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Hawai‘i State Law: 5-7.5 “Aloha Spirit.” (a) “Aloha Spirit” is the coordination of mind and heart within each person. It brings each person to the self. Each person must think and emote good feelings to others. In the contemplation and presence of the life force, “Aloha,” the following unuhi laula loa (free translation) may be used:




“Akahai,” meaning kindness, to be expressed with tenderness;


“Lokahi,” meaning unity, to be expressed with harmony;


“‘Olu‘olu,” meaning agreeable, to be expressed with pleasantness;


“Ha‘aha‘a,” meaning humility, to be expressed with modesty;


“Ahonui,” meaning patience, to be expressed with perseverance.





These are traits of character that express the charm, warmth, and sincerity of Hawaii’s people. It was the working philosophy of Native Hawaiians and was presented as a gift to the people of Hawaii.




“Aloha” is more than a word of greeting or farewell or a salutation.


“Aloha” means mutual regard and affection and extends warmth in caring with no obligation in return.


“Aloha” is the essence of relationships in which each person is important to every other person for collective existence.


“Aloha” means to hear what is not said, to see what cannot be seen, and to know the unknowable.





(b) In exercising their power on behalf of the people and in fulfillment of their responsibilities, obligations, and service to the people, the legislature, governor, lieutenant governor, executive officers of each department, the chief justice, associate justices, and judges of the appellate, circuit, and district courts may contemplate and reside with the life force and give consideration to the “Aloha Spirit.” [L 1986, c 202, §1]





PART ONE


1922 – 1931


[image: Image]





[image: Image] ONE


Honolulu 1922


Dolores’s father deemed her useless when she was seven. Neither he nor her older brother, Pablo, ever said that, but every detail of their leaving told her so. Papa had tried to explain the Hawaiian custom of hānai to her. All she understood was the giving away, leaving her to live with a family not her own.


Papa had completed his work contract on Kaua‘i, but instead of returning to Spain, the place of his birth, Papa had come to Honolulu. Five years later, he decided to go to the mainland to look for work and take Pablo with him. In California there would be no one to look after Dolores, so Papa found a Hawaiian family to hānai his only daughter. Her father said Pablo was smart and strong, so even at nine years old he could work as a floor sweeper or fruit picker.


If she were two years older, like Pablo, she might have gone with them. If Mama had lived long enough to teach her to sew or cook, she might have gone, too. Then again, if Mama had lived, they would all still be at the plantation on Kaua‘i, and Dolores would have another brother or a sister.


Her father carried the cardboard suitcase that held Dolores’s clothes: a couple of dresses and some underthings. Clouds of dust turned her pale legs gray like an awa fish. The air on O‘ahu smelled of citrusy plumeria. At home on Kaua‘i, on the plantation in Makaweli, the dust was familiar and red, the air scented with sweet pīkake flowers. She looked up at Papa and tugged his hand. “Can’t we go home?”


Pablo snickered, but Papa said nothing. “Dolores, quit acting like a baby. Papa’s explained all this to you a million times.” Pablo believed himself two years smarter, but nine was not grown up. She stuck her tongue out at him. He laughed, and she blushed, embarrassed to have proven his point so quickly.


Wisps of dark hair stuck out beneath the brim of Papa’s straw fedora. He squeezed Dolores’s hand. “I worked with Kanoa for years on Kaua‘i, remember? His wife will take care of you, and she has other children for you to play with.”


Dolores nodded because she had no say in the matter. The coconut palms swayed in the late summer breeze. Plantation cottages crowded the road, which was bordered by thick, tough grass. Taro patches gave way to fields of sugarcane in the distance. The plantation owners used every available inch for their money crops. Workers huddled together where they could. They walked past Portuguese Camp with its beehive forno. Dolores’s stomach growled when she smelled the pao duce—Portuguese sweet bread—and the sugary fried dough malasadas. Diamond Head towered over everything, but it wasn’t as big as Kaua‘i’s Na Pali cliffs.


They approached a tin-roofed green plantation house, raised off the ground to discourage termites. Fruit-laden banana trees arced overhead, and a brilliant pink bougainvillea climbed the lana‘i. Scrawny ti plants lined the tin-roofed carport that jutted out from the house on its near side. A rusty truck sat there like it hadn’t moved since before Papa was born.


Dolores tightened her grip on Papa’s hand, not caring that Pablo called her a baby. Her eyes fastened on a large Hawaiian woman seated on the lana‘i. A red hibiscus blossom quivered in the dark waves of hair that fell across her shoulders and down her front. White teeth gleamed in a dark face. Her smile and a graceful wave of her hand greeted them. Yards and yards of fabric, white hibiscus flowers on a blue background, billowed around her.


A piercing howl broke the tension. Dolores recoiled from the wild native boy who screamed as he careened around the corner of the house. Another yelling boy followed, leaped onto the lana‘i, and dodged the wicker chairs. He knocked against the cane table, causing a statue of the Hawaiian god Kāne to rock as if alive.


On the lana‘i, the Hawaiian woman’s booming laugh greeted Dolores’s family and sent the children scurrying.


“Aloha. You must be Noelani,” Papa said. He pushed the brim of his hat back and scratched his forehead as he did when he was nervous.


“Aloha,” Noelani said. “E komo mai, keiki. Welcome, children.”


“Paul isn’t staying,” Papa said. “Just Dolores.”


Paul? Not Pablo? Dolores dropped her eyes to the floor, suddenly shy. Her renamed brother shuffled his feet. She darted a glance at him, but he wouldn’t look back. His Americanized name must be something her brother and father had discussed without her, no doubt while they talked about leaving her with a bunch of strangers. She snuck a look at Noelani. How could Dolores convince Papa not to leave her with this stranger?


“Paul?” Noelani asked as she looked at Papa.


“Yes, on the mainland they’ll call me Paul, and he will be Paul Junior.” He straightened his shoulders.


