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BY: Holly Yamada (HY)

This is an interview with Harue McVay. It’s July 22, 1999, and we’re in her office at UH
[University of Hawai‘i] Manoa. And the interviewer is Holly Yamada.
Okay, so I just want to start with when and wher? were you born?
I was born here in Honolulu. When?
And when’s your birth date?
March 9, 1928. That’s my official birthday. But my real birthday is March 4.
And why is there a discrepancy?
A mistake in the papers, the document, and my parents never bothered to change it, so school
[records showed] I was born on the ninth. And it was always a surprise when the teachers

say, “Oh, today is Harue’s birthday,”

I go, “No, it isn’t.” Because at home we always celebrated the fourth, you know. So anyway,
that was it.

But you go by the fourth.

I celebrate both days. (HY laughs.) My husband’s very lucky because if he forgets the first
one he has a second crack at it. (Chuckles)

Second chance. Okay, you were born in Honolulu, and where did you grow up?

I was born in Waikiki, on Kalakaua Avenue, and I grew up right there. It’s between King
[Street] and Kapi ‘olani [Boulevard], that district. That was my world for quite a long time.

Maybe before we get into your—that neighborhood, we could talk about whatever you know
of your-—let’s start with your father, your father’s background. First, what is his full name?

My father’s name is Kaneji Oyama. And my mother is Kaoru Oyama. They were both from
Kumamoto, Japan. He came first, I believe, in 1898, as a young man. I believe he was

1



HY:

HY:

HY:

HY:

HY:

HY:

eighteen years old. My mother came quite a few years later. And they were friends. I mean
the families knew each other, so she was not a picture bride. My dad was at the plantation in
Hawi when he first arrived, landed there in Hawi. But he was a rather frail man and he was
always sick, and finally he had gotten very ill and decided to stop that work. And so he quit
and came to Honolulu, and he found various jobs. But he ended up training in the dry
cleaning business, and he opened his own place on Kalakaua Avenue. And he had wonderful
clients, because we used to ride with him when he delivered the finished products to—the
place I remembered the most would be Halekiulani [Hotel], and these tourists came and spent
the whole winter. So they came with steamer trunks and really fancy clothes. And my dad
used to dry clean all these fancy outfits for both men and women. My dad would put some of
the real elegant clothes out in the showcase. He had a large showcase in front of the
establishment. When he’d deliver to Halekiilani we’d go to the back of the area, and it was
quite an interesting place where all the work was being done. It was a busy place. People
were moving, you know, walking all over the place. The workers and the office staff would
have to get down there to do some of their business. So was a very busy place.

We got to know a lot of people when we delivered, as kids. I was pre-school. And there were
some places up here in Manoa that, today, I try to visualize where they were, you know, but I
can’t. One was near the university on ramp. It’s a big house with a huge stairway that kind of
disappeared and the house was beyond your vision. A lot of places like that. Anyway, that’s
where I grew up on Kalakaua Avenue.

Do you know—ryou said he learned the dry cleaning business—how he learned that?

(Yes), he apprenticed but there was also an association of dry cleaners. I remember he used
to go to the meetings all the time. They would teach them how to run their business. The
apprenticeship, of course, was hands-on kind of thing.

Do you know who he apprenticed with?

You know, I really can’t remember. But I’m sure it was one person. It was someone who had
an establishment. And so his goal was to have his own. And he did very shortly after that.

Was his dry cleaner’s Oyama, or . . .
No, it was called Kalakaua Clothes Cleaner.
And this association, were the. . .

It was some kind of hui because I remember people would come to pick him up sometimes,
and so there were groups of people that went together to the meetings.

Was it of one ethnic group?
Well, the ones I saw were Japanese. I’m sure at that time they were mostly Asian people.

I think last time you mentioned that he had bought—was it your family home?

Oh, that’s right.
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Maybe you could talk about that.

When he started his business he had a rental place on Kalakaua Avenue across from where
he ended up buying. Well, it was down the road. It was near Fern Street. He bought a piece
of property, borrowed the money from Bank of Hawai‘i. There were two banks in Honolulu,
I think, Bank of Hawai‘i and Bishop [National] Bank [of Hawai‘i]. And Bank of Hawai‘i
loaned him the money to buy this piece of property. It used to be an art school. It was a
Russian who owned it. I don’t know too much about how long they were there. But the house
was pretty well established when he bought it. I mean, it wasn’t brand-new. So there were
large rooms in it. In fact, right now, the buildings, most of the buildings are still there, there
are two houses. The front house, there’s still that front room. It has a real high ceiling.

At one time there was an attic up there, and that’s one of my earliest recollections. It was my
dad throwing marble and plaster body parts out of an attic hole to my brother down below.
They were cleaning out the building.

This is the material that this Russian artist who was a sculptor had used? Is that right?

Yes, and he was running a school so I'm sure these were props for (still life) drawing. But
I’m assuming that. I’m not sure whether he made these things or not. But he was definitely
an artist, sculptor, who was running an art school. Over the years, all these artists used to
come. My dad ended up renting a back room to Howard Hitchcock. He’s this impressionist
painter, born and raised in Hawai‘i, went to Paris to study, and his paintings are all over.
Collector’s items today. They’re in the museums. He was a very old man when I was a kid,
like elementary school. He was quite old. He used to come by bus, or someone would be
dropping him off. I think he lived in Nu‘uanu at the time. He used a cane. But I used to sit at
the stoop and then watch him paint. He was an impressionist painter so he put dots. Well, not
all impressionist, but a lot of the paintings had just strokes applied one at a time and then
he’d step back to look at it and go back and put another stroke. I can’t say that that was all
impressionist, but the images, you had to stand back to see the images clearly, you know,
sort of impressionist. Anyway, I don’t know whether those things had an impact on my
future, but I’ve always loved art and was interested in how people were making art.

Maybe you could talk a little bit about your mother’s background. So, she’s from the same
prefecture.

Yeah. Right. She was from the city. Her brother was the superintendent of schools in her
district so she had an education.

In Japan.

In Japan. So when she came here, she worked for the newspaper. She used to set type. She
worked there briefly because then her family started coming. But she was setting type, the
kanji, for the Japanese newspaper—~Nippu Jiji, I think it was—before she just started raising
a family. And her mother died when she was quite young. So therein lies another story. Like
when she got ill we wanted to know what did her mother die of, because she had cancer.
And, you know, people start asking, the doctor start asking, (for the) family [medical
history]. But we had no record of anything like that. Was total blank because she was a child
at the time.
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Do you know what it was that brought her here?

To marry my father.

Specifically that. Okay.

They had no relatives, had no brothers or sisters here. So we grew up without cousins here. I
used to envy all my friends at school who’d say, “Oh this weekend we’re spending the night
with my cousin,” or something like that, because we had no relatives.

What about your paternal grandparents, did you have any contact with them at all?

No. You know, they were writing letters, but heck, we weren’t interested. (Chuckles) It all
came in Japanese, so we couldn’t read it. They would mention things but as far as we were
concerned they were people we didn’t know.

Now, what was the language spoken at home?

Mostly Japanese on my parent’s part, and then the rest all spoke English. My parents had to
learn English, too.

Did you speak Japanese with your parents?

Yes, both, actually.

Okay, so your father had his own dry cleaning business.

Right.

And was that part of a family operation? Did you folks also . . .

We never, no, they never hired anyone. My mother used to help out. Just the two of ’em ran
this thing. It was only dry cleaning. There was no laundry, so it was not a huge operation.

Okay, maybe you could talk—you described a little bit, the house, but maybe you could give
a better sense of what else. It sounded like it was big, it had high ceilings.

Yes. We had an empty lot next door which my dad cleared part of. He left the bushes all
around on Fern Street and Kalakaua, this corner empty lot. So we had a huge playground,
and (my dad would) cut (the grass) once in a while with a hand sickle. Just roll that grass
back. Was fun to watch. And we had a swing and seesaw out there. We were pretty much on
our own. We had no close neighbors. Eventually a house was built next door, but all the
people were adults. Big family but they were all grown. So we were six kids in our family,
and the four bottom ones played together and the two older ones were old enough to be
doing their own thing.

Where in that birth order are you?

I’m in the middle. I have two brothers below me—I had two sisters, the older one died (at
seventy-two years)—and one brother who’s the oldest. So we’re pretty much on our own,

4



and we’re very loud because we didn’t have to be quiet. (Chuckles) In fact I had a hard time
when we finally had to quiet down for some reason or other. We’d forget and start screaming
and yelling and all that. (Chuckles) We had to be reminded all the time to quiet down
because we never had to before.

HY: Did you spend time at the beach since you were very close.

HM: Yes. We used to walk to Dean’s beach [informal name used by interviewee]. Most of the
time without permission, because if we ask [permission] the answer is no. (Chuckles)

HY:  Your folks did not like you going to the beach?

HM: Not without supervision. But we couldn’t wait. So we would go, and I had a friend that I
used to go with. Just walk down and come back and then you get your scolding.

HY:  What kinds of stuff would you do there?

HM: Where? At the beach? Swim. We’d come out shriveled because we just spent hours out there
in the water. Was fun. There’s still is a stone wall out there. We’d get up on it, dive off. Was
fun. And then walking back to and from Dean’s beach was always interesting. I still
remember that [location where] Hilton Hawaiian Village [is now]. I guess that lagoon area
was a beautiful idyllic place with palm trees hanging over the water, and the water was very
calm there. I guess there was a reef outside, close, which I think they got rid of to clean it up.
And so there’s hardly a ripple in there. And the palm trees were hanging over. Further up at
the Moana Hotel the water could get real rough at high tide, and we’d have to rush across
this one area before the water would hit us. And there were all kinds of interesting tourists.
They used to dress very differently. Men would wear palm beach suits. Women always had
umbrellas, and they had dresses—nobody (ladies) [never] wore pants.

HY: More formal?

