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What People Are Saying About 
Chicken Soup from the Soul of Hawai‘i . . . 


“These stories touch the heart and soul. I was moved to tears so many times and laughter at others, and felt challenged to look at my own life. It is truly the people of our Hawai‘i that make the Spirit of Aloha alive. This is our chance to share it with the world.” 


Kumu Nani Lim Yap 


“There’s no place on earth like Hawai‘i—and every story in this book reminds you why.”


Bo Derek 


“Reading these stories magically transported me back to the beautiful beaches of Hawai‘i—sun glistening on the surf, trade-winds gently encircling, soft sand underfoot and the feeling that all is right with the world. It’s the perfect Hawaiian vacation in a book.”


Jeanne R. Humphrey 
divisional vice-president, UBS Paine Webber 


“The wonder and wisdom of Hawai‘i is boundless. Enriching experiences radiate from this treasure of a book.”


John Travolta 


“Chicken Soup from the Soul of Hawai‘i is a rich anthology of aloha, filled with diverse voices sharing stories simple and sublime. Whether recounting a search for a fabled lychee tree, a chance meeting on the beach or the genesis of the aloha shirt, these storytellers bring home the spirit of Hawai‘i.”


Leslie Wilcox 
anchor, Channel 2 “News at Five,” (KHON-TV, Honolulu) 


“Chicken Soup from the Soul of Hawai‘i, is a makana, a gift. The stories create a melody woven from the life experiences of the people of Hawai‘i and tell us what is important in life. This remarkable collection of ‘talk stories’ will be passed on from generation to generation.”


Hamilton I. McCubbin 
chancellor and CEO, Kamehameha Schools 


“Native Hawaiian spirituality is one of humanity’s treasures, and contact with its wisdom is always a gift. The Hawaiian soul is full of depth and magic.”


Marianne Williamson 
New York Times bestselling author 


“With the publication of Chicken Soup from the Soul of Hawai‘i, there has arrived for the millions around the world who love Hawai‘i yet reside far from her island shores, a way to hold in one’s hands that intangible magic that is the very essence of Hawai‘i. The Aloha Spirit is, at last, captured in print.”


Yvonne Chotzen 
television producer, “The Rosa Parks Story”


“This is a collection of powerful mini-Band-Aids for the heart and mind, prescribed for any mood or mishap—because if one place on earth inspires the deepest wisdoms and spiritual medicines pertinent to our human condition, it is Hawai‘i.”


Edgy Lee 
filmmaker, Paniolo O Hawai‘i and [image: ac1]—In the Wake of Dreams 


“Aloha is the ability to put yourself in the mind, heart, and soul of another. These priceless stories of courage, adventure, forgiveness and compassion take us on that journey of understanding.”


Kenneth F. Brown 
a “Living Treasure of Hawai‘i”


“I was deeply moved by these stories and am proud that we can share these important and poignant messages from my Island State with those who love Hawai‘i.”


Emme Tomimbang 
host/producer, “Emme’s Island Moments”


“Chicken Soup from the Soul of Hawai‘i inspires us to feel the joy of Hawai‘i and is a roadmap to build community anywhere in the world.”


Mike McCartney 
president and CEO of PBS Hawai‘i 


“This celebration of stories brings a healing touch to our lives and affirms to the reader that we can make a difference in our world.”


Carol Kai 
cofounder, “The Great Aloha Run” and television producer 


“He wahi inamona no ka no‘ono‘o ana. Let the stories of Chicken Soup from the Soul of Hawai‘i enhance your spirit and your love of life as you reflect upon its meanings.”


Kumu Frank Kawaikapuokalani Hewett 


“The collection of [image: ac2]lelo, the stories within this book are like the voices of our elders, the k[image: ac3]puna, sharing with us their life experiences and imbedding within our minds a deep sense of respect for each other as well as for the place in which we live. The simple but profound phrase is often repeated: Aloha kekahi i kekahi . . . Love one another. It unites us as one and inspires us to seek peace and harmony on this Island of Mankind which is called Earth.”


Kaniela Akaka 
Hawaiian cultural historian 


“Chicken Soup from the Soul of Hawai‘i is a powerful reminder that to exist, we need only to educate the mind—but to live we must educate the heart. These heartwarming stories set in this special paradise celebrate our differences and provide powerful lessons on how we can all get along.”


Michael J. Chun 
president and headmaster, Kamehameha Schools-Kapalama 
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Notations on Hawaiian Pronunciation 


As an aid in helping the pronunciation and conprehension of the Hawaiian language, we have included the proper diacritical marks. The (‘) okina is a glottal stop, like the sound between the oh’s in the English “oh-oh.” The macron ([image: ac6]) indicates a stressed or long vowel.






Introduction


Paradise can be created wherever you are when you look at the world with gratitude and humor, asking what can I give today, how can I be courageous today, how can I show patience, how can I keep my heart open, who can I forgive, and how can I love fully today? These virtures are the beacons of light in all cultures.


Reverend Abraham Akaka 


All over the world, people have a word for paradise: Hawai‘i.