Noelani nodded. “Welcome to my ‘ohana, Dolores. It be big family, blood and hānai, ya?” She grinned as if making a joke.


Dolores smiled, her brain working harder than it ever had in first grade. Family meant Papa and Pablo—Paul—not a strange woman with a bunch of children.


They followed Noelani into the house. The Hawaiian woman moved with an incongruous grace. Her great bulk flowed as if one with its environment. The sway of hands and hips mimicked the motion of breeze and ocean waves. Once inside, Dolores slipped off her shoes and placed them by the door. She glared at her brother until he did, too. The Hawaiians believed wearing shoes in the house brought bad luck, and she’d need all the luck she could get.


Two windows, open to catch the breeze, flanked the doorway. A fan with enormous leaf-shaped blades spun lazily above her. It wafted a soft breeze over a massive rattan couch that dominated one side of the room. Lurid floral patterns decorated the cushions shaped for large Hawaiian bodies. A watercolor painting of a palm tree-lined beach hung on the wall. Through an arched doorway, three steps led down to the kitchen. Noelani flowed in that direction and reached into the open shelving for plates. She tapped first to scatter any cockroaches.


“Pūpū, ya?” she said over her shoulder as she wiped a plate with a dishcloth.


Papa, Paul, and Dolores stood in the center of the main room. Dolores flipped her skirt to stir air around her thighs. Papa frowned.


Noelani brought a platter of food bites—shrimp and chicken and fish. She also set on the table a koa wood bowl full of poi. Dolores tried not to turn up her nose at the purple paste. Only native Hawaiians could enjoy it.


“You sit,” Noelani insisted. She pulled Dolores’s arm and dragged her into a large rattan chair. The girl sank into it until her feet dangled above the floor. Papa and Paul perched on the edge of the couch. Noelani stood by Dolores, hand on the random curls that covered the girl’s head.


“I must say, this feels odd,” Papa began.


“Mo betta’ you leave her with someone who knows you, ya? Kanoa and I, we take good care,” Noelani said.


Dolores twisted away from Noelani and studied the roughened skin of the woman’s palm, her arms the color of Kona coffee. She smelled of frangipani and rich dark soil.


A slim boy a little older than Paul, clad only in short pants, came into the room and helped himself to the poi. He scooped it into his mouth with two fingers.


“Kaipo, this be Dolores. She stay with us, ya?”


His dark eyes glared at Dolores with no hint of welcome. “Where she gonna sleep?” His tone was as hostile as his eyes.


“Be nice,” his mother scolded lightly. She eyed Dolores’s suitcase. “This all your things?”


Dolores nodded. She liked to think she had memories of her own mother, who’d died when she was two, but in reality, they were other people’s memories told so often she had taken them as her own. Pablo said that Papa had actually laughed when Mama was alive. Her mother must have loved clothes. Papa had left her closet alone, and Dolores played among her dresses. Dresses now sold for two passages to California.


A tiny girl with large dark eyes and tangled hair sneaked into the room and took Kaipo’s hand. “Leia, this is our new sister,” he said. His words dripped scorn.


Leia’s gaze bored into her from eyes as deep as the sea, and Dolores’s stomach churned. Leia belonged in this place. Dolores belonged nowhere. “No need a new sister,” Leia said.


“Show Dolores where she sleep, ya?” Noelani told the children.


Papa handed Dolores the cardboard suitcase and nodded toward Kaipo. Dolores struggled out of the chair. Could she ask Kaipo to help her? He didn’t want her there, so maybe he would suggest her father take her with him. But she couldn’t find the courage.


Kaipo indicated Dolores should follow Leia as the younger girl ran ahead. Dolores felt his eyes on her back as they walked through the small common room. She peeked past a drapery topped with bamboo rings into the room on the left. It was a jumble of boyishness—clothes, bedding, hats, sticks, and rocks littered the room. Kaipo waved her toward the room on the right, holding its drape aside. An open window caught the trade winds that fluttered thin white cotton curtains. Two big beds left very little room to walk around. The heads of both beds were against the wall to prevent demons reaching in the window to cut off sleepers’ heads. The foot of the bed faced the opposite wall, not the doorway. That way a night marcher couldn’t drag children out while they slept. Dolores took a deep calm breath. At least her new room would be safe.


“So, you don’t want me here,” she whispered to Kaipo.


He made an unintelligible noise that meant, “That’s obvious.”


“Convince Papa to take me with him,” Dolores blurted, “and you’ll never have to see me again.”


“Mama would just hānai another daughter we don’t want. You stay.” Kaipo smirked.


Dolores gave him a look of disgust and entered the girls’ room. Leia perched cross-legged on a pineapple pattern quilt, a pillow on her lap, and stared at Dolores. Two other small girls curled next to each other. An older teenage girl occupied the only other bed in the room. She lay on top of a white- and-pale-pink quilt reading a magazine.


Kaipo nodded to the older girl. He kept his eyes on her while he said to Dolores, “Sleeping arrangements are for you girls to work out.”


Dolores must have looked dubious.


“Not good enough?” he sneered.


The teenaged girl looked up. “Pau. E komo mai.” The sharp order to stop was for Kaipo, and the welcome addressed to Dolores.


Kaipo slipped out without a response. The girl on the bed didn’t look Hawaiian like Kaipo or Leia, even though her skin was sun-darkened and her hair black. With a sigh, she laid down her magazine—Paradise of the Pacific—and sat up. “I’m Maria, Noelani’s oldest hānai daughter. You must be Dolores.”


Maria? Not Hawaiian then. Maybe Portuguese or Spanish? “Si,” Dolores told her.


Maria’s mouth turned up into a grim smile. “Yes, I’m Spanish like you, but I don’t remember my parents. You can come with me to Mass on Sundays.”