HM: Yes, very formal. They used to walk up to our house once in a while and we’d be maybe
throwing rocks at a date tree to get dates. They’d stop and watch us and they’d talk to us but
we were so shy and we wouldn’t answer. They’d say stuff like, “Oh, they probably don’t
understand English.”

(Laughter)

HM: Street urchins, you know.

HY:  What did you think of the tourists then?

HM: They were wonderful to look at. They were fabulous. Like us, we never saw clothes like that
here in local circles.

HY:  Were they like a curiosity for you?

HM: Right. And we were to them. (Laughs) But Kalakaua Avenue was fabulous in those days.

There were shops in cottages all over. Little shops that sold anything from clothes to tourist
items, little drawings. In fact I had a high school teacher, art teacher, who lived on—well
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anyway [possibly] Lewers [Street] coming out of Waikiki. She had a cottage, and she sold
little black and white ink drawings. She’d be working on them during lunch hour at school at
Roosevelt [High School] when I had her. This is quite late, but there were still shops like that
in cottages. Now there are (only) high-rise hotels.

What were the businesses and the shops that your family would frequent, or as kids you
would—in that area?

We never went into those shops.

(Someone enters the room. Taping stops, then resumes.)
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HY:

I was asking you if . . .

If we went into these shops?

Yeah, if your family frequented any of the shops.

Not those tourist shops, no.

Well, what about the businesses like grocery stores and whatnot?

There were mom-and-pop stores all over. No supermarkets. I’ll never forget when Times
[Super] Market opened. You know, it was an event. It’s a big store and you needed a cart.
That came much later. We had a corner store diagonally across the street, and we shopped
every day and they sold everything.

What was the name—what was that store?
I don’t know what it was called. But anyway, it was run by a Japanese couple and family.

We used to walk to King Street, where there was a whole bunch of shops. Kaheka Lane was
a short lane that ended up in that big vegetable farm. Where Kalakaua Housing is now was
all vegetable farms. And they had Chinese workers come to farm that land and there was an
‘auwai, and an artesian well, at King Street, right there. They made ‘auwais throughout this
garden, and they raised all kinds of vegetables. The men lived in these sheds that face ‘ewa
side because the weather came from Manoa, from the east, northeast. They all wore just like
loin cloths, because it’s always warm for them. They grew wonderful vegetables. We used to
go in there once in a while to buy huge Manoa lettuce, and water chestnuts. They would just
pick them, just pull ’em up and tear off the tops. Take ’em home. But we always wanted to
play in the ‘auwai because they had small fish in there. But they didn’t want us in there.
We’d trample the garden, I guess. But it was huge. It was from Kalakaua Avenue to Kaheka
Lane. You know, it’s big farm. They fenced it eventually, a wire fence, so you couldn’t get
in there very easily. But it was a wonderful place.

On King Street above that farm, right on the corner was a pretty good grocery store, fairly
large. All along there was small, Japanese stalls. Really colorful. And the vegetables came
every day. And during the war, I did all the shopping because the rest of the family had other
things to do. They were working. It was my job to go stand in line to buy vegetables. I could
get veggies. Whatever came, everybody bought that. Huge pile of string beans and you just
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fight for your share. Then for meat I had to go to Metropolitan [Meat] Market which was on
Kalakaua and Kapi‘olani, where Aloha Motors [was], the next building. I wonder what’s
there now? Oh, it’s Convention Center.

Convention Center. (Laughs)

But that building was there for a long time, big building. It was a theater at one time.
Anyway, that was Metropolitan Market. We never shopped there because all the rich people
shopped there and they gave credit, see. Like Piggly Wiggly [Stores] in Nu‘uanu used to do
that, too. It was right next to the big school there on Nu‘uanu [Avenue]. My parents shopped
from vendors. The vendors came every day, a truck full of vegetables, and my mother would
go out and buy her—the fish man would come—she’d go out and buy whatever she needed.
The meat man also. So when the war came, these people could no longer continue their
business because of the gasoline shortage. So where to shop? We had to just go out there. I'd
go to Metropolitan Market. I just had to stand in line like the rest of the people who had
never shopped there and got their names on their books.

So you were able to buy on credit at that point?

No. If you had credit before that you could order things, and they would save you things. But
if you had no connection you had to just stand in line, wait for them to open the meat
department, and then you’d buy what they had. Well, I never bought any meat because by
the time I got near the store the man would come out with the sign that says it’s sold out. So
meat was very hard to find at that time. So that was my job, to go look for the food.

You mentioned that you had date trees in your yard. What other trees did you have in your
yard?

In our yard we had a mango that was big but never produced fruit. We found out later that’s
’cause somebody planted a seed. See, when you plant a seed, it’s a seedling and you will not
get fruit for at least twelve years, maybe longer. Also, the ground is not too good for that.
You have to amend the soil, and I’m sure they didn’t take care of the—my parents knew
nothing about growing tropical fruit. We did have some bananas, some papayas in the lot
next door. (Chuckles) We had quite a few papaya trees that produced. In those days we had
no Solo papayas. That was a hybrid that came later for a longer shelf life. We had these giant
papayas. They were quite good, actually. Every morning my father would cut that into eight
pieces. (They were huge.)

You’re measuring about—looks like a foot.

Easy.

Was the meat inside that same color?

Same, right. And we’d get a huge wedge for breakfast. Well, they smash easily in the
supermarket—-if you pile them up they don’t fare to well. So they produced this small one
which has a longer shelf life. If you go to Asia, if you travel in Asia, you’ll see them.

They’re still growing them in Asia.

Now, did they taste the same?
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Yeah, in fact, some are sweeter.

Did you grow vegetables too?

Very little, very little. During the war we tried. We dug up our front—we had a tiny garden
in front, Japanese garden. We dug that all up and we planted some vegetables, but we didn’t
do too well. (Chuckles) We were not farmers at that time.

You mentioned that, okay, your job during the war was to be the food gatherer.

Yes, I went shopping (every day). Right.

What other chores did you have when you were growing up?

Well, the usual, just keeping the house in order, which was difficult with all the kids. But we
tried. Actually, we didn’t have too many chores.

Did you cook?

Yes. When [ was eleven I had money to buy a cookbook for a birthday. So I went Downtown
to Liberty House, the only Liberty House at that time in the state of Hawai ‘i, and [ went
through their cookbook section, which was about little over a foot wide. (Chuckles) That’s
all the cookbooks there were. But I read every one, and I finally decided to buy the Boston
Cooking School Cookbook because it had everything in it. I still have it, the original copy
that I bought. It’s full of smears of food.

(Laughter)

HM:

HY:

It’s all discolored because, you know, an eleven-year-old. . . . And my parents never—well,
my dad, before he became a dry cleaner, was a cook. He was training as a cook and he
cooked for a family somewhere up here in Manoa. So he knew how to bake a bunch of stuff,
like coffee cakes and biscuits. He was really good at that. And he made pies. When he was
on Kalakaua, the first place where they were renting was next door to that grocery store. So
when the good apples came in he could smell it. The crates would come in with the apples.
He’d go next door and buy a whole crate. And that weekend—I could still see him—he’s
peeling apples and he’d bake all these apple pies and then deliver it to all our friends. Really
wonderful apple pies. I’ll never forget that. But my mother, she knew nothing about baking.
It’s not in their tradition. It’s not in many Asian cultures, baking in an oven because they
didn’t have the fuel or the ovens to make cakes. Although in China, we went to—I went with
Kapi‘olani restaurant, beverage and—-what?—the Kapi‘olani cooking school.

Oh, KCC [Kapi‘olani Community College]?

KCC, when Eleanor Fujii was running it. [ went with her twice, but we were always going to
the back of the house and they would do demos and we would exchange things. We showed
them how to cut our style of pineapple presentation, stuff like that. Anyway, it was good fun.
But they would feed us an enormous, incredible meal, and then they’d take us in the back to
show us how it was made. This one hotel in Shanghai was run by a huge charcoal source of
heat. All the heat was ducted to different parts of this huge kitchen. It was very clean, white.
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It was all white marble, the countertops were white marble. The English built this. It was a
very old kitchen, but in a big hotel in Shanghai. I’'m sure it’s still there. Beautiful
refrigerators that had small doors, but a whole bank of em, porcelain. And had blue words
on it. Incredible place. But they were making these gorgeous little light cakes. They opened
the oven doors and they’re pulling out these cakes. The heat is from that charcoal source. So
in some cultures they were [baking], but not at home.

So that’s another thing. I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but Honolulu, I think, has an unusual
number of bakeries, and it’s because, like, my parents’ generation, they didn’t bake but they
bought things at the bakery. My mother couldn’t have baked bread, I know that. We always
bought bread. But anyway, there were lots of bakeries. One on almost every block, it
seemed, you could find a bakery. You bought all your pastries. But when I was eleven,
because I didn’t have this experience, I was starting to bake cakes. There was no really bad
shortage of sugar. [ mean, we were not—what’s the word?—when they dole it out little by
little.

Rationing?

It was never rationed. But once in a while they’d run out. The store would run out and you’d
have to go somewhere else to find it. So it was imminent that perhaps they would ration it.
So my mother would say, “Go easy on the sugar.” So I used to sift my ingredients very
carefully so nobody would hear me, and then once I started mixing everything together I
could make a lot of noise. Then my mother would go through the roof. But when it was time
to eat, of course, everybody was happy. But I got scolded for baking all these cakes. But I
was fascinated by baking. I learned to bake all the cakes that was in this book. And I got
quite good at it. Well, other things, too.

Was your mom the primary cook?
Yes, but she cooked Japanese . . .
Japanese style?

Yes. She did learn a few other styles of cooking, but not much. Actually, I don’t think she
enjoyed cooking that much. So my sister and I, in fact, three girls in our family, were pretty
good cooks because we’d come home with ideas and try it. Otherwise it would be all strictly
Japanese meals, which wasn’t bad.

Your house, did it have, you know, an outdoor furo?