Her natural beauty, of course, is unparalleled: sun-drenched sandy beaches, waves that inspired the sport of surfing, snowcapped peaks and dramatic volcanoes, majestic cliffs hiding secret valleys, and waterfalls cascading through multiple rainbows known as the “pathways of the gods.”


And yet, this is not the soul of Hawai‘i, these are but her royal robes.


Her spirit comes from her people. We have no “minorities”—simply because Hawai‘i is the one place on earth where there is no ethnic majority. Here, all nationalities and races meet and mix. Our children are as ethnically mixed as our cuisine. We share each other’s holidays, foods, happiness and sorrow.


What, then, is the soul of Hawai‘i?


The answer is understandably mysterious and vast. But surely part of the answer lies in the wisdom of Hawai‘i’s elders—the k[image: ac3]puna—that is passed from generation to generation. Their knowledge speaks of values that are universal and oh so necessary as we enter the future: compassion and sharing—aloha; courage—koa; patience—ahonui; gratitude—ho‘omaika‘i; honesty— k[image: ac3]pono; forgiveness—kalana; and more.


This book is a gift from the storytellers of Hawai‘i to the world. The treasures they offer here are two fold.


First, they offer wisdom and share their values in the oldest of Hawaiian ways: they tell stories—mo‘[image: ac5]lelo. It is such a part of this culture that we even have a special expression for it: talking story. It is how we entertain and encourage each other, how we teach our children, how we teach ourselves.


Each of the stories presented in this book is a gift. Someone in these islands—a kupuna, a teacher, a surfer, a singer, a cowboy, a parent, a child, a visitor— has been willing to talk story, to impart an important value or truth in a wonderful and entertaining way. Each offers a nugget of wisdom, reminding us of who we are and who we want to be.


The second treasure offered here?


It is a simple word that is so much more than a word: aloha. It is what defines Hawai‘i Nei—the very essence of Hawai‘i—and yet it can be created anywhere. These stories demonstrate how to open the heart to aloha and give us a compass so that we can discover and create paradise wherever we are.


In this spirit, we humbly offer our makana—this gift— to you.






1

ON ALOHA


In Hawai‘i we greet friends, loved ones and strangers with aloha, which means with love. Aloha is the key word to the universal spirit of real hospitality, which makes Hawai‘i renowned as the world’s center of understanding and fellowship.


Try meeting or leaving people with aloha. You’ll be surprised by their reaction. I believe it and it is my creed.


Aloha to you.                


Duke Paoa Kahanamoku, 1890–1968 






Land and Love


The spirit of these Islands comes from the people. People who are unselfish and radiate joy, they are full of the spirit of Hawai‘i.


Monsignor Charles Kekumano 


Kal[image: ac6] loved the beach. He loved the warm sand, the flowing palms, and the sound of the waves breaking on the shore. He felt at home by the ocean, playing in the sand and in the waves for timeless hours, as ancient volcanoes held him in the shadows of their majesty.


When the boy turned eight years old, his mother decided that he was old enough to play on the beach by himself. She knew it was summer and it would be impossible to keep him away.


Having found a favorite place to play in the tide pools, Kal[image: ac6] would go there early every morning. Soon he began to notice more details about this secluded area. He scampered among the large lava rocks. The more he played, the more he loved his special place in his world, and the better he understood it.


One day Kal[image: ac6] heard several bulldozers laboring noisily a little over half a mile south of his play area. He knew that the workers would be building a hotel. He resented this intrusion into his special place.


After the construction began, an old man with a parched face full of countless wrinkles would walk by Kal[image: ac6] every morning on his way to watch the workers, and then again every afternoon on his way home. He had a kind smile and eyes that seemed to see and notice everything. The boy felt especially good whenever he walked by. They had never spoken, for the old man had never stopped, but simply nodded as he passed.


One day Kal[image: ac6] was so busy sculpting sand that he didn’t notice the old man approaching. Suddenly a shadow stood over him.


The boy looked up. “Hello,” said the lad. “My name is Kal[image: ac6].”


“Yes, I know. I know your mother. They call me Ulananui.”


“Why do you go to watch the workers every day?” asked the boy.


“I go to protect the land,” said the old man. “Do you love the land?”


“Yes,” said the boy.


“And the sky?”


“Yes.”


“And the trees?”


“Yes.”


“And the great waves?”


“Yes.”


“And they love you, as well. Always remember that.”


That evening Kal[image: ac6] told his mother about his conversation with the old man.


“Oh, yes. That’s the kind and gentle Ulananui.”


“I like him,” said Kal[image: ac6].


“Yes. He is one of the ancient ones, one of the wise ones,” his mother explained.


After that Kal[image: ac6] was always careful to watch for the old man.


Months passed. School started again. Kal[image: ac6]’s hours at his secret place became more precious. One day, as the boy was again sculpting the sand, the old man suddenly appeared and announced, “The hotel will soon be open.”


“Yes,” said Kal[image: ac6]. “People will come.”


“Do you know why the people will come?”


“For the waves and the sand?”


“Yes,” replied the old man, “but also for the love. The real secret of life, my son, is love, and the people will come because they will feel the love in our waves and in our sand and our trees and our skies. They may not understand why they feel better after they have come, but they will participate in that special love.”


