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To the grandchildren

Teapot Tales
A Biography of Iku Kubojiri

The immigrant experience on the homestead in Glenwood, Hawaii from
1908–1935, as related by Iku Kubojiri at age 89.

Prologue

Fruits and blossoms in autumn years, dwelling in the warm loving sunshine
of filial love, Mother counted her blessings and thanked God for His goodness to
her. She had just passed her 89th birthday and was still celebrating it.
Today as she was sitting in the yard basking in the sunshine, the animals
around her lawn chair reflected her contentment. The dog lay at her feet, panting
happily as he idly watched the two pet roosters scratching among the dry leaves
which had fallen from the passion fruit vine. The cat was resting under the lawn
chair purring and watching her three kittens with half closed eyes as they pounced
and wrestled. Mother was just gazing dreamily at the two white roosters who
seemed to be the only creatures ambitious enough to be engaged in busy work.
Her mind and heart were at peace. Her life had been full and rich. Goodness
and mercy had surely followed her all the days of her life and she was prepared
to enter and live in the House of the Lord forever.
The almond tree was flourishing and the keepers the house were trembling;
the sound of grinding and music was low, and the windows had almost completely darkened.
What she thought was the buzzing of the honey bees among the blossoms
of the nearby tree turned out to be the postman delivering a package for her.
Delighted, she discovered it was from her youngest son and daughter-in-law in
Honolulu. A package for her birthday! It was like Christmas every day.
Full of happy anticipation, she picked up her cane and hobbled into the house
clutching her birthday present.
I set the kettle on the stove to heat some water for the tea. We opened the
package and spread out the goodies—the little treats from Japan in instant and
ready to eat form.
“In Hawaii we wrap these in ti leaves,” Mother said as she picked up the
hoba maki. It was the manju or bun which had the sweetened bean curd inside
that had been wrapped in leaves of the ho tree and steamed.
We recalled the long ago days when she would send us as children into the
forest to pick the leaves of a vine that was similar to the ho tree. It grew deep in
3
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the forest. Since it was only on days that were too rainy to work in the fields that
she could make these buns, we would have to search in the forest in our raincoats.
What a lot of work it was to make these buns. No wonder they were such
a special treat in those days. The beans had to be planted, raised, cooked and
made into bean curd. When sweetened, the curd was stuffed into buns. A ho leaf
was wrapped around each bun. These buns were lined up in the wooden rack and
placed upon the rice pot full of boiling water to steam. This was done not on the
electric stove but over a hot smoky wood fire.
Mother handed me the foam cups of instant azuki bean soup. “We can have
some of this for lunch,” she suggested.
I poured some boiling water into the cup and in a few minutes the one little
rectangular piece of mochi had softened to eating consistency. As we were enjoying it, and commenting that it was extra sweet, we began to reminisce about the
days when Mother used to make bean soup or oshiriku for the family.
Every day as we sat over our pot of tea, Mother and I would relive the past.
And from our visits together these experiences and stories were collected and woven into our Teapot Tales.
It is the past revisited to a world that will soon pass forever into eternity.

4

Chapter I
Snatched from the Fire: Her Life
Course Set
Iku Hayashi was twenty eight years old and was entertaining thoughts of
travelling to Kobe, the gateway to the outside world. She was independent and
self-educated. A liberated woman. Deep within her there were stirrings of a longing and a yearning for fulfillment as a woman. But she had cast all hopes aside of
ever becoming a wife and mother. She was a scarred woman.
When she was about a year old, Iku had been left in the care of her older
sister while their mother went to work in the barn. It was autumn, and the family
was busy threshing the rice. Her older sister, being only five years old, soon forgot all about her charge and ran out to play.
The family cat was asleep in the straw nest the family had arranged upon
some planks above the open fireplace. She went crawling up to grasp the sleeping
animal. The planks tipped over and fell into the fire. The cat leaped out, but as a
babe, Iku had no such reflexes to pull herself out of the fire.
Her mother suddenly sensing an urgent need to check, entered the house and
found the baby with her head stuck in the fire. Rushing up, she snatched the babe
from the flames. The baby’s crown was charred. The only sign that she was still
alive was from the piteous cry that came from her burnt lips.
No doctor was available. In those days the country people had to go great
distances to get any medical help. Her mother quickly put some ladies’ hair oil on
Iku’s burn, which should have been sufficient. But the neighbors began to come
and advise her of all kinds of remedies.
Iku’s distraught, desperate mother, already filled with self condemnation for
her negligence, tried them all in an effort to prevent scars from forming on her
daughter’s face.
Infection then set in and the condition worsened. Iku’s entire head was so
blistered and swollen that it was impossible to locate the eyes and nose. Only a
small hole remained where the mouth should be, and her mother squeezed her
milk into it.
No one could conceive of this child ever surviving. And even if she did, they
conjectured, she would surely be blinded in her left eye because there were severe
5
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burns there and above her left ear.
The neighbors then concocted the most hideous remedy of all. It was called
tomo, a paste made from a dead man’s bones, charred and ground to powder.
The bones were dug up from some grave, probably one belonging to a grandfather. The paste was made and plastered on the burns.
At first it did seem to help. The burns dried up and seemed better. But the
paste worked its way into the burnt flesh where it festered. Soon her entire head
and face became a mass of pus.
Yet, miraculously, she survived. Her burns healed. Even her eyesight and
eyebrows were restored, much to the astonishment of all. Except for the crown of
her head, which was bald because the roots of her hair had been burned away, her
facial features were spared of unsightly scars.
Her hair was carefully brought down over her forehead to hide the bald spot.
She passed for an ordinary child. But her life was destined to take an unconventional path.
Her first three years in school were happy ones. She loved school and excelled in her studies. But in her fourth year, life in school became unbearable
because of the teasing and taunting of the city boys who called her Burnt Scar
Face.
In Japan all girls in the fourth grade changed their hairdo from the bangs to
one where the hair was drawn back from the forehead. This change exposed the
ugly bald crown on Iku’s head. Because the Japanese observed tradition so religiously, it never occurred to her mother to make an exception and allow Iku to
wear her bangs.
Hurt beyond endurance Iku refused to go to school. No amount of pleading
and threatening by her parents or the school authorities could compel her to attend
school.
Compulsory education in Japan ended after the fourth grade. The school authorities were finally able to persuade Iku to return to school for the remaining
three months of the school year to receive her diploma and graduate.
What was life to hold for her? Iku was told and overheard people saying that
she would never be able to marry because there was a stigma imprinted upon her
life.
Her guilt-ridden mother felt she had lost her right to discipline and direct this
child because it was due to her negligence that her daughter had been burned.
Therefore, Iku was allowed to do as she pleased at home.
At about 12 years of age she did baby-sitting for a neighbor. Then, at 13 she
went to a childless relative’s home as a housemaid. During the summer months
for three years she went to work at a silkworm farm unwinding the silk threads
from the cocoons. Then, at 17 she tended an aunt who was hospitalized for a long
time. In those days people lived and cooked for themselves in the hospital.
There Iku heard about another girl who had been more severely burned than
6
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herself who had received corrective surgery at Yamashita Hospital in Aichiken,
Japan. Iku sought this girl out and found her healed and already asked for in marriage.
Much encouraged, Iku had her mother take her to the hospital in Aichiken.
There they were directed to a good surgeon who did a skin graft operation to bring
her hairline back to normal. Only a slight pink scar remained by her hair line.
During her hospitalization as Iku watched the five nurses in their white uniforms, she felt inspired to become a nurse.
Returning home Iku heard that someone from her village had gone to Gifu
to become a nurse. From that time on her consuming desire was to go to Gifu to
study to become a nurse. She was 20 years old. As she recalled, the hair on her
head which had been shaven for the operation was about three inches long.
It was summer and the family was at work in the fields. Without bothering to
pack, she set out for Gifu to find her fortune.
On the train a woman looked her over suspiciously and asked, “Sister, where
are you going?”
“I don’t know,” Iku replied. “I’m going to Gifu.”
The woman advised her to go to an employment office when she got there.
So, upon arrival at Gifu, she began wandering around looking for the place.
Seeing a gentle looking woman standing by a shop, she asked her the way to
the employment office. Upon hearing of Iku’s desire and intention of becoming a
nurse, the woman advised her not to go to the employment office, but to go to the
nearby hospital to inquire. She promised to give her referrals. The kind woman
also invited Iku to spend the night as it was late.
The woman operated a lamp shade shop, so Iku went to sleep in the hot attic
with all the glass lampshades and myriads of mosquitoes.
The next morning the woman took her to the cook house of the hospital to
work for a couple who cooked the hospital food. It was an opportunity to work
and study at the same time.
Since Iku did not have much education, one of her jobs was to wash the many
pairs of dirty tabis (Japanese cloth socks) of the lady of the house. Scrubbing
those dirty tabis by hand was such a frustrating job that after three days Iku returned to the lamp shade shop.
This time, the patient woman sought out the midwife of Gifu to teach Iku the
office of midwife. Upon the gracious lady’s recommendation and promise to be
the sponsor, the midwife consented to take Iku in as a student. Iku also received
a salary of 50? a month.
Ohara Hatsu, the midwife, was an impressive-looking person. She bore herself with proud dignity and commanded respect. Though unmarried, she had
adopted a relative’s son and had called her aging father from Tokyo to live with
her. She managed her household with strict discipline.
Iku was admitted to this household as a maid to cook and clean. She was also
7
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allowed to study when her work was done. Ohara Hatsu would bring her books to
study, but much of the time Iku would be so exhausted from the day’s work that
she would fall asleep.
There were other girls there also who were students of Ohara Hatsu:
Shimizu, Fukao, and Kajikawa.
Fukao didn’t like the office of midwife. She wanted to be a seamstress. So,
she left.
Shimizu was twenty four and was already a skilled midwife and could substitute for Ohara Hatsu. She was very domineering and a difficult person to live
with.
Kajikawa always had constipation and was constantly asking Iku to go to the
sweet potato shop to buy some baked sweet potato for her.
When Ohara Hatsu was at home, the household ran like clockwork. But
many times she would be called away to do a delivery. Sometimes it was days
when she would be gone.
Iku hated those times because she was left to suffer abuses from the other
two jealous women who would take their spite out on her in various ways. The
eleven year old adopted son would also join them in their antics.
One source of devilish delight was the light switch. She was not granted the
liberty of putting the light on as she willed. As a maid she had to ask permission
from the others before she could have the light.
Often Iku would doze off doing her studies and awake to find herself sitting
in the dark. Then, she would hear the snickering and giggling of Shimizu and
Kagikawa and the boy. Because she was not allowed to put the light on herself,
they would mock and tease her by compelling her to bow many times and crawl
on the floor endlessly, begging, before they would switch the light on her for her.
Another prank was the back door leading to the bath house. It was easy to
bathe and return into the house from the back door. But in order to come into the
house from the front door, one would have to go through town.
Many times at night when Iku would finish her bath and return to the house,
she would find the back door locked. Again, the three would be giggling inside.
They would let her stand in the dark begging humbly to be let it. Many times they
would refuse to open the back door and order her to come in through the front
door. Iku would plead with them to be spared this humiliating walk. Finally, she
would end up walking through town only to find the front door bolted.
One morning as she was working in the kitchen, Shimizu told her to turn the
rice bowls up. Shimizu had a compulsion about rice bowls being stored upside
down at night and turned over each morning. Iku had been very careful to observe these instructions and had already done it that morning. So she courteously
replied that she had already done it as she had been previously instructed.
At her reply, Shimizu flew into a rage and shoved her angrily. Stunned, Iku
had to hang on to the sink to keep from falling. She didn’t realize until much later
8
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that her proper answer should have been a meek “yes” even though the work had
already been done.
There was so much jealousy projected at her from the other two women that
Iku found her stay there intolerable.
When news came from her family that her father’s face was paralyzed and
that he had been hospitalized in Nagoya, Iku decided to leave.
She informed the teacher that she would be leaving. Ohara Matsu exlaimed
angrily, “I never did like your name! Iku is a bad name! It means to go.”
She continued her berating. “And just how do you expect to amount to anything if you cannot stick to your simple tasks here!”
Hanging her head Iku timidly confessed that she had been considering going
to Tokyo to work in a hospital and study to pursue her ambition of becoming a
nurse.
“Tokyo!” Ohara Hatsu scoffed. “You ignorant country bumpkin! If you think
conditions here are difficult for you, you’ll find yourself a greater misfit there.
Don’t you know that Tokyo is the center of sophistication and refinement? With
your clumsy country manners you will never be accepted. People will laugh at
you wherever you go. You’re nothing but a country bumpkin!”
This cruel tirade of words humiliated and intimidated Iku. Ohara Hatsu is
probably right, she thought. I am nothing but an ignorant country bumpkin and
will probably never be accepted in Tokyo. But, she thought, could anything be
worse than staying here?
So, she left. Her heart was heavy and full of doubts and trepidation, but not
devoid of her intention to go to Tokyo to study.
At home Iku spent her days helping with the family sewing. When her father’s health improved, she once more began to consider pursuit of her dream of
becoming a nurse.
Coming to Nojiri town once each month with medicines from Tokyo was Dr.
Watanabe, who had been born and raised in Nojiri. As a young man he had been
married into a Tokyo doctor’s family through the muko system whereby he assumed the name of his wife’s family. He was a very grand person in appearance
and quite skilled as a physician.
Iku was taken to Dr. Watanabe to see if he would help her get into a Tokyo
hospital to study and learn. It was arranged that Iku would work as a maid for Dr.
Watanabe and study during her free hours.
Iku was given a study desk in one corner of her room: Dr. Watanabe borrowed books for her and encouraged her to study. If she needed help, she was
told to approach anyone in the household for assistance. She was limited only by
her own aptitude and desire to learn. The tools and means of learning were at her
disposal.
It was here that Iku received most of her education. She learned to read and
write from the high school books which the good doctor borrowed and brought to
9