Yes, but connected to the house. It was connected but definitely you had to go out and go in
another door.

Did you have your own room, or you remember the bedrooms?

No, not till my brother went off to college [did] we started getting more room. But we had an
outdoor tub where we heated the water and it was piped into the furo and we heated that
water with wood. We had all this wood, these bushes next door, so we always had wood.
Cutting down all kinds of trees—mostly kiawe, lots of kiawe next door. We did have a nice
redwood furo, and we had it for many years. Even after we stopped using it, we kept that
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furo and we had it as a shelf or something outside in the garden. And finally after we were
married we had a place, a beach house, my husband and I, at Kawela Bay, on the North
Shore and we took that out and we turned it back into a furo. It was wonderful.

And you went to Lunalilo [School]?

Yeah, to the fourth grade. Then my parents noticed that our neighbor’s kids never came out
to play. And they inquired, and the reason was they were doing homework. So my parents
thought that was just great, our kids are gonna go there too and do homework. That’s what
they said. (Chuckles) So they sent three of us to Maryknoll [School], and I went there till the
ninth grade. My sister didn’t like it and she quit after a couple years, and my younger brother
stayed on through high school. I left after the ninth grade. See, the trouble—not the
trouble—but the situation—was he became a Catholic when he was in the second grade, and
I was in the fourth. So once he became a Catholic, they were after me, you know, I’m next.
They wouldn’t leave me alone. Every recess [the] father would come, somebody would
come, seek me out as [’m trying to play and enjoy myself, to talk to me about religion and
possibly becoming a Catholic, and all that. Obviously, I wasn’t interested but they really
persisted. So I said, “I can’t handle this anymore.” So the next year, I decided I have to get
out of here. So when it was ninth grade, I decided I’m going to Roosevelt.

It was your decision? Not your parents?

Yes, my decision. No, no, no, I didn’t even tell ’em. I went secretively. I went to take their
written and oral exam, two different days, and I got in. And first day of school my mother
had my uniform all ready and I just put on a dress and regular shoes and I got on the bus and
I went. (Laughs) My parents were happy later on because I wasn’t playing. (The school)
really worked us. It was an English standard school and we worked. I mean it was a very
good school, the teachers were excellent. At Maryknoll it was also a very good school, but I
didn’t have the other stuff that went along with it. It was an experience for me to goto a
public school like that.

You remember anything about the entrance exam?

It was everything. You took, of course, English, math. Of course, they’re checking on your
spelling. All kinds of stuff.

Did they give you an oral exam?
It was an interview with a teacher, and fascinating, really interesting.

Now, did you grow up speaking pidgin, I mean, I know you spoke Japanese to your
parents . . .

When I was at Lunalilo, you had to speak pidgin or you’re not accepted. But at home, I
couldn’t use pidgin because I had a brother and sister who could speak good English. They
had, again, good teachers. They went to Washington Intermediate [School] and McKinley
High School. They were mostly all older, white teachers. Not like today where our people
can become teachers, the local population. But in those days, these were mostly imports.
They were highly educated teachers, and they knew all the great works in literature. My
sister used to recite with the whole class, incredible stuff, in unison, just to learn diction and
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projection, and stuff like that. They don’t do that anymore.

Anyway, my sister would always correct us. “Don’t say that. You have to say it this way.”
So we learned how to speak good English at home. So it was no problem when I went to
Maryknoll. Of course, the nuns all came from the Midwest. They said things like “rut” [root]
and “ruff’ [roof]. What was the other one? And I ended up using them because you want to
fit in and you don’t want to stand out. So the whole class is talking like that.

It reminds me of this story. A friend of mine I met at Ohio State was from the South and he
had a very thick Southern accent. He was telling me about accents and out came this story.
He was in the military, and he was assigned a little village in Japan. So he lived there and he
got to know everybody, especially the children. And they all wanted to learn English. So he
taught them all how to speak English. Real good job. Then the next group came to replace
him, you know, couple years later, and when they came in and they started talking to these
kids who all could speak English, they were all cracking up. So he went out and says,
“What’s wrong?”

They said, “We never came across a whole village of Japanese kids speaking English with a
Southern accent.”

(Laughter)

HM: He was wonderful. Great guy. So where were we?

HY:  Okay.

HM: Speaking at the school, yeah.

HY: Looking back on your school days, were there people that were especially influential on
you—either negatively or positively?

HM:  Well, of course, all the teachers. All the teachers were fabulous.

HY: Youliked all your teachers?

HM: Only one teacher I didn’t like. She ended up being the one teacher who did the most to me

and for me, in her own way. I used to sit in class—she was my junior English teacher. I think
I was one of three Orientals in class. It’s a big class. All the rest of the kids knew how to
speak English perfectly, but they didn’t know how to parse a sentence (chuckles) and she
used to give them heck. But I learned how to do that at Maryknoll, how to parse a sentence.
Parts of a sentence, and all that. But she was-—I thought—a very mean-spirited person. She
never smiled, she was always cross, and it was no fun to be in that class. She’s always
scolding somebody or the class. We did a lot of public speaking practice, and the kids who
could speak English well did well in those classes but when they’d get up on the board and
start writing it was disaster time. And she’d scold—I used to hate being in that class. But I
think all these kids who needed something got a lot from her. They all hated her guts. I
mean, everybody. I used to sit there and say, “Maybe today is the day she’s gonna fall down
the steps and we’ll have a new teacher.” "Cause we were on the third floor.

But years later my son is going to Manoa School, and she became the principal. So I went
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in—I had to talk to her because I was helping them with their art program, because they
didn’t have an art program, in ceramics, anyway. So I helped them buy a kiln and all that
stuff. Set up. But I went in and, of course, by then she had a totally different personality, at
least she could smile. Still a little stiff but I went in and I told her (chuckles) how I used
think when I sat in [her] class. She kind of laughed about it, but I did tell her that she was the
best teacher I ever had. And she was, she was.

HY: Who was that?

HM: Her name was Miss McBride.

HY: Is this the McBride family?

HM: No. She was not.

HY: Okay. Now, your classmates were not the kids from the neighborhood.

HM: No, they weren’t. But there were quite a few Oriental Kids starting to infiltrate these schools.
Most of ’em, if they could afford it, went to Punahou [School] of course. But I made a lot of
friends, all kinds of friends.

HY: What about your interest in art?

HM: Yeah, I was interested art, although all my teachers told me that my leaning is toward
science because I did well in (these) classes. I worked. I went up to second-year algebra. I
took chemistry. I took all those courses and I did well, so they said, “Your future is in the
sciences.” So when I came to UH I started into the science program. But at Roosevelt I did
take couple art courses. I can hardly call them art courses because the teachers weren’t that
good. They were from other areas and they were forced to teach art. But I enjoyed sketching
and [I’d] go weekends to sketch, maybe, dogs at the dog show, and things like that. I did
those things on my own. But I came to UH and I started in science, and I hated it. In fact, it
was a very different kind of school because we had a Dean [Thayne] Livesay, [who] was
dean of arts and sciences, and he was a very unfriendly man. You had to get his signature
and okay for your semester’s work. You almost didn’t have a choice. You had to take
eighteen credits unless you had some damn good reason for taking less.

Anyway, I was getting my requirements done, and one semester I had a little free time, so [
took art. And that did it. I took a beginning class in drawing and painting, and God it was
fun. Then the next one, of course, I took ceramics, and that did it. I said, “I got to get out of
that other stuff.”

HY:  Youchanged your major?

HM: Ichanged my major.

END OF SIDE ONE

SIDE TWO
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HY:

HY:

HY:

Okay, I just wanted to backtrack a little bit. About the war, I want to talk to you a little bit
about the war. It broke out when you were in the ninth grade at Roosevelt?

Yeah, I was at Maryknoll. That’s right. Because we were assigned gas masks and had to
carry them all the time. Maryknoll went to the corner of Wilder [Avenue] and Punahou
[Street] to those air raid shelters. That whole part was all air raid shelters underground.
Terrible. Always full of water on the bottom, and cobwebs. Overnight you’ll have a bunch of
cobwebs. Spiders in Hawai‘i are incredible because you can’t get rid of them from places
like that. But the practice sirens would start and we all rushed across there. We were on
Wilder Avenue. The other school wasn’t there yet next to the freeway. The high school was
built later. So we came from this—the other part, and slosh around in that water. Oh God, it
was awful.

These were for air raid drills?

Dirills.

When did you start returning to classes then?

I can’t remember how long we were out of school, but it was a while.

Did you have to attend classes through the summer, then, to make up for it?

I don’t think so, no. We all somehow managed. And then, of course, I switched schools after
that. I was thirteen.

Yeah, *41. So when I went to Roosevelt it was still war years. I mean, a lot of our teachers
were replaced by military people. I had a history teacher who was a sailor (chuckles) from
some ship anchored in Pearl Harbor. We didn’t have P.E. [physical education]. They cut out
our P.E. totally because the whole back end of (the school) section was all military. They set
up offices back there. So I never learned to play games. Maryknoll had nothing. They had no
(equipment) to learn games. So I didn’t learn volleyball, basketball, all those things that high
school kids are learning today and other schools were learning then, but just Roosevelt
(during) the years I was there, we had none of that stuff. So I come to UH and I’'m in this
P.E. class, and the two hotshots in class used to fight as to who was going to get me—not get
me—they didn’t want me because I didn’t know any rules. The teacher just assumed that
everybody knew everything, and she’d just divvy up the class, the two teams, and eventually
the two gals would end up selecting their teams. And they’d get into fistfights, you know. It
was really interesting.

(Laughter)

HY:

HM:

HY:

Oh no.

I know. You felt terrible, you know. “I don’t want to be on any of your teams.” But I had to,
of course.

So a lot of military people replaced your teachers. Were the teachers then used for civil
defense work?
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HY:

Maybe they left town. Lot of them ran home to the Mainland. Lots of people left Hawai‘i
after December 7. They were so scared.