“Is it because we have loved the waves, the sand, the trees and the sky?”


“Yes. We are the stewards of this place,” said the old man. “The elements here need our companionship and our love and we need the love we receive from them. These forces of nature run deeply in our souls.”


“I understand,” said Kal[image: ac6], “but will they understand?”


“It is enough, my son, that they come for the love. We are the love that they seek just as we are this land and this sky.”


From that moment, all of life looked suddenly larger, brighter and more clear to Kal[image: ac6]. He now saw in this special place and in the world beyond it, a subtle radiance. It was a stream of light that would transcend all obstacles.


Steven E. Swerdfeger 






The Lei


I wear your love like lei through the summers and the winters.


Mary Kawena Pukui 


It was my daughter’s first birthday since her daddy and I had divorced. I wanted to make it special, both to show her that she was the greatest kid in the world and as proof—to both her and me—that we could make it on our own.


Ann was turning seven and I knew she longed for a special dress, so I took her to a popular clothing shop for kids at the Pearlridge Shopping Center. Money was tight since my divorce, so I browsed through the sale rack. I spotted a dress I thought she’d like—one that I could afford. Excitedly, I turned—and saw Ann stroking the soft, white collar of a two-piece outfit. She held the dress close to her small body as she gazed into the full-length mirror. She whirled around, caught me staring and blurted, “Look, Mom!”


The outfit was lovely, with a bed of dainty, pale pink flowers strewn throughout the bodice and skirt. My fingers slid down the plastic thread that held the price tag. I opened my palm. The cost was $35. I had only $15.


“It’s closing time, Ma’am,” the clerk said.


There wasn’t time to explain why I couldn’t purchase the dress of her choice, and I groped for the right words to say. “We’ll come back another day,” I managed to respond. The words sounded hollow and empty.


As we stepped from the lights of the shopping center, tiny fingers crept softly into mine until our hands clasped firmly. This was our secret way to say “I love you,” when words would not come.


My mind wandered in the quiet night. How did I come to this place in time? I thought. I never imagined that one day I’d be a single parent faced with a situation like this. A slight tug on my hand brought my thoughts back to the parking lot. It was Ann’s way of saying, “It’s okay.” We smiled and swung our clenched hands.


At that moment, I knew I had to find a way to get that dress.


And so, when my friend Muriel told me that the grand prize for the annual city lei contest was $100, I decided I was going to learn how to make a lei. I watched as Muriel expertly braided each fern and flower and knotted off the finished haku-style head lei. It was magnificent! The contest would be held in three weeks. Even though she warned me that professional lei-makers were regular entrants of the big event, I didn’t care. I was determined to begin.


I knew that I couldn’t fly to the Big Island to gather indigenous flowers and ferns. Nor could I afford to purchase costly flowers. I would have to find my own materials. So each day during my lunch hour, I scoured the neighborhood, plucking greens and flowers from the gardens of friends. I stored them in plastic bags and took them home. After Ann drifted off to sleep at night, I laid out my day’s collection and began experimenting.


Day in and day out I searched and plucked, and night after night I wove and wound until my raw fingers cracked and bled. Finally, less than a day remained in which to create my entry. The fridge was filled with flowers and greens, but I hadn’t a clue what to do.


By late afternoon, the whole idea seemed hopeless and far-fetched.


Discouraged, I went to pick up Ann from her after-school program. “Wait, I’m not finished yet!” she pleaded, halfway through a game.


As I sat next to the sandlot, I noticed something small and silvery protruding from the hibiscus hedge. Up close I saw that it was a small hibiscus bud. The tightly wound tip was covered with a fine, silvery fuzz. Then I noticed hundreds of buds scattered throughout the hedge, some large and deep mauve, while others were tiny with only a hint of pink. I picked a few and placed the buds side by side on my lap. Suddenly, I had an idea. I snapped assorted sizes from the branches before the game was over, then Ann and I headed home.


That night, after my daughter’s bedtime story, I reached into the fridge, took out the cool buds and began winding. I started with the tiny pinpoint sizes and graduated to the full dark ones on the brink of blooming. A huge rosette, comprised of fuchsia mountain apple calyx, mottled hibiscus leaves, dark green leather ferns and fine silvery strips of protea leaves, was joined next to the largest of the swollen buds.


After hours of winding and twisting, the hat lei was complete! I set it to rest in the coolness of the fridge.


The next morning I rushed over to O‘ahu’s Kapi‘olani Park, the site of the competition. At the entrants’ table, I was asked to place my creation in a hollow banana stump. The judges peered in and muttered the strange sounding names of various materials used in the lei. They handed me a number and turned their attention to the next competitor.


Looking around, I noticed the richness and vibrancy of the other lei filled with extravagant anthuriums, regal white lilies, large perfect rose buds and powder blue hydrangeas. Embarrassed by my common hibiscus lei, I took one more look at it and left for work.


During my lunch hour I rushed back to the park, eager to see the results of the contest. I leaped from the car and ran into the lei display area.


