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			For Kerima and Preston
and to the memory of Amy
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			Chapter One

			The Chinn Family
Strangers in a Strange Land

			My father was off fighting the war in a faraway place when I was born forty-five minutes after midnight on May 10, 1943, in the backseat of a taxicab en route to Hollywood Presbyterian Hospital.

			Apparently, I must have been very anxious to come out and see the world. Although I have no actual recollection of the event, the incident caused quite a stir at the time since Grandmother Chinn, who had accompanied my mother, was the somewhat panicked person somewhat reluctantly forced to attend to my somewhat untimely arrival. But both she and my mother managed to weather the ordeal. My mother had decided to name me after my father, so I became Robert Clarence Chinn, Jr. My Chinese name, which was chosen by Rev. Philip Lee of the Chinese First Presbyterian Church, was Kai-yin, meaning “develops talent and virtue.”

			My father was a handsome man and an athletic one. He excelled in school sports and won many awards. From his mother he inherited the Caucasian aspect of his appearance, and from his father, the Chinese. It was a formidable combination. I’m certain that in the course of his regrettably short life he was able to break more than his share of hearts.

			The Chinese surname Chinn has suffered a variety of Romanized spellings attributed to the choice of the immigration officer filling out a name form. When my great grandfather first came to this country, he was listed as Ah Chin. When he subsequently returned once again to America with his young son, their surname was spelled out as Chan. Later my father legally changed the name back to what he considered to be the proper spelling: Chinn.

			In 1866, Ah Chin, the man who would eventually become Chan You’s father, left his ancestral village of Look Toon in China to seek his fortune in a land far away known as Gold Mountain—the United States of America. Gold had been discovered in California in 1849, and when news of this had finally reached China countless Chinese flocked there, lured by the promise of untold riches.

			He had joined the See Yup contingent from China’s southeastern coast and boarded a ship of the Pacific Mail Line bound for California. He would arrive in America and go to work as a laborer for the Central Pacific Railroad, which was in the process of building the western segment of a railroad line that would span the continent of the United States from the Pacific to the Atlantic—the first Transcontinental Railroad.

			Construction on the western portion of the railroad had begun from Sacramento in 1863, but when the workers reached Donner Pass and the mountains beyond, they ran into a major problem. The mountains steadfastly refused to be conquered. Undaunted by this setback, the railroad engineers brought in Cornish miners to blast a path through the mountains.

			But the job proved to be much more difficult. When the Cornish miners were unable to make any headway through the solid granite outcroppings of California’s Sierra Nevada Mountains, the Chinese railway workers were brought in to get the job done.

			The Chinese workers had their own methods. Carving out roads precariously clinging to the sides of cliffs was an engineering feat that had been commonplace in China for thousands of years, so the US Chinese laborers tackled this challenge in much the same way.

			The Chinese laborers lowered themselves from the tops of cliffs by ropes in baskets they had fashioned for themselves, and, while suspended two thousand feet above the base of the American River Gorge, they chipped away at the granite cliff face and planted explosives to blast tunnels and carve a passage through the mountains. Of course it was no easy feat to do this. The slightest miscalculation could prove fatal.

			The white men watched in awe as the little Asian men from Kwangtung hung from the cliffs at dizzying heights, their little baskets swaying in the wind as they chipped away at the shale and granite to set their dynamite charges. Then they held their breath as the little men scrambled back up the ropes to make it back to the top of the mountain before the charges detonated.

			It was dangerous, difficult, backbreaking work, but Ah Chin was young, strong, and relatively fearless—more importantly, he was determined to make enough money to return to China a rich man. That was his goal, and he worked hard, collected his pay, and saved as much as he could—which was most of it because, as he saw it, there really wasn’t very much to spend it on out there in the middle of nowhere. 

			The Caucasians were amazed at what they considered to be the strange and bizarre habits of the Chinese. After returning from a hard day’s work the Chinese laborers would always take a hot bath in bathtubs made from empty whiskey kegs and change into clean clothes before having their evening meal. The white men, who rarely ever bathed, found this habit as repulsive as the unusual food that these strange heathens ate.

			Instead of the beef, potatoes, beans, and bread that made up their own fare, the Chinese meal consisted of a soup made from dried seaweed, salted cabbage, and pork or poultry cooked with several different kinds of vegetables, as well as strange dishes made from things they had sent from San Francisco such as dried oysters, abalone, cuttlefish, and dried mushrooms. They ate all this strange stuff with bowls of steamed white rice.

			They would not drink cold water but instead seemed to consume endless cups of tea. The fact that the boiled water they used to make the tea also prevented illness and stomach ailments was totally lost on the white men.

			The Chinese, on the other hand, couldn’t figure out what the Caucasians had against proper hygiene and illness prevention. To the Chinese the white man’s food was boring, bland, and tasteless.

			One day, one of the white workers who had been to San Francisco and had eaten at a Chinese restaurant there sat down to eat with the Chinese. It wasn’t long before a few of the others became somewhat curious and followed suit. Eventually, many of the Caucasians bold enough to taste the Chinaman’s exotic food immediately became enthusiastic converts.

			The Chinese workers were paid a wage of twenty-five dollars a month, out of which they had to pay for their own food, lodging, tools, and supplies. Most of them lived in makeshift tents, found some kind of shelter outside, or slept beside the campfire. The white laborers were paid thirty-five dollars a month plus room, board, and supplies.

			The Chinese, who did the more dangerous and unwanted work in addition to working longer hours, were far from happy with this situation. The Chinese laborers lodged a complaint and their employers reluctantly raised their salary to thirty dollars a month. Eventually their salary went up to thirty-five dollars, although the workers still had to pay for their own food, supplies, and lodging.

			The Chinese workers were divided into labor gangs of about twenty men. Each of these groups had an elected head man, a go-between for them and their Caucasian employers, who managed their affairs by ensuring that they received the proper pay and seeing to their needs—which included delicacies from San Francisco and available hot water for tea.

			 It was not easy, but Ah Chin managed to save around twenty dollars or more out of his salary each month. Whenever they camped near a river or stream Ah Chin tried to save even more money by catching fish for his meal, or, if he was lucky enough to catch several, he sold some of them to his fellow workers.

			He was enterprising and thrifty by nature, and these were traits that he would eventually pass along to his son. On Sunday, which was the day off for all of the railroad workers, the Chinese would wash and mend their clothes, relax, and gamble. Ah Chin took this opportunity to make some extra money by doing the laundry for those that preferred to spend the idle time gambling.

			Life on the American frontier was rugged and difficult, but not totally unbearable. The Chinese laborers, for the most part, were used to hostile living conditions, so what they faced seemed like a piece of cake. That is, until winter came. The winter of 1866 and 1867 turned out to be one of the worst in all of recorded history. The hostile forces of nature compelled the railroad workers to struggle through blinding blizzards and relentless snowstorms as they doggedly continued to tunnel their way through the mountains, sometimes working through snowdrifts as deep as fifty feet.

			Finally, by January 1869, they had reached the Great Salt Lake Basin. The Chinese laborers continued working from the break of dawn to sunset laying rail after rail eastward to meet their counterparts, the teams of Irish workmen laying track westward for the Union Pacific Railroad.

			Ah Chin was there to witness the historic event of the joining of the Central Pacific Railroad and the Union Pacific Railroad on May 10, 1869 at Promontory Point, Utah. I, his great-grandson, would be born exactly seventy-four years later to the very day. To honor their hard work and dedication in the building of the railroad, an eight-man Chinese crew was selected to place the last section of rail that connected the United States of America from the Atlantic Ocean to the Pacific.

			After the final completion of the first Transcontinental Railroad, the Central Pacific no longer had jobs for a good many of the workers and Ah Chin went to work for the Union Pacific Railroad.

			When this job ended, he joined a group of Chinese men going into the hills in search for gold. They worked mines abandoned by the white miners before them, tirelessly scavenging a little gold here and there. They lived frugally and saved most of their money. By the mid-1870s, Ah Chin felt that he had made enough money to return to China as a rich man.

			Back in China he took a bride and started a family, but as the years passed he began to grow restless. The memories of his numerous adventures in America and the relative freedom that he had enjoyed there still remained in his mind. There was still so much of that vast country that he had not yet seen or experienced.

			His son Chin Gong Yuen (who became known as Chan You or Frank You Chan) was born in 1882, and after his son’s twelfth birthday Ah Chin made a decision. In 1893 he returned to America with his son. America was a land of great opportunity, and he wanted his son to take advantage.

			After arriving back in the United States, Ah Chin got a job working construction with the Chinese railroad gang on the Southern Pacific Railroad. His young son Chan You looked older than his age, but he was still too young and not strong enough to work laying track. He was not too young, however, to become the cook’s assistant, so he lied about his actual age and ended up getting the job. It was a learning experience that would stand him in good stead for the rest of his life. It was also a job that would allow him to travel with his father around the American Southwest.

			After the work on the railroads ended at the turn of the century, Ah Chin and his son travelled for a while, taking jobs and saving their money. They were unwelcome everywhere they went, however. Many of the people in some of the small rural areas harbored a deep suspicion and prejudice of the strange yellow men. Children would follow them, calling them Chinamen, among other demeaning names, and hurling other curses and rocks at them.

			In order to conserve their money, they travelled by walking or hitching rides with friendly travelers who happened to be going their way. When the distance between where they were and where they wanted to go was too long, they would sometimes hop onto a freight train that often travelled the very rails that they had labored to lay. When the train slowed down during the approach to the station, they were careful to jump off in order to avoid the railroad police, who took a dim view of free riders.

			One time in Arizona, however, on a freezing cold night, they were both particularly tired and huddled together for warmth. They fell asleep only to awaken as the train jolted to a full stop at the train station. They quickly gathered their belongings and disembarked. But it was too late. A big, burly, eagle-eyed railroad cop had seen them jumping off the freight car and, yelling, “Hey, you there!” started after them.

			Ah Chin and Chan You fled on foot with the railroad bull hot in pursuit. The young and agile Chan You managed to put some distance between them, but the older and slower Ah Chin, weighed down by his baggage, was not fast enough. Suddenly Ah Chin felt a sharp pain as the cop’s hard wooden billy club whacked against his shoulder and the force of the blow sent him stumbling to the ground.

			Chan You saw his father fall and stopped. As he ran back to help his father he saw the cop raise the billy club to strike again, but at that moment Ah Chin turned toward him and the cop saw his face.

			“Chin Chinaman!” the cop exclaimed in surprise as he lowered the billy club and put it back in his belt. “You’ve gotten old and slow, old man.” He reached out his hand and helped Ah Chin up. When Chan You reached them, the big bull of a railroad cop was dusting his father off and laughingly saying, “Fancy seeing you again after all these years.”

			As it turned out, the railroad cop had been one of the Caucasian laborers who had worked alongside Ah Chin on the Central Pacific Railroad. He had taken a liking to Ah Chin’s cooking and they had become friendly with each other back then.

			The railroad cop took them to his small house, where he lived alone, and invited them to stay as long as they needed. In turn, Ah Chin cooked a meal for him once again. “Ah,” the railroad cop said with satisfaction after he had finished the supper. “This is the taste of the old times.” He shook his head. “Here in Williams there is an old Chinaman with a cook tent but his food is slop, not even fit for pigs.” Then, as if an inspiration had come to him, he said, “You should think about staying and opening up an eating place here. With your skill I’m sure that you would meet with success.”

			Ah Chin simply laughed, but Chan You pondered what the railroad cop had said. They slept at his house that night and the next day Chan You and his father went to the old Chinaman’s cooking tent. The owner was a surly old man who, like them, had originally worked on the railroad. They soon found that the railroad cop was right. The soup was foul and watery and the food was tasteless and simply awful. The owner told them that he was tired of the business, that his heart was no longer in it and he simply wanted to return to China. He offered to sell them the entire business, lock, stock, and barrel, at a very attractive price.

