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Prologue


Na Makahiki: 1950 C.E.

I was born and raised not far from Paliuli, once an ever-verdant upland of the gods in the days of old, which had deteriorated by my time into a precipitous house of refuge that provided asylum to ancestral remains. It is a house, however, to which I became bound by the inherent traditions of my forefathers in my youth. The house is one of light (ao) and one of darkness (po): the light of one’s immediate ancestors, and the darkness of one’s remote ancestors. In the house is a spirit world, a spirit world that I have come to call ao aumakua, “the world in which hereditary spirits seek to look out and cling to their descendents’ world of living light.” I go there from time (au) to time, to enter into the parental (makua) world (honua) of ancestral beings. Upon climbing onto its eroded plateau I walk first through the remnants of an “ancient garden of life and death,” where as a child I came to know of the light of Akua (God) in its immortal origin and the darkness of Akua in its mortal creation. In this garden I have always experienced a visible harmony of spiritual members, a totality of inner thoughts and visions in which no part deviates from the ancestral path that I was born to walk upon. With consummate joy I walk about this most ancient of ancestral gardens, gazing at its will to survive.

In a state of deep inspiration I then walk along the precipitous rim of cliffs that drop down from the garden in the east, called Pokii (literally, “the netherworld”), that shelters the remains of my ancestors below. Upon reaching its northern extremity I perch on a large jutting rock called Leinakauhane (literally, “the leaping place of spirits”), above sheer walls of crooked, cracked, and jagged layers of lava rock that once rolled beneath the earth in the heat of life and then emerged to stand erect as a cathedral over the coldness of the death of the land. I station myself on the rock’s fringe of time, to gaze upward from this leaping place of ancestral spirits who have left their only earthly remnants in the cracks, crevices, and caves that act as a cemetery beneath my cathedral seat.

I gaze upward to a glorious harmony of space and time whose destiny humankind will never trample upon; rather, in the end, it will surely trample upon humankind. It is as though I am looking up from atop the first altar of my ancestors to the invulnerable church (heiau) of their God, the Akua.

Below, there’s not a dot of flesh of my ancestors’ true images; there are only the cracks, crevices, and caves that contain their bones. The bones are there, no matter how they have been ravaged, reaped, and scattered throughout the course of modern times. The cliffs contain the physical reality of my ancestors, and of all humanity: this reality is true; all flesh will turn to this.

It is there. It is there for me. It is there for me, not as physical reality in the spaces of this earth beneath me, but as physical reality in my own memory, in the depths of the ancestral pathway that I was born to walk upon.

I have stood in the garden of origin of my first ancestors. I have been united with their remains there, and, through those remains, been united with the voices who built the first altar that brought them there. This is what I perch upon. The memory of their voices in transaction with the akua (gods) and people of old continues to echo today, whispering in every Hawaiian. Their voices whisper from deep within the soul of every survivor of the indigenous people of ancient Hawaii nei (Hawaii as a whole), even though these voices have been stifled by Western religious concepts of the “perfection” of their belief in Christianity, which placed the indigenous gods of people around the world into their physical remains to rot in a “city of worms.”

But—for the survivors of the race who have yet to enter the city of worms—the voices whisper, the voices whisper, outside of its gates of rot.

Outside of its gates of rot,

Is the door to your ancestral heart.

In your inner ear, deep within,

Hear the whispers of ancestral souls, the voices of the people of old.

They are whispering to those who choose not to hear,

Whispering to those who choose to distance themselves

from the source of the whisper

deep within their own inner ear.

Still the murmuring goes on,

The murmuring goes on,

with the will to survive,

the will to survive.

There it is. There it is—did you hear?!

From this the “perfection” of the Western concept of Christianity cannot separate me. Nothing can separate me from the sacred voices of the first garden of my ancestors. “For I have spent my life gazing at its will to survive.”