Do you know how the war affected your father’s business? You have any sense of that?

Actually, his business boomed because after the war everybody had money. They had so
much money and nothing to buy. Nothing to buy. It was incredible. In fact, when I was in
high school, the big thing was on weekends you went to a baby /ii ‘au. And there was no
baby. (Chuckles) But there was always a calabash. People made money, you see. You put the
calabash by the door (HY laughs) and you have a /ii‘au and then you make money.
Everybody comes, and then they got all of this money just pouring out of their pockets. They
just plunked down a whole bunch of money so they can eat and drink. And somebody has a
connection with the commissary someplace where they can get all the liquor they can. That’s
one thing that was rationed—Iliquor. You had coupons and you could buy so many bottles a
week or something like that. People who never drank before were going for those coupons
because that’s money, now.

(Laughter)

HM:

HY:

HY:

HM:

HY:

HY:

The parties were something else. We went to baby /i ‘aus almost every weekend. My
girlfriends, somebody knew somebody who was gonna have a baby lii’au.

Are these like people from your school, or people in your neighborhood?

No, from school. These were all my high school friends. It was hilarious. (HY laughs.) It was
hilarious. (Chuckles) “Where’s the baby?”

“Oh, there’s no baby.” Another one of those, you know. Yeah, it was something. Everybody
did that.

And then, did the parents come too, or was it just for just the teenagers?

That family and their friends were there, and whoever we were hanging on to was a friend of
that family. And this gal would bring, maybe six of her friends, right? No problem. (Laughs)
Nobody cared. Just put some money in that calabash.

So your father did very well during the war years?

He did very well. In fact I still remember he was refusing new customers for quite a while.
No more new customers.

Did your parents ever talk about how they felt about the war?

Oh, yeah. Hey, even before the war I used to go to Japanese[-language] school. And I did
quite well in school. But when I moved to Maryknoll after the fourth grade, quite often I’d
have my uniform on and I’d go to Japanese school, so they knew I was going to a private
school. Nobody else was going to a private school. So the teachers knew that I was studying
maybe a little harder than the rest of those kids. So whenever we had our exams in Japanese
school, the teacher would come up to me and say, “Is it okay for you to have this test now?”
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HY:

HY:

HY:

HY:

HY:

[The teacher would say] in Japanese, “If you have too much to study you can take it when
you can take it next,” which is maybe the weekend or something.

They would accommodate you?

They would, but of course I never took them up because who wants to take a test by
yourself? Not me, I didn’t like that. Butthey were always supportive like that. In fact one of
the Japanese schoolteachers that I had was picked up after December 7 by a jealous person,
one of the teachers who thought that this person wasn’t a good national, because he was pro-
American. My parents were definitely pro-American. Definitely. Oh, they were furious with
Japan, December 7. Just absolutely wild, just crazy. They always told us, “This is your
country now.”

My brother he volunteered to go to war but he didn’t pass the physical because he had an
injury to his kidneys, I think, from judo. He fell on something and ruptured his . . . .

You remember if any members of your family were ever questioned?
Nobody.
Nobody came to your house?

Nobody, no. No, they would have wasted their time. I had a cousin who was in the 442nd
[Regimental Combat Team]. I guess maybe there were two members of that family that went
off to war. This was a cousin of my father, second cousin. My mother said in Japan they’re
not related if it’s a second cousin. They lived on the Big Island in Honoka‘a, so we never did
see them. But I remember, summertime he came to work at the pineapple factory. He’s the
one that went off to war.

He had a funny tale to tell, too. He was a driver—he drove a jeep and they were being
bombarded at one point, and he had to move his jeep real fast in total darkness. They
couldn’t turn any lights on and he ran over somebody sleeping, over the legs. And this guy
was screaming so hard, he figured he was sitting on the legs, so he backed up and went over
it again. So the guy survived, evidently, the war.

Well, these fake baby /i ‘aus that you had must have been daytime, then, yeah?
They were weekends in the afternoons, yeah. Blackouts, yeah . . .
I mean, I always hear that [the blackouts] really curbed a lot of social activities.

Oh yeah for a short time. I remember the /i7 ‘aus were afternoon things, Sunday afternoon
especially.

Now, did you work during any of your time at school? Did you have a job?

No, I was always cooking. I was always in the kitchen. Which was fine, I enjoyed cooking.
Everybody else went off to war or went to work for the war effort. I did roll bandages. See,
all the high school kids went to the pineapple fields to weed, or I think mostly weed, and

they went for the whole day. The trucks came and hauled them away. And they had a ball. I
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HY:

HY:

HY:

HY:

HY:

couldn’t go because I had to go shop for food and cook.

This was for your family?

Yeah. For my family. This I did after school but they didn’t come home till late, sometimes
after dark. So I couldn’t go. So what they did with people like me was we went to the police
station which was on—it was in the old Sears building. It became the police station on
Beretania Street across from Foodland. We went to the basement, and this lady ran the Red
Cross down there. The school kids who couldn’t go to the pineapple fields would roll
bandages. So I learned how to make cotton balls, got real good at it. But God, was that
boring.

These were all volunteer jobs, right?
Oh, yes, yes.

I want to ask you a little bit more about your neighborhood. I mean you were living there at
the time where there were a lot of beach boys.

I never saw them. Never, no, no. We weren’t that close to the beach, because we were above
Kapi‘olani, towards King Street.We saw some of em on the way to the beach and back. But
other than that, no, they were not part my life at all.

You’re away on that one side.

We didn’t have many kids in our neighborhood. Mostly bushes behind us— it was all
bushes. In fact, if we went to Japanese[-language] school late in the day, we were coming
home in the dark and through the bushes. The streets were all in already, but no houses. And
I used to take my slippers off and run. Occasionally somebody would bring a cow and put
’em in the bushes to graze for whatever they could find. And we don’t know this, right?
Maybe they brought it in during the day. And [we could hear] this rustle in the bushes,
(laughs) and boy we learned to run fast, I’m telling you. The next morning we see that
there’s a cow in there. Yeah, was all bushes and no neighbors. We had no neighbors until
this family built a house and moved in. All adults. So my brothers and sisters—two brothers
and a sister—we spent a lot of time in that stream behind our house. We had gallon jars,
quart jars all over with some fish in it, some kind of fish.

To play with? Not to eat?

No, we’d collect them and just look at ’em, colorful little fish. Some were tiny things and
some had big colorful tails. Eventually they all had to be put back in the water, but. There
were crabs under the bottom of the wall, when they built the wall. We’d get a long bamboo
and get a coconut husk. You take one strand from the coconut husk, you tie one end onto the
top and then you make a loop on the other side and pull that—the long part—through that
loop. So when you get the pincher—that crab, as soon as he sees something coming down,
[the crab will] come up after it. You don’t have to even look for ’em. You just show it down
there and they all come running out with their claws out like that. So you put that loop over
the claw, and then when you pull it up, it cinches, and you pulling up these crabs. Of course
we didn’t eat stuff like that. Although they were edible—lot of people were catching them
and they open the back and they salt it. But black crab looks terrible to me. I can’t eat those.
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Never did boil one. I wonder if they would turn red, I don’t know. But I do know they’re
edible. But that was fun catching crab.

Occasionally, a big wave, when tide was high, big, big—they’re not waves but the water
would move up almost to King Street in some kind of wave action, and big mullets would
come up. We (would be) just sitting on the wall and we’d go crazy. (HM gasps) Everybody
screaming, “Big fish! Big fish!” Never did catch one, they’re too clever. But you saw ’em go
up and you know they have to come back down, so then you spend hours waiting. But there
were these drainage canal (tubes) that went off from the canal itself. So, they [the mullet]
probably went up some of those. And then, under the bridges would be some big holes.
Water came from someplace into these places underneath the bridges, and there were always
fish in there. Was scary. We used to make our own nets. You get two pieces of wood and get
an old diaper or something. You connect two sides and then you sew up the back end. And
you go looking for stuff. Every time we went into those holes, a big—what do call those
fish? We used to call them, gori. Anyway, they would jump out at you. Whoa, we’d just run
like anything. They were big fat things.

And any of those would you catch for food? Or was it all just for recreation?

Just recreation, excitement. They’re edible fish, though. ‘O‘opu they call ’em. Yeah. Well,
the water wasn’t all that clean.

Even then?

Yeah. In fact, there was drainage into the canal from some of those houses. Not the sewer
line, but if someone had built a furo, for instance, close to the canal, to the stream, rather,
when they do their wash—there was a house across from us, when the lady did her wash, the
water, soapy water, would come out of her drain from there. So that water wasn’t all that
clean. But we always had lots of water in those days, in there. Now it’s kind of dried up
mostly, and little bits of water, except during the big storms. Where I lived on Fern Street
there’s a bridge. And the bridge is lower than the walls, okay. So the water would rise up to
here during a bad storm, big, brown, boiling water. And it [the water] would hit this part of
the bridge and then come over this end, go into Fern Street, hit Kalakaua, and then go down
Kalakaua, and then into our driveway. So we had these big floods all the time, the first floor.
Even after I was married and living up here (Manoa), my sister [still] lived down there.
When there’s a big storm in the middle of the night she’d call. We’d all have to go down
there, help her haul furniture up and clean up the next day. Awful. And that mud is so
terrible. Smells bad, too.

Did your folks sell that property?

No, we still have it.

You still own it?

In fact, if you go down there now, there’s a restaurant called Kissho [Restaurant]. Have you

noticed it? It’s a pink building. They painted it pink with a red trim. I drove by Holiday Mart
one day and I looked over—I almost fainted. It was so horrendous.

(Laughter)
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So I called my brother who is kind of in charge, and said, “Have you seen the building?”

He says, “No.”

