple  of  young  local
Japanese girls were playing an old crank phonograph, singing and clapping their hands to
the patriotic song "Praise The Lord And Pass The Ammunition".  A marine in passing jeep
opened fire on the phonograph with an automatic weapon, injuring and terrifying the girls.
Moreover, there were quietly hushed up rapes of local women.  We were under martial
law in a war zone and the marine officers saw to their own.   One  local father who
complained was threatened  with being charged with treason, a crime in a war zone that
would have you standing before a firing squad.  Let the haoles write their neat versions of
history but, even at my young age, I saw things as they were.  My father was accorded a
greater measure of respect because he was associated with the territorial government,
thus viewed as a haole by default.  Hence, my family fared better than the rest.  But when
my father, Uncle Mack and Uncle Jack sat alone in our living room, I heard the stories that
never made the news or the pages of our history.   Drunken marines wandered about our
district.   On one occasion, one stood outside our bedroom window, watching my older
sister undress.  A crude remark he made brought out my father with his pistol.   My father
went outside and had some private words with the marine.  It will suffice to say that the
marine was awarded a Purple  Heart.   On another  occasion, my mother fended off a
drunken marine with a shotgun in our living room.  If she had not been armed, she would
have been attacked.   Other local families traded similar stories.   Under martial law, life in
Hamakua was far from being secure.  This is not to put down our servicemen who served
valiantly in the Pacific. It is just telling it like it was.

* * * * *

My seventh year (1942)  began near Easter  Sunday.   The  entire area made point  of
celebrating it, or rather taking the occasion to hold a makeshift community picnic.  Everyone
- Catholic,  Protestant, Buddhist, Shinto, Moslem and whatever - came to the church
grounds.  And, though our mothers looked forward to it, most children were a bit put off.  We
were decked out in Easter garments, which were sadistically all white.

Early Sunday morning, my parents drove us  to town, to my uncle's house to prepare to
attend the annual event.  My cousin Nona and I were plunked on the living sofa in our
immaculate costumes - a bland Little Lord Flauntleroy suit for me and her in a ruffled lace
dress complete with bonnet of white.  However, while our parents were busy preparing
food and refreshments to take to the picnic, we managed to sneak out of the house and
work our way out back.  We were grousing about our boredom when our eyes fell on a
marvelous sight.  There in the extreme end of my uncle's property, about fifty yards from
the house, sat an old carcass of a Model T truck consisting of engine resting on its rusting
rails.   Nearby lay a box of tools.   A prize for me and my tomboy cousin Nona.   To
capsulize,  we proceeded to disassemble whatever we could of  the  engine,  getting
atrociously greasy in the process. We ran back when her mother called.



I shall forgo the obscenities and simply state that her mother shrieked and carried on as
did mine when she came to  the door.   The men quietly  slipped out to  the  front  porch,
smirking and refusing to have any part of it.

Being grounded is a mild term.  We were sat on two uncomfortable wooden chairs in the
kitchen under the supervision of an older female cousin who detested  the chore.   Our
warden was given a stick and told  to use it if either of us moved.   For two hours,  we
survived the torment by looking at each other and smirking.  Lord, did Nona look a mess.  I
imagine I reflect the same state of being.  Our older cousin glared and threatened severe
corporal punishment for making her miss the fair.   Eventually, she probably  would  have
beaten  us  if   my  aunt   had  not   returned.    My  aunt   was  less threatening.   After
dismissing my older cousin, she ordered Nona and I out back and had us strip.   Bare-
naked, we were both scrubbed with kerosene then lathered with a bar of lye soap.  A not-
so-soft brush was used to remove the grease from our flesh.   After we were dried, Nona
was garbed in a common household dress and I was given a cousin's

old pair of pants and shirt  to match.  Announcing that we would be the shame of the town,
my aunt dragged us off to the church grounds. However, the pronouncement was far from
fact.  Crudely dressed, we were the only children there that could do whatever we liked.
The others were constantly harangued by their parent not to get dirty, or spill food or drink on
their  beautiful white clothes.   We profited from the experience, cashing in royally on the
wages of sin.

*****

Our living room was a library.  Books covered two of its walls with an excellent collection
of medical journals.  Those on dissection fascinated me most.  I used to trap birds and
perform  vivisections  to  see  how  their  insides  worked.    Of  course  I  gave  them  an
anesthetic,  a concoction of Alka-Seltzer, aspirin and whatever else I could find in our
medicine box.   I don't know how effective my potions were.  However, the birds never let
out painful squawks.  They just died in surgery.  Not one of my patients survived.

I might point out that we practiced rudimental surgery.  When our hunting dog was slashed
by a boar or chicken developed an infected crop or a cow the bloat, we operated as needed
and sewed the animal's wound.   A couple of times, my father placed a stitch or  two in
me, using some sort of topic anesthetic that never worked.

Moving on,  there were only a single source of outside entertainment - a battery operated
Zenith portable radio -  which delivered the Mainland programs such as The Jack Benny
Show, Inner Sanctum, The Shadow and the Fibber McGee and Molly (my father's favorites).
Generally, we read, worked crossword puzzles, composed songs and played cards.  On
the latter, my father and I were partners, challenging my uncles and aunts in  games of
Pedro and Bisque.  My father was almost psychic.   He knew the cards I held in my hand
and would bid accordingly to the utter frustration of a particular aunt.   We beat  them
royally every time we played.   I seemed to have inherited his ability, winning substantially
when, later in life, made the circuit on the Mainland, attending floating poker games.  We
also did other things for entertainment like squeezing the pimples on my father's back. It
was bonding, kanaka style.



Let me explain about the radio.  It ran on a car battery and was almost as big as a desk.
You see we had no electricity, indoor plumbing, telephone or running water.   As kanakas,
we were content.  However, the haoles took every occasion to point out how primitive and
miserable we were. 

On the less morbid side, an explanation of the name of the marine camp should be
offered.  The area was called Waimea by the locals and a section of it was referred to as
Kamuela, the Hawaiian rendition of Samuel for Sam Parker of Parker Ranch.   The postal
service designated the area Kamuela because there were other areas in the islands
named Waimea.  The two names remained.  Waimea is Kamuela and vice versa.  Only
haoles got confused. We kanakas knew where it was.

Camp Kamuela also was called Camp Tarawa after the marines came back in 1943 from a
bloody battle on Betio, an islet in the Tarawa Atoll.   A hand-painted sign was put up
beneath the original one that simply read "Marine Camp" in memory of those who had
died taking the Tarawa Atoll.

At Betio, the marines were cut to shreds, losing over 3000 men in three days taking the
islet.   A neat, organized armed force left one day and returned an exhausted, ragged
bunch of poorly equipped men.  With the voluntary and involuntary support of the locals,
they pitched their tents at Camp Kamuela and recovered, to be reinforced and rearmed.

At any rate, my outlook on life became a bit jaded after the return of the marines.  I would
accompany my father to the Bachelor Officer's Quarters at marine camp where he would
sit and probe stories while supposedly I  was asleep on a nearby bunk.   The central topic
was the war.   After several Pacific battles, the junkets with my father gave me a true
picture of warfare.  I heard graphic descriptions of the effect of a flamethrower on a man's
testicles and other body parts,  which adequately portrays the flavor of  the tales.   One
marine had a collection of gold teeth extracted from Japanese officers.  Another had a
small rug made out of scalps.  Other similar macabre souvenirs never made it back to the
Mainland. That was the way things were.

By their telling, the Japanese were a vicious, unrelenting enemy.  Torture and death faced
you if  you were taken prisoner.   I heard several grizzly angry tales of  the remains of
American soldiers found.  The stories and emotions expressed by the officers drastically
changed my outlook on life.   I always had considered people kind and responsive for
those were the only types I had known.  Now, I was introduced to humanity's dark side.
War was hell and soldiers were its demons, facing each other in fields of death.  A fairly
heavy dose of reality for a seven year old.

However, there was a bright side to my visits to Camp Kamuela.  I had the opportunity to
fire various weapons and was given a carbine.  Actually, it was issued to my father.  He
never let me fire it  until I was eight.  However, I did have several chances to test my skill
while at the camp.  Sitting on a marine's lap and firing a thirty-caliber machine gun, and
watching  the  launching  of  mortars  were  distinct  highlights  of  my  youth.    I  became
enthralled with ordinance, a fascination that persists today.

Having given the atmosphere of the times and my change of demeanor, I can now return
to discussing my private life.  It should suffice to say that I matured a bit beyond my years



through listening to barracks talk.   I h a d  l o n g  stopped being Wild Bill Hickok, had
my shoulder-  length hair cut to my mother's distress and, now, I mentally became as
jaded as the marines.  Well, maybe not quite as jaded, I found refuge in the kanaka
side of me and kept my sense of humor.  Unrealistically, I credited all the darker side of
life  to the haoles,  not realizing that, before my time, kanakas had their own vicious wars
amongst their own.  In one celebrated Hawaiian song, King Kamehameha, the conqueror of
the islands, threw his opponents off the Pali, a fall of several hundred feet.  Thus, by the
time I entered high school, my perspective became more realistic. Not even kanakas live in
Paradise.

The first grade introduced me to structured learning and to the world of semi-high tech. My
cousin John had a telephone line strung to his ranch.  It was crank phone on a seven-party
line, with others tapping in along the way.  John Ramos was ring number seven.  On day
while at his house, the telephone bell rang seven times.  It was my uncle Jack calling from
Honokaa.  After speaking to him for a few minutes while I stared, wondering why he was
talking to a box on the wall, Cousin John called me over.  He lifted me and placed the large
Bakelite receiver to my ear, urging me to say hello.  I was astounded when I heard my uncle's
voice.  More so, when he said he was in Honokaa.  Afterward, Cousin John showed me the
wires that carried our voices.  I sat outside for almost a half day staring at the poles.   My
father had patiently explained our radio with appropriate diagrams but stuffing voices through
wires was something else.  Besides, the radio was around from my earliest recollection and
thus taken for granted.  It was a part of our house.  Noting my fascination with the poles,
Cousin  John  fetched  two  tin  cans  and  a  length  of  fishing  line,  and  made  me  a  string
telephone.  It became my prized possession, one that I used to astound my friends at school.
On the downside, it provoked a long tedious lecture from my teacher aunt on the mechanics
of my treasure. After that, I threw it away.

Almost simultaneously with my discovery of the telephone, my father wired our house with
electric  lights.   He procured a gas-powered motor from Camp Kamuela, a truck generator
and eight car batteries.   Using several DC bulbs, our house became illuminated.   Prior to
that, we used kerosene lamps, which my sister and I hated to clean and service.  Besides,
they  stunk up the place.    Electric lights were brighter and cleaner,  and required no
maintenance.  I simply pulled the chain to illuminate the bedroom my two sisters and I
shared.

Oh, I did mention that we lived in a four-room house.  Two bedrooms, a living room and a
kitchen with a tiny extended porch that held our water pump connected to our water tank.
The floors consisted of planks set next to each other with small cracks in between.  You
swept the dirt down the cracks, under the house that was raised up off the ground by five-
foot high, eight by eight inch beams.   As I said, no indoor plumbing but now we had
electric lights.

My old sister and I shared a double bed and moved over to make room for  my younger
sister when she turned two.  Before that, Josephine (we called her Josie) slept in a wicker
crib but she broke it  and was sentenced to sharing our bed.   Mabel and I stuffed her
between us to keep her from falling out.  In time, the population in our room increased.
There was Caw-caw, a Rhode Island Red chicken that chose our bed to deposit her daily
egg and slept in one corner.  Later, a New Zealand Giant rabbit named Poki was added to
the menagerie.  Finally, Mabel's reared wild piglet took up residence over in the corner
opposite the chicken.    Their  presence added  a certain country flavor to our room



reminiscent of the MA AND PA KETTLE movies that portrayed the foibles of a family of
hicks.

My father and mother slept in the adjoining room and, at night, we would lay awake and
listen  to  my  father  snore.    Mabel  and  I  would  pace  our  breathing  with  his  and  lay
breathless when his breathing paused.  He would lapse into silence for an interminable
period then cough and begin to breathe again.  At that point, Mabel and I exhaled and
desperately drew a breath. The process continued until we fell asleep.

Water  for our house was collected on its corrugated iron roof and fed into a humongous
wooden tank.  A pipe ran from the top half of the tank to our kitchen pump and we used only
the first few feet of water for the rest, at the very top and bottom, was filled with leaves
and debris.   During the rainy season, the tank overflowed and ran down the gully  that
terminated at our house.  The gully was filled with taro plants whose tubers we used instead
of potatoes. It had a clear space up top that served as our hunting ground.

Wild pigs shared our property.  They served as a principal source of food.  We would set
out  household slop beneath our kitchen window, which was rigged with an automobile
headlight and battery.  A string of tin can bells was strung around the slop.  At night when
the wild pigs came to feed, my father would set the headlight on them, stopping them
dead in their tracks.  He would select and shoot one, giving us salted pork and sausages for
the next couple of weeks.  Unfortunately, this method of hunting halted abruptly with the
advent of World War II. No outdoor lights were permitted after dark.

And yes, I did say salted  pork for  we had no refrigeration.   Meats had to  be salted or
smoked.  In fact, the closest thing we had to a cooler was the narrow river that ran through
out property.   Its waters came from  the melting snow on Mount Mauna Kea and were
reasonably cold.  A floating tin box in the river served to keep our butter and my father's
beer.

The next technological improvement was the product of my father's ingenuity.  He rigged a
washtub on the hill behind our house with plungers driven by a small windmill.  My mother
loved it.  The marines also admired my father's contraption and built a couple of larger
ones at Camp Kamuela for the enlisted men.  It seems everyone was thrilled but not my
older sister and I.  We had to carry the water to fill the tub, adding immensely to our other
chores.

Oh yes, there were chores.  We had a quarter acre of land cleared and planted, mostly in
corn.  However, the guava trees also found the soil fertile.  The birds would eat the guava
seeds and plant them in our field in a neat pile of guano.  Chopping and digging out the
sprouting guavas was an endless chore.  We also were in charge of milking, feeding and
caring for our two cows, a host of selling chickens and a few domestic pigs.  I did say
selling chickens.   We  only ate them on special occasions.   Normally, we dined on the
pheasants that fatally visited the nearby hill in the evenings.  I grew to detest their meat
whether baked, broiled, fried or stewed.  In my eyes, chicken was the delicacy.  It was
served only when special company arrived.

As an aside, we had a bowlegged rooster we named Tojo after Tojo Hideki, the army
general who served as prime minister of Japan during the war.  The rooster became the



source of derision to the marines that visited our house.   When it finally matured, they
were given the honor of blowing its brains out.   Tojo's carcass was roasted over an open
fire, providing a tidbit for every attending marine.

Chores are the inevitable reality of country living.  The family would gather whenever one
member slaughtered a cow or a domest ic  pig.  Meat had to be cut up and preserved
and, in the case of pigs, blood and pork sausages made.  I detested the latter.   The pig
was relieved of it blood by inserting a bamboo tube in its jugular to allow the blood to drain
into a pan while it was alive.  Green onion was added to the pan, mounds of it, which we
kids had to chop.  We also were given the task of trimming and washing its guts. I will leave
the gross details of the latter chore to your imagination.  Moreover, mounds of pork had to
be finely chopped.   When the ingredients were ready, the guts had to be stuffed and
twisted into sausages that were hung on wooden racks in little corrugated iron roof sheds to
be smoked.  The women supervised but we kids did the chores.  The only entertainment at
a pig slaughtering was securing its bladder.   We washed and inflated it like a large thick
balloon, using it to play a kanaka version of volleyball.   I found other entertainment  in
chasing my cousin Abel around with some grotesque piece of the pig's inner anatomy.
Cousin Abel was a wimp.  He cried even when I gave him only a light tap on the nose with
my fist.

Our other chores consisted of milking our two cows.  We separated the cream and made
our own butter and cheese.  Occasionally, we would make a bit of ice cream using dry ice
from my Uncle John's butcher shop in town.  We also made our own jams and preserves,
and cut, boiled and packed bamboo shoots.   Polele, taro, guava, poha berries,  mohi
(passion fruit), banana, seaweed and fern sprout were part of the daily fare.  I gleaned the
environment when I walked home from school.

Foraging was our favorite pastime.  Of special note was the finding of a sweet guava tree.
Its location was kept secret amongst special friends.   Each little group had their own
special tree. Moreover, foraging provided a sort of emotional roller coaster. We would eat
the meat of the coffee beans, ingesting a super dose of caffeine then munch on a bunch
of mohi sprouts, a source for natural tranquilizers.  Mohi sprouts mellowed you out.  Also,
there were other greens,  berries and flowers growing within our environment that had
differing impacts on your body and frame of mind.  We all sampled these.  In fact, most of
what we ate was gleaned or made.   Store-boughts were only items like rice, special
canned  goods  and  cloth.    The  last  was  either  ordered  from  the  Sears  Catalog  or
purchased in bags of rice, flour or chicken mash.  Each bag came in a floral design and
the women would go shopping for the bags as if their contents were irrelevant.  A bag of rice
was seen from the perspective of a new dress or shirt.  Rice bags were the finest fabric
followed   by flour bags, with   mash   being   the  coarsest of the  lot.     Mash   bags
generally were made into jackets and coats for they itched if worn next to your skin.

The most depressing chore was fetching wood for our stove.  Mabel and I had to trek up
about a quarter of a mile from our house, saw up an old tree and transport it back to our
shed where we chopped it into suitable sized pieces.   Inevitably, scorpions dwelled in the
bark and, when you placed the wood on your shoulder,  they managed to sting your neck,
shoulder or ears.   I  hated  the ear stings  the  worst.   It itched for a couple of  days and
blistered after I tore the flesh scratching.   Fortunately,  wood gathering was only a weekly
chore.



After my father managed to secure a gas powered Maytag wringer washer for my mother,
technological advances ceased at Ahualoa. We had reached the pinnacle of development
- an automatic washer and electric lights.  The military never gave my father a two-way
radio. I guess the Hamakua Brigade never ranked very high with the War Department. All
able-bodied men were drafted and those that remained were farmers,  ranchers or ranch
hands and the Four F crowd.  The Hamakua Brigade was made up of the last category.
When my father watched them drill, he would hopelessly sigh and say the best use for them
was target practice.  And if the Japanese attacked, the marines could line them up on the
shore to give the Japanese something to shoot at.   I gathered he did not have a  high
opinion of the men under his command.   However, they did try and had the noblest
motives at heart.

* * * * *

The year 1942 was a bonanza of pleasant and weird experiences.   Marine officers made
regular visits to our house, sometimes on official business but generally to pass the time
and drink my father's homemade beer and okole hau.   The most notable was Colonel
Fagan and his driver.   The colonel would come in while his driver sat out in their jeep.  It
was the military protocol.   Well,  my mother felt sorry for the poor driver and had me take
coffee and food to him. That man was the Second Marine Division's boxing champion and
offered me more pointers in how to box (according to the Marquis of Queensbury rules).  I
mention this merely because he went on to become a professional boxer and heavyweight
champion - Rocco Francis Marchegiano.  Rocky Marciano to the rest of the world.  Hey, I
can say I was trained by the best. Kanakas love to brag.

Another officer was a lieutenant  we called Menehune after the Hawaiian version of
leprechaun.   He would wander about our property at night playing a game of hide and
seek under the guise of finding the elusive Hawaiian little men.  He was a favorite as he
always brought us a bag of treats, hard to get chocolate bars and cans of pork and beans. I
loved the latter because they saved me from ingesting my mother's unchanging Portuguese
soup.   Oh, she was a great baker but, no matter what else she cooked, it  turned out
looking and tasting like soup.  We use to plead with my father to cook.  He was a marvelous
oriental chef.   My sister  Mabel would write down his improvised recipes and  ultimately
compiled a cookbook.

Of our visitors, I think I liked Captain Eusey best.  I am not sure on the spelling of the
name but the man later  gave me a wealth of war memorabilia.    There  were two
bloodstained samurai swords of different lengths, a Japanese pistol, a Japanese rifle and
two defused hand grenades (confiscated from the enlisted  men).    I also received a
collection of enemy flags and guidons together with uniform insignias of various sorts,
most of which I had to pass on to relatives when I left the Big Island.  They could not be
transported on the old inter-island air-cooled twin-engine plane.  To my distress, Captain
Eusey died on a combat assignment. I quietly grieved the loss of a very good friend. 

Under the heading of weird, there was my maternal grandfather.   We were walking in the
lower extremes of his property when I asked him why his hair was silvery white.  He stated
that it was originally blonde but turned that way as he aged.  At that point, I took note of
his blue eyes and inquired about them.  I had seen a picture of his parents and they were



relatively dark in complexion.   At least, they  looked that way in the old tintype.   My
grandfather squatted and thought for a moment then said in Portuguese: "Boy, some
things are best left unsaid."  Later, I surmised that he was adopted or purchased from his
original mother.  I have no real proof of this but deduced it by innuendo from what my
maternal grandfather  said in the course of tales he shared.    It seems my great
grandparents made the journey from the Azores to Sao Paulo, Brazil.  On the extended
ocean voyage across the Atlantic,  their natural son took ill and died.   He was nine at the
time.  On reaching Sao Paulo, my great grandmother took a fancy to my grandfather who,
for some reason, reminded him of her deceased son.  As best as I can determine from
childhood  conversations  with  him,  my  maternal  grandfather  was  mix  of  Norse  and
Guaraní, an indigenous people of Brazil akin to the Jivaro.  He seemed to know much of
his history, having been almost  nine when he was acquired.   However, he would not
elaborate out of respect for his adopted parents and proclaimed himself Portuguese.  Still,
he was a treasury of information regarding survival in a jungle.  He taught me how to track
and stalk,  listening for the silence when the bugs stopped making noise when something
was moving nearby, and listening to the birds that  flittered above a potential predator.
Afterward, I could sit quietly and track the movement of wild dogs and pigs.   He also
taught me how to move without disturbing the bugs or the birds, and how to creep up on a
bird like a cat and snag it with my hand.  Incidentally, he also explained the process of
shrinking  a head  although  he was almost illiterate, thus  not well read.   My  maternal
grandmother was born in Hawaii, I presume in the Hamakua District of the Big Island.  I am
still researching her heritage; however, record keeping was not the forte of the Big Island as
I have been gathering little through my search except sketchy census records.  Evidently,
the census takers in the late 1800s and early 1900s were not too concerned with anything
more than a head count of the households.  However, that is another tale for later.

Summer vacation allowed me to tag along with my father wherever he went.  I sat in his
office when he was in Honokaa and played with his typewriter, copying parts of stories
from his many books.  My favorite was Malayan Mantraps, a pictorial tome of insidious
devices for catching, maiming or killing men.  With two fingers, I typed out the instructions
and made scribbled or traced diagrams of traps to test on our property.  In six months, I
mastered several.   I  could build a deadfall delicate enough to be triggered by a bird.
However, the damn things always managed to escape the falling rocks.

At our house, books were precious commodities.  They were never taken out of our living
room.  I spent many an evening perusing over our mini library with my older sister.  She
started reading to me when I was two.  Oh yes, I did learn to read early in life.  My sister,
father and Uncle Mack undertook the task teaching me.  My father insisted that reading
was the ultimate skill, that the world's knowledge was committed to books.  Considering
the marvelous things I learned, I wholeheartedly agreed.  However, I always lent a kanaka
perspective to things.

At a tender young age, I concluded that haoles were either stupid or twisted.   They were
embarrassed or horrified by the most commonplace.   The visiting haole relatives from the
Mainland could never appreciate the effort that went into creating a neat monogram with a
well-laid turd or a picture finely etched in the sand with urine.  Hey, those things took skill,
as did balancing a kukui nut on the end of an erect penis.  The kanaka Olympics included
such things.



Outside of the office, my father and I spent a great deal of time hunting and fishing.   We
were the best of  friends.  He would tell me stories of his youth, of his time in haole land,
playing  music  and  partying  hard.    In  between,  he  worked  with  relatives  at  Turlock,
California or at my aunt's place in Saint Leander (San Leandro).  Aunt Mary bought a store
amidst a cherry orchard there before it became a town.   My Uncle Frank and other
relatives abounded in the vicinity.  Most of our haole visitors came from there.

On  our  frequent  excursions,  my  father  would  discuss  his  problems,  using  me  as  a
sounding board, and I would offer almost everything on my mind.  Almost everything.  I
never mentioned the things that would get a belt across my bottom or other things of
which I knew he would not approve.  Don't get me wrong.  He almost never struck me.
Instead, he preferred psychological torment.  For instance, one day I decided to see if I
could explode some .22 caliber ammunition  with a hammer and diligently drove about a
dozen shells into the hard ground.  My older sister caught me and ratted to my father, and I
expected the worst.   However, he let me sweat it out  that night.   He did not say a word
about it until we were in his car the next morning and on the way to Hilo, the Big Island's
largest town.  Believe me, that night and early morning was a torment of dread.  I knew he
would not let the matter slide.   A quarter of the way to Hilo, he broke his silence with the
ominous declaration:  "I could be burying you this morning."  In a quiet and somber tone,
he graphically explained the principle of opposite and equal reactions, pointing out that, if I
had succeeded in detonating a round, the shell could have blown off my head. The lesson
was permanently ingrained in my consciousness.   I still load a pistol or rifle with both the
slug and cartridge pointing away from my body.  It became a way of life.

Fishing with my father on the Hamakua coast near Haina was an extreme sport.  We went
to the cliffs, impaled an iron stake in the ground and attached a long cowhide rope.  My
father would lasso my body below the armpits and lower me down to a narrow ledge.  I
would detach the rope and send it back up so he could lower the fishing gear.  When that
was secure on the ledge, he would climb down to join me.  Now picture this.  We sit on a
four-foot ledge, sixty or more feet from the top and another forty down to the ocean.  The
Pacific Trench, three miles deep, runs along the coast.  Whales, sharks and other very
large fish populate the waters and we fish with a hand line the thickness of a man's thumb
anchored to another iron stake.  This was not my idea of fun.  However, it did garner us a
large olua generally about four hundred pounds.  After my father raised the fishing gear
and me, he descended and attached the hand line to the rope.  He then climbed back to the
top and tied the rope to the bumper of his truck to haul up the snared fish.  Why you ask?
I haven't the foggiest.  It was just his thing.  We could catch smaller olua at Kawaihae, fish
weighing over sixty pounds.   Maybe it  was the challenge.   However, those  were fishing
trips I wished he never took me on.    I dreaded the trips especially after  August
Laurence fell and died after his stake dislodged.   Some claimed it was murder and my
father agreed. No culprit was ever uncovered or caught.  I should note at this point that, in
my pre-teens, I developed a wacky middle ear problem,  which occasionally causes brief
losses of equilibrium.  Thus, I evolved a rational fear of heights.  I never climbed without
a safety rope nor went too near a ledge or cliff.   There  was a real potential of falling.
Later, I discovered the condition was caused by a proliferation of earwax that places undue
pressure against my eardrum,  generally on my  right side.   The condition was not
diagnosed until I was fifty-seven when I totally lost my equilibrium for a day, leading the
emergency physician to believe I had endured a stroke. After extensive examinations that
included a CAT scan and an MRI, an ear specialist merely flushed out my ear.  The total



medical bill ran over thirty-eight thousand dollars. Duh!  Medical science at its best.  Had I
known, I could have performed the same procedure at home for less than ten.

Regarding the subject of  fishing, my father and I would catch eels at night at beaches of
Kawaihae.  We would garner eels up to six and a half feet and my father had the pictures
to prove it.   He was a shutterbug, photographing everything.   Unfortunately, my sister
Mabel inherited all of his pictures. Until now, I was never interested in such things.

To continue, 1942 was the year when I had a close encounter with being torn to shreds. We
were hunting on our property on the upper end of a ravine populated by tall tree ferns. My
father skirted the ravine to the opposite bank but I chose to cross directly, hopping
across the tree fern tops.  About midway, I fell through the foliage and dropped almost
seven feet  to the ground, landing on the back of wild sow with piglets.   There also was a
boar nearby.  By a pure stoke of kanaka luck, I bounced to the rear of the sow.  She was
partially  wedged between two fern trunks and could not turn around immediately.    I
scrambled to climb but succeeded only in toppling over the fern.  More kanaka luck.  The
toppled  fern gave my father an opening just as the sow dislodged herself and wheeled
about.  I swear I heard the 30-30 slug whiz past my ear to strike her.  She kept running
toward me and toppled dead, pinning my legs to the ground.  A second bullet from my
father's Winchester killed the boar. He then jumped into the ravine and hurried to free me.
Considering the depth of the ravine, we left  the boar and sow to rot but retrieved the  two
small piglets.  They were taken home for my older sister to raise.  One died but the other
survived to sleep in our room and follow her around like a puppy dog.  She named it (what
else) Pig-Pig.

