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Introduction: 

Person and Setting 

 

 

 Evelyn Woods Nehenuiʻikalani Low was born in 1892 in the district of Kohala, a sugar plantation 

area northernmost on the Island of Hawaiʻi. He is part Hawaiian and throughout his life has moved often 

in Hawaiian circles. His was a well to do family, both parents descended from the chiefly classes. His 

father was a ranch manager and later owned a mosquito fleet which carried gasoline to the outer islands, 

and rice and pineapple from windward Oahu to Honolulu. Brother Low, as he is customarily called, 

perhaps because he grew up among many sisters, worked for his father for a time as a diesel engineer and 

has always had a boat in his life. He liked to go fishing and  lobstering at Kahuku on Oahu and sometimes 

motored for taro and wild bananas to Pelekunu Valley on distant Molokai. 

 Two medical mishaps seem to have shaped his life. As a child he fell from a horse and was in a 

coma for two weeks. Afterward he developed a stutter and tended to forget what he read. Thus although 

he attended the elite Punahou School in Honolulu, he went through grades six, seven and eight twice and 

was a big boy by the time they flunked him out in 1908. Later he attended two east coast boys' schools. 

Other children in the family—there were eight in all—attended Loomis and Smith college. His poor 

scholastic record meant in part that he has worked as a machinist for most of his life—twenty-six years at 

Pearl Harbor naval shipyard—and that he did not marry any of the upper-class girls who sought him out 

because he felt he could not support them. Eventually he married Irene Dickson, a wealthy Hawaiian 

woman twelve years his senior. Late in life, after her death, he married Helen Like Ruddle, a Chinese 

Hawaiian. 

 Low accompanied General Pershing to the American southwest in 1915 when the United States 

military went after Mexico's Pancho Villa, and he served in World War I aboard a submarine chaser off 

Newfoundland. On the morning of the attack on Pearl Harbor he was tending lime trees at his home at 

about one thousand feet elevation, and watched the entire debacle. Shortly after this, military doctors 
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diagnosed a heart condition and obliged him to retire. The doctors, who wanted to put him in the hospital, 

said, “Well, if you don't lay down we'll give a medical discharge.” Low answered, “No I won't lay down 

because I've seen too many guys that lay down and they never got up again.” As a result, “By golly I 

retired when I was 55 years old and here I am damn near 89.” 

 Low's life was also shaped by his father, a popular character in Honolulu after the turn of the 

century. Eben Low had been a cowboy and roper, and in general had a penchant for schemes and notoriety 

of which neither Low nor his mother fully approved. In turn Eben called his son a cabbage head. 

 Mr. Low, as I still call him after several years' acquaintance, told the tales that follow often in the 

late afternoon on the lanai of his Puakō home facing the ocean. Sometimes I followed him about as he 

slowly watered coconuts that he has planted along the beach to hold the sand from incoming tides and 

waves. These have been extremely pleasant afternoons, set outside of time. Due to his age Low is not 

attached to current events and tends to regard both the past and present with amusement. This attitude is 

catching—like a healthy wash—so that one leaves his company freshened and relaxed. 

 He has a somewhat irascible character. I first met him in 1973, then for nearly ten years did not 

stop to visit again. When I did I noticed how his verbal delivery had softened and become more narrative 

in style. Formerly he had what might be described as a shotgun style, and he is still often gruff on first 

acquaintance. This overheard phone conversation, Low's end, is one example: 

 “Well, I'm a tycoon down here. . . . You mean Brother Low? Oh him, he died ten years ago. No 

no, Brother Low died ten years ago. This is his ghost over here. Christ I've got two broken legs. I fell off 

the horses. I haven't ridden a horse since Anna Lindsey's death, one of her last parades up there, oh about 

20 years ago.” 

 Anna Lindsey is still alive (as he knows) and still the honoree of parades in Waimea, upland from 

Low's Puakō home and seat of the large Parker Ranch. 

 The setting for Low's tales, other than his initial one about the little island of Kahoʻolawe, is the 

northern and lee coast of the island of Hawaiʻi. This means Kohala, northernmost, then a plantation 
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community of 10,000 people, mostly immigrant workers. Chinese were first brought to Hawaiʻi to staff 

the plantations, organized by Americans and Europeans, in 1852. Large tides of Japanese laborers came 

beginning in 1876 and Portuguese in smaller numbers beginning in 1887. When Low refers to the 

“laborers' children,” it is these people he means. Kohala is high fertile land with powerful bluffs and cliffs 

fronting the northern Pacific. 

 Kohala's sugar was taken aboard sailing ships or steamboats at Māhukona Harbor about seven 

miles to the south—suddenly dry parched land, the full lee coast. About ten miles farther south was the 

little harbor of Kawaihae where Parker Ranch cowboys swam the cattle out to lighters for shipping to 

Oahu, and where one of the few beachfront buildings was a jail. In those days runaway immigrant 

laborers went to jail. Slightly farther south is the coastal community of Puakō where Low lives now, once 

site of a small sugar plantation. Then come miles of lava flows descended from the flank of center island 

down to the water. These are interrupted periodically by oases of coconut, kiawe and freshwater springs—

among them Anaeho’omalu, Kaupulehu and Kīholo. Puʻuwaʻawaʻa Ranch, where Eben Low was ranch 

manager for much of the time of these remembrances, is upland from Kīholo, and Waimea and Parker 

Ranch are upland from Kawaihae. 

 Much of this landscape remains relatively untouched although large urban and resort expansion 

has progressed. There are vast spaces, vistas for the mind, and in many places a rocky masculine coast—

not the Hawaiʻi of tour brochures. A chief difference in the landscape then and now, overlooking the 

string of hotels and condominiums that have appeared alongshore, is the lack of trees. Cattle grazing has 

denuded the slopes of distant Mauna Kea mountain, and in Kohala of parts of the Kohala mountains. 

 I have found most of Brother Low's accounts trustworthy when researched afterward. Thus the 

Chinese Afong did hold the Hawaiian government opium license for some years between 1860 and 1875, 

just as he says, and C.R. Lindsay, as he tells in his Kahoʻolawe account, was deputy sheriff in Lahaina, 

Maui about 1910. Sometimes but rarely Low will make deadpan false remarks (“I planted the land with 

marijuana”). He likes to poke fun at old Hawaiians who will tell you stories of orange trees growing in 
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caves. He has a sense of decency and self respect. Born in the monarchy period, he does not view himself, 

as many Hawaiians later came to do, as a second-class citizen.  
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1 

Tales of Maikai and Kahoʻolawe 

 

 

 Brother Low spent his early years on Puʻuwaʻawaʻa Ranch, then run by his father Eben Low. 

Eben Low was a direct descendant of John Palmer Parker who founded Parker Ranch.  Eben Low had a 

somewhat wild reputation as a gun-toting cowboy as well as a skilled roper, but in his son’s memory he 

more often appears as a conservative father figure. 

 The territorial government of Hawaiʻi leased the small island of Kahoʻolawe to Eben Low from 

1906 to 1910. A succession of previous lessees had hoped to raise sheep there, as did Low.  In 1910 the 

government declared a territorial forest reserve, a reclamation project abandoned (since the island was 

nearly bare of vegetation at that time) in 1918. The lease then went to Angus MacPhee, a Maui ranch 

manager who had once worked with Buffalo Bill Cody in Chicago. To secure the lease MacPhee had to 

rid the island of goats and sheep. 

 Eben Low and Angus MacPhee had appeared together in a Wild West show at a baseball field in 

Honolulu in 1908 as described by Thrum’s Hawaiian Annual: “Following last year’s attempt to introduce 

here the Cowboy exhibition of the West, another series of roping contests was carried through under the 

leadership again of Mr. Eben Low. . . . Mr. Low later took his posse of Hawaiian vaqueros to the 

Cheyenne exhibition where two of them came off with highest honors in various contests.” 

 In general, Brother Low wants to insist on the brackish quality of Kahoʻolawe’s groundwater, and 

the lack of rainfall, which made Angus MacPhee’s attempt at a cattle ranch there, even with the help of 

plantation oligarch Harry Baldwin, difficult. 

 The most remarkable figure in Low’s Kahoʻolawe account is the legendary Hawaiian cowboy 

Maikai. The quiet and powerful Maikai learned his cattle ranching skills on the windward coast of 

Hawaiʻi at Kukaiau, Hāmākua. When the owner of Horner Ranch died, Eben Low rode over and picked 

up Maikai Keliʻiliki, then a 15-year-old boy, for Puʻuwaʻawaʻa Ranch. 
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 Low’s story which follows is set about 1912. At this time the plantation economy was in full 

swing. Many old sugar towns in this period, when the horse was the main mode of travel, had a cow town 

flavor. This is the flavor of Low’s account as well. 

 

The Wild West Show 

 

 I was a sort of a loner. I was always alone when I was a boy. On the ranch I was the only little boy 

around in those days. And I used to get in all kinds of trouble. 

 My father had brought the champion roper of the world over here to compete. My father claimed 

that the Hawaiian cowboys were better than the mainland ropers. So they brought this fellow over, 

MacPhee. They had a Wild West show that my father started. And this fellow came and he couldn’t even 

rope the steer. 

 You see, they only allow about two minutes time in roping. These are big steers, the wildest they 

can find. When they bust them they knock the steer down. They chase the steer out a hundred feet from 

the pen and then they drop the flag and the cowboy whose turn is to rope—when they get the hundred- 

foot start, the cowboy goes after it. They allow you two minutes to rope the steer and tie it up. 

 MacPhee couldn’t even rope the steer. Some steers are hard to rope, they’re wild, you know. 

Mainland steers, they’re trained steers. They just run straight. 

 So he missed on the first trial and if you miss, you’re out. So the crowd yelled out that they 

wanted to give this fellow another chance. “Give MacPhee another chance!” Then my father gave him 

another chance so he could be in the competition with the rest of the cowboys. And they gave him another 

chance and he couldn’t do it. He couldn’t bust it. So they gave him one more chance. So then the people 

were satisfied that he made a “lucky catch” in the Cheyenne show. And he was the champion of the 

world. My father brought this fellow to Honolulu. 

 The bronco buster Johnny Winter was number two. They brought some young horses, they were 

real mustangs, they were mean horses. They got these mustangs from Horner Ranch, that’s on Hawaiʻi 
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here. They were thoroughbreds but they were mustangs, they were mean, they buck and they didn’t quit 

bucking. So they had a couple of these horses for Johnny Winter to ride. They were big horses and they 

were strong. 

 So this fellow Johnny Winter, he got on one of those horses and the damn horse almost killed 

him. Threw him so high up off the saddle and on the ground, so he was knocked out. They wanted to give 

him another try on another horse or the same horse. But he wouldn’t ride, he was too hurt. He never did 

ride anymore. That horse scared the life out of him. Most of the horses in the states, they’re trained to 

buck. But these horses, oh they are mean, they go after you until they knock you off. 

 

Driving Wild Sheep on Kahoʻolawe 

 I was over on Kahoʻolawe in 1912. We were driving in wild sheep. I was there with a Hawaiian 

cowboy and a Japanee, and we drove all the wild sheep. Nobody knew how to drive wild sheep except 

this fellow who worked for my father, and he wouldn’t tell anybody. 

 My father went over there with all these cowboys from Maui and all over the place, and couldn’t 

get one sheep in the pen. They’d rope these leaders and drag them in front of the flock, and the sheep 

wouldn’t follow them. They had a small pen way down the end. The only ones they could catch—all long 

horns, old ones. 

 Then this cowboy said that he and me and a Japanee [who] had only one arm, who wasn’t a 

cowboy, he was a fisherman—and we drove them all in. 

 You go in the afternoon and see where they sleep. They sleep in flocks. Then you go there early in 

the morning, you bang them up whichever direction you want them to run, and you snap the whip and you 

gotta follow the leader and you drive them right down to this Y fence and you get them there and it’s all 

over, all the rest after they drive the leader in the gate. 

 And this cowboy stands on one side of the gate and I stand on the other, and they don’t even look 

at you, they all go in and the last one in would be the females with the young ones. You can’t drive them 
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in the daytime, they know where they are and they go under your horse. But when you wake them up in 

the morning, they just run straight. They see me on this side, and in about five minutes they’re straight 

down in the pen. 

 The horse jumps over the damn rocks, the rocks are too big, you’ve gotta keep up with the leader. 

And we had only one horse and one mule on the ranch up there—two mules, the horse was a mean horse. 

You have to take them down to the beach and get on them on the sand. For the rest of the day, that horse 

don’t buck anymore. The mule was the same way. Oh he was a mean son of a gun. They try to knock you 

off but you take them down the beach in the sand and they can’t do anything. We go up to where the 

sheep are sleeping, we hang around there a little while until just before daylight, and bing, bang the whip 

and up they go. 

 Because the island is small, it’s all flat on the top, and that’s where the sheep sleep. You go up in 

the afternoon and see where they’re sleeping, then wake up at two o’clock and have coffee, then saddle up 

the horse and mule and go down the beach and get the buck out of them and then ride. 

 So we got all the sheep, about a thousand sheep, and my father wouldn’t believe it. We gave a 

signal of fire on top of Kahoʻolawe. Then they sent a cablegram to Honolulu from Lahaina, Maui. In 

Lahaina [hotel owner] George Freeland used to watch for the fire. 

 The old man wouldn’t believe it, he wouldn’t believe we had any sheep in the pen. And the old 

man never sent the boat up. Oh the foreman [Maikai] was mad. The first bunch, we had about 250 good 

ones for market. The boat didn’t come for two or three days after, and the sheep want water. The boat 

finally came in and my father was on the boat. He wouldn’t believe. This cowboy told my father he’d got 

every damn sheep, him, the Japanee, and I just back from school in the East. 