Teapot Tales

her. She learned the different words by asking the people around her.
Contrary to what she had been told by Ohara Hatsu and other country people,
Iku found the Tokyo people to be very kind and gracious. They were truly genteel. No one laughed or ridiculed her ignorance. Instead they were more than
willing to help her. This was especially true of the doctor’s household.
Go Inkyo-san, the doctor’s mother-in-law, had been the wife of an ancient
doctor. In her youth she had worked in a Samurai’s home. It was reported that she
had eyes on the back of her head because she had an uncanny way of knowing
everything that was going on. She was very efficient and most particular.
The doctor’s wife was accomplished in all the arts of dance and music. As
the doctor didn’t appreciate the fine arts, his wife and mother-in-law would practice on their shamisen and koto in his absence.
Sometimes the doctor would arrive home unexpectedly and find them practicing. He would comment that they should go into public entertaining since they
loved their dance and music so much.
The doctor had a pharmacy in his home, and Iku was taught how to prepare
medicine. During the day as she worked as a maid, Iku proudly wore a white
nurse’s uniform because filling prescriptions and refills was also her job.
One day with the money that she had saved, she went to the studio in her
white nurse’s uniform and had her picture taken for a souvenir.
After three years in this gracious home, Iku felt obligated to go home and
help the family on the farm. Her parents were getting old, and her younger
brother, the only boy in the family who had always been rather weak, was now
sickly.
So, she returned home. As during her former trip home, she spent most of the
time doing the family sewing.
One day at the train station Iku met a classmate of hers who told her that she
was working for a dentist in Nakatsu. She was babysitting and had taken the train
over for the ride. She told Iku that she would soon be getting married, and her
employer would need someone to replace her.
Iku took the job and worked there as a maid doing baby sitting and housework for $3.00 a month. After about a year she began dreaming about going to
Yokohama or Kobe and eventually abroad. As long as she was going to be working as a maid, she thought, she’d might as well be doing it in more interesting
places.
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Chapter II
Call to Hawaii: A Chance to Get
Married
About this time Soske Kubojiri received a letter from his half brother,
Umetaro, who had emigrated to Hawaii sixteen years before. He had written that
he had purchased 200 acres of land there and would like to have Soske find a wife
for him and send her to Hawaii. He specified that she should be a country girl,
but educated, and not too ugly.
Soske found this to be a very big order. Country girls were not very educated,
and the pretty girls were in the city. Also, it seemed hard to believe that Umetaro,
who had always been the black sheep, could really be doing so well that he could
have bought 200 acres of land.
Since he was not sure whether it was true or not, he felt he could not ask for
a bride from the village or from among strangers. So, he decided that it would be
best to find a bride from among the kinfolk.
Thinking over the qualifications which had been specified, Soske thought
about Umetaro’s first cousin, Iku Hayashi. She was not too homely and was a
country girl. But she could be considered educated since she had studied in Tokyo
and had been travelling around trying to be a nurse.
Soske wrote to Umetaro asking what he thought about his choice. Umetaro
wrote back that he would trust in Soske’s judgment and accept whoever he decided was best. If he considered Iku to be a suitable bride for him, that was fine
with him.
So, Iku was notified.
If you want to go to Hawaii as a bride, come home immediately, she was told
in the letter from Soske.
As she read the letter, Iku was not very much excited by the prospect of marriage. But the thought of going to Hawaii was enough to entice her to head home
immediately. No one from her little village had ever travelled abroad.
Soske was only a farmer, but because the government had run a highway
through his rice field and rebated him 20,000 yen, he furnished Iku liberally with
money for her trousseau.
So Iku went shopping in Nagoya and bought the best of everything she
11
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thought she needed. She purchased her kimonos, her montsuki (bridal garment
with the beautiful obi or sash), her haori or outer garment, and her jiban or slip,
her gold wedding ring, her Wittnauer gold watch, her umbrella, her zori (slipper),
and her geta (clogs). She had never owned or worn such fine things in Japan.
Even when she came to Hawaii she was not able to use such finery and kept
them all tucked away carefully in her trunk with mothballs. Since they had been
bought with Soske’s money, Iku took them back with her when she returned to
Japan thirty-three years later and gave them to Soske’s daughter. Unfortunately,
the girl died before she married and was not able to use them either.
Umetaro had requested that she learn a trade or skill of some kind before she
came to Hawaii so that she could be employed. He felt that the laundering business was the going thing in Hawaii at that time. So Iku was taken to Nagoya to a
distant relative who was a policeman by the name of Katsuno. With his sponsorship she was taken to the Monkisan Laundering Company to learn the laundering
business.
Many workers were employed by this company to dye and launder the kimonos which were unstitched, re-dyed, and sewn together again. There were the
washers, dyers and driers.
Iku helped in the drying section, working late into the night. Her job was to
keep the cloth stretched while those in the center did the needlework. Many times
she would be so sleepy that she would doze off, allowing the cloth to sag. This
would bring forth shouts of anger from the stitchers which would rouse her from
her sleep.
Although she rented a place and worked for about a year trying to learn
the trade, she later found that such laundering techniques were not practiced in
Hawaii. The preparation had been time-consuming and useless.
There was one last bit of schooling which Iku wanted to have before her departure from Japan. It was to attend the school of sewing and machine embroidery
in Nagoya. Her request was granted and she spent about a year taking lessons
there.
Finally the day of departure came. It had been about two years since she had
decided to go to Hawaii. She was thirty years old and felt fully prepared for the
life before her. Of course, she envisioned Hawaii to be a place like Nojiri where
you could buy all the things you needed.
She was handed a three pound Crisco can of ume by Umezo Kongaki, a well
travelled friend of Umetaro. The sour pickled plums were from his trees and were
given to soothe the seasickness en route. “Give the extra ones to Umetaro,” he
told her.
Umezo accompanied Soske and Iku to Yokohama harbor where she boarded
the Taiho Maru. Last words were exchanged and a few tears shed. Then the men
returned home. Iku was on her way.
Many of the women had come well-stocked with toothbrushes and tooth
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powder, evidently items which they felt could not be purchased in Hawaii. As
Iku heard about all the different things the other women had thought to bring, she
began to wonder if she should have done the same, although she did not see the
necessity for it since she could buy them when she got to Hawaii.
The trip to Hawaii was hardly pleasant. Most of the passengers were terribly
seasick throughout the entire voyage.
On board was a young man who had gone to Japan to fetch his bride and was
returning to Hawaii with her. During the course of the trip, he fell ill and died. He
was buried at sea. The unfortunate young bride was left in a quandry as to what
she should do. She decided to return to Japan. Whether she really did go back to
Japan or whether she found a happier life in Hawaii was never known to Iku.
The ship was full of other brides on their way to Hawaii. Most of them were
women in their thirties. They were from various places and backgrounds, and all
hopeful about a new life in Hawaii.
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Chapter III
Arrival on the Homestead: The New
Life
The disembarking from the Taiho Maru in Honolulu was one of relief for the
weary, seasick passengers. The immigration center was a place of confusion and
loud activity.
Very prominent there was a large, talkative man of about sixty from Niigata
by the name of Katsuno-san who was a sort of manager for the immigrants coming in and had some official position at the immigration office. Katsuno-san was
loud and spoke very coarsely, joshing the women with his crude remarks.
The identification time at the immigration center was a joyful time for some
and a shocking crisis to others. Some brides who knew their husbands only by the
photographs sent them, many of which were very deceptive, were so shocked at
seeing their mates that they fled from their husbands.
When Iku’s name was called, she was startled to see a tall, ferocious looking
man with overgrown hair and an unkempt, bushy beard coming toward her. Could
this man really be her cousin, Umetaro, she wondered. She had not seen him for
over sixteen years.
Iku heard the word, “kau kau” being hollered to all the people. It was the first
Hawaiian word that she heard in the islands. Wondering what it signaled, Iku followed all the other people who were heading somewhere. She came to the dining
section where some food was laid out on long tables.
Iku thought it proper for her to serve her husband. She was surprised to
see the men, not waiting to be served, but helping themselves. Their manners
were crude and self-reliant. She then noticed the disproportionate ratio of men to
women. There were so many more bachelors than women there.
When it was time to leave the Center, Iku remembered that she had left her
hand bag where she had first been sitting. Umetaro took her back there but the
place was deserted and no handbag was there. So Umetaro took Iku by horse and
buggy to the lost and found office. There she saw rows and stacks of other people’s bags and purses. She looked for hers but could not locate it.
No money had been in the bag. Only Umezo Kongaki’s three pound Crisco
can of ume had been in it.
14
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Because they had yet to go to the Big Island the next day, Umetaro took Iku
to a hotel. As he had some business contacts and other matters to take care of, he
went out saying he would be back in a short while.
When he came back he looked like the Umetaro that she remembered. He
had gone to the barber shop to get his haircut and his beard shaved off. He explained that he had been so busy in Glenwood that he had not even had time to
go to the barber shop in Hilo and had just come as he was to get her.
They took the interisland ship and reached Hilo on the Big Island the next
morning.
Present there to meet them was Mr. Fukuda, Umetaro’s friend from Kumamoto in Japan.
They had breakfast together at a Japanese hotel after which they were chauffeured to Glenwood twenty-two miles away by Mr. Murakami, who owned a car.
Mr. Fukuda had hired his services, taking care of all the expenses.
When they got to Glenwood, their ride came to an end. Mr. Murakami let
them off at the entrance of a lonely, gravel road and drove away. Iku was informed that the homestead was yet two miles up the gravel road, and that they
would have to walk.
Umetaro had some more business to tend to, so he said he would come home
later and left Iku to walk home with Mr. Fukuda.
Iku had no idea that her new home was to be a wilderness existence. She had
expected the rural condition to be similar to Nojiri in Japan. She had not come
prepared to pioneer. She came to Glenwood dressed in her formal kimono and
matching attire.
She had not even included any work clothes among her things from Japan.
As they walked up the two miles of muddy gravel road, Iku’s white silk
slip which she wore under her kimono became muddy and wet with perspiration.
Why, she thought to herself, hadn’t Umetaro told her that it would be like this?
She would have prepared herself for it.
As they approached the house, Mr. Fukuda pointed out a giant fern that was
growing by the entrance. “That is the kakuma,” he told Iku. “We can eat the
shoots of it.” Iku learned to use those fern shoots. It was an inexpensive main dish
that she served with rice. When they were sprouting, they ate those shoots for two
or three months at a time.
About two dozen neighbors had gathered for the reception and were in the
process of preparing a house-warming for Iku when she walked in. She remembers clearly that they were smoking some fish downstairs. The clouds of smoke
pouring out could be seen a half mile down the road, and the smell of the fish had
come wafting down the road to welcome them.
During the dinner Iku remembers serving the little dishes of rice wine to each
of the men, a gesture signifying a request for acceptance and support for her as a
newcomer. She went through the ceremony without saying a word or looking up.
15
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Umetaro still had not returned from his business even though this was his
wedding reception. This was a crude initiation to the new life in which she had
been transplanted.
Umetaro finally came home and joined in the festivity. His thirty-nine years
of bachelorhood had ended, but the transition was hardly realized at this point.
There had been no official ceremony of any kind to mark the wedding date.
Yet, it was understood and accepted by the entire community that Iku
Hayashi was Umetaro’s wife. In essence, the reception being given was the immigrant community’s way of recognizing and sanctioning this marriage.
Some brides, anticipating such a problem, had their priests in Japan conduct
the wedding ceremony for them with the photograph of the absent groom. They
came to Hawaii “pre-married.”
A priest could have been located, but Umetaro had discarded every interest
and commitment to Buddhism he might have had before he had left Japan. He
had no intention of becoming entangled with its traditions again.
This was a new land. Survival, progress, and development was dependent
not upon old traditions, but upon adherence to values relevant to the life here. Expansion to new relations, appreciation and adaptation to the different people and
ways of this land of opportunity was his outlook and philosophy.
After dinner Iku was urged to change her clothes into something more comfortable by Mr. Kammo and his wife who were renting and sharing the house with
Umetaro.
The invitation to have her ofuro, or bath, was most welcome to Iku because
she was so exhausted and uncomfortable in her kimono and obi. But her bath was
another jolting introduction to primitive living. There was no bathhouse but just
a square wooden tub sitting outside with a big, smoky fire heating the water in it.
Completely flabbergasted, a ridiculous question slipped out. “What do you
do if it rains?” she asked.
Oh, if it rains, somebody could stand and hold the umbrella for you, she was
told. As it turned out, it did not rain that night.
The next day Iku discovered that even this bit of luxury did not belong there.
Early the next morning the ofuro was returned to Mr. Shimizu, the owner of the
bathtub. He had loaned it to Umetaro for the night since his bride was coming.
Although a bathtub had not been a part of the homestead, Iku’s arrival necessitated the purchase of an ofuro. So a few days later Umetaro went and bought a
bathtub of his own and set it up on the river bank a short distance from the house.
Water from the river was heated with the abundant wood supply. The people
from the household bathed there out in the open. No bathhouse was erected.
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Chapter IV
Life on the Homestead: The Land
and the Community
Umetaro had been homesteading there for fourteen years prior to Iku’s arrival in 1920. Through the Homestead Act, land in Glenwood was being sold at
two dollars an acre then.
The Japanese community which first settled in Glenwood consisted of bachelor men who had finished their term of contract with the sugar plantations and
were seeking something better.
Umetaro had worked for two years on a sugar plantation on Oahu. There two
of the men had interested him in joining a partnership to buy 200 acres of land in
Glenwood on the Big Island to homestead.
The men came with this intention of working together. However, they soon
found the partnership incompatible.
Mr. Yamaoka was an extremely energetic and industrious man requiring
only about four hours of sleep a night. Being very capable and efficient, he soon
became dissatisfied with Umetaro’s less productive work habits. He stepped out
of the partnership and settled at the Volcano to raise corn and chickens.
The other man they disappeared without a word of explanation after making
a few payments on the land. Umetaro was left with the responsibility of making
the entire payments on the note by himself, which he did, struggling and indebted
for many years.
Bachelor men had built little huts of rough hewn lumber and corrugated tin
roofs. Many of the huts and walls made from slabs of the huge tree ferns which
forested the area. The floors were usually dirt or lined with tree fern stumps. A
simple fireplace was improvised with some rocks with two iron bars stretched between them on which cooking pots could be set. The sleeping quarters were built
elevated off the ground with a wooden floor because of the very heavy rains of
that region.
About seven of the men had helped to build Umetaro’s house. It had served
as a communal dwelling place for them. As the men had wives sent from Japan,
they settled on their own place.
Umetaro’s house was a two-story, open beam house supported by ohia tree
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trunks. Neither the leaky, corrugated tin roof nor the rough hewn one by twelve
board walls were painted or whitewashed.
The downstairs consisted of a dirt floor where food was cooked over the open
fire built between two large rocks. A long table and benches served as the dining
section.
Because of the continual heavy rains, the firewood was chopped and stored
under the house to dry. Even then, much of the wood was still raw and burned
with billows of blue smoke which blackened the walls and posts of the house
downstairs. Even upstairs, long, sooty cobwebs laced the open beams of the
rafters.
This unsophisticated dwelling place was erected in the little clearing where
the trees had been cut. The tree stumps stood firmly in their places and some of
the huge trees still lay on the ground where they had been felled. The little house
had no yard, and the clearing was surrounded by the virgin forest of giant ferns
and huge ohia trees.
Umetaro had hired some men to help clear the land. The trees were felled,
and the wood was cut and loaded on a wagon drawn by two horses. This wood
was sold as firewood at a place called Nishiguchi, which may have been Mountain View or one of the plantation camps.
As the land was cleared, Umetaro planted pumpkins among the tree stumps.
The pumpkins grew to enormous sizes in the rich, virgin soil, and Umetaro took
them by the wagon loads to peddle at Nishiguchi. They were so huge and so plentiful that he was able to sell only a few. He sold what he could, and unwilling to
bring them home again, he dumped the rest into the cane flumes on the way back.
While still in Japan, Iku had heard stories that people in Hawaii get leprosy
because they eat nothing but pumpkin and wild pigs. The validity to those stories
is questionable, but once when Umetaro visited one of the bachelors, Mr. Koike,
on a business matter, he found some pig cooked with pumpkin in a pot. It was so
stale it was moldy as there was no refrigeration, and as a bachelor, his cooking
was very minimal. Later the man did develop leprosy and went back to Japan.
At the time of Iku’s arrival, Umetaro had ten burlap bags of beautiful Irish
potatoes stacked and rotting under some corrugated iron roofing. He had made a
platform with ohia tree logs and was storing them there because he was unable to
market them. The potatoes had grown very well on the land that had been cleared.
Perhaps it was to find some use for those potatoes that the men were all using
them in their brewing. The men were all drinkers and loved their sake, or rice
wine. They could endure the hardship and loneliness of this new land. But they
were not about to do without their wine. Since the commodity was not available
in quantity and costs they could afford, the men devised many different ways of
manufacturing their own liquor.
One of the ways was from the poha berries which grew wild and abundant
there. Umetaro fermented them with sugar and used it as a starter to brew sake
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from rice and potato chunks.
As Iku was taken to visit the different homes, she would notice large crocks
covered with a rice bag. Wondering what they were storing, she lifted the cloth
and found large chunks of raw potatoes floating in a brew of fermenting rice.
One day Mr. Takara, a neighbor down the road, came to Iku and said he had
run out of his medicine and had come to borrow some. Astonished, Iku asked,
“Why, what kind of medicine are you taking?’’
This brought forth immediate laughter from the men. He had run out of his
homemade brew and had come to borrow some from Umetaro.
Four of the men even contemplated going seriously into the brewing business. Boozemaking must have been an illegal venture because they set up the
distillery deep in the forest.
Iku remembers how they used to labor carrying many bags of rice into the
forest on their backs and on their donkeys.
Umetaro did not wish to be involved. However, because the men had to pass
in front of his property, he was aware of all their activities. This made them feel
very insecure, and they began to solicit him to join them. In spite of his firm refusal, they approached him again and again.
Mr. Yamaoka, Umetaro’s former partner, heard about the venture and asked
him forthright, “Kubojiri, are you in this deal too?” Not convinced by Umetaro’s
denial, he warned, “If you are, I will never lend you another cent!”
Iku didn’t hear any more about it later, so evidently, the boozemaking venture was unsuccessful.
Wherever the land was cleared, the poha berries were seeded by the flocks of
mynah birds which congregated there. Requiring absolutely no care, the berries
flourished and spread over the land. There were not even any weeds to contend
with on the beautiful and fertile ground. The berries fruited abundantly and were
the main cash crop for the daily provisions.
Iku and Mrs. Kammo harvested the fruits every day. Their average picking
each day was about one hundred fifty pounds.
Mrs. Kammo was very deft with her hands, and her bag of pohas had no
leaves or rubbish in it. Iku was not as dextrous, and her bag of pohas had to be
poured out on a drying rack and sorted of all the leaves and rubbish she had collected with the fruit.
The berries were shelled by kerosene light in the evening by the two women
and their husbands. These berries were then packed in empty kerosene boxes and
transported by donkey the next morning to the train station in Glenwood. From
Hilo, the poha was shipped to a Chinese merchant in Honolulu where it brought
nine cents a pound. Later the merchant bought the poha unshelled for seven cents
a pound.
Unfortunately, it was only a short term prosperity. The market in Honolulu
closed.
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The settlers then began to go into the charcoal business. Charcoal had replaced the market for raw firewood. The demand for firewood dwindled away as
townspeople switched to charcoal, a more efficient and pleasanter fuel to use than
the smoky, roaring fires.
Everyone had a charcoal oven or sumikama. As soon as they were stuffed
with the raw wood, the fires were started at the entrance, the lower part of which
had been blocked with rocks. It took about half a day to get the entire oven heated
by this open fire.
When the oven had been sufficiently heated, the rest of the entrance was
sealed with rocks and a plaster made of ashes and water. Only a small hole four
inches in diameter was left at the bottom of the sealed entrance to admit a minimal circulation of air to keep the combustion going in order to convert the raw
wood into charcoal without burning the wood to ashes. The air circulated in this
way through the oven and escaped through the chimney at the top of the oven.
For about three to four days depending upon the size of the oven the thick
black smoke would billow out in great masses making it seem as though the surrounding forest were on fire. The smoke would then become blue and later white.
The clouds of white smoke would gradually diminish. When the smoke became
transparent, the settlers knew that the process had been completed. The four inch
hole at the entrance and the hole serving as the chimney were both plugged to
snuff out the combustive activity in the oven.
There was another four to six days’ wait before the oven could be opened. If
exposed to air prematurely, some fire still incubating in the charcoal could burst
out into dangerous flames.
Bagging the hot dusty charcoal for market was like slaving in the devil’s
den. The oppressive heat and the suffocating charcoal dust in the stuffy dark oven
drove the workers to the cave entrance to seek relief in the sunlight and fresh air.
As they worked further and further into the oven, the workers almost became
a part of the charcoal themselves. Their faces, skin, and clothing were blackened
by the charcoal dust. Even the inside of their ears and nostrils were blackened.
The dust irritated their eyes.
The settlers constructed their own charcoal ovens. Though the basic structure
was the same, each man’s oven varied according to his skill, choice of location,
and vision. Some were smaller and more compact, while others were larger with
a capacity for producing a greater volume of charcoal with each firing.
Umetaro had built himself a very large sumikama. Perhaps it was because
he envisioning everything on a big scale. He had settled on a spacious stretch of
land, and his house was considered very large when compared with the huts in
which the other men dwelt. Why limit himself to small profits from a small oven
when he could produce large profits from a large oven?
True, constructing a large oven had its problems, and filling it would take
longer, but once packed and fired, his oven would produce about three times more
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charcoal than his neighbors’. In theory it was more efficient. But, in practice,
Umetaro was not able to make the envisioned profits in the charcoal business.
Charcoal making in those days before the use of chain saws was an extremely
arduous task. Felling the fifty to sixty feet tall ohia trees was alone a mammoth
job. Then, to cut and split the hardwood with hand tools and muscle required a
great deal of strength and stamina.
Umetaro began to find the work too strenuous for him. He was exhausted after a few hours of work and had to stop frequently for water. The other men were
tenaciously continuing in their ardous work.
Some if them filled their ovens faster than others. One of the men, Mr.
Kodera, not only managed to keep his own oven stocked and burning regularly,
but had the energy to help the others while his oven was burning.
Checking with the doctor, Umetaro discovered that his lack of stamina was
due to a diabetic condition in his body. This greatly curtailed his ability to continue his charcoal making. Because the possibility of injury through cuts and
burns were so imminent in the charcoal business, Umetaro discontinued it.
Umetaro had purchased sturdy little donkeys to help carry the logs to the
oven. Umetaro’s three donkeys were loaned out to those who didn’t have any.
Ordinarily, they were gentle creatures, but Iku heard there had been a case where
a donkey had turned upon his master and trampled him to death.
The charcoal makers hauled their charcoal by donkey to the Glenwood train
station twenty-two miles along the belt highway. Later, Mr. Ibarra who owned a
store in Hilo began to transport the charcoal for them on his truck.
Whenever he would come up to Glenwood to collect charcoal, Mr. Ibarra
would make it a habit of spending the night at Umetaro’s house.
Umetaro next decided to raise hogs for a living. Every day he worked in
the forest chopping fern stumps for the hog feed. His hogs were not penned, but
were roaming freely in the 100 acres of forest. The need for fencing soon became
pressing. The hogs were annoying the woodcutters by grubbing too close to them.
He had received complaints from one of the men that the hogs were a nuisance where he worked. Nothing had been done to remedy the situation, and a
few weeks later when he went searching for one of the hogs, he found it axed to
death near the work site.
Though it angered and sickened him to lose one of his tame prize sows,
Umetaro realized that it really was his fault for not keeping his hogs out of the
man’s way.
Because he didn’t have enough money to purchase fencing wire, he decided
to enclose the entire property using the hapu that forested the area. Mr. Fukuda
was hired to help him, and together the two men chopped ferns of more or less
uniform size and planted them side by side to form a fern fence about six to eight
feet high.
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For a while this worked well. The pigs roamed freely through the forest and
rooted for food. Umetaro had a magnificent boar, and the hogs multiplied into a
splendid herd.
Umetaro chopped down the variety of fern which had a slender stump and
thin outer layer. The hogs seemed to prefer this variety of fern and relished the
pumpkin-like core of the hapu with its high starch content.
Umetaro also bought some corn for the hogs. He would take about fifty
pounds of corn out to the clearing where he had split the ferns. Then, he would
summon the hogs together by pounding on the oil can with a stick. The banging
would resound into the forest, and in a few minutes the hogs would come scurrying out of the forest for their dinner.
While they were all feeding on the corn and fern, Umetaro would take a
count, checking to see which ones had litters and which ones were due.
As promising as this venture seemed to be, difficulties and problems soon
developed. Umetaro began to miss more and more of his hogs. He discovered that
workmen fixing Mr. Shipment’s fences adjacent to his property were killing and
stealing the hogs. The hogs were so tame that they would congregate where the
men were working. Although Umetaro was certain of the theft, he had no concrete evidence to press charges against the men.
While he was being plagued with this problem, he discovered that some of
the hogs were wandering out of his property by making breaks in the fern fencing. Fewer and fewer hogs responded for the accounting.
Frustrated by these and other compounding problems, Umetaro sold his diminishing herd at a great financial loss. Most of the hogs were never accounted
for. Whether they were stolen or whether they wandered away and joined the wild
pigs in the mountains was not determined.
He was deeply in debt. Most of the men he had hired to clear the land still
had not been paid. They would come by the house often, hoping to be reimbursed
for their labor. Their bachelor days were over and they were needing money to
support their growing families.
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The Neighbors