Summer also was the occasion to go sheep hunting.  We packed up with an uncle and his
son and went up to a cabin at the snowline.  Horses were housed outside their corral and
had to be rounded up and brought in.  The task fell to my cousin Abel and me.  We started
running down the slope in pursuit of the horses, neither one of us realizing the stupidity of
the act.  We were well above nine thousand feet and, when you gain momentum at that
altitude, it is almost impossible to stop.  We both ran headlong toward a gully that crossed
our paths.   There was no alternative.   We jumped, cleared the gully and tumbled over
thirty feet down the embankment on the other side.   Fortunately, all we endured was
several painful bruises and no broken bones.  In pain, I laughed while my cousin cried.
The dumb horses followed us to the edge of the gully and neighed.  I swear they were
making fun of us. That day, Abel heard all of the obscenities in my repertoire, Portuguese,
Pidgin and Americanese.  The latter I had added to my vocabulary courtesy of the U.S.
Marines.  At age seven, I could have held my own in the rowdiest waterfront saloon but
swore only amongst my younger cousins and friends to impress them.   I knew all the
vulgar euphemisms for sexual intercourse and its related acts. However, whenever I used
them, my cousins and friends merely looked confused. I guess they were still naïve.

Sheep hunting on Mauna Kea was a unique experience.  You went out on horseback and,
when the mountain fogged in, dropped the reins.  The horses would take you back to the
corral.   We would go and cull a flock of sheep, killing only superfluous young rams.  The
mutton was left in a screen house above the snowline, a kanaka version of a deep freeze. It
was retrieved as needed during the rest of the year.



During that excursion on Mount Mauna Kea, my father found an abandoned male lamb
and took it home to raise.  First bottle-fed, Johnny Zero (named after the World War II
song about a pilot) faired well and became my father's pet.  He would sit out front and cup
his hand for the young ram to butt.  Bad idea.  As Johnny grew, his head required two
hands. Soon, it became a young ram with a full curl added to its horns.

One  day when my father was not aware of Johnny's presence, he stooped.   Johnny
charged, nailing him in the posterior and knocking him flat out on his face.  My father took
the incident in stride.  However, encouraged by its success, Johnny began to look around
for other victims, namely Mabel and I.  We protested vehemently especially after Mabel
also wound up prone with a bruised bottom.

Promising to rectify the situation, my father set out to reeducate Johnny.  He found a large
hunk of granite that could be cupped behind his hands.  For almost a week, my father sat
out front after he arrived home from Honokaa, holding the rock and enticing Johnny to
charge.  The ram complied and slammed its head into the granite to no avail.  Johnny
enjoyed the activity and finally had to be tied to a post at the far end of the house, near our
small gully.

Four days later, tragedy struck.  Johnny jumped the fence into the gully and hung himself.
Passively, my father arranged a proper sendoff for his pet.  We had mutton for the next
week. Kanaka conservation. Nothing ever went to waste.

Summer ended and I returned to school, entering the third grade.   That was the year my
mother made me wear a padded cushion to school, strapped to my rear end.  You see I
had a favorite pastime, sliding down the concrete banisters of the steps leading away from
school.  The rough surface raised havoc with the seat of my pants and I continually came
home with my scuffed lower cheeks showing.   Well, after a few weeks of threats, my
mother had her fill.   She sew an oblong pad, a foot by a foot and a half, adhered a waist
strap, and attached to me before I went to school.  The pad was a blessing.  I sat on it as I
slid, saving my lower cheeks from abrasions.  Unfortunately, after a couple of days, my
father thought better of the idea.  The pad was beginning to wear.   So, he took away the
pad and made me start patching my own pants.  Another thing that annoyed my mother
that year was our after-school guava fights.   We  would select  soft, rotting guavas from
beneath the trees and, after choosing sides, had a guava grenade war.  As a result, I often
came home with my clothing saturated with smelly guava juice and pulp.  My mother gave
me extra chores as punishment.  However, they never outweighed the fun of our guava
battles.   Oh yes, hard green guavas were used when we engaged in serious hostilities.
Despite my agility, I still  came home with severe  bruises and lumps on my head.
Slingshots were used to propel the green guavas when we engaged in interclan wars.

The balance of 1942 must have been uneventful.  At least, I don't remember anything of
note except Christmas vacation and our trip to a local ranch.  That was the ultimate party. It
seemed that everyone in the vicinity went there for a New Year celebration.   Most
arrived midweek between Christmas and New Year and left sometime during the first
week of January whenever the party petered out.  Some of the families went early to hunt
and prepare.  After a long tent was set up, the men dug the imu (pits in which to cook the
pigs) and the women set about preparing other foods.



Our imu was a deep pit in the ground.   Creek rocks were heated in an open fire and
placed on the bottom.  Wet burlap bags were placed on top of the rocks; ti leaves were
placed on the bags; taro leaves placed on the ti leaves; and, the pig placed last of all.  The
pig then was covered by more taro leaves and ti leaves in that order, and more burlap
bags.   A bamboo was stuck down into the pig then the hole is filled in with dirt.   The
contraption was a natural pressure cooker.  Lau laus were placed along side the pig and the
pig stuffed with whatever suits your fancy.  Depending on the crowd attending, a pig or more
was laid down every day  and excavated on the next.   This is the essence of  a true
Hawaiian luau.

Music,  dancing, singing, drinking and otherwise heavy partying went on at the ranch.
Everyone  in  the  vicinity was  invited  to  attend the  "kanaka  only"  event  that riotously
ushered in the New Year.   Outsiders were welcomed only if invited and escorted by a
local.

In traditional style and looking forward to my eight birthday, I embarked on the year 1943.

* * * * *

The Hawaiian Islands is a multilingual society.  In Hamakua, each family group spoke their
native language at home.   Thus,  we each learned a bit of each other's native tongue
through communing with our friends. In the process, I acquired a bit of Japanese, Korean,
Filipino, Spanish along with the Portuguese and Hawaiian my father and uncles spoke.
Now, this might appear to lend itself to confusion.  However, not so.  The locals evolved a
common language, Pidgin.   This everybody spoke.   It was a mixture of every tongue
based primarily in English with a semi kanaka-oriental structure.  For instance, take the
sentence: a letter has arrived.   In Pidgin, it translated into: one letter been stay come.
One letter,  the subject; been, it happened in the past; stay, is here now; and, come, the
action.  Now if you inquired about the letter, it became "da kine".  Da kine (the kind) is the
universal Pidgin catchall.   It is used to indicate anything.  You got da kine; we go da kine;
get da kine.  Perfect sense if you use the appropriate gestures.  Rubbing your thumb and
index finger together to indicate kala (money) explains, "You got da kine".  The question:
do you have money.  Pointing in the direction of a store sets the destination for "We go da
kine".  We can go to the store.  Finally, a thumb tipped upward to your mouth defines the
object.  We get da kine.  We buy something to drink.  Pidgin makes perfect sense if you
have a kanaka mind.  We could communicate with each other at a distance even if we
could not hear the other person's voice.  Like the hula, it was all in the movements of your
body and hands.  A true kanaka hula dancer could say things with her thighs, buttocks
and eyes that were righteously obscene.

Further, in Hawaiian, a noun can become a verb by repeating it unless you add a qualifier.
For example, hana (work) becomes hana-hana (working) but pau-hana (stop  working).
Pidgin-wise:  "No hana."  (I have no job.)  "You go hana-hana."  (Get your ass to work.)  "I
pau-hana."   (I am off work or done.)   A purely Hawaiian sentence is a bit more confusing
because the order of words is somewhat shifted around.  Ke ano o kana mea e ike nei
(that stuff, belonging to the thing, he know then and there).  In English: he understood the
nature of what he saw.  In Pidgin, that would translate to:  He go look and see da kine all
over inside.  I preferred Pidgin and never became fluent in either Hawaiian or Portuguese.



Moreover, in my lazy kanaka style, I merely learned enough Japanese, Filipino and Chinese
to get by, greeting and dealing with the parents of my friends.

Pidgin was laid back and easy.  You said things the way they struck you without worrying
about enunciation or grammatical rules.  Bye and bye became bum-by-ee and every TH
became a D.  Dis thing dat go sit o'dare.  It drove one of my haole cousins crazy.  He sat
with me for over an hour when I was six having me repeat THAT which I kept pronouncing
DAT, mostly to annoy him.  He left frustrated after telling my father I would have a speech
impediment for life.  When my father asked me what I thought of it, I responded: THAT
haole lolo (an idiot or brain dead). We both had a good laugh over it.

Of course, in conversing in Hamakua, a heavy scattering of Hawaiian was mandatory.  It is
kanaka land.   Puka is a hole, any hole whether in the ground or a part of your anatomy.
Okole is a bottom of anything.  Kapu means keep out (taboo).  No trespassing.  It graced
all Big Island signs.  However, don't take a Hawaiian-English dictionary with you to the Big
Island and consider yourself a kanaka.  You could be in for a world of hurt.  Okole maluna is
a toast generally meaning bottoms up when you hold a glass or bottle in your hand.
Without the glass or bottle, it takes on other connotations.  If you're speaking to another
man's wife, count on losing your front teeth and possibly acquiring a broken jaw.   You've
crudely propositioned her.

Oh,  I also should note that several English words were adopted into Hawaiian without
bothering  to  render  an  appropriate  translation.     For  example,  telephone  becomes
kelepona in Hawaiian.  Searching my memory, kele was what we called grease and pona
was a section of sugar cane.  I believe that would make kelepona  a greasy piece of sugar
cane or any other  variation thereof.   Hawaiian scholars can correct  me if I'm  wrong.
However, only haoles get uptight about such things.

Now without bothering to devise an appropriate segue,  I'll return to my eighth year in
Hamakua.  It blossomed with new experiences.  I was allowed to use a six-shot revolver
on my birthday.  I believe it was a .32 but don't ask the make or model because it was
well worn and the name had almost rubbed off.  ETI was all that was left stamped on the
butt. I think it was manufactured near the turn of the century and I often wondered if
anyone had been shot with it.  However, I never could come up with a convincing yarn to tell
my cousins. Everything I thought of seemed too trite. Kanakas aren't a very gullible lot.

At any rate, Menehune, the marine officer, made a holster for the revolver and my uncle
Mack fashioned a leather belt.   It added to my security when I went with my sister  to
fetch wood for the fire.   There were known to be wild dog packs about. Domesticated dogs
that had escaped from their owners.   Oh, I should mention that our  part of the island
abounded with dogs.   Some Hamakua Hawaiians considered them a delicacy.  Poi dogs
were raised for appropriate luaus.  They were leaner and tasted better than pork.

As  you may have gathered, dog meat on occasion was part of the fare  when we visited
some of our kanaka neighbors.  In one instance, an older Mainland cousin sat with us at a
luau, dining on a delicious meal.  The host approached him and asked: Haoles eat dog?
My cousin said they did not.   As the evening rolled on, the host kept repeating the
question with a twinkle in his eyes.   Finally, he left and returned with the head of the



animal  and  boisterously  declared:  Haoles  eat  dog!    My  cousin  looked  revolted  and
became a vegetarian for the night.

I had two dogs of my own.  Tommy a terrier and Tommy a large mixed breed. The second
was really named Tony but I refused to share my nickname with a dog.  Besides, it was
easier calling them. Tommy!  And they both appeared.

Our Tommies were a pair of pig hunting dogs.  The large one intimidated the boar and
kept it at bay while the smaller one kept it distracted by nipping near its testicles.  Working
as a team, they kept a pig glued to a spot until we could arrive with the rifles.   Their
barking marked the site of the kill.

Tommy 2 was a unique concoction.  He seemed to have a strain of Irish wolfhound or
Great Dane amongst an assortment of other breeds.  One day, my father took a visiting
haole government executive out  pheasant hunting.   The man brought along a pair of
pedigree bird dogs.  Well, when the Tommies saw the rifles being placed in our truck, they
jumped in the back as usual.  It was hunting time.  When I could not dissuade them, my
father said to bring them along but keep them collared.   We drove to the site, a large
grassy field.  However, the haole's bird dogs did no more than chase themselves.  After
about an hour of trying to roust a pheasant, Tommy 2 slipped free of his leash and
charged out into the field.   He headed directly into a clump of grass and sent a pheasant
into the air.  My father turned his shotgun and downed the bird.  He then told our dog to
catch, the word we used in pig hunting as the equivalent of sic'em.  As the haole braced
his gun, Tommy lit out and sent another bird into the air.  The process continued until the
haole had his fill.  The man was astounded and wanted to buy our dog.  My father pointed
to me and said: "It's up to him. It's his dog." I adamantly declined. Tommy 2 grew up with
me.  He was my backup when I went into the upper part of our property.  His presence
gave me a sense of not being alone and was my insurance on not getting lost. With a dog
around, wherever I was, was home.

However, I digress.  I now had access to a revolver and proudly wore it on my hip on our
property every chance I had.  The only thing I lacked was something appropriate to kill.  The
game had to be special and I tramped about for several weeks unfulfilled.  My eighth year
rolled on and there still were the six rounds in its chambers. I pleaded with my father to get
me more to no avail.  He said a pistol was for protection only.  I could use my rifle to hunt.
His words could  be construed as a distorted prophecy for, within the week, the
opportunity arose.   I had  gone up to fetch some kindling while my  sister  went to
Kumapele's place to gather poha berries.  As she left first, our dogs followed her.  A while
later, my mother sent me on the kindling  gathering  chore.    Cursing  under  my  breath,  I
trudged  up  into  our  property,  ignoring my surroundings.  I should have heard the dogs
paralleling my path.  Only a low growl finally drew my attention.  I turned, confronted by a
small pack of wild dogs.  A defensive withdrawal was in order.  I immediately scrambled up
a guava tree and was surrounded.   They kept leaping up at  me until I remembered my
pistol.   Holding the revolver with two hands, I aimed and fired three shots in succession,
downing two dogs at close range.   (I had practiced at Camp Kamuela with a similar
piece, the reason was allowed to use the .32.)   The other dogs turned tail when their
companions fell.   I sat in the guava tree breathing hard and waiting for them to return.
Fortunately, when my sister went back to the house, my mother sent her after me with the
Tommies.  If she had not, I probably would still be sitting in that tree.  The good side of the



experience evolved when my father heard the tale.  He marshaled the aid of my uncle Jack
and his police dog, King, to track down the rest of the pack.  King was a specially trained K-
9, issued to my Uncle Jack after he had his belly sliced open at the Filipino camp.  After
dog licensing was instituted and King was used to track down  unlicensed dogs,
someone poisoned King.   My uncle received another dog but it bit his  daughter,
puncturing her cheek and throat under her jaw.  While the dog had a hold of her, my uncle
blew out its brains. My cousin was severely traumatized by the event.

Following that encounter with the dogs, my life returned to the usual.  Summer vacation
arrived and I went with my father on his auditing trips about the island, collecting income
tax.  Except for our conversations, the trips were a bore.  I preferred staying at home and
visiting Camp Kamuela with him.  There, exciting war stories unfolded.  I thrived on tales
of blood and gore. There were other tales that had a definite impact on my life.

Courtesy of overheard conversations at Camp Kamuela, I learned all of  the intricacies of
sex with its typical barracks talk distortions. There also were the pictures, carefully hidden
during  inspections,  portraying  the  female  anatomy  with  little  left  unseen  and  crude
versions of intercourse.  Sex seemed the preoccupation of soldiers, especially those far
from home and in an area almost devoid of available women.  Honokaa did not cater to
whores.

My opportunity came a few days later when an older cousin and I went to count a herd of
cattle on his father's ranch.   I chose him because I felt he would know all about sex.
Unfortunately, he knew more than I had imagined.   He collared me by the shoulders and
expounded on the harsh facts of life.   When you deflower a girl, you could get her
pregnant and be forced to marry her when her parents discovered the fact.  That placed a
damper on my budding sex life until, later, I moved to the island of Oahu.  But I get ahead of
myself.

* * * * *

At this point, I best explain a bit more about my parents.   Both evolved from different
worlds.  My father's family, via his father, was from the island of Madeira and he was well
educated.   My mother's was from the Azores and the island of São Miguel and, like most
children of the time,  she left school as soon as the law allowed.    In her mother's
perspective, a girl needed to cook, keep house and rear children, and do little else.  Thus,
my mother was devoutly Catholic, superstitious and extremely naïve.  She discounted any
bit of logic that did not fit into her view of things.

By contrast, my father, Joshua, was a dedicated agnostic with a well-ingrained sense of
humor.  The latter was a necessity for tolerating my mother and never arguing at length
with her.    When  she insisted on something, he would say: "Pick up the marbles".
Whereupon, he would walk off.  My mother couldn't stand winning and would summarily
concede.

Unlike the rest of his family, my father was an oddity.   He was drafted in Honolulu during
World War I and sent to the State of Washington.  Near the end of his basic training, the
Armistice was signed, ending the war.   In gratitude for his service, the Army gave him his
severance pay of twenty dollars and showed him to the camp's front gate.  With his bag



and his guitar, my father hitched south with a cousin and a kanaka friend.  They stopped
at various places along the way, playing music and singing Hawaiian songs.  At one such
place,  an Italian gentleman heard  them and asked them to play  at  his tavern when
Prohibition was raising its ugly head. This began my father's musical career.

Oh yes, while working for that doctor during his schooling on Oahu, my father learned
several instruments.  The accordion, trumpet, guitar, mandolin and saxophone were part
of his repertoire.  His Hawaiian combo went on to play speakeasies all up and down the
California coast, running about with the flapper generation.  My Uncle Mack joined him
and took side trips to San Francisco to box in illegal bare-knuckle brawls.  He served as a
bouncer and general rowdy at the covert saloons where my father's combo entertained.  I
heard enough outlandish stories  from my father and Uncle Mack to fill several volumes
entitled "Kanaka Versus Haole Tales".   Both were ingenious con artists in their own right.
Hey, scamming haoles is a family tradition.  They started it by ripping us off, trading bibles
and saving us from the unpleasant experience of owning our own land.  Okay, so I sound
bitter.  I am not as forgiving as Auntie Pinau who would say: "The haoles take from your
hands not your heart".   She was convinced that someday things would right themselves if
kanakas remained loyal to the land.  In that respect, Auntie Pinau was an optimist.   Me, I
was not.  Kanakas would have to take back any way they could.  Uncle Kahane shared
that point of view.  Come to think of it, I believe he passed it on to me.

On the lighter side, I might note that my father and Uncle Mack spoke fluent Hawaiian and
Hawaiian has to be the most melodic language in the world, almost all vowels.  Any song
composed in Hawaiian sounds good, even when bawdy or gross.  The latter were favored
by my father and his brother.  When drinking at our house, my father would get out his
slack key guitar and hand Uncle Mack a ukulele.  They then would have a contest that
consisted of humorously putting down everyone present in rhyme.  The first one to result
to an offensive insult  lost.   They sang in Hawaiian  when haole visitors were present.
Fortunately, the haoles never understood the words.    At  other times,  they sang in
Portuguese.

In his thirties, my father grew tired of "gadding about" (his words) and decided to settle
down.   He wrote to his mother to find him a good wife.  My paternal grandmother eagerly
complied.  She immediately settled on a nice young girl of seventeen from a good local
family and told my father to come on home.  The girl was Portuguese whose family earlier
had migrated from the Azores.

Booking steerage on a cargo ship, my father returned to the Big Island to meet his future
wife.    He  agreed to the marriage after  a single sit-down session in my maternal
grandfather's living room with my paternal grandparents.  My father and mother sat across
from each other and smiled while their parents conversed.  Ultimately, the marriage was
brokered.   They became husband and wife, him at thirty-three and her looking forward to
her  eighteenth  birthday.    The  marriage  took  place  in  Honokaa  and,  despite  their
contrasting backgrounds, both made a go of it.   There were no angry battles or harsh
words exchanged.  My father was a tolerant, loving spouse.  However, my mother was a
bit of a nag.   She often appeared mildly displeased, not with him but with the world in
general.  She could never get anyone to conform, especially my older sister and I.  To
please her, my father dragged all of us to church on Christmas and Easter.   Regular
Sunday masses were her own special thing.  When she nagged him about attending, he



would say that twice a year was enough.  God had a good memory and would not forget
his face.

As I said earlier, my mother was superstitious to the extreme.  She was brainwashed with a
depressing morass of old country lore.  However, my father had a unique way of saving us
from her foibles.  He would put her superstitions to the test.  For instance, my mother once
insisted that, if you whistled at a crossroads at midnight, the Devil would appear.  My father
declared that he had never seen the Devil and packed my Mabel and I into his 1938
Chevrolet.  He drove to a nearby crossroads where we sat until midnight then stood at its
middle and whistled.  After five minutes of futile warbling, the Devil failed to appear.   Still,
my father did not contradict or scoff at my mother.  Instead, he shrugged and surmised
that the Devil probably was busy on that night.  However, the point was made.  Instances
like that saved us from being warped by my mother's distorted perspective of life.  Oh,
don't misunderstand.   We all loved her but affectionately considered her weird.   It was
genuinely kanaka.  You take a person for who they are.  Everyone has a right to be a little
strange.

* * * * *

World War II and the Marines at Camp Kamuela became the focus of my young life.
Aside from the treasures I garnered at the camp in war memorabilia, they provided unique
opportunities that otherwise would have never been had.   One in particular could be
called: The dead pheasant and my Purple Heart.

While at Camp Kamuela, a marine officer was teaching me to throw a knife outside the
BOQ.  In the process, I cut my palm deeply with an awkward flip much to the officer's
dismay.  After the wound was given a dose of sulfur drug and a proper military bandage, the
officer profusely  apologized to my father who shrugged off  the incident, saying I had
suffered more severe cuts, which I had.   However, feeling bad over the accident, the
officer sought to console me by giving me his Purple Heart medal.

Now, a Purple  Heart was of no real value to the battle-hardened marines.   The Corps
handed them out for any combat wound, no matter how slight.  In fact, the marines would
joke about the Navy giving out Purple Scrotums to every swabbie who contracted the clap
(a venereal disease).  Though astute for my age, I never grasped the humor of it until later
in life.

At any rate, I was unofficially awarded a Purple Heart and proudly hung it on our living room
wall. The above explanation is a necessary prelude to the following tale.

Pheasants on our property were becoming scarce.  Thus, my father and I went on hunting
excursions in his car.   This was normal during the three-week hunting season.   However,
there was a game warden about the rest of the year, especially when they released the
young plump pheasant from the game preserve.   Like typical kanakas,  we observed only
one law.  When hungry, find food.

Driving up country, my father saw a fat young male pheasant and pulled over to the side
of the road.  He slipped his .22 caliber rifle from under the seat and drew a bead on it
across my chest.  A headshot brought down the bird and I was sent to fetch it. Alas, when I



reached it, I looked up and spotted the game warden's car rounding a curve.  Schooled by
my father in the proper subterfuge, I stuffed the pheasant under my coat and squatted like I
was relieving my bowels.   Unfortunately, the pheasant was not quite dead.   The bullet
had severed its esophagus and it struggled under my coat until it died.  After the game
warden moved on, I ran and jumped in the car.

Arriving at home, I hung the pheasant on our shed and proceeded into the kitchen with my
father at my heels.  My mother had a fit when I took off my coat.  The front of my shirt was
soaked with pheasant blood.  Typically, her first thought was the extreme.  She concluded
that my father had grazed my chest  with the rifle bullet, rushing home to bandage my
wound.  My father merely started to laugh and I did not lend to her comfort.  Clutching my
chest, I fell to the floor.  However, my laughing ruined the moment.  By then, my father
explained that is was the bird's blood.  Needless to say, my mother found no humor in the
event, especially since my sister said I should ask for another Purple Heart.  My mother
doused me with the water in our scrub bucket and stomped out of the room, swearing in
Portuguese.   Yes, she could cuss like a sailor but only around my father and her children
and limited herself to a few choice words.

That  night, my sister and I quietly tittered  in bed over the event until she fell asleep.
However, my mind and imagination worked on.  The pheasant blood was a bonanza and I
concocted a tale to astound my cousins and their friends.

Rising early as we did for morning chores, I snuck a piece of gauze and some plaster from
our medicine locker and one of my father's cigarettes.   With  gritted teeth, I repeatedly
burned  a  spot  on  my  abdomen  off to  the  far  right  side  to  create  my  bullet  wound.
Bandaged properly, I donned my bloodstained jacket then went off to school with my
Purple Heart tucked safely in its pocket.  At recess, I displayed my bandage to a cousin
and, swearing him to secrecy, disgorged my tale.   I was shot at Camp Kamuela by a
marine that had gone berserk.  They shot him in turn but not until after he killed two men. As
we were officially in a combat zone, the Corps awarded me the Purple Heart.  News was
censored and I was risking arrest by telling him the tale.

As I expected, my cousin scoffed but, during lunchtime, I scored the coup de grâce.   We
tramped across to the tax office and my father.   Too busy to explain, he confirmed that a
marine officer gave me the medal after I  was wounded on base and sent us off.   Though
sworn to secrecy, my cousin could not be contained.  He spread the now-verified story
amongst all our young relatives and friends.  They all gathered to see the bandage and
pleaded with me to show them the wound.  Of course, I refused for a couple of days until
the burn had scabbed over, professing that it was doctor's  orders.   When  the day of
revelation arrived, more than twenty kids gathered as I proudly revealed my wound and
passed the medal around for each to fondle for a brief moment. For weeks, I was the hero
of my peers, a bona fide veteran of the war.

* * * * *

By the tender young age of eight, I was a battle-scarred veteran.  Really!  However, my
sister Mabel contributed most of my wounds.  She had the uncanny knack of severing my
flesh and drawing blood.   It could have been a subconscious manifestation of sibling
rivalry but I will leave that to the psychologists to decide. Anyway, I still bear the scars.



As I said earlier, there was a small river running through our property and we delighted in
tormented its frogs.  Mabel and I would collect old empty mayonnaise jars and sit them in
the sun to cure.   Now, mayonnaise is unique in that, exposed to air and sun, it exudes a
gas, especially the homemade variety.  Pressure builds up in the old jars.  When tossed
on rocks,  they explode like mini shrapnel grenades.   Mabel and I had a standing request
with all of our relatives to save us their old jars.  She would tell them it was for preserving
poha berry jam.

When we had a sufficient collection of mayonnaise grenades, we would go to the river to
find an appropriate rock inhabited by frogs.   Okay, the rest was stupidity on my part.
Mabel would stand above me on the bank and I would take a lower sector.  She said that,
since she was taller,  she would throw over my head.   Duh!   On four separate occasions,
she struck me with jars. I bear those scars to this day.

To my dismay, Mabel had a very bad arm.  Baseball was not her sport.   She would throw
rocks at the mynah birds that came to visit our corn.  Yep, you guessed it.   I was the one
struck.  More scars added to my head and other parts of my body.   I never struck her
once.

One summer, Mabel outdid herself.   We went out back to dig up earthworms for no other
reason than to see how big a one we could find.  Mostly, we used them to torment our
cousin Abel who was squeamish about everything.  But, getting back to the story, Mabel
equipped herself with a shovel and handed me a trowel.  Her reasoning?  She would did
up a clump of earth because she was bigger and stronger, and I would separate out the
worms.  Well, so much for theory.  Mabel turned over the first clump, one abounding with
worms.  As I bent over to probe at the clump, she struck it with the shovel and, on the
upstroke, severely distorted my face.  The blade struck my left nostril and slightly under
my left eye, opening up gashes in both.  In fact, it cut through the nostril into my nose.
Stunned, I placed my hand to my face and headed for the house.  Yes, I was laughing in
severe pain.  I tromped up the steps to our kitchen, rubbing my palm on my injuries, not
realizing that I was bleeding profusely from my nose.  When I entered our living room, my
mother went into hysterics.  My shirtfront and face was covered with blood.  Fortunately, my
father was home at the time.  As was his style, he stepped around my shrieking mother and
ushered me to the back porch and water pump.  He pinched my nose to stop the bleeding
and then rinsed me off.  After examining the injuries, he shrugged and said to me:  "You'll
live."  I never came up with a good tale to tell my cousins and friends.  The severity of my
wounds and the truth had to suffice.

However, I can't blame all of my scars on my sister.   There were those I rendered on my
own, through stupidity I might add.   Like the time I decided to use two coffee tins as
shoes, the type with separable impressed rims.  I was clumping down the hillside toward my
father.  He suggested I not do that because I could severely cut myself.   I hated it when
he was right.   I tripped and dislodged the protective rim of the old coffee can and was
sliced across the shin.   Bleeding, I raised my trouser cuff.    My father looked and
nodded and, in Portuguese, rendered his usual comment.   Loosely translated, it goes like
this:  Shitty experiments, one of these days, you'll learn.  He pointed to the house and told
me to put kerosene on it. Kerosene was our disinfectant. We treated all cuts with it.