 And I was scared. We took those damn horses down on the beach and we just rode them and 

kicked them and got all the buck out of them. So my father saw all the sheep in the pen. Sailors drove the 

sheep from a big pen into a small pen. Then go behind and tie the four legs together. The sheep dress 
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about 80 pounds. So we got in 200 and something on that one, and we built another fire until we got them 

all, and we got every damn sheep on that island. 

 The sheep we couldn’t get were on the cliff. They’d go in caves and you couldn’t get them. Early 

in the morning they come up on the cliffs, but you see, they smell you. You can’t sneak around in the 

dark, you’d go over the cliff. There’s a few, maybe 40 or 50 [we didn’t get]. They tried to get them with 

dogs. When they’d get near where the rams are, they’d come and boom, and knock them off the cliffs. 

And the Portuguese on Maui, they wouldn’t go over, they’d lose their dogs. 

 That cowboy told my father and Governor McCarthy and [Honolulu mayor] John Wilson—we 

were all up in City Hall and talked about these sheep, before they’d let anybody take the lease [of 

Kahoʻolawe] over. So then MacPhee said he could get those sheep out. So he went up there. He said he 

got them out. And that’s how he got the lease of the island, and Harry [H.P.] Baldwin helped him with 

money to build reservoirs, enough for about a couple of million gallons. He got the money from Baldwin. 

MacPhee told him they got no more sheep. This cowboy told MacPhee to his face, I bet you all the money 

you can get from the Baldwin estate, I bet you I get some sheep from Kahoʻolawe. 

 So the government took MacPhee’s word and there’s still sheep there to this day, and you can still 

find sheep on Kahoʻolawe. 

 

No More Water 

 MacPhee told [Governor] McCarthy that my father and all these men had killed all the goats, and 

there were no more goats on the island and no more sheep. So this fellow MacPhee was going to raise 

horses and mules over there. I told you, he was the champion roper of the world in Cheyenne and my 

father brought him up here. 

 So MacPhee got Kahoʻolawe and blocked up some of the smaller valleys for reservoirs, and when 

it rained, the heavy rain filled all the reservoirs up with rocks and dirt, no more water. He took some cattle 
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up there, a few cattle, but they all died [or were shipped back]. I don’t think he raised a hundred. And the 

same way with mules and horses. He had to pack all the water over to them. 

 MacPhee tried to get Baldwin to help. He did help him out, gave them cement for his dam and all, 

and then he gave him some pipe. MacPhee was very friendly toward him, and he [Baldwin] gave him a 

piece of property on the windward side of the island there, near Kahului. They call it Kahakuloa. It was a 

small ranch but all hills, hard to raise cattle. He couldn’t do anything on that. The land was too rough. 

They’re not used to these gulches and cliffs on the mainland. On the islands here all the good land the 

sugar people take and what’s left the ranch men took. 

 

The Story of Maikai 

 The people [on Kahoʻolawe] before my father had a sheep ranch there, and the sheep got wild and 

they couldn’t drive them in. My father was going to shear them and all that because he ran the sheep 

ranch up at Humuʻula [on Mauna Kea] here in 1907-1908. My father was going to drive all these wild 

sheep in the pen, he was going to do wonders. They were so wild nobody could drive them. That’s when 

he took all the cowboys up there. 

 You see he never did anything with the sheep because he could never drive them in. But he still 

had the place. And he brought some cattle over from [Judge] Christian Conradt on Molokai. So they 

brought the water over from Maui in drums, and some cane tops. Baldwin was good, he gave them cane 

tops free. But you can’t haul that kind of feed and expect to make money. Then my father figured he’d 

drive all the sheep in, and he’d sell them, he wouldn’t shear ‘em. 

 This fellow Maikai was there. After my father said he was going to do this and do that, the 

foreman said, you can’t drive those wild sheep. 

 Once you get a leader on a rope, they won’t follow him. The leader has to be free. You can rope 

all the leaders when they break from the flock, but you can’t drive them, and that’s where the trouble 

came. 
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 Maikai told George Freeland--he had barrels and barrels of whiskey and barrels and barrels of 

wine, and he had a saloon on Maui and that’s how he built up that hotel there--after my father gave up, 

Maikai told George Freeland, the manager of Pioneer Hotel, that he could drive the sheep in with a couple 

of men. My father said he was crazy. 

 I came back from school in 1911 or 1912, and then my father said, you go up to Kahoʻolawe with 

Maikai. He didn’t want me hanging round. All Maikai had was a bronco and a mule that bucked all the 

time, and a Japanee with a mule. So my father sent me up and he told Maikai to go over and take a look at 

the sheep. 

 

 He sent me up and he wrote Freeland. He said, that cowboy said he could drive those sheep if he 

had three men. He didn’t care how the third man was, he had to have one good man. And I was going up. 

 Then Freeland wrote my father a letter from Maui, and said that Maikai said he could drive those 

sheep with me helping him. My God, I hadn’t been on a horse for about three years, I’d been in school on 

the mainland. So my father said I’d better finish up at Punahou. I was a senior, supposed to be senior, and 

I couldn’t even do freshman book. These different schools took me in because I was a good baseball 

player. But my father says, you’re not going to any more schools, you’re going to work. I was 21 years 

old. 

 I went up on the regular island boat and stopped over at Lahaina. And Freeland got my clothes 

and suitcase up in one of his rooms. Of course I have quite a few relatives on Maui so I was drinking with 

them at the bar. 

 Freeland comes down and taps me on the shoulder. You better get out of the saloon now, you’ve 

been here too long treating all these . . . He says, I don’t want you to spend your money on these relatives. 

 So I left my suitcase up there and then Maikai comes back. He was working up there, he was a 

policeman up there for [C.R.] Lindsay. He was the sheriff, Lindsay. Makai left Parker Ranch because [the 
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manager] called him in the office and he says, you can’t work here, you go back where you came from. 

So Maikai says okay, but he didn’t go back, he went to Maui. 

 So his wife told him, the father had sent me up to drive sheep with him, that he claimed the two of 

us could drive all the sheep. Freeland says, well why don‘t you give ‘em a chance anyhow? Freeland says, 

I believe that cowboy, he’s got something, he’s got something nobody else has. 

 So when I got there the cowboy went up into my room. I wasn’t there. He asked Freeland, 

where’s my moʻopuna’s room.? Moʻopuna in Hawaiian means niece or nephew, very close relative. So 

Freeland told him he had the room and I was all fixed up. So he wanted to know what room I was in. So 

he went up. 

 He got my suitcase and my guns and everything, and he took it down to his little house. So 

George Freeland says, hey Maikai, why you taking Low’s suitcase? You only got one room in that house, 

you only got one bed, you got the two boys. One was a baby about eight months old and the other was a 

baby about three years old. And we all sleep on one bed. Freeland said, you haven’t got enough room. No 

bed. He just had a big mattress on the floor. 

 So when I came back I went up there, my suitcase was gone. Freeland says, that crazy cowboy of 

your father’s, he’s got your suitcase. And he’s got only one room. I built that house for him, he looks after 

my saloon, he’s a watchman for all my liquor, he’s only got one bed with a mosquito net. 

 So I went down there. He had dinner waiting for me. He had some onions and some boiled moi 

and poi—he knew that’s what I liked. He went and caught some moi. When I came home then he says, all 

we need, one bottle of gin, but we’re not going to drink up in the bar, too many people. He says, you go 

buy one bottle and we’ll drink ’em down, you and I with the fish and poi. 

 Oh we drank it all up and so I slept in there with him and his wife and two kids. So next morning 

he said that he and I would go in the sampan [to Kahoʻolawe], and then his wife and the provisions and 

kids would some over on another bigger sampan. The sampan he had was just a little fishing boat. 



  

18 

 So we went over, and then his wife and kids came over the next day. He made a list of crackers, 

coffee, canned salmon, tea, sugar, canned milk, baby food. Well, the baby food was canned milk. 

 We got the darn old horse and mule, and we took ‘em down the beach. About three days we rode 

this damn horse and mule. Their feet go way down in the sand, they can’t buck you off. So he caught the 

horse and the mule and blindfold them, puts on a saddle, tells me to get on. Are you ready? Yeah I’m 

ready. Maikai says, let ‘em buck until he gets tired, then spur ‘em until he bucks some more. He says, you 

can ride?  I says, I think I can, ever since I was a little boy I’ve been riding. I didn’t want to hurt the horse 

so I just spurred him a little. 

 He gave that mule a good ripping up, I’m telling you. Because the mule was the worst of the two. 

For about three days we were there, getting ready to drive. The fence was tight. Then we started to drive. 

They sleep right on the grass on the top or down in the valley. If it’s in the valley it’s better because you 

don’t have to drive them so far. You’ve got to find out which way the wind is blowing. As soon as they 

smell you, they get alert. 

 We get up about three o’clock in the morning and then catch the horse and mule and take them 

down the beach. The Japanese [helping them] had a whip and Maikai had a whip but I didn’t need a whip. 

He told me get behind the sheep. It all depends how the wind was blowing. When we close and they begin 

to smell, we just close in on them and bang the whip and they make one dive away, and that’s downhill. 

We could see just enough so you could see the leader. The Japanee man keeps cracking. 

 When the leader gets in that Y—it’s wide in front—it’s all through. We let it run ahead and the 

two of us get behind. When one flock goes in—30 or 40 or 60—I stood by one gate and we keep quiet 

and don’t move. And the sheep all come in, they don’t even look at us. All the first sheep, the big sheep 

go in first. Then the mothers, the lambs come in. The very small lambs, we wait for them. 

 

Wiles of Maikai 



  

19 

 We notified Freeland [manager at Pioneer Hotel] and he notified my father [on Oahu]. It only 

takes five or six hours for one of the island boats to come up and get the sheep, the cattle boats. We 

expected the boat up there in the afternoon or early in the morning. The boat never came up in the 

afternoon and it never came up the next morning. So Freeland sent a cable to my father. He says, send the 

ship up right away, your foreman is grumbling. 

 My father came ashore. I saw him talking with the foreman [Maikai]. I asked the foreman 

afterward, what did my father say to you? Oh, he said, how you fellas get the sheep? I told your father, we 

drove ‘em in slow, easy, no scare ‘em. My father began asking me questions. I tell him the same thing the 

cowboy said. He give me one look and then he walked away. 

 Maikai always used to tell me, whatever I teach you in the cowboy business, I don’t want you to 

tell anybody else. I don’t want anybody around here know my business. So he learned all his business at 

Kukaiau. J.M. Horner [of Kukaiau] was the best rancher ever came to this island. 

 That was only two flocks we drove in—that was enough for the order at one time. The market 

could only take so much. Honolulu in those days—not everybody goes for meat. The young sheep that’s 

lamb, the old sheep is mutton. Then Maikai said, when you want some more meat? It takes them a little 

while to use that meat up. 

 The old man says—because the butcher, C.Q. [Yee] Hop, the Chinese butcher in Honolulu, buys 

all these things—he says about a week and a half. 

 Maikai says, a week and a half, you want 50 or 60? So he says okay. Maikai grumbles to my 

father, I told you to come, you came two days later, they get no more water up there. 

 A week and a half after that my father came up again. He was talking with the foreman. He 

wanted to know how I ride. “I told him you ride just the same you ride before.” He told my father, he 

more strong, more big. I ride more better. So then he asked a few questions about the ranch. 

 My father,  neither my mother, ever used to like this foreman because he’s a cocky fellow. He 

doesn’t give a damn who you are, he’ll talk up to you. If my father comes round to his house [after a 
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disagreement], he’ll come out with a pistol. Then when my father turns round, sometimes he does shoot, 

up in the air or on the ground. My father won’t go around until he knows he’s sober. He’ll ask the 

cowboys, well, how’s Maikai, is he still drunk? 

 The next morning he gets up early and has coffee with him at his house, and they talk Hawaiian. 

My father talks Hawaiian and he talks better Hawaiian than the cowboys. Even John Parker had to talk 

Hawaiian. My father used to hoʻomalimali, that is, to go down and see Maikai early in the morning and 

don’t say anything, just ask how he feels, and ready to come to work?  Hoʻomalimali means to go around 

and soothe them down with good talk. 

 Then the old man usually don’t bother him, but the first time the old man bothers him again, he 

goes on a drunk. And my father knows enough to keep away until he sobers up. 

 

The Fence Gang 

 I used to be up [Puʻuwaʻawaʻa] ranch all alone whenever he went out. I shot wild sheep for the 

fence gang, all the [Japanese] men who run away from the plantation. Some of them work there for a year 

until their time is up, and then they’re free.  These men have a contract, to work on the plantation. Most of 

them can’t get a job, just a very few, because they’re not qualified. They run away till their time is up. 

 They run away, and they don’t know where they are. Sheriff used to come around. He knew they 

were working for my father. Hawaiians see them working on the stone wall and some of them report it to 

the sheriff. But the sheriffs are way over in Hilo [on the other side of the island]. But by the time the 

sheriff gets the news, the working people on the ranch get the news. People working in the sheriff’s 

office, they’re in touch with the working people. So they let the working people know the sheriff is 

coming over. 