			Chan You had noticed that an increasing number of American people were taking an interest in Chinese food. Larger American cities such as San Francisco and New York with their large Chinese immigrant population had proper Chinese restaurants. But in the more rural areas of the Southwest, the Chinese eating places might have been found inside tents such as this one or beneath a crudely constructed makeshift shack. They served the same type of Chinese food—an Americanized version of the simplest dish, stir-fried vegetables with a little meat—that the Chinese rail workers had remembered eating at home. In America they used whatever local ingredients and produce were available to them. It was in this way that the dish so popular with Caucasians called chop suey had come into being.

			Chan You thought it would be a good investment to use some of their savings and take the old Chinaman up on his offer. Ah Chin, however, was more focused on getting back to the West Coast so that he, too, could return to China, having seen enough of America. He had finally had his fill of adventure, and now all he wanted to do was return to his homeland and live out the rest of his years in peace. 

			“But Father,” Chan You argued, “if we do this we could make much more money and you could return to China a much more wealthy man.” Ah Chin pondered the logic of his son’s wisdom and finally gave in. 

			They haggled with the old Chinaman and obtained the cook tent for next to nothing. But the business came with a bad reputation that Chan You and his father had to rectify. From the years spent working with the cooks on the railroad gangs, Chan You had learned not only how to cook the food that Americans liked but also where to send for the imported Chinese food and supplies that he needed from wholesalers in San Francisco and Los Angeles.

			While Chan You had no scruples about cooking the inauthentic Chinese style dishes white people preferred, that didn’t mean that he and his father were going to eat them. There were a few Chinese living in Williams, and one of them grew Chinese produce that he sold to the other local Chinese. Chan You began buying from him so that he could supplement the menu with a few more authentic dishes that they themselves could enjoy. 

			Chan You also remembered that on feast days back in China his father had slaughtered pigs and had made various dishes utilizing the entire animal, including his favorite dish of crispy-skin roast pork. He asked his father if he could replicate those dishes here in Arizona, and his father replied that they would need to build a proper roasting oven since the cook tent they had inherited only had a crude, rudimentary fire source, two large woks, and an old cast-iron grill.

			Ah Chin and his son built a proper Chinese-style roasting oven out of brick and mortar. Then they bought a live pig and Ah Chin taught his son how to slaughter it and butcher it to make the feast dishes that he had cooked back in China. With their new oven they made the crispy skin roast pig as well as char siu, the Chinese barbecued pork that they served either by itself or stir-fried with vegetables over chow mein. They used the rest of the pig for other dishes and cured some of the meat as lop yuk—Chinese bacon—and made the sweet Chinese sausages with rice wine called lop cheong. 

			When word got out in the small Chinese community about what the new cook, tent owners were doing, they began attracting some Chinese customers as well as the Caucasians. This was a major breakthrough because most of the Chinese preferred cooking their own meals at home. Of course, most of the Caucasians preferred beef to pork, so Chan You had to learn how to butcher cattle as well so that he could prepare the steaks, stews, and other dishes that they liked.

			Soon they began serving a good portion of their Caucasian and Mexican customers the more authentic Chinese dishes that they had taken a liking to after noticing Chan You and his father eat them. Chan You was gratified to see that some of their Caucasian customers were finally beginning to expand their eating experience with the more authentic Chinese dishes along with their chop suey and chow mein as well. This newly added variety also made for a lot of repeat business, and it wasn’t long before they had a solid customer base. Their business in Williams prospered, and with all this prosperity Chan You got another idea. 

			The Atchison, Topeka & Santa Fe Railway had opened the Grand Canyon Railway only a few months before. Chan You and his father had taken the three-hour, sixty-five-mile trip to the southern rim of the Grand Canyon and they had noticed that a couple of cook tents had been set up there that were doing a brisk business serving food to the many tourists that flocked to see the unique natural attraction, but none of them were serving Chinese food. While they were doing good business in Williams it occurred to him that they could do even better business at the Grand Canyon, so while Ah Chin looked after business in Williams, Chan You opened up a cook tent there.

			In his new cook tent, Chan You served chow mein and chop suey alongside the more authentic Chinese dishes that the Caucasian customers in Williams had taken to. But he found that most white people didn’t like to eat Chinese food for breakfast, so he decided to cover all his bases by adding bacon and eggs and flapjacks as well as steaks and chops and the more traditional American fare that he had served before on his new menu. 

			Their venture into the restaurant business in Arizona had ended up being a more profitable venture than Chan You had even imagined, but his aging father began to long to return to his family in China. Even Chan You began to contemplate the endless financial opportunities that could result from living in a big city instead of the comfortable but limited income that they were able to eke out in the middle of a desolate wasteland. 

			In the city he would have to start from scratch once again, since his father would be taking most of their savings back to China with him. But Chan You was young and healthy and he had the ambition and enough courage and strength for whatever might lie ahead. Now, not only had he learned how to cook and run a restaurant but he had also learned the skills of a butcher, and this would serve him in good stead in the not too distant future.

			They made the decision to sell their business, leave Arizona, and head for the West Coast. Chan You and Ah Chin arrived in the city of Los Angeles sometime around 1903. They were two strangers out of many who had finally arrived in the big city. 

			Los Angeles at this time was still in the beginning stages of the sprawling metropolis that it would eventually become. Still, it provided a remarkable change of pace from rural life. 

			Not long after arriving, Ah Chin would return to China where with the money that he had saved from working in America he was able to live out his remaining years as a prosperous and wealthy man. Chan You would remain in Los Angeles and his life would span the years that would see that city turn into the largest and most prosperous boomtown in the history of the United States. 

			The Chinese family societies of “Tongs” were formed just after the middle of the nineteenth century in the United States of America to help the Chinese immigrants who had come to work on the railroads. These family societies helped the new immigrants adjust to life in their new homeland. They provided them with food if they were too poor to buy food and support when they needed support. 

			The Chinese in America could also look to them for other kinds of assistance. When disputes or law troubles arose, they would look to the Tongs to intervene. Because the Chinese were not protected by American law, the Tongs had to provide justice for them. The Chinese were frequently targets of racial discrimination and hate crimes arising from ignorance and prejudice.

			When he first came to Los Angeles, Chan You had settled in the area now known as old Chinatown, and went to his family association for help. The family association put him in contact with a relative, the owner of a meat market, who employed him as a butcher in his shop.

			Today, little is known about Chan You’s early years in Los Angeles. The earliest known photograph of him, taken from an immigration identification document bearing that name, shows him as a young man dressed formally in a dark suit and wearing a necktie. Other early photographs show him smartly dressed in a military uniform, so at some time between 1903 and 1909 he must have been in the service. 

			According to my grandmother, he was an industrious and ambitious young man who worked very hard and diligently saved his money so that he would someday be able to open his own business. He was filled with youthful optimism, and, since he was also extremely conscientious, he tried to assimilate himself into the American culture and the English language. He gave himself the English name of Frank and thereafter became known as Frank You Chan. 

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			The Lamb Family
In Search of the American Dream

			Wah Jean Lamb, my grandmother Gertrude Lamb Chinn’s father, had come to America from China in the late 1880s to pursue his studies at the newly formed College of Medicine at the University of Southern California. According to my grandmother and other sources, he had been sent by Methodist missionaries with the full blessing of the Imperial Chinese government, which no doubt expected him upon completion of his studies to return to China to use his newly acquired knowledge of Western medicine by serving as one of the physicians to the imperial family. 

			Although traditional Chinese medicine was what was still relied upon, the possibility that Western medicine could also be effective in some cases was not totally lost on the dowager Empress Tzu Hsi. 

			Wah Jean had learned English as a child while attending a Methodist missionary school in China. He was an intelligent young man who showed a lot of promise, and ultimately he had been selected by the missionaries to continue his education at the University of Southern California in Los Angeles, which was also a Methodist school at that time. So, sometime in 1889, he embarked on the first stage of a lifelong medical career.

			The photograph attached to his 1894 United States of America Certificate of Residence shows a serious, pleasant young man. He is listed as a “Chinese person other than laborer.” His occupation is given as “Medical Student.” 

			The document also attests to the fact that he was in residence in the United States before the provisions of the Act of Congress approved on May 5, 1892, known as the Chinese Exclusion Act, came into effect.

			In the years that he attended medical school in Los Angeles, Wah Jean boarded with an English family that he had met through the Presbyterian Church. The Sadlers immediately took to the young Chinese man and embraced him as if he were one of their own. 

			To repay their kindness and also to earn some money, he worked for them as a houseboy. It was in the Sadler house where he fell in love with the frail, young Edith, one of the Sadler daughters, and she also fell in love with him. It was indeed a highly unconventional romance for that time. In California especially, miscegenation was not only highly frowned upon but was even considered to be a serious crime. Fortunately, the Sadlers were forward-thinking people who harbored no prejudice against Wah Jean. Edith was a plain girl and she suffered from the misfortune of having ill health, but their future son-in-law would soon be a medical doctor.

			In 1895, Wah Jean Lamb and Edith Sadler were married in the neighboring state of Nevada, since California law didn’t allow interracial marriages. Wah Jean Lamb graduated from the University of Southern California College of Medicine Class of 1896. He held the unique distinction of being the first person of Chinese ancestry to graduate from that school. 

			After graduating he decided to remain and take up his practice in the United States instead of returning to China. He began his professional career by opening up his first office at 550 East Thirty-Second Street in Los Angeles. His pretty Caucasian wife, who was now pregnant with their first child and who was also very seriously suffering from tuberculosis, became his first patient. 

			Wah Jean Lamb, MD soon found that most of his Chinese patients preferred the old, traditional herbal cures to Western medicine and that, strangely enough, many of his Caucasian patients expressed a great interest in herbal medicine as well, so he adapted his practice accordingly. But he also found that, with the overabundance of doctors practicing in Los Angeles, competition was fierce and it was difficult to make a living. Meanwhile, Edith’s condition worsened. 

			Perhaps thinking that his ailing wife’s health as well as his practice would benefit from a drier climate and rural environment, they decided to leave Los Angeles for Nevada. Unfortunately he encountered the same prejudice there that he had in California.

			Sadly, his wife’s health did not get better, and when it became evident that she would soon die, he brought her back to Los Angeles so that she could be among her family when the time came. 

			Before she passed away in 1896, she bore Wah Jean a daughter who they named Gertrude Edith Lamb—and who would become my grandmother. 

			No pictures have survived of Gertrude’s mother, Edith Sadler—in fact, since she died when my grandmother was an infant, she never even had the chance to come to know her. 

			But my grandmother did have an old tintype that she treasured, which showed her as a small baby, warmly clothed and in the arms of her deceased mother’s mother, her maternal grandmother. 

			Wah Jean realized that he was going to need someone to help him care for his child. After all, he couldn’t successfully establish his practice as a doctor while having to care for his young daughter as well. He was also still a relatively young man, and the loss of his wife denied him the large family that he had always dreamed of having. 

			With her mixed blood and vibrant personality, Gertrude was growing into a pretty and adorable young child. She had become quite independent, but she still needed a mother to nurture her and care for her.

			In 1899, when Gertrude was three years old, Wah Jean made a trip to San Francisco. There he found his young bride-to-be at an orphanage run by the Presbyterian Church. Her name was Alice Wong, and she became known as Lamb Ah Oi. 

			When he returned to his daughter in Los Angeles, Wah Jean had a new Chinese wife and little Gertrude had a stepmother.

			Wah Jean moved with his new wife and daughter back to Nevada, where he briefly tried to make a living, but found that it was much too difficult to do so there. So he decided to continue moving on. This time he travelled north, and Wah Jean Lamb, MD eventually came to settle in a place called Butte, Montana, a prosperous copper mining boomtown where he would set up his practice as a physician and surgeon. 