My heart pounded as I ran searching for my lei. I scanned the rows, but couldn’t find it.


What happened? I said to myself. It’s not here. It probably fell apart!


Slowly I made my way back to the car, too ashamed to ask anyone. But as I reached the exit, I decided I couldn’t leave without one last look.


This time I walked carefully past each lei. I veered around a group of people huddled around one of the entries. Pausing, I turned, squinted between the crowd of heads and there it was! I almost didn’t recognize it perched on a light straw hat with a slight tilt to the brim. I stood immobilized. It was breathtaking! A large blue ribbon was tacked next to it with the words “Mayor’s Grand Prize” boldly written on it.


Of course, you know the rest of the story. For the very first time since my divorce, I was able to buy a dress for my daughter. I was able to purchase the beautiful pale pink dress with my own winnings.


Ann looked as beautiful wearing it as I’d imagined. As she beamed at me, I knew for certain what she’d never doubted: With a lot of love and a lot of ingenuity, we were going to make it just fine.


Linda Tagawa 






Just as I Imagined It


Aloha is my religion. I practice it every day.


Pilahi Paki 


I often walk at Kailua Beach, a two-mile crescent of white sand lined with palm trees on the windward side of O‘ahu. I find walking there a good way to exercise and to shake off the “blues.” One December morning I set out to rid myself of a weeklong depression. With the holidays coming, I was facing Christmas without my daughters, who lived in Massachusetts. This year, none of us could afford the expensive plane fare to or from the islands.


When I reached the beach, I tucked my rubber slippers under a naupaka bush. In Hawaiian mythology, its white flowers symbolize love’s longing. How appropriate, I thought wistfully. As water lapped at my bare feet and waves curled over and collapsed with small explosions, all my senses conspired to conjure up memories of my girls romping in the waves and dribbling sand spires at the water’s edge. Maybe a beach walk was not a good idea after all. I looked down at my hands. Yesterday I’d noticed how the blue veins knotted their way under the papery skin. I thrust them into my pockets. Just then, I saw that the sand ahead was littered with shells, an uncommon sight here. Usually, the waves battered shells to bits on the offshore reefs. Some of the shells weren’t even native to Hawaiian waters. Yet, here lay glossy cowries, curly whelks, spotted cones and abalones glistening like polished teal and silver bowls.


Amazed, I wondered where they’d come from. You could buy them in hotel shops or at the International Market Place on Kal[image: ac6]kaua Avenue, but why were they here? More than curious, I wandered among them and picked up a whelk with a pale peach lip curling outward.


Suddenly, a voice rang out, “Oh, please, don’t pick up the shells.”


Looking up, I saw two teenagers, a boy and a girl, arm-in-arm on the top of the sandbank. The girl, in her beach wrap, said, “Please leave the shells. They’re for my grandmother.”


“Are you serious?” I asked, with some confusion.


She was. I replaced the shell and continued my walk. At the end of the beach, I turned and retraced my steps. Now I could see the sheer majesty of the Ko‘olau Mountains. When I reached the same stretch of sand, the young people were gone. Instead, I saw a solitary, silver-haired woman with winter-white skin, wearing a blue pantsuit and closed-toe shoes. She stooped to pick up a shell and put it into the plastic bag in her other hand.


As I passed her, the woman spoke. “I think I’ve got all the pretty shells. Would you like to see them?” She held out the bag to me. “This beach is just as I imagined it. Shells and all. A dream come true, and at my age! Look at this one!” She pulled out a cowry with dappled brown edges.


“It’s very beautiful,” I agreed.


“Here, take it. I have so many. I should have left some for others,” she said. Her frail, freckled hand trembled as she held out the shell.


“No, you keep it. I think these shells were waiting just for you.” I smiled, hoping she could somehow tell that I, too, had found something rare and lovely on the beach that day. I walked home grateful for the love in the world. My depression was gone.


Norma Gorst 






The Meal Plan: Waik[image: ac8]k[image: ac8] 1960


Although it encompasses only one square mile of sea and sand, the sunny shores of Hawai‘i’s Waik[image: ac23]k[image: ac23]Beach have defined paradise for generations of visitors. From the royal sport of surfing to the invention of the steel guitar, and the modern swimsuit, this small stretch of sand has had a far-reaching influence on American notions of paradise. In ancient times, the beach was used as a place of healing. Later on, famous people from Mark Twain to Hollywood movie stars visited this legendary spot to savor Hawaiian culture and the good life with a zeal that continues to be found in visitors today.


Edgy Lee 


It was New Year’s Eve 1959 when my college roommate and good buddy Peter invited me to fly with him to a party in New York. However, he had no intention of taking me there. Instead, he “shanghaied” me from Cleveland, Ohio—and many hours later I arrived in Honolulu wearing a tuxedo and a raincoat. The next morning, on the famous sands of Waik[image: ac4]k[image: ac4] Beach, I saw my first bikini. My idea of paradise had always been sand, surf and beautiful girls. This was it. Peter went back to the mainland. I never went home again.