 When they come over they’re up in the forest someplace hiding. My father says, you say I got 

men working for me? Go out and get them! My father gives them this fellow Maikai. Maikai knows the 

forest and the trails. The sheriff says, this direction, he’s got a compass. Maikai knows where the workers 
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are because the workers have been warned. So he’ll take the sheriff anyplace he wants because the men 

can be hiding ten feet away in a cave. So the sheriff says, I want you to go a straight line with the 

compass. So he does. 

 

Geography of Kahoʻolawe 

 The pali is about 200 feet on the windward side, straight up. The island is only about 1,000 feet 

high at the highest point—a couple of miles of pali. There’s a big flat on the north end at sea level. They 

put in about three tanks on that flat expecting to get water. And they got some windmills. Of course, this 

is long ago. People going up there have used the windmills for firewood. 

 The reef’s all around the island excepting where there’s about three miles of cliffs. Some places 

you can’t go. I used to run on those trails. Those trails are about thirty degrees, they’re steep. The goats 

traveled so much they formed a trail. Some parts of the pali are straight up and down. The sheep and 

goats go up the top when you’re chasing them. They run along the edge right at the top until they find 

their trails on the other side. Of course, there’s a lot of damn fools like me, they run on those trails, 

chasing the goats.  

 We used to shoot the goats and sometimes they fell over in the water. You can see the sharks 

come and eat them. The water’s deep blue, blue water. 

 On the south side there’s a big bay. All the ships got wrecked along the Hāmākua coast [of  

Hawaiʻi island], and at Laupāhoehoe they used to have a lot of boats wrecked, the trade winds blew the 

oars and they land down Kanapou Gulch [on Kahoʻolawe]. It’s a big sand flat. 

 Moi—schools of moi. White sand beach—the beach much be a quarter of a mile. They used to go 

down and surround the beaches in calm weather. They come round on boats, they drop the net at one end 

of the beach and then they’re surrounded on the outside. Of course it’s rough all the time, you have the 

trade winds all the time. Sometimes there’s a lot of sharks in the bay and they punch a hole through it and 

they run out. 
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 They look kind of blue in the water. You see those blue backs, that’s moi. They look like a mullet 

and they got a blunt nose and then the mouth is just like a shark. Oh these moi , they’re up to 17 or 18 

pounds on Kahoʻolawe. Then when the fishermen found out about that, they came over on their sampans 

and they caught all the big fish. And it’s so easy to catch them down at South Point—Smuggler’s Cove. 

 

Smuggling Opium  

 That’s where the smugglers came in with opium. The schooners used to come in from China. 

They drop the opium over there. Boats used to go over and pick up the opium and bring it over to Kihei 

[Maui]. It’s a little over nine miles. That’s the shortest distance. There used to be a lighthouse halfway 

between Kahoʻolawe and Makena, Maui. There’s a little island there, Molokini. It’s just like a horseshoe. 

 Chinese were the opium smokers. Never was legal but there was so much of it that they never 

used to pay much attention. They never bothered the Chinese much in the old days. A lot of these rich 

Chinese—like the Afong family, a lot of these high class Chinese—they all made their money on opium. 

 When they brought the Chinese laborer in, the Chinese came in with all their habits. They used to 

ship the opium in with the dry goods. Kohala used to be all Chinese stores, Maui the same way, Kihei was 

the same way, there were all Chinese stores. 

 When you’re talking you have to have the right mileage or else the people say, that guy don’t 

know how many miles. You get up on Kahoʻolawe, you look across, you can see how close it is. 

 

Reef Life of Kahoʻolawe 

 On Kahoolawe there’s a lot of big gulches. And there’s all beaches, sand beaches. It’s mostly 

black sand on the north beaches, and as you go down to South Point, then you hit the white sand on the 

windward side. Kanapou Gulch, that’s the only sand beach on the windward side. The north point of 

Kahoolawe is flat and then the pali begins to build. 
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 Another kind of fish we catch right up on the reef there on the leeward side, this green fish, 

American name for it is parrot fish, uhu. When we go for uhu they come right up in the shallow water and 

they get the moss on the rocks, and you can catch them with a throw net but you’ve got to have a big net 

with special leads, otherwise they carry the net right off. You can’t catch uhu in the old days without a 

special net. The lead on it weighs about 30 pounds. 

 Then after a while we used to shoot ‘em. You shot under, near the fish’s belly, underneath, and it 

knocks ‘em out and you got to go pick him up quick before he comes to. If you jump in the water and 

you’re a little too slow, the fish comes to and he runs away.  Sometimes it knocks them out and it kills 

them, the concussion kills them. This cowboy and I learned that because one time while shooting we 

never hit the fish, there was no hole in it, so then we decided it was a concussion. 

 And mullet. Up on the north point the reef is kind of flat and big mullet come in on a high tide 

and they get in little pools. When you go with a net—they’re smart, they don’t go into pools that are shut 

off altogether—you sneak up on them. You’re lucky, you catch two or three at a time. These mullet are 

about five or six pounds, big mullet, they call those anai. They’re mullet but they’re big, you get ‘em 

when they spawn. It’s all on the north shore. This round rock, they call it ʻiliʻili, just round pebbles, 

there’s a lot of flats go way inside. 

 The cowboy, he and his wife used to sew the nets, different size holes. Small leads for smaller 

fish. And smaller holes too, down to one inch. 

 Weke, young weke, they come in these schools. Certain time of the year, around October, 

November, there’s a lot of weke. That’s when they begin to breed. 

 Over Kahoʻolawe this cowboy and I—well, when they brought the cattle over, they all died 

excepting there was one bull way down the South Point. He used to live on the rain down there. There 

was a lot of rocks down there that used to hold the water. It was skinny. In the wintertime there’d be a lot 

of grass there. So my father said to go down and shoot it and get the hide, there’s no use the bull to suffer 

all the time. So Maikai went down and skinned it.
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2 

Images of Kohala 

 

Introduction 

 

 Brother Low’s memory of North Kohala, where he was born in 1892, came to him in fragments 

while he talked. Kohala came back partly as he sought for names—the names of his nurse or the manager 

at Māhukona wharf. His discussion began with the thought of his own name, Evelyn, pronounced in the 

British manner, but as he discovered when he enlisted in the First World War, likely to be confused with 

the name of a woman. So he added Edward to his name. 

 In thinking of Kohala he tended to insist on the names of prominent white families, often English, 

who founded the half dozen Kohala sugar mills during the 1870s. This was the time of King David 

Kalakaua’s reciprocity treaty which guaranteed Hawaiian sugar free entry into American ports. These 

were the families who frequented the Kohala Club with its English billiard table and portrait of Queen 

Victoria. Their children went to the white school as did Low. Although part Hawaiian, Low is descended 

on his father’s side from the founder of Parker Ranch, and his mother had been brought up by Hawaiʻi’s 

first governor. 

 In 1898 Kohala exported 6,000 tons of sugar. There was even a sugar plantation at Puakō half an 

hour (today) away, a beach location where the plantation manager’s home was roofed with native matting, 

and the plantation itself was next a beautiful stretch of sand. Producing the region’s sugar were thousands 

of immigrants, mostly Japanese in Kohala then, but other nationalities as well. 

 As a once younger and virile man Low punctuates his Hawaiian history with notes of sex, an 

honest perspective. He gives a different account, for example, than other sources of why Japanese women 

workers were sometimes situated near gulches. 

 Kohala is high northwest land. It is the historic birthplace of King Kamehameha, and the region 

carries many land-demarcation or ahupua‘a names that early Hawaiians used. Thus Kapaʻau, Niuliʻi, 
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Hālawa, ʻĀinakea, Pololū and Hawi are all regions within the larger region. In Low’s day many of them 

were also mill locations. 

 In discussing his birthplace Low takes up what lights upon his mind. It is a fragmentary 

recollection.  The era seems to have been, by comparison with our own, rough and rowdy. 

 

The Sugar Plantation Setting 

 You see, there was a lot of Hawaiians in the First World War, and you see I was one of them. A lot 

of us who were born in the islands, we didn’t have any social security number when we were born, we 

were named in church when you were baptized. Of course I never had any social security number. 

 I had to go up to the governor’s office to get registered. I went up there and I had Evelyn Edward 

Woods Nehenuiʻikalani Low. I had to have all these names. I had to get my father’s signature, and when 

he looked at the thing, he says, where did you get that Edward from? I says, well, that’s the name when I 

joined the navy. And he started to grumble. I said, I got no time to fool around, just sign this paper. I went 

to the nurse who looked after me when I was a baby, Lily Mitchell. Well, she put her name down. 

 Nehenuiʻikalani—“shuffle ahead to the heavenly regions.” My father used to make fun of that 

name. 

 Lily. She lived in Kohala at the time. She was a registered nurse, they call ‘em a nurse. Imitation 

nurse. She used to wear only one chemise all the time and it looked just like a nightgown, that’s all she 

wore, this white chemise, and everybody knew her. There was another Hawaiian lady there, Alice, oh 

what was her name, she was half white and she used to wear these chemises. She was our governess; she 

was a big Hawaiian lady. 

 My mother used to go up [Puʻuwaʻawaʻa] ranch and we also used to live in Kohala. There was no 

school at the ranch. My father [Eben Low] bought this place in Kohala and built a big place [next to the 

present-day Kohala Hospital]. He sold some of my grandmother’s land in Niuliʻi that Kamehameha had 

left Kipikane, John Parker’s wife. They were Kamehameha’s taro patch lands in Niuliʻi, right above the 
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stream. A little river used to come down, it always used to flow. [Once, much later,] all the other rivers 

dried up. Everybody said there was no water, I said there was. I told my wife to drive me out. 

 It was the last stream just before you go down into the Pololū Valley, and it was running and it 

was all fenced in now, somebody had bought the whole stream, can you imagine that? I said to my wife, 

go under the fence, and she saw the water flowing. “Yes, the water’s flowing.” And we saw somebody 

and we asked who owned the place and they said Castle & Cooke bought all the property, they bought all 

the plantations. 

 Niuliʻi plantation belonged to the Hart family. They were English. He was a vegetarian and had 

two daughters, and every time they went to a luau they used to eat a lot of pork. And one of his daughters 

later married a Gay from Kauaʻi. 

 A little further on was the Hālawa plantation, and that was the Wights. They were English people. 

And  Judge Atkins and there was another family that owned the Hālawa mill. 

 Then there was the Kohala plantation, the Bonds owned that. Doctor Bond, he was one of the 

missionaries. He only had two kinds of medicine. He had castor oil, it came in blue bottles, and they used 

that castor oil on the wheels of wagons, axles, to keep the axles going. That’s what he used to give us for 

cleaning up. 

 Then he had a little white pill, a round little pill, a pill for fever. 

 The oldest luna [overseer] just died, John Campbell. All the other overseers, they’re all gone. 

When the mills went out.  And I knew the chief engineer in the big mill. You see they made a big mill and 

they bought out all the small mills. They bought the Bonds out, the Wights and the Atkins, the Harts, and 

they bought the Hawi mill. Hawi was the Hind family. And then the Union mill was in between Hawi and 

Kohala mill. That mill belonged to the Renton family. 

 It was all cane fields and adjoining the cane fields were all these places where the Hawaiians 

lived and where the white people lived. Kohala had a clubhouse for the lunas, the workingmen on the 

plantation and the managers. Mostly the lunas—the assistant managers, they call them lunas—of course 

the managers were mostly Englishmen. 
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 Very few Hawaiians [were working on the plantation]. Those who were working had special jobs, 

in the mill, and some of them were lunas, but very few. Most of them were white and they had a lot of 

half white lunas. Like old Campbell, he was over ninety when he died. He was the last of the old timers 

on the mill. 

 The half whites, they were the mean fellows, they used to get drunk and fight. But I didn’t have a 

chance to fight. I was too young. And I remember our neighbor, the Mersburgs. The owner of the place 

was pure Hawaiian and he had some grandchildren and one of them was named Oliver. This fellow Oliver 

was a painter. Every Saturday he used to get drunk and if he saw any Chinese, he’d knock them in the 

head. He was a big rawboned fellow. 

 

Hardships of Japanese Workers  

 The Japanese were working on the plantation at that time. The Chinese and the Portuguese came 

in. 

 The women used to wear kimonos, and the men used to wear kimonos too, after work. But going 

to work they had men’s dungaree pants and these jackets. They used to tie the bottom of the [pants] cuffs. 

There were a lot of centipedes in the cane fields, and they used to run up their trousers. When they run 

and you get them in a tight place, they bite you. 

 There was no equipment; they used to cut the cane with a cane knife. They cut the tops off. They 

get a little bundle, they put it in a big wagon. They had a board going up [into the wagon]. They dump it 

in the wagon, they go down the other side of the wagon the other way.  When they fill the wagon up, they 

bring the oxen over or mules. They used to import the mules from Kentucky, bigger than these average 

mules, these were great big. They used them for pulling the wagon to the mill. Everything done by hand. 

 We always had a Japanese cook, and the wife used to do the housework. And the cook-- oh, about 

20 dollars a month. And the women, I don’t know how much they got, it wasn’t much. They used to do 

the housework and the washing. They used to wash on one of those [wooden] boards. The wages was 
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very cheap. The men working on the plantation got 45 cents a day. Yeah that’s all they got, yet they had 

big families, some of them had seven, eight children. Meat was cheap, everything was cheap and the 

bones were free. The Portuguese especially used to go for the bones because they’d make a soup. 

 The Japanese lived on the plantation. The plantation had houses for them. They slept on the floor, 

they had their mats. We used to go into the Japanese camps there because the public school—the Japanese 

and the Hawaiians used to mix together. But the public schools were mostly Japanese. They go to the 

English schools in the morning, in the afternoon they’d go to Japanese school. They learn the two 

languages. 