Speaking of medicines, our house abounded with Watkins products.  We had liniments,
salves and a host of patent medicines.  My father sold the stuff.   The worst of the lot was
Deadshot.  It was a vile concoction to rid your bowels of worms.  Yes, we did have those.
Tropical soil abounds with its eggs and they find their way into your intestines.  Like the
dogs, we were regularly dewormed.   A  teaspoon of  the stuff  lasted in your throat and
nostrils for almost two days, disgorging its putrid aroma every time you burped.  Moreover,
the dead worms infested your stools.  I know because I relieved my bowels behind any
available bush.  Never could use the outhouse.  One look down into that pit of festering
feces was enough to put me off.   I kept imagining falling in.   Just shoot me and don't
bother pulling me out.

Outdoor defecation brings another topic to mind.  Our weird kanaka contests.  My cousins
and I had an ongoing one:  who could lay out the longest turd.  When I left the Big Island,
my cousin Abel held the record: a turd, one foot,  three inches long.   It should have been
logged in the Guinness Book of Records. I doubt if it has ever been topped.

We also held urinating contests based on distance and skill.   There were two categories:
How far and could you write out  your full name in the dirt.   I  failed miserably at  both.
Nicknames were disallowed and, no matter how much I drank, my bladder never seemed
to hold enough. I guess I sweated too much.

Kanakas also vied in determining who could eat the weirdest things.  We regularly ate raw
shellfish, raw fish, chewed on raw crab legs and munched on almost everything that grew in
our environment. However, that was our normal diet. We used  those  to  turn the  visiting
haole stomachs. It was a delight to watch them pucker up or retch.

Oh yes, we did delight in tormenting haoles.  It was a defensive reaction.  Haoles always
looked down on us because we spoke Pidgin.  We were ignorant in their eyes.  Brainless
backwoods slobs.  In response, we took our revenge.  We did things like introducing them
to the kanaka soap plant.   The leaves of the weed would work up a lather in water when
rubbed on your flesh.  Harmless, you say.  Devious, from our point of view.  About ten
minutes after you lathered, your skin began to itch, and itch, and itch.  Poison oak and ivy
are mild by comparison.   We watched them suffer for a while then offered the kanaka
cure.   The iodized salt from a tide pool adequately cleansed their flesh.   We  never
tormented them long. It's not the kanaka style.

Another kanaka trick was to take them for a walk at night with flashlights.   You shine the
light just in front of your feet and slowly move along so as not to step on the kiawe thorns.
After a few minutes, we would have them turn and train the light behind them.  Al-right!
Following along the path was a host of vermin.  Roaches, scorpions, centipedes and so
forth,  all following the light.    The  haoles shrieked and stood petrified with their feet
illuminated and covered with bugs.  When we decided to rescue them, we had them move
the light along with its parade of vermin.

The best thing my sister and I came up with was scorpion soup.  We were entertaining
some relatives from the Mainland who had two particularly obnoxious brats about our
ages, one male and one female.  Away from their parents, they had the audacity to call us
slobs and our house a pigsty.   So, we devised a unique revenge.  Although I enacted the
scam, it was Mabel's idea.   We cut up a piece of Japanese fishcake to look like a



scorpion.  I palmed the fishcake and took them hunting a kanaka delicacy.  Out of earshot
of the adults, I picked the bark off a log and caught a scorpion.  If you distract it,  you can
snatch it up by its tail.  Now, with the scorpion held between my thumb and index finger, and
the fishcake couched in the palm of the same hand, I announced that scorpions were ono
(delicious).    To illustrate the statement, I raised hand above my open mouth and
dropped in the fishcake while concealing the scorpion behind my palm.  The effect was to
give them the impression I place the insect in my mouth.  As I rolled the fishcake on my
tongue, I dropped the scorpion off to one side.  I even plucked a bit of fishcake, stating
that you had to nip off the stinger before you ate the raw bug.   Both haole brats were
appalled.  Mabel then insisted that scorpions were delicious but preferred them cooked,
saying that it was more civilized.  She led the brats into the kitchen, to the pot boiling on
the stove, and extracted a piece of cabbage that resembled a part of a scorpion from my
mother's Portuguese soup. She then swallowed the pseudo-bug.

Shortly  thereafter, we sat down to lunch.   My mother proudly ladled everyone healthy
portions of her soup to the utter horror of the haole brats.   Both of them attempted to
refuse but their parents glared at the overt insult to the cook.  Their father commanded:
"Eat!"   The boy took a shaky spoonful and stuffed it into his mouth but the girl erupted in
tears.  She squeaked, "They put horrid things in their food", and fled our living room.  The
boy followed her moments later,  apparently to go outside and retch.    Their mother
apologized profusely and their father assured mine that he was going to tan their hides.

Traded covert smirks between Mabel and I caught my mother's eye.  She ushered us out on
the back porch and insisted we had done something, a claim we innocently denied.
Unconvinced, she sent us out back and had our father follow to question and punish us.
Alone, Mabel and I confessed immediately, explaining the scam.  My father could hardly
contain himself. Being kanaka like us, he uproariously laughed.

Actually, we realized that, within our environment, we were superior to haoles.   We were
not bothered by natural things.  We knew the inherent dangers to avoid and lived in touch
with the land.   Only haoles would build houses in gullies where lava from the volcano
could flow.  Kanakas lived on the high ground.  This simple fact gave Auntie Pinau the
reputation of being a great kahuna.   As a younger woman, she lived closer to Mount
Mauna Loa and began practicing her art as an herbalist and healer.  One day, the volcano
erupted and the lava flowed in her direction.  Everyone urged her to move but she held
fast to her small house, proclaiming that Pele would spare her.  True to her prediction, the
lava flow split well before it reached her humble residence.  It went to either side of her at a
comfortable distance, seeking the sea.   Although everyone marveled and repeated the
tale, Auntie Pinau would laugh.  When I asked her about it, she smiled and said:  "Hey,
keike (child), look."   She took a stick and raised a mound of dirt with two small gullies to
either side then poured out her cup of tea.  The tea flowed around the mound, leaving it
dry.  Auntie Pinau pinched me lightly on the arm and said:  "Tea, lava, same thing.  Open
your eyes."  Indeed, she simply had gauged the course of the lava flow and knew she had
nothing to fear.

In her own kanaka way, Auntie Pinau was brilliant.   She showed me how to see the
obvious, the simplicity of things.  Moreover, she taught me to listen to both what people
meant and the meaning of the words they used.  The skill gave me an endless source of
practical jokes.  For instance, much later in life, I had driven to a local nursery with my



children to purchase a Venus flytrap for a younger child.  Upon our return, my sixteen-
year-old son asked me if there was such a thing as a man-eating plant.  Oh come on, that
was too good to pass up.  I said there was and we had them locally.  Skeptically, he asked
me to prove it.  Thus, I drove to a nearby wooded area, took the family for a hike in the
hills. After a measured climb, I walked ahead and called back for my son to come and see a
man-eating plant.   When he arrived, I sat laughing, chewing on a blade of grass - a man
eating plant.   My son stomped all the way back to our car, groaning:   He did it to me
again!  I should have known!

Kanakas thrive on double entendres.   As I explained earlier,  Hawaiian words can have a
multiplicity of meanings.  You must be sure which one you used.  My father and Uncle
Mack did much the same thing to each other.  It was all in humor.  Tripping up each other
was an ongoing battle of wits. Even when you were the victim, you enjoyed a good laugh.

* * * * *

My maternal grandparents moved from Ahualoa in the first part of 1943.  They left to join
their daughters Margaret and Palmyra in Honolulu, much to my mother's distress.  Before
that, she could walk across the road to visit her mother, a distance of less than a city
block.

My maternal grandparents lived across from us.  We could see each other's houses, our
properties separated by the only main road that ran around the island, a two and a half
day trip by car.  I never visited much except to accompany my mother or to speak with my
maternal grandfather whenever I found him alone.  My maternal grandmother wore thin on
my nerves.  She was a devout Catholic bent upon saving my soul.  Visits to her house
meant a catechism lecture and graphic descriptions of the torments of hell.  She blustered
when I mentioned that Pele lived in a volcano, so hell couldn't be so bad. My grandmother
would call her the Whore of Babylon, a devil in female form.  She seemed to live in fear of
Auntie Pinau.   Whenever Auntie Pinau visited our home, my grandmother would follow
with a bottle of holy water and, accompanied by my praying mother, blessed our house to
drive the demons out. An incident really set her off.

One day, we all sat in her living room for the required family dinner that my father would
do his best to avoid. It was storming and we were at the front window, watching the bursts
of  lightning.   Suddenly, ball lightning struck a  tall gum tree outside the house.   It split  the
tree from top to bottom without knocking it down.   Later,  my father explained that the
lightning followed the sap line at the center of the tree.  That was enough to satisfy my
sister and I but not my grandmother or mother.   Both said it  was a sign from God without
offering an explanation. When my sister Mabel asked, my grandmother said: "God speaks
in mysterious ways."  That seemed to satisfy my mother.   However, I believed at the time
that God spoke in a language neither of them understood.

With the above in mind, you can understand why my father, Mabel and I were not severely
distressed by my maternal grandparents departure.  We made the trip to Kohala Airport
with my mother crying all the way.  My grandparents were loaded on an air-cooled, twin-
engine plane and lifted off into the heavens.  My mother cried all the way back home.  It
was their first separation. For weeks, she walked around like death warmed over, sobbing



every time she looked at her mother's house.  She would go over there and clean it just to
cry.

The above scenario played out for months and, frustrated, my father suggested she could
go visit her mother in Honolulu when Easter vacation rolled around.  My mother, my two
sisters and I were packed aboard the noisiest airplane ever devised.  Trust me, I did not
enjoy my first flight.  Wads were stuffed in our ears to deaden the sound of the engines
and, even if you shouted, you could not be heard.  Moreover, once aloft, we encountered air
pockets, moments in time when the plane dropped like an elevator with its cables cut.  It
would revive and rise up, taking my stomach on erratic roller coaster rides.

Arrival at Honolulu Airport was a bumpy affair.  The plane bounced several times before
coasting toward the terminal.  I almost kissed the ground; glad to be free from the Nausea
Express.

We  were met at the terminal by my Uncle Morris, my maternal grandmother's youngest
child.  He piled us into a taxi and followed in his car.  Our destination was Kakaako, a
sweltering borough of Honolulu.  There we sat for the balance of the week in my maternal
grandparents new old house.  It seemed no one had the urge to do anything but visit, and
visit they did.  I met my Aunt Margaret, Aunt Palmyra, Uncle Frank and the parade of other
relatives who came in to sit and stare.  We sat in the living room, the dining room and the
kitchen, moving from one room to the other until it was time to be ushered off to bed.  The
only relative I enjoyed speaking with was Uncle George Kama (the husband of  my Aunt
Margaret).  He was Samoan-Filipino and a kanaka at heart.  Beyond our conversations,
the only other noteworthy event was beating the crap out of a neighbor's kid when he
came over into my grandparent's yard and wised off.  I guess his parents didn't care.  At
least, they never came over and complained when he ran home with a bloodied nose and
swollen lip.

Near the end of  the week, we were again loaded aboard a plane amid a wailing tearful
departure.   Mabel and I were never so glad to leave.   We were ready to endure the
Nausea Express simply to go back home to Ahualoa.  Oh yes, never eat heartily before
flying kanaka airways.  I barfed all the way home, about two hundred miles.

Once back in Ahualoa, my cousin Abel and I found a new enterprise.  We previously seen a
newsreel about the German V2 rockets and started speculating about them carrying
men instead of bombs.   Abel thought little of the idea, saying the rider would be killed
when he landed back on earth.   I countered with equipping him with a parachute and set
about to prove my point.  Earlier, we would launch tin cans with firecrackers, placing a
large one (a cherry bomb) under the cans.  With this in mind, I set about creating my first
manned vehicle - two tin cans with their bottoms taped together.   The top can would hold
our astronaut, in this case, a frog.  A parachute was made out of a square of cloth and
attached by  str ings  to the hapless amphibian.  However, although the dual cans were
successfully  launched, the frog struggled and got tangled in its parachute, plummeting a
couple of  hundred feet  back  to earth.   I made several attempts  at devising a better
parachute to no avail.  All I achieved was a mess of mangled frogs.  Finally, in frustration, I
captured and decided to launch a small bird, minus the parachute.  However, when I failed
to devise a method by where the bird could escape the top can, I stuck it in the bottom with
the  firecracker and set the  thing off. Accepting failure was never my strongest suit. To



recoup some gratification  from the project,  I  chased my cousin into the house with the
exploded, disemboweled bird.

* * * * *

July 4,  1943 brought on the usual Independence Day picnic at  the local Catholic Church
grounds.  It was my day, the annual amateur boxing contests.  My Uncle Mack always
enrolled me in the Bantam (Diaper) division.   No problem.   I was the only one really
trained to box.  However, the gloves depressed me.  I used sixteen ounces mitts at home.
The  Bantam division used 32's and headgear.    That  was like wearing a couple of
basketballs on your fists and another one on your head.  The object was to prevent the
children from injuring each other.  Duh!  Wasn't that the object of the sport?  You whacked
the other guy senseless to win.  I believe the haoles set the rules.  Kanakas would go at it
with bare fists. Now, that would be a sport.

As the day proceeded, I engaged in the competition,  fairing better than most.   Three one
minute rounds, end of match.  I won myself a small trophy after knocking three kids down.
In my eyes, I was heavyweight champion of the world.

Bragging profusely, I showed the cup to my cousins.   They shrugged and walked off.
Anybody could fight with gloves that big.  All you did was push each other around.  Only
my cousin Abel was impressed. He hated being punched.

Muttering about my family's lack of appreciation, Abel and I wandered off to watch the
men setting up the night's fireworks display.  They were using items that looked different
from our normal firecrackers and rockets.  Curious, he and I went over and badgered one of
the men, asking what those large tubes were.  With a labored smile, the man offered a curt
explanation.  Powder was stuffed into the tubes with an explosive charge that went off high
in the air. With that, he shooed us off.

I began with the above merely to set the stage for the following story.  The next day at my
house, my cousin and I sat pondering the spectacular fireworks of the previous night.  I'm
not sure who first thought of it but, since this is about my life, I'll take the credit or blame.
We decided to build our own fireworks bomb.  First task, find an appropriate tube, a length
of three-inch pipe.  Next, the powder.  We snuck over to our dynamite shed looking for a
can of gunpowder, the flaky stuff we used to recharge our shells.   As there was not
enough of that, we selected the second large can - blasting powder.  After capping the
bottom end of the pipe, we filled it to the brim. A partially broken cap topped the other end
to keep the powder from spilling.  Another trip to the dynamite shed netted us a length of
fuse, neatly marked off in burning time.  We cut about three minutes worth and added it to
our firecracker bomb.  With our explosive device armed and ready, we start looking for a
place to set it off.  Only my mother and baby sister were at home.  My older sister went off
with my father to help  in his office as she often did during summer vacation.   It was her
opportunity to get out of the house.

At any rate, Abel and I chose the middle of our s m a l l  cornfield as ground zero.   The
charge would go off, sending a sparkle of powder in the air just  like the Fourth of July, all
hidden from my mother's eyes.



Digging a hole in the cornfield, we set in our bomb, the top, level with the dirt so it would
fire into the air.   Dumb thought, you say.   Oh, how right you are.   The thing went off,
blowing  a  crater  in  the  ground  and  leveling  our  corn.    Debris  fell  upon  our  house,
prompting  my  panicked mother to rush out  with my  younger sister  under her arm.
Screeching, she ordered us to the bomb shelter.  The Japanese had attacked!

Wilting in the dampness of our hole in the riverbank, Abel and I sat, dreading the arrival of
my father.  We knew it would be hell on earth.  My sister was fussing and crying, and my
mother was going through her entire repertoire of prayers, calling upon ever known saint
to intercede and save us from destruction.

Eventually, my father arrived and set about calling for my mother who bravely sent me to
respond.  I slinked out of the shelter in his direction and, from the look on his face, he
already had seen the crater and the corn.  My father drew a deep breath and asked if I
had been using the dynamite.  With my older sister glaring at me, I hoarsely explained.
Dead silence followed as my father stared, his eyes occasionally darting toward the former
cornfield.  Even I began to silently pray when he said in Portuguese:  "We'll deal with this
later. Call your mother."

After assuring my mother that the Japanese had not attacked, he sent her and my sisters
into the house.  Abel and I kept trying to hide behind each other as my father returned to
staring with no real expression on his face.  After an eternity of torment, he asked:  "Do
you know what you did wrong?"  When in a good humor, my father spoke to us in English.
The question was posed in Portuguese with a few choice words in Hawaiian under his
breath.  It called for no more than a timorous nod.  The wrong word might be interpreted
as sarcasm or an affront.  Next came the order to fill the hole, pull and stack all of the
downed corn.  My cousin and I went about the chore without uttering a word while my
father sat on the front porch watching. That afternoon was the longest day of our lives.

With the task completed, Abel and I returned to stand before my father.  He quietly arose
and went into the house, leaving us there at the bottom of the front steps.  Neither of us
moved or fidgeted, finding it hard to breath.  Ultimately, my father exited.  He pointed to
me then the front steps, and said: "Sit!"  Whereupon, he ordered Abel into the car and
took him home.

As he drove off, Mabel came to the head of the stairs.  She asked what happened and I
explained.    I  never  realized  how  many  insulting  synonyms  for  stupid  resided  in  her
vocabulary.  I think she even invented a few on my behalf.  Following her mini diatribe,
she gave a short dissertation on pyrotechnics.   Mabel always was one to over-elaborate.
She turned and left in a huff when she asked if I knew what I had done wrong.  "Used too
much powder" was an inappropriate response.

Two things resulted from the event.  First, I could not sit for at least an hour, compliments
of my father's belt. Secondly, my father placed a padlock on the dynamite shed. Oh yes, I
had to till the field and replant the corn.   However,  the pain and exhaustion  was well
compensated.  When I returned to school, I had a glorious tale to tell, with the appropriate
exaggerations.  The crater became larger with each narration.  I even showed a new scar
on my head, an injury from the blast. The latter was real.  During the fallout, I was beaned
by a small rock.



The incident taught me a valuable lesson.   We had sixty acres of land.   Next time, do
whatever far away from the house. Ay, blame it on the kanaka in me.

* * * * *

The advent of the new school year brought new opportunities.  I became my father's full
time assistant managing his stovetop still.  I would catch the drippings from the flume and
placed them in gallons to cap and age, sampling small sips of okole hau.  It had little bite
to it hot but had a decided effect on my vision.  With each batch we brewed, I got slightly
drunk.  I think my father noticed but let it slide.  He knew I didn't like the taste of the cold
stuff.  My chores included pouring water at the top of the zinc flume from the catch bucket to
condense the extruding steam in the coil of copper pipe, and spraying a mix of pine and
eucalyptus oils with a Flit spray can to cover the aroma of the still that would drift down to
the road leading past our house.   Moonshining was illegal according to the haoles but
okole hau was ambrosia to the kanakas - Nature's gift from the gods.

That also was the year my father also started making Madeiran wine.  He had cuttings
sent from California and planted a small vineyard.  It produced the most delicious sweet
grapes.  When the first batch matured, I discovered I loved wine.  It was served at our
dinner table with each of us kids given a small glass over my mother's protests.   She
insisted we were doing to become drunkards like Uncle Mack who eventually died of an
ulcerated liver.

Indeed, Uncle Mack could put away the Tokay wine.  He would visit on his white stallion
with two gallons tied to the saddle.  Lord, how we hated that.  My uncle would sit in the
living room drinking,  downing both gallons before he went home.   He came to our house
first because his wife would nag.

When Uncle Mack would finish a gallon, he would pitch it out the front door unto our gravel
driveway.   If it landed and shattered,  the area was littered with glass.   Since we went
barefoot, it became a minefield.  Therefore, Mabel and I would take up positions at the
bottom of our front porch when he began to empty the gallon.  Like two soccer goalies, we
waited for the toss.   Maybe, we should have tried out for the Olympics for we rarely
missed one.   After two gallons of wine, my uncle would reel down the front steps and
climb on his horse.  He would drop the reins and let the animal take him home.  This leads
me to another story.

It seemed Uncle Mack aggravated three local brothers.  None of them dared approach
him while sober.   Indeed, my uncle had a reputation with his fists.   Thus,  the brothers
decided upon an idea.  They would wait until he was returning home drunk then pounce
on him,  beating him up.   I might note that these brothers also were Portuguese and
distantly related, and Portuguese love to talk.  Well, the brothers elaborated on their intent
in my Uncle John's saloon.   Bad strategy.   Uncle John informed Uncle Mack.   In turn,
Uncle Mack announced that he was going directly home and upended a gallon of wine
after have imbibed several glasses at the saloon.  He slid off the barstool and staggered
out to the door.  The brothers quickly followed and, riding ahead, waited for him in a small
clearing near a great gum tree.  When Uncle Mack arrived, they pulled him from his horse.
Mistake number two.  A single gallon of wine simply made Uncle Mack belligerent.  It took at



least two to get him drunk.  One brother went sailing through the air, striking the gum tree
when my uncle lifted and tossed him there.  The tag team match began with Uncle Mack
tagging each of the remaining brothers with his fists.   As I heard told, the fight was a
massacre with my uncle Mack reenacting the roll of Sitting Bull and his horde of Sioux.
The tale lived on in town lore. When I left the Big Island, it still was being retold.

Drinking was a kanaka pastime.  Okole hau, wine and sake were the usual fare.  The last
was served hot and introduced to the islands by the Japanese.  Rice wine was brewed
locally in Hilo.  World War II stopped the imports from Japan.  It was heated in a special
bottle and serve in small ceramic cups.  When my father drank sake, my older sister and I
had a sip.  A small quarter cup portion before bedtime.  Though my mother protested, he
said it was good for the digestion and would help us sleep.  Now that was true kanaka.
Come to think of it, my mother was thoroughly haole Portuguese.  She never really felt
comfortable until she later moved to the Mainland.

In the same proportions given above, I was permitted to drink with the men when I
traveled with my father.  A little wine with my relatives; a bit of sake with the Japanese;
something or other with the Koreans; a syrupy brew with the Filipinos; a taste of rum and
coke with the Marines; and, some okole hau with the Hawaiians.  At least, I could raise a
glass and join the traditional toast.

Incidentally, okole hao or okole hau in English should be transliterated as "kick ass".
Haole-fied dictionaries translate it as “iron bottom”,  but the kanakas say it refers to “falling
down drunk” (falling on your rear).  An appropriate name for the brew that rivaled vodka
and 151 rum.  Okole maluna (bottoms up) usually meant the way you ended if  you drank
too much.

That year, there were those pranks we pulled at school.  My cousin Nona and I discovered
one day that, if a bumblebee entered the room, the teacher sent us outside until she got
rid of it. Well, there were buttercups growing along the building, and Nona and I took turns
catching bumblebees.  We would wait until one entered a flower; pinch the flower closed;
then, I would carry it in and release it.  All-right!  Instant recess.  Soon, the teacher got
wise and started searching me.   Therefore,  Nona decided to hide the flowers in her
bloomers.  Bad idea!  On the third excursion, the bumblebee crawled out.  Nona jumped
up, lifted her dress and doffed her bloomers, holding the dress above her waist.   The
bumblebee had stung her near her unmentionable and her dance was a sight to behold.  It
would have been erotic if she was not shrieking and swearing at the top of her lungs.  The
teacher,  a temporary substitute  from the high school, was horrified.   She immediately
dragged Nona from the room.  A riot ensued with all of the kids mimicking Nona's antics
without removing their clothes. In a grand way, Nona was exposed.

Afterward, my aunt did the unnecessary.  She sat both of us down and lectured on the
dangers of playing with bumblebees.  A mute point to Nona.  She had a welt the size of a
golf ball on her left groin.  Of course, she blamed me.  Said it was my stupid idea.  While
the welt lasted, she would raise her dress and lower her bloomers, and said:  "See what
you did!"  This was immediately followed by:  "Don't you dare look at anything else!"  Like
most  women, Nona could nag.   I translated because her remarks were in Pidgin and
peppered with obscenities in Portuguese.  The girl could cuss, courtesy of her father.   He
had the best repertoire and used most of it whenever he sustained an injury.



The Portuguese always referred to their sons and nephews as boy in their native tongue.
Usually, it  was a term of  endearment.    However, the tone determined whether a
compliment, lesson in life or a reproach would follow.  There was no need to check the
expression on the adult's face.   The emphasis clearly defined which was to follow.   A
sharp "Boy!" meant "Give your soul to God because your ass was theirs".  Thick leather
belts they wore were the means of corporal punishment.  Believe me, I had more than my
share from father, uncles and aunts.  I hated receiving a swat from an aunt.  The swat I
could tolerate.   However, an interminable lecture  followed, explaining the reason why she
had to resort to the belt.  It almost was a covert apology and a purging of her sense of
guilt.   "Do you know why you made me do that?"   I got more than my share of words
because I tried to stifle my laughter when struck with the belt.   "Do you think that was
funny?"   If my parents were around, they quickly explained why I laughed.   If not, the
lecture continued until I  showed the proper humility.   Lowered eyes and a prolonged
clearing of my throat became my response to a swat.   I soon learned to make myself
sound all choked up.

The only benefit of a spanking by an aunt  was that, when the lecture had passed, they
always gave you some sort of a treat.  Now, that seems like a bad Pavlovian approach.
Offense, punishment then reward.   No wonder some of us grew up confused.   The
outcome depended upon how hard you were hit.   An aunt who gave you a tap then a
piece of cake was one to offend at every opportunity.  I would look humble and wait for the
treat.

In reference to the above, aunts, uncles and first  cousins older than your father were
privileged.  They treated you like one of their own with the God-given right to correct you
as they saw fit.   They deferred to your father only when he was around.  Otherwise, they
took  matters  into  their  own  hands,  literally.    Only  my  father  and  my  Uncle  John
relinquished the privilege.  Both held the same perspective.  "I have enough of a problem
dealing with my own."   Offenses were reported to the appropriate male parent and the
matter was dropped.

Uncle John was my image of a giant.   He stood well over seven foot  with a heavily
muscular body.   His hand could cover the top of  my head, with his fingers extending well
pass my earlobes.  Uncle John would reach down and pick me up in this manner to hold me
at eye level.  He would smile and say:  "How are you doing, boy?"  I never once heard him
raise his voice.  He was a very gentle, soft-spoken  man.  Unlike his brothers, he never
brawled while growing up.   I guess there was no need to.   As I gathered, he always
towered over his peers.

Only once did Uncle John show a bit of temper.   A marine in his saloon was getting a bit
rowdy  and  John  tried  to  back  him  out  of  the  door  with  his  usual  passive  cajoling.
Suddenly, the marine leaned toward him and said something.  Uncle John drew back his fist
and smashed him full in the mouth, lifting him off the ground and pitching him out the door.
He followed and told the shore patrolman outside:  "Get that bastard out of here.  I'll kill him
if he ever comes back to my town."  The event startled everyone and, although his brothers
tried to root out the cause, Uncle John refused to discuss it.  After that, everyone guarded
their words when speaking to him. Something could set our family giant off.



Mid term ended at  Christmas  and we gathered at Kuka'iau Ranch for a New Year
celebration after my mother's annual trek to the church with all of us in tow.  Maybe I was
maturing slightly but I took a particular interest in a distant relative, a girl equal in years.  I
was captivated by her eyes.  They were the roundest I have ever seen and seemed to
reflect the devilish glint in mine.  We spent the entire time at the ranch in each other's
company doing nothing in particular, mostly sitting and throwing pebbles in a creek.   All I
remember is the sensations and not a single thing we did.  She was from another part of the
island and rarely visited Honokaa.   Her father stopped by our house only once,
allowing us a few hours together as I showed her around our place.  It must have been
puppy love.  I used to write her letters and receive some from her.  She died in March of
the following year, kicked in the side by her father's horse.  I heard of it when an aunt
related the story to my mother and ran out of the house.  For the balance of the day, I sat by
our river in silence.   She was the only person I truly grieved.   After that, death never
raised real emotions.  It was the expected end of life.  I felt nothing even when my father
died. I just remembered our good  times  together and  was happy he had a long life.  As
Auntie Pinau used to say: You die when it's your time to die, nothing you can do about it.  If
you had a narrow escape, don't worry a out it.  It wasn't your time to die.

As a follow-up to the above, my family always thought me cold-blooded.   I never reacted
emotionally to the usual things beyond having a hair-trigger temper.   When I became
angry, my cheeks would quiver and I would cease to talk.  Those around me soon learned
to back off at that point. My Uncle Mack was much the same way.  After witnessing one of
my outbursts where he pulled me off of a boy I was beating to a pulp, he sat me down and
advised me walk away when I felt my temper rising.  He said if I didn't I would end up
killing someone one day.  I believed he spoke from personal experience and I took his
words to heart.  Later, I added my own embellishment.  When angry, I would leave and go
break something.  Often, I would punch a wall full out.  The pain helps settle my mind and
keeps me from blowing a fuse. Anger seems to double my strength.