So he went down, and he almost fainted. So we called the property manager and tell him that
this is not acceptable. So they changed—not the paint, the paint is still this brilliant pink—
they changed the red to maroon. And it works. It’s still wild, but at least it works. It’s a
brownish red. I thought it was pretty clever myself. And we’ve been to the restaurant a few
times. This is a man from Japan. He’s very well known in Japan. He cooks for a very select
clientele in Japan. Only in Japan they have those restaurants. They have no signs. I don’t
know how they make it, but. He put up a sign I noticed. It says Kissho in Japanese. I can’t
read those characters, but it’s a Japanese sign. I keep waiting for the English to come out. It’s
still not there. It’s like, the heck with anybody who can’t read this.

(Laughter)

HM:

HY:

HY:

HY:

We don’t need you. Interesting man. His daughter and his son-in-law work there. Their
English is not too good. But very nice people. I expected them to have real nice taste. You
know how when the Japanese do something well in interiors, it’s not? But this furniture is
weird. Big, big chairs.

I’m going to go in there now.

You should go. It’s interesting. The menu is very interesting. [ mean, it’s not like anything
you’ve ever seen before. And most of it, when it comes it’s like piapis. Japanese eat like that.
They like to order small dishes but lots of it, a variety of small dishes. Like us, we want an
entree. I guess they have some, like the salad is excellent, and could be an entree. Some are
strange combinations, but they seem to work. There’s no parking, see. In fact, we tried to
discourage them. For months we’d say, “No, we don’t want you, because we don’t want a
restaurant in our house.” They persisted, and persisted until my brother just—they just
weakened him to the point where he just says, “I give up. Go ahead.”

Is it the same building, the same structure . . .
Yeah.
... that you folks grew up in?

Yeah. They remodeled it a little bit because of all the termites. The [restaurant] kitchen is
where our kitchen was. Right next to it they have a tiny, little special dining room for special
parties, but it’s not a big one. You can’t have a big party. Downstairs there must be maybe
eight tables and chairs. They put in a new bathroom. There was one [already]. They put a
second bathroom for the women. It’s nice. It’s all clean and new. Before them was this
Filipino guy who opened a cafe called Aczon. [Errol] Aczon. He was an artist, and he had a
collection of art deco stuff, so everything was art deco. He painted the floor. He had a
beautiful painting on the floor. Very nice. The floor was a problem for us because it had
asphalt tile on it, and we couldn’t get that thing off without paying somebody a lot of money
to get if off. But this guy painted it and he just turned it into a gorgeous floor. But these
people put a tile floor on top of it. (Chuckles) Too bad because it was so beautiful.
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HY:

HY:

HY:

HY:

But this (person), Errol Aczon was his name, he was a very talented guy. He’s a
photographer and his photos appear in European fashion magazines. Nobody knows him
here, but he’s Filipino and from a wealthy family. I mean, when he opened up his whole
family was there. But he was not a businessman so he went bankrupt. But towards the end,
before he quit, he did put an ad in some Japanese magazines in Japan, and Japanese started to
come. But he wasn’t open. He’d come in late to open, not the posted time, so he finally lost
the whole thing.

Now, was this built by the original Russian artist?

Right. But my parents remodeled that place at least three times.

Oh, okay.

And the last people in our family that had it, that big front room was my sister’s beauty shop.
She had a gorgeous, big beauty shop. All her clientele (when she died) were so spoiled
because they had this room full of plants. It was beautiful. And only them in there. Now
these people go to a beauty shop and they’re sitting amongst ten other people, and they don’t
like it. Well, I think my sister spoiled them all. Because, you know, she didn’t have to pay
rent. She could just do it the way she wanted to. She couldn’t stand working with people. She
could have rented chairs in there. She said, “No, no, no.” She just was enjoying herself. But
she had a beauty shop in there last.

I want to bring you back to Roosevelt. You mentioned that the military replaced a lot of . . .

Not a lot.

... teachers, some of your teachers. Was there a difference between the kind of teachers, or
did you...

These were people who were educators who happened to be in the military. Drafted.
So was that a relatively seamlgss transition?

I would say.

And what year did you graduate from Roosevelt?

[Nineteen] forty-six.

Did you go right to UH from there?

Right.

Did you always know that you wanted to go to college?

Oh, yes.

And you were thinking at that time, like you said, you were going to go into science?
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Right.
Did you live at home, still?

Everybody lived at home except outer island people. They built dorms for them, but
everybody else went home (after classes). That’s why this campus was always, like now, not
a cohesive rah-rah college. Because the students don’t bond like on the Mainland colleges,
[where] you have whole dorms and fraternities and sororities. Not so much now in those
areas. The young people were a big family. But here, no. You just knew the people in your
classes, that’s about it.

What were your impressions, at that time? When you first started coming here?
Oh, it was terrible. I hated it.
Was that because of the science classes?

The structure, no, the structure was so rigid. Let’s see, I'm trying to think of the classes. We
had some pretty horrible professors here. I’m sure I could bring back memories for a lot of
people who took like economics from this one man. Actually, my brother went through the
university. He graduated 1941 and he had all his notes in a box in the basement. Somehow I
found his notes and I’m taking economics 101—it’s the same professor. And I’m opening
my book and his book. Word for word, he used to repeat the sentence so you got every word.
There were people who used to snore in that class so loud that he had to stop and scold and
tell people to wake up the person next to you. It was so boring. We had professors like that.
There were some good teachers too, but some of the ones who were beyond teaching
anymore should have quit a long time ago. They were still teaching. There were a bunch of
those. Must’ve been really hard for the young teachers, the young professors, to be mixed in
with people like that. But there were a number of those. I can remember boring, boring
classes.

Now were all of your professors from the Mainland?

Oh, absolutely.

Did you have any local instructors?

You know, I didn’t have any local instructors, not a one. Not a one.
Maybe you can characterize the classes, in terms of the demographics.

Nobody said anything [in class]. (There were big intro classes with very, very few
Caucasians, mostly Orientals and many war veterans.)

Quiet?
(Chuckles) Maybe it’s still the same.

In fact, Doctor [Harold E.] McCarthy was a very eloquent lecturer. I never took a class from
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him but he was my neighbor for a while in George Hall. He had an office next to me when I
first started teaching. I was a student when this happened but he was seen leaping out of
Crawford Hall screaming, “A student asked a question today!” (Laughs) But that’s how it
was, the local people raised on plantations, most of ’em, coming on campus and taking
classes—they’re not gonna talk. They’re not gonna talk, no way. Well, anyway a few were
the talkers, and they became sort of leaders (on campus) or they were writing for the paper.
They became very visible on campus, the ones who could talk, who weren’t afraid to talk.

Who were some of the people that you remember, some of the students, that you remember
from those days?

Oh, my. Not from my class, they were all advanced students, but let me see if I can
remember. Tomi Knaefler, she was Tomi [Kaizawa] at that time. She was very visible.
(Pause) There were Chinese people like Raymond Ho. Raymond was a very prominent
businessman. And his wife, Betty Lou [Ho], in fact his wife was an art major and she’s the
one that really got the mural (in Bachman Hall). She organized and pushed on that. It was
her graduating class and our class that paid for that mural, the two murals, in Bachman Hall.
She was pretty visible

What about social activities related to UH?

Very little. There were dances occasionally, which I rarely went to, but outside of that, no,
unless, you belong to some organization. There would be picnics, but no, not much. Because
we all went home, there weren’t all those parties going on.

So when you started taking art classes, who would you say was a big influence on you?

Of course Claude Horan, ceramics. And everybody actually, because it was such a small
department. The chairman was Ben Norris and Hester Robinson was in weaving. I shared an
office with her, and I was hired the same time as Sueko Kimura. And we shared a desk,
actually, for a short time. And Gustav Ecke.

Now he was here when you were a student?

Yes. In fact, I was a little kid the day he (and his wife) arrived in Hawai‘i. [ was swimming
at Kithio Beach and we were in the water, and I looked up and on the beach came this
strange couple. So we all went closer to see who this was. It was a Chinese woman and she
had a long dress on, very elegant, and I think she even had a hat on and an umbrella and
regular shoes. Her husband was in a business outfit with a hat. They’re walking on the beach,
and I go, “Come look.” This is before I was in college, maybe (a few) years before I started
college, but when I came to UH, there he was.

You remembered him from the beach?

Oh, absolutely, I’ll never forget that scene. His wife was picking him up all the time.
Gustav’s wife was Tseng Yu-ho, Betty Ecke. She was hired after he died. They hired her to
teach, but she used to come pick him up all the time. I took classes from him but, of course I
didn’t socialize (with them) till much later. There was the muralist, Jean Charlot. He came
later, too. There was Halley Cox. He was from California—watercolors. Ken [Kenneth]
Kingrey in design. That was it. Burt Carpenter (was a painter and our chairman, too). I heard
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he just retired from University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill.

What about the facilities for the art department? Maybe you can talk about what that was
like.

We had regular classrooms on the mauka end, upstairs of Hawai‘i Hall. That was the art
department. There were four studios, four fairly good sized studios. And I taught design
when I first started. I had forty kids in class. Everybody had (limited) space on these big
tables.

This was as a student or a teacher?

(As a teacher.) When I was a student, our classes weren’t that big, but when I started
teaching we had huge classes, big classes.

How big was a class size when you were a [teacher]?
Like forty, forty kids.
When you were a student?

When I was a student, oh, twenty was a big class. And painting—gee, maybe fifteen.
Watercolor, we had just a handful. Weaving, another handful. Of course, we had these giant
looms. We had a superstructure, six feet high that held a harness to beat the weaving. Now
it’s all low, beautiful stuff, and takes up much less room. But of course, now they’re not
weaving. They’re doing fiber art. But weaving will come back, I think. I keep telling them
upstairs, don’t you guys dare throw away those looms. They were very expensive to buy
especially the big ones, the forty-eight inchers. I taught weaving for a while. So if they throw
those away they’re crazy.

I’m not sure how to ask this question. Because there were people that were not from Hawai‘i,
do you think that made a difference in terms of artistic aesthetic? I mean, these were the
people that were teaching you art.