E Kolo Ana No Ke Ewe I Ke Ewe: The Rootlets Will Creep Toward the Rootlets

The hereditary priests, seers, and prophets of the people of old were known by many specific names but now they have all come to be called kahuna. Like the two sides of a coin, a kahuna has two faces. One is an invisible tail that is an extension of his spine. This tail is like that of a lizard (moo), which can regenerate what its hindmost has lost. This is the tail of the fetcher of ancestral spirits. The other is the visible head wherein perch the eyes that climb forth from the invisible tail. We are all trailed by our ancestors whose spirits cling upon our back. Seeking to communicate are our ancestors who still look into the world of light through our very eyes. It is like we are seeing through the eyes of a soaring bird (manu) that flies in a circle over ancient lands and people we have never seen, enabling us to recognize them. These are the eyes of the sender of ancestral spirits.




Na Makahiki: 2000 C.E.

Moke Kupihea has the strength of conviction necessary 
to impart to the world a more sensitive account of 
Hawaiian kahuna heritage, which comes down to him 
from the priesthood line from which he descends.

RUBELLITE KAWENA JOHNSON, PROFESSOR EMERITUS OF HAWAIIAN 
LANGUAGE AND LITERATURE, UNIVERSITY OF HAWAII

It is a fact that I am a native Hawaiian, born and raised in a cultural milieu that witnessed the last survivors of the race that had passed from the latter stages of the nineteenth century into the middle stages of the twentieth century; and I do in fact descend from the ancient priesthood lines of pre-Western- and post-Western-contact Hawaii, which have become known to the world as “kahuna,” and their beliefs as “paganism and heathenism.” However, I do not claim to be a kahuna, nor have I ever called myself a kahuna.

I am just a hereditary scribe who serves the ancestral voices of the past kahuna, from whom I descend, voices whose desire is to express their beliefs and their murmuring accounts of their destruction to the survivors of not only the Hawaiian race of today, but to all of Polynesia and the world at large, in a manner that all can understand.

The story I have to tell is one of the present, and one of the past, one that finds fault, and one that seeks forgiveness, as it travels to the most remote temples of Hawaiian spirituality, yet it is also one that touches upon the future of the true spirit of Polynesia. It is a story that is not unique to Hawaii or Polynesia, but one that has truly taken place time and time again, throughout the world, during one age or another. It is simply a history of spiritual genocide leading to the finding of another culture’s ancestral gods on the other side.

For in the history of “fallen gods” throughout the world, one will find that whenever a spiritual ingress has brought about a spiritual exodus, it has revolved on an axle that spun out the old native religions that turned the native societies of old, and spun in a foreign religion that turned a foreign society. The axle was always the establishment of a fraudulent new kingdom and church of state that turned outside of itself for legitimacy by inviting an ingression of foreign powers to turn their new wheels of fortune until all native prizes were spun away.

The native prizes, sadly, were always the land, culture, and spiritual heritage of a victimized native people who were forced to make an internal exodus from their hereditary fortunes, to spin the new axle, until all the native prizes were consumed by the axle of foreign ingression.




Na Hala: The Axle of Fault

The people of old Hawaii used the term hala to describe the effects of a wrong act committed by or against one. A hala was an act that bound the wrongdoer to the person against whom the wrong was committed. It was said that, on the one hand, wrongdoers are bound by the fault they have committed and, on the other hand, those who have been wronged hold the cord that binds the wrongdoer. One, it was said, is the debtor, the other, the person or persons indebted to. The hala, then, is the debt that lies between them. It was the belief of the people of old that if those who hold the invisible cord do not desire to relax it but continue to bear the wrong in mind, or in its active state of wrongfulness, then they are said to “hold fast the fault,” hoo mau hala. Holding fast to a fault makes the holders of the cord, especially the indebted, feel unhappy and dissatisfied, and more so in this day and age, “prone to violence”; they then enter a life of “living to make fault a fault,” hoo hala hala.

The fault can spread among the members of a generation and then travel by descent into all future generations of a family, a people, or even a nation if such is the vastness of the fault. This continuation makes a people or nation unhappy and dissatisfied, and more so in this day and age, “prone to commit violent acts”; these people or nations are then hoo hala hala, living to make fault a fault.

The Hawaiian monarchy was bound by the fault done to the people of old; the descendents of the people of old are in a state of hoo hala hala today, living to make fault a fault.

The United States of America is bound by the fault done to the Hawaiian monarchy; the descendents of the subjects of the Hawaiian monarchy are in a state of hoo hala hala today, living to make fault a fault.