* * * * *

The war in the Pacific began to turn in our favor in 1944.  It was our focus.  We paid little
attention to the war in Europe.   As far as we were concerned, World War  II was our
engagement with Japan.   It was in our backyard, the Pacific,  and that was where the Big
Island marines were.   In the evenings, we listened to the short-wave radio broadcasts
from the Mainland.   However, our news was slanted and drenched with propaganda.
Even the RKO newsreels shown in the school auditorium portrayed only our victories with
no more than a quick reference to our losses.   At Camp Kamuela, my father and I
received a more accurate version of the war.  The marines were taking heavy casualties in
the Pacific.    Officers left and never returned.    New ones replaced them,  constantly
changing our circle of friends.  Captain Eusey had died and Menehune was transferred to
another part of the Pacific theater.    Without  them, my enchantment with the camp
underwent a radical change. There was no point in making close acquaintances. The war
was intensifying and more officers would die.

With life moving along at its usual unhurried pace, my birthday was the only coming event
to look forward to.   On two occasions,  we make the trip to Halemaumau (House of
Continual Fire) up at  Kilauea to visit Pele (my volcano mother).   Both trips were made to
escort relatives visiting from the Mainland.  I enjoyed the volcano but the journey was a



bore.  Out of politeness, my sisters and I were distributed amongst the relatives' vehicles,
paired with children our own ages.  I was stuck with some haole snot with whom I had
nothing in common.  Generally, the kid would sit as far away from me as possible as if I
have some contagious disease.  Okay, so I had an attitude.  Entertaining haoles was not
my idea of fun.  I would fantasize pushing him into the volcano as a sacrifice to Pele.  The
thought kept the smile on my face my mother mandated.   "You be pleasant and don't
swear.  And no playing tricks."  As I said, the trips were bores.  I had to wait until we took
them on a fishing outing at Kawaihae and an overnight at the Dry Cave.  My turf with little
adult supervision.  There I could really gross out the haoles.  First, by eating raw shellfish
and plopping the legs of a live crab into my mouth.   "Mmmmm, ono," I would exclaim.
(Our word for delicious.)  The looks on their face were exhilarating. One even retched and
ran off.

Oh yes, speaking of crabs.  When we caught them to use as bait, we stuffed them inside
our shirts.  They just tickle a little until they settle.  I guess the inside of our shirts was
viewed by them like cracks in the rock.  A nice dark place to hide.  If you did it properly,
you would never get pinched.  However, the haole brats that visited were appalled.  You
would not believe how many times I heard the word barbaric.   It seemed that it  was their
favorite term.   Moreover,  they  were terrified of my preoccupation with scorpions.   I would
catch one and, off to the side, carefully snip off its stinger  then lie down and let it crawl
around on my stomach and chest.   I had them convinced that  scorpions could tell the
difference between kanakas and haoles; that they craved only haole blood and, if they
went to sleep in the woods, the scorpions would gather and drain them dry.  Campouts
were such fun.

Shortly  after the second trip to Halemaumau, my sister confided that she had found a
boyfriend, a young marine named Carl.   She was sneaking off  to meet him on every
occasion when he managed leave and came to town.   The secret was shared for two
months until my mother discovered her diary.   Carl was shipped out somewhere in the
Pacific and my sister was grounded for life.  Well, at least until my parents moved to the
island of Oahu.  Still, they kept her on a tight leash.  Mabel was almost fourteen at the
time.

It must  have been a time for maturing.   My ninth birthday came and went with only
traditional presents. I received some money and a pile of new clothes, most handmade by
cousins or aunts.  It should be noted that, since my father was the baby of his family, a
large portion of my first cousins was his age or older.   Those near mine were either
second or third.  Nona actually was a second cousin.  I called her mother Auntie because
of her age.  She was as old as my other aunts.   Okay, so it  was a kanaka way of seeing
things.   However, everyone accepted it.   There were cousin-braddahs and cousin-sistahs,
so when not cousin-aunties. Only haoles worried about things like that.

At nine, Nona was definitely maturing, developing fair breasts and a womanlier figure.  I
too must have been maturing because I started  to take notice, especially of her rounded
rear.  In fact, rear ends became a fascination.  I started comparing them, watching how
the girls at school walked.  The older women held no interest.  Most of them were several
yards wide and looked like they were carrying luggage under their dresses.  The muumuu
was the common garb for fat women.  It covered their bodies like a tent, bulging in the
front over their protruding  stomachs and  sagging  breast, and in  the  back  over  their



massive oversized rumps.    The  Portuguese and Hawaiian women were the gross
offenders.  One look and you knew they loved to eat.  Japanese and Filipino women were
more slender but  wrinkled early in life.   The rest of  the nationalities fell somewhere in
between.  Trimmer women and girls wore holokus, tight fitting at the waist and across their
rear ends.  The snugness of the lower part of their dress gave them a definite sway when
they walked.

Back to Nona.   The girl was proud of her new breasts and took every opportunity to
display them.  I swear she showed them off to everyone at school, privately of course.  As I
said earlier, breasts had little erotic value except to the visiting marines.   Nona showed
hers to more than one but received no more than an affectionate squeeze.  She would
giggle and tell me about it.  Given my camp experiences, I tried to convince that it was not a
good idea.   When she asked me why, I said because one of them might try to hump her.
Well, no one ever told Nona what not to do.  She said she would hump whomever she
pleased.  Without a real interest in sex, I explained a pertinent fact of life.  She could get
pregnant.  Nona was horrified.  You see, mothers generally waited until their daughter had
their first period before discussing such things.   Nona knew about pregnancy, the dark
side of it.   She listened to the stories women shared about the torment of giving birth
and was terrified.   She swore she wouldnever have a child.   Then, she received the
customary parental education and became an  outright prude. Nona never again showed
her breasts.

* * * * *

During the first part of 1944, George Carr, a friend of our family in Kohala, was returning to
New Zealand.   George had an abundance of animals he brought with him to the Big
Island.  Upon leaving, he gave me his rabbits, three pair of New Zealand Giants.  The gifts
launched my first business enterprise.  The rabbits soon multiplied exponentially into six
rows of  eight hutches each and, eventually, I  was slaughtering, skinning and selling over
twenty a month. They were taken to my uncle's butcher shop and packed to be shipped to
Hilo.  I became a disgruntled entrepreneur.  Each morning shortly after dawn, it took about
ten gallons of water and forty pounds of pellets to feed the rabbits, supplemented by poleles
and other greens.  This compounded my chores.  Up to that point, my only moneymaking
enterprise was selling white neck pheasant pelts of the birds we killed.  The neck feathers
were used in making hatbands and I garnered the rewards of that chore.

The departure of George Carr curtailed our regular trips to Kohala and the panini (prickly
pear cactus fruit) I enjoyed.   After  that, we only went there occasionally to gather wild
honey.

A honey-gathering excursion meant plying the boulders in a semi-arid part of  the island.
Cactus abounded in the region and their blossoms were visited by the local bees.  We
prepared for the trip by taking along a large pan, a smoker to shoo away the bees and a
healthy amount of okole hau.  Okole hau was our insect repellent.   You rubbed it on your
exposed skin and placed a little in your mouth.  Of course, if you drank a lot of it, the bee
stings were more easily tolerated. No, we kids did not get drunk.

Once  collected,  the honeycombs were squeezed into the pan and the remaining wax
became our chewing gum.   A bit of caution was mandated.   Occasionally, a live bee



remains resident within the honeycombs.  Bad news for the tongue. I flubbered and lisped
for a days when one sat down, backed up and pushed its stinger into the fleshier part near
my left cheek.

Speaking of chewing gum, we also loved when they paved a section of the road or
patched the holes in it.  The tar caldron held gallons of treats.  Chewing fresh tar was a
favorite pastime.   Some kids even scraped it up from the road.   You dug down into a
mound and extracted the inner, clean tar.  After hours of chewing, the flavor remained the
same - tar.  However, you popped a bunch of anise seeds into your mouth and added it to
the mix.  Al'right! Licorice!

Oh yes, a caution.  Never chew anise when out honey gathering.  The bees love the smell
of it and consider your mouth one big pink flower.  A couple followed me for almost an
hour, trying to get in.  All my father and sister Mabel did was laugh.  Okay, so they both
warned me not to chew the anise, advising me of the consequences.  Damn, sometimes I
wished I had listened to them. I almost swallowed one of the bees.

Both Portuguese and Hawaiians are hardheaded.   When they intermarry, you can't tell
them a thing. Three schoolmates of mine were the product of such a union.  Half and half,
Hawaiian-Portuguese.   A deadly combination.   Even the wahine (girl) member of the
family could kick my butt and she did.  I alibied by saying I just didn't want to flat out hit a
girl.   However, she pounded me royally when I mouthed off to her.   I was nicer to her
brothers. I wanted to keep my face intact. Hey, that you gotta respect.

Indeed, I did not win all the fights I got into although I liked to think that I did.  My father
had only one commandment:  Don't start a fight but, if someone else starts one, finish it.
He lived by that maxim.  Uncle Mack would add: Hit the bastard first, low and hard.  His
rule for fighting was simple:  I win.  Actually, he was a realist.  If someone wanted to fight
by rules, let him put on gloves and enter a ring.  Beyond that, anything goes.  You did
what you must to survive with the least amount of injuries.  Based on his experience, I
paid more attention  to Uncle Mack.   His advice proved invaluable,  especially on one
occasion. Otherwise, I would have been seriously hurt.

When asked what to do when outnumbered, Uncle Mack simply said: run.  No, it wasn't
the cowardly thing but a strategy.  Those who pursued you would be strung out according to
their willingness and desire to pound you.   Usually, the stronger and more secure one
would lead the pack. What follows is a positive example of my uncle's counsel.

At recess, I easily had bested a Japanese kid in a minor brawl.   However, the kid had
relatives who waited for me after school.  As I walked across the sports field toward my
father's office across the street, I was confronted by three of the kid's cousins, all from the
upper grades.  Following Uncle Mack's stratagem, I turned and ran, but at a measured
pace.  Soon, the three were strung out behind me, one following the next.  As the gap
between my pursuers extended, I slowed slightly to allow the first one to catch up with me.
When he neared running full out, I turned, planted my feet and drove a straight right into
his jaw.  His head stopped but his body kept moving on, dumping him flat on his back,
unconscious.  I turned and again began to run at a more leisurely pace.  However, instead
of continuing the pursuit, the other two halted and hovered over their kin.   They never
bothered me again after that. I think I had broken the kid's jaw.



Uncle Mack's strategy had succeeded with only one minor flaw.  I severely damaged my
fist, dislocating a finger and fracturing a couple of bones.  The next morning, my hand was
swollen about three times its normal size. Later, Uncle Mack laughed. He had overlooked
one important aspect of the scenario.  Hit the person in the stomach, never on the jaw.
Bone contacting bone injures both in the collision. That was the part he failed to explain.

There were minor repercussions from the incident.  My father and I had to make the usual
trip to the principal's office, where I regularly visited on my own, mostly for fighting during
lunch or recess.    The parents of  the kid I  hit  complained.    However, since I  was
outnumbered three to one by upper classmen, the principal considered it a justified act.
For once, I did not receive swats from the Board of Education, a one by four inch paddle.
The principal considered my swollen and painful hand punishment enough for fighting
onschool grounds.   Hey, like I had a choice in the matter.   Oh sure, I pounded their
cousin but that was no reason to gang up on me.  Besides, if they had rearranged my
face, my own cousins would have returned the favor in spades.  We fought amongst each
other but stood together as a clan.

Granted, I did get into my share of fights at school but, after classes, I had  backup
when taking on a member of another ethnic clan.   No, not my cousins but my sister
Mabel.  When she was in the vicinity, no one dared to gang up on me.  My sister had a
mean right hook.  Besides, she was popular at school.  If some boy dared to hit her, several
older males would insure that he never repeated the act.

Still,  on several occasions,  I went down with a black eye, swollen lip or various
combinations of bodily injuries.   However, when retelling the events, I always implied I
won every fight.   I stood toe-to-toe  with the best  of them but was beaten by a hapa
Hawaiian-Portuguese wahine.   Auwe na oe!   (Shame on you, shame on me.)   Not an
exact translation, but as I said, Hawaiian words can mean many things.  The wahine gave
me a swollen lip, a righteous shiner and about six very sore ribs.

* * * * *

Summer 1944 sort of crept up on me.  School was fairly enjoyable but suddenly came to
an end.  I was hustled off on my father's jaunt about the island even though I preferred to
stay at home.  My mother insisted on my going, saying she could not deal with me by
herself.   I think she expected the Devil to come and claim me.  Okay, so I was a bit of a
brat.

My father and I spent almost two weeks on the road, stopping over at various houses as
he audited the books at the stores.  Also, there were the entrepreneurs (war profiteers) to
call on.  Some were belligerent; others were not.  Money often was kept in shoeboxes and
not recorded.    My father  would caution each that after  the war, there would be an
accounting and those who did not pay their taxes would end up in federal prisons on the
Mainland.  The warning was sufficient for most.  They owned up to their profits and forked
over their share of tax.  However, some would try to bribe my father, offering cash or a
variety of things, which my father always refused.  You got that straight.  My father took
his job seriously and never accepted a bribe or a gift.  It was his way.  I was raised with
the admonition: only wear one face.  Translated, that meant be who you were, upfront and



honest.   Okay, so I  ignored the maxim every now and then.   Hey, as  you may  have
gathered, I definitely am not a saint.

In general, the trip with my father was a bore.  Only on one or two occasions did I meet
someone my age with an equally devious mind.   Those were Hawaiians.   The Japanese,
Chinese and Korean kids were too obedient, and seemed terrified of upsetting their parents.
I never quite understood why.   Auwe, were they ever straight-laced.   After a couple of
weeks, we returned to Honokaa and my usual group of friends.   Only  my  Uncle Jack's
accident broke the monotony of the days.  The accident was quite bizarre and happened
late one night.

As a prelude, I should state that Uncle Jack was a frustrated Indy driver.  He careened
around curves as fast as he could no matter where he went.  And, we had a particularly
sharp one just above our house.   The narrow two-lane road formed a lazy S,  veering
sharply west then northeast.   The right shoulder dropped into a forty-foot  deep ravine.
Everyone slowed while taking it, everyone except by Uncle Jack.

One night around nine, my uncle appeared at our front door and called out to my father.
He explained that his car went off the road and needed help getting it back on.  Since the
use of lights at night was prohibited, my father gave him the keys to our Chevrolet and told
him to return in the morning. Uncle Jack left.

At dawn, we heard our car came skidding to a stop in our gravel driveway.   Without
looking, we knew it was Uncle Jack.  We followed him out to the roadway, to the spot
where skid marks ran off over the edge.  There sat my uncle's squad car, atop a guava
tree, some thirty feet off the ground.  It looked like someone carefully placed it there.  The
driver's door was open and nearby branches broken and bent where my uncle had
lowered  himself  to  the  ground.    It  took  a  cane-loading  crane  from  Honokaa  sugar
plantation and a dozen men to lift it and place it back on the road.  My Uncle Jack proudly
displayed a photograph of it at city hall.

Summer slipped by without further incident and I found myself preparing to return to
school.  Suddenly, it was September 2nd, V-E day.  The Germans had surrendered and
everyone was sure the Japanese would soon capitulate.   There was a party at on the
church grounds to celebrate the victory.  It was the Fourth of July all over again.  This time a
contingent of marines attended. I guess the camp commandant figured it would be good for
their moral.   There was a flag raising and an honorary gun salute.   Afterward, the
marines went about ogling at the women, even the fat ones. I believe they had been away
from home too long.  However, only the older wives quietly complained.  The single girls
gathered off in groups and tittered,  stealing covert glances at the men.    It was an
impromptu beauty contest with the girls vying as to which one could attract the most eyes. A
surreptitious wink added extra points to the recipient and one girl in a snugly fitting
holoku decidedly  became the crowned queen.    She walked with the wriggle of  a
professional hula dancer and even drew the eyes of the local men.    A Portuguese
equivalent of hussy was my mother's word for her, a perspective shared by a couple of my
female cousins and aunts.   The prudes never let their girls perform  the hula when the
marines were around. Too much temptation for the men.



Normally at civic events, a hula troupe was a necessity.  The haoles expected them like
tiki torches at a luau.  Lau laus were made in pressure cookers and a pig roast over an
open fire for visiting haoles. The kanakas merely rolled their eyes.  Every girl in Honokaa
practiced the hula at school and performed it on a makeshift stage consisting of a two-foot
high wooden platform at the church grounds.   Unlike the Christian- restricted dancers on
Oahu, the Hamakua girls wore dyed bloomers under grass skirts made of dried shredded
vines.   The dancers were accompanied by a small combo usually made up of a guitar,
ukulele and skin or wooden drums.  It was the traditional Hawaiian fare.  The older boys
would vie for prime front seats on the ground and try to peer under the hula skirts at the
girls' crotches.   The one with the tightest bloomers and pronounced  pubic cleavage drew
the most  accolades after  the event when the boys gathered to  compare observations.
However, according to my sister, some dancers cheated.  They stuffed carefully contoured
silk handkerchiefs in their bloomers and over their crotches to  enhance the view.   I don't
believe the boys knew this.   Mabel used to say you could tell by  the  way the bloomers
shifted when they danced.  If it moved opposite from the way their hips swayed, they were
stuffed.  No matter how I tried, I could never determine which was real and which was not.

Later in the year, news of heavy casualties in the Pacific brought the reality of war back to
our house.   No, it was not broadcasted on the radio.   My father found out by word of
mouth from the officers at the marine camp.   The war with Japan was still on with a
vengeance.  Many of the marines we knew had died.  The general opinion predicted a
massive slaughter when we finally invaded the Japanese mainland.  My father said the
kamikazes were only a hint of what was too come.  In his perspective, he felt we should
stay offshore and bomb the hell out of their cities until they capitulated.  He never once
disputed the validity of dropping the atomic bombs.

* * * * *

Tragedy visited our family in 1944.  My father, Uncle Mack and cousins had gathered to
fetch logs to be cut up into lumber.  Thus, to the high country behind our property, we
went, all packed into a  long  flatbed truck.   Trees were felled,  trimmed and loaded on  the
truck. Up to that point, it was a normal, exhausting chore.

With the timber piled high and tied down, everyone found a convenient place to sit.  I sat
up front between my father and Uncle Mack. My father drove the truck. My cousins found
seats on the logs with two sitting at the very end of the truck bed.  Thus loaded, we started
back to the main road and Ahualoa to set the timber to dry on our property.  However, a
wooden bridge spanned the river a short distance from our house and the truck was too
heavy for it.  Almost all the way across, the bridge collapsed and the truck fell backward
into the river.  My two cousins at the rear were crushed by the sliding timber.  One on top
had his leg pinned under a rolling log.  A third fell, striking his head on a rock at the bottom
of the embankment.

When the accident happened, my father pulled me out the driver's door and literally threw
me onto the road.  My Uncle Mack slipped and fell from the truck.  He was a bit drunk at the
time but sustained no serious injuries. The gods protect infants and drunks. Frantic activity
followed the accident.   Two cousins at the bottom of the river under the upended logs
were obviously dead.  The one with his leg pinned had his knee crushed. My father set
about prying him free and Uncle Mack went after the one that fell and struck his head.



Haina Hospital did have an ambulance but there was no telephone in Ahualoa to summon it.
Thus, my father ran to our house to fetch his Chevrolet to transport the injured.    I rode to
Haina with my father because my leg, arm and face were severely scuffed and bruised. My
cousin who fell was dead by the time we reached Haina Hospital.   He died with his
partially crushed skull resting on my lap.  My other cousin fared better.  He survived his
injuries with only a twisted leg.

Later, my  father and I returned to the fallen bridge to watch as relatives and friends
removed the mangled bodies of my other cousins from beneath the logs.  The experience
vividly portrayed the horrors of war.  The dead bodies were a mess.
The  entire community attended the three joint  funerals and,  with the aid of  marine
volunteers and equipment, the bridge was rebuilt.  I went there occasionally to stare down at
the river for no reason.   The accident opened the door to another part of my consciousness
and took away a bit of my emotions.   After that, I found that I grew cold  during an
emergency.   My mind divorces itself from  my body.   No feelings, just  detached,  logical
thought.  Auntie Pinau said it was my god part - the place where you go when you die.  You
set your body aside and become divine, observing the essence of life.   In her  view, it
was a state of everlasting peace.  Like the infant nursing on her breast, I found solace
with Auntie Pinau. The loveable kanaka kahuna had her head screwed on straight.

* * * * *

When the timber garnered had dried, my father and Uncle Mack set about sawing it into
planks.  We had a large band saw attached by a homemade leather belt to the rear wheel
of my father's Model A  Ford truck.   The truck was elevated by jack and set on two
segments of tree stump.  A long wood rack with wooden rollers ran past  the blade of the
saw.   To cut the timber, a section of tree trunk was hefted onto the rack by block and
tackle and the truck started and set in gear.  As my father manipulated the gas, my uncle
slid the timber through the saw.   The process was repeated until all of the timber was
sliced into two-inch thick planks.   The planks were then run through the saw to trim them
into two by twelves.  Other sections of timber were cut into four by four beams.  This was
our way of making lumber.  The planks and beams were set in piles, separated by smaller
pieces of wood so they would dry flat.   We used the planks to construct our houses.
Normally, everyone who gathered the timber helped with the chore but, since some of
them had died, it was left to my father and Uncle Mack.

Because of the work involved, lumber was a precious commodity.   When an old house
was torn down, all useable lumber was saved and all nails recovered.  I spent endless
hours with a hammer, removing and straightening out the old square shaft nails.  Because of
a wealth of  termites on the Big Island, repairing one's home was an ongoing chore.   We
would soak the timbers in creosote to put off the vermin, lending a unique aroma to the
house.   Only the town houses were built with real milled lumber imported  from Hilo.
Thus, the demolition of a town house was a prize.   We had lined our walls with  milled
lumber taken from an abandoned section of Filipino camp.  My father and I spend days at
the chore, dismantling, trimming and installing the boards.   Home Construction
101.  Reluctantly, I learned the carpentry trade.  In Hamakua, you did for yourself or it
never got done.



The tragic deaths of my cousins set a dismal tone for the latter part of the year. Our family
never recovered its sense of humor until Christmas rolled around and we gathered at a local
ranch for a New Year celebration.  After an appropriate round of toasts to the departed, the
matter was set aside.  Hey, it was party time.  Thus, I embarked on the year
1945.

* * * * *

By the start of the year, the U.S. had begun to regularly bomb Japan but the war was
intensifying.   The taking of Iwo Jima eventually cost the lives of over five thousand
marines.   Okinawa came next but it seemed that Japan would fight to the very end.
Troops constantly  were moving in and out of the Big Island and we started making less
visits to their camp. Strangers had replaced friends.

Actually, I remember little of importance happening during the first part of the year.  The
fourth grade went without etching much in my memory until April 12.  On that day, the
president, Franklin Delano Roosevelt, died. My father closed his office, lowered the flag to
half-mast and brought us home from school.  It was his way of marking the event.  He was a
Roosevelt fan.

Later that month, I turned ten and my father decided to send me to Honolulu to attend a
private Catholic school.   Arrangements were made with his first  cousin, Joseph, to house
me.   I remember feeling  apprehensive  and distorted all during the early part of the
summer.  Moving to Honolulu meant not coming back.  My mother was pressing my father
to transfer to the Honolulu Tax Office where he had been offered a job.  I just knew that
she eventually talk him into taking it.  Leaving meant that, for the foreseeable future, I was
giving up the Big Island, my home and my friends.

In August 1945, the United States dropped atomic bombs on Hiroshima and Nagasaki.
The war was near an end.  On the 14th of the month, Japan announced its surrender and,
although the formal signing did not take place until September 2nd, hostilities had ended.
We were no longer at war.

With much trepidation, I left the Big Island via Kohala Airport and, except for a brief flyover
in 1959 in a small Army Piper Cub, never returned.  Going back somehow felt tragic.  The
Kawaihae beaches had been taken over by tourist condos and a new highway from Hilo
cleaved the Island in two.  Like me, my relatives began moving to Oahu and the Mainland,
seeking better jobs as the cost of living began to soar.

With a deeply drawn breath, I boarded a plane at Kohala and never looked back.  It's hard
to leave a part of your heart.

* * * * *

Now to relieve a mild case of depression with some stuff that happened before I left the
Big Island.   Put it in whatever timeframe you like.   These happened some time before
1945.



When it came time for my Uncle Jack to retire from the Hawaiian Police, he did not have a
birth certificate and the haole establishment required proof of his age.   However, none
existed at the time.   Hawaii was a kingdom until 1894 when Sanford Dole and his armed
militia deposed Queen Liliuokalani and established the Republic of Hawaii.  Only on June
14, 1898 did Hawaii become a part of the United States.  My father, the youngest of my
grandfather's children, was born in 1898 although it was later upgraded to 1900 after the
children of my paternal grandparents were reorganized by the territorial government.  Thus,
in the boonies like Hamakua, organized record keeping was not instituted until well after
my birth and my baptismal certificate  was  the  only proof of that.   It was recorded by the
Bureau of Vital Statistics, Territory of Hawaii, only after the start of World War II.

Given the above, my Uncle Jack could not verify his age.  Sketchy hand-scrawled school
records existed only  for my paternal grandmother's  youngest children and some later
baptismal records were available, issued by the local Catholic Church.  Those were used by
the Territorial Board of Health when they started keeping track of births.  However, that left
things in a mess. My younger uncles and aunts entered school, presumably at age six but
not necessarily so.  The following year, the teacher would ask their ages and record it. The
next year, the same thing.  However, the children would lie about their ages in order to go
to work at the earliest possible moment.  Moreover, the former pastor of the Catholic Church
was not a meticulous record keeper and a bit strange.  He would baptize infants at home,
traveling about Hamakua on a donkey to emulate Jesus Christ.  The bulk of baptisms were
not recorded except in his weathered journal.   To make matters  worse, the  priest who
replaced him made a copy of the journal and the original was lost after the new  pastor
assumed control of the church.   Thus,  according to the best available information,  my
paternal grandmother performed a remarkable feat, giving birth to three children in the span
of a year!   The territorial government would not accept that when my Uncle Jack was  to
retire.   It required affidavits from two old people who remembered my grandparents,  to
verify Uncle Jack's age.  Fortunately, he found two old timers who were willing to lie.  As a
result, the ages of my paternal aunts and uncles were rearranged, and my father became
officially older by two years.  Stuff like that happened in Honokaa.  We just shrugged it off
as a haole thing.

Come  to  think  of  it,  haoles  went  out  of  their  way  to  make  life  more  difficult  and
complicated.  They had to have a paper for everything.  A family living in an isolated area
outside Honokaa had nine kids and never reported their births.  All were born at home
without records of any sort.  No big thing, given the region.  However, it was hell to pay
when some social worker or census taker from Hilo went calling.  He asked the father to
prove he owned the kids and, I guess, threatened him in some way.  Frantic, the father
somehow came up with bills of sale, the kind used to transfer cattle, signed by his wife
and transferring title to him. The Hilo haole was not amused.

When the harried local man came to Honokaa, my father went to his rescue.  He dredged
up witnesses to sign affidavits attesting to the children's birth, ages and parentage.  So all
worked out well in the end.

Things like the above happened in Hamakua.  The territorial government made life difficult
and most residents wanted no part of it.   They would come to the Honokaa Tax/Post
Office to see my father, carrying some government paper they received.   I am not sure if



there was a lawyer in town.  However, they knew and trusted my father.  He would take
time to explain and sort out things.

Some things that happened were just bizarre.  For instance, the war brought on rationing,
and only those with a priority got the A ration cards.  Most had to make do as best they
could.   Tires on old trucks were replaced by wrapping leather bands around the rims and
the vehicles rattled their way to town.  Most could not get gasoline and had to abandon
their cars and resort to horses.  However, a family of a raft of kids came up with a unique
compromise between the two.  The father hitched a horse to the front bumper, loaded his
wife and kids into the  vehicle and, with the horse pulling it,  drove it into  town.   Like a
bullheaded kanaka, he refused to give up his car.

In another instance, an old Korean gentleman secured himself a phone and mounted it on
his wall.  There were no telephone lines out to where he lived but he expected it to ring
and receive calls from Honokaa.  No matter how everyone tried, no one could convince
him that it was futile.  He would regularly visit the operator in Honokaa, driving the poor
woman crazy by asking why he never received a call.

Then to, there was the town celebrity, a gentleman everyone called Padon (Portuguese
for farter).  People would call out to him: Padon, pada (Farter, fart).  On cue, he would
respond with a resounding blast.  In his own way, the man was incredible.  He always
seemed to have a storehouse of gas and could discharge it repeatedly.  Padon always
was good for a laugh.

Finally, there was the Hawaiian who received a package with a dollar and fifty  cents
postage due, a fair amount of money at the time.  My father gave him the package and
said the Hawaiian could pay him when he could.  The man kept the package unopened for
almost two months until he raised the money.  It was a matter of honor and the Hawaiian
was an honorable man.

There are other stories for the telling but I included these just to give you the flavor of the
area and people where I was born. Maybe some other time, I'll write those down.