Back in those days, bronzed Hawaiian beach boys ruled Waik[image: ac4]k[image: ac4] Beach. Their names were legendary. “Splash” Lyons. “Turkey” Love. “Panama Dave” Baptiste. “Ox” Keaulana. “Scooterboy” Kaopuiki. “Blue” Makua. “Chick” Daniels. “Steamboat” Mokuahi. We newcomers, malihini, were awestruck by their skill in the ocean—surfing, sailing, swimming with joyous expertise—but even more by their wit and irresistible charm. They captivated women of all ages, shapes, sizes and colors. Day and night, their slack key guitars, ukuleles and falsetto singing filled the air. The beach boys created an atmosphere of welcome, and everyone joined in. Tourists, locals and newcomers of all races partied together. I was amazed how quickly differences disappeared.


That summer I fell in love with surfing. I lived with five other surfers in a run-down cottage near the beach at the Diamond Head end of Waik[image: ac4]k[image: ac4]. We were resourceful in those years. My good friend Chuckles, who had recently moved here from Santa Barbara, discovered that a cottage near ours was rented to three of the prettiest gals on the beach. We managed to meet these California beauties and, being fast thinkers, proposed a dining cooperative to solve the problem of breakfast and dinner for Chuckles and me. The solution was known as the “meal plan.” Chuck and I each agreed to pay sixty dollars a month for everyone’s food if the girls would do all the cooking and dishes. After our dawn patrol surf session and again in the evening, we would show up at their place in clean aloha shirts, ready to enjoy local delicacies like mahi mahi steamed with shoyu and cilantro, the company of pretty girls, some cheap wine and beer, and great humor all around. 


Unfortunately, our hidden agenda of romance failed. Melinda was going with Lucky, a beach boy; Marlene was going with Herb, a catamaran captain; and Patti also had a Hawaiian boyfriend, a great surfer. Over time, Chuckles and I got to know their Hawaiian boyfriends, who turned out to be terrific guys— friendly, caring, generous, funny—and all built like Greek gods.


After a few months of hilarious meal-plan evenings, Patti came home with some very disturbing news. Her mother was coming to visit. Patti described her mother, Jean, as a good sport: healthy and outdoorsy, but “very proper.” Unfortunately, Jean also had very definite ideas about what was best for her daughter, especially in the love and marriage department. She thought her daughter was wasting time in “laid back” Hawai‘i. And “Mommy” wasn’t going to be a good sport about those Hawaiian boyfriends.


The girls meticulously tidied up the cottage and did their best to eliminate any evidence of their Hawaiian beach boy romances. Chuckles and I, as their friends, agreed to help indoctrinate Jean bit by bit into the realities and charms of island lifestyle.


At the very first meal with Jean, we found her attractive and surprisingly interesting. But, after our favorite dessert—the papaya surprise—Jean delivered a lecture on the importance of staying in school, having goals and avoiding the company of “drifters” like Waik[image: ac4]k[image: ac4] beach boys. It wasn’t going to be easy to get this lady to mellow. We obviously had some work to do.


The next few weeks we tried to persuade Jean to accept and enjoy local ways. Hawaiian friends and neighbors would drop by, and Jean would reluctantly notice how kind they were to the girls. She seemed to be softening a bit. However, keeping the girls’ beach boy romances hidden was getting a bit complicated. One fateful day, Lucky forgot his size-14 slippers on the back porch after a visit. I’m not sure she ever did believe the very creative explanation we came up with, something to do with a worker walking off barefoot.


Then one Sunday morning, a small miracle happened. Jean was walking home through Waik[image: ac4]k[image: ac4] from Mass at St. Christopher’s when a Hawaiian cab driver noticed her in the hot sun, pulled up alongside and offered her a free ride home. Jean was initially insulted by his brash suggestion and told him to drive on and leave her alone. But with Sammy the cab driver’s warmhearted charm, something more than Jean’s starched collar wilted on that sunny morning. Her resistance to the friendly, island manner melted also.


I am not sure what was said that morning or during the many walks on Waik[image: ac4]k[image: ac4] Beach with Sammy that followed, but a few days later Jean had a whole new perspective on local culture.


Soon Sammy started showing up for the meal-plan dinners. Before we knew it, Jean moved out of the cottage and set up her own meal plan with Sammy. Shortly thereafter, they were married at St. Christopher’s, and eventually moved to N[image: ac6]pili on Maui.


Over the years, Jean found occasions to let Patti know how much she had learned about love from Sammy. Loving him led her to appreciate the things he loved—the all-welcoming beach boy culture of Waik[image: ac4]k[image: ac4], the beauty of the land and the people of many cultures and colors who became part of their lives.


The original meal plan that Chuckles and I dreamed up eventually dissolved. We all got busy starting our own careers and families. But from time to time, I would hear from some of the old gang.


Years later, Patti called to say that her mom had passed away. Jean had told her that she wanted her ashes scattered at sea, where Sammy’s had been scattered, in the ancient Hawaiian tradition. They had found love on Hawai‘i’s shores, and that’s where they wanted to remain.