The State and Counties of Hawaii, hoo hala hala, the Native Hawaiian people, the kanaka maoli race.

The United States of America, hoo hala hala, the Native American Indian tribes.

The United States of America, hoo hala hala, the history of the Black race in America.

American foreign policy, hoo hala hala, the native peoples of the world.

The Jewish Christian argument, hoo hala hala, the Old and New Testament.

The nation of Israel, hoo hala hala, the Arab nations.

Hoo hala hala, hoo hala hala, hoo hala hala, is not the world filled with hoo hala hala?




Na Kala: The Fortune of Forgiveness

The people of old spoke of only one cure to the hala. The term they used to describe this cure was kala, meaning “to untie, unbind, and set free.” Although kala was understood by the Westerner to mean “to forgive,” this is not entirely true. By 
kala the people of old meant that the person, persons, people, or nation to whom the wrongdoer is indebted free(s) him of the debt. It isn’t there anymore. This could only be done by unbinding the wrongs committed in the past, by making right the future. Kala can only take place in the present, as healing can only take place in the future.

Although the hala is described as an invisible cord, it can be easily seen in the light of the piko (umbilical cord). The ancestral voices that speak out in the story to come have been strangled by the umbilical cords of their own offspring; their descendents, bound to them by the piko, are under siege by the holders of hoo hala hala today. Thus are the many voices of our people today divided in a state of hoo hala hala, and their spirit scattered by denominational worship of Akua (God); they are living to make fault a fault. The voices herein seek kala: kala to hear their voices without fault, kala to worship together without fault, kala to travel upon their hereditary lands without fault, kala to practice gathering without fault, kala to descend without fault, kala to avoid the final spiritual genocide being generated by the hoo mau hala, the faults held fast, that loom over the survivors of the race today.

This is a record of the callings of the tail and head of our ancestors for hui kala (all together freeing) among the survivors of the Hawaiian race today. They are calling: to take each and every fault, remembered and forgotten, secret or open, and combine them (hui) into one; they are calling to entirely do away with all faults, big and little, to reunite under one ancestral spirit, to spin back what was spun away, in order to rediscover the legitimacy of their nation indivisibly from the inside. If this turns out to be the last recorded callings of such voices, then the ancestral murmurings that speak in the accounts to come have only truly been heard by “the last kahuna.”

A Hawaiian historian of the past, Mary Kawena Pukui, once wrote,



	I wawa ia ka hale kanaka.
	 
	Voices are heard around an inhabited house.



	Nawai e wawa ka halen kanaka ole?
	 
	Who hears voices around an uninhabited one?








PART ONE

Haule No Akua

Fallen from Gods




1

Na Kumulipo 

Genesis


Na Makahiki: The Arising Eye

In the beginning, according to the ancient traditions of my priestly ancestors, a single Akua or Godhead, known as Kanenuiakea (Kane of the great expanse), existed all alone in the continual darkness (ikapoloa) he had created by hiding his brilliant right eye beneath a great ocean. There was neither heaven, nor earth. Only Kanenuiakea, who was said to have been the sole and all-pervading intelligence of chaos, or night, a condition represented by the Hawaiian word po. In his loneness, Kanenuiakea’s eye fluttered out from beneath the great ocean and hovered above the chaotic surface of its waters as Kane ka onohi o kala (Kane the eyeball of the sun or first light) as he unfolded his lid. Kanenuiakea, as Kane the eyeball of the sun, divided his vision into a triad of gods or akua representative of his original unity in emulation, while he chanted to the newfound reflection of his own image in the chaotic mirror of the great sea below:

Here am I on the peak of day, on the peak of night. 

The spaces of air, 

The blue sky I will make, a heaven, 

A heaven for Ku, for Lono, 

A heaven for me, for Kane, 

Three heavens, a heaven. 

Behold the heavens! 

There is heaven, 

The great heaven, 

Here am I in heaven, the heaven is mine.

By the united vision of Hikapoloa—the trinity of Kane, Ku, and Lono—light was brought into chaos by their making their dwelling places in the three heavens created by the right eye of Kanenuiakea in the beginning. They next created the earth, sun, moon, and stars. From their spittle they next created earthly incarnations of their own images of emulation to minister to their wants.