* * * * *

Landing at Honolulu International Airport was no big thing.  I was loaded into my Cousin
Joe's car and driven across Honolulu to Kaimuki with the usual conversation,  mostly
questions about my parents and the Big Island.   The latter was a little hard to bear.   I
already was homesick from the moment I set  foot on Oahu soil,  a misplaced Big Island
Kanaka in a jungle of buildings and crowded paved streets.  All of my precious belongings
- my war souvenirs,  guns and other weird kanaka treasures - were left behind.  I had two
small suitcases to my name containing only clothing.  Moreover, Cousin Joe's sons spoke
like haoles, reminiscent of the relatives that used to visit us from the Mainland.  They were
neatly dressed and wearing shoes.

The first event was the required trip around the smaller island.  Well, it consisted of two
half trips.  Near Dry Cave (not the one at Kawaihae), there was a stretch of private road
through a military reservation that, at the time, could not be crossed.  Thus, you had to
drive around one half of the island then backtrack to drive around the other half.  Even



then, the trip took less than a day.  I saw the Pali, a vantage point overlooking Kaneohe
and stopped off at an uncle's dairy when we descended to the town.   Only the small
patches of wilderness caught my attention. There were at least some areas that reminded
me of home.

Don't get me wrong.  Cousin Joe and his sons did their best to help me adjust to my new
environment and were more than tolerant of my Big Island attitude.  To put it frankly, I
must have been a real big pain in the ass when  I arrived at their home.   It totally
readjusted their lifestyle and, eventually, Cousin Joe became like a second father.   I have
nothing but love and respect for the man, and for his sons.  They were as nice as they
could be.  Lost in a bustling world of strangers, they became my friends.  I even forgave
their haole attitudes and they tolerated my kanaka point of view.   Somewhere in the
middle, we met.

I was horrified when I enrolled in Saint Patrick's Elementary School in the fifth grade.  Me, a
kanaka, had to wear shoes, a dress shirt and a tie.  In Honokaa, I went barefooted most of
the time.  Shoes were worn only when necessary to protect your feet from thorns, snow or
the hot sand.   I took them off as soon as I could.   Not so in Kaimuki.   My cousins
seemed to wear shoes from morning to night.  I compromised with slippers, go-aheads
Japanese style.

Saint Patrick's was run by nuns in outrageous full habits with almost hoop skirts underlaid
by several petticoats.  They also wore a bonnet with a rippled corona extending several
inches from their heads.   For the life of me, I could never figure out why.   To me, the
island seemed hot enough with just an aloha shirt.  Masochistic, I thought, as soon as I
learned the meaning of the word.

More haoles attended the school.   In fact,  over eighty percent were haoles from my
perspective.  About two percent were kanakas like me and the rest were trying to make up
their minds on which side they wanted to be.

Pancing was the initiation of newcomers at Saint Patrick's.   A part of the hooligan crowd
would corral the initiate after school, remove his pants and run it up the flagpole or hang it
on a tree, leaving him in his underwear.  Fortunately, they chose to start with someone
else besides me.  I watched and decided: no way.  The leader of the group was readily
identifiable and, when it apparently was to be my turn, I kicked off my shoes, walked up
and punched him full out in the mouth, knocking him down.  I then removed my trousers
and hung it across my shoulders and, in Pidgin, taunted the equivalent of: Okay, who
wants to try taking my pants from me.  Since I was in my underwear, the gathered audience
was aghast.   It had a chilling effect. I might add that Saint Patrick's  was coeducational.
Boys and girls in about an even mix. The kid on the ground was sobbing with a swollen
lip; the girls were stunned, staring at me;  and the other boys backed off.   I also had
announced that I was a crazy kanaka from the Big Island, trained by the U.S. Marines to
use guns.  I think a few threats went along with those words.

At any rate, after I put my pants back on, I found that my performance had acquired a few
friends.  Later, three boys and one girl made it a point to come over and talk to me as I
waited at the bus stop for my ride home.  The boys also were misplaced rural kanakas.
One was from the Windward side of the island; one was from Kauai; and, the third was from



the Arkansas hills on the Mainland.  The last was a country boy who, despite having trouble
with Pidgin, had his head and heart in the right place.  Ralph and I became fast friends.
I taught him Pidgin and he helped with the haole words.

Oh yes, the girl.   I'll just call her Danielle.   She was raised in a sheltered environment by
strict  Catholic parents and I was the first  boy she had seen totally nude.  Well, almost.   I
was still wearing my shirt and tie when I took off my pants.

Danielle definitely was a haole but her looks compensated for that.  Kanakas usually cut
wahines (girls) some slack. Besides, haole wahines are easily impressed.

In the  succeeding days, Danielle and I  played a game with real potential.   You say:
"Freeze!"  Thereafter, you try to make the person move without touching them.  If they do,
you have one command.  You can say do such and such and they must comply.  I'll leave
the rest to your imagination. Kanakas are an inventive breed.

Pancing prevention also garnered me another tentative friend,  the boy I punched in the
mouth.  He was a ringleader.  You know the type that organized a gang.  I discovered that
Honolulu was divided in turf.   There were several districts, each having its own official
senior and junior gangs.   The one I  slugged was leader of  the Kapalama junior gang.
Fortunately for me, none of his minions attended Saint Patrick's.  Still, he was impressed.
Like he said, I had da kine as he clutched his testicles to qualify the term. However, I kept
our friendship limited to the school grounds and Kaimuki.  Visiting Kapalama might have
raised thoughts of revenge.  My cousins had warned me that city gang members were a
devious bunch with little sense of honor.  When around them, watch your back (and the
lower rear part of your anatomy), especially in the Palama and Kapalama districts where
tenement buildings abounded.  John Wayne starred in a movie about the area:  HELL'S
HALF ACRE.  However, the districts weren't as rough as the movie implied.  It was merely
the focal point of city crime at the time.   As a rule, you could walk down King Street
through both areas without being harassed.  Tourists used the street and the police cracked
down severely if any of them was disturbed. I might point out that, at the time, the police
played by a different set of rules.  An arrest for questioning garnered you a ride in a slow
rising elevator at police headquarters.   Most confessions and information was  gathered
from the suspect before the elevator reached the lockup at the top. Body trauma that left no
visible damage was the standard fare.

With the aid of my cousins, I learned the layout of the city.  Smith Street was where the
prostitutes plied the service men and where drugs were sold.  Ala Park was where the
bums and drunks hung out, sleeping on the benches in the shade and urinating behind the
trees.  One of Hilo Hatie's songs denoted the demeanor of the place.  Manuela Boy went
to Ala Park a-i-a-moi (to sleep) since he had no job, ambition or funds.   These were
pointed out as areas to avoid.

On the upper scale end, Makaha was where the really rich haoles lived.  The rest of the
city fell somewhere in between.  Waikiki was a disappointment.  It was lined with hotels
and a raft of expensive tourist shops.  Its beach was covered with imported sand.  You
see, they had dug the channel for Honolulu Harbor and, as a result, the current sucked the
sand off Waikiki. Every year, fresh sand was transported from another part of the island to



resurface the beach.  The only redeeming feature was the place abounded with gullible
tourists. Later, it later became my primary hustling ground.

Initially, I was not very impressed with Oahu.  The streets and buses were crowded and I
was not accustomed to so many people.   Every  part of Honolulu seemed to reek of
sweating bodies, gas fumes and a host of unpleasant odors that offended my country
nose.  Moreover, there were haoles everywhere.  Had I the option, I would have been on
the first plane heading southeast, back to the Big Island and Hamakua.

* * * * *

September had brought us V-J Day.  Sure, the war was over but it was more a fact than a
celebration for most kanakas.    Bombing Pearl Harbor violated  our home and the
perpetrators  were  made  to  pay.    The  crime  and  criminals  had  been  punished  a
hundredfold and it was time to move on.  Visiting Japanese from Japan became no more
than haole tourists, same as the rest.

Aside from the formal hoopla over V-J Day, life was commonplace.  I was adjusting to a
new school without much hassle and Cousin Joe and his sons were more than gracious to
me. They did their damnedest to make me feel at home.

Facing reality, I tried my best  to adapt to the new surroundings.   Cousin Joe had a large
vacant lot next to his property, righteously  overgrown with weeds, shrubs and trees.
Although his wife considered it a mess, it reminded me of our place in Ahualoa.  I had my
own little part of Up-Bush and spent most of my spare time there, especially when I
started feeling homesick.  I would go and sit, listening to the bugs and the birds.  It was
quite serene.

My other escape from city life was a stream running near Kalaipohaku (Kelly's Rock Pile), a
hill upon which Saint Louis College stood.   The stream was another slice of Hamakua,
smaller but similar to the river that ran through our property on the Big Island. It abounded
with tropical fish and other water denizens.  Danielle, my new girlfriend, and I would go
there to catch fish for her aquarium and to - well, do other things.  She was a little too
much haole but eager to learn the more laid-back kanaka ways.  Her parents thought she
was at the Sacred Heart Academy Chapel, dutifully praying to the saints.

Sacred Heart Academy was an all girl Catholic high school and the counterpart of Saint
Louis College, a high school catering only to boys.   They stood kitty-corner from each
other at  a distance of  about a city block and separated by  the street.   Saint Patrick's
elementary was across a cross street from Sacred Heart.  It was a coeducational feeder
school for both Saint Louis College and Sacred Heart Academy.   When you graduated
from Saint Patrick's eighth grade, you moved on to either depending on your gender.   Off
somewhere in the hills, miles away from the others, was Saint Francis Covent, another
Catholic school for girls.

Nuns taught at both Sacred Heart Academy and Saint Francis Convent.  The Marianist
Brothers taught at  Saint Louis College and were directly  connected with Saint Mary's
University  and Notre Dame on the Mainland.   In 1945, Saint Louis College was still



considered a missionary school, catering to the natives of a pagan land.  At least, that
seemed to be the official Mainland view.

Indeed, not much comes to mind about my fifth grade at Saint Patrick's.  I did well and
received better than average grades.   A small bit of boredom contributed to the latter.
With little to do, I concentrated on my class work and, having a bit of an eidetic memory,
retaining what I read seemed a bit of a snap.   Tests were given directly out of the
textbooks and, for the most part, I could remember the answers, at times, even the pages
they were on.  Cousin Joe would kid me about being a professional test taker.  I could
read a textbook and pass a test on its content.  True or False and Multiple Choice tests
were a piece of cake.  However, he would take time to have me to explain or write out my
lessons just to be sure I understood what I had read.  He would caution me that my ability to
recall could be a handicap if I became no more than a parrot of facts.

As I said, the fifth grade was relatively uneventful. It seemed my male classmates did little
more than sit under the wooden stairs, which had wide cracks, and look up under the girls'
skirts.  Even my friend Ralph showed little imagination.  His response to my suggestions
for fun was: "We can't do THAT.   The nuns will. . ."   This usually was followed by a
dissertation on the ramifications of my suggested act.  Only Danielle demonstrated a bit of
initiative. She could be cajoled into undertaking anything that did not result in bodily harm.
My other friends were similar to Ralph, always worrying about the consequences.  Auwe,
they were burdened with guilt and, like good Catholics, were terrified of committing a
mortal sin.

At  this juncture,  I should point out that, basically, I was amoral, not immoral.   Morals
entailed a host of Thou shalt nots.   I had none, hence no avenue for guilt.   My only
concern was getting caught. I guess I acquired that from Uncle Mack.

Whenever confronted by some form of authority, my mind instinctively came up with a
logic reason for doing what I did.  It required no thought.  In fact, at times, I surprised even
myself when I heard the words spewing from my mouth.   I guess it was conditioning.
From my earliest recollections, my aunts and uncles always began with the question why.
What possessed you to do that?  I would shrug and nonchalantly explain away the act.  I
was not infallible. However, I generally scored better than ninety percent.

To my depressed disappointment, I did not go back to the Big Island for Christmas
because my father had informed Cousin Joe that he was transferring to Honolulu Tax Office
in early 1946.   My mother had badgered him into making the move to be close to  her
parents and sisters.  Reluctantly, my father had agreed and placed our Hamakua property
up for sale.   When sold, he was moving to Oahu.   This left me relatively bored during
Christmas vacation except for the time I spent with Danielle.

At Cousin Joe's, the holidays were very traditional and quite contained.  At Christmas, I
received the traditional haole gifts.  Only the extensive fireworks at New Year's captured
my interest.  I gathered as many unexploded firecrackers as I could, extracted the powder
and built myself a reasonable size bomb to explode at the creek near Saint Louis College.
Danielle thought it was a real blast and it was.   I blew a large hole in the creek bank,
showering the area with pebbles and dirt.  We ran like hell after the explosion to be far, far



away from the  scene of the crime.   However, auwe, did I miss the annual party at
Hamakua. Thus, with a surge of homesickness, I began the new year.

* * * * *

In early 1946, my parents and sisters  arrived on Oahu and moved into a rented house
(shack) in Kakaako.   My sister Mabel was enrolled at Sacred Heart Academy and my
sister Josie was slated to join me at Saint Patrick's at the end of the year.  Because of the
limited size of my father's new house, I remained at Cousin Joe's.

Now, my father's house was a cutout from Ghettoes  Illustrated.   It was a single wall
construction with sizeable gaps on the inside walls between the upright planks.  The gaps
were covered over by slats tacked to the outside of the house. Miscellaneous vermin lived
within  the gaps,  and the soil beneath  and around the house was parched and cracked.
Given that reality, it follows that my mother complained.  There were scorpions, roaches
and centipedes residing indoors in the gaps in the walls.   They inevitably migrated to the
closets and  clothes.   After several  weeks, my  father came  up  with  a  not-so-brilliant
remedy.  As he now worked a full eight-hour day, five days a week, he chose the weekend
to divest the place of its bugs.

With me watching, my father decided to flood the underside of the house to kill the vermin.
Bad idea.   As the water arose, hundreds of centipedes,  roaches, scorpions and other
assorted bugs migrated from within the cracks in the soil.   The beams supporting the
house were covered with a plethora of escaping insects, all headed indoors.  The house
was infested to the max and my family had to move in with my mother's relatives since
their dwelling had been overrun.  Everything - every piece of clothing, shoe, drawer and
crevice - contained a troop of bugs.  My father never heard the end of it.  My mother was
beside herself.

Within  the  next  month,  my  father  bought  a  two-bedroom  home  in  Kalihi,  a  modest
structure recessed behind two other properties, at the end of a long gravel driveway.  It
had two bedrooms, living room, kitchen and a bathroom with indoor plumbing.  The home
was well built and reasonably devoid of vermin.   There were two segments of yard to
either side of it and a fair outdoor shed.   Thus,  following my eleventh birthday, my family
moved.

I left Cousin Joe's home to occupy a narrow, walled in front porch.  My new room was the
width of a bed; a long shelf I built about two feet from the floor at the farthest corner.  The
room was about twelve feet in length.  I  was ecstatic.  It was a private domain.  No more
sharing bunk beds with my cousins or a bed with my sisters. I had a place of my own.

As would any kid, I immediately decorated the walls with pictures,  drawings and
miscellaneous hanging things.  Best of all, I could lock my door, claim to be studying and
not be disturbed.  Like a hibernating bear, I had my personal den.  A long set of windows ran
the length of my private domain with appropriate curtains made from old white bed
sheets.   I undertook the task of decorating it with a brush and India ink.   My mother
thought it looked grotesque but I loved it. The room now reflected no one but me.



During the first  week as I returned from school, I was confronted by a kid from up at the
other end of the lane.  His first words to me were:  "I hear you said you can kick my ass." A
bit confused by the statement, I shrugged and replied:   "I don't know until I try."   That
was the proper kanaka response and, as I always do, I looked him directly in the eyes.
We both were about the same size and build.  I guess I said the right thing because he
smiled and invited me to visit his father's garage further up the lane.  There, I met the rest of
his cohorts.   Taki was the leader of the local junior gang and I was the new kid in the
neighborhood.

As I walked into the garage, I spotted a hanging punching bag and gave it  a jab as I
passed.  There were other similar paraphernalia about and Taki asked me if I boxed.  I
stepped to the bag and proudly demonstrated my skill.  On the Big Island, I spent much
time practicing on one.   Taki and his friends were impressed and I exaggerated.   I said I
was the champion in my weight class at Honokaa, a regular member of the Junior Golden
Gloves. Hey, it was the  macho  thing  to do.  To test my claim,  Taki ordered one of his
minions to put on gloves and spar with me.  He then gave me a pair of 32-ounce mitts and
laced them for me.   The contest  was uneven.  The kid had no skill.   He kept throwing
looping roundhouses, which I easily blocked and countered with direct shots to his face.
After a few minutes, he withdrew when his nose started  to bleed.   Taki called him the
kanaka equivalent of a wimp and helped me remove  my gloves, satisfied that I had
supported my claim.  I gained more favor when I brought them a couple of bottles of my
father's Primo beer, claiming it was from my private supply.

Although officially accepted into Taki's gang, I never hung out with the crowd.  They did
little  more  than  loaf  around  the  garage,  keeping  an  eye  on  the  lane  and,  I  guess,
protecting their turf. It never made much sense to me.

The  only  advantage to being recognized by  the neighborhood gang was the instant
acquisition of a new girlfriend.  It almost seemed that she came along with my unofficial
membership.  Noelani (Heavenly mist) walked down when I arrived from school the next
day and introduced herself.  Well, sort of.  She asked if I had a wahine (here meaning
girlfriend) and, when I said not really, she flatly said she would be mine.  It appeared that I
had no say in the matter.  Noe (Misty), as I called her, would meet me when I came home
and casually hung around while I was out of the house.  She was a mix of Tahitian and
German with a definite kanaka attitude.  We used to go over to her house and sit on the
bags of kiawe beans stored beneath it and make out.

Generally, Noe could do as she pleased.  Her mother never bothered to rein her in.  In
fact, she almost ignored her.  The only time she called was when it was time to eat.  She
was an extremely  fat  woman who apparently had no husband but shared Noe's paternal
grandfather's house.  Noe never offered an explanation and I never asked.  It was her
affair.   My mother thought Noe was a nice proper girl.   However, my mother was very
naïve.

With neighborhood acceptance and a girlfriend of sorts, I adapted to my new environment
with a bit of ease.  Kalihi was more accommodating than Kaimuki and my Cousin Joe's.  It
was on the outskirts of the city, at the midpoint of Kalihi Valley that offered a more country
sort of view.



My neighbor to the rear of our house raised pigeons on his garage, which was less than
three feet away from our washroom roof.  Both nearly adjoined and could be crossed in an
easy jump.  Kuki (Cookie, his nickname) was about my age but, as his house fronted on
another lane, belonged to a different gang.   Nonetheless, we were friends.   Both lane
gangs never competed and would unite if outsiders invaded their respective turfs.   At  any
rate, I acquired a few pigeons and built a coop on his roof.   We used to fly them and
generally hang out atop his garage.  Noe occasionally join us.  However, she was always
afraid of getting pigeon lice in her long black hair.  It reached beyond mid-back and she
refused to braid or tie it up.

Kuki's father was a revival minister of  the Holy Roller variety.   There was a church on his
property, directly behind our tool and storage shed.   Every Saturday, the church would
rock with a Hawaiian version of gospel music and singing.  I  never attended but watched.
Saturday  services were uproarious events.   People would go into frenzies and throw
themselves on the floor, shrieking and rolling about.   My mother was convinced that they
were possessed by the Devil.  However, Kuki seemed fairly normal, well, except for his
slightly strange pastime.  He would go to the Kalihi Theatre, sit high up in the balcony and
masturbate. Other than that, he was a regular kanaka kid.

Two houses sat on either side of our gravel driveway, one occupied by Filipinos, the other
by pureblood Hawaiians. Both were friendly sorts.

The  Filipinos  were  recent  migrants  from  their  homeland  and  seemed  a  bit  strange.
Several men lived in the house with two women and apparently shared everything.   They
had a single car, which they never drove unless everybody was on board.  The women
made a concoction they  call bagong (I  believe that's how its spelled) that consisted of
minnows placed in a large jar and set out in the sun to cure (rot).  Auwe, did it stink to high
heavens when they opened up.

The Hawaiians were my favorite neighbors.  The mother rather reminded me of Auntie
Pinau.  She had a knack for listening and wore a perpetual smile.  Her husband regularly
went spear fishing off Diamond Head, in the dangerous waters off a landmark called Blow
Hole where the water spouted upward with each wave.  He was a true kanaka and always
had a good tale to tell.  We swapped stories in his backyard but, for the life of me, I can't
remember his name.   Most of his children were grown by the  time we moved into the
neighborhood. However, Noe and I hung out there when we had nothing better to do.

For the most part, I spent my spare daylight hours with Noe and Kuki.  I was allowed to
take short trips about the neighborhood, mainly to look for empty pop bottles to return for
the deposits.   The enterprise provided loose change for ice cream or shakes at the soda
fountain situated next to the local theatre.  Nine cents would buy entrance to the afternoon
matinee and a wealth of old westerns that Noe and Kuki also enjoyed.

On one excursion, Noe and I found a bonanza.  For whatever reason, we were digging
through the ashes of the theater's incinerator and discovered a wealth of coins.  It seemed
that  the  maintenance man vacuumed the carpets beneath the seat, burning the refuse
gathered in the incinerator.  The vacuuming swept up the coins dropped by patrons.  And,
although they were difficult to clean, they provided more money than the empty pop



bottles.   Noe, Kuki and I made regular pilgrimages to the incinerator on Mondays when I
returned from school. However, with regular gleaning, the pickings soon grew slim.

By  then, summer vacation was upon me and I found myself wallowing in the depths of
personal poverty.  When I complained about my lack of funds, my father suggested I get a
paper route.  Since Taki delivered newspapers for the Honolulu Advertiser, I asked him.
He introduced me to his manager who split off sixty customers from Taki's route and gave
them to me. Taki didn't mind. He had too many as it was and wanted to lighten his load.
Together, Taki and I took the bus to the local garbage dump and scrounged parts to build a
bicycle.   Scrounging at the dump was permitted at the time.   The site became my
treasure trove.  I collected things to decorate and furnish my small room, creating a mini
refuse site.   At least, that was what my mother called it and my sisters agreed.   So, I
placed a sign on my door that read: "TONY'S DUMP HOLD YOUR NOSE".

Equipped with a pieced together bicycle, I embarked on my first city job, rising at five thirty
in the morning, rolling and delivering sixty newspapers.  In a month, the job began to get
on my nerves.  I garnered twenty-five dollars for thirty days of effort, a fair amount for the
times but definitely a pain.  Several dogs insisted on harassing me each morning, snarling
and barking when I rode down their street.  After the first week, I had enough of it and
filled a squeeze bottle with a mixture of  ammonia and Tabasco sauce.    Four close
encounters and the dogs backed off.   Actually, they would turn tail and hide when I
entered their domain.  Still, I grew tired of the job.  Rising early, I returned home and went to
sleep, sacking in for the better part of the day on the weekends.  Kuki said I should quit
and Noe just bitched.  Fortunately, my route manager introduced me to another enterprise:
door-to-door selling.

To build up new paper routes, my manager would take the delivery boys out in the evenings
to enlist new subscribers.  He gave us a written pitch.  However, after the first couple of
houses, I decided the pitch was not working.  Thus, I began to improvise. In true kanaka
fashion, I would approach a door looking drawn and forlorn.   Generally, I would say
something pathetic in Pidgin like: "We no got food at home and need da kine money. You
like take the paper?"  It worked and I kept improving on my pitch, everything from "my baby
sister is really sick" to "my father's in jail".  I made salesman of the month and was awarded
a new bicycle by the Honolulu Advertiser.   I also made over sixty dollars, more  than
double the take from my route.

With my manager's approval, I switched jobs.   I gave up my route and started selling
subscriptions, working the city from Kalihi to well past Kaimuki.   By the end of summer, I
had earned enough to pay my tuition at Saint Patrick's, buy my schoolbooks and lunches,
and still have money to spare.

Oh yes, we had to pay to attend the Catholic schools.   My father would not have us
enrolled in the public ones.    At  the time, public education fell well below Mainland
standards.    In fact,  one school, Kalakaua, was a standing joke.    Everyone said its
graduates went on to higher learning at Oahu Prison.  OP was located in Kalihi-Kai (lower
Kalihi) as opposed to Kalihi-Mauka (upper Kalihi).

As a side note, I must point out that on an island, there are only three directions.  Toward
the peaks, mauka; toward the ocean, makai (shortened to kai when added to a name);



and around the island.  The last we designated by pointing and saying: "Dat way".  The
haoles used  more sophisticated  designations such as "toward the windward side"  or
"beyond Pearl Harbor".  Too many words for the locals.  It was easier to point.  Since you
go around an island, you cannot use the traditional east,  west, north and south.   The
compass points change as you travel.  East become north, north becomes west and so
forth.  One thing is certain.  You can never get lost.  Besides, the city had an excellent bus
system.  Electric trolleys ran throughout the downtown and gas powered buses covered
the rest of the area.  You could go anywhere in Honolulu for a pittance.  Bus transfers
found on the ground often provided free transportation. We never passed up a one.

* * * * *

September  of that year, I entered Grade  6 at Saint Patrick's.   Noe went to school,
sometimes.  She ditched classes whenever she could, which was regularly.  Somehow,
she never could tolerate the classroom.  Hated to being confined.  It seemed her ambition
was to grow old enough to drop out.  She eventually did when she was sixteen.  For my
part,  I  reasonably  enjoyed  school.    The  classroom  presented  a  challenge.    Upon
reflection, thanks to the nuns.   They were far better than average and I had a thirst to
learn.  Well, and more than my share of egotism.  I wanted to be smarter than the rest,
possibly because of the condescending attitude of the haoles.  At Saint Patrick's, I was set
on proving myself the best. This led to a futile but productive endeavor I should explain.

One day, a salesman from the Encyclopedia Britannica visited our classroom to expound on
the encyclopedia and hand out literature designed to elicit  sales.   In the course of  his
presentation, he declared that all the world's knowledge was contained within the volumes
of the Encyclopedia Britannica, a statement that Ralph and I latched upon.  Twenty-seven
books were all we had to read to know everything.  Thus, we undertook the task.  Each
home period, we were off to the school library.   Beginning with Volume 1,  we worked our
way through the encyclopedia by the end of the school year, growing more obnoxious every
day.  Our hands went up every time the teacher mentioned a subject.  We had newfound
facts  to share, much to her distress.   Finally, in exasperation I guess,  she gave us thick
notebooks and asked us to write down our insights that, after class, she would read and
evaluate.  The assignment must have found favor amongst our classmates for they were
now groaning every time we raised our hands.  However, our endeavor was not a total loss.
Our compiled notebooks gave us extra credit for the year and substantially raised our
grades.

Summer vacation drew my attention away from book learning.  I continued with my part-
time job selling subscriptions to the Honolulu Advertiser and hanging with Kuki and Noe
about the neighborhood.  Occasionally, with my parents blessings, we would take the bus
somewhere in town and wandered about for a day.

Oh yes, I still did go places with Danielle but only during the school year and close to
campus.  Away from school, Noe was more accommodating and more fun.  Traveling with
her was an experience. I never knew what to expect. She was an adventure unto herself.

In the midst of one of our journeys, Noe discovered a unique opportunity.  A prominent
Chinese businessman had died and, according to their custom, his demise called for a
lavish fireworks display.  Firecrackers by the hundreds were to be set off at the gravesite.



Thus, Noe dragged me there.  I was not very keen on attending funerals.  Those we had
in Honokaa were no more than wailing sessions where everyone lamented the loss of the
departed,  saying things they  would never had said while the deceased was alive.
Reluctantly, I went merely to enjoy the fireworks.  However, my perspective of Chinese
funerals radically changed.  Not only were the fireworks spectacular but also an elaborate
feast was left at the gravesite.  There were dozens of delicacies neither Noe nor I could
afford.  Moreover, we discovered that the food and treats were for the taking.  It seemed the
Chinese left them for the departed, having other people eat them in the deceased stead.

As I understood the custom at the time, it also was a way of feeding the poor in China,
thus making amends for the deceased transgressions in life.

Noe and I packed it in, stuffing ourselves at the first opportunity.  Thereafter, we looked
forward to the deaths of wealthy Chinese.  On more than one occasion, Noe suggested
we kill off one or two. When bored, we would sit around and plot an appropriate demise.

Noe was storehouse of impractical suggestions.   Her notions hinged on the bizarre.
Once, she talked me into going to Honolulu Harbor to see an arriving ocean liner.   In the
rush of disembarking passengers,  we snuck aboard and Noe then revealed her motive.
According  to  her  scheme,  we  would  hide  and  stowaway,  taking  a  trip  back  to  the
Mainland.  She was convinced that, because of our ages, when they discovered us on the
Mainland, we would be sent back home.  Thus, acquiring two free trips.   I had to literally
drag her off the ship, explaining to an attendant that we both had gotten lost, greeting new
arrivals.   After that, whenever Noe suggested we go somewhere out of the ordinary, I
would corral her and make her tell me why.