“Gracias, Maria,” Dolores said, relieved that she would have the familiar comfort of the Catholic Church.


Leia rolled her eyes. The younger ones giggled. Maria quelled them with a glare.


Noelani hadn’t been kidding when she said she had a large family. “You’re the oldest, Maria?”


“Of those that hang around here, yes. Kanoa takes the two older hānai boys with him to the cane fields every day. The little boys beg coins from the tourists on the ships. The tourists love their smiles.”


Dolores put her suitcase on the scuffed wood plank floor, unsure what to do next. She wanted to run back into the main room and cling to Papa, but she didn’t want Maria to think she was a baby like the other girls. Soft footsteps in the hallway saved her.


“Ah, here you are, Dolores. This is nice.” Papa smiled at the room full of girls. “You’ve always wanted sisters, haven’t you?”


“Yes, Papa,” she answered, too relieved to see him to make a fuss over his words.


Maria laughed. “Well, now she has four sisters and five brothers! I hope she’s handy with the laundry!”


Noelani answered, “She be big help bumbye.”


Papa looked at his daughter, and his eyes softened. “Be a good girl, niña.”


“Si, Papa.” Dolores’s eyes tried to tell him everything she couldn’t say in a house full of strangers. I love you. Will you visit? Will you send for me?


He turned to Noelani. “She’ll go to church regularly? You’ll feed her well and make sure her clothes are clean for school? Can you make sure she writes to me?” Suddenly Papa seemed anxious. Dolores’s stomach twisted.


“Pau, Paul,” Noelani told him. “Is orait, ya?”


Papa took a deep breath and rubbed his neck. “Yes, Noelani, it will be all right. I will write to her.” His promise sounded weak, an afterthought. He settled his hat on his head once more. “It’s time to leave. Our ship will board soon.”


Paul hovered in the doorway. “See ya, Sis.” His effort to be casual failed miserably since tears were swimming in his eyes.


Dolores looked away. She blinked to stall her own tears.


Papa leaned over to kiss Dolores on the top of her head and whispered, “Remember, be good. Familia es todo.”


Family is everything. Her father’s favorite saying. Dolores clenched her teeth so she wouldn’t sob and beg to go.


Noelani walked Papa and Paul to the door. Dolores trailed after them.


“Aloha, then,” Papa said. “Mahalo.”


Dolores stood at the open front window and watched her father, with her brother a smaller replica—her entire family—walk along the roadway to catch the streetcar to Honolulu Harbor. Neither looked back.


“Orait, Dolores, they be gone,” Noelani said. Her laughing face transformed into one chiseled from cooled lava. “You clean the girls’ room, ya?”


A shiver of fear ran down Dolores’s spine.
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Laundry Day 1922


The next morning, Maria woke Dolores by climbing over her to get out of bed. Dolores had allowed the teenager as much space as possible by scrunching up on the edge of the mattress. Dolores sat up and rubbed her eyes. In the predawn of what promised to be a warm day, she could barely see the three youngest girls, curled around each other like puppies, beginning to stir in the other bed.


“Time to get up, Dolores. The laundry won’t do itself.” Maria pulled on the same dress she’d worn yesterday.


Dolores crossed herself and muttered, “In the name of the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit.” Maria glanced at her, and Dolores continued her morning prayer silently. God protect Papa and Pablo—no, Paul—in a strange place. Amen.


She stretched and stepped out of bed onto the bare wooden floor, slipped into her own dress, and followed Maria to the house’s single bathroom. Kaipo hunched over the pedestal sink, legs spread and elbows angled to claim it for his own. Dolores recognized the two wild boys from the day before. Polunu and Makaha went to her school. They were not children Papa had allowed her to play with.


“Move, move, move,” said Polunu, the youngest and roundest of the boys, as he shoved his way to the sink. He stood on tiptoe and pumped water into the sink basin.


Makaha climbed on the edge of the claw-footed porcelain tub and balanced with his arms raised high. “I am Kāne! Bow to me!”


“Nonsense,” Maria scolded. Her tone left no doubt that Makaha was a boy, not a Hawaiian god. Tall enough to look over the boys’ heads, she combed her hair and ignored them.


Makaha brushed his teeth and spat over the top of Kaipo’s arms into the sink.


Dolores longed for the peace and quiet of home with her father and brother. She didn’t even have time to wash her face before Maria pulled her along to the kitchen.


Slatted walls in the kitchen allowed a breeze to stir the air and let out some of the heat from the black iron stove where Noelani was frying thick slices of Portuguese sausage. “You sit,” she commanded, waving at the girls with her tongs.


Maria pointed to a straight-backed cane chair at the massive koa wood table in the center of the room. Dolores sat. Kanoa nodded at her over the top of the Honolulu Bulletin and sipped a cup of Kona coffee. Scars and fresh red scratches from sharp cane leaves covered the weathered brown skin of his arms.


Maria reached inside a screened wooden pie safe to fetch a bowl of fruit—bananas and mangoes and papaya—and set it on the table. Two older teenage boys tossed pieces of silverware on the table and brought pitchers of guava juice and papaya juice from the ice box.


“You no spill dat!” Noelani warned with another wave of the tongs. Polunu and Makaha burst in like a gust of wind and bumped into Noelani. Her thick strong arms separated the boys. “You wanna eat, you act betta’.” Clattering plates and pots, she produced a mountain of coconut pancakes, rice, Portuguese sausage, and poi.


The older boys took their seats at the table and scooped rice and sausage and poi onto their plates with the pancakes. Dolores had seen them last night when they’d returned home with Kanoa, all of them covered with sweat and dirt, smelling of burnt cane. The boys had rubbed their sore backs and nodded to her before they cleaned up and dropped into bed. One was Koa and one was Nui, but Dolores wasn’t sure which was which.


The five younger children clambered onto chairs and began to eat. Dolores peered closer at the girls. Kali was the youngest and smallest, maybe two. She guessed the other two to be about four. “What are your names?” she asked.