			There, built around what came to be known as the Richest Hill on Earth, were shacks and mansions, workers’ cottages in the shadow of recently constructed brick business buildings, mineshafts, and dump heaps. The powerful Anaconda Copper Mining Company presided over all of this.

			The Chinese had first immigrated to America during the Gold Rush in search of the legendary Gold Mountain. Here, the town of Butte was situated on the earth’s mineral crown.

			Wah Jean opened his first office at his home in Chinatown on 9 West Galena Street in 1902. Gertrude’s brother Paul was born shortly after they arrived in Butte.

			In order to build his medical practice, Dr. Lamb would regularly place advertisements in Butte’s two newspapers, The Butte Miner and the Anaconda Standard. 

			My grandmother recalled that aside from seeing patients at his office, her father used to ride out to house calls on horseback. Butte had a fairly good-sized Chinese community, and his expert knowledge of the curative powers of Chinese herbs as well as his ability to practice traditional Western medicine made him very much sought after as a physician. 

			In addition, Butte still had relatively few highly qualified doctors, so his patients included a good many Caucasians as well as Chinese. Being the first Chinese person to have graduated from the highly renowned University of Southern California Medical School also put him in a position of prestige. 

			It was not long before he managed to establish a fairly successful practice for himself and became a highly respected physician in the constantly growing frontier town. Eventually, as his family and medical practice grew, he would move to a much larger office located in the famous Copper Block at 46 East Galena, just west of the intersection of Galena and Wyoming.

			In 1904, Gertrude’s sister Gladys was born. From the very beginning Gertrude felt very close to her new sister. She would help her stepmother care for the infant, and as Gladys grew older she and her younger sister would become almost inseparable. 

			Fortunately for Gertrude, her new mother Ah Oi was not the wicked stepmother of the popular stereotypes. Even though she did harbor some resentment toward the half-white child that was her stepdaughter, in general they managed to get on fairly well. 

			As the years passed, not only did Wah Jean’s medical practice grow but his family grew as well. Gladys was followed by Esther in 1905, and then came Ruth in 1907, and a year later another brother, John. Wah Jean was making a comfortable living that could easily support his large family, but there were no servants, so the eldest child Gertrude was charged with taking care of her younger siblings. 

			They grew up as children of two worlds. Although they were American by birth, Wah Jean instilled in them a pride in the fact that they were also Chinese. They could speak both languages and were aware of Chinese as well as American traditions. 

			Wah Jean was doing well as a doctor in Butte and in the years that followed his family increased by two more daughters, Faith and Eleanor—the latter of whom would also come to be known as Aldrina. The compassionate doctor also adopted an orphaned child of Russian extraction named Philip, whom he found wandering around one day, hungry and without a place to go. Wah Jean took him home and raised him as if he were one of his own. 

			Dr. Lamb was strict but he was also fair. He was also a very religious man and a Christian, and his wife Alice was a devout churchgoing woman as well, so they both saw to it that all of their children were brought up with Mass, Sunday school, and bible study classes. 

			As Gertrude grew older, with her Eurasian blood and exotic looks, she began to develop into an attractive young woman. She had always been very particular about the clothes that she wore and she was always dressed fashionably. Gertrude graduated from high school in June of 1913 and that summer the whole family took a trip to Los Angeles. Dr. Lamb’s wife Alice had constantly complained about the cold weather in Montana, so he bought a house in Los Angeles where she and the children would live. He would commute back and forth from Butte to be with them whenever he could. 

			In the Los Angeles Chinatown of 1913, if a young Chinese man was sincerely interested in meeting an eligible young Chinese girl, he might go to one of the church socials where the young people gathered, even if he wasn’t a particularly religious person. It was at one of the gatherings at the Chinese Presbyterian Church where a prosperous thirty-one-year-old businessman, who owned his own wholesale butcher shop, named Frank You Chan met young Gertrude Edith Lamb. He was immediately attracted to her but she seemed to take no notice of him, so he tried to get her out of his mind. But no matter how hard he tried he found that there was something about her that he couldn’t quite define. He knew that somehow they were destined to meet.

			At the next church social, Gertrude’s sister Gladys turned to her and said, “That old man over there is looking at you.”

			Gertrude turned to see who she was talking about and saw Frank, who quickly turned away. “He’s not old,” she said.

			“You like him, don’t you,” Gladys teased.

			Frank was fourteen years older than Gertrude, but somehow that didn’t seem to matter. When Frank finally mustered up enough courage to introduce himself to her, she invited him to come over to their house.

			The first thing that Gertrude remembered asking Frank when they were alone together was, “Are you a member of the church?”

			When Frank found out that Gertrude’s father was a doctor and that he also was an important figure in the church, he decided to join. After meeting Wah Jean, he realized that he had to improve his life so that he could be worthy of this man’s daughter. Although he came from a good family in China, because he had come to America with his father at an early age, he couldn’t boast much of a formal education even though he could read, write, and converse in both Chinese and English. He made a good living from his wholesale butcher business, which supplied many restaurants in the Los Angeles area, but, remembering his experience in Arizona, he longed to once again become a restaurant owner himself. He had attained financial success but, aside from Gertrude, what he wanted most of all now was prestige. 

			Over the next few years Frank and Gertrude went out with each other many times but they were never alone. Whenever they went to the beach or to a show, they would inevitably be in the company of one or two of Gertrude’s sisters or some of the other children, and their other dates were usually church social picnics, which were frequently held at the various parks in and around Los Angeles. Their love and respect grew as they got to know each other better. Their courtship lasted for five years.

			In 1917, Frank realized one of his goals when he got the basement restaurant concession at the newly opened Grand Central Market at Fourth and Hill Street in downtown Los Angeles. It was little more than a large two-section lunch counter, but at least it was a start. 

			Frank called his first food concession the Mandarin Chop Suey Inn and he hired cooks whom he taught to make the Chinese and American dishes that had found so much success back in Arizona. Frank realized that the market customers wanted good value for the money as well as tasty food, so the luncheon menu was much cheaper. It wasn’t long before he was making money hand over fist and considered opening an even larger restaurant. 

			Throughout the years, Frank and Gertrude’s mutual love and respect had not wavered, and Frank now felt that it was finally time to ask Wah Jean for the hand of his eldest daughter in marriage. However, he was still in awe of the man because, despite his small stature and kind demeanor, the doctor was still very intimidating. 

			He told himself that he should not really feel intimidated because he was, after all, a very successful man with two businesses and the possibility of a third. Still, he remained somewhat hesitant.

			Gertrude, who was now twenty-one years old and of legal age as an adult, simply said, “Just ask him.” 

			So Frank mustered up his courage and told Wah Jean that he wanted to marry his daughter. He promised to be a faithful husband and a good provider. 

			Wah Jean looked at him for a long time and then finally gave his consent, and on June 27, 1917, Frank You Chan and Gertrude Edith Lamb were married at the Chinese First Presbyterian Church. 

			Not long after they were married, Frank purchased a large two-story house for them to live in with a separate garage in the back and a huge back yard. The house was located in a quiet and unpretentious middle-class neighborhood at 854 East Twenty-Eighth Street in South Central Los Angeles. 

			They settled into a relatively comfortable if rather ordinary married life for the next couple of years, and on December 10, 1919, at 7:30 p.m., my father Robert Clarence Chan was born. The handsome baby boy would become the light of Frank and Gertrude’s life. Now, more than ever, Frank wanted to build a business and a legacy that he could leave to his son. 

			Robert was three years old and growing into a good-looking, athletic, and somewhat mischievous young boy when an unexpected family tragedy occurred. Gertrude’s stepmother Alice had given birth Wah Jean’s eighth child, a boy that they named Leland, when she died as a result of complications during childbirth. As Wah Jean’s eldest daughter, the responsibility of caring for her infant stepbrother fell directly to Gertrude. She would care for Leland until he was old enough to rejoin the rest of the family.

			In 1923, Frank bought the basement restaurant concession for the soon-to-be-opened Grauman’s Metropolitan Theatre right across from Pershing Square. He envisioned great potential for the restaurant since it would be located in the largest theater ever built in Los Angeles, with a huge auditorium that seated over 3,600 people. He opened the Marigold Café, which served Chinese and American food and boasted the longest bar in Los Angeles, an impressive continuous double horseshoe affair. Grauman’s Metropolitan Theatre would be acquired by Paramount Pictures in 1929 and renamed the Paramount Theatre, but Frank would continue on as the owner of the Marigold Café. The theatre also had vaudeville stage shows and many of the actors, musicians, and other celebrities performing in them would become Marigold customers. 

			The Marigold Café soon became very popular for serving delicious Chinese and American food at reasonable prices. Luncheon cost all of forty cents and a full-course evening dinner was a mere sixty-three cents. Cocktails sold for fifteen cents. With its convenient location, the restaurant attracted a steady trade from both the local businessmen and the numerous office workers from the busy downtown area. The Marigold Café would weather the depression years and continue to be a popular downtown restaurant for nearly three decades. The movies shown in the theatre above it would go from silent films to talkies and eventually even to 3-D.

			With the Marigold Café prospering, Frank was on his way to attaining wealth and prestige. He worked hard and soon became a respected and important figure in the Chinese community for his good works and benevolence. He even became the president of the Los Angeles branch of his family association, the Gee How Oak Tin Tong, which was composed of members of three families: the Chin families, the Woo families, and the Yuen families. In those days the society saw to it that their members were protected. They also helped many Chinese enter the United States. Some of these new immigrants would initially go to work in one or another of Frank’s businesses. 

			Family life also agreed with Frank. He was very proud of his intelligent and attractive wife and his young son. When young Robert was old enough to go to school and take care of himself, Gertrude went to work behind the cash register at the Marigold, where she could keep an eye on the business. Frank’s mastery of the English language was fairly good but not great, and his wife proved to be an enormous help with the operation of the business. 

			Robert managed to get good grades and was particularly interested in anything to do with sports. They encouraged his reading by buying him a lot of books. He particularly enjoyed reading the Hardy Boys mysteries.

			When he was twelve years old, Robert decided that he wanted to go to military school. Even at a young age he had begun to envision a career in the armed services. Frank believed if his son could learn how to live on his own, away from home, he would be better prepared for adult life, so they enrolled him in the Southern California Military Academy in Long Beach. Robert found that life in military school was tougher than he had expected it to be, but he soon fell into the rigid academic and disciplinary routine. 

			Aside from doing well in the academic department, young Robert especially enjoyed the excitement and competitiveness of school sporting events, in which he really excelled. He would continue with his athletic endeavors after finishing at the military academy in 1933 to go on to middle school and then to high school in Los Angeles. Robert was on the track team in both and would win medals and awards for track as well as the high jump. 

			The advanced educational and leadership grooming program Robert had received at SCMA stood him in good stead and he continued on with his military training with the Reserve Officer’s Training Corps program (ROTC) in both high school and college. He was now seriously considering a military career. At Los Angeles High School he was a track-and-field star who broke several of the school records. His vibrant and outgoing personality made him widely popular. He graduated from high school in 1936 and began his freshman year at Pomona College in Claremont, California, in the fall. Like any other college freshman, Robert would start to cultivate a more worldly view about life and actively pursue his interest in sports. He excelled in his military science studies and was also player number eight on the freshman football team. At the end of his freshman year he decided to attend the Presbyterian Youth Conference summer camp at Lake Tahoe. 

			In 1937, Japan invaded China in a deliberate military effort to gain more land and resources, and consolidate their power in East Asia. It was a grim time for a country that was still in the midst of the major civil war that had begun a decade prior between the Nationalist government of Chiang Kai-shek’s Kuomintang Party and the forces of the Communist Party of China led by Mao Tse-tung. Word of the atrocities committed by the invading Japanese military reached the United States and the Chinese community was outraged. 