There were other peculiarities about Noe.   Once, in Ala Moana Park, she astounded a
group of Japanese tourists by taking off her clothes.   According to her, it was no big deal
since she had read somewhere that Japan had public baths where everyone went nude.
She doffed her clothes to prove the point.  Needless to say, she was avidly photographed.
All of the tourists were men and, at age ten, Noe was adequately endowed.

At this point, I should elaborate on the tidbits I gleaned about Noe's childhood.  Her uncle,
her mother's younger brother, began hitting on her at an early age.  One evening, he got
her  drunk  on  whiskey  and  deflowered  her.    However,  Noe  never  seemed  unduly
distressed about the incident.   The couple of times it came up, she shrugged it off by
saying: "No big thing."  She seemed more disturbed about getting drunk that night.  Noe
carried on about retching afterward, giving a bark-by-barf  account in lurid detail.   She
claimed she was sick for more than a day and never wanted to drink anything stronger
than beer.

Noe's mother was far from being a model parent.   A parade of boyfriends passed through
her father's house.  It appeared that none lasted for more than a couple of weeks and the
woman often  was absent at  night.   Rearing Noe was left to her mother's father  who,
somewhere in his mid fifties,  already seemed senile.   He wandered about his property
arguing with himself.   Looking back now, I  guess he  was schizophrenic.   However, he
always struck me as a pleasant old man, giving me handfuls of fruit whenever I visited.  A
variety of fruit trees was his pride and preoccupation.  He paid them more mind than he
did his grandchild.



Aside  from the above, I  knew little else of  Noe's life.   She preferred to focus on the
immediate moment, giving little thought to her past or future.  Life was a now thing to her
mind.  In essence, she lived by the kanaka adage: Party hearty today, for tomorrow you
die.

Noe had a strange view of the world in general.  As I implied earlier, she never paid much
mind  to  books,  claiming  that  thinking  about  too  many  things  made  her  head  hurt.
Moreover, she could care less about how things worked.  In contrast, I was curious about
everything.   Even as a child, a new toy was something  to take apart.   I disassembled
everything within reach.  Noe was the complete opposite.  Possessions were to be used
until they broke then set aside.  Her room at home was littered with such things.  Several
clocks sat  on a shelf along with a potpourri of gadgets like music boxes, broken scissors
and can openers.  Like a packrat, Noe kept them because they were attractive objects.  If it
glittered or sparkled, it wound up on her shelf.   A host of seashell fragments and pebbles
were strewn about in her room and pieces of silk aloha shirts sewn together covered her
bed.  The room looked thoroughly disorganized unlike my refuse dump of a room.  True, I
collected junk.  However, there was a set order to things.  I rarely invited Noe there, even on
Thursday nights when my father went bowling and took my mother along, leaving Josie and
I home alone.  The first few times I did, objects vanished from my room and turned up at
Noe's.   She really didn't steal them.   They just stuck to her fingers when she left.   If it
shined or glittered, they found their way into her pockets.  I guess she was a kleptomaniac
of sorts.  Her prized possession was my set of mercury-enhanced dimes.  Unaware of the
dangers, we kids would break thermometers for the mercury and rubbed it on silver coins
to give them an extraordinary sheen.   Noe took my collection and refused to return them
until the sheen wore off.

Another peculiarity about Noe was her knack for getting into fights.  She was the terror of
our neighborhood, avoided by the other girls.  Noe never scratched or pulled their hair.
Instead, she would ball up her fists and assume a stance any professional boxer would be
proud of.   The girl she chose as an adversary soon would be flat out on the ground,
decked by a solid punch to the jaw.   On more than one occasion, she stepped to my
defense when I was outnumbered.  The boys rued the day she took them on.  An opening
kick to the groin followed by a hard right fist ended the confrontation.  Noe could more
than hold her own even with the rowdiest crowd.

As you may have gathered, feminine was not a word within Noe's vocabulary.  She was
always upfront and in your face.   Her mind connected directly  to her mouth with no
censoring mechanism in between.  Moreover, Noe would never pass on a dare.  Once, I
had to sit on her to keep her from jumping over a cliff  into the ocean merely because
someone said she couldn't do it.  Like Acapulco, the waves came in and briefly covered
the beach below which was peppered with rocks.  Noe was bent on proving she could.  I
had to wrestle her down, tie her hands with my belt and corral her kicking feet until the kid
who dared her left.  Only after extracting her solemn vow by threatening to cold-conk her
with a rock did she give it did I let her up.  With rock in hand, I led her away from the cliff
while she spewed obscenities. Noe was not one to easily give up.

* * * * *



The  seventh  grade  at  Saint  Patrick's  was  a  remarkably  passive  event.    My  father
continued working at Honolulu Tax Office; my mother remained at home; my sisters
helped her when not at school; and, I continued a life unchanged.   Mabel now had a
fiancé with a similar last  name.  Clarence Souza was from the island of Kauai, possibly a
distant cousin somewhere back in time.  However, I had other things to occupy my mind
beyond involving myself in my sister's affairs.  Clarence was a pleasant sort; reasonably
kanaka at heart but, as he was courting my sister, he paid me little mind.   The only
unusual thing about him was his tongue.  As a child, he had been running with it between
his teeth and fell, almost severing it completely.  However, the surgeon did an excellent
job of reattaching it (a remarkable achievement given the era) and Clarence had no
speech impediment.

My twelfth birthday came and went with little more than the customary cake, well wishes
and presents.  I was on my way to teenhood and normally confused.  Sex seemed the
priority amongst my peers.   They collected editions of Night and Day, a magazine that
featured scantily clad women.   The magazines were hidden within their notebooks and
shared at discreet locations.  Somehow, I never understood the thrill of it.  The women
had clothes on.   I figured haoles and city kanakas were naïve.   Only one boy at Saint
Patrick's had some genuine porn, a set of three photographs imported from Japan, depicting
couples having intercourse.  Everyone gathered around him as if he possessed the ultimate
treasure.   However, when it was my turn to look, I was not impressed.   I decided I was
not a voyeur because the photographs did nothing to turn me on.   Instead,  the subjects
seemed contorted.  I wondered how anyone twisted into such positions could enjoy the act
of intercourse.  When I looked, I shrugged and walked off feeling a bit weird. I wondered if I
was normal, since everyone else seemed thrilled.

Later, I mentioned my concern to Noe but she shrugged it off.   Her reasoning?  "You can
see da kine anytime you like."  To validate her point, she took off her jeans.  Noe rarely wore
underwear except during her period.   Then she explained she needed something to hold
the pad.  I never asked her to elaborate.  I was not that interested in the facts of life.

Beyond the pornography, other things made me feel a bit weird.  I started to grow restless,
wanting something spectacle to happen.    This  was when I immersed myself in
daydreaming.   I  concocted glorious adventures and accomplishments while sitting and
staring out at the world.   Kuki never thought it unusual for he did the same thing but Noe
kept asking me what was wrong.   She would scowl and say: "Your  head not here."
Whereupon, she would do something outrageous to get my attention.  Usually, she would
yell at some passing boy about my age and shout: "Hey, my braddah here says he can
kick  your  ass."    After  several  instances  of  fast-talking  and  a  few  fights,  I  never
daydreamed whenever she was around.  Her version of shock therapy kept me reality-
bound.

Upon looking back at my life, I must confess that Noe was a godsend.   She provided
companionship and a willing ear amongst other things that kept me from getting twisted in
my early teens.  I never had the usual hassles the boys of the era seemed to have.  They
all fretted about their appearances, desperate to impress every girl.   Me, I never really
gave  a damn.   If a girl didn't like me, I would  move  on  to the next.   Actually, my
indifference worked to my advantage.  Of course to brag, girls went out of their way to
catch my eye.  I was reasonably handsome by the given standards and somewhat of a



maverick in that I said whatever came to mind.  If I liked or disliked something about a girl, I
would tell her, straight and upfront.  If she were rude or obnoxious, I would roll my eyes and
walk off - with an appropriate comment, of course.

Meeting other  girls was an impossible task when Noe was around.    She detested
competition and, if one showed an undue interest in me, would intervene, at times, with
her fists.  When I finally got her to restrain from violence, she evolved a new tactic.  She
would hustle the girl off to one side to have a few words with her.  Later, I discovered that
she was telling them that I was a mahu (the local word for homosexual) to put them off.
We had a heated discussion of the practice that concluded with me threatening to take her
to the Big Island and throwing her into Kilauea Crater as a sacrifice to Pele.   Noe
countered by pointing out that she no longer was a virgin.  I conceded and pursued other
girls only when she was not around.

Generally, I rarely won an argument with Noe. Her twisted logic somehow always seemed
to make sense.  She would begin with an irrational premise, digress endlessly connecting
irrelevant facts then state a rational conclusion.  Lost  in utter confusion, I usually gave in.
There was no point in arguing with her.  For the most part, I would ignore the initial remark
as if it had passed unheard.  A moment's distraction was enough to set Noe off on another
subject. The tactic always worked.

* * * * *

In September 1948, I enrolled at Saint Louis College in the eighth grade.  Saint Louis was in
the process of divesting itself of its elementary grades.   The eighth was to be discontinued
in 1949 and plans were drawn to eventually expand it into a college as the name implied.
However, at that time, Saint Louis College was a high school but, in my father's day, it
was the Normal School, the junior college he attended; hence, the name. At least, that
was as I was led to believe.  I never bothered to check it out.

Like most Catholic high schools, students were separated intent and ability.   At Saint
Louis, we had classes ranged from A through G.  Grades A through D were for those who
intended to pursue an academic career; Grades E and F were for those destined for the
business world; and Grade G was for those interested only in a general education (a high
school diploma).  Placement in Grades A, B and C or E and F was determined by aptitude
and ability, based primarily on the Stanford-Binet IQ test with a battery of functional tests
to gauge your ability to learn.   The fastest learners with the highest IQ were placed in
Grade A or E with the others in descending order.  It was an honor to be in either Grades A
or E,  depending upon whether your bent  was academic or business.   Students in those
classes were considered the brightest and the best although more was expected of them.

The above boring details were given as an occasion to brag, as kanakas love to do.  I was
placed in Grade 8A, scoring boku points at home.  Though my father pragmatically noted
that meant serious studying, my mother was overjoyed.  To hear her tell her mother and
sisters, she had a genius for a son.  All of my past sins were forgiven.  I was her scholar
and her pride.  Like a true kanaka, I capitalized on my new status. I could wheedle almost
anything out of her.   When I retired to my room, my mother would see that I was not
disturbed.  I was studying or gathering needed sleep.  Little did she know.  However, I will
reserve the explanation for later. Simply make note of it.



Now thirteen, I acquired two other girlfriends.  Delia went to Saint Francis Convent and
was a year older than me.  Nani went to another public school (I forgot which).  As my
three girlfriends lived in different parts of the city and were not acquainted with each other, I
had no trouble keeping them apart.  Each was my steady - my sole true love.  Social
engineering kanaka style.

Delia was a part-time professional singer and dancer working at one of the hotels at
Waikiki as part of a hula troupe.  Though evenly tanned and looking somewhat Hawaiian,
she was pure Portuguese.   Nani as the name implies was a mutt, an ethnic Heinz 57
varieties and a true product of the Hawaii melting pot.  In her case, the pot was used to
brew mulligan stew.  Whenever someone would mention a nationality, Nani would inject: "I
got some of that."

Delia was my  girlfriend  for formal occasions.   She  was a  proper  haole  and  mother-
approved.  Nani was for school functions, a proper Catholic who attended my mother's
church but who had an all-kanaka heart.  Lastly, Noe was for everything not covered by
the two previous categories. I best leave it at that.

If you're wondering about Danielle, she moved to the Mainland when her father  was
transferred there.  Danielle wrote a few letters from somewhere in Florida.  However, she
stopped corresponding when I failed to reply.  I was busy with other things and always
hated letter writing.  Telephone conversations are more tolerable, giving clues according
to the tone and inflection  of the other person's voice.    Still,  I prefer a face-to-face
engagement.   Body language adds a whole new meaning to a person's words.   Kanakas
are attuned to such things.

At that point in time, my life seemed perfect (evidently too perfect for the gods).   The
eighth grade suddenly brought on trauma.   In the middle of class one day, my vision
started to dissolve into shimmering light.  The process continued until I was almost three
fourths blind.  I barely could find my way to the school dispensary where the male nurse
had me lay down and place an icepack on my eyes when I complained of nausea.  I was
in a sweat and visibly shaken.   When I recovered my vision, I had a severe migraine.
After a month of this recurring and dissolving me into a hyper-neurotic, the dispensary nurse
finally got around to notifying my father.  Up to that point, like an idiot, I never confided in
him, fearing he and my mother would be crushed by the prospect of having a blind son.

When my father picked me up at school on that day, I owned up and told him what was
wrong.  The dispensary nurse had said I was having sporadic traumas, possibly leading
up to a nervous breakdown.  My father had a host of choice obscenities for the nurse as
we drove across town to an eye specialist.  Later, I believe he personally delivered those
to the  president  of  Saint  Louis College who, incidentally, was his classmate in Normal
School.   The  eye specialist  quickly diagnosed my condition:   astigmatism  in one eye,
resulting in acute eyestrain.  It seemed my brain tried to focus both eyes on my textbooks
while I read, stressing  their muscles.   A pair of glasses solved the physical problem.   My
sporadic blindness went away but not after severely denting my psyche.

The recurring loss of sight lent itself to a sense of panic that regurgitated the emotions of my
childhood experience of getting lost when my father accidentally splashed arsenic in his



eyes. (Remember?)   By the time my father became aware of the problem and evolved a
cure, I  was a nervous wreck.   In Hamakua, I  would have confided such things in Auntie
Pinau but there was no one on Oahu with whom I felt that secure.  Auntie Pinau always
listened without being judgmental and gave me unconditional love.  My father and older
sister always offered cures along with unwanted lectures on how to cope with life.

After about a month of cloistering myself, I decided to turn to God.  I went to church to
pray and ask for guidance but found no solace.  About three weeks of that, I stood up in
the middle of Mass, looked coldly at the altar then walked out.

During this time, I stayed away from all my neighbors and girlfriends, coming directly from
school and sealing myself in my room.  The withdrawal routine continued until a miracle
occurred in the guise of a new friend.

Feeling a bit twisted, I plodded from school to catch the bus home.  Leonard and I collided
on boarding,  knocking down each other's  books.   There was no time for immediate
hostilities.  The bus would not wait.  Thus, we took seats opposite each other and glared, all
the way to Kalihi. We both intended to get off at each other's stop and have it out. Like me,
he was smarting for a good fight  to expend pent-up emotions.   The casual accidental
collision was to trigger the event.

Across from the Kalihi Theatre, Len arose and pulled the cord to notify the driver that this
was his stop. I also had arisen. We stared for a moment then exited by separate doors.

Outside, we set our books on the sidewalk and slipped out of our shoes, a kanaka prelude
to having a fight.  Like the Japanese kids who took Karate, we used both our hands and
feet.  Len was the first to speak, asking if this was my stop.  I asked in turn if it was his.
For some reason, the flush of anger subsided when we exchanged words, acknowledging
that  we both lived in the same part of  town.   Instead of fighting, we sat on the curb and
confessed that our minds were massively screwed up.  Neither of us explained the cause
of our twisted mental states.  It seemed enough just to have that in common.  We began
trading stories about how we grew up.

Leonard was a split breed.  His maternal side of the family was pure Hawaiian and kanaka
to the core while his paternal side was German and Aryan enough to satisfy even the
most fanatic member of the Third Reich.  Don't misunderstand.  His father was not a Nazi or
bigoted in any way.  However, he had a bloodline that stretched back to the 12th century, a
distinct German pedigree.   Ken's father worked for the United States Customs,  a
government worker like mine.

After about an hour, I walked him home and we talked.  I met his mother and older sister
then he walked me home and we talked.  It seemed both of us had a wealth of pent-up
emotions to unload.

By late evening when we parted company, we were the best of friends.  We almost could
read each other's minds, finishing a sentence the other began.



More specifically, Len was a natural conman with a gift  for  ho-o-mali-mali (loosely
translated, soft soap).  I somewhat rivaled his talent and, together, we went on to become
the dynamic duo of the pahole (the peeling off or scam).

Upon meeting Len,  my life went back to being pleasantly abnormal.    I  revived my
relationships with my girlfriends, all of whom was of the opinion that I had left town or died.
Delia was the only one with a phone.  Noe was depressed because I merely would walk
past her when she came to meet me as I arrived from school.  Believing she had done
something to offend me, she concluded she had been dumped.   Our reunion was an
exotic one. Sorry, subject closed.

At any rate, I revived my kanaka spirit and survived.  Len and I greeted summer vacation
with anticipation.   At fourteen, our fathers gave us permission to roam about as we
pleased, setting only nightly curfews and a host  of  other  limitations.   They cajoled our
mothers by saying it was a natural boy's thing.  When the opportunity arose, I climbed out
my window and joined Len who had done the same.  We were never caught and usually
stayed out as long as there were  enough pedestrians on the streets.   People were
necessary.  They prevented the police from stopping us, inquiring why we were up so late.
Usually, we would move up beside an older man and strike up a conversation whenever we
spotted a squad car.  Given the presence of an adult, the police passed us by.  During the
daytime, we could move about  freely.   With two bicycles to transport us about the island,
Len and I set out to explore.

Strangely  enough,  our  fathers  never  met,  dwelling  in  separate  bureaucratic  worlds.
Neither Len nor I offered to introduce them to each other.  That just was the way it was.
Don't bother asking why.

Given our slightly limited freedom, Len and I cruised about the area.  Noe's cousin, Phillip,
joined us and, together, we became the Koa Pakas (Koa Paka, warrior of the weed after the
cigarettes that we started  to occasionally smoke).   Each secured an Eisenhower  military
jacket.  Phillip was the tallest but not gifted with a proliferate intellect.  He was the brawn
and we were the brains.  Len was slightly shorter than me but worked out with his father.
He had brawny arms, a barrel chest and a cast iron stomach from extensive practice with a
medicine bag.   We started taking bets that  no one could hurt him.   For a half dollar,
another boy could take his best punch.  If Len flinched, we would pay double.  Instead,
when struck, Len would grin and say: "meow" (implying that the other boy was a pussy).
Me, I was of modest build but quick with my fists.  Remember?  My Uncle Mack taught me
how to dirty box and I used the neighborhood gang's bag in their garage.  It now was used
to expend my emotions.   While experiencing the  res idua l  f a l l ou t  o f  my traumatic
vision problem, I took it out on the bag.  It kept me sane.

As the Koa Pakas, we had attitude.  We swaggered when we walked the streets.  Now if
that seems a little hostile, remember what I said earlier about the city.  Each section of
certain neighborhoods,  ours included, was a turf  owned by a particular gang.   Merely
walking through the wrong area could result in serious hurt, although no one resorted  to
guns.   Switchblade knives and straightedge razors were the most  vicious weapons of the
day.  Generally, you were not accosted unless you looked or acted like a newcomer or
wimp.  Thus, you had to have attitude and a little backup helped.  If you made a good
show of it, you rarely had to fight.



A local confrontation went sort of like this:  "Ay, wat you looking at?"  You stared back and
said: "I look at you."  The challenge and response usually was followed by:  "Where you
from?"  You then stated the part of the island or, in my case, the island of my birth.  "From
Ahualoa on the Big Island."  That usually led to a conversation and you parted friends.
Unwavering eye contact had to be maintained throughout the exchange.  If you lowered
your  eyes,  looked  away  or  appeared  intimidated,  you  were  in  for  a  face  alteration,
Hawaiian style.

During the day, the Koa Pakas hung out together doing the usual things common to boys
our age.   On  three evenings a week, I  went out  to sell subscriptions to the Honolulu
Advertiser and, on weekends, we went on extended bicycle rides.   Len's father had a
piece of property at Sunset Beach, a short distance  from Waimea Bay and the famous
Banzai Pipeline where the surfers hung out.   The bay had extreme waves especially
during the winter months that slammed down on the shore.  Some haole surfers called the
bay Suicide Cove.  A few were seriously mangled there.  Also, a stream fed down to the
bay, dropping high above it to create Waimea Falls, a local landmark.

Occasionally, with permission from our fathers,  we camped overnight on Len's property.
Noe would join us  because her  mother didn't  give a damn.   She became our wahine
(female, no other explanation required).   Len was deflowered on his first overnight.  On a
unanimous vote, we got Noe an Eisenhower jacket of her own.

Near Len's property at Sunset Beach, there was an old lighthouse.  It became our home
away from home, as was a small eight by eight foot shack back in Kalihi near a small
unnamed ravine.  When otherwise bored, we would go to there to just hang out and share
some illicit beer that Len purloined from his father.  We never had enough to get drunk,
just enough to brag that we did. I disliked the stuff but it was a matter of prestige.

When Noe and I went off alone, a Hawaiian kanaka's house near Pearl Harbor was our
favorite place to hang. The father raised mullets (fish) and taro. He did little else, claiming
the lifestyle of his ancestors.   With rock and wood as barriers, he fashioned himself a
couple of mullet ponds and spent part of his day keeping the barracuda out.  The family
had three children, the oldest being five.  As Kami was a friend of my father's, I could visit
him as often as I liked, always under the guise of going fishing. I believe he and Noe were
related somehow but never asked.   We  were welcome at his house and that seemed
enough.

Kami and his family were the bane of the social workers that called on them.   Their two-
room shack sat on the flats with square holes for windows and a rectangular one for a
door.  One idiot social worker secured a gas range for them despite the fact that no gas
line ran to the house.  Kami dismantled it for the useable parts and the shell sat up front,
with its oven used for storage.  In spite of the county's repeated efforts to rehabilitate him,
Kami would not reform.   He had his fish and poi and the island served as his garden.
Seaweed, wild watercress,  poleles,  fern and other greens graced the mat he used as a
table. In fact, his family's diet was healthier than those of the social workers who called on
them.



At  times,  Noe  and  I  accompanied  him  when  he  went  out  to  glean.    My  help  was
appreciated because, reared in Hamakua, I knew what was fit to eat.  Our collective favorite
was fifty-dollar  pineapples from the plantation's experimental field.   No, we never  bought
them.  Fifty dollars was the fine you paid if you were caught stealing one.   Sure, there
were other open fields where a pineapple could readily be had.   However, those never
tasted as good as the ones we secured by scaling a chain link fence topped with  barbed
wire.  Besides, it was more Noe's style.  Kapu (keep out) was an open invitation to explore
further. Someone had something to hide.

By then, I had adapted completely to Oahu, comfortable with my new circle of friends.  I
knew my way about as well as any local and began considering the island my new home.
Slowly acclimatizing, I became a kanaka with an acquired haole strain.  That brought on a
new perspective.  Local haoles were a reality.  I had to go to school and live with them.
Thus, I made a distinction, dividing the population into the two common classes: locals
and tourists.   Local haoles had to be tolerated but haole tourists were fair game.  Later, I
called it discriminating bigotry.  We despised all tourists regardless of race, color or creed.
The perspective pervaded the island.   It was something the locals, kanaka and haole
alike, shared.

* * * * 

In September 1949, I entered high school, Grade 9A and was asked to choose between
an academic or business curriculum.  I wanted both.  When my school counselor refused, I
asked my father to intercede.   He negotiated a compromise.   In the ninth and tenth
grades, I would take all the courses necessary for entering college as an academic
scholar.  During the eleventh and twelfth grades, I would focus on classes geared toward a
business career.   No, I was not masochistic.   I just couldn't decide.   This gave me a
schedule loaded with solids, which I managed to endure with reasonable grades.

On the home front, my sister Mabel had a baby girl, and Josie was physically maturing.  I
visited Mabel at  her home in Kalihi on a regular basis, mostly  to take things my mother
insisted on sending her.  Married and a mother, Mabel became a nag.  She disapproved
of my friends, especially a particular girl she referred to as a slut.  In response, I would
sigh and roll my eyes then politely asked her to keep her nose out of my business.  Our
relationship grew a bit strained.

Josie  was still  baby sister. Throughout her school years, she constantly extracted money
from me to buy her things my father would not.  While attending school, I earned my own
living in one way or the other and never slighted her.  Josie never outgrew the image of a
little  girl tucked between my older sister and I on our bed in Ahualoa, at least not in my
mind. She has always been the one person I could say, without reservation, that I truly
loved. As a young girl, she was an adorable pain in the butt.

That year, my father had become a tax auditor, up higher on the governmental food chain.
He  was  assigned  to  corporations  and  went  after  the  big  time  tax  evaders.    In  one
particular instance, his occupation drastically changed our lives.  The unsavory character he
had snared was slated for trial and my father was to testify.  As my father was the crux of
the government's case, they placed him under Treasury Department protection that was
extended to include all of us.    On  one  occasion  during  the  course  of  the  trial, a



government agent drove Josie and I to and from school, and our house was guarded.  This
was prestigious and exciting but, soon, it began to wear. Except for attending classes, we
were virtually under house arrest, ordered not to leave  home.   Even a trip to our local
grocery for my mother was taboo.  This was the only time I considered running away.

Len, Phillip and Noe came to see me during my incarceration to sit and talk on my front
porch.  At least, they tried.  My mother kept interrupting, offering my guests soup, pastries
and other snacks about every five minutes.  Honestly, my friends did not look underfed.
Auwe, was I happy when our confinement was over.  It had put a crimp in my budget, as I
could not go with my manager to sell subscriptions.  If I knew back then, I would have
asked the government to reimburse my losses. It would have been a legitimate claim.

Once  freed from my incarceration,  the Koa Pakas resumed our weekend daytime jaunts
about the island, usually traveling close to home.  I guess we never did much out of the
ordinary for only one  unique  instance comes to  mind.One day on a bike ride toward
Wheeler Air Force Base, we discovered a prize equivalent to King Tut's tomb. A concrete
entrance in a wooded area caught our eyes and we set out to explore.  After prying open a
metal door, we discovered an  abandoned military bunker,  vintage World  War  II.   It
descended at least three stories beneath the ground.   However,  the air was stifling and
barely breathable on the second level down.  Still, we found the war room with its walls
covered with Pacific  maps.   Pins with varying notations marked the  different  islands,
charting the progress of the war.  I often wonder if the bunker is still there and if its historical
memorabilia remains.   We left it intact because, somehow, taking  anything seemed the
equivalent of desecrating a grave.  I had pointed out the locations where marine friends
of mine had died.    My companions sympathized and understood.  When we left, we
sealed the door.

* * * * *

The  year 1950 transformed me into an unorthodox entrepreneur.   Headed toward my
fifteenth  birthday, my financial needs increased.   I acquired a part-time  job in a soda
fountain next to the Kalihi Theatre and became a mad scientist of sodas and sundaes,
inventing new concoctions from the available fare.  For a while, it kept me entertained.
However, I soon grew bored.  Quitting the job meant finding another source of income.
Money had to be earned and hustling tourists was exhausting and unreliable.

At this juncture, I should mention an incident that underscored in my mind the gullibility of
haole tourists.  On one occasion after school, I found a roll of discarded tickets from the
Kalihi theater and showed them to Ken and Noe.   Both offers suggestions as to how to
convert the tickets into needed cash,  the conversation continuing as we made our  way to
Waikiki Beach to pick up a package for Ken's sister.  After securing the package, we were
sitting near the rear entrance to one of the hotels when a tourist  stopped and asked
directions to where the island tours disembarked.  We all groaned since we were sitting
next to a large sign boasting "FREE BUS TOUR" with a large blue arrow pointing the way.
"That way," Ken sighed, pointing.  The tourist nodded and started off.  "Wait a minute,"
Noe piped, holding up the roll of theater tickets, "You got tickets for the tour."   The tourist
turned, shaking his head.   "How many?" Noe asked.   "Three," the man replied.   Noe
peeled off three tickets and held them out, declaring, "Three dollars."  With a nod, the man
dug into his wallet and handed over the requested amount.  After he moved on, we all



laughed.  "We should sell them to all the haoles," I suggested.   With a round of nods, the
idea took hold and we began hawking the tickets to the posted FREE TOUR for the balance
of the morning.  Noe enlisted the cooperation of a driver of the hotel tours who, for a cut,
collected the ticket stubs.  Not one tourist questioned the validity of our hawking: "Get your
ticket for the free bus tour, only one dollar."  We sold every ticket that day and kicked back
a share to the driver who collected the tickets to complete the scam. Considering the cross-
section of humanity that ponied up a dollar a ticket, I believe that was the day I loss faith in
the native intelligence of city-bred human beings.

Aside from the momentary  boon of selling tickets, I soon was financially embarrassed.
This was a common dilemma shared by my cohorts in the Koa Pakas.  It was the central
topic of conversation when we went for an overnight at Sunset Beach.