Finally, man was created. His body was formed of red earth mingled with the spittle of Kane, and his head of whitish clay brought by Lono from the four quarters of the earth. He was made in the image of Kane, who breathed into his nostrils, and he became alive. The man noticed that a hollow shadow always clung to his back. While he slept the gods took one of his ribs from his side and created a woman. The man was named Kumuhonua because he was “made out of the dark earth.” The woman was called Olakuhonua, “life raised from the earth.” Kane placed them in a beautiful paradise called Paliuli (the green mountain). Through it ran three streams of the waters of life—one each for Kane, Ku, and Lono—on the banks of which grew inviting fruit trees, including the tabooed (sacred) breadfruit tree, called 
ka ulu o Leiwalo (or simply ulu), that had two sacred, yet deceiving branches, as they both appeared identical to the human senses. One branch contained the spittle of gods, which bled from the skin of its fruit, and the other the spittle of the human. The three streams had their source in a beautiful lake, fed by the waters in which Kane had once hidden his eye in darkness. The lake was filled with fish that fire could not destroy, and on being sprinkled with its water the dead were restored to life.

The ancient chants handed down by my priestly ancestors perpetuate these ancient traditions and embellish the plainer prose recitals of their beginnings; as specimen, the following extract relating to creation is given.

Kane of the great Night,

Ku and Lono of the great Night,

Hikapoloa the king.

The tabooed Night that is set apart,

The poisonous Night,

The barren, desolate Night,

The continual darkness of midnight,

The Night, the reviler.

O Kane, O Kukapao,

And great Lono dwelling in the water,

Brought forth are Heaven and Earth,

Quickened, increased, moving,

Raised up into Continents.

Kane, Lord of Night, Lord the Father,

Kukapao, in the hot heavens,

Great Lono with flashing eyes,

Lightning like has the Lord

Established in truth, O Kane, master worker;

The Lord creator of mankind:

Start, work, bring forth the chief Kumuhonua,

And Olakuhonua, the woman;

Dwelling together are they two,

Dwelling in marriage (is she) with the husband, the brother.




Na Makahiki: 4000 B.C.E.–2000 B.C.E.

Thirteen generations of the mating between brothers and sisters of the children of children of Kumuhonua and Olakuhonua would come to pass. And many of the daughters of paradise ate of the fruit of the sacred branches of the tabooed breadfruit tree. And many of the daughters of paradise consumed the sacred spittle from the fruits of the earthly incarnations of the gods Kane, Ku, and Lono. Many of the daughters of paradise gave birth to children that were of the earth, he honua I lalo, on the side of the mother, and of the heaven, he lani I luna, on the side of the father. And like the sacred branches of the tabooed breadfruit tree, these new branches appeared identical to the human senses.

The Kumulipo (a Hawaiian creation chant) divides genesis into two eras, the second of which relates the generations of Hawaiian genealogies from the second generation of creation (in other words, the generation after the flood). A specimen—which relates how the faculties of humankind emerged from the chaos of intellectual darkness in the beginning—reverberates such births in prose recital.

Well-formed is the child, well-formed now

Child in the time when man multiplied

Child in the time when men came from afar

Born were men by the hundreds

Born was man for the narrow stream

Born was woman for the broad stream

Born the night of the gods

Men stood together

Men slept together

They two [gods and women] slept together in a time long ago

Wave after wave of men moving in company

Ruddy the forehead of the god

Dark that of man

White [bearded] the chin

Tranquil was the time when men multiplied

Calm like the time when men came from afar

It was called Calmness then

Born was Lailai a woman. . . . [Lailai is a name that refers to a woman who sits on two branches and has offspring from both]

Born was Kii a man. . . . [Kii literally means “little-eyed image”]

Born was Kane a god.

Born was Kanaloa the hot striking octopus. . . . [Kanaloa, adversary of Kane] 

The wombs gave birth.

Kanenuiakea became furious and—through the will of Hikapoloa, the original unity of the trinity—caused the life-giving waters of the lake to rise in a great flood, beneath which the first paradise, Paliuli, was said to have disappeared. The earthly descendents of the incarnations of gods were said to have built great floating gardens, which were called Paliuli, Nuumealani, and Kuaihelani, among other names. Together with their families, the floating gardens were said to have been carried out unto the great oceans of the world by the three gushing streams of Kane, Ku, and Lono.