 All the women who used to come over were brides. They’d send a picture and the working men 

used to pick out brides and send them over. And these brides would work on the plantation. They used to 

do easy jobs, weeding, hoeing between the rows. The lunas used to put the good looking girls in places, 

they’d segregate them, put them in the fields somewhere  where they can go and have intercourse with 

them. They never used to have too much trouble having intercourse, they were like slaves. . . . The lunas 

would pick out the good looking girls and give  them some English money. The girls wouldn't complain 

because they didn't want to cause any trouble, but when they got in the family way, the child didn't all 

come Japanese. 

 Of course the husbands couldn’t do much about it. That was an awful cheap wage. But they 

always got along. They used to plant their vegetables on the outside of the sugar cane, little ditches, 

daikon, Japanese vegetables. 

 Part Hawaiians, they had their own homes. Some of them were intermarried with white people. 

Well Quinn—Alice Quinn, that half white, that was a big family, the Quinn family. Eddie Quinn, good 

looking fellow. And they used to have dances up at the clubhouse and all these half whites, they’d mix in 

with the whites. They used to have a few brawls too. 

 You see Hawi had two mills belonged to the Hind family. And then the Renton family had Union 

Mill, that was next door. And then the Kohala plantation was the Bonds, Doctor Bond, they were a bunch 
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of missionaries. The next family was the Wights—they were all English people over there. And the last 

plantation was over the end, Niuliʻi plantation; that was Hart. He had a couple of daughters.  

 And Castle & Cooke bought all these plantations and built one big mill, Kohala mill. 

 

Kohala Seminary 

 Kohala Seminary—it didn’t belong to the Bonds [although the Bonds had founded it]. And all the 

girls were part Hawaiian and Hawaiian girls, it was for Hawaiians. You had to pay so much to go there. 

They were all good-looking girls. So all the cowboys round there all used to try and climb up the 

windows. And my Uncle Jack was one of them. Alfred Carter [the manager at Parker Ranch] used to send 

all the cowboys’ daughters there, and the ranch paid. That’s one good thing about Alfred Carter, he looked 

after the ranch people. He used to send all these girls to Kohala there. It was just like high school. 

 They were very strict but the girls were smarter than the teachers. They used to sneak out and the 

boys would help them. My Uncle Jack used to say you’d go down with a sheet. The cowboys all had 

rawhide rope; just throw them up the window. 

 The Bonds, they were all children of the missionaries, they had a good reputation. But one of 

them was crazy. They had a little crazy streak in the family and some of it broke out. 

 One of their aunts was off her rocker. I know because she had a house by herself and we were 

kids, we’d go up that way. I used to go up to the Bond’s home because we all went to school together in 

Kapaʻau, the white school. But I wasn’t white, half white. We used to go up the Bonds and play baseball. 

And have birthday parties. The Bonds and the Hinds and the Rentons and the MacKenzies. 

 She had her own house and her own yard and her own maids looking after her, but we all knew 

that she was crazy and we weren’t allowed to go in her yard. She was an aunt of the boys in the Kapaʻau 

school. Howell Bond and I were the same age and he had two other brothers. One was later manager of 

Waipahu plantation and one was manager of ʻEwa plantation. 
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 There was sugar cane all round our place. The village was all Chinese stores. People were living 

in the back on the side of the hill. Judge Atkins was up there on the hill. I used to pick guavas for his wife. 

The MacKenzies were up there. And the Bonds. All the English people that owned the ranches there and a 

lot of half whites who owned property. Kohala was the second largest village on this island. 

 There wasn’t any Kailua. Kailua had only three stores along the beach, one American store, two 

Chinese stores and the shipping pen. They used to bring the cattle there and run the cattle out there on the 

boat. The boat was anchored right outside the wharf where all the cutter boats are. All the Kona 

ranchers—Greenwell, Paris.  

 

Baseball, Japanese School 

 Over at ʻĀinakea in Kohala right behind of our place along the road, it was a public school. All 

the Japanese there were these laborers’ children. Some of the boys used to be 15 or 16 years old, they’d 

put on short pants to make them look young. 

 We had a baseball team. We guys were only about 8, 9, those guys were 15. The Kamehameha 

statue used to be over there, they moved it to Kapaʻau. We put all of our bats and gloves at the foot of this 

statue, and we went and played ball and we had the first inning to bat. So I’ll never forget this young 

pitcher, he must have been about 18 or 19 years old, he was one of the big Japanese boys. And he pitched. 

Here he was a man. When he threw that ball—the pitching boxes are short for kids—we couldn’t see it. 

He struck us all out. 

 When the inning was over we came in. We said, those guys are not boys, they are all men playing. 

And that’s the last time we played baseball over there. That was ʻĀinakea school, that was a grammar 

school for the laborers’ children. That was a public school so there was a lot of Hawaiians too, Hawaiians 

and Portuguese. All the haoles used to be at the Kapaʻau school. 
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 There was camps there for the Japanese laborers, and all they used to live on was rice and dry 

fish, and all the bones from the butcher shop. They’d give the bones for the dogs, and they cut some meat 

off. My uncle was a butcher, my mother’s brother; he was a butcher over there in Kohala a long time. 

 The Hawaiians had little taro patches. There was a lot of water coming down the stream from the 

Kohala mountain. There was a stream used to come right past our house [at site of present-day Kohala 

Hospital], there was a bridge over there. The stream used to come down to the ocean. We used to go play 

in the stream when they had freshets, we had a wonderful time. 

 The Japanese kids, after going to the public schools, in the afternoon they go to the Japanese 

schools. They keep up their language. It was a great thing for them because they learn American and learn 

Japanese both. They were talking American, and with their parents naturally they talked Japanese. A lot of 

these Japanese kids, they went to colleges and high schools in Honolulu. They graduated from high 

school and they went to colleges away from here. They all had money to go to school.  The Japanese all 

join a society, they put in so much money. If you need money you go and draw money. All these kids are 

way ahead, they’re lawyers, doctors and engineers.  The local kids play all the time, they never bother 

about school, I know we used to. Some Hawaiians, their parents sent them to the Japanese school and 

they became lawyers and doctors. 

 Then the Filipinos came when the Japanese got too smart. I think they want more money and the 

plantations wouldn’t give them any money, so they brought in the Filipinos. A lot of the plantations went 

out of business and a lot of plantations sold to their neighbors. Hawi, the Hind’s plantation, and the 

Renton’s, that’s Union Mill, and the Kohala, that’s the Bond’s, were the last ones to sell out. All the 

English people who lived there moved out. 

 The Filipinos benefited by the wages but no more plantations. The plantation only went out of 

business about ten years ago [in the 1970s]. They all amalgamated and had one plantation, the Kohala 

plantation, and so Kohala was the only one. That’s Castle & Cooke owned the whole business. Castle & 

Cooke, about ten years ago they tore it down. 
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The Puakō Plantation 

 The Puakō plantation manager’s daughter has been up here three or four times. One time she 

came up here was a year after my first wife died. That was about twelve years ago. Then I was living up 

in Waimea there in the house that I used to own up there. I just sold the house recently. Then she was here 

and she came to see me. So I loaned her my car. I had a Chrysler in those days, and then I had a Chevy 

station wagon and a jeep. 

 So she came up the house to meet me and she had three nuns with her. So she asked me if she 

could use my station wagon, the Chevy. Oh, I says, you could take my Chrysler, more room in it. So she 

took it and she had it for about three weeks. Then she went all over Kohala and Waimea and all round 

here, Nāpōʻopoʻo, up the Volcano, she went all over the country with it. A lot of people who knew me 

well knew that that was my car. So they wondered how come they had all these nuns. They asked, I saw 

you with a bunch of nuns. No, I said, you never saw me with any nuns. So everybody was kidding me 

about her. 

 Her mother lived up in Waimea and her father was half French and half English—no quarter 

English and quarter Amsterdam, Dutch. So he came out round this way. 

 She was born in Waimea in her mother’s home and then her father was the manager of the 

plantation down here at Puakō. He was the manager, and he was out here to put the mill up and he didn’t 

know anything about machinery. But he was here and he put all the machinery together. 

 Then, she says, one year it rained so much up in the Saddle [between Mauna Loa and Mauna Kea] 

that all the mud washed down and covered up all the sugar cane. There was so much water. So he built 

some kind of a dam up there to divert the water, the stream, to go down the Waikoloa side. So it went 

down to ʻAnaehoʻomalu [Bay]. That stream that I remembered was in 1907. That rainfall was between the 

two mountains, came down the Saddle and went to Waikoloa. 
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 It washed one cowboy and his horse. They found him dead down the beach. There were dead 

cattle, wild sheep. It was a regular river, heavy downpour. My father was manager up at Humu‘ula sheep 

station at that time, so he found this cowboy. 

 After that flood the place filled up with mud, then they planted sugar cane over again, then it ran 

for several years more, then they didn’t have enough water from the stream up here, and they had to dig 

some wells in Puakō over here near the mill. They had to go down about 30 feet. The water was brackish 

but it wasn’t too salty, then a few years after that it got too salty. 

 This fellow, we called him Vredenburg, but she said his name wasn't Vredenberg but was 

Friedenberg. Friedenberg was named after the Dutch. But the English, they never pronounced that name, 

they pronounced it Vredenburg. So he went by the name of Vredenberg. 

 He  worked in that mill and they had a little steamboat that used to go from Puakō to Māhukona 

[harbor] with the sugar. I used to go over. I was about seven years old; that was almost 1900. We’d catch 

the boat over to Māhukona where they used to unload the sugar. The boat would unload the sugar on a 

sailing vessel that came from the states.  

 All the sugar came from all the different plantations on railroads. They could load up the sugar 

only in the summertime, in the winter they couldn't anchor in Māhukona. The storms in winter coming 

from the south would blow the ship ashore. Then they used to take the sugar to San Francisco. Later on 

Matson boats came into Māhukona. 

 As time went on they built bridges in the railroad way over to Niuliʻi. Then all the sugar used to 

come over these high gulches from Kohala to Māhukona, and then Matson came in. They had great big 

boats. I think they carried about 200 or 300 bags. Then they used to have a line out to Matson and these 

boats would go back and forth, and Matson used to take all the sugar [to San Francisco] instead of the 

sailboats. 

 They used to have riots. The lunas, they used to hit the Japanese with a whip, they used to wake 

them with a whip, yeah they were mean to the Japanese.  
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 So time went on. They really got after the lunas. The foremen—they were all English or French, 

German, there were quite a few German came over as managers—they brought their families. 

 The plantations that survived for quite a while was Niuliʻi, the Hart family. Old man Hart was an 

Englishman, and he had a couple daughters. 
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3 

The Parker Ranch Heirs  

 

Introduction 

 Brother Low claims descent from Kekapa, a stubborn part-Hawaiian woman who could speak 

little English except for swear words and who was fond of the game of Pedro, which she used to play with 

her grandson. When losing she would throw the deck of cards off the porch of her well-to-do home in 

North Kohala and instruct her grandson, Brother Low, to buy another pack from the nearby Chinese 

general merchandise store. A pack of Pedro cards in the 1890s cost about 10 cents. 

 Kekapa is known to less personal history as Martha Fuller Low, daughter of Mary Parker, who 

was the first child of John Palmer Parker who founded Parker Ranch, which came to own over 200,000 

acres of land on the Island of Hawai‘i. As a result numerous Parker heirs are interested in their genealogy, 

as is Brother Low. 

 John Palmer Parker’s wife was Kipikane, granddaughter to Hawaiʻi’s King Kamehameha. So 

Low is descended from both Kamehameha and John Palmer Parker. Nevertheless he is not aligned with 

other disinherited heirs suing for a share of the ranch because his father Eben was the only descendent to 

sue in the early twentieth century, and already earned his share. 

 Parker Ranch started as 650 acres granted to Kipikane in 1850 and two acres granted to her 

husband, John Palmer Parker. Parker first arrived in Hawaiʻi in 1815 from New England and by 1835 had 

become a storekeeper and wild cattle hunter in the nineteenth century town of Waimea. During the late 

1850s and early 1860s Parker acquired some 45,000 acres in neighboring upper and lower Pa‘auhau, land 

that had originally belonged to Hawaiian King David Kalakaua’s father. The purchase price for 37,000 

acres of upper Pa‘auhau was a song: $3,000. 

 Parker had three children: Mary and her two brothers John II and Ebenezer. Both Mary and 

Ebenezer died before their father. Ebenezer’s son Samuel, who would later be a companion to King 
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Kalakaua and would serve as Queen Liliu‘okalani’s foreign minister, thus came into half of 47,000 acres 

when John I died in 1868. 

 Samuel Parker, remembered personally by Brother Low, was a big man, 6 feet 2 inches, with a 

reputation for conviviality and a light hand with money. Despite this reputation Samuel Parker gave 

intelligent and even sensitive testimony in 1893 when Hawaiian Queen Liliuokalani’s government was 

overthrown in a coup by American sugar planters.  The American businessmen then set up a republic 

headed by missionary son, Sanford Ballard Dole. 

 After serious run-ins with a ranch trustee, Alfred Wellington Carter, Samuel Parker sold his half 

share of Parker Ranch for $600,000 in 1906. By the curious intricacies of Hawaiian genealogy, Samuel 

Parker had in fact lost his ranch to his granddaughter’s trustee. 