Sitting in the old lighthouse, the four of us were bemoaning our state of poverty, Len, Phillip,
Noe and me.   We took turns suggesting various enterprises (mostly ways  of hustling
tourists), dismissing each as either dumb ideas or too much work.   Somehow in  the
course of our conversation, I made mention of  my father's still.   Phillip was fascinated by
bootleggers and asked if I knew how alcohol was made.  I generally described the process
and Len hit upon an idea.   We could make okole hau, darken it with caramel, put it in
empty whiskey bottles secured from garbage cans outside the hotels, and sell it to the local
high school students.  The old lighthouse was a perfect place to set up a small still. When I
tried to convince them that the entire thing was too much work, Len and Phillip challenged
my  veracity, saying that I disapproved because I could not make okole hau. Affronted, I
described the equipment I needed and, in turn, defied them to fill the shopping list.

For the next two weeks, Len and Phillip gathered the needed equipment and, on the third
weekend, I assembled a small still consisting of a small charcoal stove, a pressure cooker,
copper tubing and a section of zinc to serve as a cooling flume.  We gathered and roasted ti
roots and, using a bit of homemade potato yeast as a starter,  soaked them in a tub to
ferment.  The brew sat until the following Saturday sleepover when, with Phillip carrying
buckets of water to cool the tubing, I proudly produced a gallon of okole hau.

We left the hooch to age and spent Sunday locating empty and washing small whiskey
bottles.  Noe assisted by providing the caramel.  Oh yes, she was an excellent cook and fed
us on our outings.  However, the girl had strange tastes.  She made concoctions wrapped
in taro leaves, mostly with fish we gleaned from the nearby reefs.   But, there were other
rolled entrees that we ate but never asked what they contained.   She also  mixed a
weird variety of poi with various herbs she gleaned from the nearby fields. Everything she
made tasted great. At least, none of us ever got sick.

Back to the hooch.  Two weeks passed before we could bottle our okole hau.  To stretch it,
we added some water, intending to shake it up a bit before it was sold.   We left Sunset
Beach with our bicycle bags loaded with illegal booze.  Phillip was placed in charge of
sales.   He started with the local gangs, peddling a solitary pint for an outrageous five
dollars and racked up over eighty dollars in sales.

The success of our bootlegging venture was dimmed by the amount of  time and effort it
took.   However, I convinced my cohorts that selling was the path to riches.   Thus, we



looked for easier to acquire merchandise.  The selling of tickets to the free hotel bus tours I
mentioned earlier was one of our many new enterprises.  Another was acquired by chance.

While scrounging through the auto wrecking yards looking for a part for Len's sister's old
car,  we were approaching the front of one establishment when a disgruntled sailor drove
out.  He stopped and asked if we wanted a car.  We gladly said yes.  He then asked if any
of us could drive and both Len and Phillip said they could. Signing over the bill of sale, the
sailor handed it to Len, requesting a ride to the airport. On the way, he explained.

It seemed that the shadier used car lots and the wreckers were in collusion.  The lots sold
the servicemen weathered automobiles for around two hundred dollars but would not buy
them back.   Neither would the wreckers.   Instead,  they waited for the servicemen to
abandon the vehicles near the airport or base. The wreckers then would pick them up and
return them to the lots.  Aware of the scam, the sailor refused to be ripped off and gave us
the car.

When we returned to Kalihi, Ken parked the vehicle on his street and, knowing his father
would not let him keep it, placed a FOR SALE sign on it.  He sold the car for seventy-five
dollars, which we shared.

While gloating over our good fortune, we hit upon an intriguing idea.  We went out to the
Navy base and placed cards on the windshields of all the old vehicles,  offering twenty
dollars for any one with the provision that we were drive them back to the base if we
bought the car.  We left Phillip's address in Kalihi and kicked in enough money to cover
three cars.  The money was given to Phillip's uncle, explaining was we did.   His uncle
would share in the profits if there were any to be had.

Within a week, we had eight responses but only bought three cars.   We  sold the cars
cheap, rolling over the money to buy more cars.  In the course of a month, the Koa Pakas
had collected seventeen, all parked on Len's street.   We netted over two hundred dollars
before giving up the enterprise.  It required too much work and, for an extended period,
our money was tied up in merchandise.  Besides, Len's neighbors began to complain to
his father. We were advised sternly to sell those we had and not to acquire more.

Needless to say, I did not confide in my parents.  The money was mine to spend.  Well,
Josie's and mine.  While she was rifling through the two boxes I used as a dresser, she
uncovered my stash and I had to share the money.   Josie never told my  parents, just
nagged me to buy her more things.

Oh  yes,  Josie  somehow  considered  my  belongings  as  community  property,  that  is,
partially hers.  She would wander into my room and snoop through my collection of junk
even when I was there.  She always had the same answer when asked what was she
doing:  "Looking to see what you have".  I always was a sucker for her innocent endearing
smile. Sigh, that girl could talk me out of the shirt on my back and did, several times.

As summer vacation neared, my father decided I needed a job.   Thus, he arranged to
have me work at a local cannery under the supervision of a family friend.  For the first part
of  the  summer,  I  spent  an  exhausting  eight  or  nine  hours  per  day  helping  to  put
pineapples in cans.  I hated the job, working for the big time haoles.  Fortunately, I could not



earn over five hundred dollars to allow my father to still claim me as a dependent on his
taxes.  I was ecstatic when he said I had to quit.  The only highlight of my employment was
drinking with my coworkers and getting mildly drunk.  My paychecks were turned over to my
father to pay my tuition and books at school.   The tenth grade cost around four

hundred dollars,  leaving me with only pocket change.  I  would have withered in poverty if
not for the Koa Pakas.

Private enterprise blossomed in Kalihi.  We spent our time dreaming up scams to ply at
Waikiki.    Oh,  nothing  overtly  illegal.    At  our  worst,  we  would  take  turns  posing  as
depressed juveniles who had lost their wallets and money, had no bus fare and was
hungry so far from home.  "Da uddah side of da island."   Spoken in heartbreaking Pidgin
was our response when asked where we lived.  With the right hupo (ignoramus or fool),
we could garner five dollars for rural bus fare and maybe another five for a meal.   Prices
were high at Waikiki.  Funny, but tourist never seemed to carry loose change or dollar
bills.  Five, tens and twenties were all that graced their wallets or purses.  Phillip must
have sounded real pathetic one day.  A Japanese tourist he approached placed a crisp
fifty in his hand.  Len and I had to wrestle him to the ground and take it away to get him to
share.

Generally, tourists were the targets of our scams.  They were unfamiliar with the islands
and its cosmopolitan culture; thus, were susceptible to the most ridiculous things.  Once, we
capitalized on the large oriental population.  Len was given a stash of old Chinese currency
and traded it to a tourist for American dollars.  His pitch?  The money was to be used at the
oriental establishments outside of Waikiki.   Surprisingly, the tourist he approached gave him
the equivalent of the Chinese currency in solid U.S. cash.

An almost ridiculous scam involved selling authentic Hawaiian artifacts.   We ran across a
bucket of weathered shells some skin-diver had collected at Hanauma Bay.  The shells
became old Hawaiian money (family heirlooms) packaged two or three to a fancy box we
procured from the trash behind the more upscale stores.  Noe sold them for us at Waikiki,
almost tearfully  parting with them to feed her hungry family.   "Dis wan mo' than wan
hundred years old" she proclaimed in stressed Pidgin.  The tourist quickly parted with his
or her cash.  Noe also sold other memorabilia we garnered at the city dump.  As a local
girl of distinct Polynesian extraction, she elicited more sympathy and credulity.   The
tourists rarely challenged her.

Another scam was a topper, almost as good as selling tickets to the free bus tours.  It
began with Noe's propensity for shiny objects, in this case large fish scales.  She found
them down near the harbor and collected almost a hundred of them.  I believe it was Len
who hit upon the idea.  Hawaiian good luck charms.  We drilled small holes at the top of
the scales, threaded a piece of dry shredded vine through each, and sold them to the
tourists as symbols of Niuhi, the great man-eating shark.  At a dollar each, we sold out
on a single weekend.  It seems tourists never realized that sharks have no scales. With
a pocket full of money, we gave up the enterprise, vowing to do it again as soon as we
were broke. Auwe, we never managed to find more decent scales.

To be truthful, we had other more nefarious scams such as selling works of art.  Len's
father had a miniature darkroom that he somehow used in conjunction with his job.   I



never asked and he never explained. At any rate, Len could use it to develop and print his
photographs.  His father had taught him how.  Okay, you probably have guessed by now.
We sold snapshots of Noe's private parts.  It was not an extended endeavor; just one we
resorted to when strapped for cash.  Noe was thrilled by the exposure.  She enjoyed being
captured on celluloid as long as we did not show her face.  The unmarried Filipinos were
our best customers.  Five three-by-four snapshots garnered a crisp ten-dollar bill.  There
were other endeavors best left unexposed.

Not all of our scams were geared toward making money.  A few were contrived to improve
our social lives.  For instance, we concocted a ploy to avoid being beaten to a pulp by
some of the more hostile district gangs. Our mainstay was a demonstration of force.

Len knew a few of the jobless Samoans who hung out at Honolulu Stadium  where auto
races  were  held.    The  Samoans  were  relatively  feared  by  the  local  gangs  whose
members, as a whole, were not too big in stature.  On the other hand, the Samoans were
large and had a reputation for enjoying a good brawl.  Thus, Len would find a reason to
have a few of them accompany us into the district of a particularly hostile gang, usually by
promising them free beer which we both purloined from our fathers' stock.   The rationale
was simple.  The Koa Pakas loaded into a car with the Samoans and went to the turf of
the subject gang.  We had stashed the beer in their area, usually at an acquaintance's
house.  When we arrived, we would pile out of the car to fetch the beer in the company of
the Samoans,  loudly laughing and joking with them.   The  gang took note of our rowdy
companions and assumed they were our close friends (backup in event of a fight).  Thus,
from that point on, we could trespass on their turf and leave with our bodies intact.  The
Samoans were never the wiser.  They simply were interested in the beer.

* * * * *

June of 1950 involved us in another war.   North Korea invaded South Korea and the
United States went to its defense along with few other nations.  However, as teenagers,
we had other things on our minds.  The United States had defeated Japan and Germany
so how difficult would it be to defeat a small country like North Korea.  Sure, there were
the usual rumblings about the conflict expanding into World War  III if Russia became
involved.  Still, we figured the United States had atomic bombs and could make toast out
of the Soviet Union.  As a result, we paid little attention to the fuss raised over the event of a
nuclear attack.  A single bomb and the island of Oahu would be toast.  Fatalistically, we put
the prospect from our minds.  Thus, as I said, we were more concerned with our personal
lives.

Done with my job at the cannery, I went out hustling with the Koa Pakas.   The poor
stranded kid scam was not working too well.  Maybe, the haole tourists were getting wise.
Thus, when fate decided to intervene, I was again descending into poverty.

While out roaming the back areas past Fort Shafter, Len and I discovered a large pond in
the abandoned Boys Reformatory.  The pond was infested with humongous frogs.  We
caught  a couple and put  them in a bucket, intending to take them home to my small
backyard fishpond.  On the way, we stopped by a small Chinese diner for our usual cheap
bowl of Saimin (noodles and kelp in a fish broth).  The old man who ran the small eatery



saw the frogs and asked us if we wanted to sell them.  He explained that those were the
eating kind. The offer of a free meal and two dollars seemed fair. So, we sold the frogs.

That night, Ken mentioned the frogs to his father and discovered that the restaurants at
Waikiki charged almost twenty dollars for a serving of frog's legs.   Eating frogs were
difficult to come by in Hawaii.  Thus, we discovered the old Chinese cook had ripped us
off. No matter, we shrugged it off. There still was a pond full of frogs.

Through busboy friends, we  spoke  to  three  hotel  cooks.   All were  interested in  the
denizens of our pond.   (We now claimed ownership by default.)   The cooks offered us
seven dollars apiece if the frogs were of decent size.

Armed with bamboo poles,  three-prong hooks adorned with small pieces of red cloth and
buckets, the Koa Pakas took up fishing for frogs.  After catching around thirty-seven of the
critters, our source of supply ran out.  There were nothing left but smaller frogs.  However,
the enterprise netted us over a hundred dollars since the cooks varied the amount they paid
according to the thickness of the frogs' legs.  No matter, we were now flushed with cash
and set to do some serious loafing.

At this point, I might mention what we did with our money, which was a healthy sum for
the times.   Looking back,  we spent it foolishly, buying almost senseless things.   Oh sure,
there was the usual - food, cokes, cigarettes, trinkets that caught our fancy, and a host of
other not too expensive things.  However, our biggest expenditure was Noe.  The girl had a
mania for costly clothes, the  type sold in the  tourist shops at Waikiki. A pair of jeans that
could be had at Sears for a few dollars set us back about twenty-plus at Waikiki.  Then
there were the bracelets.  As I said, Noe was preoccupied with shiny things.  Every time
we were flushed with money, she would drag us down to Waikiki,  threatening dire
consequences if we did not buy the item upon which she had set her eyes.  "No mo' da
kine" was enough to have us part with our cash.  No translation.  I'll let you figure out what
she meant.

Summer of 1950 also saw the inclusion of an honorary member in the Koa Pakas.   A
haole family of European ancestry moved into Kalihi, a few blocks from Len.  Their son
was a year younger than Len but their daughter was slightly older than me.  Daren, the
son, was duly impressed by  the "rugged" Koa Pakas,  a misguided hero worship.   His
attitude was somewhat shared by Sarah, his delightfully  naïve sister.   Noe was not
enthralled by the pair.  However, Len managed to convince her that our intentions were
nefarious at best.

After brief introductions aboard the bus home, Len and I walked the pair to their new
home.  Daren wanted to know if he could hang with the Koa Pakas and, noting his sister's
interest,  we conditionally agreed.   Full membership would take two years of hanging
amongst other more secret things we promised to share at a later date.  The arrangement
presented a host of opportunities too good to pass on.  Initially, we allowed Daren to
accompany us only to our clubhouse (the shack in the ravine).   He was not permitted
to wear an Eisenhower jacket until he became a full-  fledged member of our club.
When he did accompany us, we encouraged him to bring  along his sister, the more
interesting part of the haole duo.  Both were thrilled to oblige. Sarah was keen on learning
the old Hawaiian ways, a fascination the Koa Pakas decided to explore.



Our first challenge was to get her to Sunset Beach alone since her mother kept a tight rein
on her.  Thus, we asked Noe to cooperate in the endeavor after we bribed her with an
appropriate amount of  expensive gifts.   She was to play a supporting role by  visiting
Sarah's house and presenting herself as a proper local girl.   With that achieved, Noe
invited Sarah for a sleepover on Saturday night, collecting her early that morning.  Thus,
Sarah now had almost twenty-four hours away from home without her brother.  The stage
now was set.

Arriving at  Sunset  Beach,  we did the usual during the day.    Exploring  the nearby
environment,  playing on the beach and watching the surfers.   The real action was to take
place at night.  Phillip arrived late in the afternoon with a live chicken, a necessary part of
our ceremony.  Len had brought along a weathered bongo drum.

At  dusk, we track up to Waimea  Falls for the ritual christening,  giving Sarah her own
Hawaiian name, Lealani.   Len told me it meant beautiful da kine, illustrating with his
hands. I took his word for it.

With  Len rattling off a string of Hawaiian words, Noe and I bestowed the name on Sarah
after she had stripped nude and entered the water near the falls.    Thereupon,  our
procession led her back toward the old lighthouse,  to a spot where Phillip waited with the
chicken near a small campfire.  Still nude, Sarah sat cross-legged on a mat of grass near
the fire while Noe went about doing a distorted version of the hula, accompanied by Len
on the drum.  Phillip just stood off to one side, staring at Sarah.  I took up a position in the
background, holding the chicken and assuming the role of  the kahuna (high priest).   I
merited the title because I had been consecrated to Pele by Auntie Pinau.

At this point, the full dedication to the gods ensued.  The ritual became a bit frenzied as
Noe began dancing around me and the chicken in a manner we had gleaned from a book
on the voodoo practices  of the Mainland's deep south.   At its climax, I withdrew my
switchblade and killed the chicken, anointing Sarah with its blood.

Further rituals took place before we barbecued and ate the chicken.  However, I will leave
those to your imagination and simply say that, at their conclusion, Sarah was thoroughly
Hawaiian, our style.  She bore that designation with pride.  If still living, I imagine she has
never forgotten the experience. It is the sort of thing that remains with one for life.

The scenario worked so well, we repeated it  with two rebellious haole girls (military brats
from Hickam Air Force Base we were able to entice).  Hey, I did not say that we were
thoroughly ethical or nice. It merely was an emergence of our darker sides.

About that time, Ken's father was building a house at Sunset Beach and the frame, roof and
outer walls were complete.  We were given permission to use it for our overnights as long
as we didn't  trash or burn down the place.   No indoor fires.   Food had to be cooked
outdoors in a portable barbecue pit.  After my father drove by the beach and inspected the
accommodations, he gave me permission to spend entire weekends there with Ken.

Something must be said about the ocean fronting Sunset Beach.   About thirty yards from
shore, there was an extended coral reef.  Even at high tide, no more than a few feet of



water covered the reef.  However, the catch was to get to it for, as the minor waves rolled
toward the beach, the water swept outward under the reef. The undertow was fierce a few
feet from the shore.  If you were caught up in it, you were sucked under.  A few people
had drowned in this manner and warning signs were posted along the beach.  However,
we wanted to go out on the reef spear fishing.  Thus, we braved the undertow, quickly
skimming the surface with makeshift boogie boards, taking along our homemade bamboo
and rubber spear guns.  On the reef, we would lower ourselves to the bottom of the larger
holes then slowly surface, spearing the fish hiding in the crevices and smaller holes.

Spear fishing at Sunset Beach became a routine pastime until one day I got careless.
Turning on the boogie board, I was joking with Ken.  The spear gun slipped into the water
and I tried to snag it, falling off the board.  I was immediately sucked under and headed
beneath the reef.  Floundering, I managed to guide myself toward a small area of solid
coral, slamming into it with both feet. The outgoing current was too strong to counter and I
remained there trying to hold my breath and climb.  As I began to swallow water on the
way to drowning, Ken somehow managed to pull me out.  He threw me across his board
as I passed out.

I remember very little of the aftermath and am relying on Ken's version of what happened.
My next clear recollection is of laying on the beach, retching salt water and spit.  Clearly,
he had saved my life at the risk of his own.  After that, I was beholden and, damn it, he
took advantage of it.   Well,  just a small advantage.   Ken had the ungodly knack of
aggravating people, teens our own age.  He would do it regardless of the odds.  After a
while, whenever he asked me to join him, after school, I anticipated having to fight.

Usually, the fisticuffs took place at school.  Ken would ask me to meet him at his locker in
the Science Building after Band practice.  When I arrived, there were at least two or three
kids waiting to take him on.  I  would swear, throw my glasses and books atop the lockers
and  kick  off  my  shoes.    Sometimes,  this  was  enough  to  back  the  other  kids  off.
Sometimes not.  Me, I had grown quite mellow.  Fighting made little sense.  Even when
you won, you still nursed your lumps.  But not Ken.  I swear he was masochistic.  He wore
swollen lips and shaded eyes with pride.   There  were several similar incidents during the
next school year.

Another aspect of my near drowning was limping around for almost  three weeks.   Bits of
live coral had embedded themselves in the side of my left foot; resulting in an ungodly
infection we called blood poisoning.  That part of my foot had to be scraped clear of coral,
leaving an ugly wound.  My thickheaded kanaka pride kept me off crutches.  I proceeded
to walk on the foot.   Thus, the healing was prolonged.   Hey, the wound had its side
benefit. I did not have to wear shoes to school.

September of that year saw me entering Grade 10A.  For math, I had Brother David, a
Marianist and a local kanaka.  Brother David was extremely politically incorrect.  He called
us by our ethnic origin prefaced with an endearing term.  We were dumb Kanakas, dumb
Porragees and so forth when he was pleased with our performance.  More obscene terms
preceded our ethnicity when he was not.   You listened when he spoke or received an
open hand up the side of the head and, if you were close to his stature, a closed fist.
Actually, everyone liked him and considered him one of the best teachers they had.  He
also taught history, his favorite subject, and one he knew better than most.  We received



all of the behind the scene gossip surrounding historical events.  Graphic descriptions of
who was humping whom in Europe during the Middle Ages had us enthralled.  From him,
we learned that the reason the Catholic Church built confessionals doors capable of
locking in the priests  was because the priests had developed the habit of assaulting their
parishioners  while hearing confessions in their private cubicles.    The practice was
widespread until the Church built the confessionals.

Oh, while I am on the subject of assaulting parishioners,  we had teacher who could not
keep his hands off  the boys.  He would come up behind you, reach around and cup your
crotch.  He also gave sex instruction, masturbating the student while exhibiting pictures of
intercourse.  Most of us ignored it and learned to keep our distance.  However, I heard tell
that some of the boys were taken to his quarters for further instruction.  It was the way
things were and no one made a big thing of it.  The pedophile left me alone after he called
me in for a private session in our homeroom.  I pulled my switchblade and threatened to
gut him like a pig.  Big Island kanakas have a way of dealing with such things.  Besides, sex
education was something I did not need.

Okay, so I did carry a switchblade at school.  In fact, I carried it everywhere.  I felt naked
unless I was modestly armed.  Ken had a butterfly knife and Phillip had a straightedge
razor. It was part of our hanging gear.

I might note that we did call him Phillip.  He hated the nickname Phil just as I detested
being called Anthony.   Fortunately, at school, teachers called you by your last name.
Well,  sort of.   Souza somehow was translated into Suzing by some of my teachers,
especially Brother David.  Oh yes, Brother David was another of my father's classmates at
Normal School.  I heard some of the best stories about my father from him.  It seemed
they hung around together doing some of the things Ken and I did.   Brother David was a
real kanaka. I spent many an hour after class talking with him.

I had one more teacher of note but, for the life of me, I cannot recall his name.  We always
referred to them as Brother  (Braddah in the Pidgin vein).   Anyway, this  teacher taught
literature in a thoroughly unorthodox way.  Shakespeare was his favorite subject.  Using
his pointer as a sword, he would leap upon his desk and act out the scenes.  He also
taught us Elizabethan slang.  For instance, die was the equivalent to losing one's erection,
lending new meaning to the sentence: a good man dies at  night to rise again in the
morning.  I believe I correctly quoted the line.  No matter, learning the slang of his day,
lent a completely different flavor to Shakespeare.  Moreover, the teacher was unique in
another way.   On the first day of classes, he took all of us to the basement where the
R.O.T.C. (Reserve Officer's Training Corps) offices were housed.  There, on a thick mat,
he produced  two pairs of  boxing gloves and select the largest,  most muscular boy in the
class, one almost six foot, around two hundred pounds.   He asked the boy to don the
gloves and fitted himself with a pair.  As the teacher stood around five foot seven and was
approximately one hundred and fifty pounds, everyone snickered.  The duo was unevenly
matched.  The student was smirking and we all figured the teacher would get the crap
knocked out of him.  Well, we were treated to a great boxing exhibition.  Our teacher was
greased lightning with his fists.  He overwhelmed the student even though he obviously
was holding back. He could have creamed him had he chose to do so.



Following the match, our teacher announced that he had been the middleweight champion
during his college career, national champion I believe he said.  After the exhibition, we all
took his word for it.   He then made the point clear.   There would be decorum in his
classroom or the offenders could join him in the basement for another round of fisticuffs.
Students in his class were well behaved.

Regarding our teachers, Saint Louis College served as an exile for the Marianist Brothers.
Teachers  who were too radical, unorthodox or somehow did not fit  in at the Marianist
universities on the Mainland were sent overseas.  Thus, at Saint Louis College, we had
the best and the worst of the lot.  However, only two of my teachers were incompetent.
One  we called the vulture because of his hunched shoulders,  protruding head and beak
nose.  The man seemed lost in a world of his own and was relegated to teaching a typing
class.  We drove him crazy taking turns dinging the bells of the typewriters.  The culprits
were never caught.

The other incompetent teacher was a man of slight build who also seemed to dwell in a
world of his own.  A question posed to him generally would draw a distant "huh".   I never
knew how he faired in class. I had him only for homeroom, a sort of study hall.

I must note that, at our school, corporal punishment reigned supreme.  There was a large
wooden paddle in the principal's office called the Board of Education.  Punishment was
meted out in swats determined by the severity of the crime.  Whenever sent to the office,
you could count on at least one delivered with gusto by the vice principal, a man of relative
brawn.  Also, you were whacked in the classrooms by some teachers, with a pointer, thin
book or  the flat  of the hand.   The parents endorsed the practice and none of them
complained.

The true highlights of high school were the socials we had in the auditorium. Saint Francis
Convent and Sacred Heart  Academy  would send their girls there,  chaperoned by nuns.
These  were  occasions  to  dance  and  mingle.    However,  the  dancing  was  reserved.
Ballroom dancing was taught at all of the Catholic schools and was the standard of the
day.   The music mostly consisted of waltzes and foxtrots.   Only the infrequent tangos
permitted you to hold a girl really close.  However, our socials were hunting forays.  You
sought out the horniest girls in the crowd and tried to devise an opportunity to capitalize on
your quarry.  The most you could do at school was to steal a quick kiss or squeeze of an
inappropriate body part.   The nuns hovered about like starving hawks looking for hapless
prey.

On the subject of girls, Saint  Louis College and Sacred Heart Academy had an unofficial
alliance.  Midway between the two schools, there was a soda fountain/diner.  Students
from both went there after classes before taking the bus home.  The girls from Sacred
Heart wore middy blouses with deep necklines that were discreetly pinned at the top while
at school. However, the pins (and sometimes their bras) came off before they reached the
diner and the boys would hover about the boots to peer down into the blouses of the
seated girls.   Given my attitude toward breasts,  I found no interest in the sport  and
passively listened as the other boys boasted of catching a glimpse of a nipple or two.  I
rarely went to the diner, considering it a bore.  Damn, most of the kids at Saint Louis were
really naïve.  "Copping a feel" was the extent of their sexual experiences.  Thrilled, they
would go home to masturbate.



Sex did pose a problem in the 50s.  Condoms had to be secured and pharmacists would not
sell any to underage boys.  Thus, you had to cajole an adult to buy them for you.  This was
no problem if you had an older brother or cousin.  Fortunately, Phillip had an uncle who
was convinced that every boy should maintain an adequate supply.  Condoms were easier
to procure than beer.  Although I detested the taste of it, I drank beer because it was a
matter of status.  A bottle held in hand with a cigarette was the posture of a man. The latter
was the easiest to secure from the vending machines.  All you needed to do was distract
the owner while you popped yourself a pack.   Ken and I smoked filters of  whatever
brand seemed the most attractive at the time but Phillip was a Phillip Morris man because it
had his name on the pack.

Aside from the above, all I can say about my tenth school year is that it passed.   My
studies  had intensified and I spent more time at  home, pouring through my books.   I
increased my reading of science fiction to fill out the book reports.   By summer, I had
become addicted - a complete sci-fi nut.  Maybe it was the quality of the fiction at that
time.  However, it gave reign to my imagination and helped loosen the brain-strain brought
on by higher math.   There were other sci-fi nuts at school and we loosely formed a club,
trading books and discussing science fiction during our homeroom periods.   Initially, I
joined merely to get out of homeroom class where we had to sit quietly and use the time
as a study period.   The sci-fi club allowed me to go off with my peers into a vacant
classroom and do whatever we wanted.  It was interesting but hardly the highlight of the
year.

* * * * *

I passed through the New Year and became sixteen in April 1951.  I believe that  was the
year that my sister Mabel and her husband Clarence moved to San Leandro, California.
However, I am not quite sure.  It was not a big event.  We went to the airport and saw
them off.   That was about the extent of it.   By that time, Mabel and I were living separate
lives and I never visited her much.  As I said earlier, after she married and had a daughter,
she became a real nag, constantly lecturing and otherwise telling me how to live my life.
There were other more important  things.   Ken turned sixteen and his father let him get a
driver's license.  Hallelujah!  We now could have real wheels.  The news rattled on about
the war in Korea but that paled in comparison to the potential of having a car.

In summer 1951, I returned to the cannery for the obligatory month of slavery.  The only
event worth noting was the day I came home decidedly drunk.   When I staggered in
through the front door, my mother simply thought I was exhausted but my father knew
otherwise.  When I started to totter, my father reached out to grab me.  However, I fell flat
on my back.  As I hit the floor, my mother went into hysterics.  She thought my father had
struck me and knocked me down.  That is about all I remembered of it.   I woke up in my
bed after I had passed out.  Later, when I revived, my father came to my door and stared
in at me.  He first asked how I felt  then sternly laid down the law.  I would be confined to
quarters, under house arrest, if I ever came home drunk.  That was the extent of it.  He
never mentioned it again.