			Since they still had family back in China, many of the overseas Chinese immediately mobilized to send financial aid to help the war effort back in the mother country. 

			As prominent members of the Chinese-American community, Frank and Gertrude were, of course, among them. Frank supported his family in China during this trying time and he generously supported the struggle of the Nationalist government in their war effort against the Japanese invaders. Gertrude helped with the local fund raising of Madame Chiang Kai-shek’s China Relief effort. 

		

	
		
			Chapter Three

			Lake Tahoe to Sicily, Los Angeles 
to Hawaii—1937 to 1946
Love and Death—a Wartime Romance

			In the summer of 1937, two complete strangers met by chance at Zephyr Point in Lake Tahoe, Nevada, during the final days of the Presbyterian Youth Conference,. They must have been destined to meet because they both were immediately attracted to each other and, for want of a better phrase, fell head-over-heels in love. 

			One of them was a pretty nineteen-year-old Chinese-American college co-ed from Hanalei, Hawaii, who would begin her junior year at UC Berkeley after having finished her first two years of college in only three semesters and a summer session at San Francisco Junior College. The other was a handsome eighteen-year-old Chinese-American youth from Los Angeles would begin his first year at Pomona College in Claremont.

			One can only speculate the unexplainable mutual attraction that draws two people together to eventually become one. This has happened to me more than once in the course of my own life and I still am unable to explain it. But it is because Janet Pearl Chock from Hawaii and Robert Clarence Chan from Los Angeles met on that particular day and were immediately attracted to each other that I am here today.

			My mother told me that it had been a case of “love at first sight” for both of them. It was indeed something that neither had ever experienced before. Their feelings for each other went beyond mere infatuation. 

			As they came to know each other, they discovered that they shared interests in sports and were similarly athletically inclined. They had both been brought up in very strict environments, and religion had always played a major part in their moral and social lives. 

			Most of the young second- and third-generation Chinese-Americans of that period were anxious to be perceived more as Americans than Chinese—not that they denied their cultural heritage—but rather as a means of gaining acceptance into a primarily Caucasian world.

			Bob, having come from a big city, was the more sophisticated and worldly of the two young star-crossed lovers. Janet had grown up in a rural village on the island of Kauai and had led a relatively sheltered life. Of course, like any young man, Bob tried to impress Janet with what he perceived was his worldliness and athletic prowess. 

			They were able to share each other’s company for only a week before returning to their respective colleges. Over the next five years, their courtship and love affair would be carried on primarily by correspondence. The letters that my mother wrote to my father during this period still survive. 

			In the first letter that Janet wrote Bob, she tells him that she misses him horribly. She continues on, writing, “After all, I enjoyed every minute with you. I can’t think of any time that I have been so happy. It was perfect while it lasted. It was so hard to see you leave.” 

			Janet enrolled in of all the classes required to complete her major so that she could graduate from UC Berkeley within the remaining time she could afford to be on the mainland.

			At Pomona College, Bob continued his punishing schedule of academics, sports, and ROTC training. He won awards and medals for his track-and-field endeavors and was also on the college baseball team. All of this left him very little time for a social life other than interacting with his closest friends and family. 

			Meanwhile, Janet found the campus at UC Berkeley to be large and overwhelming. As one of only 150 Chinese students in attendance, she found herself squarely in the racial minority—the exact opposite of her situation in Hawaii. She had a few friends she had met at the university, including some students from Hawaii, but none came from her home island of Kauai. The friends that she did make became close ones.

			She managed to find lodging at the home of Dr. Hunter, the pastor of St. John’s Presbyterian Church, while working two jobs to support herself. From then on, Janet’s life revolved primarily around her academic studies, work, and church activities with the Hunter family. 

			One thing that Janet did miss with a vengeance was the Chinese and Hawaiian food she had grown up with on Kauai. The regional Cantonese cuisine on the mainland was somewhat similar to the Chinese food that she had known, but it was still not the same. Her letters home bore constant reminders of how much she missed her mother’s cooking.

			During the summer vacation months, Bob would drive up to Berkeley to see Janet. This brief respite from their punishing academic life only seemed to reinforce their firm belief that they were indeed truly meant for each other. 

			They would keep writing to each other as 1938 turned into 1939 and 1939 became 1940. Janet would be graduating in May of that year, and she would have to return home to Hawaii to pursue her career as a teacher at Kapaa Intermediate School, while Bob would be finishing his final year at Pomona.

			After graduation, Bob would report to the ROTC at Camp Ord, California.

			Bob found that military life definitely agreed, with him and he envisioned a career in the army. He wrote enthusiastic letters to his parents back home and to Janet in Hawaii. After all, taking over his father’s restaurant business didn’t appeal all that much to him. 

			Janet spent the summer visiting relatives in Honolulu before returning home to Hanalei. She found the village as she had left it, but it was good to be home once again. In the fall, Janet began working at Kapaa Intermediate School where she taught physical education and ninth-grade social studies. 

			Bob finished the Officers’ Training Course and was commissioned as a Second Lieutenant before returning to Pomona College to complete his senior year.

			Toward the end of 1940, Bob’s father, Frank You Chan, passed away. After his father’s death, Bob legally changed the spelling of the family name to Chinn. 

			In July of 1941, Lieutenant Robert C. Chinn reported for duty at Fort Lewis, Washington, where he was assigned to Company H—a Heavy Weapons Company of the Thirtieth Infantry, which was a part of the Third Division of the United States’ Army. Here, he would undergo the rigorous training that would make him the leader of a machine gun platoon. 

			Almost half of the Pacific Ocean separated him from Janet, but their romance continued through their constant supply of letters to each other. They made plans to get married. After finishing teaching the fall semester in Kapaa, Janet would sail for the mainland and they would wed. Of course, there was no way that they could anticipate what would happen on December 7, 1941. After the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbor and war was declared, the US Navy requisitioned all passenger ships to convert them into troop transports and there was no longer any way for Janet to leave Hawaii.

			The army mobilized for war rapidly. Bob was assigned to train as a Jiu-Jitsu instructor in the Third Division Instructors’ training facility at McNeil Island, Washington for a period of time before being transferred along with his company to Fort Ord, California, in May of 1942. 

			In the meantime, Janet was fortunate enough to secure passage on a Clipper flight to San Francisco the following month. Bob and Janet would finally be reunited and they would now realize their long-delayed plan of getting married.

			Janet and Bob were married at the Presbyterian Church shortly after she arrived in San Francisco on June 21, 1942. The June bride and her husband moved into a rented two-story cottage in the beautiful coastal town of Carmel, California, not far from where he was stationed. For Janet, being married to her handsome, caring husband marked the fulfillment of her fondest dreams.

			She was not surprised to find that Bob had grown much more worldly during the course of the two years that they had been apart. The young college boy that she had once known and fallen in love with had now been transformed into a responsible adult and a man. He now enjoyed smoking a pipe as well as having an occasional drink of Scotch after dinner. 

			Their social circle revolved primarily around the other officers and their wives. According to my mother, they were supremely happy. But they also knew that soon these happy days would come to an end. The war was raging in Europe and the Pacific and they both knew that it was only a matter of time before Bob would be sent overseas. 

			In September of 1942, Bob’s company was moved out to Camp Pickett, Virginia, in preparation to be shipped overseas. Janet and two of the other officers’ wives would make the long cross-country drive to join their husbands in Virginia. 

			Janet arrived at Camp Pickett, Virginia, on September 19, 1942 and was reunited once again with Bob. At that time she was nearly two months into her pregnancy with me. Both Bob and Janet were well aware that their time together would be short, but they cherished each moment they could be in each other’s company. Even though they were now married, they hardly had any time to spend as a normal married couple. 

			Janet was able to find lodging with a lovely family in the little township of Nottoway, about six miles from where Bob was stationed. She found the Southern hospitality in Virginia charming. In a way, it reminded her of Hawaiian hospitality. Although she found the food in the South delicious, she found herself longing for Chinese and Hawaiian food. She blamed this on her pregnancy, of course. 

			At the beginning of November 1942, Bob’s company boarded a US Navy troop carrier bound for North Africa and Janet returned home to Los Angeles where she would live with her mother-in-law for the duration of the war. Janet’s love for her husband was so great that she would write letters to him at least once, and sometimes twice a day. Bob was a prolific correspondent as well, and he wrote whenever he had the chance. To make matters even better, he held the position of the official US Army mail examiner for his company, and since he was allowed to censor his own mail as well as everyone else’s, he had the freedom and opportunity to write far more personal letters. 

			His troop carrier had an amphibious landing in North Africa and the company was immediately assigned to take part in Operation Torch, an Allied attempt to pincer the German and Italian forces in Vichy-held French North Africa. The operation took him from Casablanca to Oran and Algiers. By the end of November, the Axis forces had been solidly defeated in Morocco and Algeria. 

			The Eighth Army next advanced westward by land along the North African coast to Tunisia, where they joined with the British army to battle the Axis forces. The Tunisian Campaign finally ended on May 7, 1943 with the fall of the capital city, Tunis. My father was in Tunisia when he received word that I had been born. He wrote a letter to my mother, which reads as follows: 

			May 25, 1943 
Dearest Janet, 

			Today was a big day for me. First, in the morning I received the socks you sent—then in the afternoon I received word from the Red Cross that a son was born to me on May 10th. How’s that for an exciting day! How are you and the kid? Write and tell me all about it. Don’t forget to send some pictures. Guess I gotta get home now. Well, we have a little job to do first and it will take some time. Maybe we’ll be home by this Christmas. 

			We are still in Tunisia awaiting the next move. You should see all the prisoners and the German equipment we have. Going back a little—from Fedala we went to Guercil, Fr. Morocco where we did some patrol duty. Guercil is between Taza and Oujda. Thanks again for the baby and when I get home we will raise some more. 

			Loving husband, Bob

			Sixteen days later my mother received another letter written on a German data sheet.

			The hard-fought Tunisian Campaign resulted in the defeat of General Erwin Rommel’s crack Afrika Korps and the final surrender of the Axis troops in Africa. My father had survived the battle to liberate North Africa and next he would move on with the Thirtieth Infantry and the Western Task Force commanded by Lt. Gen. George S. Patton to take part in the Invasion of Sicily. 

			The battle for Sicily, codenamed Operation Husky, lasting for six weeks and beginning with Allied landings on July 10, 1943, was one of the major and most decisive campaigns of the Second World War. Winning it meant opening the sea-lanes of the Mediterranean as well as clearing the way for the Allied invasion of Italy. My father was in the first wave of the Allied amphibious landings in Sicily.

			The first letter that my father wrote to my mother from Sicily is dated July 24, 1943. In it, he writes:

			Now that things have quieted down I have an opportunity to write you. We landed on the Southern Coast of Sicily on July 10th, as you might have read about. I am well as are the other officers of Company H. We had quite a time; I am very proud of my platoon—they knocked out an enemy artillery piece and inflicted a number of casualties and took quite a few prisoners. When our rear echelon came in they said I had been reported as killed in action—hope you did not receive that rumor. 

			Our Battalion was chosen to land first and clear the beach of pill boxes, barbed wire and defenses—we did a damn good job. I can’t tell you anything else about the operation at present but I can return to [telling you about] Africa. We were bivouacked at Bone and a corkwood forest (one of the largest in the world). From there we pushed to Ferryville and Begerte, Tunis and Mateur. We embarked at Ferryville for Sicily. 

			This amphibious stuff is getting to be a habit—wonder when it is going to stop. The land here is covered with fruit trees (peaches, plums, figs, pears, etc.), tomato patches and melon patches. The only drawbacks here are the millions of sand fleas. 

			My last letter from you was dated June 20. You had better save food and drinks at the Café—I promised my platoon a big feed and drink when we get home. Many times at night I go back to our first meeting at Tahoe and bring our relationship through the years to date. What did you really think of me that night we took you home from Tahoe in ’37? 