As we paddled the outrigger canoe along N[image: ac6]pili Bay to a special spot with Jean’s ashes, Patti turned to look at me and smiled knowingly. We both nodded as it all came back to us—the warm and happy memories of the old meal plan, and the treasured lessons of Hawaiian love and romance—taught all those years ago when we were welcomed with such aloha by the beach boys of Waik[image: ac4]k[image: ac4].


Hoot Brooks 






The Night God Came to Dinner


Aloha is not a greeting, it is a feeling . . . the feeling that God is present.


Reverend Abraham Akaka 


Fritz Vincken owns a bakery just outside of down-town Honolulu. He dispenses warmth and a smile along with hot buns and fresh bread to his loyal customers. Fritz has lived in the Hawaiian islands for many years now, and when he first arrived he was enchanted by the kindness and goodwill of the Islands’ people. When asked, however, he admits that for him, the ideal of aloha was first learned long ago—when he was a lad of twelve.


The setting was on the other side of the world from Hawai‘i, on a harsh winter night in the Ardennes Forest near the German-Belgian border. It was December, and two months had passed since Hubert Vincken brought his wife and his son Fritz to a small cottage in the Ardennes Forest for their safety. The family’s home and its eighty-eight-year-old bakery in Aachen (Aix-La-Chapelle) had been destroyed in a bombing raid.


“We were isolated,” Fritz recalled. “Every three or four days, my father would ride out from town on his bicycle to bring us food. When the snow came, he had to stop.” His mother was concerned that their food was in very short supply, as the war seemed to be moving closer to their cottage of refuge.


By late December the cottage was no longer out of harm’s way. German troops surprised and overwhelmed the Allies on December 16, turning the Ardennes Forest into a killing field.


On Christmas Eve, Elisabeth and Fritz tried to block out the distant sound of gunfire as they sat down to their supper of oatmeal and potatoes.


“At that moment, I heard human voices outside, speaking quietly,” Fritz remembered. “Mother blew out the little candle on the table and we waited in fearful silence.


“There was a knock at the door. Then another. When my mother opened the door, two men were standing outside. They spoke a strange language and pointed to a third man sitting in the snow with a bullet wound in his upper leg. We knew they were American soldiers. They were cold and weary.


“I was frightened and wondered what in the world my mother would do. She hesitated for a moment. Then she motioned the soldiers into the cottage, turned to me and said, ‘Get six more potatoes from the shed.’” 


Elisabeth and one of the American soldiers were able to converse in French, and from him they learned news about the German offensive. The soldier and his comrades had become separated from their battalion and had wandered for three days in the snowy Ardennes Forest, hiding from the Germans. Hungry and exhausted, they were so grateful for this stranger’s kindness.


A short time later that evening, four more tired soldiers came to the cottage. However, these men were German.


“Now I was almost paralyzed with fear,” Fritz recalled. “While I stood and stared in disbelief, my mother took the situation into her hands. I had always looked up to my mother and was proud to be her son. But in the moments that followed, she became my hero.”


“Frohliche Weihnachten,” Elisabeth said to the German soldiers, wishing them Merry Christmas. She then invited them to dinner.


But before allowing them in, Elisabeth informed them she had other guests inside that they might not consider as friends.


“She reminded them that it was Christmas Eve,” Fritz said, “and told them sternly there would be no shooting around here.” These soldiers, still mere boys, listened respectfully to this kind and mature woman.


The German soldiers agreed to store their weapons in the shed. Elisabeth then quickly went inside to collect the weapons from the American soldiers and locked them up securely.


“At first, it was very tense,” Fritz said.


Two of the German soldiers were about sixteen years old and another was a medical student who spoke some English. Although there was little food to offer, Elisabeth knew that everyone must be very hungry. She sent Fritz outside to fetch the rooster he had captured several weeks earlier.


“When I returned,” Fritz recalled, “the German medical student was looking after the wounded American, assuring him that the cold had prevented infection.


“The tension among them gradually disappeared. One of the Germans offered a loaf of rye bread, and one of the Americans presented instant coffee to share. By then the men were eager to eat, and Mother beckoned them to the table. We all were seated as she said grace. 


“‘Komm, Herr Jesus,’” she prayed, ‘and be our guest.’


“There were tears in her eyes,” Fritz said, “and as I looked around the table, I saw that the battle-weary soldiers were filled with emotion. Their thoughts seemed to be many, many miles away.


“Now they were boys again, some from America, some from Germany, all far from home.”


Soon after dinner, the soldiers fell asleep in their heavy coats. The next morning, they exchanged Christmas greetings and everyone helped make a stretcher for the wounded American.


“The German soldiers then advised the Americans how to find their unit,” Fritz said. “My mother gave the men back their weapons and said she would pray for their safety. At that moment, she had become a mother to them all. She asked them to be very careful and told them, ‘I hope someday you will return home safely to where you belong. May God bless and watch over you.’” 


The soldiers shook hands and marched off in opposite directions. It was the last time Fritz or his mother would ever see any of them.


Throughout her life, Elisabeth Vincken would often say, “God was at our table” when she talked of that night in the forest.