 John Parker II died in 1891 and left no will. Thus his share of the ranch went to John III, his 

adopted son. However, John III was actually Samuel Parker’s son. As Sam had nine children, John III had 

been hanai or adopted out to his uncle. Then in 1894 John III died, and his share went to his infant 

daughter Thelma.  In 1899 Alfred Wellington Carter, small of stature but large of scheme, was appointed 

trustee to look after her interests. 

 Alfred Wellington Carter came to a ranch of 300,000 acres, mostly leased. Thelma’s owned share 

then amounted to 34,000 acres. Carter acquired the neighboring ahupua‘a or land division of Waikoloa, 

94,000 acres, in 1903. This land had been gifted by Kamehameha to an early Caucasian advisor. In 1904 

Carter acquired an additional 4,000 acres at ʻŌuli. The coastal lands of Parker Ranch have provided for 

most of the major resort development on the South Kohala coast. 

 Samuel Parker and Eben Low made a last ditch attempt to seize the ranch in 1904. A suit against 

Carter, in which Eben Low was a principal witness, went as far as the U.S. Supreme Court.  The suit was 

settled against them in 1907 but Parker had already sold a year earlier. 

 Samuel Parker died in 1920. Alfred Wellington Carter, a cum laude graduate of Yale Law School, 

lived on to mid century, shaping the life of Waimea so completely that even movies did not start until he 

arrived. 
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Genealogy 

 You know where you see all the grass, that all used to be forest over there. And the koa trees used 

to be farther behind, toward the mountain up there, Hualālai. There used to be a lot of big koa trees. 

 My father got the lease on Pu‘uwa‘awa‘a Ranch, it’s a twenty year grant and then at the end of the 

twenty years, it’s up for auction and the highest bidder bids on it. Well, my father didn’t have it very long. 

He got the lease from Mr. Dole, Sanford B. Dole, at that time he was the provincial president here or 

governor. 

 I am the great great grandson of John Parker. I’m his oldest living relative. He had one daughter 

and two sons, and his daughter was my great grandmother. My grandmother was Mary’s daughter. He just 

had one daughter and two sons, John II and Ebenezer. 

 Now my great grandmother married a sea captain by the name of Fuller, an Englishman, because 

there were only English who came here in the old days. John Parker didn’t want his daughter to marry a 

Hawaiian. This sea captain died and Mary, his daughter, didn’t want to marry another sea captain. 

Meantime John Parker had left a will in thirds, one third to each of his children.  

 But when Mary would not marry another sea captain—she left, she ran away from the ranch and 

she married this Hawaiian cowboy, his name was Waipa—John Parker was so mad he wouldn’t have 

anything to do with her. So that third he deeded over to Mary’s heirs. [This is Mr. Low’s belief, but is not 

supported by evidence elsewhere].  So when John I died, [the will was not probated]. They had the will, 

they knew that [land] was going to my grandmother and they didn’t want her children—she had eight 

children—to come in on the share of the Parker Ranch.  

 

Expectations and A Lawsuit 

 [Previously] my grandfather John Low had a cousin came over here during the Gold Rush with 

some sheep. The cattlemen run’ em out of California. He put all his sheep on this sailing vessel and 
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landed his sheep up here at Kawaihae. Anyhow he became good friends with old man Parker. Old man 

Parker wanted his granddaughter (my grandmother) to marry a white man, and he asked this fellow Fred 

Low who had the ship. And he was a cousin to John Low, a prospector in Nevada. So he told John Parker, 

I have a friend (but he never told him he was his cousin) who is a white man, I think he’ll come and marry 

your granddaughter. So he wrote to his cousin John Low, he told John she was going to be a heiress 

because John I used to tell Fred Low that he wanted a white man to marry his granddaughter. So John 

Low left these mines and he married John Parker’s granddaughter. 

 Of course he expected to get a third of the ranch, so John Low became very famous. He was a 

trustee at Punahou, he was going to do wonders when the old man died, and he had these eight children. 

Then he was regent to Kamehameha IV, and he was a very prominent man, my grandfather, and John 

Parker liked him. But when John Parker died, [the Lows did not receive a third of Parker Ranch lands]. So 

John Low got all his children and took them up to John II and says, “Here’s your family, you take them. 

They’re yours, you stole the ranch away from them so you keep them.” 

 So he left all these kids up here and he went back to the mines, and when he went back to the 

mines one of the mules kicked him in the head and killed him. He was buried in Ely [Nevada] with all 

these gangsters up on Boot Hill. So then my family, they got to own the mines. [Later] my father went up 

there with a lot of money. He got this money for his share, only him, of the Parker Ranch. 

 Now there was a famous lawyer here by the name of J.A. Magoon, and one of my aunts, Mary 

Low, was working for Magoon, she was a bookkeeper. She was educated in Honolulu by John [Parker] II. 

In fact John II sent all of our family to school, even back east, and when they all graduated they left the 

ranch. They didn’t want to be a burden. 

 So my father got his share and Magoon got more than my father got. That just about broke the 

ranch. For a whole year [trustee] Alfred Carter was short of money, he cut down on Thelma’s [Parker’s] 

allowance. And  Alfred Carter was so mad he wouldn’t speak to my father for the rest of his life. And 

Magoon got more money than my father, he got a big pile. Magoon was the greatest lawyer in Honolulu 

while he was here. 
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 All the Hawaiians, they want money they go to Magoon. Magoon says, “You got property?” He 

checks on their deed, he lends them money and he tells them. “You remember now, a year from today you 

give me the money and I give you your property back.” And that’s why he used to get property for almost 

nothing. 

 That was round 1904. And Magoon has property all over Hawaiʻi here, he’s got property on 

Oahu, Molokai, Maui, even up Waimea. 

 

Samuel Parker 

 Sam Parker, I saw him just before he died. He died in Honolulu at the Deering home in Waikiki. 

He didn’t have any money. All the money he had was $200, money that his wife left him. I went down 

with my mother to see his daughter Eva who was looking after him. Eva Parker married her own cousin 

Frank Woods. [Brother Low was born at their Puʻuhue Ranch in North Kohala.] The father was bedridden 

and he couldn’t talk, he’d just nod. 

 When I went there we went in the house and I didn’t know he was there. I looked around and I 

saw this old man on a couch, all shriveled up. He looked bad, he couldn’t talk, he was just about ready to 

die. 

 Eva Woods was about the age of my father. Then Eva said to me, “Brother, aren’t you going to 

say hello to father?” I said, “Where is he?” I looked around and didn’t see him. “There on the couch.” I 

said, “What! Is that Uncle Sam?” “Yes.” I said, “My God, I didn’t know he was that bad.” “Sometimes he 

recognizes,” Eva said, “you recognize Brother?” He nodded yes. I couldn’t converse with him, he was 

just about ready to die. 

 That was the last time I saw him. Oh yes he used to be a big strong man, a big man. He used to 

play cards with King Kalakaua. Uncle Sam was in my father’s generation, they were first cousins. That’s 

when I used to see him, when I went up to the ranch. I was a boy then and then my father was starting the 
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ranch over at Puʻuwaʻawaʻa, and I went over with my father. Sam was always at luaus or drinking or 

playing cards. He used to have a lot of company up to Mana [his home]. 

 

At Puʻuwaʻawaʻa 

 [But] I never used to see him so very much because I was over the ranch with my father. I was 

such a rascal my father took me over there. My father always sent me out with the foreman. We’d go 

shooting sheep for the fence gang who were building all the stone walls for the ranch, and this fence gang 

was all runaway Japanese from the plantation. My father hid them in the forest. 

 Puʻuwaʻawaʻa was all jungle there, you couldn’t go in there, you can’t go through there with a 

horse, you got to know the trail. And these Japanese, they run away and they knew where to go. If they 

had only a year to go [on their contract], they’re building fences for the fence gang. My father never paid 

them, he gave them rice, free food, hogs, wild pigs. You take a pack mule along, he skins them, then you 

take it up the camp and give it to the Japanese. There was no ice but it was kind of cold anyhow. They 

used to salt it. We used to go up there quite frequently getting meat for the Japanese. Meat and shoyu. 

 They were all immigrants, they all ate rice, they were all Japanese at that time, and they all ate 

rice and shoyu, they used to like dry fish. Oh they liked meat because wild meat was just the same as 

tame meat—beef is beef—and there was a lot of wild cattle in those days, wild cattle and wild sheep. 

 

A Confrontation 

 Sam had some houses in Honolulu too, and of course when we went there we visited. He had a 

place out in Waikiki and he had a place at Beretania and King [Streets]. His ranch days were when he was 

younger. I wasn’t born when they were in their prime, when Sam and my father were out with the 

cowboys. When I was born he was all through with roping. He never used to do that anymore. He used to 

run for politics. He only ran once, everybody on this island they told him, if he gave some luaus for the 
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people and gave them meat . . . The Hawaiians: “You vote for me and I’ll give you something to eat, have 

a big party.” That’s when I was in grade school. 

 Pāʻauhau and Honokaʻa belonged to Parker Ranch, and part of Paʻauilo. Sam Parker was a 

gambler, a poor gambler, and they used to take him for a ride. This is John Parker’s grandson. When his 

father  [Ebenezer] died he was heir to half the ranch. His grandniece [Thelma] was a young girl there and 

she had nothing to say, she had a trustee. Sam Parker used to gamble and he’d lose all the time and he 

used to sign IOUs to the plantation men. And they got all that land, most of it from Sam Parker’s 

gambling debuts. But they don’t put that on record. 

 I was talking to a nurse up here. I says, “You know how Honokaʻa [Sugar company] got all their 

land?” “Yeah,” she said, “most of it from Sam Parker’s gambling debts.” Yeah, playing poker. 

 

 [Much later] Alfred Carter asked me if I was a diesel engineer. I said yes. Well, he says, he has a 

diesel ship. I just got back from the First World War. And I says, ‘You’re not looking for me, I just got 

home from the war, I’m not looking for a job.” 

 I met him through my cousin. Alfred Carter’s no friend of my father’s, you know. Sam Parker 

fired him [Carter] off the ranch when they made him manager. Then my father went in with Sam and the 

two of them ran the ranch for about a year. The lawyer says my father was too close a relative to be 

assistant manager with Sam Parker. I guess it must be a court ruling. My father wanted to blow ‘em up—

Alfred Carter and the sheriff in the office. 

 That’s when they turned the ranch back to Alfred Carter, so Alfred Carter came on the ranch to 

take over. He had a bodyguard with him, a fellow by the name of Kerns. He was an Englishman, a soldier 

of fortune from the Boer War. So one night it was kind of rainy and foggy (this was when the case was on; 

Magoon was fighting for my father), and Magoon wanted to see something in the office there, and Alfred 

Carter wouldn’t show him anything. 

 Then my father and his half brother and [another man] got a case of giant powder—sticks in it—

one stick will blow this tree down—just like a bomb. Blow the whole house up. So they were going to 
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blow everybody who was in the house. The sheriff was in the office. So Magoon heard of that. He told my 

father, “You can’t do that. You guys will all go to jail and get put in the electric chair, you can’t go 

blowing people up.“ So they forgot about it. 

 

Ranch Manager Alfred Carter 

 This fellow Kerns, he was everywhere Alfred Carter [the Parker Ranch trustee] went. He was his 

bodyguard. So after the case [with Low’s father] was over I met this fellow Kerns in Honolulu. I bought a 

piece of property up Aiea Heights. And this fellow Kerns had married a Hawaiian nurse and Kerns was 

with the Bishop Trust company. He was a real estate man. And so Kerns helped my wife buy this property 

up at Aiea. My wife was very friendly with Kerns’ wife, the nurse. And Kerns used to tell me that Alfred 

Carter would ride with him all day sometimes and wouldn’t say a word to him. He was a funny man. He’d 

ride all day and he’d never say a word. But [Kerns] said it was a job for him at that time, and he was a 

bodyguard with a rifle going all over the ranch waiting for my old man to take a shot at Alfred Carter. 

 Kerns and I got very friendly because he wanted to rent that little house [of ours] that was on that 

[Aiea] lot. My first wife says, “How long you want to stay up there?” He says, “I don’t know. As long as I 

enjoy it.”  So my wife says, “You can live there.” I don’t know if any rent was paid. That was all between 

the wife and the nurse. He was up there for a little over a year. Then we came up to Waimea and Kerns 

died in Honolulu while we were up here  . . . But it seemed funny, this man who my father wanted to 

shoot, this Englishman is a bodyguard living in our place. He used to talk about mosquitoes down in 

Morocco in the Boer War. 

 I met Alfred Carter years afterward. He was still manager of the ranch. 1904 was when the case 

was on, Magoon and my father’s case. I met Alfred Carter in 1920. Personally.  I shook hands with him. 

Well, he wanted to give me a job, I think the boat was the Bee. They finally got an engineer. 

 He had light blue eyes—he was light, very light, large eyes. He wasn’t as tall as I was. He was a 

little stocky. He was a very pleasant man to talk with but he was very firm with his workingmen. He 
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didn’t allow his workingmen to drink. He laid off all his cowboys who used to drink. Of course a lot of 

them drank on the sly. 

 He didn’t take anybody’s word for anything. He’d want to catch them. He hired some Japanese. 

They’re kind of smart. One Japanese fellow was in the pasture in a kind of dugout reading the paper. And 

he came along on horseback and caught this fellow loafing. He fired him. He was very strict. And he 

didn’t want any of the relatives if possible, the Parker relatives, the Waipa—Waipa married into the 

Parker family. And some of the Waipa worked—like Sam Purdy. Alfred Carter was very fond of him and 

he liked him. He kept Sam and he kept a few other relatives, he didn’t fire ‘em all.  Sam Purdy stayed on 

the ranch as long as he lived. That was one of his very good men that he had a lot of confidence in. He 

used to braid lariats and make saddles. 