“Leia,” Polunu said. He pointed. “And that’s Meli. Say hello, babies.”


The girls wrinkled their noses at him but smiled at Dolores.


Polunu and Makaha were closest to her own age, maybe seven or eight. “Stop smacking your food,” Kanoa told them. He didn’t look up from his newspaper.


Leia rolled her eyes at Meli and Kali who giggled at her joke.


“Guava or papaya?” Maria asked the girls. They squealed and giggled. Maria poured them pink guava juice and turned to the boys. “Boys? Guava juice?” They ignored her, and she handed the pitcher to Dolores. Dolores poured herself some guava juice and tried to remember everyone’s name at the table.


This morning Koa and Nui looked more like young Hawaiian gods than overworked sugarcane laborers. The one Dolores thought was Nui had a smile that flashed against his brown face like a stripe of white waterfall against the darker pali. Even in the few hours she’d known him, it was clear he loved poking fun at life. Maria sliced a mango and offered it to Koa. Nui laughed and made a dramatic sweep of his arm to snatch the fruit for himself. Everyone ignored him.


Noelani didn’t eat with them. After she bustled from stove to table, she sat at a small Singer sewing machine in the corner of the kitchen. It whirred away as if possessed and spit out lengths of perfectly hemmed Chinese silk. “Eat up, Dolores,” she said. “Laundry when the family fed, ya?”


Dolores wondered why only Noelani spoke pidgin. Everyone in the islands had a few words of Portuguese, Spanish, Hawaiian, and Japanese, but almost everyone knew English. Maybe Dolores could ask Maria later.


Nui speared a pancake. He dumped it on Dolores’s plate with a spoonful of rice. “Must eat to keep up your energy.”


Dolores smiled and clasped her hands in her lap. Head down, she said grace to herself. “Bless us, O Lord, and these Thy gifts, which we are about to receive from Thy bounty, through Christ our Lord. Amen.” Leia rolled her eyes. Dolores ignored her and put a bite of heaven in her mouth, savoring the coconut pancake and sweet liliko‘i syrup. Breakfasts with Papa and Paul had been much quieter. The food was better here, and more plentiful. Dolores wondered if this was a happy family—mother, father, lots of kids, lots of noise, lots of food. It felt strange.


Leia crawled into her father’s lap and picked up a piece of papaya off his plate. Kanoa put down the paper and kissed the top of her head. He winked at Dolores and smiled. Kali and Meli could barely see over the table. Maria helped them get some pancakes and fruit and then ignored them. Polunu was almost hidden behind his heaping plate, and Makaha’s eyes gleamed with mischief. The boys ate with their fingers and kicked each other under the table.


“What are you doing today, Kaipo?” his father asked.


“Surfing lessons to the malihini on Waikiki,” he answered, his mouth full of rice. He turned to Maria. “The Maui is due in port soon. Some of the Hawaiian lei ladies at the Moana Hotel are looking for help.”


Maria glanced at Noelani and then back to Kaipo. “Tell them I’ll come down tomorrow.”


The sugar mill whistle blew, calling the workers to the fields. Kanoa, Nui, and Koa left through the kitchen door, crossed the lana‘i, and set off through the taro fields to the waiting cane.


As soon as the men left, Noelani looked up from her sewing machine. “Awake and fed, time fo’ work. You go already,” she said, and waved them all toward the back door. “Makaha! No leave the chopsticks like that! You no want the bad luck!”


Makaha hurried to his bowl of rice where he had left the chopsticks sticking straight up. He moved the chopsticks to the table, scattering sticky rice as he did so. Then he ran to shove Polunu as they thundered into the boys’ room. The little girls scampered to play in the yard. Dolores followed Maria out the same door Kanoa had taken. As they passed the door to the boys’ room, Dolores could see sheets flapping like sails and hear thumping as the boys threw things around. She looked at Maria, puzzled.


“They’re cleaning.”


Cleaning? It looked more like playing to Dolores.


Four overflowing baskets of laundry waited for the girls. Two big metal tubs and a modern washing machine filled one end of the lana‘i. A battered wicker chair sat in the corner. A few steps across the tiny yard, a glass-paneled door led to what must be Kanoa and Noelani’s bedroom. It shared a wall with the other bedrooms but had no door to the inside of the house. She learned later that Kanoa had built it when his wife added more and more hānai children to their family.


Maria arranged herself on the chair in imitation of Noelani.


“Get started, Dolores,” she said with a wave of her hand to shoo the younger girl into action.


Dolores stared at her and then peered at the laundry. It was a big household, but the baskets held more laundry than even what Noelani, Kanoa, and ten children could generate.


“Well?” Maria’s tone grew impatient.


“I’ve never done laundry by myself,” she admitted. “I can learn.”


“What chores have you done?”


“Making my bed and putting the clean dishes in the cupboard. I never broke a single one.” Dolores stood straighter. Maybe she wasn’t perfect, but she had something to be proud of. “And I finished my first year of school.”


“What a spoiled haole!” she sneered. “Makaha helps with the dishes, and Polunu sweeps the house and lana‘i. Everyone has a task. Pay attention and I’ll turn you into a proper kanaka!”


Dolores doubted learning to do laundry would make her a proper Hawaiian, but this would be her chore, so she paid attention as Maria called out instructions like a queen from her throne.


“Take the white clothes out of that soak tub, wring them out, and put them in the machine.” Maria pulled out a folded magazine. When she opened it, Dolores saw it was the Paradise of the Pacific Maria had been reading the day before.


“Why are you reading that tourist thing?”


“I make money selling leis to the malihini,” Maria answered. “I have to know how the islands are being advertised to tourists. If they expect demure native girls, I can do that. If they expect a friendly aloha, I can do that, too. Give them what they expect, and the tip is bigger.” She settled back to read.