			Glad the baby is doing well—can hardly wait to see him and exert my influence. You bet I wouldn’t wash his diapers—that’s the mother’s job. You know how hard it is to get me to wash dishes. I’ll close for now as the light is getting dim and we never have campfires. I am holding on ’til the day I return home.

			Loving husband, Bob

			The following day, July 25, he wrote my mother another letter: 

			Dearest Janet,

			I just wrote yesterday but I had better write while I can. Our area has been cleared of all organized resistance and we are taking a breather to rest and clean up. I’m glad we had all that rough and rugged training in Africa—it certainly came in handy here. 

			The island is just a mass of rugged mountain ranges. I had an Italian officer’s saber I picked up for a souvenir but it was too difficult to keep while fighting so I left it. As you know for the operation we were part of the 7th Army. 

			It seems that our work has just begun so don’t be disappointed if I don’t come home soon. We’ll be together one of these days and we’ll make up for lost time. I’ve come to the conclusion that these amphibious landings are “rough”—but definitely. Hate to make another but if we have to—it must be done and we are the boys to do it. Enclosed is a coupon from a German pack of cigarettes. Hope letters come through soon so you can keep me company.

			Loving husband, Bob

			By the first week of August, the Allies had made great progress in the invasion of Sicily, but the Axis forces countered by setting up a second defensive line. Known as the Etna Line, it ran from San Fratello on the on the north coast of the island on through to Troina and Aderno. 

			On the coast of Santa Agata and San Fratello, the German Twenty-Ninth Panzergrenadier Division and the Italian Twenty-Sixth Assietta Infantry Division were proving particularly difficult to dislodge. For six days the German and Italian forces had stubbornly held onto their positions, both inflicting and taking extremely heavy casualties. 

			Finally, on the night of August 7, 1943, General Patton decided to send a small amphibious force led by Lt. Col. Lyle Bernard behind the enemy lines with the mission to outflank and defeat the German and Italian holdouts. 

			My father, who commanded a machine gun platoon in the Second Battalion of the Thirtieth Infantry Regiment, was part of this small assault force. As had been planned, they landed on the beach a few miles from San Fratello.

			After the landing, as day dawned, they managed to completely surprise the German and Italian forces and secure the coastal highway. In the course of the battle to take the final artillery position, my father was killed. He was twenty-three years old. Soon after, Santa Agata fell to the Allied forces. My father is mentioned three times in Rupert Prohme’s book titled History of the 30th Infantry Regiment, World War II, published in 1947. The exploits of his machine gun platoon during the first wave of the initial amphibious landing in Sicily is documented, as is the assault force amphibious landing and the part he played in the battle for Santa Agata which led to his death. 

			On the battlefront, deliveries of mail from home had been few and far between. The last letter my father had received from my mother was one that she had sent to him on June 29, 1943. He was carrying it in his pocket when he was killed. 

			My father’s last letter to my mother was dated August 5—three days before he was killed in action. In it, he touches briefly on the difficulty of fighting a war in the rugged terrain of an island like Sicily, before telling her that Italy is now in turmoil and ready to rise up against the oppressive Mussolini regime. He also asks her if she has learned how to cook Chinese food yet. 

			My mother was truly devastated, as was her mother-in-law Gertrude. The love of her life would now never return to her, and my grandmother had lost her only son. 

			In the weeks and months that followed, all of the letters that my mother had written to my father from the end of June to the first week of September came slowly trickling back stamped, “It is regretted this letter could not be delivered as the addressee has been reported deceased,” along with a War Department Casualty Status verification stating, “Killed in action.”

			This caused even more heartbreak for my mother as she opened them to read the things that had been written to my father in which she expressed her most heartfelt and personal feelings, the joy she felt as she watched her baby growing, how she felt as she adjusted to life with his mother and the rest of her new Los Angeles family, how she had learned to cook Chinese the dishes that he liked. All of this he would now never get to read and know. 

			Early in July, 1945, my mother received a letter from PFC Lamond L. Mills, one of the men that had served in my father’s platoon. The letter detailed the circumstances of his death. It is copied here is exactly as it was written:

			June 26, 1945

			Dear Mrs. Chinn,

			Again this is Mills reporting from his wife’s mother’s home. A 60 day rest has been afforded me since returning, and I might say badly needed rest.

			Mrs. Chinn, I hope I’m not out of place in writing but I know no one knows more about what happened to Lt. Chinn than myself, and I know how those at home desire to know just what brought about the loss of that loved one. Many times I’ve thought of you and felt so sorie [sic] that you would have to be one to have your husband taken from you in that great struggle over there. He was always so brave so fearless and he was blessed with N.C.O.’s that possessed similar courage to carry out the assignments or tasks as they were handed down, and I might say they would go any place with Lt. Chinn. It was a risky task given us that Aug. 8th, 1943. We came in behind the enemy line in large ducks from the LST. The ingineers [sic] has done a perfect job enabling us to go with our equipment to a high ridge just across from the enemy. We had met some opposition prire [sic] to this but had handled it with no loss to this with the Lt. [Chinn]. Lt. Way had two men injured. Both platoons sit up [sic] on this ridge and the Lt.s were making plans for the next move when a burst caught Lt. Chinn on the knee very seriously injouring [sic] the limb. We carried him off the crest and gave what medical attention we knew how. We also employed the skill of a Medic but it was impossible to move him far, and it was impossible to get in touch with a Dr. Our forces were obliged to temporarily withdraw up the ridge leaving myself to the care of my beloved friend. Then Germans closed in on us and I gave up. They stubbornly gave in to my request for the help of three men to carry the Lt. to the ade [sic] station. It was so painful on the narrow board we had him on that I decided to carry another injoured [sic] American first and bring back a stretcher. I found they had none but had lead me to believe they had one. I returned soon to find the Lt. was gone. How brave he was to the very end. I saw him grasp the hand of the enemy and say “You are good sports, you are all right.” I withdrew his pocketbook that contained a letter with your address and picture of the baby. Any money the Germans later took this from me in an official manner, but I fear it is lost for good. May God grant you courage to carrie [sic] on and raise your Son to be as fine a man as his father, Robert C. Chinn.

			Sincerely your friend,

			P.FC Lamond L. Mills

			Private Mills’ letter rekindled my mother’s grief, but it also brought her a kind of closure. She had survived for the last two years with her fond memories of the handsome young man she had been so very much in love with, the man who she had married that was the father of her son. 

			My father had been temporarily interred at the US Military Cemetery Caronia, located equidistant along the coast between Palermo and Messina in Sicily. My mother could not bear the thought of him being so far away, buried on the foreign shore of the country where he had died.

			In 1946, my mother had my father’s remains returned to the United States for a final burial at the San Bruno National Cemetery outside of San Francisco. She had finally accepted his death; perhaps it was now time for her to move on. 

			Some of my earliest memories are of being on the beach with my mother. I remember how comfortable the warm sun felt and the feeling of the sand and the cold water of the ocean. I also remember that I lived in a large house that had a Gold Star on the door with my mother and my grandmother. 

			One of my early obsessions was phonograph records, which I discovered at around the age of two. I was totally fascinated that such a wide variety of music could come out of the grooves of those mysterious black shellac discs revolving around a turntable at seventy-eight revolutions per minute. By the time I was three years old I was assembling a diverse collection of records with the fierce determination of a rabid collector. I would pester both my mother and my grandmother to take me to the record shop in downtown Los Angeles. 

			On one of these visits, I set my sights on one particular album. My mother told me that I wouldn’t like that music, but I was childishly determined that I would. Self-centered and stubborn even at that early age, I finally wore her down and she bought me the record album. When I got home and played the four records inside it, I was fascinated by the music even though I couldn’t really understand it. It was my introduction to “boogie woogie.” There I was at the age of three, bopping to the hip piano of Joe “Fingers” Carr.

			I felt like a lucky boy indeed when I learned that I had not one, but two grandmothers. There was my father’s mother, Grandmother Chinn, who I called Gramma, and also my mother’s mother, Grandmother Chock—who lived in the village of Hanalei on the island of Kauai in the Territory of Hawaii. And I was to see her soon. It was 1946 when my mother and I boarded the Matson Lines ship SS Matsonia and made the journey to Hawaii and back to Hanalei, the place where my mother was born and where she had grown up. 

			After the ship docked in Honolulu, we were met at the pier by a bewildering array of relatives. They greeted us with the Hawaiian word “Aloha!” as they hung flower leis around our necks in welcome. I was even presented with a record for my collection. 

			They took us to a picnic lunch at Ala Moana Park. They all seemed so very glad to see us that I was truly overwhelmed. It was my first experience of island aloha.

			Sorting out the relatives who came to visit us during our short stay in Honolulu was a daunting task for a three-year-old boy. I had more relatives than I could have ever imagined, but this was only the beginning. 

			There were my mother’s two sisters who lived in Honolulu proper: Ardith, our host, was married to Dr. Joseph Lam and their daughter was my cousin Jo Ann, who was seven years old and the only one somewhat close to my age; and Nee Chang, an elementary schoolteacher, was married to a successful businessman named Harry Wong. 

			My uncle Wilfred Chock was my mother’s oldest brother and he was in charge of the radio division at the Honolulu Police Department, which, to a young boy like me, seemed to be a very exciting occupation. He was married to my auntie Violet and their children were Evelyn, Wallace, Bertha, James, and Marjorie. They lived in Kahalu’u on the Kaneohe Bay about a half-hour’s drive from Honolulu. My uncle Hugh Chock was currently on leave from the Army. 

			Then there was my uncle George, who was my grandfather Chock Chin’s son by his second wife, so he was actually my mother’s half-brother. He was with his son Gordon who was wearing his Army Air Corps uniform. Gordon was a good-looking young man and half-Caucasian. A few years later he would be killed when his plane crashed in Germany.

			I don’t know if all of this information actually sank in at the time, but one thing that I did realize, after taking into consideration all of the relatives that I knew about in Los Angeles as well all of those I had met here, was that I was a part of what might be considered a very large family.

		

	
		
			Chapter Four

			The Chock Family
A Stranger in Paradise

			Grandmother Chock lived in a spacious three-bedroom wooden house on a one-acre lot just off the main road in Hanalei behind the large old derelict building that once used to be the Chock Chin Store. There was a wire fence around the house with a wide double gate that opened out in front that kept in the chickens, which were always running around in the yard. These weren’t friendly chickens, I soon found out when I reached out to pet one and it violently pecked at my hand, drawing blood. They also had a tendency to crap all over the place, so one had to be very careful where one stepped. Since coming to Hawaii I had, like all the other local kids, taken to going barefoot. There was nothing more icky than experiencing soft chicken shit oozing between your toes. But this was only one of the new dangers I had to be aware of; another thing was not to step on a freshly run-over frog while walking along the main road. 

			There were frogs in abundance all around the area, and they loved to enjoy the warmth of the asphalt. They were also too dumb to get out of the way speeding cars. The squashed frogs turned out to be soft and icky as well. After they dried out in the sun for a few days, however, they became hard and mummified and you could kick them around, sort of like flattened tin cans.

			The first thing that I noticed when I walked into Grandmother Chock’s house, aside from the pleasant smell of freshly polished wood and the loud ticking of the wooden regulator wall clock pendulum, was a large old dining table sturdily constructed of black lacquered wood. On the wall behind and above this table was a large, imposing old framed portrait of my grandfather, Chock Chin. There were two smaller portraits to each side of him. One depicted a hauntingly beautiful young lady with a somewhat sad and solemn expression. This was his daughter Katherine, who had contracted tuberculosis and passed away at a very early age. The other photograph depicted a very young man who I later learned was Chock Chin’s son Benjamin. He too had died at a very early age after suffering a burst appendix. 

