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For Doris Berg Nye and her family,
whose brave lives and actions inspired Rosie’s story


No free man shall be seized, or imprisoned, or disseized of land,

Or outlawed, or in any way destroyed;

Nor will we condemn him, nor will we commit him to prison,

Excepting by the legal judgment of his peers, or by the laws of the land.

— Magna Carta, Article 39, the basis of the United States Constitution


Chapter 1

Oahu, Territory of Hawaii, December 7, 1941

Rosie could read the funnies for herself and had been able to since she was four. But sitting on the arm of Papa’s easy chair, leaning into him, and laughing together at Nancy and Sluggo or L’il Abner on Sunday morning was one of her favorite parts of the week.

The sweet smell of baking muffins drifting from the kitchen made her stomach growl and her mouth water as she listened with one ear for Mama to call them to breakfast.

Rosie felt the BOOM! of an explosion almost before she heard it. She had to wrap her arm around Papa’s neck to keep from tumbling off the arm of the chair.

Papa dropped the newspaper and the two of them sat, frozen, as more explosions rocked the house. Rosie covered her ears against the noise.

“What was that?” her little brother Freddie yelled from his room across the hall.

Rosie and Papa exchanged glances as Rosie jumped up and crossed to the window in two leaps, her father right behind her. Huge columns of black smoke boiled over the island between their home and Pearl Harbor. More explosions shook the house and rattled the windows.

“A fuel tank exploding, perhaps?” Papa murmured, almost to himself.

Rosie nodded. Yes, she thought, a fuel tank. There had been explosions before, but this one felt different—bigger, for sure. And the blasts didn’t stop. Rosie flinched as still another BOOM! rocked the house.

Leaving Papa at the window, Rosie ran down the stairs and out into the yard. The clouds of thick, black mushrooming smoke grew and crept slowly away from the harbor as Rosie continued to feel and hear one blast after another until they seemed to run together. The smell was faint, but ugly. She wrinkled her nose. Feeling a tug on her arm, Rosie looked down. Freddie pointed overhead.

Rosie followed the direction of his finger and stared, not exactly sure what she was seeing. A plane flew low against the blue sky dimmed by smoke, so low she could see into the cockpit—the pilot’s face half covered with goggles and the scarf tied around his neck. The plane was not like any she had seen on maneuvers from the nearby air bases. This one was marked with a red sun on the side. A bad feeling crept through Rosie. The expression on the man’s face showed he was up to nothing good, and when she looked up and around, more planes followed, the roars of their engines deafening.

“Rosie! Freddie! Innerhalb!” Mama called.

Freddie spread his arms and ran around the yard, mimicking the sounds made by the airplanes flying overhead. Rosie followed Freddie, flying across the yard with arms wide until a single thought fixed her into place, staring up into the sky. This wasn’t a movie they were watching at the cinema. This—the planes, the smoke, the attack—was real.

Rosie looked toward the house and the panic on Mama’s face infected her. Her breath caught and she froze in place until her mama’s voice urging them inside broke through the roar of the planes.

“Schnell Lieblinge! Im inneren!” Mama called yet again.

“I’m the Army!” Freddie lowered his head and ran full speed toward Rosie. “You’re the bomber!” He rammed into her and both fell to the ground.

“Gotcha!” Freddie scrambled to his feet and took off again.

Rosie stood slowly and scanned the sky, hoping to see the familiar Army planes chasing the menacing planes, but she saw only more of the same red suns winking down at them.

“Roselie! Frederick August! Diese minute! Im hause!” Mama called shrilly.

Rosie knew Mama meant it when she used their whole names and spoke in German. It was mostly in times of stress that Mama reverted to the old language.

Rosie caught her brother by the wrist and led him inside.

The radio blared. “This is the real McCoy! This is not a test! Pack food and clothing! Be prepared to evacuate to the hills. We are under attack by the Japs!” The announcer sounded like he was shouting to make sure everyone heard. “Pearl Harbor is under attack! Hawaii is under attack!”