The neighbors about a fourth of a mile up the road were Nicholas Hollywaty
and his family. Nicholas and his wife were from Galatia in Poland and had been
homesteading there about twenty years prior to Umetaro’s arrival.
Soon after her arrival from Japan, Iku was at home alone. It was rather dark
downstairs, and she was startled to see sixteen year old Maria standing there. She
had not met Maria before, but guessed that it must be Nicholas’ daughter since
they were the only “Gaijin” (non-Japanese) living there.
The girl spoke to her, but Iku could not understand a word that she was
saying. Iku spoke to her in Japanese, smiling and bowing. She managed to understand that the girl’s name was Maria and that she lived up the road.
Iku tried to grasp from Maria’s gesturing and motioning what she was trying
to tell her. She kept hearing, “licu,” and wondered what “licu” could be. Gradually, it dawned on her that the girl wanted something, but she couldn’t understand
what it was.
Maria finally managed to communicate to her that she wanted some rice.
Maria was always being sent down to borrow things. Sometimes it was rice
or salt. Sometimes it was potatoes from the garden. None of the things borrowed
were ever returned, but Maria always was able to take home what she came for.
Nicholas herded about twenty to thirty head of red and white cattle. The cattle were not fenced in, but instead, were herded to grassy pasture lands about a
mile and a half down the road by his four sons who were in their early twenties.
As the cattle passed by the house each day, Iku was terrified both by the fearful looking cattle and by the ferocious dogs accompanying them. She was amazed
at how quickly the boys were able to silence the excited, yelping dogs by one
sharp command.
Iku had seen cows being herded through the village in Japan, but they were
usually very gentle and slow-moving creatures. In fact, she had heard that in her
grandmother’s day, an old friend called Omansa who was bent in half with age
was slowly plodding down the road with her cane when she bumped into something.
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Looking up, she found that she had run into the horns of a slow-moving cow
who also hads its head bent to the ground and had not seen Omansa coming.
Nicholas’ huge cattle with their long horns were of an utterly different breed.
Just their multitude of hooves clumping across the wooden bridge in front of the
house kept Iku inside the house each morning and afternoon as they passed by.
About a year and a half after her arrival Umetaro informed Iku that Nicholas’
wife who had been so kind to him was sick and dying, and that she should go to
see her.
Iku had just met her briefly, but she remembered her as a gentle, soft-spoken
woman with a round face and white hair. At Christmas time she had sent down
a fruitcake with Maria. Iku had reciprocated this neighborly gesture by sending
them some freshly pounded mochi at New Year’s.
Iku changed her clothes and walked up the road to see her. But the dogs were
so ferocious that she could not approach the house. As she stood by the road, Mrs.
Hirota who lived nearby saw her and came to join her. Together, they walked up
to the house.
Mrs. Hirota could speak English because she had been brought to Hawaii at
the age of eight and had grown up in Hawaii. But Iku, not knowing a word of
English, could only express her thoughts and feelings with her presence.
As they entered the small room, they saw Mama Hollywaty lying in bed. Her
four sons were standing silently around her.
Mrs. Hirota walked up to the bed and gently clasped the elderly woman’s
hand and called softly to her, “Hello, mama. Hello, mama.” She sat by the bed
and held her hand.
Iku didn’t know what to say so she just stood by sympathetically. Then, she
also sat quietly by her pillow while Mrs. Hirota made efforts to say something
comforting to her in English.
In that brief poignant moment as they mutely mourned together, distances
and differences in race and culture completely disappeared. They were only one
people sharing their grief together.
Before the day of the funeral Iku remembers the discussion that Umetaro
had with Mr. Hirota as to what appropriate thing they should do. Being of different nationalities, these people had customs and practices that were completely
foreign to the Japanese. But they were neighbors and their time of sorrow was
shared.
Mr. Hirota explained that the “Gaijin” used flowers for funerals. As there
were no flowers at the house, the men went and purchased some in Mountain
View, which was seven miles away, and attended the funeral.
Umetaro told Iku to dress herself properly and stand by the gate in front
of the house as the funeral procession went by. So Iku dressed in one of the
muumuus which someone had given her. Her first born was tied to her back, and
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she was already big with her second child as she waited by the gate.
The funeral procession consisted of the Hollywaty’s friends and relatives
marching down the two miles to the belt highway. The body may have been transported by car, or horse drawn wagon, or by stretcher. Iku only remembers the
mourners passing by the house on foot.
Mr. Shimizu was already widowed when Iku arrived from Japan. Sorrowfully, he related to her that because he was such a particular person and had
wanted everything clean and neat, his wife had been trying to haul a heavy container of rubbish away from the house when she stumbled and fell and began to
hermorrhage. She probably had a miscarriage because soon after that she developed a tumor and died, leaving him three boys and two girls to care for.
Life and death was a matter which the homesteaders had to cope with by
themselves. Medical help was hours away due to the means of communication
and transportation.
When Mr. Takara became critically ill, Umetaro hastened down the foot path
into the forest to contact his friend, Mr. Nakashima, who was making charcoal.
The two men then walked two miles down to the belt highway to call a doctor. It
was half a day before they returned with a doctor.
In the meantime Iku with her baby strapped on her back did what she could
to relieve the dying man. His wife was already physically and emotionally exhausted caring for him and the little baby boy they had adopted.
His stomach was already terribly distended, but he kept crying for more and
more water to quench the burning in his stomach. As Iku refilled the water bottle
and handed it to him repeatedly, he guzzled it down gluttonously. It seemed impossible to her that a person could contain so much water.
Finally, long before the doctor arrived, he drew his last breath. And with the
last breath was expelled the incredible volume of water he had been consuming.
It spurted out like a geyster all over the bedding and the floor.
The neighbors helped with what they could and all attended his funeral. Even
Mr. Ikeda, the Takara’s closest neighbor who had not always been on good terms
with Mr. Takara, came to pay his respect.
For the funeral Mrs. Takara wore her magnificent montsuki kimono. The
only other time she had worn it was when she had had her wedding picture taken.
Because her baby was heavy and yet too little to walk quickly with the rest,
she had him strapped on her back. During the funeral service in the temple, he
wet himself and the precious montsuki kimono.
The homesteaders were also well acquainted with unusual deaths in their
small community.
There was a bachelor by the name of Taniguchi who had settled about a
fourth of a mile in the forest from Umetaro’s house to make charcoal. Since he
didn’t have a car, he needed the services of Mr. Ibarra. But the two men could
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not get along with each other and always argued and called each other derogatory
names.
One night Umetaro and Iku heard him singing at the top of his lungs through
the night. They thought it rather odd, but did not bother to go and check on him.
They concluded the man was drunk and enjoying himself.
Very early the next morning he appeared at the house in distress asking
someone to call Mr. Hirota to take him to the doctor in his car. His head was feeling strange. The men rushed him to see Dr. Omura in Hilo. He was hospitalized,
lost his sanity, and soon died.
There was Mr. Yamaoka, Umetaro’s partner who had settled at the Volcano,
and a frequent visitor at Umetaro’s house. He would work furiously during the
day, and then spend his evenings visiting with his friends until late at night. Being
a bachelor he did not relish the lonely hours in his hut. He never bothered with
lanterns and just walked in the dark from place to place.
The main road to his house went around one of the craters. There was a
shorter foot path which he many times took which cut through the forest on the
other side of the crater.
His frequent visits to Umetaro and the other families stopped one day. People
began to miss and inquire about him. When he could not be located, an alarm was
sent out, and several of the men were contacted to search for him. Investigating
his route, they found his decomposed body in the crater where he had fallen.
Mr. Yamaoka had had an agreement with Umetaro that if he died first,
Umetaro would take care of all his obligations. The promise held true in reverse.
Since Umetaro was left, he followed through his obligation to take care of the deceased’s matters.
Mr. Yamaoka had been a very prosperous and frugal man. He had been sending generous amounts of money to his relatives in Japan. He had also loaned
money to many of his friends to help them out. Some were recorded and Umetaro
contacted and collected from his debtors all that he could and sent the money
back to Mr. Yamaoka’s younger brother in Japan. There may have been others
who owed him money but many were verbal commitments and these records
were sealed by death.
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With medical help so far away and difficult to obtain, Iku’s training in nursing and midwifery, however incomplete, became of invaluable help to her as she
raised her own family.
She had not received any diploma for her studies, but all her learning was
put to practice. Except for the first child who was delivered with the help of Mrs.
Nishikawa, a midwife from Mountain View, Iku delivered the rest of her nine
children by herself with Umetaro’s assistance and some help from the neighbors.
In delivering her second child, she asked the neighbor, Mrs. Ikeda, to come
and help her. Mrs. Ikeda had borne three children of her own, and Iku felt that she
understood the process of child bearing well enough to assist her. When the time
of delivery came, Mrs. Ikeda merely had Iku squat and deliver her baby.
Mrs. Takara, her closest neighbor, had never borne any children of her own,
so Iku did not call upon her to help deliver her second child. However, by the
time the fourth child came, help was needed to feed the older children while she
was incapacitated. So, she had Mrs. Takara come to help care for the children.
Mrs. Takara made miso soup for the children. Not accustomed to cooking in
large quantity, she often ran out of soup before the children’s appetites were satiated. She solved the problem by adding more to what was left and stretched the
soup in that way. But then, there was always some soup left over.
For the next meal, instead of starting a new batch of soup, she added more
ingredients to the base of the old soup and stretched that. Having some soup left
over from that batch, she added more ingredients to it for the next meal’s soup.
For five days Mrs. Takara came and stretched the soup, never being able to
gauge the soup to match the children’s appetite.
The other neighbor ladies came and helped with the laundry everyday. This
was the way the women helped each other during their time of childbirth. The
older children were left at home in the care of the father or the oldest child. The
very young babies were strapped to the mother’s back and taken along.
When the other neighbor ladies had their babies, Iku went to help with the
laundering and cooking also.
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So the women were all busy bearing and rearing their own children and helping the others. Most of the families had a new baby arriving every year. The
women were toiling with a baby which they were breast feeding, and at the same
time carrying an unborn child.
Rainfall in Glenwood was about 150 inches or more a year. A day without
rain from morning to night was a pleasant surprise, and two days without rain
seemed like the beginning of a drought.
Whenever sunny, Iku went down to the river to do her washing. She had to
carry her washtub, wash board, scrub brush, bar of laundering soap, and buckets
to the washing place. Then, she had to take more trips with the dirty laundry. The
clean wash was brought back to hang on an outside line near the house.
Because the clear skies in the morning usually changed to rainy or foggy
weather by afternoon, it was imperative that she get the laundry on the line as
soon as possible for it to dry.
During her first year the laundering wasn’t very difficult. But, as the number
of children increased, the workload magnified. One day Iku was trying to get the
clothes washed before Umetaro came home.
She had a baby strapped to her back and was expecting another in a few
months. Besides these two, there was a third little child crawling and toddling
around which she had to be careful did not fall into the pond.
While she was busy scrubbing, she suddenly missed the toddler. She rushed
down to the water. Not finding the child there, she scrambled up the path towards
the house. She was just in time to snatch the child away from the edge of the deep
trench which served as the dung hole.
The improvised toilet had no roof or seat, but was just a deep hole in the
ground with two pieces of lumber on each side to stand or squat on. Several years
later Umetaro brought a two hole toilet seat and set up the family privy.
As the family grew, Umetaro added a veranda to the house so that Iku could
dry the clothes out of the rain. This greatly facilitated Iku’s work because during
the rainy spells, the diapers would not dry and had to be hung over the fire. Many
times they would get scorched.
The veranda was enclosed with pig fencing to prevent the children from
falling off the edge. It became a precarious play area for the children, who were
still in danger of falling because they were forever climbing up the fencing.
Sanitation was somewhat of a problem. The children urinated off the porch
and indiscriminately around the house downstairs.
To take care of the toilet situation during the evenings, Umetaro set a large
empty shoyu barrel on the porch to serve as a honey bucket.
Every morning the bucket was emptied and rinsed out. The contents were
used to fertilize the flowers and fruit trees Umetaro had planted.
One day the boys played with the honey bucket and dumped it downstairs on
the dirt floor.
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Problems seemed to be continually mounting. Always there were the debts
that needed to be paid. Some income was coming in from the poha berries being
sold. Iku tried to harvest as much as she could. She left the older children at home
to play by themselves and went into the forest to pick the berries.
She was unable to leave her first son at home because he would not let her
leave him. So she strapped him on her back and took him with her. Because he
was such a big, robust child, she found it too laborious to carry him on her back
while she worked.
One day she built a little shelter with the fern fronds and lined the wet ground
with many layers of fern fronds. Then, when he dropped off to sleep on her back,
she laid him down and went to work, unaware that the dampness from the wet
ground would seep up and chill the sleeping child.
That afternoon as she carried him home, she noticed that he seemed to be
purring on her shoulder. Wondering what it could be, she asked Mr. Ibarra who
was then visiting if he knew what the cause might be.
Mr. Ibarra just replied nonchalantly, “I’ve raised a lot of children, but I can’t
tell a thing.” No one thought it could be very serious.
In the night the child developed a very high fever. Taking him to the doctor
the next day, it was learned that he had pneumonia.
As she tended the feverish child, Iku felt terribly remorseful for having left
him sleeping on the damp ground. Her heart was filled with anguish as she looked
at her first born son. He had been such a strong, sturdy child. What a pity to lose
him, she thought, for it seemed certain that he would die. But, because he had
been such a healthy child, he struggled through and survived.
After this frightening incident, Iku determined that she would never let the
children nap on the damp ground. She took the youngsters with her, and when
they fell asleep, she took them home and laid them on the floor.
As the children grew older, she left them all at home to play by themselves.
Many times in her absence the children fought with one another.
One day as she was working, she was astonished to see her little four year
old daughter hurrying up to her in tears. The older children were picking on her.
Iku was aghast that the child had come by herself into the forest seeking her. The
thought of her repeating this and getting lost in the forest frightened her so much
that she thrashed her child soundly and scolded her and made her promise never
to do it again.
About this time Umetaro began to do some vegetable farming. The land had
been cleared to some extent in the process of selling firewood and making charcoal. The market for charcoal had diminished as electricity and gas replaced the
use of charcoal in homes and businesses in the islands.
The children were growing and were able to help on the farm. The market for
vegetables was still very limited because most people raised and used their own
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food crops. However, Umetaro began to find a market for his head and Chinese
cabbages and cucumbers at the little shops in Hilo being set up by some Japanese
families. He sold to the Ikeda Store, the Tahara Store, the Matsuda Store, Ebesu,
and to the Kamo Store.
When Mr. and Mrs. Kamo had moved out of Umetaro’s house, they had
moved to Hilo and opened a little store on Front Street. It was right up by the water front, and the salt spray came misting in through the back door which exited
to the sea.
Many times, especially before the breakwater was constructed, the rough
weaves would come thundering in to shore and crash so violently that the water
would spray into the store and damage some of the merchandise.
The old or damaged goods would be given to Umetaro to give to his pigs.
However, the nine hungry, growing children rather than the pigs were the recipients of the spoiled goods. As inedible as the goods may have smelled or looked
when they were brought home, Iku would convert them into food for the family.
Old flour full of weevils and bugs were sifted and made into biscuits with
the lard from the pigs. Iku had learned how to make biscuits from the Fujisaki’s,
some new neighbors who had moved into a house vacated by the Yano’s who had
moved to the Volcano.
The Fujisaki’s had worked in a Caucasian home as cooks and had learned
western cooking. They gladly shared the knowledge they had acquired.
Not having a stove or oven, Iku improvised an oven by cutting up a cracker
can to serve as a baking pan. She set this pan of biscuit dough upon a rack above
a charcoal fire. She covered this pan with a sheet of the cracker can and set some
burning coals upon it.
The most tedious part of the whole process was lifting the top sheet off with
the two pieces of iron without upsetting it. Many times when the biscuits were
done, Iku would begin to remove the top sheet, and by a slight shake the coals
would spill off the sheet. Many times, they would dump into the pan of biscuits.
It would just disgust her as she would have to dust off the ashes and scrape off
the charred portions from the otherwise perfectly browned biscuits.
Iku had also learned how to make pancakes from the Fujisaki’s. So, it was
pancakes or biscuits every morning. These were served with poha jam or blackberry jelly when in season.
The pancakes would have been more palatable if the bean oil had not smelled
so rancid. No matter how she tried to disguise the odor, the oil smelled nauseatingly unpleasant in the food. Although there were constant complaints from
Umetaro and the children, everything was consumed out of necessity.
Mrs. Kamo’s brother was owner of the Kawamoto Store and he also gave
Umetaro old goods which were not saleable. Particularly in her memory was the
smelly, salted codfish which was partially spoiled. Mr. Kawamoto would give
them for the pigs, and Iku would soak and wash them again and again and cook
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them with shoyu sugar for the family to eat.
Umetaro traded at the Kawamoto Store because he had no money to buy
elsewhere. Mr. Kawamoto extended credit to him as a friend. Although Umetaro
limited is purchases to the very necessities, his debt for the family rice amounted
to $400.00. At this point Umetaro could no longer ask for more rice.
As he was at the store one day desperately needing the rice and yet unable to
ask for it, Mr. Kawamoto set out the bag of rice and said to him, “Take it, and eat
it!”
Umetaro was so thankful and touched that he broke into tears.
This debt to the Kawamoto Store was gradually paid off through the sale of
Christmas trees, the best cash crop Umetaro ever had.
When Umetaro and Iku came to Hawaii from Japan, they knew nothing
about Christmas or Christmas trees. Although Umetaro did not understand what
Christianity was all about, he did perceive in Christmas celebration a business
opportunity.
“In this country people have a custom of decorating evergreen trees to celebrate a holiday,” he observed to Iku. “They even buy evergreen trees to decorate.
I will raise Christmas trees. They should sell because in time, more people will
want one for their homes.”
There were some tall evergreen trees already planted among the boundary
lines when Iku came from Japan. They were a Japanese variety called the sugi.
Umetaro cut slips from these trees and planted them along the fenceline of
his property for about a half mile down the road. With the deep soil and cool, wet
climate, the trees sprang up for the market within about three years. As they were
cut, saplings appeared on the trunk, and the trees continued to produce new trees
year by year. They required only to be thinned out and cut for sale.
Umetaro had planted the Christmas trees because he had foreseen the market
among the Caucasians. But within a few years the other racial groups began trimming Christmas trees, and the sale of the trees increased at all the little stores
where they were put up for sale.
With relief and gratitude, Iku recalls the cash from the tree sales as a lifesaver
for the family. December was the only time when there was any money available
to pay accumulated debts and to reward the children for their hard work: a silver dollar for the older ones, fifty cents or a quarter for the intermediates, and ten
cents for the youngest. Payment was made according to age and work ability.
Umetaro also planted poka vines (water lemons) all through the forest in order that the fruit might be sold as a cash crop. The vines crawled up the fern and
ohia trees and fruited well in inaccessible places.
In order to get them harvested Umetaro would proclaim a certain day as
poka-picking day. It started soon after breakfast, and everyone worked on a contract basis of a penny a poka picked.
While the older children dashed off at top speed to pick the best and easiest,
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Iku would take a burlap bag and a long bamboo pole with a hook at the end and
trek into the forest with the three youngest children who were unable to go alone.
Most of the time she followed the trails already made by the older children.
The smaller children many times spotted the poka left undiscovered in extra low
places, Fruit abandoned by the others because they were too difficult to pick were
harvested with the aid of the long bamboo pole. Iku also made the day worthwhile
by gathering the warabi or small fern shoots that were sprouting in the forest.
At the end of the day the fruit was counted and packed in boxes for the market. Each picker was paid his hard earned money. The fruit was marketed for
about three cents each.
The breathtaking beauty of the pink and white azalea bush in bloom inspired
Umetaro to plant hundreds of slips. The cool, moist climate was ideal, and the
slips all rooted and quickly grew and blossomed. The more they grew, the more
profusely they blossomed. Umetaro thought there must surely be a market for
these, but he was unable to sell them.
Not wanting to discard them, but intending to put the garden to more profitable use, he spaded each plant out with about a six inch cube of dirt attached to
the roots and had the children set them along the fence line next to the Christmas
trees about five in a row. There they were at least out of the way.
The sturdy azaleas, instead of withering away, took root where they were and
continued to blossom in all their glory. Mr. Kanno, who had come to transport
some things to Hilo for Umetaro with his truck, was impressed by the glorious
display of blossoms. As Umetaro discussed his inability to market them, Mr.
Kanno suggested that he contact Mr. Hirose because he bought plants and flowers.
Mr. Hirose was contacted and as the buying and selling continued through
the years, the two families enjoyed a wonderful friendship of sharing. The city
children of Mr. Hirose were delighted with the blackberries, poha, and fern
shoots which they came to pick every year. The less affluent country children of
Umetaro were treated to chocolate candy, Christmas candies, and other delicacies
which they would never otherwise have had.
Through the years of poverty and hardship, Iku nurtured and nursed her family through their spells of childhood diseases and illnesses by herself assisted only
by the few simple ointments and remedies brought to the house by the medicine
peddler every four months or so.
The touch of her hands, calloused and rough from the field work, were such
a comfort as they were laid on a feverish brow. The sound of her footsteps scurrying about downstairs preparing the family meals or clattering up the steps on
getas late at night after the completion of a long day’s work brought joy and relief
to the family’s heart.
So, the family survived and thrived. It was a family of nine children, born in
stepladder fashion, one every year, alternating regularly between sons and daugh32
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ters.
Iku could almost predict what her next child would be. The pattern was broken only by the eighth child. This is without a doubt a boy, she thought. He kicks
more vigorously than any of the other children. Imagine her surprise to discover
that she had guessed the eighth wrong. The pattern had been shifted. She had two
girls in a row.
I was that eighth child, always so unpredictable and irrepressive, stretching
and wearing her patience away—perhaps the root of her many grey hairs, but certainly a special blessing in her old age.
Reflecting upon her rich, full life, Mother rejoiced that she was given such
longevity. She had lived to span an age which stretched from the Meiji period
in Japan to the space age. She had travelled to the Continental United States and
back to Japan. She had seen her children’s children and their children’s faces. She
had enjoyed prosperity, love, and joy, the fruition of her life’s endeavors.
How tragic are those who die young, she mused. They only know the hardships, but not the fruit of their labors.
Her name, Okasan, Mother, floods our hearts and memories with the thousand things she did and was to us, her children.
Life begins and terminates, but a part of Mother remains imparted in the
hearts of her children to whom she gave so sacrificially of herself.
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“…life…is even a vapour that appeareth for a little time, and then vanisheth
away.”
James 4:14
“Honour thy father and mother, which is the first commandment with promise:
that it may be well with thee, and thou mayest live long on the earth.”
Ephesians 6:2, 3
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Iku Hayashi, age 28, in her nurse’s uniform.
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Iku Hayashi, age 30, before her departure from Japan, 1920.
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Umetaro Kubojiri, age 39
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The Family House, 1935
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Iku Kubojiri, 1925
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Country Pie