No tourist had ever visited the plantation camps where Dolores had lived. More things she didn’t know. She turned back to the laundry.


Clouds of white fabric floated in the lukewarm soak water. She picked up one corner, surprised by its weight. She recognized a bedsheet and squeezed. By the time she had worked her way to the other end of the sheet, sweat slicked her forehead. She wrestled the sheet into the machine and didn’t let it drag on the floor. Proud of her accomplishment, Dolores turned to Maria for further instructions.


Noelani burst through the door. “Wot? First load no pau? You girls talk story?”


Maria jumped off the chair, tucked her Paradise of the Pacific under the cushion, and hurried to turn the fill valve on the washer. “Dolores started with the sheet. It took lots of wringing.” She motioned to the box of Borax, and Dolores handed it to her.


Once the circular bin of the washing machine filled with water, it began to rotate. Maria poured in the soap, focused on the task and not Noelani. Suds foamed up.


Maria slammed the lid shut. “The lid keeps in the heat, so the clothes wash better.”


Noelani’s eyes narrowed. “Dolores no do laundry?”


“She’s not familiar with this kind of machine, that’s all,” Maria said.


Surprised at her defense, Dolores said nothing. Noelani glared at each of them in turn then went back into the house. The door crashed shut behind her.


“Thank you,” Dolores told Maria.


“You never want to seem lazy to Noelani. Never,” Maria warned.


“What happens?” Dolores asked. She thought of her father, who already had no use for her and had given her away.


“Noelani works constantly. She sews dresses for the girls in Iwilei, does ironing and laundry for the army, and even sells some cooking to the camp stores. She has no time for lazy children.”


Dolores shook her head, taking it all in. However hard she drove them, it seemed Noelani drove herself harder. Papa worked hard, too. No family had room for a useless child. She blinked her eyes to keep the welling tears inside. “I’m not lazy. And I’m not useless,” she said, clamping her lips together. “She can’t give me away.”


Maria gave her an odd look, started to say something, stopped, then began again. “You can love someone and not love what they do.”


Dolores thought of her father, very much loved, and his leaving. She blinked hard as tears threatened.


“Come on,” Maria said, “let’s put the boys’ shorts in to soak and wring out the next load.”


Working together, they had two more sheets ready to go into the washer when the first was done. They pulled it out into a basket, and the others went in. Maria showed her how to rinse the sheet in a tub of clean water. Dolores’s hands reddened from the soap and puffed from the water. Her arms ached up to her ears, but she refused to give up.


Once rinsed, the dripping sheet needed to be wrung out again. Maria demonstrated how to use the wringer, and Dolores flushed with embarrassment that she’d tried to do it by hand the first time. The crank and rollers were certainly more efficient, but her shoulders ached.


“How many loads must we do?” Dolores asked. She eyed the stack of laundry.


“Two more loads of sheets, two of dresser scarves, pillowcases, towels—that sort of thing, and three of colored dresses and shirts.”


Dolores groaned and Maria laughed. They laughed as they washed and wrung out laundry, rinsed and wrung again. Finally, they hung everything on a line in the yard to dry. At the end of the day, Dolores felt as if she could flap in the breeze like the laundry. But she and Maria had smiled and laughed. That took the sting out of her aches.


It wouldn’t last, of course.


At dinner, Noelani frowned at them. “You wahine pretty slow wit the laundry today, ya? Dolores never make beds in the wahine room.”


“I’m sorry, Noelani,” Dolores said. “We’ll be faster next week.” Maria had never told her she needed to do the beds. Besides, laundry had been well underway by the time Kali and Meli rolled out of bed.


“Next week?” Noelani turned to Maria.


Maria’s smile dimmed. “Noelani’s taken on some new laundry customers. You’ll be in charge of laundry every day in addition to making both beds in our room.”


“Every day?” All the warmth that remained from the afternoon’s laughter slowly drained from her.


“And I won’t be here to help.” Maria’s eyes fastened on her plate of kālua pork. “Quite a few passenger ships are due over the next few days, and I can make good money putting leis together at the hotel.”


A stone settled in Dolores’s heart. Tomorrow she would do it all over again. Alone. “Every day.”


“So you work faster, ya?” Noelani told her. “On Sunday you go church.”


“May I be excused?”


Noelani nodded at her.


Dolores fled before her tears fell. She would not let them see her cry. Locking herself in the bathroom, she sobbed in self-pity, in frustration, and in anger.
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FROM the back lana‘i Dolores couldn’t see the stranger who came to Noelani’s door on Saturday, but his booming voice carried clearly.


“You’re doing me a great favor, Noelani,” he said.


Dolores listened hard for Noelani’s response while she forced her arms to shove dirty laundry into the machine.


“Bachelor no do laundry, ya? Hawaiian girls best fo’ laundry, ya?”


“You got that right!” He laughed like a tourist trying to impress a native with how friendly he was.


Dolores shook her head as she ran another shirt through the wringer. Hawaiian girls? Would this man pay if he knew a young Spanish girl was doing his laundry? After she hung the clean shirt, the last of load number two, she returned to the basket and picked up the next dirty garment—one of the boys’ underwear. She spotted a thick brown smear and almost dropped it. Retching in disgust, Dolores carried it with thumb and forefinger to the soaking tub. Chunks of brown fell out, but she didn’t smell what she expected to. Upon closer inspection, the smear was mud. Disgust turned to anger. What had she done to the younger boys to merit a prank like this? The mud required more effort to clean. Dolores scrubbed the stain with enough ferocity to wipe noses off faces.


Just as the brown streak disappeared, Noelani appeared. Dolores saw nothing but the hem of her mu‘umu‘u under a huge stack of clothes. “New customer,” she said. The pile of clothes muffled her voice. “Good fabrics, ya? Mālama pono—Be careful!”