An old mele (song) taken from Waimea on the island of Kauai, the land of the Paliuli of my birth, seems to reminisce upon the lost waters of the ancient lake of Paliuli.

A query, a question,

I put to you:

Where is the Water of Kane?

At the Eastern Gate,

Where the Sun comes in at Haehae [a portal in the sky through which the sun enters in the morning];

There is the Water of Kane.

A question I ask of you:

Where is the Water of Kane?

Out there with the floating Sun,

Where cloud forms rest on Ocean’s breast,

Uplifting their forms at Nihoa [an uninhabited rock off the island of Niihau],

This side the base of Lehua [an uninhabited island between Kauai and Niihau];

There is the Water of Kane.

One question I put to you: 

Where is the Water of Kane? 

Yonder on mountain peak, 

On the ridges steep, 

In the valleys deep, 

Where the rivers sweep; 

There is the Water of Kane.

This question I ask of you; 

Where, pray, is the Water of Kane? 

Yonder, at sea, on the ocean, 

In the driving rain, 

In the heavenly bow, 

In the piled-up mist wreath, 

In the bloodred rainfall, 

In the ghost-pale cloud form; 

There is the Water of Kane.

One question I put to you: 

Where is the Water of Kane? 

Up on high is the Water of Kane, 

In the heavenly blue, 

In the black-piled cloud, 

In the black, black-piled cloud, 

In the black-dappled sacred cloud of the gods; 

There is the Water of Kane.

One question I ask of you: 

Where flows the Water of Kane? 

Deep in the ground, in the gushing spring, 

In the ducts of Kane and Loa, 

A wellspring of water to quaff, 

A water of magic power— 

The water of life! 

Life! Oh, give us this life!




Na Makia: Ancestral Vision

Thus, although the akua were seen by our earliest traditions as eternal spirits transcending mortal life, Kanenuiakea, Kunuiakea, and Lononuiakea were witnessed to have descended upon the earth, assumed mortal form, and regenerated within the daughters of mortals who had descended from the beginning. They were then seen as akua aumakua, ancestral gods to the three clans or genealogical streams that comprise the Hawaiian people as a group. Kane, Ku, and Lono sowed their seeds among humanity. In this way, they passed down their divine spirit into the spirit of humanity, and this living spirit has been passed down through the generations.

Each new generation inherits this spiritual light—aumakua—from its parents (makua), the most recent link in an endless chain of time (au), with the inherent responsibility to awaken its existence in the next. Worship was given to the incarnations of the gods, akua aumakua; reverence was given to their descending light, aumakua. And thus my priestly ancestors said that the waters of life flowed as the blood of their first ancestor, the first aumakua. Our ancestral gods are often referred to as source gods, because Kane, Ku, and Lono were seen both as the divine seeds passed down from generation to generation (aumakua) and as the seeing creators of those seeds (akua aumakua).

Aumakua is thus not the immortal eye of God, but a mortal vision that can be seen in mortal creation, an ancestral eye. Aumakua is our own inherited inner vision that witnessed past wisdom, love, and ancestral life within our genetic chain. It is a thread of sight seen in emulation, where seeds of light replicate other seeds of light so that at the end of the chain it is possible to see the original creation force through the manifestation of the last link of the chain. As our visions of life and past memories slowly fade toward death, our descendents come forth to provide the next eyes in the chain of vision. We are the hereditary heirs: inheritors of “the six little eyes,” of the aumakua that have descended from the ancient stream.

Now see, now see. See our ancient spiritual tradition in its purest state before the later establishments of the chiefdoms and priesthood that separated it from most of its hereditary heirs, the people of the original three clans to have occupied ancient Hawaii nei.

Now see, now see. 

See the emulation of gods, 

See Kane in the emulation of the eyes of gods, 

See Ku in the emulation of the forces of gods, 

See Lono in the emulation of the streams of gods, 

See the little eyes of the aumakua to come.

Kanenuiakea emulates the Great Expanse, 

Kanenuiakea emulates the Universe, 

Kanenuiakea emulates Nature, 

Kane emulates Kanenuiakea, the little eyes of the aumakua emulate Kane.