Cast
MARTHA, good-natured, patient wife of George
GEORGE RAMOS, frustrated, well meaning husband of Martha who is
faced with hard-times in more ways than one.
EMIKO, five-year old daughter of Martha and George
OKASAN, George’s mother-in-law
KATY, teenaged sister of Martha
TETSU, Martha’s older brother
Scene: Living room of Martha’s home in an isolated farming district on the island
of Hawaii. The room is still not furnished right, and there is only an alarm clock
on the table, four or five chairs, some cushions, a rug by the doorway, a kerosene
lamp on the table, an ironing board with a gas iron on it, and a sewing machine
in another corner of the room. On the floor is a whole stack of fresh laundry,
just off the clothesline (stiff working trousers, shirts, socks, children’s dresses, a
few faded dresses of Martha’s, some sheets, etc.). George is dressing himself to
go out, and Martha is almost nagging him about something. Emi is crying and
pulling at Martha’s skirt.
GEORGE: (buttoning shirt. He is cross). You stay home, Emi. I no going take
you with me.
MARTHA: My goodness, George. At least take her with you. She wants to
go. She’s not going to cause you any trouble.
GEORGE: (very disgustedly) Ahh, humbug take the kids along. Better she
stay home.
MARTHA: But George, how can you be so selfish….
GEORGE: (has finished buttoning. Looks around on the floor among the
laundry) Martha, where my socks? No more nothing in my drawer. You no wash
my socks nowadays?