“The real McCoy,” Freddie said, zooming around the kitchen still in airplane mode. “The real McCoy! And that was a real Jap, Rosie. We saw a real Jap coming to drop bombs on us.”

Drop bombs on them? The noise and the smoke. The planes were dropping bombs, but the explosions looked far away. Would they come back and drop bombs over their valley? Rosie, her knees weak with fear, had to sit down.

She looked up to see her mother leaning against the kitchen counter. Rosie needed to hear Mama say they were safe, that they would be okay. “Mama …” she started to say.

Mama straightened slowly and moved to the kitchen table. She placed her hand over Rosie’s. Mama’s hand felt cold and shook slightly. “Not to worry, liebling. He is not going to drop bombs on us!” she said quietly. “He will drop them on the Navy ships and the Army base, not on us.”

Rosie took heart from Mama’s brave words. Still, Mama was afraid. Rosie heard it in her voice. She put her arms around her mother’s waist and hugged her tightly. Mama hugged her back. “We’ll be all right,” Rosie whispered. Mama nodded as she turned back to the sink.

Papa entered the kitchen quietly and took a seat across from Rosie. Together they listened to every word the announcer said. Rosie waited for Papa’s added assurance that they would be safe, but he said nothing, an almost blank look on his face as if he couldn’t believe what he was hearing.

Freddie had dug out one of his toy metal planes and flew it around the kitchen. Rosie wanted him to sit down, be quiet. But he was only seven and had no idea of the danger they were in.

“Papa, we could see the pilot’s face,” Rosie said. “He was flying so low. Why was he so low?” She couldn’t stop thinking about the plane coming lower and lower, closer and closer.

“Ah, the valley makes a perfect path to the harbor. And the pilots dropped down to better hit their targets, I imagine,” Papa answered, his voice shaky. His hands were clasped tightly as they rested on the table top, his knuckles white.

“But how did they fly all the way here from Japan?” Rosie asked.

“Not all the way, I would think. They probably flew from warships that brought them closer, close enough to attack.” Papa rubbed his face.

“Why?” Rosie asked. “Why Hawaii?” People spoke always of their islands, the only home she’d ever known, as paradise, and she believed it wholeheartedly—the fair weather, the flowering plants, the friendly people, the land itself so welcoming to life. It was a sin to intrude on their paradise with bombs and … she tried to block the image but it came anyway: death.

“If the Japanese control Hawaii, they will control the Pacific. It will give them a base to attack both east and west.” Papa shook his head. “But that will not happen.” He took Rosie’s hand and squeezed. “The Army will not let that happen … ” his voice trailed off.

“But where are our planes? All the planes we saw were Japanese,” Rosie said.

Papa shook his head and shrugged. Rosie noticed that his eyes glistened with tears.

Mama mumbled, “Not another war.” She shook her head and repeated, “not another war.”

“Do we need to pack? Be ready to go?” Rosie asked. “The man on the radio said be ready to evacuate.” She felt an urgency to gather things she might need, that she couldn’t live without—clothes, books, her journal, and food, of course.

Papa shook his head again. “That man is speaking his own fears of invasion. There is no official word.”

“It will mean a war, Henry, another war.” Papa stood and opened his arms. Mama leaned against his chest. “With the Germans. Last time we fought the Germans, it was terrible. People hated us.”

“We have friends here, Greta. It will be different this time.” He patted her back.

Rosie wasn’t sure what her mama was talking about. Mama had lived in Hawaii during the last war, just like she did now—she’d never lived anyplace but Hawaii. Papa had been a young boy in Germany then and didn’t like to talk about the war. He had come to America to study soon after and had never gone back. And now he was an American citizen like Mama, Rosie, and Freddie, who had been born here. He was so proud of his citizenship!

Rosie wondered if her Mama had been paying attention. “Mama, the war the Germans are fighting is in Europe.” And that is far, far away, she thought as she spoke. “These are Japs doing the bombing. The radio said it was Japs.”