Kunuiakea emulates the forces of the Great Expanse, 

Kunuiakea emulates the forces of the Universe, 

Kunuiakea emulates the forces of Nature, 

Ku emulates Kunuiakea, the little eyes of the aumakua emulate Ku.

Lononuiakea emulates the stream of the Great Expanse, 

Lononuiakea emulates the stream of the Universe, 

Lononuiakea emulates the stream of Nature, 

Lono emulates Lononuiakea, the little eyes of the aumakua emulate Lono.




Na Makahiki: 2000 B.C.E.–100 B.C.E.

Born was man for the narrow stream. Born was woman for the broad stream. Ten generations of the mating of brothers and sisters, aunties and uncles, daughters and fathers, and sons and mothers, came to pass after the great flood. An ancestor named Kupule (the prayer raiser) is said to have taken a slave woman named Ahu (the sacred altar) to wife, and established the practice of circumcision among the three hereditary clans. Paliuli was still a floating garden.

A specimen of the second era contained in the Kumulipo—which places humankind out in the darkness of the ocean—has reverberations of a floating garden in prose recital.

The train of walruses passing by

Milling about in the depths of the sea

The long lines of opule fish

The sea is thick with them

Crabs and hard-shelled creatures

Go swallowing on the way

Rising and diving under swiftly and silently

Pimoe [a tiny flickering light] lurks behind the horizon

On the long waves, the crested waves

Innumerable the coral ridges

Low, heaped up, jagged

The little ones seek the dark places

Very dark is the ocean and obscure

A sea of coral like the green heights of Paliuli [like the back of a green-shelled turtle]

The land disappears into them

Covered by the darkness of night

Still it is night.




Na Makahiki: 100 B.C.E.–1100 C.E.

Born was man for the narrow stream. Born was woman for the broad stream. Five generations would come to pass after the generation of Kupule and Ahu. An ancestor named Hawaii imi loa (longtime searcher of the ancestral house), a great-grandson by five times of Kupule and Ahu, guided by a navigator named Makalii (the six little eyes)—a great seer of the gods who followed the Pleiades across the three heavens of darkness—arrived in a Hawaii that was already inhabited. It was populated by the Menehune people, said to have descended from one of the twelve sons of Kinilauamano (the multitudes of the numerous branches), son of Kupule and Ahu.

An ancient parable like tradition handed down by my priestly ancestors reverberates back to the earthly incarnation of gods in the beginning in prose recital of the first aumakua of Makalii, the great seer of the gods, and how “the six little eyes” came into the possession of humankind.

Na moolelo (the voices of the ancestral tail): it was said by the people of old that the Makalii, or Pleiades, were originally one star (hoku), named Makahiki (the arising eye of time). Makahiki became so brilliant that the god Kane—as Kane ka onohi o ka la (Kane the eyeball of the sun)—became emulated. In order to pursue Makahiki, Kane made Aldebaran, called Kaomaaiku (the darting eyes of the god Ku), and Sirius, called Hikikaulonomeha (placing the god Lono alone in time). It was said that in fleeing Makahiki hid his eye behind a great stream, Hikikaulonomeha drained the waters of the stream dry, and Kane ka onohi o ka la flung Kaomaaiku to pierce Makahiki, who broke into six little pieces, called Makalii, “the six little eyes of time” (the eyes that climb forth from the tail, to look out through the eyes of humankind).

Born was man for the narrow stream. Born was woman for the broad stream. Two generations would come to pass after Hawaii imi loa’s first visit to Hawaii. Wave after wave of men moving in company had arrived on the various shores of what had become known as Hawaii imi loa. Wave after wave of women moving in company had arrived on the various shores of Hawaii imi loa. They had been shuttled across the great Pacific Ocean from a lost land called Ka aina kai mele mele a Kane (land of the yellow sea of Kane) by the three brothers of Hawaii imi loa, named Ki, Kanaloa, and Laakapu (the sacred taboo). Laakapu was a sacred high chief of Kahiki, and became an ancestor of chiefs, seers, and priests of the order of Lononuiakea, and the ancient Prophets of Kupihea. It was Laakapu who first introduced feathered images and idols that were seen as deities, gods in the heavens, by the people of ancient Hawaii. Feathers were often treated as hair that fell from the heavens, because feathers were made sacred (laa) by traveling through the spaces of air occupied by gods alone. Many feathers, it was said, had been touched by gods upon entering the heavens on the body of birds in life.