MARTHA: What do you mean, don’t wash your socks? I washed today.
They’re someplace in that pile. (points to pile of laundry)
GEORGE: (scatters laundry disgustedly) Where? I no see nuthing. (throws
aside a pair of working trousers) Man! If you no going wash my socks, I going
buy new socks!
MARTHA: Oh you, George! (gets down and looks through pile) Here!
There’s your newest socks right here. You bought that only last week. (George
takes them and starts putting them on)
EMI: (tearfully) Mama….(pulls at Mama’s skirt)
MARTHA: (to George) I bet you’ve got about six pairs of good socks besides that one some place. I don’t see why you have to buy so many socks. (Emi
tugs at Martha’s skirt again) George, you’re going to take Emi with you, aren’t
you? Look how she wants to go.
GEORGE: No. She going stay home.
MARTHA: How can you be so mean, George?
GEORGE: (finished putting on socks) What you mean, mean? I get enough
trouble around here, (opens the door and sits on rug and puts on shoes which are
on shoe stand outside the door) I gotta get some fun sometimes, (slams door and
leaves)
EMI: (runs to the window and peeks out Sound of car starting and leaving.
Emi bursts into tears) I like go show with Daddy! I like go show with Daddy!
(cries)
MARTHA: Oh, that George! (exasperatedly) How can he ….(turns to Emi)
Emi, come to Mama. (Emi runs into her arms and cries. Martha tries to comfort
her) Poor Emi, Daddy leave you. Never mind, Mama still here. Mama love you.
Mama be nice to you. Mama make something real nice for you. Yes, Mama can
make something real nice for you.
EMI: (stops crying) Mama make something for me? What Mama make for
me?
MARTHA: Yes, Mama’s going to make for you something real nice by’n by.
EMI: (eagerly) What, mama? Mama going make now? Mama going make
pie?
MARTHA: Yes, Mama’s going to make for you something real nice by’n by.
EMI: (eagerly) What, mama? Mama going make now? Mama going make
pie?
MARTHA: Yes, Mama make pie for you.
EMI: (laughs happily) I can help Mama?
MARTHA: Yes, Emi. You can help Mama.
EMI: Mama, we go make pie now.
MARTHA: No, not tonight, Emi.
EMI: Why?
MARTHA: Because Mama must iron tonight. And Mama must patch some

of daddy’s clothes. EMI: But I want
EMI: But I want mama make pie.
MARTHA: But not tonight, Emi. (looks at watch on table) See, Emi. It’s too
late already. It’s 7:30 already. By’n by Mama make pie for you. Maybe tomorrow, if Mama has time.
EMI: Mama, make pie tonight.
MARTHA: No, Emi, not tonight. Mama too busy. And mama tired.
EMI: Why?
MARTHA: Because mama work in the garden all day with daddy.
EMI: (starts sniffing) Mama, make pie!
MARTHA: (wearily) But Emi, Mama cannot make pie tonight. Why Emi
want mama make pie tonight?
EMI: (sniffing and starting to cry) Because Mama not going make pie by’n
by.
MARTHA: (baffled) Oh! Oh, well. Emi, Mama make pie tonight.
EMI: Now?
MARTHA: No, as soon as Mama finish iron all the clothes. Emi, you go to
bed, and mama will have pie all made for you tomorrow morning.
EMI: No! I like see Mama make pie.
MARTHA: No, Emi. It’s too late. Go Emi. Go to bed now.
EMI: No!
MARTHA: If you’re not going to be a good girl and go to bed, Mama will
not make any pie. (Emi is silent) But if Emi will be a good girl and go to bed,
Mama will have pie all baked for you tomorrow morning. Okay? Now, be a good
girl and go to bed, and mama will make the pie. (Emi seems as though she will
sulk, but suddenly she leaves obediently, confident that Martha will keep her
promise) That’s a good girl, Emi. Good night, Emi.
EMI: Night, Mama, (turns and starts talking eagerly) Tomorrow morning
Mama going have pie, no? I be good girl, that’s why.
MARTHA: Yes, yes, now go up to bed. Mama’s going to work. (Emi leaves
with happy anticipation)
MARTHA: (sighs wearily and starts folding some laundry. Yawns) Oh, so
much work. Have to patch George’s shirt, too. And oh! Tsk! I forgot to tell him
to buy thread. Can’t patch that again, I guess. He’s going to get angry again when
he wants to wear it. Oh, I don’t know why I’m so absent-minded nowadays.
(Sound of car outside and voices)
OKASAN: Ahh. Matta olan wa….
TETSU: Hah! Dey stay home. I tell you. Da car not in da garage, but I bet
you guys any money somebody stay home.
KATY: Yes, I think somebody’s home because I can see the light in the par-

lor. (rap on door) Yoo, hoo! Anybody home?
MARTHA: (squatting on floor, and folding laundry. She looks up sleepily
and starts to get up) Oh my, I wonder who it is. Can’t be George. (door opens
before she reaches it. Katy’s head pokes in doorway)
KATY: There, Martha’s home. Hi, Martha! How’s things?
MARTHA: Oh, hello! Hello! Come in! (Okasan comes in; Katy enters barefooted. Tetsu takes shoes off at doorway) Oh, Okasan! Long time mila nakatta
no? Mame no?
OKASAN: Yes, yes, Mame de genki. You wa?
MARTHA: Oh, okay. I’m real busy, but I’m all right. You folks must be
busy too, huh? What are you folks harvesting now? (Tetsu walks in with socks)
TETSU: (hands in pocket, shivers) Us? We get cucumbers now. Brrrr! Man,
how cold, (slams door shut)
MARTHA: Yes, it’s really cold nowadays at night. Probably going be sunny
tomorrow.
OKASAN: Ashita good day, I think.
TETSU: Yep! Dat’s for sure we going get good weather tomorrow. I hope
so, boy. We get plenty harvesting to do tomorrow.
KATY: (who has been reading the comics on the table) Where’s George?
And Emi?
MARTHA: George? Ah….he went to the show tonight.
OKASAN: Nani? George go show again? (scowls disapprovingly)
KATY: Again? I thought so. (looks knowingly at Tetsu)
TETSU: (eyeing Katy) So what? Dat’s his business if he like go show with
Emi. She like show. Good for da kid go show. She can learn plenty stuff.
MARTHA: Well…. George didn’t take Emi to the show tonight. She’s sleeping. Emi wanted to go, but George didn’t want to take her along.
TETSU: What! You mean he left da kid behind?
KATY: I told you folks about that. You folks think I was kidding.
MARTHA: No, he didn’t take Emi along. I wish he had. She wanted to go so
much, you know. And she just cried and cried. You don’t know what a hard time
I had to make her go to bed. She went to bed just a few minutes ago….just before
you folks came. Oh! I just remembered. I have to make the pie. I told Emi I was
going to make something for her tonight. That was the only way I could make her
stop crying.
KATY: What! You mean to tell me you’re going to start baking from now?
What, it’s past eight o’clock already. Why don’t you do that some other time?
MARTHA: No, I think I better do it tonight. I was thinking about ironing,
but I think I’ll make some pies instead. Just right anyway, since you folks came. I
don’t have anything to take out tonight. The pie will be just right with the coffee.
Well, you folks go ahead and make yourself like home. I’ll make some coffee.
KATY: Oh, don’t bother, really. You should rest instead.

TETSU: Martha, no need do dat kind stuff.
OKASAN: Nani? You make coffee from now? (shakes head) No, no. Never
mind. Too much trouble.
MARTHA: Oh, it’s all right. I’ve got to bake just the same. I’m going to
make lemon meringue pie. Emi just loves that, you know. George, too. He grumbles about everything I make, but he likes the lemon meringue pie. Won’t take
long. (leaves)
KATY: (after Martha leaves) Oh, I tell you, she’s overworking herself. He
doesn’t even appreciate it, too. I’m going to tell her! (gets up and is about to
leave)
TETSU: What for? You no can do nothing.
OKASAN: (trying to sort clothes—those to be ironed and not to be ironed)
Here, Katy. No stand there doing nothing. Iron clothes. Okasan patch this shirt.
(picks up torn shirt and starts working on it by cutting some patching cloth and
pinning it on the shirt)
KATY: (scowls disgustedly) Oooooh, Okasan! Not tonight. I don’t want to
iron tonight. Of all tings! We come visit and then.
OKASAN: Katy! Do what your Mother tell you. Help your big sister.
TETSU: Yeah, come on, get started and iron. You make da biggest fuss
about Martha working too much. Start helping her. Come on!
KATY: Well, all right. I’ll start ironing. Just as soon as you get this iron
started. I don’t know how to start it. And how can I iron if the iron isn’t lighted?
TETSU: Well, if you so anxious to iron, I start da iron for you. Where da
match? (looks around and can’t find match. Pokes head in hallway and calls)
Hey, Martha! Where da match?
MARTHA: Match? Oh, here it is in the kitchen. I’ve got flour all over my
hands now. Come and get it. It’s right here.
TETSU: Okay, (goes into kitchen. Lights gas iron backstage)
OKASAN: (looking in all drawers) No more thread, ka? (finds some in last
drawer) Ah! (starts to thread machine. Then she says angrily) George wa hontoni ….Go show, go show everytime. Waste plenty money. Never stay home. No
think him married with big baby.
KATY: I guess everybody can’t help but notice how George is neglecting
Martha and Emi. Everytime I think about it I get so mad. Look at this room! Not
even furnished right. And that curtain. That same old one! I thought Martha said
they were going to get new curtains when she got married. Martha doesn’t have
anything that she should have.
OKASAN: (thoughtful and bitter) Ah so, no. Emi mo….
KATY: Yes, Emi is the one who’s suffering. Just because of that George. All
he thinks of is himself. He thinks he’s the only one that counts.
TETSU: (entering room with iron, which is lighted) What? What dis about
George? I heard you guys talking. You better not talk so loud. Martha going hear

what you guys saying.
KATY: Oh, it’s all right. I think we should tell her. After all, I think it’s our
duty to tell her. It’s for her own good, and for Emi, too.
TETSU: Well? What we going do? We no can do nutting now. She stay married, and dey get one kid. No sense you tell her what wrong now. Only going
make her more sad.
OKASAN: So, so. What we do?
TETSU: Nothing.
KATY: I think we should do something.
TETSU: Yeah, sure, you can start ironing now. (puts down iron) Here, da
iron hot now.
KATY: (scowls disgustedly and picks up iron. Then she puts it down) Ironing! How I hate ironing! Okasan, what do you want me to iron? This? (shows
Emi’s dress)
OKASAN: Yes. And kole minna. (points to whole stack of clothes)
KATY: Oh, shucks! Phooey!
TETSU: What you moaning for? You said you like help her because she was
working too much.
(Okasan doesn’t say anything, but is very thoughtful and silent over the
shirt she is patching)
KATY: Sure, I’m not saying I don’t want to help her. I just don’t like to iron,
that’s all. In the first place, if she didn’t have to go out to help George in the garden, she could put more time in housework. And she could relax at night. And
this lamp is so dark! (they look at kerosene lamp on table)
OKASAN: Little more long and then get denki.
TETSU: Yeah, when da electricity come up here, den tings going be different. Going be more easy for Martha. She can get electric stuffs.
KATY: That’s what you think! Did she tell you? (stops ironing and looks indignant)
TETSU: No, what?
KATY: Well, George says he’s not going to….(footsteps in hallway)
OKASAN: Martha come.
(enter Martha)
MARTHA: Well, I got that done, now. The pie crust is in the oven. It’s going to
be done in a real short time. I have the filling made and everything.
OKASAN: Maaa! Fast, no?
MARTHA: Yes, nowadays I’m getting to make pies real fast. I think this pie
is going to come out real good too. (sees them all working. Tetsu is squatted on

floor with comics which he is not reading) Oh, my! You folks didn’t have to help
me. I could do it some other time. Okasan, take it easy. Don’t have to work even
when you come here.
OKASAN: Chotto. Only little help.
KATY: Oh, it’s all right, Martha. We’re just glad to help you.
MARTHA: Oh my, thanks! (sighs and sinks into the chair) It must be hard
for you folks to work in this dim light, huh? You folks have electricity up at your
place. We’re going to have electricity here too, almost.
TETSU: Yeah, I know. Dat going be real good. You supposed to get a washing machine first.
MARTHA: Oh, I know. That’s what everybody else is getting. I guess I’m
the only one who’s not getting one too.
TETSU: How come?
OKASAN: You get washing machine first. Number one good. No need break
back wash working clothes. Save plenty time.
MARTHA: Yes, that’s what I told George. But…we don’t have the money
yet. George said we don’t need a washing machine. So I guess we’ll just have to
wait.
KATY: Wait! Martha, how can you stand it? You’re too patient, that’s why
you never get anything you want. He goes to the show every night and he doesn’t
even take Emi along. What kind of selfish person is he anyway?
OKASAN: Martha, I no tell nothing until now. But mo kokoro ni motalen.
This is all wrong. I never like George. No polole. Was all wrong let you marry
George. All wrong.
MARTHA: Huh? (astonished) What are you saying?
KATY: It’s something very important that you should know.
MARTHA: What happened?
KATY: Nothing. I mean, it’s about you and George.
MARTHA: Oh! Tsk! Ah…(tries to evade unpleasant issue) I think my pie
crust is done by now. I’ll see. And I’ll put the coffee on. You folks want to eat in
here? I’ll bring them here.
OKASAN: No, no. Too much trouble.
MARTHA: Oh, never mind. No trouble, (to Okasan) Don’t stand up. I just
remembered. We can’t eat in the kitchen because the good lamp isn’t working.
It’s darker in the kitchen than here. We might as well bring the coffee out here.
(starts leaving) Sure going to be good when we get electricity. (exit)
OKASAN: George never think what kind good girl Martha. From first time
I know he was no good. I no like him from first time.
(Sound of egg heater in kitchen. Martha making meringue)
TETSU: Well, no can do nutting now.