Dolores glared as she took the clothes. She knew Noelani couldn’t see her. But the sixth sense of the Hawaiian woman’s ancestors kicked in.


“Is pilikia, Dolores? You have problem? You wanna live like ali’i? Ha! You not royalty. I need honest day’s hana from you. No faddah spoil you now.”


Dolores didn’t respond, but then Noelani didn’t wait around for her words either. Honest day’s work. No problem. Her whole life was warm water—soak water, wash water, rinse water—and her hands already looked like puffy pink sausages. Where was Papa at this moment? And Paul? Had they found jobs yet? Please, Lord, give me the strength to do this. Dolores gritted her teeth, pushed away pitiful thoughts, and wrung the next towel with feverish intensity. When she learned to do laundry well, she would be useful to Papa. And he’d come back for her.
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Our Lady of Peace


On Sunday morning, Dolores struggled into her dress. She winced as she stretched her aching arms to tie the sash at her back. Maria’s polka-dotted blue dress hung loosely on her body. The dropped waist gave way to a pleated skirt that swirled when she turned. It had been a fine dress once, but it drooped from over-washing. Still, it was nicer than Dolores’s once-white dress. Noelani, pleased with the extra lei money from the past week, had given Maria a few extra coins of her own; this pleased Maria, who hummed as she brushed her hair. Dolores fingered her own coins, hidden deep in her pocket. Noelani had inspected Dolores’s work and grudgingly approved. It was more like an allowance than a salary, but it was the first money she’d earned herself. If Papa couldn’t come to her, Dolores would save enough to go to him. No matter how long it took. Imagine Papa’s pride when she paid her own passage and arrived with useful skills!


Maria placed a felt hat, trimmed in yellow ribbon, on her head. She checked the mirror and tilted the brim on one side as if she were on her way to see a boyfriend. Dolores dropped her eyes to the floor, uncomfortable, having never seen such behavior while getting ready for church.


Maria turned toward her and frowned. “Don’t you have a hat?”


Papa had sold Dolores’ hat, and most of her meager wardrobe, for his passage to the mainland. Papa hadn’t remembered she’d need a hat for church. “No,” she admitted. It might take her weeks to save for a hat, and years to save ship’s fare.


Maria went to the closet and returned with an old straw hat, its pink ribbon streamers faded by time and sun. She clapped it on the younger girl’s head, and Dolores whispered her gratitude. “Let’s go,” Maria said. “We don’t want to be late.”


They left Noelani’s house and walked down the dirt road. Dolores pretended she was escaping. She would become the famous Spanish laundress of Honolulu, with her own business. It would be easy to save for passage to California. Imagine Papa and Paul’s surprise! Even in her imagination, though, the picture faded of a happy family embracing her at the end of the journey. It seemed impossible.


The sun stung her neck and arms, but a nice breeze softened the heat. Palms and banana trees lined the road, and puffy white clouds rolled by overhead. More than half the houses had cars in their carports. Dolores recognized the clusters of plantation cottages they passed by the flowers and foliage in their yards. The Puerto Ricans had coffee and pigeon peas, and the Chinese had lychee. The Portuguese grew grapes along wooden fences, and the Filipinos had the malunggay. Hawaiians, like Noelani and Kanoa, didn’t have their own camp but lived among the others identified by lucky ti plants to protect against obake. Dolores shook her head, unwilling to think about ghosts on her way to church.


As soon as they could, the girls caught the streetcar to Beretania Street. Dolores dug deep into her pocket and found a nickel to pay her own fare. Maria chose a seat, and Dolores slid in next to her. The streetcar lurched forward, bell clanging.


“I haven’t seen you at Our Lady before,” Maria said.


“I used to go to the early Mass with my father and brother.”


“Don’t tell Noelani there’s an earlier Mass. She’ll make us go to that one and start our chores earlier.”


Dolores groaned. “Chores? On Sunday? What happened to a day of rest?”


“Dust and dirt have no respect for God. Noelani isn’t Catholic. She believes we find aloha in hard work, and aloha is her concept of holiness.”


“She must think I’m a saint,” Dolores muttered. Maria laughed.


They chatted like old friends as the streetcar left the O‘ahu Sugar Plantation camps. With Diamond Head at their backs, the car rattled down its tracks toward downtown Honolulu and Our Lady of Peace, the oldest Catholic church in the islands. Dolores wondered if she would feel embraced or abandoned in the familiar church—she’d never been there without Papa and Paul.


They left the streetcar at the corner near downtown and walked the short block to the church. Dolores’s spirits lifted as she sighted the church’s concrete bell tower. They walked through the main doors on the long side of the building and arrived behind rows of pews that mirrored similar rows across the center aisle of the church. The polished wooden pews sat under the floor of the balcony. If she stepped into the center of the church, the soaring curves of the ceiling would lift her soul to heaven. She took a few steps in that direction, already anticipating the comfort of Jesus on the cross above the altar, but Maria tugged at her arm.


“This way,” she hissed. Dolores followed her to the far end of the church.


The seat Maria chose was so far from the altar they might as well have been on the beach. From here the priest was an ant. The joy of Mass dulled by distance. In front of Dolores, a fussy child cried as soon as the first prayers began.


A soldier sat in front of Maria and turned to smile. Maria giggled. Giggled. In church. Dolores stared at him with eyes wide. His army uniform made him look serious and important, his blond hair slicked back shiny smooth. Blond hair was odd on the island—even haoles seemed to have brown. The soldier’s hat lay beside him on the pew, as if distancing him from the baby. Dolores gave him a sympathetic smile. He smiled back, big and warm, and Maria pinched her.


“Stop flirting, Dolores!” she whispered. Her smile focused on him and twisted around her words.