“It will soon, very soon, be part of one big war,” said Papa sadly. “And now it is here, too.”

“But why …”

Papa interrupted. “There are some very bad men in charge. In Germany, Hitler; in Italy, Mussolini; in Japan, Tojo. They want to rule the world. Hitler has been stomping his way through Europe, conquering one country after another. So far, no one has been able to stop him. Maybe now we will have to be part of this war.” Papa paused and shook his head. “Liebes mädchen, the world these men envision is not the world of America.”

Conquer. “C-O-N-Q-U-E-R,” Rosie spelled out loud, and then clapped her hand over her mouth. She’d started spelling words aloud ever since she’d become obsessed with winning the All-Hawaii spelling bee, especially when she was nervous. But how could she, in this moment of danger and uncertainty, even think about that silly spelling bee?

Papa’s head pulled up sharply and a smile played at the corners of his mouth. “Ah, my spelling princess,” he said. “Do you spell out your sentences before you speak them? Can you spell democracy?”

“D-E-M-O-C-R-A-C-Y,” Rosie spelled easily.

“That is what we will be fighting for. Now, dictatorship, because that is what we are fighting against. That is how the Axis countries rule.”

“D-I-C-T-A-T-O-R-S-H-I-P,” Rosie spelled in a small voice. She had overheard Mama and Papa discussing Adolph Hitler and the Nazis in Germany, usually when they thought she and Freddie were asleep or busy elsewhere. Even though he hadn’t seen them in many years, Papa had family in Germany and he worried about them.

The war in Europe had also been discussed in current events class at school, but it always seemed far away. Rosie had never expected war to show up practically in her front yard.

The radio had faded to static and Papa twirled the dial, trying to locate a station with a signal. “The bombs must have interfered with the towers, or perhaps the Army needs the radio frequency,” Papa said as he stepped back and stared at the wooden box.

If Papa couldn’t make the radio work, no one could. After all, Papa was the Radio King of the Hawaiian Islands. Everyone brought their broken sets to him to fix and relied on him to recommend the best set for their needs when they needed to buy a new radio.

Rosie knew he must feel lost without the radio telling him what was happening. She knew because she felt like a member of the family was missing without the words coming out of the air and into the house.

The sounds that took the place of those words—the whine of overhead planes and blasts of erratic explosions—added to the tension. Sirens had joined the din with a high-pitched up and down wail, and again she covered her ears.

Papa had leaned in close to the radio and was listening again. “They are saying to stay inside and stay off the roads,” he said. “If you have medical training, you are needed to help with the wounded. They are bombing all the military installations—Pearl Harbor, Kanoehe Bay, Schofield Barracks, Hickam, everywhere.”

Rosie pushed her chair back. She needed her journal. Perhaps if she wrote down what she saw and heard happening around her it would make her feel less frightened. And she would make a list of things to pack in case they did have to evacuate to the hills. She ran up the stairs to the family’s living quarters and grabbed her journal and a pencil off her bed. As she turned to go back to the kitchen, she almost tripped over an orange ball of fur which rocketed out of the room and down the steps in front of her. Rosie tried to catch her cat but it shot out the kitchen door that someone—probably Freddie—had left ajar.


Chapter 2

“Kitty!” she called, thinking how scared her cat must be of all the loud noises and sirens.

Tossing the journal on the kitchen table, Rosie ran past her parents, ignoring their calls for her to stay inside. She slammed the screen door behind her.

The colorful flowering bushes along the edge of the property that divided their yard from that of the Tanakas was one of Kitty’s favorite hiding spots. But Kitty wasn’t there. Rosie ran down the hill to make sure the cat hadn’t gone into the road.

She stopped short. There were no cars driving past their house. Rosie looked in both directions. Their absence added to the strangeness of this day.