 

South Point 

 I had an uncle by the name of Jack Napoleon, he lived in South Point. He had a big place over in 

South Point and he had children there and they worked for the plantation—Kahuku plantation. There was 

a ranch too.  The ranch [at Kahuku, later acquired by Parker Ranch] was owned by Colonel Norris and he 

wanted to sell the ranch to my father, and then my father was going to buy from him. The ranch is all 

rocks and everything, volcano flows, the rift is right around the ranch.  

 I remember when I used to go to Hilo with my father, we went through Kahuku and he used to tell 

me, “Now Colonel Norris only eats canned butter”—no, lard. He has a ranch but he don’t have any meat, 

his meat is all canned meat. My father says to me, “When you go in there you eat what is on the table, 

whatever it is, you eat it.” I didn’t like to go to Norris’s because he always put lard on bread. 

 He was a funny old man, he was a bachelor. He was an old Englishman. He was a colonel in the 

British army. There were a lot of stray Englishmen around here. 
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Brother Low at his home in Puakō in the 1970s. Photo courtesy of Maʻulili Dickson. 

 

 
 

Champion ropers fresh from victory at the Cheyenne Frontier Days, 1908. Left to right: Eben Low, Archie 

Kaʻauʻa, Ikua Purdy, Billy Spencer. Photo from Paniolo Preservation Society.  
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A Forestry Service photo showing Maikai Keliʻiliki (far right) and Eben Low (fifth from right) on 

Kahoʻolawe in 1911. Photo from Kahoʻolawe Island Reserve Commission. 

 

 
 

Fish of Kings—gyotaku (inked fish impression) of moi. Copyright 2007, Joe McAuliffe. 
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A map showing some principal places mentioned. 

 

 
 

Brother Low when he joined the Navy in World War I. Photo courtesy of Clorinda Low Lucas. 
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A Japanese gardener at Kohala Seminary about 1911. Photo from North Kohala Library, Hind Family 

Collection. 
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The many-windowed Kohala Girls Seminary pictured in 1911. Photo from North Kohala Library, Hind 

Family Collection. 

 

 
 

An 1880’s photo of the Hart's plantation at Niuliʻi, North Kohala. Photo from Bishop Museum Archives. 
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Norah Vredenberg, wife of the Puakō plantation manager, with her grandson. Photo by Louis R. 

Sullivan, from Bishop Museum Archives. 
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The Parker Ranch genealogy, simplified. Adapted from several sources. 
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The formidable ranch manager Alfred Carter as a boy. Photo from Paniolo Preservation Society. 
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William Ulumaheihei Waipa, son of Mary Ann Parker. Photo from Paniolo Preservation Society, Alan 

Kaʻauʻa Collection. 

 

        
 

Left: Champion cowboy Ikua Purdy as a mature man. Photo from Paniolo Preservation Society.  

Right: Portrait of Eben Low after his ranching days. Photo from Honokaʻa Heritage Center, Lyman Perry 

Fiske Collection. 
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Portrait of Elizabeth Napoleon Low, Brother Low's mother. Photo courtesy of Clorinda Lucas. 

 
 

Masthead for Hind & Low, ranch proprietors, early 1900s. Photo courtesy of Clorinda Lucas. 



54 

 

 
 

Brother Low with two of his sisters at Kīholo before 1900. Photo courtesy of Clorinda Lucas. 

 

 
 

Brother Low and his first wife, Irene Keoholani Hapuʻuoholani Dickson, visit former governor Sanford 

Dole in Honolulu. Photo courtesy of Clorinda Lucas



55 

 

4 

Spacious Days 

 

Introduction 

 Until the Queen Ka’ahumanu Highway was built in 1973 (named after Kamehameha’s most 

notable wife), the beautiful cove at Kīholo could only be reached by four-wheel-drive vehicles or by 

hiking along the coast over miles of smooth and rough lava flows. In the early days it could be reached by 

canoe. Kīholo is still a relatively untouched oasis of kiawe trees and water-washed pebbles and, almost on 

the water, the limestone and coral walls of the original Hawaiian church. A large lagoon is a remnant of 

Kamehameha’s great fishpond threatened by the lava flow from Hualālai Mountain in 1801 and finally 

destroyed by a flow from Mauna Loa in 1859. Freshwater springs are bright with underwater grasses, and 

sand and lava outcrop make up the intermittent beach. 

 Upland from Kīholo at the 3,000 foot level rises Puʻuwaʻawaʻa cinder cone, 100 feet in the air. Its 

name in Hawaiian means literally fluted hill. Puʻuwaʻawaʻa is also the name of the large Hawaiian 

ahupua‘a or land division which spreads from mountain to sea. To some extent now but more so in 

former days grow here wiliwili with light orange flowers, kauila, the lama tree (a persimmon), silver 

maple and hibiscus. Much of this dry land forest growth has been lost now to grazing. And 

Puʻuwaʻawaʻa, as we know, was the ranch which Eben Low managed for some years. He drove the cattle 

for shipping down to Kīholo. Other cattle shipping ports along the coast were Kawaihae and farther north, 

Māhukona. Puʻuwaʻawaʻa lies to the south of the vast Parker Ranch lands, and Kohala to the north. 

 Writer Jack London was a visitor to the region in 1916 and was impressed by its wildlife: 

As I write these lines at Puʻuwaʻawaʻa Ranch, from every side arises the love-call of the quail, 

which are breaking up their coveys as the mating proceeds. They are California quail, yet never 

in California have I seen quail as thick as here. Yesterday I saw more doves—variously called 

turtle doves and mourning doves—than I ever saw before in any single day of my life. Day 

before yesterday I was out with the cowboys roping wild pig in the pastures. 
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 Of birds, in addition to quail and doves, in place and season, may be hunted wild duck, 

wild turkey, rice birds, Chinese and Japanese pheasants, pea fowl, guinea fowl, wild chicken . . . 

and, not least, the delicious golden plover fat and recuperated after its long flight from Alaska 

and the arctic shores. 

 

 Today this is still a landscape of lava, including some Hawaiian ruins. In preliminary reports prior 

to the construction of the highway, archaeologists recorded page upon page of sites in the Puʻuwaʻawaʻa 

region, including this one: 

Six burials were found in the back of cave 897. The bones are scattered and there is much 

evidence of pot hunting. Some of the bodies are still partially clothed and evidence would 

suggest that they were interred within the last 50 years. One burial is in a coffin. Two of the 

burials are possibly female. As much of the associated dress is cowboy clothing some of the 

burials are probably paniolo.  

 

 And earlier burials have been found, retaining only the long bones that Hawaiians customarily 

preserved and such relics as a dog tooth bracelet. 

 When Brother Low was a boy, many Hawaiians, though not those of such a well-to-do family as 

he, lived in grass houses, of firmer and finer construction than the name implies. resembling as an early 

missionary said hayricks with neat pole-work on the inside. In large part because of the region’s 

inaccessibility, coastal oases neighboring Kīholo became the hiding places of Hawaiian lepers. The 

disease was recognized in the Kingdom as a serious problem in the 1870s, when the lepers began to be 

rounded up and shipped off to isolation on a Molokai peninsula. Even poi, some feared, might cause 

leprosy. 

 This region and lifestyle, and that on several other Big Island ranches including Pu’uhue and 

Puakea, and the Humuʻula sheep station on the slopes of Mauna Kea towering above the Parker Ranch 
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lands, were the lifeblood of Eben Low. He had been raised as a child on Parker Ranch. Far different was 

the background of his wife. 

 Elizabeth Puʻuiki Napoleon married Eben Low in Kawaiahao Church, the oldest stone church in 

the islands, in Honolulu in October 1887. That year Queen Kapiolani had attended Queen Victoria’s 

Jubilee in London and returned home in July. Her husband King Kalakaua had a few weeks earlier been 

stripped of his monarchical powers by a bayonet constitution enforced by a handful of Caucasian 

businessmen and planters. The Hawaiian monarchy, to which. through her mother Pamahoa. Elizabeth 

was closely connected, would be overthrown in 1893 by the same interests. 

 As a child Elizabeth grew up near Iolani Palace, completed under King Kalakaua in 1883. The 

handsome building has stood the test of time. Later, when American revolutionaries seized the 

government, they did not seize the palace. Sanford B. Dole, a missionary descendant who became 

president of the Provisional Government in 1893 and later first governor of the territory of Hawaiʻi in 

1900, offered a description of the civilized aura of court life: 

The occasional receptions and royal parties which were held there with some splendor and 

pomp appealed directly to the King’s appreciation of his situation as a sovereign with a brilliant 

court and the prestige of formal occasions in surroundings of beauty and splendor. In addition 

to a very conspicuous ceiling of elaborate work in plaster of Paris, there were chandeliers with 

a great abundance of pendants of cut glass, producing brilliant and beautiful effects when 

lighted at night. 

 The hall was hung with portraits of Hawaiian Kings and Queens, all of life size, with one 

or two royal magnates of European courts, conspicuous among which was one of Louis Phillipe 

of France, which was landed in Honolulu on the day that its original was driven from Paris at 

the termination of his short reign. The French government, having seized the Hawaiian yacht 

and other property of the government at that time, he has since been conscientiously moved to 

make occasional reparations in the way of national portraits, silver and china. 
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 Kalakaua’s monarchical ways continued to irritate the prominent whites of Honolulu and the 

outer islands, those such as G.N. Wilcox, J.I. Dowsett, H.P. Baldwin, all of whom Brother Low mentions. 

Wilcox is listed in Builders of Hawaiʻi as a “planter and capitalist”; as Low says, the Wilcox family, with 

holdings principally on Kauaʻi, was worth over $1 million in 1893, the year Hawaiʻi’s Queen 

Liliu‘okalani was overthrown. H.P. Baldwin, “builder of plantations” with holdings principally on Maui, 

was worth $750,000. J. I. Dowsett, “pioneer capitalist” who supported the revolution, owned a fleet of 

schooners and had ranching interests. He was a member of the House of Nobles, as were Wilcox and 

Baldwin. This upper house of the Hawaiian legislature had become the prerogative of the wealthy after 

the 1887 bayonet constitution imposed a $3,000 property requirement of its members. 

 Brother Low claims that some of his relatives are children of Kalakaua. The king was known for 

his amours, but was officially childless. He was also known as a hard drinker, but as Robert Louis 

Stevenson who admired him observed, he carried his whiskey like a sparrow on his shoulders. 

 Elizabeth Napoleon’s mother was a lady in waiting at Iolani Palace during Kalakaua’s reign. Later 

young Lizzie was taken into the Sanford Dole home as a foster child, but the Doles were never permitted 

by the mother to officially adopt her. Thus both on her mother’s side and through connections with the 

Dole family, Elizabeth had considerable cachet. 

 

Elizabeth Napoleon & Court Life 

 Sanford Dole used to teach in the Kawaiaha'o Church, he had a girls’ class, all these girls about 

twelve years old. My mother was different than the rest of the Hawaiians because she wasn’t a pure 

Hawaiian. She had some mixed blood. Her father [Nihi] Napoleon was half Tahitian and half French. [His 

mother] was a maid for Charles II’s wife, of France. [Editor’s note:  Nihi Napoleon’s paternity is also 

attributed in genealogies to Napoleon’s brother.] 
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 Then my grandmother Pamahoa wanted a title. She was a high chiefess of Maui and she knew 

this Napoleon was the son of the emperor of France, and that’s why she married him. My grandmother, 

her home was next to the palace, she had about five acres. Then next to her was G. N. Wilcox, that 

millionaire. Then Albert Wilcox, his brother, he was another wealthy man. He married my aunt, supposed 

to be Nihi’s daughter but it was the king’s daughter, Kalakaua’s daughter. Then my aunt was very dark, 

she took after Kalakaua. [Editor’s note: Mr’ Low’s claims about Kalakaua’s paternity, for this child and 

others, are not substantiated by other sources.] 

 Alfred Wilcox went to Dole and said he wanted to get a Hawaiian who could look after him, and 

so he thought of my mother’s sister. He told Alfred Wilcox he could get the lady who was running the 

Kawaiahaʻo Seminary for girls.  They called her the black diamond down in Kauaʻi, that was her 

nickname. 

 So Emma [Napoleon Mahelona] was Kalakaua’s daughter. I had an uncle by the name of Waia 

Napoleon, Kalakaua’s son with my grandmother Pamahoa. You see, my grandmother only married this 

French Tahitian for his title. 

 And the rest [of the children] were with Napoleon. The Napoleon ones were light and were all tall 

with sharp features. They’re a little different from the Hawaiians, the Tahitians. 

 My grandmother was one of the ladies who was in the palace at the time to welcome all the 

dignitaries when they had these big receptions and luaus. She was one of the ladies in waiting. She had a 

lot of property on Maui, most of it was Pioneer Mill property, and she sold all of her property to the sugar 

growers. She sold all of her estate there for $30,000. She came to Honolulu and lived in Honolulu the rest 

of her life. 

 This is told by my aunts. My aunts, of course, some of them were related to the king, Kalakaua. 

[Editor’s note: We did not find support elsewhere for this item of family lore.] 

 My mother was a good-looking woman, part Hawaiian. She wasn’t too tall, she was about five six 

or seven, and she was slim. Of course as she got older she grew kind of stout but not too stout. She wasn’t 
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very dark. She wore a skirt and shirtwaist, and at home they wore holokus. Everybody respected her 

because she was brought up by the S.B. Dole family and everybody knew that because she lived with the 

Doles, and the Doles being high up in the court ranks, everybody knew, the Dillinghams and all the big 

shots, they all knew who she was. 