KATY: Sure, but you should have done something before she got married.
You’re her big brother. You should have told her what kind of person George
was.
TETSU: Hell! I didn’t know what kind of guy he was.
OKASAN: Nasakenai! If no was for George, Martha married today to the
good Kuroda boy. That Kuroda boy I like from before. Good boy that. Hardworking boy. Get big farm now, and he very rich.
TETSU: Yeah, Father sure when like her marry the guy. Not dat I like him….
KATY: (disgustedly) Umph. Shimpai business. I don’t know which was
worse.
OKASAN: Was all planned. They supposed to have married just about this
time four years ago. And the big new house supposed to belong to Martha. She
supposed to be living in good place. She was good girl until that George he come.
I told her him no good. But she no listen to Okasan. She marry him. Was all
wrong.
(Smell of coffee percolating)
KATY: Well, I’m going to help Martha in the kitchen. I think the coffee is ready
now. (leaves)
OKASAN: How much money you lend George last year, Tetsu?
TETSU: (pause) Five hundred dollars, I think.
OKASAN: Only for Martha we do that. And he….
(Enter Martha and Katy. Martha holding a beautiful lemon meringue
pie; Katy brings coffee pot and cups on tray)
TETSU: Wow! Yum! Yum!
OKASAN: Maaaa! Lipanna mon da!
MARTHA: Yes, it came out real good, (sets pie on table. Katy puts tray
of cups on table, and leaves room for plates, sugar, cream, spoons, etc. Martha
serves coffee. Okasan and Tetsu drool over pie. Re-enter Katy with plates, etc.)
OKASAN: George should appreciate you more. (Martha is silent) He should
work more hard. Not go show every night.
MARTHA: (annoyed but patient) But Okasan. He stays home sometimes,
too. I mean…. he works hard in the garden. But he’s so discouraged that
he…Okasan, George is trying his best. (to Katy) Oh, Tsk! I forgot the knife. Katy,
please bring the knife from the kitchen. It’s on the table. (Katy leaves)
OKASAN: Nambo utemo…. He should think more about the family. He
must know he has Emi. He no like his own child, I think.
MARTHA: Okasan!

OKASAN: Yes, he was expecting a son. But he get girl. I know about that.
He no like Emi because she no one son….
MARTHA: Okasan! George does like Emi. Of course, he was expecting…but…. I mean, things like that happen. It’s just that George is getting so
much trouble lately. (enter Katy)
KATY: But don’t you think he can at least be nice to you? He’s so selfish.
OKASAN: I told you he was no good. You should have married the Kuroda
boy like Otosan and Okasan said. You no suffer like this then.
KATY: The way he treats you, I’d divorce him!
MARTHA: But…but, you don’t understand.
(They sip a little coffee bitterly. Tetsu scowls disapprovingly, but he does
not say anything)
MARTHA: Okasan…. I know what you folks are thinking. And all that.
But…but…really…It’s all right. You musn’t feel so…so….
OKASAN: No! Mo moten! If George come home, I tell him everything I
think!
TETSU: Ah, Okasan. More better cool off. Grumble everytime but nothing
good come out. More better no grumble.
OKASAN: No, I make him listen….
(Enter George, small package in hand. He is unaware of what has been
going on or that something is wrong. He seems rather cheerful)
TETSU: Well, Okasan….(dares her, knowing that Okasan will not say anything
in George’s face)
GEORGE: Hi! Nice having you folks over. (to Martha, anxiously) Martha,
where’s Emi?
MARTHA: Huh? Emi? She’s…
OKASAN: Emi sleeping! She cry long time after you go. All time you leave
Emi behind! You no care about your own girl. You no care you married! You no
care about nutting but yourself. Go show! Go show! Waste plenty money! You
no care about Martha?
GEORGE: What? Me? (completely bewildered)
MARTHA: Okasan! (tries to stop her)
(Tetsu is a bit shocked. He just holds cup and stares. Katy is also bewildered)
OKASAN: (pushes Martha to the side, and faces George) No! I no keep quiet
this time. George listen this time. How many times my stomach go upside down

when I think about you. I never like you marry Martha. She supposed to marry
Kuroda. Nice boy, that boy. He work all time. He no go show like you and waste
money. You good for nothing.
MARTHA: Okasan! Don’t….
GEORGE: What! (throws his package to the floor angrily) What the hell!
You squawking again? So me, I’m no good, huh? So, me, I’m selfish, huh? Yeah!
So I hate my own kid, huh! Well, get the hell out of here, then! Goddamit! (turns
to Martha) You too! I’m sick and tired of all of you guys! I thought your nagging
was enough. What the hell you have to get your old lady here too? I’m sick of
you and your old lady, kicking me around for everything I do.
MARTHA: (brokenly, pleading) George! George, please!
GEORGE: Ah, shut up! I thought you was different. Come to find out you
the worst. You my own wife and you gotta do this to me. I thought you been love
me. I thought you was going to stick with me. Sure I no was treating you so good.
What you expect? You and your family kick me around until I no can do nothing
good. You think I no was trying? You think I no was trying to get things straightened up?
MARTHA: George! George! Please, listen…
GEORGE: Ah, you waste time!
OKASAN: Nevermind, Martha. George, you….
TETSU: (rams coffee cup and gets up angrily) Shut up! Okasan, dat’s nuff!
We go home! Come on you! (pulls Katy roughly) Okasan, dat’s nuff, I said! (Katy
hustles out of the room)
OKASAN: Martha, come home right now! You no need stay with this…this
no good…this good for nothing! Wake Emi up! We take her to our house.
TETSU: (cursing to himself) Damn it! Come on Okasan! Martha, what you
going do: If you coming, make it snappy.
MARTHA: Oh! Oh! (about to cry)
OKASAN: Hayo, Martha! Nani tatto lu no? (angrily) Come! (Tetsu is trying
to get Okasan to leave)
MARTHA: (bewildered and close to tears by the tragic scene. But she
shakes her head) No…no, Okasan. I’m not going. No, I’m staying here…with
George.
OKASAN: Nani! (Martha shakes her head)
GEORGE: (angrily) What you staying here for? Why you no go? (Martha
does not look at him, although she feels his words most sharply)
TETSU: Martha, you coming?
MARTHA: (to Tetsu) No, I’m not going.
OKASAN: Bakatare! (threatens) You no come now, I no going bother you
no more! I no care what happen to you! I no help you no more! (commands) Hayo
come! (Martha says no) Maaa! So lia….

I no come no more! You no do what I say. You not my daughter anymore! I no bother with you no more! (slams door)
TETSU: (still in the house. Looks apologetic) Well, Martha….up to you….but if
you change your mind…you know…(turns knob of door; looks back at Martha)
Well, so long, Martha. We never like this happen, but…. Well, anyway, call
me….if you or George need help….(leaves)
(George stands in angry silence; Martha also, trying not to cry)
GEORGE: (angrily) What you been stay for? Why you never go? More better for
you. You can get rid of me for good.
(Martha looks miserably at George. Suddenly runs and throws herself
at him and bursts into tears. George holds her tightly)
GEORGE: (emotionally) Martha! Martha!
MARTHA: (crying) George! George, you know I couldn’t. You know I
wouldn’t leave you. I love you. I belong here.
GEORGE: (choking with emotion) Martha….
MARTHA: (looks up at George) You know I would never go against you. I
knew what I was doing when I married you. You think I ever cared for that Kenzo
Kuroda? Okasan says he’s rich, but I don’t care. I didn’t even like him. I don’t
care about money that much. I liked you. I loved you for what you were.
GEORGE: Martha, but….oh, the dumb bugga me! And me, I was so angry
with you. Real dumb bugga me! I stay pity myself and treating you mean. I was
thinking that you was going against me with your Mother. I been know she never
like me for nothing from the day I married you. And I thought you was getting
together against me now. Oh, Martha!
MARTHA: Yes, I understand. It wasn’t your fault. I shouldn’t have nagged
so much.
GEORGE: And Emi! I never like get too attached with her too. I was thinking you was going to leave me and that you was going to take her away from me.
I didn’t want to get to miss her. I was real stupid. Now I know.
MARTHA: Yes, yes. You couldn’t help that. You didn’t know.
GEORGE: Oh, I never know what I was doing. Everything was going wrong.
All the crops fail. And the market either flooded, or the crops all fail. One time
it was the weather, next time the worms. No can get medicine on ’em to save the
crop because it rained too much. And the next time, it was the disease. I was feeling sick about everything.
MARTHA: Poor George! And here I was nagging you….
GEORGE: I had it coming. I should have thought more about you and Emi.
But I just couldn’t. I thought I was the only one suffering, I guess. But tonight I

was thinking though. After I left you and Emi, I started thinking. I felt real rotten
about Emi. I wish I could be more nice to her. And then, I started thinking you
must feel pretty rotten too. I didn’t go to the movies. I just came right back. I was
going to make up with you and Emi. I was feeling real good when I came home.
And then….
MARTHA: Yes, I know. Okasan is like that. Don’t be angry with her. She
wants us to be prosperous and happy. That’s why she keeps after us. Inside, she
thinks a great deal about us. I know.
GEORGE: Oh, I don’t know. Well, I don’t care. It’s all over.
MARTHA: Yes. (pause) What’s that package?
GEORGE: What package?
MARTHA: The one you had. (points to floor) There.
GEORGE: Oh!
MARTHA: (picks it up; it drips) My goodness! What’s this?
GEORGE: Oh, dat. That was for Emi. That’s some ice cream. I thought she
was going to be awake. That no good now.
MARTHA: No. (pause. Then she laughs and slaps him affectionately) This
just like you. You always used to do things like this. Oh, how I wish Emi were
awake! I made a pie for us. Look! (She goes over and brings pie to him) It’s
lemon meringue.
GEORGE: Oh, boy! (touches pan) Hot stuff! Well, nobody stay around for
bother us. We go eat the pie.
MARTHA: Oh, no you don’t. We’ll cut it tomorrow morning so Emi can see
it when she wakes up. We’ll start cleaning up this place now.
GEORGE: Okay, but me, I like hot pies. More good taste. (smacks his lips,
but seeing it’s useless, he starts collecting the coffee cups)
MARTHA: (sits down on chair) George?
GEORGE: (examining a cup) What the hell! This your good cups, huh?
MARTHA: (ignores cup) George.
GEORGE: (still examining cup) This one looks chipped.
MARTHA: George, I want to tell you something.
GEORGE: (still looking at cup) humph? What?
MARTHA: You think Emi would like a brother?
GEORGE: (still examining cup) humph? What?
MARTHA: You think Emi would like a brother?
GEORGE: Humph….
MARTHA: George, I said I think Emi might get a brother, maybe.
GEORGE: What!
MARTHA: I said….
GEORGE: You…You mean…
MARTHA: (Nods) Yes, I didn’t want to tell you before.
GEORGE: Martha! (runs over to her side) You….you feel okay? How

ole….? I mean….
MARTHA: Four months now.
GEORGE: Yeah? Now we gotta get that washing machine quick then. All
that diapers and stuff. We gotta get the washing machine first when the electricity
runs up this way.
EMI: (who has opened the door quietly and is standing there meekly)
Mama…Daddy…(they turn, surprised)
MARTHA: Why, Emi….
GEORGE: Hello, Emi. Come here to Daddy. (Emi runs to Daddy)
EMI: (Shyly) Daddy…ah…(turns to mama) Mama…. I like pie.

Curtain falls.

Yasuko Rebels

A gleaming, black sedan drew up to an isolated farm house. It was a rural
home typically Japanese with geta neatly lined on the porch. A hostile-looking
poi dog had dashed out; he kept barking fiercely at the visitors. In the field not far
away the family heard the dog and knew that someone had come to visit them.
Okasan! Dare ka uchi kimashita.” The sunbrowned, little girl shouted excitedly to her mother that someone had come to the house.
“So, na. Dare ka kita to mieru,” the mother replied.
The barefooted boy threw down his hoe and started to leave. “Hey! Get back
to work!” his big brother yelled.
“Somebody been come to da house! I go for see!” The younger boy called
back, running away as fast as he could.
“Me, too!” his little sister yelled, and ran off toward home.
“Hey! Come back here!” their big brother shouted. But they were both gone.
He swore angrily.
The old man, who was the father, had taken a pouch from his pocket and
was rolling a cigarette. “Mo itte shimatta,” he chuckled. “Kodomo wa hayai na,”
he said, marvelling at the agility of youth. His wife agreed. Then she said it was
about lunch time, so they picked up their tools and started home.
All but Yasuko. She was their eldest daughter. Like the others she was brown
from working in the sun. She was a lovely girl and looked feminine even in the
masculine clothes that she was wearing.
“Oi! Yasuko, kaero!” the old man called to her. Let’s go home!
“Olai,” replied the girl, awakening from her daydream. She picked up her
hoe and followed the rest of her family. She did not hurry. She just plodded
slowly home. She was so young, yet so weary! ‘Such a miserable life for a girl,’
she thought.
Yasuko looked at her hands. They were dirty, and her fingernails were black.
She was young, but her hands were calloused and rough. To work day in and day
out, month after month, year in and year out…was there no brighter future for
her, she wondered?