The whine of planes overhead grew even louder as she searched for Kitty. She shaded her eyes and looked up. A group of Japanese planes was being chased by two American planes. Fire flew between the airplanes and suddenly one of the Japanese planes exploded and spiraled to the ground on the far side of the valley. A fire burned brightly at the crash site and Rosie watched and waited, hoping to see the pilot running from the inferno. How could someone survive such destruction? And how could the sailors and soldiers survive the bombs being dropped on them? She felt sick to her stomach. Her relief at seeing American planes was short-lived, as Japanese planes continued to stream overhead with no further sign of pursuit.

Papa grabbed her arm. “Innerhalb!” he said sharply and pulled her behind him.

“But Kitty ran out. I think she’s scared,” Rosie said. She had mixed feelings. She was frightened of the planes and the bombs they carried but she was equally frightened of losing her precious Kitty. Rosie was willing to fight her fear to save her pet.

Rosie caught a glimpse of their next-door neighbors, also shading their eyes as they looked toward the sky. “The Palus are outside,” she continued, searching for her best friend, Leilani, among the family members gathered on the porch.

“That cat can take care of herself and so can the Palus,” Papa said. He pulled Rosie inside, shut the back door firmly after them and clicked the lock, even though Rosie had never seen him or anyone in the family lock the door before. Surely he didn’t believe it was that easy to keep out the Japs!

Time passed slowly as the sounds of explosions and the whine of planes faded. Only the sirens still blasted, their wavery tone providing a scary musical accompaniment to the hours spent waiting to see what would happen next.

As they waited for the all clear, Rosie stayed in her room and wrote in her journal about what was happening on their island—the dreadful sounds, the burning smells, and the face of the Japanese pilot she had seen flying overhead. What does it mean to be in a war? she wrote, her thoughts coming through the point of her pencil.

“Papa!” Rosie called out, dropping her pencil as a frightening thought occurred to her. Papa rushed into Rosie’s room, pale faced. “What? Are you all right?”

Rosie swallowed hard, but her words still came out sounding strangled. “Papa, you won’t have to be a soldier—you won’t have to fight in this war, will you?”

Freddie leaned around Papa. “I want to be a soldier,” he said, puffing out his chest.

“No, son, you don’t, and at my age, no, I won’t have to be a soldier. But we will all have to fight this war in some way, princess,” Papa answered.

Rosie picked up her journal and followed Papa to the living room, thinking about what her father had just said.

She sat down and wrote: It’s time for Papa to stop calling me princess. How can he call me “princess” and say we have to fight a war in the same sentence? It doesn’t follow. He might be the radio king, but it doesn’t automatically make me a princess. Now how do I tell him?

Sunday afternoons usually meant a trip to the beach, an aloha day, as Rosie had called it since she was a little girl. The neighboring Palu brothers would sometimes give her, their younger sister Leilani, and Freddie a surfing lesson while Auntie Palu, their mother, gave Mama a quilting lesson. Papa and Uncle Palu usually stared at the sea and smoked, doing what Papa called “thinking about the path of life.” Rosie had no idea what that meant, but as she looked at Papa’s worried face staring out the window, she thought it was not a good path their lives were suddenly taking.

Mama broke the silence by asking Rosie to fill milk bottles with water, “just in case.” Rosie hurried down the stairs to the kitchen, glad to have something to do. When she heard the knock on the door, she flung it open without a thought just as Papa called out for her to wait and let him answer it.

“Helloooo my nearest and dearest neighbor,” Auntie Palu greeted Rosie as she stepped inside the house. Leilani stood behind her mother, arms crossed and frowning.

“Auntie Palu! Leilani!” Rosie answered. The woman was dressed in her normal brightly colored muumuu. The dress and Auntie’s smile brightened the room, which had taken on the gloom of the overhanging smoke clouds. Leilani held back, remaining silent, which gave Rosie a prick of worry. Before she could ask what the matter was, Auntie Palu spoke again.

“Where is your mama? Is everyone here all right? I brought you a bowl of haupia. I know it is your favorite,” she said in her singsong voice.

Rosie took the wooden bowl the woman held out and stood back as her neighbor walked past, calling for Mama.