Not at that level. No, no. Not at that level. I think these were all very able, competent artists,
who were truly artists. They weren’t into commercialism. They were training us to be artists
anyplace in the world because there is a certain level of acceptance, I think, certain level, no
matter where you go, by artists. Because there are all kinds of artists and I think they were
doing their very best to make us qualified to go to the Mainland to be artists or go to
graduate school anyplace on the Mainland. So it’s not like a narrow development. It was a
very broad development.

Was the emphasis then on training you to become artists? Or was there some element of—
you know, like now they have art therapy, but teaching art or some other aspect of art?

No it was to become . . .
Become an artist.

Because, first of all, you have to know your subject to teach it, was their philosophy. So you
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have to be competent in your field. But there was no attempt to teach you how to teach. Of
course, all of us who are students are learning every day how you want to teach it, or not
teach it. At least I went through that. I mean, when I had a lousy teacher I made notes—I
don’t want to do it this way because it’s not reaching anybody, or you try to analyze it like
that because I knew that there was no way I could learn how to teach. In art there is a basic
level, of course. Foundation, you have to know foundation. But beyond that it becomes very
personal, for the individual more than for me as a teacher. Because everybody comes to you
with their special life experiences and you have to capitalize on that first. I think that they
did a very good job. I respected all of them, every one. You know there was no one I felt
didn’t know their stuff or was doing a lousy job or didn’t come to class. I mean, shee, none
of that existed. None of them.

Now you said that once you took ceramics you really got very excited about art?

Yes.
What was it about ceramics?

It’s a very seductive material and when you train yourself to handle yourself well you can do
anything with it. Therein lies a problem, but you know, you just have to have your aesthetics
working for you, too. It was a wonderful way to express yourself.

Did the tactile nature of it have something to do with it?

Oh a lot, yeah, a lot to do with it. The whole process is exciting. To put it into a hot fire, you
know, and controlling the fire. I mean, it was really exciting. Every time [Claude] Horan
opened the kiln it was like Christmas. He had to see everything as it came out because he’s
also learning as he’s going along. In fact to this day he still keeps a log on every firing. He
says, “You never stop learning.” It is wonderful to hear someone like that say that. Because
you can’t get cocky in this business. Because something unexpected is going to happen that
you either don’t want to repeat or you want to capitalize on. So you have to be alert all the
time. Plus, there is that danger always hovering, danger.

Now where was the kiln in those days?

(Chuckles) It was in this army barracks building (laughs). I don’t know why that thing didn’t
burn up, because over the kiln, when we finally got a good-sized kiln, the top of the kiln was
about a foot away from the rafters. Not the peak part, but there were horizontal beams that
went this way, not solid, but those were all charred black because they were right over the
kiln. And we did reduce the fire, when you reduce the kiln you’re (limiting) the oxygen from
going into the kiln so it makes a big long flame. So it’s licking at this roof. It never did catch
fire. It would glow once in a while (laughs) and we were right next to home ec[onomics]. I
used to tell Claude, “What if this thing burns?”

He says, “Ah, it won’t burn.” It never did, amazing, amazing.
Where was this army barracks?

It was right here where the gallery is, just on the outside of the gallery. The baobab tree was
on this side of the building and it was a long barracks building. Eventually we got a second
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one, a shorter one, next to it and connected. And we had another space there for class. We
had also put the kilns out there on the cement slab. It was exciting. And then when we moved
up there, Claude started glass [blowing] and that was another interesting episode in our lives
because that furnace has to go continuously. Yeah that was an interesting time.

I think we’re coming to the end of this tape, too.

END OF SIDE TWO

TAPE NO. 31-43-1-99; SIDE ONE
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Okay, so you’re talking about. . .
A building.
Yeah.

In fact when we moved up to East-West Center Road, they put sculpture next door, which
was in a Quonset hut, big Quonset hut. Actually that was a good building because you have a
good ceiling on that, it’s metal. So that was safer and they had furnaces and kilns and
welding.

About what time period are we talking about?
When we made that move?
Yeah.

Was late [19]60s maybe when we made the first move. And sculpture actually had a building
at the end of this road up here, that short road that leads out of Vamey Circle. They built him
a shack up there for a short time, Mo [Mamoru] Sato. Then we all moved up there to East-
West Center above the parking lot. And that was something. That was the building used to
store all the trucks, so there was a ramp situation in there, a long ramp. So they built flat
surfaces on the side and in the back so we could put tables and then wheels. The rest of it
was this slope. It was a very interesting space. Again, totally termite-eaten. At night if you
opened the door, the front doors, and turned on the light, then the termites would start
swarming. Because it was a long neon light—not neon, it was a florescent light—they would
congregate around the light. So it would be a tube of wings, tube of termites. And down
below would be all these toads jumping up and down trying to eat them. It was quite a scene,
like [Frederico] Fellini [Italian film maker]. (Laughs) We should have taken a movie of that
because it was fascinating. We used to just stand there at the entrance and watch this scene.
It was fabulous, surreal. These big toads on the bottom jumping up and down like this.
Hundreds, hundreds, you could see this about forty-feet-long (tube).

Now how was it that you were able to come to UH? How did you finance yourself?

My parents. They worked very hard and I was so lucky I didn’t have to work. In fact all
these kids, their immigrant parents worked hard and most of them never worked when they
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went to college. A few did, because I remember the earlier ones went and stayed in homes
around the campus that always had a maid’s quarter in the back or in part of the house. [The
owners] would hire students to baby-sit or keep house, but live-in, live-in maids, part-time.
But when I was in school most of my friends didn’t work. I was very lucky, and they even
financed my graduate school. But that was their goal. They worked—they knew what they
wanted. If we wanted to go to school, they wanted to make sure we could.

You mentioned Claude Horan already. You have this long professional relationship with
him. ..

Yes, right.

...and you were his student originally. Is that right?
Right, yeah.

How was he as—how did this relationship start?

Oh he was the best teacher anybody could have come across. He was so enthusiastic and he
had charisma for ten people. Sometimes I used to think this is so unfair that one person have
that much and there are others who need a little bit and they don’t have it. He could charm
anybody out of anything, you know what I mean? The rubbish collectors, they were mostly
Hawaiian, wonderful people. They would sing while they were working, and they used to
come and pick up fifty-gallon drums, the big ones. That’s how rubbish was collected in those
days. Even around town. Everybody had to pick up these big—and it was up into a truck.
None of this down below stuff, like they do now. So they were very strong even though they
weren’t big people. But Claude would tell one of them, “I need a piece of metal this big to
fix something.”

They’d come in and look at it, “Oh we’ll find one.” And they’re all over campus so they
know everybody. So they could find anything you want. They’ll show up the next day with
this thing. (Chuckles) Maybe they took it off of something, who knows? But there it was.

Claude built that studio from scratch, every shelf. One time he got a work order to put up
new shelves. So he called these carpenters and they were Japanese. The carpenters were all
Japanese. And there was one guy, cute little man. Oh, he wanted to do something so special
for Horan that he made these scroll cuts in the part that holds up the shelf.

(Laughter)

HM:

Fancy scroll. Oh, it was priceless. It was priceless. They just loved him (Claude Horan).
They wanted to do special things for him all the time. He was a very unusual man and his
classes were fun. Of course, he has a lot of enemies because if you didn’t fit in and if you
became out of step with the class or you became demanding, he wouldn’t pay any attention
to [you]. These were mostly older people who didn’t want to put in their share but they
demanded more back. Like we all had to do a lot of work to keep the lab going. We all
mixed glazes. We were screening glazes. We mixed clay. We did a lot of stuff, but there
were some people who felt very special [and would say], “You guys can do all this for me
and I’m just going to make things and then take it home. You folks can fire it for me.”
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Are you talking about other faculty . . .
No, no.
... or students?

Students. Because in those days, anybody could register, anybody. We had a lot of
housewives and a lot of them were wonderful. We had a lot of good housewives who helped
Claude build up that studio. They were there for him. They helped. They had connections
[and] they’d use it because the university didn’t have any money. We’re back to square one
again. But it was like that, no money. In fact to get our first kiln we had to—we had a joint
project, the whole art department, the weaving and us, especially—ceramics and weaving.
Well, we made all the lamp bases and the lamp shades and the wall hangings for Frear Hall
when they opened. And Claude—not Claude, Ben Norris was the interior designer for that
place. And Web [Webster] Anderson did a big mobile. I don’t know if it is still there. It was
hanging in the lobby. So we did a lot of work for that building. Then they paid us and we
bought our first big high-fire kiln, and weaving got a bunch of new looms. That’s how we
made our programs grow because we couldn’t wait because the students were coming. And,
gee, by the time we got to this building, I mean, we had waiting lists that we couldn’t satisfy.
There were students who were on that waiting list several times and they ended up not even
getting into a class. That’s why we ended up with so many faculty. We just needed these
people.

Now when you were a student, who were the kinds of people that were drawn to this field?

Art majors. They were maybe not ceramic majors, but they all took whatever they could in
the art program.

Did you find that there were students from like say your high school or people that you
already knew . . .

No.

... or did they come from other places?

I don’t remember anybody from high school.
And also, male to female—did it seem even?

Even, yeah. And, let’s see, I was going to say something about. . . . In those days every
teacher’s college student and every home ec student had to take an art course. So that was
another reason the art department just bloomed. Because every one of those people came
through our ceramics program. I mean if they were going to take art, they want to take
ceramics. They were great students, too. We were right next door to home ec. In fact Miss—
what’s the name of that building?—Miss, it’s named after her, the home ec building.

Oh is that Miller?

Miller Hall, Miss Miller, Miss Miller. She took ceramics for years. After she retired she was
still coming.

26



HY:

HM:

HY:

HY:

HY:

HY:

HY:

HY:

When you were a student was that true, too, that teacher’s college and home ec students . . .
No, I don’t think so. That developed later.
So it was just mostly art majors?