She sighed, and went back to her daydreaming. She imagined that she was
somewhere in a faraway city, dressed like a fashion-page model, wearing flaming red nail polish on beautiful white hands, and looking radiantly lovely. She
imagined she had met someone very handsome. He was in love with her, and they
were going to get married.
“Hey, Yasuko! Okasan said come home quick!” Jane, her younger sister
called. “The okyakusan like see you,” she said, running up to her. “Okasan said
wear your good dress.”
Yasuko stopped. “Wear my good dress? What for? Who like see me?” she
asked. She could think of no one in particular who would come to visit her. Curious and excited, she started to walk faster.
“I don’t know who,” her sister said. “But they sure get one nice car.”
When Yasuko reached home, she saw two elderly men, an elderly lady, and
a young man standing before the house. They were admiring the lovely flowers
and commenting on the peace and quiet of the country. They were most properly
dressed.
Yasuko’s parents were apologizing humbly for their unsightly attire, and for
the dilapidated condition of the house and yard—which were not all true. The
yard was very well kept. Her mother kept sweeping her hand over her forehead
although she had swept all stray hairs in place.
Yasuko hurried into the house through the back door. She did not want to be
seen in her working clothes. Her old trousers were not only dirty, but had patches
on the knees and seat.
She scrubbed her feet and hands with the laundry brush and soap. Then she
went to her room and took out her best dress. It was a simple, homemade dress
which she had sewed herself.
The guests had come into the living room. Through the crack in the door,
Yasuko could see them, seated on cushions on the floor. They were all strangers
whom she had never seen. She wondered who the young man with them could
be.
He was sitting very properly on a cushion. He looked thirtyish. Maybe not
that old, she reconsidered. He did not look up at all, but kept his eyes on the floor.
Once in a while he took a deep breath, very slowly, and exhaled very carefully so
that it was hardly noticed.
Smiling and bowing courteously, her mother excused herself from the group.
She came to Yasuko’s room. Her face changed to a nervous, impatient frown.
“Yasuko, hayaku shina sai! Okyakusan wa mina matte imasu!” She scolded
in a whisper. The guests were waiting, go to the living room, she told Yasuko.
Being very bashful, Yasuko protested. But her mother became angry and told
her to go into the living room at once. She obeyed. Yasuko could not understand
why her mother should be so peeved. She was usually told to remain outside
when they had guests. Now all of a sudden, she was told to go and join them.

Yasuko blushed as she sat down on the floor in the living room. Her mother
came and sat next to her. To her surprise and embarrassment, the guests began to
murmur praise of her. Yasuko again blushed, and sat there without looking up.
She was much too embarrassed to know what to do.
Her mother, with most gracious humility, smiled and said, “Ie, so dewa arimasen. Yasuko was tsumaranai ko desu.” Then, one of the guests asked her if she
was twenty-three years old. She said she was. Ah! he said in Japanese. Twentythree! What a beautiful age to be …like a flower in bloom. It is wonderful to
be young and blooming as Yasuko is, he said, full of animation. But, he added
sadly, like the flower, even a young girl’s loveliness soon fades away. Ah yes, he
sighed.
Yasuko’s blush deepened. As she listened to the words, she understood the
nature of their visit. “Shimpai!” That’s what they called this kind of match marriage. That old man was the matchmaker. And that young man was no doubt the
suitor!
Yasuko’s embarrassment changed to indignation. To have herself married
away in this unromantic, old fashioned “shimpai” method was not only
disappointing, but insulting, she thought. She did not want to marry that stranger.
He was not impressive in any way. Just dark-complexioned, probably from working in the fields.
The matchmaker continued in elegant Japanese. So, Yasuko heard him say,
because she is twenty-three and at the height of her youthful beauty she should
take the opportunity to be married to this fine young man, son of Mr. and Mrs.
Taketa.
Her parents entered into a very restrained discussion. Finally, they replied to
the matchmaker saying that it was a great honor to receive his proposal, and that
they were very happy. Then they turned to Yasuko and told her to speak for herself.
Yasuko was a very obedient girl by nature. And she realized that her parents
wished her to marry the boy. But she refused to accept the proposal. Impulsively,
without looking up, she replied, “Ie, watashi wa mada yome suru ki ga arimasen.”
She heard every gasp in astonishment. She wondered if she had said the
wrong thing. It was the truth. As an afterthought, she bowed her head courteously
and said, excusing herself, “Gomen nasai.”
“Ale—ma!” her mother gasped.
“Yasuko, nani?” her father demanded.
Yasuko knew that her father was violently angry. “Gomen nasai!” she said
again, and left the room as quickly as she could.
Jane, who had been behind the door, followed Yasuko to her room. “What
that man said?” she asked, full of curiosity, “How come okasan and otosan look
angry?”

“Nothing, nothing,” Yasuko said, trying to chase Jane away.
But Jane kept pestering her. “What the old man said?” she asked.
“Nothing,” Yasuko replied. “He just like I marry the boy.”
“Ah!” Jane giggled. She flew out of the room to tell her brothers.
Yasuko sat down, and began to wonder what her mother and father would
do to her after the guests were gone. She had never in her life disobeyed them so
boldly. She had never dared. After a short while, Yasuko heard the guests depart.
She prepared herselft to meet her parents.
“Yasuko!” her father called. She did not go to him.
“Yasuko! Honto ni hagaii ko!” her mother cursed, as she came to Yasuko.
“Anna hazukashii koto hajimete!” She had never been so humiliated in all her
life.
“Yasuko!” her father called again. He sounded even more angry. “Yasuko,”
he said angrily, “Anno yukoto kikanai nara uchi kara dete yuke!”
Her father’s threat to disown her frightened Yasuko. And yet, she felt irrepressibly rebellious. “Dete iku!” she cried, and stalked out of the house because
she was ready to cry.
She went to her flower garden and absently began to pull the weeds which
grew in her flower beds. She cried a great deal, and thought much. Her temper
slowly burned away, and she felt sorry and afraid. She wished she could be back
in the good graces of the family again.
But if she could not, she knew what she would do. She would pack her things
and go. She would go anywhere. To the city, probably. She could work as a maid,
couldn’t she? Perhaps she would find someone she knew.
“Yasuko, come eat kau kau,” Jane said. Yasuko was startled out of her
thoughts.
“What?” she said.
“Okasan said you can come eat, if you like,” Jane said. She looked at Yasuko, half in sympathy and half in curiosity. “You make okasan and otosan angry,
no?” she said.
“Otosan very angry yet?” Yasuko asked.
Jane nodded. “Mmmmm. He said he no going let you eat in the house no
more,” Jane said.
Yasuko wiped the tears from her eyes. “I going away,” she said miserably.
“I going someplace far away.” She blew her nose. “And I no care if otosan no let
me eat here!”
Jane gasped. “Ah, Yasuko! No tell like that,” she said. Then she said impatiently, “Come eat kau kau. All coming cold already.”
“I’m not hungry!” Yasuko said. But she went to have her supper.
No one said anything. Her father was not around. And her mother had kept
the food warm for her. Her brothers did not bother her at all, but acted as though
nothing had happened.

Yasuko kept telling herself that she would go away. But she delayed, and
kept on delaying. Finally, she made up her mind to leave definitely the next week.
She could no longer stay with the rest of the family. She felt that she was the
cause of all the unhappiness.
Then one day a car again drove up to the house. Everyone was working in
the garden except Yasuko. She had stayed at home to pack her clothes. She heard
the dog barking and went out to see who had come. Then, she recognized him.
The young man in the car was the same one who had visited them before.
Only this time he had come alone. Yasuko felt very embarrassed to see him because she was dressed in her unflattering home clothes. She scolded the dog. He
stopped barking, and began to wag his tail.
The young man opened the door and came out of the car. He was wearing a
nice aloha-shirt this time, and looking more casual. He smiled self-consciously at
Yasuko. “Ah…hello,” he said.
“Hello,” Yasuko smiled, shyly.
“Ah…your mother folks at home?” he asked.
“No,” Yasuko replied. “But I can go to call them.”
“No, never mind,” he said. There was an embarrassed silence. Then, he
looked at the flowers in the yard and said, “You folks get nice flowers, no?” Yasuko said that they had only a few, although the azaleas were all in bloom. “I like
flowers,” the boy said.
“I love flowers, too,” Yasuko said.
“Yeah?” the boy said. “You like flowers too? You like roses?” Yasuko told
him that they were her favorite flowers. And it was true. She had been trying to
grow some roses herself.
“Oh!” the boy said, as though he had just remembered something. He went
back to the car. “Ah…here,” he said. “This is for you.” He handed her a gorgeous
bunch of brilliant roses.
No boy had ever courted Yasuko with flowers. It thrilled her with romance.
“Ah, my!” she exclaimed. “My goodness! Oh, thanks, yeah!”
The boy beamed happily. “Ah…this too,” he said, handing her a two-pound
box of candies.
“For me?” Yasuko was almost afraid to ask if it really was for her. But when
the boy nodded with a big smile. she accepted both the candy and the flowers.
“Oh, thank you, thank you!” she said happily. “Ah…come inside,” she invited.
Jane and her brother had heard the dog barking. When they came from the
fields, they saw the black sedan.
“Hey! Same car!” her brother noted.
“They come for see Yasuko again,” Jane said. “Go for call okasan,” she told
her brother.
“No, you go,” her brother replied. He was more curious to meet the guests.
“No, you!” Jane argued. And when he refused to go, she ran toward the

house. Her brother did the same.
When they got home, they saw Yasuko and the visitor in the living room.
Yasuko was arranging the roses in a vase. She was blushing and smiling prettily.
The visitor was admiring her. Jane sighted the box of candy on the table, and
pointed it out to her brother.
“Hey, I like eat boy!” her brother whispered.
“Me, too,” Jane said. “We go for ask,” she suggested. Her brother hesitated
only for a minute, and agreed with the idea. They both went and stood by the door
and smiled shyly at the two young people. They weren’t sure whether they would
like the young man. But they certainly wanted some candy. Yasuko called them
in.
Munching on the delicious candy, the children decided that the visitor was
a nice fellow after all. They had a hunch that he would be coming around often.
And they were glad. He brought good quality candy.

The Cave at Kalapana

The cave is there—a fascinating and sacred place shrouded with the remains
of old Hawaii and untold history. It’s a place I have never dared to enter again,
except in memory. Many times I’ve wondered if I could locate it today if I went
there searching for it.
About 33 years ago I was on a fishing trip with my brother-in-law and his
family. His father, an old man, loved to fish. He seemed to know the fishing spots
along the coast, and he would try out the different fishing spots until he found
one where the fish were biting. That day we were on some cliffs not too far from
Kaimu Black Sand Beach.
“Isn’t there a cave around here somewhere?” my brother-in-law’s brother
asked him. He looked up and surveyed the area carefully. “Yes, this looks like
the place. It was a long time ago. Things look different now with all these extra
shrubs. I’ve forgotten where it was exactly, but I think it was in that vicinity,” he
said, pointing mauka up the coast.
“Where’s that flashlight?” Miyoji asked.
“What? Are you going to try and find it?” the old man asked.
“I think I can,” Miyoji replied confidently, sticking the flashlight into his
back pocket. His little three-year old nephew who always clung to his favorite
uncle watched quietly and expectantly. Where uncle went, he always went too.
The old man looked at the little boy. “And who’s going to watch Kenneth?”
he asked. We were in a dangerous area, and the rest were scattered along the cliff
fishing. The old man had no intention of babysitting. Fishing was serious business with him.
I was thirteen and was going to say I would, though reluctantly, because the
little boy was very stubborn and wouldn’t go to anybody but his uncle on these
trips.
However, Miyoji replied, “I’m taking Kenneth with me.” It was understood.
Everywhere uncle went, Kenneth was taken along.
“You’re crazy!” the old man said. “You can’t take the child with you! He’ll
be terrified.”

“No, he won’t,” Miyoji said. “He’s gutsy. He’ll be all right.”
I was inwardly relieved that I wouldn’t need to babysit a furious, rebellious
boy should he have been left behind. How I wished I could go along on the exciting expedition too! Fishing didn’t appeal to me, and watching the old man fish
was even more boring. I had come along because anything was better than staying
at home. “Well, I still think it’s a foolish idea taking Kenneth along with you,”
the old man said. “But then, it’s a hard chance that you’ll be able to find the cave
anyway.”
“Was it forty years ago?” he asked himself thoughtfully. “Maybe more than
that. I must have been about twenty-eight,” he mused.
“You weren’t even born yet, but the other three boys and your sister were
around,” he recalled.
“My good friend heard about the cave and went to look for it.” The old man
chuckled. “He found it all right. But you can’t get him to go inside again. He
thought he’d never get out alive.”
The old man laughed as he thought about his friend’s hair-raising experience.
He could remember it so well. His friend had found the cave, and being very curious and adventuresome, he had entered without even taking a lantern with him.
All he had was a box of matches which he used to light his Bull Durham tobacco.
He had heard that if he crawled in far enough, he would come to the mouth of the
cave which faced the sea. He had also heard that there were two tunnels in this
cave. One led to the sea, and the other to an old burial site.
More curious than afraid, he had crawled into the cave. He had not figured
how long the cave was and had thought that the light from one entrance would
give enough visibility until the light from the other entrance could be seen.
After he had been crawling cautiously in the darkness for some time expecting to come to the other entrance, he had stopped and lighted a match to see where
he was.
The horror that met his eyes was beyond description. He found himself alone
in a cave full of human skeletons!
His heart seemed to explode as he crouched there unable to move, drenched
in cold sweat, holding one flickering matchstick in his trembling fingers.
He couldn’t recall how he had managed to get out, but he did.
The friends and family of this man had been astonished to hear of his experience. They concluded that it must be one of the secret burial places of the old
time Hawaiians. Most of them did not care to delve any further. But the old man
had gone in to see for himself.
However, unlike his friend, he had gone well prepared with a lantern as well
as matches. He had followed the cave and seen the fork in the tunnel. The one
to the right was the one his friend had entered. He had gone straight ahead and
found the other entrance.
“Don’t take the right fork,” he warned. “Or you’ll end up where he did.”