Her words astonished Dolores. She couldn’t imagine why she would flirt—she had no interest in boys. They were dirty and noisy. The boys at Noelani’s showed that, the younger ones always muddy and the older ones always arguing. Maria smiled and batted her eyelashes. She lowered her head and looked at him sideways from under her hat brim. Maria’s giggles and smiles made Dolores realize why the older girl had chosen this pew. She sat here every week, and it had nothing to do with Mass.


During the next hour, the distractions were louder than the priest. Dolores missed the low rumble of Papa’s murmured prayers. She tried to find the soothing spirit that reassured her Mama was watching, but she failed. Dolores gave up on squinting to see the priest and watched Maria make a fool of herself.


When the service ended, the two girls left the sanctuary. Maria looked for the soldier. “Isn’t he really old?” Dolores asked, a little sharply.


Maria laughed. “Maybe for a seven-year-old, but not for me. I’m seventeen, after all. Peter is a member of the army band. He’s very handsome, and he’s nice.”


Maria pulled her arm, maneuvered them toward the man; then she acted surprised he was there. Dolores shook her head in consternation.


“Peter, let me introduce my younger hānai sister,” Maria said. She leaned close as if the crowd were pushing her toward him. “This is Dolores.” Maria put her arm around Dolores as if she were her sister. Dolores smiled at him.


“Hello, Dolores,” Peter said kindly. “Where did you come from?”


“Pleased to meet you, Peter. I’m living with Maria’s family until my father returns for me from the mainland.” She said the words aloud for the first time. She hoped Peter couldn’t hear the longing in them. Papa would return for her. She knew it in her heart, even if her brain sometimes doubted.


“Pleased to meet you, too, little miss,” he said with a grin.


Maria’s hand clenched Dolores’s shoulder until she winced. “Dolores, have you ever had an ice cream soda at Benson-Smith’s?”


Of course not. She shook her head and clasped her lips tight to keep in the sharp words.


“Come on along, then,” Peter said.


It had been much too early for ice cream after the Mass Dolores attended with Papa. Papa had deprived her and Paul of a special memory. She shook her head. Papa never had the money for ice cream. Nonetheless, it would have been a nice treat and a wonderful family memory.


Maria stepped up next to Peter, and Dolores walked on her other side. Many of the parishioners from Our Lady of Peace were strolling in the same direction. Others veered off toward Chinatown or headed back up the hill to Punch Bowl. The three of them walked makai, toward the ocean. Above and behind the Fort Street shops, Dolores could see the swaying coconut palms that lined Kalakaua Avenue as it snaked along Waikiki Beach past the tourists who were breakfasting at the Moana Hotel.


The clerk at Benson-Smith’s cash register smiled as they entered. Dolores scanned the floor-to-ceiling shelves that contained all manner of candy, perfume, and toiletries. A soda fountain ran the length of the store. Soda jerks in white uniforms with white caps stood behind a gleaming stainless-steel counter whose stools already contained a cross section of Honolulu’s population. Two large native men spooned ice cream sundaes into their mouths and laughed at a joke told in Hawaiian. At the other end of the counter, a Chinese couple with their small son sipped root beer floats. The couple sat straight as surfboards and looked much too rigid and ceremonious to be in this place. Their son had probably begged for the treat this morning.


Peter selected a stool midway down the counter, and Maria sat next to him. Dolores scrambled up next to Maria, who dug Noelani’s coins from her pocket.


Peter saw her with the coins and said, “Oh, no, let me pay for all of us to celebrate Dolores’s first visit to Benson-Smith.”


Maria giggled, hid her mouth with her hands, and gasped her thanks. Dolores looked directly at Peter. “Mahalo,” she told him.


“Are you from the islands?” he asked.


“I was born on Kaua‘i, but we moved here when I was young.”


“Like she isn’t young now?” Maria said, patting Dolores’s head as she might a puppy.


Dolores sipped her ice cream soda in silent delight.


“Dolores, do your parents go to the earlier Mass? Why don’t you attend with your mother while your father is on the mainland?” Peter asked.


Dolores looked at Maria in confusion. She’d introduced Dolores as her hānai sister. Didn’t Peter know what that meant? “My mother died when I was a baby. My father left me to go to the mainland to find work.” She tried to keep her voice even, but a traitorous quaver snuck in at the end.


“I’m sorry for asking. I should have realized.” He looked at Maria and grimaced.


“It’s all right,” Maria told him. “I’m sure her first ice cream soda makes up for it.”


They laughed and sipped their drinks, but Dolores didn’t share their amusement. An ice cream soda could never replace her father.


When all three glasses were empty, Peter stood up. “I’d better take my leave, ladies. Dolores, I enjoyed meeting you. Maybe you’ll join us next week, too?”


“I’d like that,” she assured him. Looking at Peter made her smile.


“We need to go, too,” Maria said. “Keep aloha in your heart, Peter.” She stood up and brushed off her skirt.


They followed Peter out of the store. He waved good-bye and walked back up Fort Street toward the church. Across the street, Culman’s curio shop remained closed like all the Fort Street shops on Sunday. Dolores would have liked to buy a picture postcard there to send to Papa. Maybe Noelani would allow her time to do that during the week if she worked hard.


The girls caught the streetcar and headed back down Beretania toward Diamond Head. Dolores sat back and relaxed, full of ice cream and holiness. Outside the streetcar, Honolulu lazed in the spectacular Sunday sun. A white bird sang from a clump of bamboo, and colorful parakeets flew among the treetops. People in summer dresses and suits walked along the street. No one hurried. Maria, too, seemed content to sit quietly.


Back at Noelani’s, the whirl of activity engulfed them as she prepared a gargantuan feast. Dolores mashed taro roots with a stone pestle to make enough poi for the entire United States Navy. At least with laundry, both arms hurt evenly, she thought as she shook out her poor right arm. Maria shredded the kālua pork, and the little girls attempted to set the table. It surprised Dolores when the door opened and large Hawaiian men and women filled the room. They called greetings in pidgin, Hawaiian, and English and put piled-high plates of food on the table. Everyone talked at once.