 She married my father, he was John Low’s oldest son. John Low was a prospector in the mining 

business. He was from Boston, Massachusetts. John Low’s brother was in the Civil War, he was David 

Low. In the army he was a colonel, Union side. He had a great big cabinet with all his suits, all the gold 

and everything on them, and he’d air them out every summer, air them out and put them in the sun, and 

that’s how I first knew he was a colonel in the north army. 

 

Eben Low & Makena Landing 

 My father was a rascal. I had a fellow come here one day, his name was Chang. He was the son of 

a woman who was the daughter of [Edward Dwight Baldwin, a member] of the Baldwin family on 

Maui . . . and his daughter married a Chinese—oh, what was his name, Chang! His name was Chang, he 

was an old Chinaman but he married this beautiful] young woman because he wanted to get a lot of trade 

in his store. He had a store at Makena Landing, that’s the western tip of Maui, a little town of Makena and 

the inter-island ferries used to stop with the freight before the other harbor Kahului was discovered. 

Makena was where all the opium used to come in for the Chinese, it was a very important place, all the 

people used to be at the landing. 

 This Chang, my father had a son with his wife . . . He came here one day and said to me, do I look 

like you? And I said, I don’t know, I don’t look at myself in the looking glass. Well, he says, I’m your half 

brother. He just happened to drop in here. He was a Mormon and they have genealogies of what’s going 

on. [Editor’s note: Samuel Ponopake Kanaiapuni Chang, born in 1911, acknowledged Eben Low as his 

father in a recent cultural history.] 
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 Then [about 1920] my father was in the shipping business and he had a boat dropping into 

Makena with beds, mattresses [which made me curious because] it was a gasoline boat, they used to carry 

all the gasoline in drums. I happened to be engineer, and so I went into Makena and saw this boy. He was 

younger than I was. I was asking the natives round there, who’s that boy there? They said, Oh, that’s 

Eben’s son. I wanted to nose around because I knew there was a Chang around who was my father’s son. 

I think at that time he might have been fourteen or fifteen years old. 

 

Eben Low & Puʻuwaʻawaʻa 

 [At one time my father] had the job of tax assessor of the whole Kohala district, that included all 

of North Kohala and I don’t know whether he was tax assessor this [South Kohala] side or not. So he built 

the house there in Kohala when I was about six or seven years old. We lived up Pu‘uwa‘awa‘a before he 

built Kohala. 

 My father used to buy the skinny cattle from Parker Ranch. J.M.Horner settled up in Kukaiau, 

Hawaiians call it Umikoa. He had this Hawaiian boy and he told my father that he had a Hawaiian boy 

over there only about fifteen years old, and he says, he’s the smartest, the best man I ever had, he takes in 

everything and he don’t say anything. 

 When J.M. Horner died my father went over and picked him [Maikai] up. That’s when my father 

had Puʻuwaʻawaʻa. The owner of Puʻuwaʻawaʻa Ranch is now a pancake millionaire. My father built the 

ranch up, then he sold it to his half brother [his cousin Robert Hind]., they went in together. 

 

Shipping Cattle 

 Maikai, he was a cowboy. My father brought him over to Puʻuwaʻawaʻa, and then he worked for 

my father. He used to pick out the wild cattle from the Parker Ranch, the starved ones. Oh, they used to 

lose a lot of cattle in dry weather. He could tell whether the cattle were thin from starvation or whether the 
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cattle were sick. He picked out all the skinny cattle for ten dollars a head, and with the help of some 

cowboys they used to drive them over to Puʻuwaʻawaʻa. That’s about 28 or 30 miles. 

 They’d let them go in the forest behind Puʻuwaʻawaʻa , spongecake hill, a hill that looks like a 

spongecake in the distance. They’d turn these wild cattle loose in the jungle, all the underbrush and vines 

and bushes that the cattle get fat on. So in no time the cattle they roll in fat. Then ship ’em to Honolulu. 

 Drive them down to Kīholo. They had a cattle pen where the coconut forest is. They’d put the 

cattle in there and they used to drive them right over the rocks there—the first little cove on the lava 

beach. The road used to go out towards the ocean, but all that point has been washed away. 

 They’d lasso them and drag them in the water and lift ‘em up by the horns. If they didn’t have any 

horns, they had a strap slung around the stomach and hoist them up that way. It’s surprising how a 

thousand pounds—a bullock’s neck could hold his weight. It never used to break their necks. They always 

had a good donkey engineer man who knew how to handle the winch, lifting the cattle up, and then they 

came down so it didn’t jerk them. 

 They’d land them on the boat and tie them up by the horns to the gunwale on the ship. They had 

these cattle boats. When they get to Honolulu, they’d put the rope around their horns again and lift them 

out. 

 

One-Armed Roper 

 I was born when my father lost his arm. He lost his left arm chasing wild cattle up on Hualālai 

[mountain]. He got tangled up with a tree. The rope went one side of the tree, he had the rope on the 

pommel, and the bullock swung out and went on the other side, and they were going downhill. 

 The Hawaiians told him to go down to Kīholo and they would put Hawaiian medicine on it, and 

he wouldn’t lose his arm. He wouldn’t take the chance. He had to ride fifty miles over to Kohala to get a 

doctor. Doctor Bond in Kohala was the fellow who cut my father’s arm off. My father told him before 

they put him under—they gave him chloroform, they have to be careful how much they give him, too 
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much he’d die. Gangrene had set in. He was too long riding, changing horses , over to Kohala. A couple 

of days. So when he came to, he wanted to shoot the doctor.  

  [Editor’s note: A different version of this event is found at SamLow.com.] 

 This Doctor Bond was a short little fellow. All the Bonds are short. My father told him not to cut 

his hand. But he said he had to cut him because gangrene had set in, part of his hand was all poison. 

 He had something he put on and then he had a hook, and then he had a rubber hand. He could 

take it off. When he was running for supervisor, he’d go round and shake hands with people. Some 

people, he’d give them his rubber hand, especially some women, then he had a little button he’d touch 

that would unleash his hand, then they grab a-hold of his hand and they’d pull his hand away. Whoo! 

 Then he had a cast made of his arm. It was a solid piece of white stuff. Then I used to take that 

hand and I’d chase my sisters with it. Oh, they’d scream. 

 When my mother was carrying me was when he lost his arm, and then everybody was wondering 

how I would be. 

 He used to rope cattle too with one hand. He’d hold the slack in his hook. He had the world’s 

record for lassoing a big steer and busting it and tying it up with one hand. 

 Then MacPhee, he lost his hand shooting pheasant. He was manager of Ulupalakua [on Maui]. 

The ranch [originally] belonged to the Dowsett family. So MacPhee was working on the ranch and he 

went out shooting pheasant one Sunday morning. And he shot the pheasant and then the gun—he had 

these old fashioned guns with a hammer. He laid the gun alongside the fence. He rode over and when he 

leaned over to get the gun and the horse reared backward, the wire got the clip and then pulled it back and 

it shot his hand off. And so he was a one-armed cowboy. 

 So he and my father were in a Wild West show in Honolulu in 1908. MacPhee was no good when 

he had two hands, but anyway my father beat him. So my father’s time was a minute and forty. He was 

the champion one-armed roper, and they never heard of any one-armed ropers. And so they had the old 
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man down as the champion one-armed roper of the world. My father, he used to like a lot of his notoriety. 

My mother used to call him a show off. 

 

At Kīholo 

 We were the first ones [to lease] down Kīholo. Of course there were Hawaiians down there, 

Hawaiians in grass houses. There were about 100 or 150 Hawaiians down there when we were kids. There 

was one man down there, his name was Kawai, he was over 100 years old. He was there before the flow 

came down there [in 1859]. There was a big fishpond between Kīholo and Keawa‘iki, Kamehameha’s 

fishpond. Kīholo was Kamehameha’s beach.  That’s after he conquered all the islands. Then after that a 

lava flow came down. 

 The Hawaiians were born down there, they lived down there. Then of course Kīholo was between 

Keawa‘iki—that was a leper hideout in the old days. Then on the other side where Kaʻupulehu [now 

Kona Village Resort] is, that used to be a leper settlement. And all those caves where the tourists used to 

go, that’s where all the lepers go. They put them in the caves down there. 

 They used to round up the lepers, they’d take them to Molokai. In those days there wasn’t any 

wharf. The boat used to just go close to shore and they’d throw them over. They used to go as close as 

they could to the beach and they’d dump them off. If it was very rough, they’d dump them outside the 

breakers. Every year they used to go around all the islands here and they’d get all the lepers. 

 I remember there was a Catholic church in Kohala, so once a year all the lepers used to go off to 

the church. They’d round them up and take them to the church for services before they’d send them to 

Molokai. You could hear them wailing, making a hell of a noise, you could hear that every year. 

 

Life Along the Shore 
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 When I was a boy, my father used to go shooting plover over in Keawaiki black sand beach 

[where the plover came] to drink water. They go up to the hill to get these worms, brown worms, the 

Hawaiians call them poho. They eat the leaves of potatoes.  The English word—army worm. They used to 

eat Irish potato. They used to put Paris green and that’s poisonous. Of course, when the potato was ready 

to dig out, they’d wash all that Paris green off. 

 Down at Kīholo they never had any poho, so the Hawaiians planted a lot of sweet potato where 

that algarroba forest is now. It’s all good soil, and that’s where they used to plant their vegetables. It was 

clear in there, a lot of short palm trees with a round branch, they make hats out of it, loulu hats and mats, 

the small leaf. These were loulu hats. 

 He used to go with different friends. He’d get behind some rocks, the plover would come down 

and they’d whistle, it’s a funny whistle. The old man would whistle, he’d shoot and a lot would drop. 

Then they would circle back and he’d whistle, they’d come down and he’d take another crack at them. 

About two shots, you get a bagful of plover. Oh they were thick and fat too, the fat on them was about a 

quarter inch fat. They’d fed on these army worms way up the mountain, Humu‘ula. 

 [The old man at Kīholo] was about 120 years old. He was a little boy when Kamehameha I was 

king. He was the only one that remembered Kamehameha. When I was about five or six years old, that’s 

when I remembered him.  He lived down at Kīholo and he built a stone house. Well, it was a tomb, it was 

a regular tomb, and his family were buried down there and so he was buried there. Big seas and the tidal 

wave brought the sand in from the ocean and covered it up. Now it’s all under the sand. 

 He was just living. He had some money and somebody went and stole it and he didn’t know who 

stole it. He thought he forgot where he put it. That’s all he was doing the latter part of his life, looking for 

his money. 

 He had no teeth, bald headed, never had any hair on his head.  Of course, all the Hawaiians round 

there used to feed him.  My mother used to give him coffee and hardtack, pilot crackers. They used to call 
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that hardtack because the old pilot crackers were hard as a rock. Every morning he’d be around the house 

waiting for his breakfast, hardtack and coffee. And he was still alive when we left Kīholo—1904. 

 They all talked Hawaiian and us kids, we didn’t know how to talk Hawaiian. Our mother was 

forbidden to go with the Hawaiian kids. I don’t know, the missionaries sort of turned her head. 

 She wouldn’t let us watch the hula dances when they have luaus. She wouldn’t let us go to the 

luaus and watch the Hawaiians dance. We used to go anyhow. We used to go behind the bushes and watch 

them. 

 They came right out in the open, the yard, then they all ate on the lawn. Lay out some mats and 

cook the pig underground, the pig and other things, yams, fish. They wrapped the fish up in ti leaves and 

threw it all in the imu when the pig was cooking. They put the pig in the center where it was hot and then 

the other things round. Wrap ‘em up in ti leaves. 

 Old man [Sanford] Dole picked her up when she was twelve years old. Then she ran away [from 

the Dole home on Oahu] several times. She didn’t like making beds and all that. So my mother, she ran 

away two or three times. Then Dole, he’d go back and pick her up round where my grandmother 

[Pamahoa] used to live. That was round the palace. There was a big mango tree there. She was always 

under the mango tree. She was kind of fair complected to the other ones because she wasn’t pure 

Hawaiian. . . . 

 

Pigeon Lore 

 In the old days my father had a pigeon house up at Puʻuwaʻawaʻa. These were carrier pigeons. 

They had a round little thing they used to fasten on their leg. Then they’d put a message in; it was sort of 

a little cup. They’d roll the message up and fasten it on their leg. When they used to go out for wild cattle, 

they’d take their pigeons along. The wild cattle--they’d tie them up to trees. Then they’d send their 

pigeons home.  
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 They’d catch the pigeons in the loft there. They had a swinging door, there was a little catch, 

they’d push their way in but they couldn’t get out. They take the messages off the pigeons. Then my 

father wrote where to find the cattle. 

 Then they’d go out with some pin bullocks—they were great big oxen. The wild cattle are smaller 

than the oxen. Then they would tie these wild cattle to the oxen and the oxen would drag these wild cattle 

right down to the ranch. The bulls, they saw the horns off so they don’t poke the oxen. Pin—these were 

the ones that they used to tie the wild cattle on. They cut the marbles off and then they grew big, they 

grew heavy. 

 My father had pigeons when I was a boy. He imported—I think he got them from Australia—and 

he built a small little pigeon house way up on stilts. I used to climb up in that pigeon house when I was a 

boy. If there was a young pigeon there I’d play with it, and I’d play with the eggs, break them. If my 

father would catch me up in the loft, he’d give me a good whacking. 