Fritz eventually came to live in Hawai‘i and continued to carry this childhood lesson of brotherhood in his heart. He realized that being kind to one another and seeing beyond differences is a universal value, but he was surprised to discover that Hawai‘i actually had a word for this ideal—aloha. When he thinks of aloha, he remembers that night long ago when everyone was welcome at the table.


Adapted from a story by Rod Ohira 






Strangers in Paradise


When you live in Boston and it’s February, the thought of visiting Hawai‘i can defrost you. Over and over again, like a multisensory mantra, I’d close my eyes and conjure up pictures and sounds and soft feelings about a place far away . . . off the edge of some maps. Palm trees with waving fronds came to mind, and teal water washing over whole-wheat sand. There would be big, red, friendly hibiscus and smiling people.


And then I’d bolt awake from my tropical meditation. The soothing images of Hawai‘i would be repainted instantly with the scene right in front of me: packing tape and cardboard boxes. My husband and I were two days away from moving to Hawai‘i and leaving New England for good. Good as in forever, not good as in goody.


We were leaving our home, our friends, our families and two jobs for one job, and the hope that it would all work out. I was counting on what they called the “aloha spirit”—the kindness of the Hawaiian people—which I had read about. I just hoped the aloha spirit was a real thing, not the invention of a gifted travel writer or the Hawai‘i Visitors Bureau.


If only I was as thrilled about moving to Hawai‘i as everyone else was on my behalf. “Paradise, wow! You’re so lucky!” they all said when they heard about my husband’s new job. Coworkers, friends, even our families seemed to be more fixated on sun and surf than on missing us. Well, maybe not our families, but they, too, were pretty excited about the prospect of a free place to stay. I think Hawai‘i has a hypnotic attraction, even for those who’ve never been there.


I was scared of moving to the middle of the Pacific Ocean, to an island that I couldn’t drive off of, to a place that is closer to Manila than Manhattan.


Yes, Hawai‘i would be warm, but sunshine alone is no elixir for happiness. I would need more than good weather: I would need friends and a job; I would need to learn my way around and figure out how to pronounce all of those vowel-filled mouthfuls.


By the time our plane touched down, thirteen hours after leaving, it was 12:30 A.M. in Boston. I later learned that the thunder, wind and heavy rain that greeted us upon our arrival at the Honolulu International Airport is something called a Kona storm. The winds change their usual direction and in their confusion dump a nasty bit of weather. The rain was actually pouring sideways, in horizontal sheets. They say it doesn’t happen often. And my feelings were hurt that it happened to us.


When morning finally found us at our new address, the sun was shining. Not just shining; it was pouring brightness into each room, like it was making up for last night’s outburst. I walked from our unfamiliar bedroom to our kitchen to our living room and saw them all for the first time with daytime eyes. Our landlords, Mr. and Mrs. Higuchi, had kindly left a futon for us to use until our stuff arrived. I thought the fridge would be as empty as the rest of the little house, but I opened it anyway and found fresh banana muffins and guava juice inside. We enjoyed that first breakfast on our futon/couch/dining room table.


At the front door, I kissed my husband for longer than usual and wished him good luck at his first day of work; he wished me good luck, too. Down at my feet I was surprised to find a bouquet of long-stem red ginger, tied with raffia, and a note, which read, “Aloha, friends.” It was signed, “The Kalanis, next door.”


From the phone in the otherwise empty living room, I dialed information and thought I had gotten a wrong number when a real person answered. “Aloha. Thank you for calling GTE Hawaiian Tel. This is Leilani. How may I help you?”


“Oh, Leilani, I need a lot of help!” I said.


After she gladly gave me the number of the Kalanis, the department of motor vehicles and the closest bank, Leilani asked if there was anything else she could help me with. “Yes, Leilani,” I said, “Could you be my best friend?”


Leilani didn’t end up becoming my best friend, but she did take the time to give me explicit directions to the grocery store, the recommendation of a woman who cuts hair for $20, an explanation of mauka and makai—and her home number, in case I had any other questions!


I had a lot of questions for Leilani. Ones I’d never bother her with. But I realized, by the end of that first morning, that one of my questions had already been answered: Hawai‘i was filled with strangers who could be my friends. And it wasn’t the sunshine alone that makes Hawai‘i feel warm.


Jana Wolff 






The Baby Gift


Love cures people—both the ones who give it and the ones who receive it.


Karl Menninger, M.D.


It was one of life’s great phone calls. I was almost ready to give birth, and my parents called from Hawai‘i ecstatic about the arrival of their first grandchild. We excitedly made plans for their visit after the baby was born.


My new husband and I were living in Lima, Peru, far from Hawai‘i, where I had been raised and where my family still lives. Mom had always wanted to be a grandma, and she talked enthusiastically about finding just the right gift for the coming child. She had been busy making baby clothes and booties. I hung up the phone feeling invigorated. My mom’s life was so full. She was teaching school and caring for my eighty-nine-year-old grandmother. She was also helping my older sister Jeannie prepare for veterinary school, Jeannie’s lifelong dream. I only hoped I could convey some of my mom’s spirit to my new child.