“Auntie!” Mama said from midway down the stairs. Papa stood directly above her. “You startled us!”

“Ah, you think maybe the Japs will knock on the door before they come inside?” Auntie Palu laughed loudly.

“We weren’t expecting anyone on such a day,” Mama replied, her cheeks turning pink.

“But we must go on,” Auntie said. “My boys, they go to the town to see what is happening there, and me, I don’t want to think about it. Come, let us quilt and let our spirit animals lead us to peace.”

Mama and Papa looked at each other as Auntie Palu joined them on the stairs, and then stepped aside as she led the way to the second-floor living room.

Leilani remained in the doorway, staring at the floor, refusing to meet Rosie’s eyes.

“Are you all right?” Rosie asked, concerned. “Are you worried about your brothers?”

“I’m fine,” Leilani said abruptly as she finally made her way up the stairs.

Rosie quickly set the creamy coconut pudding in the refrigerator and hurried to join everyone upstairs.

Leilani stood away from the adults, staring out the window.

Rosie joined her. “Want to go to my room?”

Leilani shook her head.

Rosie grew more worried. What was the matter with her friend? “We could look at the list of spelling words George brought me.” Her aunt’s boyfriend worked for the newspaper that sponsored the All-Hawaii spelling bee, and he had brought her a copy of the official guide book.

“You mean your cheat sheet?” Leilani said.

“It’s not cheating! Anyone who wants to go pick up the guide at the newspaper can have one,” Rosie said quickly.

“But, you are the only one who does have one,” Leilani said.

“But … but … we both won.” Rosie was at a loss. The two of them were declared co-champions when they exhausted the list of words provided by the spelling bee organizers. They both would proceed to the All-Island round.

“Did we?” Leilani grabbed a newspaper lying on the floor. She folded it open and held it in front of Rosie.

“Yes! I forgot to show you this,” Auntie Palu said, grabbing the newspaper before Rosie had a chance to see what Leilani was trying to show her. She spread it so Mama and Papa could see.

“Isn’t that lovely?” Mama said, smiling at Rosie.

“You look like a princess,” said Papa.

Papa and his princesses! Rosie was tired of hearing it but she still couldn’t bring herself to ask Papa to stop.

Rosie leaned over Auntie’s shoulder. The headline read: CAN YOU SPELL W-I-N-N-E-R-S?” And Rosie remembered that a photographer had caught her in the library after school when she was returning books. She had taken Rosie’s picture and asked her a few questions, but she hadn’t said anything about publishing it in the newspaper. And why didn’t they take Leilani’s picture? There were pictures of winners from all over Oahu. Then Rosie remembered. Leilani had left early on Friday because she had a headache. If only she and Papa had looked at the rest of the paper instead of just the funnies, she would have seen the photo of only herself.

“That happened on Friday after you left school,” Rosie said, “and look, it says, ‘Not Pictured: Leilani Palu, who will also be competing in the finals.’”

Rosie imagined how slighted Leilani must feel. She had been so proud of winning the spelling bee because she had always excelled in sports but not in schoolwork. After all, she had to compete with big brothers.

“Who is going to read that small print? And, when did you decide to go to Punahou School next year? You haven’t mentioned that to me!” Leilani blinked rapidly and a tear rolled slowly down one cheek.

“I’m sorry! I’m so sorry, but the Punahou thing,” Rosie looked to Mama for help, “that just happened. We visited one weekend and they invited me to apply. I don’t know if I’m going or not. I still have to be accepted. I didn’t want to say anything until I knew something for sure.”

Mama had given a talk about storytelling to the teachers at Punahou School and Rosie had tagged along. After the talk, one of the teachers had offered to give them a tour of the private academy. Rosie knew as soon as she’d seen all the school had to offer that it was the place for her.

“You will be,” Leilani said, “after all, your family is Kamaaina.”

“Leilani, you should not take that tone with your friend!” Auntie Palu broke in. “And Rosie may be part of a well-known, respected family in the islands, but your family has been here even longer. I told you, both of you would be welcome at Punahou.”