			My grandfather Chock Chin was a true renaissance man. The early ancestors of the Chock family originally came from Hupeh province in Northern China. During the Sung dynasty in 1160 AD, possibly as the result of trouble arising from the loss of a Sung dynasty princess, one branch of the family migrated southward through the Mei Ling Pass to eventually settle in Kwangtung province. Chock Chin was descended from this branch of the clan that settled in Koon Tong in the Goong Sheong Doo area of the district of Chungshan. 

			To say that Chock Chin was an astute businessman is almost an understatement. One day he noticed that the hillsides of the land he had leased were covered with guava and hau trees. He used the fruit to make jelly, which he sold in his store. 

			Nothing was wasted. The guava wood was made into a charcoal similar to the hard and slow-burning anthracite coal, which he also sold in the store. The bark of the hau tree was utilized to bind the sheaves of rice into a bundle. Grass from the overgrown fields was used to feed the horses. The cracked rice left over in the rice mill was boiled with chopped up papaya and added to kitchen leftovers to feed the pigs.

			Those areas of flatland and the hillsides unsuitable for the cultivation of rice were used to raise cattle. He could butcher his own cattle and cure their hides. He made his own bridles and saddles and shoed the horses himself. He built a milking shed covered with a concrete floor, which was washed down every day, and the milk was bottled at the plantation kitchen to be sold. There was one small area of land on a hillside overgrown with hau trees and ti plants that Chock Chin had no use for, so he subleased it to a group of Koreans who built a still on it where they made okolehau, a powerful liquor distilled from the root of the ti plant. 

			The entire Hanalei region prospered from the 1890s on through to 1925 because of the rice industry. Chock Chin’s rice plantation was one of the largest. In addition to his own rice, he would mill and store the rice produced by the smaller growers. 

			In 1905, Chock Chin, now officially a resident of the United States of America, returned to his ancestral village in China once again, this time bringing the three children of his second wife, Hsu Shee—George, Katherine, and Dorothy—to stay with his first wife Lady Chou. 

			While he was there this time he married a third wife, a young girl named Chun Shee, the woman who was to become my grandmother. According to Chock Chin, he chose Chun Shee, who was a servant in the Chock household, because she was young and healthy and did not have bound feet—a social custom which resulted in dainty but deformed feet, rendering a lady virtually helpless. While prized in China, women with bound feet were totally useless in Hawaii. Chock Chin was forty years old. Chun Shee was seventeen. 

			Upon their arrival in Hanalei, they were greeted by Uncle Lum Tat, who had prepared a traditional Chinese New Year’s feast to welcome them. 

			But life was not all wine and roses for Chock Chin’s newly arrived seventeen-year-old bride. It’s never easy for a stranger to adjust to living in a strange land, and it is especially difficult if that stranger is unable to understand or speak the main languages; on Kauai, these were English and Hawaiian. 

			Whenever the Hawaiian children saw her, they would throw dirt and leaves at her, jeer at her, and taunt her by yelling, “Pake wahine lolo, no sabe talk!” 

			She memorized the sounds of these spiteful words phonetically and asked her husband to explain what they meant. He told her that they meant “Chinese woman stupid, no understand talk.” 

			From that moment on, my grandmother began to painstakingly learn not only English but Hawaiian as well so that nobody would ever have cause to shout that insulting phrase at her again. 

			For me, life in Hanalei was pretty idyllic (aside from the ever-present threat of the psychotic chickens in the yard). Each day was a new adventure and I went around exploring the surroundings of my new home without a care in the world. 

			Kauai, I soon found, was a very wet place. It rained just about every day, mostly a light rain that softly descended to the earth while the sun was still shining. Most people went without a raincoat because it was so unobtrusive and usually never lasted for very long. It was like an aggressive perpetual mist that settled over the land. Perhaps this is why Kauai was so lush and green.

			Being back in Hanalei reawakened my mother’s memories of her happy childhood. She showed me the lily pond that Chock Chin had built that now graced the side of the Tasakas’ store. That store had once been Chock Chin’s restaurant and bakery, where he had cooked up all kinds of Chinese feasts, breads, and pastries for his numerous customers. 

			Adjoining the building was a large field where Chock Chin’s cattle would graze. My mother recalled that when my grandfather would slaughter one, he would walk across the field carrying a sledgehammer behind his back, pick out the cow that he was going to kill, then slam the hammer down onto the poor cow’s head to stun it. He would slit the cow’s throat and butcher it. Nothing from the cow went to waste. The meat and offal went to the restaurant where my grandfather turned it into delectable dishes, and the bulk of it went to the stores where it was sold to the public. 

			Chock Chin would tan and fashion the hide into leather goods. My grandmother told me that Chock Chin used to have a long, braided queue, which most of the Chinese men wore at that time to show their loyalty to the emperor of China. When roundup time came around she said that he would roll it around the top of his head before putting on his cowboy hat. Then he would mount his horse and he and his employed paniolos would drive his cattle down to the Hanalei wharf, where they would be loaded onto ships. After the Chinese Revolution led by the revolutionary factions of Sun Yat-sen, who became known as the Father of Modern China, deposed the emperor in 1912, Chock Chin cut off his queue.

			I was very aware of the fact that I didn’t have a father, like most of the other kids that I knew did. Still, I couldn’t help but be curious, so one day, when we were sitting on the porch watching the rain come down and enjoying the day, I asked my mother to tell me about my father.

			Her eyes lit up with a mixture of both happiness and sadness. “He was a wonderful man,” she finally said. “He was very handsome and he was the love of my life.”

			“He was a soldier in the war?” I asked, knowing the answer but wanting to hear it again.

			“He was very brave. They awarded him a medal. He was killed in action in Sicily.”

			“Killed in action,” I repeated, “in Sicily.”

			It wasn’t long before I found a friend around the same age as me. He was a wild child, a typical Island mixture of Hawaiian and Portuguese and perhaps some Asian and who knows what else thrown in. In other words, he was what some people might refer to as a true mongrel. Like me, he didn’t have a father and he lived with his mother, a Hawaiian woman that had a house down the road. Everyone called him Eddie Boy. The first thing my new friend Eddie Boy said to me was, “You talk like one haole but you not one haole. How come?”

			Somewhat puzzled, I scratched my head and asked, “What’s a haole?”

			Eddie Boy changed the subject. Later, when I asked my mother what a haole was, she told me it referred to a Caucasian person. I was now even more puzzled. “Well then, what is a Caucasian person?”

			“A Caucasian person is someone—someone, you know, like the doctor that you go to—like Dr. Toney.”

			“Oh,” I responded. It was all suddenly very clear to me now. A haole was a doctor. Eddie Boy thought that I talked like a doctor.

			I was at the age where I liked to run around and play a lot—and, of course, somewhat innocently get into whatever kind of trouble I could. One day Eddie Boy and I were playing in the backyard of my grandma’s house and we decided to explore the large old wooden shed. The shed had a rusty corrugated iron roof, a solid wooden back wall, and half-open side and front walls. Inside there was a kind of damp and musty odor and the not unpleasant smell of machine oil.

			The old shed housed a seemingly endless variety of old tools, from hammers and rusting saws to a collection of well-worn cane knives and scythes hung menacingly high up on the back wall. There were all kinds of discarded furniture upon which had been piled various bric-a-brac and rows upon rows of boxes stacked on old glass-fronted store counters which themselves were filled with dusty old unsold store stock and an assortment of discarded household items. There were also a lot of shoes and things that were considered, for some reason or another, too valuable to throw away. 

			We had a delightful time going through this stuff. Eddie Boy was especially fascinated by a pair of my grandma’s old shoes. What attracted my attention, though, were two huge stacks of phonograph records. 

			“Hey, look at all those records,” I exclaimed in wonder. Eddie Boy immediately picked up a dusty record from the top of one of the piles and broke it over his head. “Hey, don’t do that!” I yelled. “I like those records!”

			“But feel good,” he said as if to justify his violent action. Dubiously, I picked up the top record from the other pile and hesitantly broke it in half over my own head. He might have a point, I thought as I surveyed the rest of the records. 

			Suddenly Eddie Boy said, “I need go ku-kai.” 

			I already knew that ku-kai was the Hawaiian word for having a bowel movement, so I told him, “The toilet’s inside the house.”

			But Eddie Boy urgently shouted, “No! I need go ku-kai now!” and with that he pulled down his pants, squatted down toward the ground, and with a mighty grunt let loose a turd that landed right in one of my grandmother’s old shoes.

			At that moment my grandmother, attracted by all of the noise, appeared at the door of the shed. When she saw what had just happened she yelled, “Eddie you pilau [filthy] boy, you went go ku-kai all inside my shoe!” 

			She rushed over with a speed that I thought remarkable for a person of her age, picked up the shoe, shook the turd out of it, and then began chasing Eddie boy around the yard as if she were going to hit him with it. Eddie Boy beat a hasty retreat and didn’t show up again for several days.

			Grandma Chock was furious but I knew that she got over her anger quickly and easily. Later, when I thought the time was right, I asked her if I could have the phonograph records in the shed. “For how come you want those,” she answered. “That kind Chinese opera record, used to belong your Ah Goong [Grandfather]. I no think you going like listen that kind music.”

			When my mother came home, I asked her to intercede with Grandma for me about the records. My grandmother eventually allowed me to take a few of them for my record collection. She said that later, when I got bigger, I could have all of them if I wanted because she really had no use for them. I suddenly became aware of her reasoning and realized that Eddie Boy and I shouldn’t have broken those two records over our heads.

			There was also that ancient phonograph in the shed that my grandma said I could have, one of those real old ones with the detachable horn. It was too heavy for me to lift, so I got my mother to come out and help me. We wiped the dust and chicken feathers off of it and hauled it into the house. 

			The Chinese opera records were unlike anything that I had ever heard before. The crashing gongs and falsetto singing accompanied by the strange melodies of unfamiliar stringed instruments were startling. I listened to them all with rapt attention, although they all sounded pretty much alike. 

			Everyone must have been annoyed because I would play them over and over. My grandmother shook her head at my bizarre taste but my mother knew me well enough by now that she didn’t bother to say anything about my latest acquisitions.

			It was no secret that my mother was now actively looking for a husband. She had decided that I was not going to grow up without a father figure. The problem was that pickings were slim in this neck of the woods. 

			Most of the most eligible locals had been conscripted into the service during the war. Many others had long since abandoned rural Kauai for the big city, Honolulu, or a much more promising life on the mainland. There were a couple of Chinese-American men she had known at some time in her past who came all the way from Lihue or Kapaa to court her. 

			There was one man I remember in particular. He had come to our house from Lihue, or wherever it was, and my grandma had prepared a nice Chinese dinner. It was at once evident was that he liked to talk and hear himself talk, I suppose because he thought that he was very interesting. 

			However, my mother eventually got tired of trying to suppress her yawns and simply yawned outright. He also had the uncanny ability to talk and eat at the same time, and when he was talking no one could get in a word edgewise. 

			Early in the meal he had managed to get a single grain of rice stuck on the bottom of his chin. It hung there precariously and moved whenever he talked. 

			My mother stopped yawning and tried to inform about this with hand gestures but he was too engrossed in what he was saying to notice so she sighed and gave up. I suddenly became aware that all of our attention—my mother’s, my grandma’s, and mine—began to focus on that single grain of rice. 

			He saw us all looking at his face and thought that the rapt attention we were paying him was simply because he was so interesting. He didn’t realize that we were all wondering when, with all that jawing he was doing, that grain of rice was going to fall off his chin. Needless to say, this guy didn’t make the cut.

			The guy who eventually did finally make the cut ended up being my haole doctor, Dr. Toney, who originally came from Piedmont, Missouri. 

