A CONTRAST IN NEIGHBORHOODS

Bernice Ching

Just after the last war started, our family packed our possessions
and went to live with my aunt in the Palama section of Honolulu, because
we were evicted from our home in Kaimuki. It was difficult to get a house
then and our last resort was to room with my aunt who had a large but very
old house.

Having lived in Kaimuki which is quiet and clean, at first I found this
part of Honolulu quite rowdy and disgusting. The houses around us were
also old and dark, drab brown in color. And the people in these houses?
They were nice people but acted violently sometimes. These neighbors
were of various races, such as Japanese across the street, Hawaiians and
Portuguese on our right, Hawaiian-Haole on our left and in the back, a
Chinese-Filipino family. Here was a melting pot of races just around us.

The men were hard working laborers. The Japanese man was a vege-
table peddlar who owned a long car that had shelves in the back stacked with
food commodities. The Filipino man was a waiter. Their wives were just
as hard-working and they looked worn out and tired most of the time. They
shouted and spoke roughly to their children and I wondered if the kind of
discipline they administered was wrong. The children seemed rebellious
and ““tough’’ and not very mannerly (I think the teachers must have had a
difficult time handling them). I was afraid to mingle with the women at
first for they liked to yell and use profanity. When I discovered that one of
the women had crocheted a beautiful heart-shaped pillow and was willing to
teach me, I went over to see her frequently to learn the pattern, and I met
the others occasionally at her home. They were friendly and helpful but
liked to gossip and tell risque jokes. It wasn’t long, however, until we knew
almost all the people and their children around us.

Incidentally, the children had no yard or other play area, and instead
used the lane or the street, which of course, was far from safe. The
little space available--not fit to call a yard--was taken up by potted plants
and shrubbery. I wouldn’t want my child to grow up in this narrow, noisy,
and crowded area.

Arguments and fist fights were quite common here, especially after
“‘payday’’. The Hawaiian stevedore on our right would spend part of his
paycheck in a tavern and come home with a grouch. He’d start picking on
his wife and the children and if they answered back, he’d start beating them
with his big hands. Often his wife would sit on the back porch and cry while
the children cowered in one corner of a room. On sober days, however,
this man was friendly and nice to his family and his wife would stick by
him regardless of how he treated her.

Another of the men when drunk would sing and just sit in one spot
until he fell asleep. He was harmless but he surely loved his whiskey.
Sometimes his wife would join him in a few beers and then the awful racket
of their singing would be very disturbing. The majority of the men liked to
drink and I have never seen such a great attraction for liquor before.

The quietest families were the Japanese and ours. Mrs. K. was a
small woman who was always smiling or bowing or busily doing something.
On special occasions, she would bring us Japanese sushi rice, mochi, and
other foods that she had prepared. In return, we would give her Chinese
delicacies occasionally. She had a great interest in flowers and would
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