“I doubt it,” Leilani said under her breath.

Rosie wondered how she could make things right with her friend. She tried again. “I have some books for you,” Rosie said to Leilani. “Nancy Drew!”

“You girls and your mysteries!” Auntie Palu said with a laugh. “You may want to take a few pointers from that detective girl and keep your eyes open for spies and saboteurs right here in Hawaii.”

Before she could even think of what she was saying, the letters burst out of Rosie, “S-A-B-O-T-E-U-R.”

“See, Mama, I told you. She … she … she thinks she knows everything,” Leilani burst out and ran down the stairs.

Rosie heard the door slam.

For once, Auntie seemed speechless. Her mouth opened and shut. She pressed her lips together.

“Auntie, I’m so sorry. I didn’t know about the picture. I’m sorry.” Rosie blinked back tears.

Auntie Palu put her arm around Rosie. “This will pass. It has been a very bad day. Leilani was upset about the photo before the bombs started falling, then her brothers went away saying they were going after Japs. I think she is all mixed up. Be patient, lovey,” Auntie said, “save yourself for the big battles.”

Then Auntie dropped her own bombshell. “And as far as the spelling bee goes, no school for a while, meaning no spelling contest.”

“What?” Rosie pulled away from Auntie. She turned to Mama. “But my papers for Punahou! The recommendations, the grades, they are due with my application next Wednesday!”

“Liebling, no school. Punahou will be closed as well,” Mama assured her.

Hope sparked. “You think? You sure?”

Mama nodded.

But still, no school? Rosie had been wondering how her other friends—Mollie, Norma, Veronica—and their families had fared during the bombing. Norma and Veronica both had dads who were in the military. Many of the kids in her class had family in the armed services. And Rosie knew, from the number of bombs dropped and the explosions she had seen firsthand, that people had died. And here she was worrying about a spelling contest and a school application.

“And Mama, what about the kinder?” Rosie asked. “Will we open for them?” Her mother ran a kindergarten on the first floor of their home during the week for young children whose parents worked.

“We’ll have to see if businesses are open, if the mutters and vaters need us,” Mama said with a shrug.

Auntie picked a different newspaper out of the basket she had brought along and opened to another story. “No school and no lights! How can we read? How can we sew? How can we even cook with no lights?”

“It will all need to be done before dark. Or the windows will need to be covered,” Papa said.

“Blackout, hmph!” Auntie continued. “They found us once. They will find us again.”

The room grew quiet. Rosie tried not to think about the possibility of … again. No matter what Mama had said, next time they might not bomb just the ships and planes and soldiers.

“Speaking of the blackout, I think it will soon turn dark. Shall I walk you home?” Papa asked Auntie, standing up.

Auntie Palu looked at him, surprised. “No,” she said. “I am capable of making my own way.” She carefully folded her very complicated and beautiful blue and white quilt square and put it back in her sewing basket. “And I should check on Leilani.”

“Thank you,” Mama said. “I needed a good dose of you to clear my mind.” She hugged Auntie. Rosie lined up to give her own hug to the woman and Freddie followed suit. The newspaper remained, crumpled, on the floor by the chair where Auntie had dropped it.

“I need a surfing lesson,” said Freddie, holding on to Auntie’s middle.

“Next Sunday, dear one,” she replied, then in a whisper added, “next Sunday.”

As soon as she heard the door shut, Rosie picked up the newspaper that lay where Auntie had dropped it. 3RD EXTRA the masthead proclaimed. That must mean there were two earlier extra editions printed before this one. She wished she could see them, too, but this would have to do. She skimmed the headlines:

MARTIAL LAW DECLARED;

DEATHS ARE MOUNTING

OVER 400 KILLED HERE;

JAPAN ANNOUNCES “WAR”

Japanese Raids On Guam, Panama Are Reported

Oahu Blackout Tonight; Fleet Here Moves Out to Sea

As Rosie skimmed through the paper, she read that some civilians, in addition to military, had been wounded or killed by both bombs and machine gun fire. While she and Freddie had fooled around outside like little kids, they’d been in more danger than she had imagined.