Right. It was much smaller of course. In those days it wasn’t too cool to be an art major. I’d
meet people on campus and they’d say, “Oh what’s your major?” I'd tell them art.

“Oh.” Like what the . . .
Why do you think that is? What’s that attitude about?

They had no respect for it, like I'm just a goof-off. Yeah, I got that. To thisday I getit. I go
to big parties and—*“Oh Mrs. McVay, she teaches at the university.”

“Oh really?” You know they get all excited. “What do you teach?”

(“I teach art.”)

“Oh.” That’s it. They want me to say I’m in genetics or I’m in the space program. They want
to hear stuff like that. But not art. In fact we have professors on campus I’ve argued with.
They say art has no business in college. And most of these people are Japanese.

Why do you think that is?

I don’t know. I have no idea. (Local) ignorance, it’s ignorance. Art is so important in their
lives and they don’t know it. In fact at one meeting, I think it was a faculty meeting, one of
these big ones, they say, “Why do we have art in the university? We have an art academy.
They can all go there.” But the art academy doesn’t have everything. In fact they don’t have
any program to speak of. They have these craft classes. But that’s their image of what art is,
so it is very frustrating, very frustrating.

Well now you had to take a core as well, so you did, I mean even. . . .
Oh yeah, and art history. Absolutely. I took a lot of academic courses, had to.

Well, so were there teachers in these other fields that made an impression on you, one way or
another? Obviously art, all the art teachers showed respect for it.

Sure, sure. Most of them. The English program was full of—Grove Day was a (good)
professor. His lectures got kind of droney but what he’s saying is fabulous. But his
presentation was a little bit boring, but he knew what he was doing. There were many, many
good teachers.

In addition to that, you took . . .

Spanish, I took Spanish in high school and in college. In those days we had to have a
language. In high school I had a Spanish teacher with a Southern accent. And we all
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marched, this whole class marched, to the office to complain. Because she was a new teacher
and when she opened her mouth we all (laughs) looked sideways—we can’t have this. So
after class we all went to the office to tell whoever’s in charge here, this is not acceptable.

But here we had professors who knew the language and the culture and they’d been to Spain.
I mean they were professionals in the language. So I think a lot of them were good. A few
were over-the-hill but most of them, I would say, were good.

The philosophy in hiring, as Dr. [Kenneth] Mortimer said, is we try to hire people at the
beginning of their career and you pick people you think have potential. But it doesn’t always
work out like that and I blame that on the tenure system. They’re (some teachers) prone to
relax after they get tenure. In fact some relax on the day they get it. And then you’ve been
had. Because prior to that they’re just dedicated and hardworking and they’re always there.
Once they get their tenure they’re gone.

Do you think the tenure procedure is . . .
There is something missing in this . . .
... fair?

Oh, you mean getting the tenure?

I mean just the procedure.

Yes, it’s the toughest thing to get through. Seven committees have to approve of your
presentation. All the documentation that’s required. But there is something missing after you
get it. There’s no continued push on. . . . I mean it obviously has to come from someplace
else, not just from in here, because it’s not working. It’s too easy to relax and not do as
much.

Now when you were a student, did you—I know later you started doing a lot of art shows.
Right.

You showed your work. Were you able to do that as a student, too? Were there outlets for
that?

In those days we worked so small, nobody was working big. Most people didn’t have huge
kilns anyway. Everything starts out small and we were able to ship things easily. But as our
work got bigger—God, I broke so many. Almost every piece that I sent to the Mainland
came back broken, which I could handle. I even had Matson [Navigation Company] start
crating my stuff, pay extra to have it crated professionally and they [art pieces] would still
come back looking like they dropped it off the side of the boat. The worst part about that is
there was no one to verify the value of whatever got broken. So the way you could get
something back by insurance is you sell your piece first. But all these shows required all
pieces must be available for sale. So I quit sending stuff to the Mainland. I quit showing.

Where would you send them when you did?
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Well there were major shows that potters sent to ceramics people. One was in Syracuse, one
was in Washington D.C. Kansas City had a big show. In fact they were one of the earlier
ones. Most of it was on the East Coast. Not too many, when I was a student.

Was there any venue locally to do this?

No. We had shows in galleries here, Gima’s. That was my source, Gima’s Art Gallery. In
fact the [Honolulu] Academy [of Art], whenever they had an Artist of Hawai‘i show, there
was one stipulation—nothing that has utilitarian value. Something that was going to be used
was not accepted. So one year, Horan was throwing a bottle, and he just continued and he
snipped it off and it became a piece of sculpture and it got in. Actually my husband was the
one who got his in, but Horan was the first one to snip off the top. Then my husband did one
and he called it Prolarus and it got in the show. But was too far out, because there was a
letter to the editor shortly after.

Was this a Web Anderson [review]?
No, it was a letter to the editor. Web Anderson did some reviews. Web would understand. He

accepted these kinds of things. But this letter to the editor said, “I got one chicken at home
that can do that without hands.”

(Laughter)

HM.:
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I kept that little squib. (Chuckles) No, the Academy came through years later. Now I think
they are educated to the point where, like in Japan, there’s no distinction between a
utilitarian piece of art and a work of art that you hang on the wall. In Japan they’ve never
had a distinction. In fact, their most prominent artist can be a craftsman, an uneducated one.
There was a lady who did scenes on a teapot. She was illiterate but she could (decorate) these
teapots like nobody in this world because she did it all her life since she was a little girl. And
the Emperor presented her with a Living National Treasure status. I mean how high can you
get? So things like that open up people’s eyes.

Do you think this is a kind of a Western notion of separating function and aesthetic?
Oh of course, definitely, definitely. But it’s getting better. It’s melding a little.

So they provided outlets or showed you how to go about showing your work on the
Mainland then, as a student?

No, you just see it in publications that there is an exhibition coming up and the address. And
you just send it. It is usually juried and they’ll mention who is going to jury the show. In
those days Bernard Leach was in this country a lot and they used him a lot to jury. Ceramics
was just beginning actually. Before that was low fire. In fact in California they had lots of
low fire ceramics for years, real bright. If you drove down the highway you’d see businesses
with low fire bright colored pots stacked outside. And when we went back to Ohio—you
know my husband was from California at that time. So they said, “Are you a California
potter, too?” They’d love to try to insult him. But he went to San Jose to get his training. But
the stigma was still there: California potter, low fire.

Was that considered sort of tacky?
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Very tacky. (Chuckles) But now you don’t see any of that. In fact the American Indians were
beginning to get tacky at that time, too. They make beautiful pots, incredible stuff. But even
when I came home from college, we were going through Indian country, you would see them
on the side of the road selling pottery. They were using poster paint to paint their little pots. I
hope they are not doing it. . . . I saw some not too long ago, but not like before.

Now after you graduated from UH, did you go immediately to Ohio State [Uniersity]?
(Laughs) The next day I was on a plane.
What made you decide to go there?

In those days the best school was Alfred [University] or Ohio State [University], the two
schools.

For art?

For ceramics. Alfred was for more technical stuff. If you wanted to manage a porcelain
factory you went to Alfred.

Would that teach you the business aspect of it?

Or the technical aspect of putting a glaze on a pot that has no pinholes. It matches the clay in
expansion and contraction. Lennox China, they put that under a microscope. There is no
pinholes anywhere on that surface. That kind of technology is far from what we do. So if you
want that kind of training you go to Alfred. Although they did have also an artistic side, too.
But Ohio was the place for more creative stuff. I got in, so I went. We had a graduation here
on Sunday in the amphitheater and the next morning I was on a plane, Pan-Am Stratocruiser,
on my way to San Francisco.

Was this the first time that you had been away from Hawai‘i?
Yes, right.

Maybe you can talk about your impressions. This would have been in—what year is this
now, ’S1 or [’5]2?

No no, ’50, 1950. I planned to leave as fast as I could. In fact I couldn’t wait to graduate. I
can’t understand the kids today. They don’t want to go. Maybe it’s old hat, they’ve been to
Disneyland as a kid. But for me it’s a first time. It was so exciting. It took nine hours to get
to San Francisco. A friend of my sister met me and took me around San Francisco. We had a
wonderful time, and then I flew to Chicago and changed planes and went on to Ohio. In
Columbus, [Ohio] I hired a taxi to take me to campus and he drove the shortest route, but it
was the worst route. It was slums first—no, first it was industrial then slums. I finally said,
“Is this Columbus?” I asked the taxi driver, “Is this Columbus? I made a mistake.”
(Chuckles)

He says, “Oh no, no, no. Wait the campus is beautiful. You’ll love it.” So sure enough it was
a gorgeous campus. But it was like a city, it was so big. They had 25,000 day students.
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Did you live in the dorms?

Yes. It was a men’s dorm converted to female. During the war they didn’t have enough men
so they changed it to a female [dorm]. So we had urinals in our bathroom (chuckles). I think
it’s now a men’s dorm again. But it was a huge, huge dorm. It had many, many wings.
Because I was a graduate student, they made me head of one wing. I hated that but I had to
doit.

What did that mean being head of—were you responsible for other students?

Kind of responsible. If anything happens they could come to me, and I didn’t need that
because [ was never there. [ mean those kids got cheated because when you’re in art you
spend all your time in the art building. But [ wasn’t there too long. I finally had to move out
into an apartment, a small little place, because I couldn’t handle that scene.

What was it like adjusting there, being somebody from Hawai‘i and then in a completely
different environment? What was that like?

I spent a lot of time talking to those students, who had million questions about Hawai‘i when
they found out I was from Hawai‘i. We had a big cafeteria downstairs, so you meet people,
you always sit with new people. There was one lady from Japan and she was Dr. Ando. She
was about forty-five and she had a man’s haircut and she wore a man’s suit. She was a little
lady. But she was a Ph.D. in something, I don’t know. But spoke very little English. But I
looked at her and I said, now this lady has to dress like this. Why? To be accepted by
somebody. Who are these people who want a male image here? But I could never get it out
of her. Was it in Japan or was it here? She was the strangest person. I wish I could’ve
communicated with her more.