			He had been married twice before but that didn’t seem to deter my mother. Dr. Toney was a very personable guy and everybody liked him. Even Grandma Chock was very fond of him. When he came to dinner, which he began doing often, he didn’t talk a blue streak and he was careful enough while eating so as not to get any rice on his chin. He also liked Grandma Chock’s cooking—but then again, who didn’t?

			I suppose Dr. Toney must have courted my mother in some fashion that was appropriate for the time. I don’t remember, and I guess I was simply too young to have much interest, but one day I was informed that they were going to be married, and then they were, and we all went to live in a large old stone house not far from the main highway that ran through Kiluea town. 

			A little sister arrived in October of 1947. My parents named her Valerie. I was amazed by the cute new baby that now shared our house. She seemed so small and delicate when my mother allowed me to hold her. My mother told me that I was once this little, but I didn’t believe her. How could I possibly have been that small? My dad told me that I was now a big brother and I would have to help look after and protect my little sister. 

			It didn’t take me very long to get used to the fact that I was now a big brother. My parents hired a very nice little Japanese lady named Mrs. Kimura to help my mother with the housework and to care for the new baby. Mrs. Kimura had a niece who was only a little older than me, and her niece had a best friend so I always had a couple of other children to play with, even though they were girls. 

			They taught me how to play a Japanese card game called sakura, and when we weren’t playing cards or doing something around the house we’d run around the neighborhood looking for some kind of trouble to get into. Sometimes we would go to see movies at the old wooden barnlike structure that was the Kiluea Theatre.

			But some of the other Japanese kids weren’t so friendly. Maybe they didn’t like the way I looked or how I was dressed, but there were a couple of raggedly clothed boys who were perhaps a few years older than me and used to follow and taunt me whenever I came across them by shouting out: “Ching, ching Chinaman, sitting on a fence; trying to make a dollar out of fifteen cents.” 

			When I asked my mother about it, she told me that the Chinese were the first wave of immigrants that came as indentured workers. By the time the Japanese came to work as field laborers, the industrious and money-oriented Chinese had moved on to become shopkeepers and store owners, so it was only natural that there would be some animosity and jealousy. Apparently this prejudice had been passed down to the younger generation over the years. 

			Overall, however, life in Kiluea was good. The stone house kept us cool from the blistering heat of the summer days, and it was a lot of fun to play with my new friends or wander around the dusty dirt roads of the old plantation town. 

			I would always wake up before anyone else in the house. After throwing some water on my face and brushing my teeth I’d go to the kitchen to look for something to make my own breakfast with. I was doing this one morning when I was suddenly startled by a loud banging on the kitchen screen door and was startled to be confronted by a big, wild-eyed bearded man wearing filthy clothes. 

			His mouth opened in a somewhat hideous smile, because he was missing a few of his most prominent front teeth, and he stepped into the kitchen without any hesitation whatsoever and held out a banged-up old metal bucket with water sloshing in it to me. I looked into the bucket and saw three large lobsters slowly moving around.

			“Give ’em for your daddy, OK?” he said as he put the bucket inside the kitchen door. “He going know who went bring ’em.” I nodded and he turned and left.

			When my dad woke up and came into the kitchen, I showed him the bucket of lobsters. My dad told me that one of the Portuguese fishermen had brought him the lobsters to pay off part of his doctor’s bill. 

			“You let him pay you with lobsters instead of money?” I asked him.

			“Sometimes people just don’t have enough money, so they try to pay their doctor bill in any way that they can,” he informed me. 

			That night at dinner I watched as my mother cooked the lobsters and I ate lobster for the first time in my life. 

			I’ll always remember her dropping the live, clawing lobsters in the boiling water and hearing their strange little screams as their spiny shells turned from their original blue color to a bright red. 

			It was an experience that I will never forget, but I have to admit that the lobster was delicious.

			We didn’t stay in Kiluea for very long, however. The plantation doctor for the Pioneer Mill Company in Lahaina, on the island of Maui, was going to retire and my dad was offered his post. 

			Since it was a much better and higher paying position than the one he currently had on Kauai, he decided to accept it. That meant we would all soon be moving to another island.

		

	
		
			Chapter Five

			Lahaina—1947 to 1950
Hawai’i Pono’i

			When we first moved to Lahaina we lived in a small two-bedroom house on Front Street directly overlooking the ocean. The island of Lanai lay directly across from our house, separated only by the Au-Au Channel, giving us a fantastic view of it. To the right we could look out on the vast sea beyond and the mysterious island of Molokai far in the distance. I don’t remember living in that house for very long. I do remember that Lahaina was much hotter and drier than Kauai. The weather in our new location seemed to agree with me, and I was thrilled that there were so many more new things for me to explore. I quickly decided that I was going to be very happy there.

			Since the ocean was virtually on our back doorstep, I began spending more and more time in the water. The water was usually very calm, with quiet rolling waves that seemed to lap onto the shore. It was pretty shallow around where we lived, and there were a lot of rocks and pebbles that I could build imaginary things with. 

			At the crack of dawn, I would get up, dress myself, and walk along the shore when no one else was around to see what treasures the tide had washed in the previous night. Inevitably, I would find all kinds of fascinating things to bring back home with me.

			Eventually Dr. Dunn, the old retiring doctor that my stepfather had come to replace, moved out of his big plantation house farther down on Front Street and we moved in. 

			Our new house, painted a plantation green color like the dispensary, was much larger. It had polished wooden floors, which were covered in the living room by large lauhala mats, three large bedrooms on one side of the house, two bathrooms, a large living room and separate dining room, and a small narrow pantry that led to a fairly good-sized and well-equipped kitchen, with a modern stove and an old icebox that took large blocks of ice that were delivered daily by the Lahaina Ice Company. 

			The backyard was huge and sported a vast, immaculately manicured grass lawn bordered by a small grove of banana trees that hid an acre or so of fairly dense jungle. A pathway led through the jungle surrounded by more banana trees as well as avocado trees, coconut trees, mango trees, and tropical flora and fauna. 

			There were also lizards, centipedes, and spiders. Bites from the black widow spiders, I was told, were poisonous, and the centipede bites were dangerous as well, so they were to be avoided at all costs. So I learned very early on that one had to be careful in the jungle. 

			There was also a small wooden cottage in the backyard. No one lived in it, so I decided to look into it. Much to my surprise, I found that the door was unlocked and when I opened it I was assailed by the musty smell of glue and old paper. 

			My curiosity aroused, I went in and was suddenly overwhelmed with what lay before my eyes. Heaped on the floor and stacked against all four of the walls were piles and piles of dusty, old hardbound books. It was a huge and wonderful hoard. 

			I had never seen so many books in all my life. I felt as if I had discovered a genuine treasure trove, and I sat down and slowly began examining the books. They were all grown-up books, not children’s books, although many of them contained illustrations. It was a truly remarkable discovery and I greedily took possession of this newly found treasure. 

			Day after day I would go into the little cottage and look through my new treasure trove. The bindings on many of the books were beautiful. Some were elaborately embossed in gold and silver. Some were bound in leather. I was somewhat dismayed to find that they all contained far too advanced reading for a child of my age, but that didn’t stop me from appreciating what they were. 

			There were probably well over a thousand books in that little hut. Most of these books were literature, and they included complete multivolume sets as well as single volumes. Even though I felt guilty about it, I didn’t tell my parents about this secret treasure because I was afraid that if I did I would probably lose it.

			Of course, I did eventually lose it. A treasure like this was indeed way too good to be true. After about a week or so passed, Dr. Dunn’s daughter, who I later learned was an English teacher, came by with a truck and driver to collect her books. 

			I was totally heartbroken and she could see that I was. She said she’d had to leave them because she had no way of moving them until now. She told me that she needed the books for her work so that I could understand why she was taking them, but I still couldn’t help but lament the loss. 

			She must have realized how disappointed I was, because before she left she gave me one of her books, telling me that I might like this one. It was a thick old book, but its condition was as if it had hardly been read. 

			Bound in red cloth stamped in gold with a stylized picture of a knight astride a horse, it was titled Men of Iron by Howard Pyle. I treasured this old book even though it was still far too advanced for a five-year-old child. It was the first real adult book that I had ever owned, and I kept it by my bedside.

			Not long after we had moved to the large house on Front Street, my parents hired a young Japanese-American woman named Sakae Nishijima to help with the housework, cook our meals, and assist my mother in looking after Valerie. My parents called her by her Japanese first name, Sakae, so I did too. Sakae’s English name was Violet. Fortunately, Sakae was a very happy, easygoing person so she didn’t mind a child like me calling her by her Japanese first name. 

			Sakae had four children; a daughter my age named Amy and three younger sons, Wayne, Ronnie, and Kent. We all managed to get along very well. Sakae’s husband Kiden, like my father, worked for the local sugarcane plantation, the Pioneer Mill Company.

			My dad was a Methodist, and even though my mother was Presbyterian and I had been baptized as such, for the sake of convenience, I suppose, we all attended the old Methodist Church on Front Street. But the Nishijimas practiced a much more democratic form of religious freedom. Kiden was Buddhist and a member of the Jodo-shu sect, so he attended the Jodo Temple near Mala Wharf. Sakae was also Buddhist but she was a member of the Hongwanji sect, so she went to the Hongwanji Temple near the center of town. Amy was a Christian and she attended the same Methodist Church that we went to.

			Sometimes, when my parents went out of town for a weekend to go shopping in Honolulu, Valerie and I got to stay at the Nishijima’s house. They had a nice little four-bedroom house in a newly developed area on a hill that was almost on the outskirts of Lahaina. In the back there was a two-story building with a large apartment on top where Kiden’s parents lived. There was also a garden where they grew vegetables and a pigpen way in the back.

			Visiting the Nishijimas was always a treat for me because, for one thing, I got to eat real Japanese food as well as all kinds of local Hawaiian dishes. Although Sakae cooked at our house, she never prepared the local dishes—she only cooked the kind of food that my dad liked to eat. It was there where I had first tried takuwan, a Japanese pickled yellow daikon radish usually eaten with rice. It became one of my favorite things to eat. Sakae also made a purple eggplant pickle that was also delicious when eaten with hot steamed rice. Once, when Kiden had some friends over for a luau, I watched as he and some of his buddies killed a pig. 

			This turned out to be quite an eye-opening experience for me. I had always taken meat pretty much for granted. I knew that the steaks my dad and I enjoyed so much came from a cow and that bacon and pork chops came from a pig, but I had no idea what it took to get these things on our dining table. It had never really occurred to me before—although, of course I’m sure that in the back of my mind I realized it—that these animals had to be slaughtered and dissected before they became our dinner. 

			The pig that was slaughtered wasn’t cute like Porky Pig. Instead, it was a large, somewhat scary animal. Several of Kiden’s friends helped him hoist up the loudly squealing and struggling pig, and as it hung in the air, one of the men plunged a huge knife into it, causing blood to spray all over. The pig squealed even more as it thrashed around wildly and shit all over the place. Blood spurted from the widening wound, drenching the heavy butcher’s aprons of the men who were standing nearby. 

			Quite unlike what I had expected, it seemed as if it took an eternity for the animal to die. I looked around at the other kids who were also watching. Most of them were just laughing and playing as if the slaughter was no big thing. And then I realized that to them it wasn’t, because, unlike me, they had all seen this done before. Gradually the pig’s cries and squeals died down and its thrashing became less violent and the blood which had been pouring into the pan beneath it in a steady stream slowed to a thin trickle. Apparently they were saving the pig’s blood for something. I wondered what but didn’t ask. The nauseating smell of the pig blood cooking on my grandmother’s stove is still vivid in my mind. 

			When the pig was finally dead, the men washed the blood and feces off of it with a garden hose before cutting it open and removing the intestines and other organs. Then they cleaned the pig thoroughly and took it down. They laid it on a large, clean cloth and patted it dry. 