“Rosie, what are you doing?” Mama asked, looking up from her quilting.

“Reading the paper,” Rosie said from behind the pages.

Papa took the paper out of her hands and folded it closed. “You do not need to read all that bad news.”

“Please,” she said. “I want to know what’s happening.”

Papa shook his head and stuck the paper between the cushions of his chair. “All you need to know is no school tomorrow and no lights on tonight.”

“But …”

“No more newspaper. It’s enough to give you nightmares. It’s enough to give me nightmares.” Papa stared out the window beside his chair. “Go help your mama with dinner.”

The last thing Rosie cared to think about was food, but standing beside Mama in the kitchen, setting the table, and joining her singing some of the silly songs Mama sang with the little ones did make her feel better. When Freddie came in and joined them, making up his own song about a little airplane instead of a little teapot—“Here is my nose cone, here are my wings,” she and Mama laughed. Rosie thought it was the first time since she had read the funnies with Papa before the bombing started, many hours ago, that she had anything to laugh about.


Chapter 3

Light faded quickly as they ate dinner. Papa kept reminding them that they would have to spend the evening in the dark and to do what needed to be done while they could still see.

Rosie didn’t know what they would do except go to bed if the house had to be dark. They couldn’t even listen to their regular radio programs because the stations were still static.

Before she went upstairs to bed, Rosie checked outside to see if Kitty had returned. The cat sat on the top step of the porch and when the door opened, ran upstairs. Rosie followed Kitty straight to her bedroom where the cat crawled under the covers.

As Rosie dressed for bed, she found the quiet disturbing. The streets were too quiet after the noise of the day, especially with no cars driving by, and the neighborhood was darker than she’d ever seen it. The newspaper, the little she had read, had reported that any visible sliver of light would be immediately shot out. Rosie listened, but heard nothing that sounded like gunfire. Everyone must be following directions.

When Mama and Papa came in to say good night, Rosie asked, “May I sleep under the Queen’s quilt?” Only on special occasions did Mama allow the first quilt she’d ever made to come down from its place of honor on the wall. Rosie loved that quilt: it told the story of their family in fabric, each piece like the page of a book sewn together in what Auntie called a crazy quilt, different than Hawaiian style. Mama had designed it after she’d viewed one similar on a trip to Iolani Palace, where the kings and queens of Hawaii had lived in Honolulu. That one was sewn by Queen Liliuokalani, the last ruler of Hawaii, and its squares told the story of the islands in the years before they became a US territory. It, too, was called the Queen’s quilt.

Mama and Papa exchanged looks and Mama finally nodded. Papa disappeared for a moment and came back with the quilt gathered in his arms. When he dropped it over her, Rosie smelled the roses of Mama’s perfume. “And tell me the story,” she said, pulling it tightly about her.

“Mama! Mama! Who is going to read to me? I can’t sleep if you don’t read to me,” Freddie yelled from his room.

Rosie stiffened as Mama and Papa both turned toward the hallway. She didn’t want them to leave her alone in the dense darkness. Papa held a flashlight pointed to the floor and that provided a comforting glimmer of light.

“I’ll go, although how I will read a story in this dark is a mystery to me,” Mama said.

Papa sat on the edge of Rosie’s bed, and she let herself sink back into the pillows.

Mama gave Papa a quick kiss on the top of his balding head and headed toward Freddie’s room. Before she reached the doorway, she turned and came back, staring down at Rosie. “I love you, coconut.” She gave Rosie a kiss as well.

“Me, too,” Rosie said.

“Try to sleep, liebling. You may need your rest, for tomorrow will be a different day,” Mama said.

No school for one thing, thought Rosie, war for another. She shivered and drew the quilt more tightly around her.

“Okay, Papa, start at the beginning, when Mama’s family came to Hawaii.”
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