An ancient chant handed down to me by my priestly ancestors of the Kupihea line reverberates with the land that these new arrivals witnessed upon first sight, and of the naming of these islands after the clan’s first arriver.

Hawaii moving in the water, 

Rainbows, water gushing 

Spouting, unstable, muddy, 

Water flowing, the land is unstable, 

Muddy, flowing, moving in all places, 

Flowing with fire, 

Due to distance, length far, and far away, 

Multitudes of fire, lava, and volcanoes, 

Like on Sumatra, and Java, 

Therefore called Hawaii imi loa, Hawaii long searching, 

It is the true name of this place.

Born was man for the narrow stream. Born was woman for the broad stream. From the lost land of the yellow sea of Kane arrived Kahiko lua mea (the very ancient and sacred one), the first king of Hawaii imi loa, and his wife Kupulanakehau (the mist that brought the floating branches to life). To them were born Lehu ula (the sacred red ash), from whom descended the priests of Kane (kahuna), and Wakea (the heaven who opens the door to the sun), from whom came the chiefs (alii) and from whom stem most of the genealogies of the Hawaiian people of present-day Hawaii. From a third son, Makulukulu (the multiplier)—some say from a different wife—came the commoners (makaainana). In the fourteenth era of the
Kumulipo chant occurs the name Paupani a wakea (end of closing light) a name that describes the family of Wakea to come.

Wakea took Papa—a descendent of the line of Kupule and Ahu by Hawaii imi loa—as his wife. Papa was often called a slave woman because of her descent from the ancient Ahu. However, an important facet of Papa was her other role as Haumea, wife of the earthly incarnations of Kane, Ku, and Kanaloa. In her two roles she was ancestress of the Hawaiian chiefs of light (as Papa with Wakea) and chiefs of darkness (as Haumea with the earthly incarnations of gods). Haumea also became renowned for her reincarnations as wives of the descending chiefs (her own children) in a line that ended with the chief Kio. The importance here is that her life sheds light all the way back to the beginnings of the Hawaiian creation story. It also lends light to the Hebrew tradition, whose prior light of religious tradition was drowned out by the story of Noah and the flood, which washed away the memory of a religious order that may have rivaled that of Kane—Kane yahu in the Hebrew—in the land of the paradises of the beginnings of the multitudes of gods.

A specimen of the fifteenth era contained in the Kumulipo—which brings Haumea’s traditions into the light of her descendents—reverberates with the reestablishment of the lands called Paliuli throughout ancient Hawaii almost immediately upon the rebirths of the three clans. The return of the sacred breadfruit (ulu) tree, and its tabooed fruit, also refers to the floating garden from which she descended.

Haumea, woman of Nuu mea lani in Kukuihaa

Of Mahani the impenetrable land of Kuai helani in Paliuli

The beautiful, the dark land, darkening the heavens

A solitude for the heavenly one, Kameha I kaua

Kemeha I kaua, the secluded one supreme in war, god of Kauakahi

At the parting of earth, at the parting of high heaven

Left the land jealous of her husband’s [Wakea] second mate 

Came to the land of Lua [pit] 

Ahu of Lua [altar of the pit] lived at Wawau 

The goddess became the wife of Makea [the multitudes of the great expanse] 

Haumea became a woman of Kalihi in Koolau [a valley on Oahu island] 