After I left the cannery, Len and I began to plot.  His father had two cars, a brand new
Chevy station wagon with an automatic transmission and his official government car.   His



job often required him to work nightshifts, leaving the station wagon at home.  Since Len's
mother did not drive and his sister had her own car, the vehicle sat on the street taunting us.
Len could use it on occasion after begging his father but was ordered to be home by ten
and to  give an itinerary  in advance.   Len had to be somewhere reachable by phone or
otherwise report in to his mother.

As I said, we plotted the liberation of the station wagon and of ourselves.  Phillip and Noe
could go about as they pleased to  whatever hours but Len and I were limited by curfews
and inquisitive parents.  Thus, we came up with a solution: sleepovers.  I would inform my
parents that I was spending the night at Len's house and he would do the same, sleeping at
mine.   Since our parents never communicated with each other, the scenario was
without flaw.  On the nights when his father was working, we "slept over" at each other's
house, purloined the station wagon, and did not have to return it until dawn.   Carefully
checking the amount of gas,  we would take the car, refilling it before we returned with an
equivalent amount. Surprisingly enough, we never were caught.

As I said earlier, the new Chevrolet wagon had an automatic transmission, a novelty at the
time.  We would pull up alongside another teenager's car at a stoplight and entice a race.
The going scenario at the time was "going the gears".  The driver placed his left hand high
on the steering wheel and raised his right.   His front seat passenger would raise both
hands.  At the point, both cars would peel out when the light changed.  Every time the
driver lowered his hand, it was to shift to a higher gear.  The object was to see how fast
each car could go in each gear.  The more gutless car would have to up shift first and lost
the race for that gear.  Remember the automatic transmission?  Ken would never have to
shift.  He blew the engines of several other cars in such races.  We would leave them
smoking at the curb while we roared off laughing.   I doubt if any of our victims every
mentioned it to their friends.  Hey, a sporty coupe being beaten by a family station wagon
was a depressing shame.

Generally, we enjoyed driving around in Ken's  family  car despite its staid  outer
appearances.  It gave us a new mobility and backseats that could be folded down into a
very comfortable bed when we added a couple of thick quilts for padding.  That part, I
believe I need not explain.   However, there was one very unnerving event connected with
the car.

As a customs agent, Len's father had his car equipped with siren and a red spotlight, and
he left one of his hats in the vehicle, sitting on the dash.   The reason was that, on
occasion, he used the car on official business.  I state this as a prelude to the following
event.

One night as we were cruising past  Iolani Palace, which at that time was in use as a
government center of sorts, we pulled up behind a drunken cabbie.  It was well past two in
the morning and the bars had closed, and the cabbie was on his way home.   Driving
slowly, he was weaving from side to side on the street. Len fell in behind him, considering it
too dangerous to try to pass.   However, when the cabbie grazed a couple of parked
cars, Len foolishly decided to intervene.  He flipped on the red light and tapped the siren,
pulling over the cabbie.   To lend authority to the stop,  he put on his father's hat and
approached the man.  He intended to merely order the cabbie to remain and sleep it off
before driving on.  Later, I discovered that the cabbie was terrified.  An arrest for drunk



driving would cost him his cabby's license, thus a loss of his job.  The cabbie begged Len
to let him off, promising to park and walk home.  To reinforce his plea, he stuffed a wad of
bills into Len's hand. Somewhat stunned, Len agreed and returned to his car.

Sitting dumbfounded, we watched the cabbie walk off as Len explained.  Finally, both of
us laughed, gloating over our good fortune as Len drove off.   However, our joy soon
turned to apprehension.   The cab was parked a few feet ahead of the cars it had hit.
Come morning, damage on the vehicles clearly would portray  the event and the cabbie
would be called to account. He had a clear look at Len's station wagon and it was the only
one of its kind in town.  Only Len's father had a vehicle equipped with siren and red light,
and the police knew of it.

Partway to Kalihi, Len slammed on the brakes.  If the cab remained there, his license and
our freedom would soon be lost. The only solution was to go back and move the cab.

Stealing a car fell within the realm of Phillip's talents.   So, off to his house we went,
rousing him out of bed at four in the morning.  As time was of the essence, we explained
on the way back to the site.  We parked behind the damaged cars and waited while Phillip
broke into and hotwired the cab.  When it started, we pulled in ahead of him and he would
follow as planned to a new location.   However, Len and I could not decide on how far
away was safe enough.  Thus, Len kept driving while we argued.  We reached Kalihi and
headed up to the valley.   Suddenly, Ken realized where he was and stopped the car.
Phillip walked up and started to swear.  The cab was almost out of gas.  Len returned an
equal string of obscenities and they began to argue.  I intervened only when I realized it
was almost dawn.  Sunlight was reflecting off the clouds and Len had to return his father's
car.

Bedraggled, we reached the street where he lived, possibly minutes before his father was
slated to arrive and took off running to Phillip's house.  Sleep was the furthest thing from
our mind that dawn.  Len and I sat sweating on Phillip's front steps, worrying that his father
would notice the car was warm.  Dew from the mist clinging to his street would vaporize
on the hot hood giving testimony to our wayward deed.

Len's first thought was to go and confess, telling his father what we had done.   Phillip
would have no part of it.  He would go to jail for stealing the cab.  I immediately agreed.
We all were accomplices.  At best, a confession would mean the loss of Len's license and
us grounded for life.  Finally, we decided to just let Fate decide.  Len and I would walk
over to his house as if we had just returned from mine. If his father said nothing, we would
let the matter lie.

Trust me, the six blocks from Phillip's house to Len's turned into an excoriating last mile.
We walked like convicts on death row heading to the electric chair without saying a word. A
hundred deaths later, we arrived at his street and almost fell on our knees to give thanks to
the gods.  There sat the station wagon just beyond the spot where Len's father parked the
company car.   Moments later, the official customs  vehicle rounded the corner and
approached the spot where we stood.   Len's father had put in some overtime at the
airport, a dreary staff meeting he later said.   Noting the expressions on our faces, he
asked what we were doing up so early.   Len immediately said we were going fishing and



had come home to get our poles.  The answer must have seemed logical because his
father merely said that he was tired and went in to sleep.

Emotionally  drained, Len and I plodded down to the small shack we used near that
unnamed ravine.  We stretched out on the floor and slept, dead to the world.

Later, I wondered if the cabbie ever recovered his cab intact.  The spot where we left it
was a bit notorious.  Outsiders cars left unattended there often were stripped.   Still, there
was a bright side to the experience.  We received almost two hundred dollars.  It seemed
Honolulu cabbie bribe well.  Phillip insisted on more of a share, claiming that he had stolen
the cab.  In true kanaka fashion, Len and I convinced him that the shares should be equal
since we had found him a cab to steal.  We never told Noe about it but kept the money to
ourselves.  Fair was fair.  She hadn't done a thing to help.  Anyway, between the three of
us, we spent a good portion on her for reasons I already explained.

* * * * *

By the end of summer 1951, I was thoroughly a city boy.  Well, almost.  There were some
holdovers from by days in Ahualoa.   Some "Up-Bush" instincts  were ingrained.   For
instance, I found that my ears consciously turned toward an unusual sound even on the
noisiest street.  I could feel my ears move and knew the direction from which the sound
came.  Another thing, the hair on the back of my neck stood on end like a dog's mane
when something seemed hostile or wrong.  It cued into my brain, giving me a sense of
foreboding.  I reacted to people and situations that way.  If I was at a party or some other
gathering and my neck hair tickled, I left and moved on.  Usually, there was a valid reason
to leave.  Something unpleasant went down.  If this happened when my ears perked, I
turned ready to defend myself.  My instincts were seldom wrong.

Growing up in Ahualoa had another impact on me.  When you move about in heavy bush
country  where there are real dangers for a young child, you grow more attuned to  things
happening around you.  More sensations are attended in your near conscious, in that area
we refer to as the back of our minds. This gives you a sort of psychic ability.  You connect
more  seemingly  irrelevant  things,  projecting  their   potential   collective  outcome,  thus
allowing you to predict some future events.  Auntie Pinau once described it as seeing with
all of your eyes.  She would say to shut up and listen to the voice of Pele. Pele never lied.

As a young child, I would look up to the peak of Mount Mauna Kea and mentally spoke to
Pele's mate, the silent snowcapped mountain.   Auntie Pinau said it was the male but
never gave him a name.   She sometimes referred to him as kahiko-kane (the ancient
man).  When something good happened, I looked up and gave thanks.  I also asked for
favors.  This was the only way I truly prayed.  The habit became ingrained.  I still do so
today.  When I look up, I see the mountain and a couple standing there.  Pele in her tapa
wrap with a Hawaiian warrior standing slightly behind her.  Those became my images of
God.

To  continue,  September rolled  around  and  I  entered  Grade  11E,  now  enrolled  in  a
business major.   Suddenly, my classes were a snap.   My father was an accomplished
accountant and had spent a good portion of his time explaining the intricacy of the job to
Mabel and me.  In fact, Mabel kept books for a couple of small businesses to earn extra



cash.   Moreover, my father often explained the intricacies of  the world of commerce.   He
would relate tales of men who made errors fatal to their businesses and expound on what
they did wrong.   With that background, majoring in business was a breeze.   After two
harried years of struggling with Latin, algebra, geometry and trigonometry, I was able to kick
back and relax.

With my study load lessened, I had a bit more time to involve myself in sports.   Each
grade played some sort of intramurals and competed against each other.  I chose the rifle
team and football.   I briefly wrestled but gave that up.   The rifle team again gave me
something to shoot at, even if they were only targets. With my experience, I excelled.

Football  was another matter.   It allowed me to put on the standard uniform and go out to
vent my hostilities on the other side.   It was a full contact sport.   However, mid year
practice terminated my budding career. This requires a bit of background.

Saint Louis College was expanding its sports field, refurbishing its  track and extending its
grounds.  The field was almost complete except for a tree that remained off to one side,
awaiting relocation.  At practice, the tree and I rudely met.  I was running out for a pass
and concentrating on the ball.   Unfortunately, I failed to see the tree until the last  few
seconds.  I partially turned and collided with it, a full body slam with the right side of my
face implanting itself  on eight-inch trunk.  I was cold-conked, flat out on the ground.  The
impact cracked my forehead above my right eye, fracturing a sinus cavity.   When I
became fully conscious, I was in the school's dispensary with a nurse balancing an
icepack on my brow.  A trip to the doctor was in order and my father was called.  The
school nurse had concluded that I was none the worse for wear but felt it best to inform
my father.

By the time my father arrived at the school, I was on my feet and obviously recovered.  He
asked what had happened and I explained.  After he examined me, he decided that all I
needed was a bit of rest and took me home.  However, when my mother made such an
issue of it, he acquiesced and asked me to give up the sport.  My mother insisted that the
game was too dangerous even though I explained it was a freak accident and that  they
were removing the tree.  Harangued by her, I threw up my hands in disgust and went to
my room, yelling over my shoulder: "Okay, I won't play football".

A mandatory activity for an eleventh grader was R.O.T.C. (Reserve Officers Training Corps).
Everyone without a medical reason had to enroll.   One  day a week, we wore an army
uniform, standard khakis with an appropriate military hat.  A cloth cap was worn on regular
occasions  and  a  brimmed  hat  for  dress  uniform.    Both  standard  and  dress uniforms
were disasters.  I left the house with every crease intact but, by the time I arrived at school, I
appeared as if my uniform was fetched from the dirty laundry bag.  Khaki seemed to attract
everything that could create a smug and I perspired like a driven horse. Thus, my uniform
was grotesquely soiled and seemed to wilt on me.   To add to my woes, a friend in my
squad was always immaculate.  Even at the end of the day, he looked as if his uniform had
just been pressed.   In a friendly way, I detested him.   We stood formation  together,  the
model soldier and the tramp.   I was the tramp.   The scenario aggravated me  and I was
determined to retaliate in some way.



After endless weeks of deliberation, I concluded that I could not compete with him in
dress. Oh, I really tried. I bought an expensive set of gabardines I procured at the military
base at a hefty price and made an effort to remain clean, taking a towel to sit on and
standing at attention on the bus.  Nothing seemed to work.  At afternoon formation, I was
worst dressed member of my squad, almost pathetic next to Louis, my immaculate friend.

As the weeks passed, I began more agitated and started plotting revenge.  Finally, the
opportunity  arrived as we prepared for our junior prom.   Louis had his eyes set on a
particular girl.  To hear him, he was madly in love.  Now, that was an arena in which I
could compete.  Ho-o-mali-mali (slick talk) was a developed specialty of mine.  Thus, I set
about making plans.

Enlisting the aid of girls I knew at Saint Francis Convent, the school his would-be love
attended, I found out everything I possibly could about her.   All that  remained was an
occasion to meet.  At the time, proper girls met boys by having chaperoned socials at their
homes, and  Marcie, the girl in question, was slated to have one.    Finagling an
invitation was not difficult.  Other girl friends of hers and mine added my name to the guest
list.   Oh yes, it  was a loner's affair, no dates.    Each girl and boy attended
unaccompanied, the object being to intermingle.

When I arrived at Marcie's house, I found the situation impossible.  She was busy playing
the hostess to an overflowing crowd.  At best, I could say no more than a dozen words to
her.  Another occasion for us to meet had to be arranged but I needed a casual reason to
return to her house.  This was achieved by leaving my jacket behind her sofa before the
social ended.

Early the next morning, I caught the bus over to her house, knocked and, when her
mother answered, stated my dilemma.  Her mother called Marcie to help me locate the
misplaced garment. However, I delayed for about a half hour, searching and keeping up a
line of chatter as I retraced my steps about the house.  When Marcie was about to give
up, I suggested we look behind the furniture. The two sofas were moved and miraculously
my jacket was behind one.   Searching gave me an extended opportunity to speak to
Marcie one on one.

When we found my jacket, I suggested we go to a nearby soda fountain for a treat, that I
owed her at least that much.   With mother's blessings, Marcie agreed and the rest is
history.  I outdid myself.  At least three days a week, I called her from a pay phone at her
request.  To the dismay of my other friends, especially Noe, I took Marcie to movies on
Friday and Saturday nights.   Our proper romance was in full bloom.  In fact, I was at her
house when Louis called to ask her out to the prom.  By sheer coincidence, I answered
the phone at her mother's request.   To say the least, he was put out.   He asked and
Marcie covered the mouthpiece, relaying his request.   Suddenly, it dawned on me.  I had
never mentioned my prom.  I smiled and winked at her and said: "Tell him you're going
with me."  She accepted that as a formal invitation and declined his.  True, it was a bit
underhanded. However, as they say, all is fair in love and war. And I was at war with him.

In our full formal attire, Marcie and I attended my junior prom with Len acting as chauffeur in
his father's station wagon.  The night was pleasant but not overly inspiring.  It ended with
the usual goodnight kiss at her door. As I implied, Marcie was a proper girl.



As a proper gentleman, I gently dissolved our friendship over the course of the next few
weeks, slowly edging her toward Louis by bringing him along on our trips to the theater
and the Sunday picnics her parents insisted we attend.   As I started calling her less,
Marcie  began  gravitating  toward  Louis.    Both  had  home  phones  and  their  romance
evolved. Louis was content with settling for a goodnight kiss.

* * * * *

My seventeenth birthday, April 26, 1952, brought a rude awakening.  In a year, I would be
eligible for the draft and the Korean War was still an ongoing thing.  The prospect of being
sent off to fight was unnerving.   World War II was different.   Japan had attacked the
islands, making it a personal affair.  Korea on the other hand was none of my concern.  To
my mind, we should leave the North and South to battle it out on their own, winner take all.
The Communists were not going to cross the ocean.  We had the atomic bomb and could
destroy them if they tried. No matter how I rationalized, Korea was not my war.

The prospect of being drafted had another chilling side effect.  I hadn't the foggiest notion of
a career.  With a year left before graduation, I best decide what I wanted to be when I grew
up.  Len already had his eye set on working at the airport where his father would help
him secure a job.   Phillip refused to even think about the subject.  And, Noe was going
to "shack up with some guy and get pregnant", not necessarily in that order.  Me, I started
looking through the want ads in the two local newspapers, trying to generate a  clue.
Wages for newcomers to the workforce in Honolulu were pathetic and my father
suggested I try the Mainland.  He showed me a copy of the Oakland Tribune Want Ads
and there seemed to be a wealth of jobs with reasonable salaries.  Moreover, Mabel was
in San Leandro where I had other members of my extended family.  Thus, more to settle my
mind and concentrate on enjoying the summer, I decided to move there.   I wrote to
Mabel and asked if  she and Clarence would put  me up for a while and she agreed.
Therefore, the matter was resolved.  After graduation, I would leave.

To be honest, my decision to migrate to the Mainland was one made as an escape.  It
came shortly after the end of the school year, mostly to put to rest the endless questions
raised by my school counselor.  He was content with knowing I was going to the Mainland to
work as a bookkeeper and aspiring accountant.   My decision also pleased me.   I  could
forget about the draft and thoughts of a career, and go back to having fun.

All of the above occurred at the end of April after my birthday.  May 1st was Lei Day in
Hawaii and the locals made a big thing of it, mostly for the benefit of tourists.  We had
another version of Lei Day, spelled Lay Day.  The standard joke was that any day was lay
day in Hawaii.  We would wink at a girl and ask her to give us a lei (lay).  Since a flower
wreath or lei has a puka (hole) in the middle and a puka is any hole in Hawaiian.  Well,
you get the gist of it.

At any rate, Lei Day that year was a bonanza for the Koa Pakas.   We scored heavily
peddling leis.   Vendors lined the approach road to Honolulu International,  hawking leis to
traffic headed to the city.  However, the prices of leis varied.  The vendors closest to the
airport charged a higher price.  They caught the first customers arriving.  The price then
dropped toward the end.  There, you could negotiate the best price for a lei.   Yes, it was



appropriate to haggle even though most of the tourists never did.   Thus, we found the
cheapest  vendor and purchased leis.    The next step was to find appropriate hupos
(suckers) on Waikiki's  hotel row.    Noe, dressed in true Hawaiian garb, found some
accommodating tourist to pay an outrageous price for the lei.  She would approach the
mark and deck him out in an orchid lei, implying that she was a part of the hotel staff.
After the customary kiss on the cheek, she would state the price.   If the hupo (target
tourist) refused to pay, she would start to raise her voice, saying he was trying to stiff her.
Embarrassed, the man would fork over the cash.  We spent the day hawking leis along the
hotel fronts and garnered a fair bit of money in the process.  Okay, so we soured some
tourist's view of the islands.   Hey, if the Hawaii  Chamber of Commerce had paid us, we
gladly would have given away the leis.

The money carried us over to the first part of summer when I had to return to the cannery
for another dreary three-fourths of a month.  I survived the drudgery and gave my father
the checks.  This left me in the depths of poverty.  Finances loomed large in my mind and
my friends were of little help.   Len was getting a fair allowance from his father and Phillip
was  helping  his  uncle  do  carpentry  and  earning  a  decent  wage.    They  bought  me
cigarettes and sodas but that was about as far as it went.  Left on my own, I had to come up
with a plan.

One night, I was out hustling a free seat at one of the hotel floorshows.  It was simple.
You went walking along the beach to where a lanai (porch of sorts) extended out to the
sand.  There was a barrier about waist high to keep people from wandering in to escape the
cover charge at the street-side door.  It had to be quick and casual.  You looked for a table
where someone had left his drink and signed bill.   As soon as the waiters weren't
looking, you flipped over the barrier, picked up the abandoned glass and bill, and moved
to a table across the room.  You then signaled a waiter and asked for a refill.   The waiter
generally accommodated and added the amount to bill.  The worst that could happen was
he asked you to leave.  If he did not, you wandered in, glass in hand, and took in the
show.

With a bit of finesse, I successfully secured my drink and went to watch the evening's
entertainment, settling down at a rear table, partially hidden behind a potted palm.  The
place was relatively packed and a haole came over and asked if I  would mind if he had a
seat.  I graciously agreed and we engaged in polite conversation.  After a few minutes, he
noted the cut of my strained effort at haole speak and asked if I was from the islands.
When I acknowledged that I was a local, he asked if I would serve as his guide.  You see,
he had been on one of the hotel tours but wanted to see the real Hawaii.  I was offered
five dollars an hour and my meals.  Since I had been slaving at the cannery for a buck
seventy-five, the salary seemed outrageous and I accepted.  With my father's blessing, I
spent the next week serving as a guide.  I first took him through the sleaziest streets of
Honolulu then trekked through all of Oahu's backcountry, rattling off Hawaiian legends that I
invented along the way.   The effort garnered me a fifty-dollar tip at the end of the week.
With him as a reference, I garnered three other clients, one following the other.  Although
the others were not as generous, near the end of July, I had a bankroll as big as my fist.

As I was almost a man in my father's eyes, I was permitted to come and go as I pleased
after advising him of where I intended to spend my time.  Unfortunately, my father would not
sign for my driver's license.  He said I would have to wait until I was twenty-one to get my



own.   It was an insurance thing.   People had lost their homes through accidents
caused by their kids.   His logic seemed shallow but, after pleading extensively, I resigned
myself to it.  Instead, I borrowed a car whenever I could and got Noe to go with my fake
learner's permit and me. She had a valid license. Her mother signed for it.

Len and I did not see much of each other for the balance of the summer.  He was off at
Sunset Beach at his father's new house and it was too exhausting to bike.  Phillip was
busy working for his uncle, learning the carpentry trade.  Thus, that left Noe and me.  For
the most part, when we had no wheels, we hung out at the Kalihi Theatre, sitting up in the
far balcony and making out.  Occasionally, we watched the movie or swapped stories with
other couples who also had nothing to do.  Forty cents scored an evening performance
and the ushers never cared how long you stayed.   The movie fare at the Kalihi was
around twenty years old.   We went to the Kuhio Theatre for first-run movies whenever
there was one we wished to see.

When not at the movies, Noe and I hung at the soda fountain next to the theater where I
once worked.  The owner would let me behind the counter to fix whatever I pleased as
long as I paid for the concoction when I was done.  Next door, there was a barbershop
where Len and I had a bit of a hassle with one of the cutters.   It had happened the
previous year.

Len, Noe and I were in the soda fountain when the Filipino came in.  We were sitting at
the far end of the row of stools with Noe closest to the door.  The barber sat next to her
and put his hand on her thigh.  Although Noe didn't mind, Len stood up and told him to
take it off with an appropriate string of obscenities.  The barber took offense and rose to
his feet, his thumb reaching into his waistband.  This was an act of war.  Most Filipinos
had a small pocket sewed on the inside of their waistband where they carried a straightedge
razor.  Seeing the man's hand go for his waistband, I stood, lifting the top of the stool off its
post as I did.   In the same motion, I laid it across the barber's head, cold- conking him.
The fountain owner, also a Filipino, jumped the counter and corralled the man as he
arose.   He read him the riot act in their native tongue, threatening to permanently terminate
his existence if he ever did that again.

Later, Len decided to press the issue as  a matter of  bravado.   He was going to the
barbershop for a haircut and a razor trim.  After an hour of trying to dissuade him, I asked
him to wait until I returned, asking Noe to make sure that he did.  I ran home and slipped
into my father's room to retrieve his Colt .45 from his trunk.   With  the weapon concealed
under my jacket, I rejoined Len and we went next door to the barbershop.  The barber
glared when Len sat in his chair.

Without attracting Len's attention, I signaled the barber and slightly drew back my jacket to
exhibit the Colt jammed into my waistband.   The point was made and Len got his haircut
and trim.  Only Noe knew of the weapon.  Later, I confided in her, exacting her promise
not to tell Len.  My mother almost caught me returning the Colt.  However, the worst I got
was a lecture for messing in my father's trunk.  I doubt if she told him.  At least, he never
mentioned the event.

As far as the barbershop bit, Noe thought it was great, something out of the Old West.   I
convinced her that I intended to shoot the barber even though, in reality, I knew the threat



would be enough.  I had slammed the man with a stool and now I was packing a gun.
Besides,  I really didn't think he would do anything to Len.   It was only a precaution.
Whenever  Len boasted  about going into the barbershop, Noe and I would smile
unimpressed.

* * * * *

Now seventeen, I entered my twelfth year at Saint Louis College and, since I had decided to
moved to the Mainland, I enlisted the aid of a teacher to instruct me in haole speak. Twice
a week after school, I would spend an hour with him learning proper diction and
phraseology.  I figured that, if I was going to haole land, I best blend in.

To help myself along, I started associating with the haoles at school.  Two in particular
recently had moved to Honolulu.   The father of one was an officer in the military and the
other's father had some sort of government job.  The military brat was not of much help.
He lived on the base on the Mainland and had a distorted view of military life.   The other
one was more informative.  His father previously worked at the Alameda Naval Air Station
near Oakland, California.   Thus, he was familiar with San Leandro and the San Francisco
Bay Area where I had decided to move.   He was extremely helpful,  offering contrasts
between life in Honolulu and life in the States.  He gave me a heady list of dos and don'ts
and went over a map of the area, listing the places to avoid.  This was my first real taste of
haole life and it soured my mouth.  I began to seriously reconsider my decision to leave
Oahu.  My first  thought was to go back to the Big Island where, with a minor job, I could
fairly well live off the land.  When I voiced the thought aloud, Noe offered to go with me.
She was enthralled by the prospect of living in a shack somewhere in the bush.  Never
could figure why I never took her up on it.  Maybe, it was a small strain of pride.  All my
friends said I would never survive on the Mainland and would be back in Hawaii within a few
months. For whatever the reason, I stuck to my planned departure.

School proceeded in seriousness and I became haole-acclimatized.   By  my eighteenth
birthday, my usual friends began to drift away from me.  I no longer was the kanaka they
once  knew,  going  haole  in  their  eyes.    Noe  in  particular  seemed  depressed  by  my
intended departure.  With Len and Phillip otherwise occupied, she spent most of her time
with me.  However, she never attempted to talk me out of going to the Mainland.  Without
voicing it, she was sure I soon would return, extracting my promise to write to her.  When
we did correspond later, she always ended her letters with "alo fiata oe", Tahitian for I love
you.

Noe was never disturbed by my going haole.    She accepted it  as a form of  social
camouflage, like when we hustled the tourists.   Like a chameleon, I took on whatever
social garb required, transforming  from a pathetic dumb kanaka to an astutely informed
kama-aina (native born) as demanded by the scam.  In my new haole guise, I began to
con the locals merely for the hell of it.  Noe cooperated by serving as my native guide.
She would take me into a neighborhood where her casual acquaintances hung out and tell
them I recently arrived from the Mainland.  The object being to turn the tables on them
when they tried to hustle me.



One day shortly after my eighteenth birthday,  Noe  and  I wandered  into  Saint Louis
Heights, a middleclass neighborhood.  She had a male relative of sorts living there.  At
any rate, her relative and his companions were intent upon relieving me of my money, not
physically but by a neatly laid con.  In essence, for a fee of fifty dollars, they were going to
introduce  me to an old Hawaiian chief  who supposedly  was the descendant  of  King
Kamehameha and heir to his throne.  Actually, the man was Filipino-Caucasian and the
grandfather of one of them.  The old man was senile and definitely existing in a realm of
his own.  Convinced that I had money, the would-be hustlers set up the meet.   However,
before forking over my cash, I challenged the validity of their claim.  I had to verify that
Kamehameha indeed had been king.   This mandated a trip to Iolani Palace where the
king's statue stood up front.  Noe offered to take me there and, when I had verified the
authenticity of Kamehameha, I promised to return with only one stipulation: they paid for the
taxi ride to and from Iolani Palace.  I said I would reimburse them when I was satisfied with
their claim.  Like idiots, they forked over twenty dollars collectively and summoned a taxi.
Noe and I rode two blocks around the next corner, paid the cab driver two dollars and
caught the bus back to Kalihi from there.

* * * * *

May 1953 brought graduation, slated for Sunday, the 31st.  Monday morning, the first day of
June, found me at Honolulu Airport boarding a plane.  My father drove me there along with
my mother and younger sister and, with only token goodbyes, I took to the air, having one
last look at the island before heading out to sea. Only my mother cried.

Sitting in a Pan Am liner, I marveled as to how quiet it was compared to the air-cooled
engines of the local kanaka airways I had experienced.  There were no regrets and no
apprehension.   My move was well thought out and I was voluntarily leaving Oahu behind
unlike the time I left the Big Island and Hamakua.  I figured I was well prepared for the
Mainland. Being a kanaka at heart, I was confident I would survive.

The Aloha Part

Enough said about "Growing Up Kanaka".  Maybe someday, I'll write a sequel: "A Kanaka In
Haole Land" or add to the above.   Several other stories  could have been included.
However, I feel those rendered are sufficient for my sons.  It should give them a more
incisive view of  their father.   On the other hand, they may decide to stop associating with
me, especially if this ever is published. I can think of at least one who would die of shame.
No, I won't mention his name. Let them all wonder which one.

In parting, I hope I spelled all the Hawaiian words and phrases correctly.  I spoke them,
not write  them down.   If some are misspelled or improperly translated, oh well, the
kanakas will understand and nobody else will really a damn.

A-hui-hou-aku. Until we meet again. 

Aloha.