Was she a professor there or a student?

No, no, she was a student. I mean she was not a professor. She was living in this dorm and
she was there for one semester or two quarters. I did talk to her a little bit but it was very
difficult. (She was on a special project.)

The funny thing about my graduating from Ohio State is—so graduation came and they have
a huge stadium. It’s a football town. I decided to go because this is special. I want to see how
they do it because it’s so many people, right, getting their degree. They had these long tables
all the way down through the bottom of the stadium. We all had our notices as to where to
go, what letters to look for. So I get in line and I’'m looking at all the roster of people who are
going to get degrees from this area. Heck there’s four people with my name, Oyama. So I
turn around and sure enough there’s four Japanese people behind me.

(Laughter)

HM:

HY:

HM:

Oh God, that was a shock.
All Oyamas.

That was a shock. They were from Japan, unreal.
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But not in art?

No, no, no. I never saw them on campus. Never. Of course, I’m not on campus. I’'m in a
building all the time. But that was such a coincidence.

Were you the only Japanese in your field, then, as a student there?

Yes right, nobody, no Orientals. No, not even Chinese or Korean. There were lots of
Hawaiian kids on campus, however. All our swimmers went to Ohio State. Their swim team
was hot. And [Olympic swimmer] Bill Smith was just finishing up [school] and coming
home [to Hawai‘i]. In fact my husband and he drove to California in one of those cars that
you deliver. They had a Cadillac to deliver to California. That’s how (Bill) got home. And
my husband is a pilot, so he was thinking maybe when he gets home—he was a member of
the National Guard so he thought he had to get to Korea. But as it turned out this is the one
unit that never went. He lucked out. We were in Ohio, of course he checked in with
Lockborn Air [Force] Base there, and they were laughing at him, “I don’t know why you
came to Ohio because you guys are going to ship out pretty soon.” My husband was quite
worried. We weren’t married then. And guess who the first unit was? Them [the unit in
Ohio]. Unreal, yeah? Here they were all married people with children. We went to a farewell
party for these guys. All the women were crying. It was horrible.

Maybe you can talk about how you met your husband.

My husband came to Hawai‘i after he shut down this studio in California that he took over
from Horan when Horan was hired to come teach here. Horan had come back from Ohio
State where he got his master’s, started a studio and was teaching in California somewhere.
But he had this studio and he was making wares selling it in Gump’s and some of those high-
end stores in San Francisco. He got this teaching job here [in Hawai‘i] so he came and left all
that to my husband. And my husband was trying to go to school at San Jose. One day he
said, “What am I doing? I don’t have a life. I’'m just working like crazy and then going to
school.” So he called him [Claude Horan] up here and [said], “I’m just going to have to stop
this and I’'m going someplace. I have a G.I. Bill so ’'m gonna go somewhere to school.”

So Horan says, “Come to Hawai‘i.”

So he got on a plane and came here and it was late in the afternoon and they had dinner at—
there was a restaurant there at the far end of Waikiki Beach. Then he went swimming at
midnight in front of the Royal Hawaiian Hotel and he was heard saying, “I’m never going to
leave this place.” (Chuckles) And he didn’t. But anyway he did have to go back to graduate
because UH wouldn’t accept all his credits, a lot of which he got when he went to college,
training to be a pilot. All that navigational stuff they gave credit for at University—
somewhere in the Midwest. So then he decided to do graduate work, and I did also. We both
went to Ohio State and we met there again. So as I tell all my friends, it was fate. I’ ve never
regretted it. So we came home and then we got married about a year later.

So you were in Ohio State for a year?

A year, summer to summer.
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So in ’51 you came back to Hawai‘i?
Yes.
Maybe you could talk a little bit more about your days in Ohio.

I had to get my degree in that short time because I had a kid brother going to pre-med and
when I finished, if I finished, he would be going to the Mainland. My parents begged me,
don’t extend it anymore, because it’s going to be very hard. So I really worked, took all the
credits I could, and worked real hard to finish in time. That’s why I spent from summer to
summer, first summer and last summer, to get my degree and then he went on. Of course he
went to medical school so he was there a lot longer. My parents subsidized him all the way
also. He was very lucky.

Maybe you can compare your instruction here to when you went to Ohio State.

Well there was nobody like Horan back there. Nobody with that kind of personality. There
were many students, not too many graduate students, but there were lots of students around,
and they had a hard time approaching me, especially the graduate students. Occasionally I'd
be throwing, and in those days I could throw pretty well, and I'd look up suddenly and then
somebody would duck behind a pillar. So they’re watching me very carefully but they just
wouldn’t come out and talk to me.

Why do you think that was?

First Oriental they ever came across, they didn’t know what to think. Many people told me
later, “You are the first Oriental that I know.” Columbus had very few Orientals. There was
one Chinese restaurant near campus and we used to go eat rice there because in Columbus
they didn’t know how to cook rice. It was paste. I’d argue with our dietician in our cafeteria,
please let me cook one pot of rice for myself. Of course she wouldn’t let me and she says,
“You have to adjust.”

I go, “Ew, I can’t eat this stuff.” We used to go to (the Chinese restaurant to) eat rice. We’d
order our meals and two seconds later we’d be calling the waitress, “More rice, more rice!”
Continual rice coming out of the kitchen. Finally the (cook) would come out to see who’s
eating all this rice. (Chuckles) Then he’d be satisfied when he sees Orientals in there. ‘Cause
all Hawai‘i people eat rice. Bill Smith, I mean, he was a rice eater. All the swimmers were.
And we’d go there to eat rice once in a while.

So would you hang out with the other people that were from Hawai‘i?

Oh yeah, we had a Hawaiian club and we had a meeting once a month, or something like
that. Quite often it was at her (Kuulei Palama’s, now Ihara’s) house and we’d all cook up a
storm. That’s what it was all about, cooking. (Chuckles) Eat sweet-sour spareribs and stuff
like that. In fact when we were at Ohio, it was November and we had a /i1 ‘au for the ceramic
lab and the Hawaiian club helped us. We had to dig up a hole, which was frozen. It was real
hard. And we used firebrick because they didn’t have porous rock. It’s all granite, so if you
heat that up it’1l explode. So we got firebrick from the ceramics lab and we heated up the
firebrick and put it in the pig. A student had a farm, he came from a farm in northern Ohio,
so he brought a big pig down. We had a wonderful /i ‘au and the Hawaiian club helped. In
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the art department lots of people came. It was at a professor’s house, a farm. Bill Smith was
home [in Hawai‘i] already, and we heard that he used to frequent this bar that was down at
the bottom of this hill. It was quite a famous bar and I can’t think of it now, but everybody
knew it. So we sent a letter to that place to ask Bill, in care of Bill, to send us ¢i leaves. But it
never came. But we managed. We used chard because the professor had a huge kitchen
garden and all this chard was left over. Winter was coming and it was no good to eat
anymore but we used all of that instead of our fi leaves.

So did you get homesick there?

Not much, too busy. And I wasn’t there long enough. Everything was new. And I travelled—
I went to Philadelphia, I went to New York. Kuulei’s brother got married in Iowa, so we
drove over there one week. We took short trips around Columbus.

What about in terms of an artistic aesthetic? Did you notice any difference?

Not in ceramics. No, it wasn’t different. I mean everything was at that kind of level. We had
some incredible teachers upstairs in the painting area. In fact I’'m trying to think of this man
who became very famous after that. He did these cartoon things with the big dots. What’s his
name? Well he was a professor upstairs but he was unknown then. Cartoon, one frame out of
a cartoon, and he’d blow it up. Rick, no. [Roy] Lichtenstein. Anyway, he became very
famous. He’s in every museum, contemporary museum now.

We had some very good teachers. Excellent art history people, and there was one older lady
who was very sexy, older lady. She’d lie down on the table next to her podium. She’d stand
at the podium first and start lecturing. She was wonderful, terrific lecturer, nobody would
miss her classes. She can teach anything, one of these types, very eloquent, smart, brilliant
lady. But she’d end up lying on the table. She wore interesting jewelry, big snakes around
her arm. She was an eccentric, I would say. An eccentric. She ended up going to California.
She was hired by someone to teach at UCLA [University of California at Los Angeles]. And
at night after midnight she was the vampire lady on TV, this is early TV. I never saw her but
I’ve heard about that stint she did. She was a very interesting lady. She was one of the
highlights of my stay in Columbus. She was the most unusual and she invited us to her house
to see her paintings. She was an art history teacher but she painted, and she’s one of the best
painters I’ve ever met and she never exhibited. So every wall, every ceiling had something of
her stuff. So we asked, “Why do you paint?”’

She says, “For myself.” Her son was going to inherit all this. I heard that she ended up
storing all this stuff somewhere. So someday somebody’s going to discover her because
she’s a good painter. “Europa and the Bull” was a big theme and she had a genius son and a
sister who was a doctor. I think she was a younger sister. And when I went to New York we
stopped on the way back to visit with her. And her parents—the parents of this lady and her
sister—were chicken farmers. They were uneducated and here they produced these two
brilliant girls. We did look her up in California (years later). She lived in Santa Cruz, up in
the mountains behind Santa Cruz. She was quite old when we visited her. But she had a
farm-like situation up on this flat part up in the mountains, in the redwood forest. To get to
her place was a (narrow) switchback driveway that was so scary. Ah, it was terrible. But
each one was a station of life. You start with conception, birth, and all that. And death was
spectacular, the top bend. She had marble white legs sticking out of the cliff. (Chuckles) On
top of that would be hands that had rubber gloves on.
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HY: What's her name?

HM: Mary Holmes, H-O-L-M-E-S. At that time she was teaching at one of the schools there at
Santa Cruz. . ..

HY:  There’s UC Santa Cruz.
HM: Yeah, there are three schools together. Well anyway . . .
HY:  This is a good time to end.

END OF INTERVIEW
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