Lived in Kalihi on the edge of the cliff Laumila 

Entered a growing tree, she became a breadfruit tree 

A breadfruit body, a trunk, and leaves she had 

Many forms had this woman Haumea 

Great Haumea was mysterious 

Mysterious was Haumea in the way she lived 

She lived with her grandchildren 

She slept with her children 

Slept with her child Kauakahi as the wife Kuaimehani 

Slept with her grandchild Kaua huli honua 

As his wife Huli honua 

Slept with her grandchild Haloa 

As his wife Hinamanouluae 

Slept with her grandchild Waia as his wife Huhune 

Slept with her grandchild Hinanalo as his wife Haunuu 

Slept with her grandchild Nanakahili as his wife Haulani 

Slept with her grandchild Wailoa as his wife Hikapuaneiea 

Kio was born, Haumea was recognized 

Haumea was seen to be shriveled 

Cold and undesirable 

The woman was in fact gone sour 

Hard to deal with and crabbed 

Unsound, a fraud, half blind, a woman generations old 

Wrinkled behind, wrinkled before 

Bent and grey the breast, worthless was Nuumea 

She lived licentiously, bore children like a dog 

With Kio came forth the chiefs 

He slept with Kamole, with the woman of the woodland 

Born was Ole, Hai was the wife.




Na Moo Kuauhau: Genealogies

It is critical here, for those who wish to indulge in the practice or study of ancestral spirituality of the ancient world, to understand why individual names that represent one generation in descending time indicate that in some instances the people of the ancient world lived for as long as six to nine hundred years of age. Such an understanding is necessary in order to bring about an acceptable time line from generation to generation that can fit like a ladder of time down into the descending history of the world as we know it today, without being labeled merely native mythology.

We need to realize that, in ancient genealogies, a multitude of individual lives in accumulation were represented by one individual name and portrayed as the life of one person through hereditary deification of life rotating back from death. One might call it reincarnation, but not in the usual sense of the word, as this was the constant return of the first aumakua into succeeding generations, occupying the same name and social role until the rebirth of another came forth, or until the first became feeble or distant from the descending clans and was replaced with a more recent descendent of the line. At that point, the practice would begin all over again: the birth of the first aumakua was reenacted when a child was born out of the mating of a chiefly brother and sister.

Here it is also important to understand how the human soul was seen as a triad, in the same way that the trinity of the gods and of creation is seen in a triad of light entering darkness and darkness returning to light. The 
uhane or soul, as portrayed by my most ancient of ancestors, was a continuous trinity of principles—“the qualitative,” “the quantitative,” and “the selective”—that were placed in humankind by the earthly incarnations of gods in the beginning. However, the uhane suffered an ever decreasing light of spirituality by distancing itself from its first light of divinity. This happened through the separation caused by regeneration of the knowing of the light of creation and of the existence of God in the beginning.

The qualitative—that by which we feel, know, will, and animate the creations of god—is in constant decline, with the constant rise of the thinking principle, the selective—that by which we feel, know, will, and animate individual needs and desires, the human brain. The quantitative—that by which we feel, know, will, and animate the creations of humankind—is in constant growth, hovering in the thinking principle and virtually existing together with it in a state of energy called the mind.

The first of the triad, the qualitative, is the immortal light or spirit of the Akua or God, called kumupaa, “the solidification of creation.” It constantly divides its hereditary remainder in each new generation by two, creating two equal parts of light. One part of light is ever decreasing in descent into mortality with the birth of each newborn child. The other part of light is ever increasing by ascending back into reunion with immortality at the death of each human life. This is the immortal spirit of light that was equally divided with the spirit of life in the incarnations of the akua aumakua, the procreators of our first aumakua or ancestor.

The second principle, the quantitative, is the mortal light lit by the akua aumakua in the makua or earthly parent; it is called “the first aumakua.” This light of the aumakua descends into mortality through its offspring. It is constantly multiplying by threes—father, mother, child—in the numerical accumulation of heredity in each newborn of each new generation. One of the three parts of mortal light is that of the child, the host, which will descend into the child’s offspring, as one of the three of the next generation. Two parts are of the parents, which occupy the space in the qualitative created by the division of the ascending spirit of immortality by the parental deaths of the prior generations. This is the mortal spirit of the multitudes of lives that once were, equally divided with the spirit of light through the conceptions of the akua aumakua, the procreator of our first aumakua or ancestor.

Both of these are housed, so to speak, by the principle, the current life, and are held together in unity by the ever dwindling light of kumupaa, which is the fixed connection to one’s spiritual origin in relationship to one’s god of procreation, and the creator of procreation, God. We are so distant from this spirit today that many now doubt or totally disbelieve in the existence of God, for they are no longer aware of, or able to feel or awaken the inner pathway within themselves that leads to and from, God.
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