“How many people are coming?” Dolores asked Maria.


“Sunday dinners are a big thing,” she said.


“Aren’t the twelve of us enough?”


Noelani heard them. “Everyone be ‘ohana,” she said. “It nevah hard work when it for ‘ohana.”


Dolores disagreed. Everything near Noelani was hard work. And everyone was a stranger.


“What wrong, haole?”


She never could hide what she was thinking.


“People no be perfect,” Noelani admonished her with a fierce scowl. “They make the mistakes and have spats, but ‘ohana embrace them. It be aloha spirit, muse of the islands. The work of our hands is offering, ya?” She waved a hand off into the distance as if she were performing.


Dolores shook her head, too tired to deal with this raw new family. She spent her weekdays drowned in laundry; now her Sundays would be drowned in poi. Dolores couldn’t feel any aloha spirit. “If you say so.” The words came out snippy, even to her ears, and she cringed. Noelani’s eyes darkened, and her lips clenched into a line, but she said nothing.


When the extra people began to leave in ones and twos, Dolores turned her back on the sink full of dishes. “I’ll be outside,” she said. Maria, her arms sudsy to the elbows, shook her head. Noelani, with the dishcloth in her hands for drying, clenched her lips again. Dolores turned away before they could see the tears welling in her own eyes. She was so tired, so sore and tired. It wasn’t possible for her to work one more minute. In the yard, a group of young men stood and talked. All the women sat on the lana‘i and talked story. For some reason, they didn’t have to work themselves to death like Noelani. Dolores leaned against the lana‘i pole and absently twisted the bougainvillea until the brilliant pink flower came off in her hand. As the bustle in the kitchen ebbed, Dolores collapsed on the lana‘i steps.


Kaipo came to find her. “You need to learn to be part of us,” he said. He stood above her and leaned against the lana‘i pole she’d held up earlier.


“What do you mean?” Dolores didn’t even look up at him.


His neutral tone sharpened. “When you give Mama attitude, she takes it out on all of us. She ordered Kali and Meli to bed early.”


Dolores couldn’t help it. She snorted a laugh before she could stifle it. “How did Leia escape their fate?”


Kaipo’s eyes darkened. “Those little girls did nothing to you, yet your behavior got them punished.”


“I did nothing.”


“You made Mama angry with your scowls, and you embarrassed her in front of ‘ohana when you refused to do your chores. She always responds by punishing everyone. That’s not fair.”


“Nothing’s fair.” It seemed odd for him to warn her about getting the hānai children punished. He and Leia could do no wrong in Noelani’s eyes. How fair was that?


“Your life will be miserable if you continue,” Kaipo said. “Mama will punish you, the keiki will hate you, and the rest of us will ignore you. Mama’s Hawaiian roots are the most important thing to her. The food, the music, the ‘ohana—it’s all part of a way of life that is being swallowed by haole sugar planters. She works hard to hold on.”


“What about Kanoa? Does he feel the same?” she asked.


Kaipo hesitated. “The lunas in the fields beat down the men who work for someone else’s wealth.”


“Not too enjoyable,” she said, meaning to convey empathy.


He bristled. “Let me give you some advice. If you want any chance to enjoy your life, you won’t alienate all of us.” He didn’t wait for her response and slammed the screen as he went into the house.


Still confused about the seriousness of her transgression, Dolores turned away and looked makai, toward the unseen sea, out over the street, over the houses and foliage of the plantation camps. Across that sea, the man who’d always treated her well was trying to start a new life. She must not think of him anymore. She must focus on her own new life.


Standing, Dolores brushed her skirt with her hands and headed to bed. The little girls were already asleep, dried tears on Meli’s face. Dolores felt a pang of guilt that something she had done might have caused those tears. As she parted the mosquito netting and eased her aching body into bed, Maria lifted her head off the pillow. “This was a long day, going from church to family dinner. Tomorrow, though, you have school.”


“You don’t?”


She shook her head. “Noelani doesn’t believe in high school. I stopped going when I was in sixth grade. A lot of island kids do.”


That meant Dolores had five more years of daily reprieve. Five more years to learn something that would make her useful to someone other than Noelani. To Papa. She would work hard to feel the aloha spirit until she could make a better way for herself.
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School 1922


Dolores returned to Waikiki Elementary School feeling like a very different girl than the one who had completed first grade there. As she walked to school with Makaha and Polunu, she tried to lag behind, to distance herself from them, but Makaha seemed to know what she was doing. “Come on, little sis, catch up,” he said, waiting for her with a wicked grin.


Polunu pulled from his pocket a grubby piece of sugar cane, about four inches long and almost an inch in diameter. He waved it in the air as if herding her with it. When she scowled at him, he gnawed on the cane, sucking sweet juice from the pulp before spitting it on the ground.


As they neared the playground, Dolores spotted her friends, Rose and Kimiko. Rose had a new dress, stiffly starched, and a matching ribbon in her straight brown hair. Kimiko always reminded Dolores of a doll because she was so dainty. They waited for Dolores as usual. Now the world felt normal. She would spend schooldays with her friends just like she always had. She waved to them with her whole arm. Polunu and Makaha drifted away to find their own friends, or trouble, whichever came first.


“Where were you all summer, Dolores?” Rose asked as she approached. Without waiting for an answer, she continued, “We went to the zoo in Kapi‘olani Park. They have a new monkey!”


“Really?” squealed Kimiko. “The old one was nasty. He threw things at the people.”


“Have you been to the zoo yet?” Rose asked.


The words washed over Dolores as if foreign, from a strange world she no longer knew. She shook her head, overcome with emotion. Her life had changed so much, so very much. If her friends invited her to the zoo today after school, even if Noelani allowed it, Dolores knew she’d be so exhausted she wouldn’t be able to enjoy it.
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