“Don’t worry, I won’t,” his son assured him. “Come on, boy,” he said to his
nephew as he swung him up to his shoulders.
“Can I go too?” I’d asked meekly. If he could take along a little boy like that,
he could surely let me go.
“Sure,” he said, much to my unexpected joy.
I thought it was going to be a long hike because we were on a flat lava
plateau. There were no mounds or hills nearby where a cave entrance might be.
All that could be seen were hard swirls of black pahoehoe lava fields with a few
scrawny ohia trees standing in clumps of uluhi bushes which seemed to have
crept down from the highlands and scrambled into every crack and crevice there.
I just followed Miyoji quietly. I was so elated about this opportunity for adventure. I did not dare to let him have second thoughts about taking me along.
About a fourth of a mile up the coast Miyoji stopped and studied the landscape. As we stood there I was surprised to hear him say, “It must be someplace
around here.”
There was nothing unusual to be seen about this place. It was still flat with
uluhi bushes. The ocean pounded at the foot of high cliffs on one side. We were
standing on the bare lava expanse about 200 yards or so inland.
Suddenly, he walked quickly over to a clump of uluhi bushes with several
ohia trees growing in them. He stepped carefully into the clump and began to
push the fronds aside, studying the ground before him. Kenneth hung on tightly
to his perch on uncle’s shoulder trying to see what he was doing.
After a few minutes as I was beginning to wonder if it was worth coming
along, I heard him say exctiedly, “Here it is! Come over here!”
I stepped over to where he was crouching. He pushed aside some fern fronds.
There at his feet were stone steps leading down into what looked like a small lava
tube. The vegetation above and around it completely concealed its presence from
intruders. Had it not been for the steps carved in the rock, no one would suspect
it to be anything more than an ordinary hole in the ground.
Right at that moment I felt I would rather wait outside with Kenneth than enter it. This was too real. It was frightening. Cut off from the ocean breeze, the air
was hushed and humid where we stood.
Miyoji flitted the beam of his flashlight into the cave. He tested is flashlight
several times to make sure it was in good working order. He checked to see if the
matches were in his pocket.
Carrying Kenneth piggy back, he said to me, “Let’s go,” and led the way. I
followed.
The entrance was only about four feet high. Because it was so small and
overgrown with shrubbery, the light entering was quickly snuffed out in the tunnel. The air was stuffy and sultry the further in we ventured. The tunnel became
lower and at one point we had to crawl.
“It gets bigger after a while,” Miyoji assured me as we squeezed ourselves

under the overhanging rock ceiling. I was wishing I had not come. I wanted to
go back, but I was afraid to make my way out alone. Kenneth was as quiet as a
stone crab. We could hear ourselves breathing as we shuffled along. The rocks
crunched under our feet.
My blouse felt sticky. I wondered why a cave should be so hot and airless.
Miyoji had stopped. I stopped. “Don’t go in there,” he said in a low voice. He
directed the beam of the flashlight to another tunnel to our right. The burial cave!
My heart pounded wildly. A cold creepy feeling began to crawl up my back.
My shaking knees felt as though they would collapse. Thoughts of kahuna petrified me. I didn’t want to look in that direction, but when he shifted the beam of
the flashlight away, the fear was even more unbearable. The eerie darkness closed
in behind me like a shroud. I imagined all sorts of evil in the ghoulish place. I
kept my eyes glued to the solitary beam of the flashlight in front.
Then, suddenly, as we turned a corner, we were greeted by the fresh, cool
ocean breeze. And a heavenly light from the outside world swept in from the
ocean entrance. We could hear the pounding surf. We were in a huge long tunnel
which seemed to telescope out into the blue. It was a magnificent sight!
We ran excitedly to the mouth. It was so breathtakingly beautiful! The blue
sky seemed to have plunged into the deep blue ocean which was spread so expansively before us. Far below us, the dazzling white surf crashed against the side of
the cliff like gigantic cymbals. Sea gulls glided in the air with songs of rejoicing
to their young and mates nestled in their safe perches in the rocks. The air was so
refreshing and cool. The cathedral effect of that huge cave was worshipful.
We stood there completely awed by its grandeur. I had a longing desire to
just sit there and drink in this beauty forever. I didn’t want to leave it behind and
go back into the dark hole. If only we could go back up from this point, I thought.
One look above and below the cave convinced us that it was absolutely impossible to do this. The cave is inaccessible from the ocean entrance. It was a
sheer drop from the cliff above to the ocean below it.
Quite reluctantly, we headed back the way we came in. The wonderful light
dimmed behind us, and as we turned the corner, we were again enclosed in the
coffin-like darkness. We passed the other tunnel, Miyoji was careful not to make
a mistake and wander into it. The way back seemed much shorter, and soon we
saw the daylight from the back entrance.
It was a relief to come out into the bright sunlight again. To have experienced
what we did and to have witnessed the height and depth of it all was indeed an
event of a life time.
As we stepped out of the clump of bushes which guarded the steps, I looked
behind to see what might be visible. Again I was amazed to see how well the cave
was concealed. The fern fronds had moved back to their place of sentinel, and except for the few uluhi branches which had been squashed down, there was hardly
any evidence that anything of interest could be there.

A few minutes later I looked back to see where we had been. Everything had
blended into the rest of the landscape. I could not even tell for sure where the spot
was. And that’s the way it has remained for this cave at Kalapana.

Excerpt from Mauna Loa Rains

Chapter I
The Wait

The day’s entry in his diary was almost as monotonous as the day before:
Sunny a.m. Rain p.m. Gathered 150 pounds of poha berries
a.m. Transplanted 200 cabbage plants p.m. Quit work at 6:00.
Shelled pohas until 11:00. Packed berries in 4 empty kerosene
boxes….
His back ached from bending over all afternoon preparing the soil and transplanting the cabbages. As he set his pen down and screwed the cover of his ink
bottle, he was conscious of the numbness in his fingers from shelling all the poha
berries. The strong smell of the berries still clung to his fingers although he had
washed his hands in the lukewarm water of his ofuro.
He carefully blotted the entry and closed his diary. It was already past midnight. The rest of the occupants of the two room house were sound asleep. Their
snoring was like a peaceful, lonely symphony to Kintaro. He blew out the lone
flickering light of his kerosene lamp. He sighed as he lay down on his futon.
The day’s entry had been brief. It was just a record of plantings and harvests.
But the thoughts and events of the day had been full. To much to put in the limited
space of his diary. Ah, the innermost yearnings and unspoken thoughts!
Fourteen years in this wilderness. It was February 20, 1920. He had come to
Hawaii on this very day in 1906 at the age of 22. He had come with great dreams
and a strong determination to make something of himself. Even now, after all
these years, he felt a tinge of bitterness as he recalled his unhappy childhood and
youth.
Born as an outcast in his own home, despised and rejected by the man who
had married his mother, but who had not sired him, Kintaro had always lived in
the shadow of his favored older half brother. It was no wonder that Kintaro had
grown up angry and rebellious with a reputation of temperamental behavior.
As a wild and reckless young man he had joined the Japanese marines with
the rest of his rowdy companions. They had, they thought, released themselves
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from any restraints of family, religion, or society, and had engaged in riotous living with women, gambling and sake.
But while his two companions had been killed in the last charge of the RussoJapanese War, Kintaro had emerged sober from his military days without a scar
to speak of Why, he so often wondered, had he been spared.
Kintaro turned over on his side. He was exhausted. He should get to sleep
quickly. Morning would soon come. They would be up by 5:30.
The had been glad to send him away. His stepfather had not even given him a
kind word of encouragement as he had left Japan. His half brother had been more
decent and had given him a good sum of money as his share of the inheritance.
His mother…Kintaro’s heart ached as he recalled the sad look in her soft eyes.
“Take care of yourself, Kintaro,” she had said. “May you be favored with
good fortune as you go to Hawaii.”
Though she had not said anything more, Kintaro felt that she understood and
apologized for all the misfortune he had suffered.
Kintaro sighed again and rolled over on his other side. What time was it? The
other men in the house seemed so far away. Their snoring was so deep, their sleep
complete. If he could sleep. He needed this rest. In two days…
Was it only two more days? The day after tomorrow. He had thought the
days would never move out of his way before February 22 would come when he
would be going to Honolulu to meet and bring home his bride.
What would she be like? Her picture showed her to be a very beautiful
woman. Such a sweet and gentle face. Such delicate features.
Fortune has finally smiled on me, he thought. All these lonely years could be
justified now that he could boast of such a beautiful wife.
His heart filled with pride and joy as he thought of the sighs of admiration
that had come from Saito-san, Nomura-san, and Nakashima-san when they had
seen her picture. Their brides would be coming soon also. Arrangements were
being made with relatives to have them sent over. But they were rather homely,
country women.
Suddenly, a disturbing thought clouded his joy. He opened his eyes.
Lying there quietly, he surveyed his simple abode. There was enough moonlight sifting in from the small windows to enable him to recognize the familiar
sights in the room.
This was the house he and his bachelor friends had built themselves after
they had left the sugar plantation. The walls were of one by twelve rough hewn
lumber. The roof, now well-rusted, was of corrugated iron sheets. The floors of
the two upstairs rooms were neatly covered with goza, the rice straw mats. Except for a few cushions around the low, long homemade table, and the futon on
which they were sleeping, there was no other furniture. This had been an adequate dwelling place for them.
When the other men received their brides, they would be moving to a place
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of their own. This house was Kintaro’s house because he had purchased the land
and the materials for it. While it was nothing compared to the one in which he had
dwelt in Japan, he had been proud of it because the house was his own. But now,
as he thought of bringing his delicate bride home, he had disquieting emotions.
The house looked very shabby. Even in the semi-darkness he noticed the water stains spotted with mold on the paper covering the walls on the north side of
the house where the rains had seeped in. The paper had been white, but now it
was yellowish brown. It was wrapping paper that had been put up on the wall to
prevent the cold wind and the rain from blowing in between the boards.
Ah, the rain. He had grown accustomed to this wilderness and the continual
rains. He had even come to love the loud pelting of the heavy rains and the sighing and the crying of the gentler showers on the tin roof, especially at night.
How many nights he had lain awake and heard the sound of the rain rushing
from the distance through the forest. It would come and scamper over the roof of
the house like a million rice grains.
Would his bride be able to accept this place as her home? It was his permanent home. Though there had been many times when his thoughts had wandered
back to Japan, he had no desire or intention of ever returning there to live. This
new virgin land on the slopes of Mauna Loa was to be his home where his family
would be raised.
He was settling this land and establishing the name of Tomonaga on these
two hundred acres for posterity. It would be for his children and their children
after them.
And with that dream lingering in his heart, Kintaro finally drifted off to sleep.
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His Bride

It was hot, noisy and confusing down at Honolulu Harbor. The Taiho Maru
had just come in. While it came carrying other cargo, none was so precious as the
150 women on board to the boisterous crowd of men who were waiting. This was
the long-awaited moment for them.
For most, it was the consummation of months and years of writing letters
and waiting while family and friends searched and made arrangements for them.
For some, it was a time of great anxiety and almost desperation because there had
been some guile and deception used to bring their brides over.
Most of the men had come over to work on the sugar plantations. Some had
come with the intention of making a sum of money and returning to Japan. For
many, like Kintaro, it had been several long hard years since they had left Japan.
Most of the women were brides who had been located by relatives, friends,
or people acting as matchmakers. They had not even met their partners in person.
For most, they had known each other only through the photographs sent to them.
Kintaro had brought her photograph along so that he could find her. He had
put it in his coat pocket. Not accustomed to wearing a coat, and finding the heat,
noise, and crowd oppressive, he took off his coat.
As the women disembarked, he nervously reached into his coat pocket to get
the picture. Unable to find it in the pocket where he thought he had put it, he began to fumble through the other pockets.
As he searched frantically, a sickening realization came to him that somehow
he had dropped it. He tried to remember where he had taken off his coat. Where
had he been?
The names were being called out. He didn’t have time to go and look for the
picture. He would recognize her and her name when it was called.
Kintaro hastened to the waiting section. He tried to get as close to the front
as possible, but all the other men were pressing eagerly forward too.
It was noisy. The announcer was calling the names with a megaphone. The
names of the women were being called. The men were going up to meet them.
When at last he heard his bride’s name called, Kintaro pushed and shoved
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his way up to her. Yes, there she was. She was more beautiful than her picture.
But, before he could get up to where she was, another man stepped up before
him.
“Sadako-san,” he said alluringly, bowing to her. “This is a most precious moment. You are truly a beautiful dream come to life. Your photograph does not do
you justice.”
Kintaro’s blood gushed to his face in shock and anger. “Just a minute!” he
bellowed. “Sadako-san is my bride!”
“You are mistaken,” the man replied coolly. “Sadako-san is my bride. Here
is her picture. Is she not more beautiful in person?”
“You stole my picture!” Kintaro yelled.
“I am sorry. Sadako-san is my bride,” the man said firmly. “Come, let us go.”
He turned to her.
“I am Tomonaga, Kintaro! Hatsuno-san made the arrangements for us in Osaka!” Kintaro shouted frantically as he realized his dream was being stolen away
before his very eyes.
The astonished woman glanced at Kintaro. He was obviously poor and a
farmer. The other man possessed a flair and a way that was exciting.
With sincere apology in her eyes, her face reflecting a strong mixture of
conflicting emotions from her sudden decision, she stammered nervously, “I am
sorry,” Then, lowering her eyes to avoid Kintaro’s searching eyes, she announced
decisively, “This is my husband.” With that, she walked away with the other man.
In utter dismay Kintaro tried to rush after them. He could hardly recover his
senses in the confusion and hopelessness of the situation. He stopped.
In the commotion of people bustling back and forth, he heard a woman
say, “Excuse me, please.” He paid no attention. They were just voices. So many
voices.
“Tomonaga-san, please excuse me.”
Hearing his name, Kintaro’s vision cleared. There was something of desperation in the woman’s voice that touched his heart and drew him out of his daze.
“Please excuse me,” the woman standing before him said as she bowed her
head. “I saw what has happened.” Blushing with embarrassment and a sense of
desperation the woman blurted out, “I am a woman without a husband!”
Kintaro looked at the woman before him. She was a woman in her thirties, a
plain looking woman, who had passed the flower of her youth. A country woman,
probably, he gathered from her strong, stocky build.
“How is it that you have come to Hawaii then?” Kintaro asked her.
Bowing her head in shame and with downcast eyes, the woman replied with
honest determination. “I have wanted to have a husband and to bear children. I
heard that in Hawaii there are many men who would be glad to receive me as a
wife. So I have come.”
Kintaro felt sorry for her. She seemed like a good, honest woman. But
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she was not his idea of the woman he had planned to marry. For so long he
had visualized a beautiful bride, so much like a delicate ornament—an aesthetic
object—that would lift him out of the rough, hard life in this land of his transplanting.
This woman was so ordinary. Even Nakashima-san’s bride-to-be was better
looking. The men would laugh without end if he should bring this woman home
instead of the woman whose picture they had been admiring for months. It would
be circulated all over the island that Tomonaga-san could not hold his bride even
before he married her.
Having now recovered from his first distressing situation, Kintaro began
awkwardly to disentangle himself from this second web. Nodding his head
sympathetically several times, he acknowledged to her that he understood and
shared her dilemma. But what she was proposing was quite unexpected. But then,
life in this new land was so different. Nevertheless, the entire morning’s events
had completely shaken him to the point where, at this moment, he felt a complete
inability to make any rational decision. Perhaps, later…
Kintaro only saw the top of the woman’s head bowed before him. She nodded her head lower and lower in humiliation. With great restraint girded upon her
emotions, she replied, “Yes, I understand. Thank you very much.”
As she turned and started to walk away, Kintaro felt a rush of his own mixed
emotions sweeping over him and after her. “Wait!” he wanted to call.
A short, sunbrowned man with bloodshot eyes brushed past him. He smelled
strongly of alcohol. “Oi, wahine!” he called after her. His voice sounded gruff
and coarse. He looked and acted like a bachelor who had been in Hawaii for many
lonely years. “Me like wahine for marry. You like?” He grabbed her by the arm
hungrily.
The woman’s pale, round face lost whatever color it had as she turned away
from the man who had made this crude proposal to her. Kintaro saw the fear in
her small slanted eyes.
A sudden concern surged forth for this gentle looking woman. Why should
he not take her for his wife? He was a lonely man. He needed a wife.
Like an angry bull claiming his own, Kintaro rushed up and shoved the drunk
man aside roughly. The morning’s transactions had suddenly turned him from a
dreamer into a realist.
“Please,” he almost begged her. “I am needing a wife. My house is but very
humble. It is in the wilderness. I am a farmer. But the land is good. What is your
name?”
“My name is Ogawa, Teruko,” she replied with tears of joy in her eyes. There
was such a radiance in her smile.
“How beautiful my bride is!” thought Kintaro.
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