The following Monday night, about nine in Hawai‘i, my mom, Jeannie and my grandmother were on their way home from Honolulu. Unknown to them, a young father was out celebrating the birth of his new baby with friends. Intoxicated, he also was on his way home and was driving too fast for a rainy night. Their cars met head-on. My mom, sister and grandmother were killed instantly. The young father was hospitalized and then released.


My dad, at home alone in the windward town of L[image: ac6]‘ie, was wondering why his family was so late in getting home. At about eleven that night the phone rang. It was a police officer who informed him of the deaths of his beloved wife, oldest daughter and mother-in-law. After the call, he went into the bedroom, where he felt himself going cold and into shock. In search of someone to help, he immediately went to the home of his bishop. Together they wept and prayed for the strength to endure the tragic events of the day. Then my dad went home to break the news to my younger brother.


The next few days were filled with preparations for one joint funeral. When friends learned of the tragedy, they brought food, cut the grass, cleaned or just kept company. These gestures of aloha from friends and neighbors were comforting. Yet I felt devastated. Mom had died without fulfilling her dream of being a grandparent. And my child would never know her incredible, loving grandmother, her vivacious aunt, or her wise, sparkly great-grandmother.


Again and again, we replayed the details of the accident. How could the other driver walk away from such a serious crash without a scratch? Why had he been drinking and driving? Why did this happen to us?


These questions haunted my father as he faced day after day of unfathomable loss. He felt that his anger and hurt would consume him completely unless he did something about it. My dad finally knew what he had to do: he would make arrangements to meet with this man. 


A week after his first grandchild was born, my dad drove to the home of the man who had caused our family so much anguish and grief and introduced himself. The atmosphere was understandably tense. But my father sensed the young man was suffering enormously, too—not from injuries suffered in the accident, but from the devastating guilt he felt. And then my dad understood why he felt compelled to go there that day. 


My dad offered to give him a blessing, and the young father accepted.


The power of what happened in those moments between those two men will never be fully understood by those of us who were not there. But before leaving, my dad was able to put his arms around this man who had killed three members of his family. As they hugged, both men broke down and wept freely.


That blessing, so difficult to give, so painful to receive, changed the lives of both families forever. Now, two little children can grow up in homes free of hatred, free of guilt. My dad had found the most perfect baby gift of all.


Heidi Hanza 






Small Kid Time: The Lychee Tree


The state of aloha can be created in an instant. It is a decision to behave with kindness, with generosity, wanting to give joy to another.


Auntie Irmgard Farden Aluli 


I grew up in Hawai‘i during a time that a lot of us childhood friends still refer to as “small-kid time.” In those days, life was slow and easy. The neighborhoods all seemed full of kids and trees and big old yards that took forever to rake. Every kid on our street knew where all the best fruit trees were.


One day, four friends and I overheard a bunch of teenagers talking about their small-kid times and how they used to raid a gigantic lychee tree. They all laughed remembering being chased by an old kamikaze pilot. They told stories they heard of how he had supposedly been shot down during the attack on Pearl Harbor—and how his anger was due to the guilt that he lived with after Japan lost the war.


The legendary old tree was said to have stood on a dirt road just in back of the old Sacred Heart Convent in Nu‘uanu.


Of course, the intrigue was too great to resist searching for the great fruit tree. Off we went on a day that I will never forget.


The tree was all the way across town, and just getting there was an adventure in itself. With the little information that we remembered, we navigated through new neighborhoods and barking dogs until we finally came upon the worn-out road. I still recall that the cloudless sky was like a deep blue ocean.


All of a sudden the sun disappeared from above and a deep, haunting silence surrounded us. The only thing we could hear was the wind in the trees and the pounding of our hearts. Before us stood the most unbelievable lychee tree. It was so huge that the shade from it covered half the road and all of the owner’s house and yard! Its branches were loaded with plump red fruit.


As we approached, I decided that I would go and ask permission to pick the lychees. Pushing open the creaky gate, I noticed small bells hanging from the branches of the tree and a sign nailed to it that said KAPU—NO PICK LYCHEE. Tied to the trunk of the tree was an old poi dog with one blind eye.


There in the corner of the porch was an old Japanese man sleeping in his rocking chair, next to a can of rocks. It was obvious we weren’t the first group of kids who had come intending to filch from his tree.


“Hui, Papa San,” I said after taking a few deep breaths. “Can pick lychee?”


“Eh, who you?” he cried out as he awoke. “You go home before I give you licking! And you bettah run fast before I sic my dog on you!”


The poor dog was busy scratching.


“Okay! Okay!” I said. “I sorry for asking. I going so no get mad.”


As I walked out the gate I knew there was only one thing to do. We hadn’t traveled this far to go home empty-handed. We decided to wait until the old man and his dog fell asleep again.


I stood watch as the others cautiously stepped past the sleeping dog and quickly scurried up the tree. But as they crawled to different parts of the tree and started rocking the branches, a bell rang! Then another bell! And another! Till all the bells were ringing out of control!


This started the old dog barking and then, like a cat, the old man leaped from the porch with his can of rocks. Standing in his shorts and undershirt firing stones up into the tree, he was screaming what sounded like, “Get outta hea!”
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