			Nearby was a freshly dug pit where a wood fire had been heating lava rocks all day. The men placed fresh ti leaves over the hot rocks and put some of the hot rocks into the body cavity of the pig before they lowered the whole pig into the pit. They put more ti leaves over the pig, covered that with a wet tarp, and then shoveled the dirt back over that. For the rest of the day the pig cooked Hawaiian-style, in the underground pit oven, or imu as it was called. 

			In the meantime, the women had washed and cooked the pig trimmings and these were eventually brought out in bowls and small dishes and served as pupus, or snacks, to the hardworking men, who happily enjoyed eating them while drinking their beer. While the men were busy, I managed to steal a Lucky Lager beer out of the metal washtub and sneak out back behind the pigpen to drink it. 

			The beer tasted terrible but went down surprisingly easy, leaving me with a warm, very pleasant glow. It only took that one beer and for the rest of the day I was gliding around feeling absolutely no pain. When evening rolled around and the pig was ready, the men opened the pit and removed the carcass, and everyone settled down to a huge feast. The kalua pig was succulent and delicious, one of the best in my memory that I have ever had the pleasure of eating. 

			When we moved to Lahaina I was too still young to enter kindergarten, so I initially attended a kind of preschool class. It was here that I first got to know a few of the kids who would be in my class when I went to public school. 

			I started kindergarten in the fall of 1948. I was five years old and it was at that time when I fell hopelessly in love with my beautiful kindergarten teacher, Miss Nordman. At least I remember her being beautiful. And sweet, she was so very sweet and patient and kind. She was a sort of dishwater blonde in her early twenties, and she had a very light complexion and wore thick horn-rimmed glasses. 

			Because I not only knew my ABCs but was already able to write actual words and even sentences, albeit very simple ones, I became quite popular with my classmates, who would ask me to print out their name at the top of their school papers. Of course, my handwriting was still large and somewhat tentative, but I enjoyed doing this. It didn’t make me feel superior in any way, but it made me feel as if my classmates liked me. In return for helping them with writing, they would teach me how to say words in pidgin English. 

			Miss Nordman spoke English in the proper manner, the way I had been brought up to speak it. With her there, I didn’t feel like I was out of place from the other kids, even the haole kids who were much more proficient at speaking pidgin English than I was at the time. 

			I had been too young to let this bother me in Hanalei, but now it made me feel like somewhat of an outsider. Fortunately, I was a quick learner and managed to master pidgin English relatively quickly, much to the chagrin of my mother, who steadfastly refused to allow me to speak it at home. 

			I countered by saying, “Even the haole kids here speak pidgin, Mom.”

			But she said that only people brought up poor spoke like that and that I, of all people, should at least know better. But I knew I would continue to be unpopular if I didn’t adapt. I worked out a compromise where I spoke pidgin to my friends—when my mother wasn’t around—and was careful never to utter a word of it in her presence.

			A few months after I started kindergarten, Grandmother Chinn flew over to visit us in Lahaina and spend the Christmas holiday with us. It was simply wonderful seeing her again. I had missed her a lot, and she told me that she had missed me too. My grandmother had timed her vacation so that she could be with my mother when the new baby would be born. I had watched my mother’s tummy grow bigger and bigger as the months passed, and I was looking forward to the coming event with great anticipation. 

			In December 1948, my sister Stephanie was born. She was such a cute little thing that we all immediately fell in love with her. I also had decided to become very protective of her. She appeared to be so very small and delicate but she was always smiling and laughing, a really happy little baby. Although Valerie was much younger than I was, she had always been somewhat bold and independent, and in this respect she seemed more like a friend than a helpless little baby sister. 

			On the other hand, little Stevie, as we called her, was so helpless that you simply wanted to hold her and take care of her. For the first time I really did feel like a big brother—I suppose now that I was a little older I had formed some kind of an idea of what a big brother actually was. 

			Strangely enough, Valerie must have felt the same way because she loved holding her and taking care of her too. I think she now realized that she had become a big sister and she was somewhat proud of that fact.

			After school, much of my time was spent exploring Lahaina. Looking back, it seemed as if it were a much bigger town back then, filled with a seemingly endless supply of strange and mysterious places, although now I realize that what I remembered was only just a relatively small town seen through the eyes of a small child. 

			I got to know an old Chinese man with a large, pronounced goiter who owned the little old grocery store on the other side of the Moalii Bridge over the Kapalu stream, between Mala Wharf and the Baldwin Packers cannery. Behind his store was the site of the ancient Luakona heiau, or sacred place. This place was kapu, forbidden, so we were supposed to keep our distance from it or something inexplicably bad was bound to happen to us. This old Chinese store owner would buy the large avocados that I picked from the grove of trees in the jungle behind our house, always paying me in cash money. 

			In Lahaina, there was a large dry goods emporium that sold Japanese goods such as the traditional home altars known as butsudans along with the dry goods, furniture, and home décor items such as large hand-painted scrolls, all of which had been imported from Japan. 

			One scroll that caught my eye depicted a fierce samurai warrior in full battle regalia, painted in garish, eye-catching colors. Day after day I came to take a look at that scroll, which was about five feet in height and two feet across. I could imagine it hanging on the wall in my bedroom.

			One day I accompanied my mother to the dry goods emporium. I took this opportunity to show her the samurai warrior scroll and then asked her if she would buy it for me. She gave the price tag a long hard look and gave a resounding no. I pleaded with her. I told her I would go to work and pay her back. 

			When this didn’t seem to sway her, I continued pleading, hoping that I would eventually wear her down. When she finally gave in, telling me firmly that I was not to tell my dad what it cost, I could see the unrestrained look of relief on the shopkeeper’s face. Now he wouldn’t have to put up with this little kid coming into his shop every day to window-shop without buying anything.

			Aside from phonograph records and picture scrolls depicting fierce samurai warriors, my next great passion was for the movies. I can’t remember much about that first movie I had ever seen while on board the SS Matsonia en route to Hawaii at the age of three. But I vividly remember the traveling picture show man stopping in the little village of Hanalei every week with his portable projector and screen, which he set up in the community center building. 

			Those showings were always jam-packed with people and the entire larger room of that community center was always overflowing with virtually the whole village. In fact, people would stand or sit outside and look in through the windows and doors. The show itself would begin with a cartoon and progress to a serial chapter before the main feature, which was usually some kind of B-Western or horror film. 

			But the part of the show that really captured my young imagination back then was the weekly serial chapter. I can’t recall the titles I saw at that very early age, but I do remember the serial chapters with their incessant pounding of jungle drums and dangerous voodoo spells and, of course, the cliffhanger endings which made us all eagerly anticipate the show the following week. But everything was made much scarier, especially after seeing a horror film, by the close proximity of the graveyard, which we had to walk through on our way home after the show. 

			In Lahaina, it was the longer feature-length movies that would become my primary interest. I still enjoyed watching the serials, the cartoons, and the comedy shorts, but not quite as much as before. My tastes were finally beginning to evolve, although I suppose I wasn’t aware at the time. 

			The Pioneer Theatre was housed in an old, large, two-story wooden building adjacent to the Pioneer Hotel. The management of the Pioneer Theatre used to mimeograph a monthly listing of all the films that would be showing there, and this list was religiously posted for the public to see throughout town. 

			I would look forward to the weekend shows with great anticipation. I made it an almost daily habit to study the large, colorful posters tacked up on the walls outside the old wooden theater on my way home from school. Fortunately, my parents also liked going to the movies, and we usually went once or twice during the weekend, depending, of course, on what was showing.

			My father particularly liked the Westerns, such as Winchester 73, Broken Arrow, Rio Grande, and She Wore a Yellow Ribbon—just about anything with James Stewart, John Wayne, Randolph Scott, or Joel McCrea in it. He also liked the Tarzan movies, but he would always say that Johnny Weissmuller was a much better Tarzan than Lex Barker, who was the current Tarzan at the time. 

			My mother preferred the dramas, like The Miniver Story, A Letter to Three Wives, The African Queen, All the King’s Men, and The Heiress, as well as musicals like An American in Paris, Annie Get Your Gun, The Great Caruso, Singin’ in the Rain, and those insipid old-fashioned Americana Doris Day/Gordon MacRae movies such as By the Light of the Silvery Moon and On Moonlight Bay. 

			As for myself, I tended to like them all, but I especially remember young Bobby Driscoll in Song of the South, Treasure Island, So Dear to My Heart, and a particularly scary film called The Window. As a kid I really enjoyed the pirate movies like Treasure Island and Anne of the Indies, as well as exciting historical sea adventures like Captain Horatio Hornblower. 

			But I also liked movies with exotic African settings such as King Solomon’s Mines, or period adventure films such as The Black Rose, or dramas like Sunset Boulevard, musicals with catchy tunes such as Anchors Aweigh, or end-of-the-world thrillers like When Worlds Collide. I remember being scared to death by the wicked witch in The Wizard of Oz. 

			The films that fascinated me the most were the dark and gritty postwar crime dramas known as film noir. I remember being impressed by Jules Dassin’s Night and the City, Henry Hathaway’s Kiss of Death, Robert Wise’s The Set Up, and especially John Huston’s The Asphalt Jungle and Billy Wilder’s Ace in the Hole. The realism of these films provided a sharp contrast to most of the colorful and unreal entertainment fare that my parents usually preferred to see. 

			Of course I didn’t know anything about movie directors at the time, and naturally, being a child, I couldn’t fully comprehend everything that was going on. But I knew that I liked films. I also liked the way the actors performed in them. It was a much more natural and realistic style of acting, I thought. 

			Although it was far from being the entertainment capital of the world, there were still the two theaters to provide me with entertainment in Lahaina: the Pioneer Theatre and the Queen Theatre. The former showed first-run Hollywood movies, mostly by Twentieth Century Fox, Warner Brothers, and the other large studios, and the latter showed mostly low-budget B-movies from the independent Hollywood companies and second-run double features. On Mondays it showed Filipino films and on Tuesdays its fare was devoted to Japanese films. I would stand in front of the theater and study the exotic posters for these ethnic films. I was fascinated by them even though they were in a language that I could not read. 

			Unfortunately, these films did not have English subtitles. There were still a lot of plantation laborers who spoke Filipino, and there was a large population in Lahaina that spoke and understood Japanese. Strangely enough, neither theater showed Chinese movies in spite of the fact that Lahaina did have a significant Chinese population. 

			My parents preferred going to the Pioneer Theatre, so as a family we never went to the Queen Theatre, which my Dad called a “flea pit.” So if something was playing at the Queen Theatre that I simply just had to see, I would have to sneak off all by myself, or occasionally with one of my friends if I could talk him into going with me. For some reason, though, I preferred to watch movies by myself, free from the noisy distraction of chattering friends.

			When I was in the first grade at Kamehameha III School in Lahaina, we began the school day by first saying the Pledge of Allegiance and then we all would sing Hawai’i Pono’i, the Hawaiian national anthem, written by King David Kalakaua. In spite of the fact that the words were in Hawaiian, they were very easy to memorize and learn. Here are the words—the English translation is in brackets:

			Hawai’I pono’i [Hawaii’s own true sons]

			Nana I kou mo’i [Be loyal to your chief]

			Kalani ali’i, ke ali’ [Your country’s liege and lord the Chief]

			Makua lani e [Royal father]

			Kamehameha e [Kamehameha]

			Na kaua e pale [Who defended in war]

			Me ka ih [With spears]

			Hawaii was still a territory at that time. Statehood would not come until many years later. My first and second grade teacher was the renowned Hawaiian musicologist and hula dance teacher Emma Sharpe. She was one of Maui’s legendary kumu hulas or hula masters, a truly exalted position to the Hawaiians. 

			Thinking back on it now, that’s probably why we learned to sing Hawai’i Pono’i—to give us some kind of insight into the Hawaiian cultural heritage that Mrs. Sharpe was so proud of.
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