 Then these pigeons they go wild and live on the corn. There used to be a lot of corn up at Waiki’i 

[on the slopes of Mauna Kea]. Then they came down to Kīholo and had their squabs, the young ones, in 

the caves. There were hundreds of them down in the caves. My father used to go after the squabs. Just 

before they fly, he’d go in the cave. He’d eat ‘em. The caves were all full of pigeons. There was no 

mongoose and there wasn’t any cat. Then after a while people used to bring cats, and the mongoose got 

in. Then after a while there was no more pigeons. 

 All of these pigeons were from the carriers. When they get loose they don’t come back. They go 

wild, some of them, because they get all the corn they want. Then up round Puʻuwaʻawaʻa is a big cave, 

used to be loaded with wild pigeons, on the Saddle Road. And even over Kahoʻolawe, hundreds of them 

go over to Kahoʻolawe and roost there every night because there was no wild animals to bother them. 

They came over in the late afternoon. This fellow Maikai, we’d go over there and shoot the pigeons. But 

they were tough because they were all old birds, all muscle, and when we cleaned the crop it was all full 

of corn. They used to get the corn from the cornfields up in the kula district. 
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Spreading the Ashes 

 [My father died in 1954. When he died] we were taking his ashes up the top of Mauna Kea. My 

father wanted his ashes spread from Mauna Kea. But the doctor said I couldn’t go up because of the 

altitude, the altitude might affect my heart because the sulfa pills [I was taking then] were a strain on my 

heart. 

 I went up with the crowd to Hale Pohaku. Hale Pohaku is about 8,000 feet. Gee, I said to myself, 

this is pretty high, it’s nearly 6,000 feet higher than where I was. So the crowd all went up. 

 There was one horse tied up there with a saddle on it. That horse was for a relative of ours, Sally 

Edwards, but she wasn’t well and she couldn’t go up. So the horse was up there ready for her but she 

didn’t show up. I was outside and saw this damn horse.  

 I went over and looked it over. It seemed to be tame, not one of those excitable shy horses. I went 

and cinched the girth up. So I got on it. I had my raincoat on, because a raincoat is the best thing for wind, 

and I started up. I got up to about the 12,000 foot level. 

 I saw somebody at the back, all the rest had gone up to Lake [Waiau]. They were all there waiting 

for this minister, [Abraham] Akaka. He was going to give the services to my father. 

 I saw it was Akaka and he was white. He’s black but he was pale. Then right away I knew he was 

mountain sick. I used to take people up from Humu‘ula, the sheep ranch where my father was manager. 

 You got to go up slow. When I got to where Akaka was, he wasn’t feeling sick: “Oh no, we can’t 

wait.” I says, just wait a little, I want to show you some of these chips where they make these stone axes, 

adze, all these piles of chips the old Hawaiians left. You had to get up so high, it had to be cold to make 

these stone axes. These rocks break easily, I said, it’s just off the road here. 

 In those days there were quite a few adze, some of them were good. Most of the people going up 

there took the good ones, but I was looking and I found one. 
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 I said, you want one of these? They’d take them down the beach and grind them off and then chip 

different things, gouge out, and then they used it in the battles, hacking each other. 

 So we fooled around a little while and I saw his color begin to come back. He began to get black 

again. But I never mentioned. So we went up but slowly. 

 When we went up there they were all mountain sick, Akaka was all right. They were all lying 

down, huddled up. I says, Let ‘em rest, they came up too fast. My father used to tell me that, don’t go too 

fast because you’ll get everybody sick. 

 We used to go up on the ridge of the mountain [behind Humu‘ula]. So my father used to tell me, 

now don’t take the people fast, go slow. So when I saw Akaka, I knew right away he’d come up too fast. 

 Anyhow we went up the top. I says, we’ll go to the lake and I’ll show you how cold the water. 

You put your hand in the water, it’s like ice water. 

 One time my father went up there, he says the ice on that lake was 22 inches. Because he wanted 

to go on it with a horse. So my father chopped a hole in the ice and it was about 22 inches thick. And he 

rode on with the horse but the shoes slipped. You can’t go on with these iron shoes, so he stopped. It 

wouldn’t go through because four to six inches will hold a horse. 

 I showed him and then we came back, and so all the people began to get together. Some of them 

were laying down. Laying down is the best thing, lay down and put your feet up higher than your head. 

So we all went up the rest of the way. 

 We got to the top there and we got the ashes out. Everybody took their hats off. Akaka, he had 

bushy hair. So he went to throw the ashes. He threw it out and when he threw it a puff of wind came. And 

it dropped the ashes in all our hair. 

 We all laughed. The ashes were all over us and we had to brush off our clothes. This puff of wind 

dropped it all over us. 

 We took the old man up on a Saturday, and Akaka said he wanted to see us all in church. He was a 

preacher in the biggest Hawaiian church over in Hilo. So we went the next morning. And he preached 
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about going up Mauna Kea and he said the most wonderful sight he ever saw, you could look right over to 

Mauna Loa and see where all the flows originated, the morning sun was shining on it, a nice clear day. 

 

Epilogue 

 [As a boy] I used to go to Central Union church [in Honolulu] on Sunday mornings, I used to 

hold Mrs. [Sanford] Dole’s umbrella, she liked to walk. They had a horse and carriage but she didn’t want 

to ride. So all the missionaries used to go to that church. 

 Then Dole was president of the Republic when they chased all the Hawaiians, when the 

[American] marines landed. In those days they called the Hawaiians rebels. And here all the missionaries, 

their sons took over and made it a Republic. They pulled down the Hawaiian flag. And I forget who the 

[American] president was, and they wanted the president to recognize this new Republic. Whoever it was 

told all these missionaries that they were a bunch of thieves, they were robbing the Hawaiians blind. 

 When the missionaries came here the Hawaiians gave them property, gave them big tracts of land. 

Those are the ones who weren’t loyal to the monarchy, they wanted to get hold of property. And they got 

old man Dole because he was the only honest man they could think to run the Republic. And they made 

him. He didn’t want to. “No, you’ll have to be the president.” 

 I was in one of those pictures of the palace. I was sitting right alongside of Mr. Dole. I was 

between Mr. Dole and my mother and Mrs. Dole was on the other side of my mother. I was standing up 

with the old man while they were lowering the Hawaiian flag. 

 I had that picture and somebody stole it. I think it was my sister. Anyhow I didn’t give a hoot. She 

used to take all of those old things that I had because my father, when he got old, he used to live with me 

part of the time. He had a little room down at Waikiki Inn just to live in and then he’d have his meals at 

different restaurants, and then he had a friend, John Effinger. Bookstore. The two of them used to go 

swimming every morning before the sun came up. One morning my father went down [and opened his 
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robe] and Effinger said, “Eben, where’s your bathing suit?” My father said, “My God, that’s right.” So he 

went back. 

 John Effinger, he was a nice old man and he was a bachelor too. He had a bookstore, all kinds of 

books in there, some of them were expensive. A lot of Hawaiians, they want money, they sell these books. 

John Effinger used to buy ‘em all. 

 John Effinger, the bookstore man in those days. 
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5 

Puakō Afternoons 

 

Honokaʻa Hospital, June 1981 

 

 Waiting at the end of the corridor. Although not visiting hours, none about. One walked right in. 

On looking into a room there was Mr. Low in a wheelchair with his back to a series of windows. The 

lawns were well tended with a sequence of shower trees along a lane. Mr. Low could not see these nor the 

visitor approaching through a doorway. “What's there?” 

 Even in illness there would be no pitying Mr. Low. His innate breeding, perhaps belief that the 

world would go on in ornery but stable manner. Thus no fear, “who's there,” and quite willing to accept 

all comers. “Are you cold?” he said after a time, seeing my shorts in the hospital. 

 Mr. Low's eyes seemed less special and he laughed less often. It was as if one color register had 

been lost from him with this latest illness—as if this happened each time an old person was sick, a steady 

diminution by shades. He was eating fish with rice (which last he did not eat) and a piece of peach and 

juice. At one point he looked again in a dish: “Have I eaten all my dessert?” He was compliant in the 

hospital, seemed comfortable and used to it, took it for granted. Two nurses spoke to him in a patronizing 

coddling way that one has with old people. Perhaps I sometimes speak to him that way also. As his 

hearing seems to be diminished (yet he does not speak in a loud voice himself as do most who do not hear 

well), I was intoning loudly in the hospital at him. All else was silent. 

 I am thinking now of Mrs. Low and her sweet sidling ways and how in fact she is a strong 

intelligent Hawaiian woman whom I like and who does not look her seventy years. Frequently she gives 

me fruit. She nourishes Mr. Low with special Hawaiian remedies and sun purifies his drinking water by 

standing large mason jars out in the Puakō sun. Her way with flowers seems magical and the dry 

beachfront property is abloom: bougainvillea, not loose but trained; pikake, the main flower for leis; citrus 

trees, some plumeria, a yellow hibiscus and rows of crown flowers, purple clover. Palms full in the front 



73 

 

along the water, young palms, and the clean multiplicity of the back lanai: tables and wickerwork and a 

little paperwork, flowers, shells, glass balls, all a mass of things but a geometric neatness about it, charm. 

The phone. A thousand pikake for Wednesday [for leis]. Mrs. Iwamasa. 

 Mr. Low in the hospital suddenly began talking about the Kohala mills again, not to please but as 

if this was his business with me, the ownership of the Kohala mills and how they had coalesced and 

which family owned each mill. The Harts owned Niuliʻi, Bonds, that was Hālawa, and so forth. Later how 

a Hind girl was to marry an Iʻi descendant but the boy died. And how he himself had entered the 

competition for the Olympics in 1912, the year Duke Kahanamoku became the world's greatest swimmer. 

Kahanamoku was honored by the King of Sweden. And Jim Thorpe won that year too. Jim Thorpe, the 

Indian. It seemed that Mr. Low said that the New York Athletic Club had sponsored his own entry. 

 His eyes looked larger than previously and only once or twice was there that look in his right eye 

(his good eye) which I might call sweetly rascally. A great deal, I might say all of Mr. Low's charm 

resided in that look. It was a laughing rascal eye whose perceptions had not dimmed. There was 

something towheaded in the look, and alert and mischievous. 

 Mr. Low's hands are large and aristocratic. Of his two hands, one had (ten years ago) been burned 

in an oven explosion such that the nails had grown thicker and somewhat yellow, and the skin of the hand 

seemed too taut. It was not an ugly hand but seemed merely an elderly hand until you noticed the fineness 

of his hand still whole. Long fingers, a large hand, just a quality hand, of considerable size. Most of Mr. 

Low's bones had, so to speak, the quality look about them. The only erring note of this caliber in his 

general appearance were markedly elfin ears. Because by now he had false teeth, it was also hard to tell 

how an earlier mouth might have been; but he still had an attractive mouth, again there was a sweetness 

about his mouth difficult to define and certainly not cultivated when he clicked loose his bottoms (perhaps 

to lick his gums) such that they fell inwards giving a very strange look. Then the nurse came along and 

said matter of factly in baby-land voice, “Shall we take out your teeth now?” and promptly there they 

were in a cup, and Mr. Low had become Mr. Magoo, not daunted but perhaps now it was best to go. 
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 White hair brushed, not brushed, poking up, boyish. 

 Contentedly eating alone—said he was not bored—hadn't been here long enough—expected to be 

out in two or three days—said the way to get along in the hospital was to do as they said. “This is the 

boss” (laughing toward the nurse). Nurses did not seem affectionate. I recalled Mrs. Low's exasperated 

affection, affection perhaps less for the individual than affection given spontaneously as one does charity, 

out of goodness of heart. There was certainly none of this by the nurses in their efficient minimal service. 

 

August 

 Stories about Kamehameha. Mr. Low believes Kamehamaha to have had a “fighting mind, a mind 

for power.” He feels Kamehameha was ruthless. Kipikane, one of Kamehameha's granddaughters, was an 

ancestor of Mr. Low, wife to John Palmer Parker. 

 Solomon, who runs the Waimea [historical] Museum, is described as coming from the family of 

Kamehamaha's kahunas. Solomon provided Mr. Low with a lot of his knowledge on this subject. 

 A  tall tale told today a second time was the one about Kamehameha's return from conquering 

Oahu with all his fleet and all his men. Kamehameha ordered his men to “pack” or carry their canoes up a 

long lava tube heading mauka, then he sealed the tube with all the men and canoes inside. This may have 

been in the Kaʻupulehu area. 

 Solomon believes that gold is buried in the Kaʻupulehu region; it was gold coming aboard ship 

scheduled for Kamehameha but other Hawaiians stole it first. 

 When Mr. Low was a boy some member of his family was supposed to appear at S.B. Dole's 

residence for breakfast. Mr. Low used to go in place of his sisters, he was so fond of the baked beans with 

bacon, and brown bread. S. B. Dole had this with fish balls for breakfast on Sunday mornings. Calling at 

breakfast time were the high mukamuka of Honolulu: the Castles, Cookes, Dillinghams. 

 Mr. Low says his grandfather, his mother's father, was (actually) J..I. Dowsett. 
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 Mrs. Anna Dole walked with a crutch. She had fallen off a horse after her arrival in Hawaiʻi and 

injured her back. The Doles had no children. Mr. Low believes his mother was brought into the Dole 

home to be a companion to Mrs. Dole and because the Doles wanted to adopt. 

 Mr. Low is a great demeaner of Kamehameha's character. He also recently tried to convince a 

niece to name her child Kamehameha. 

 

November 

 I hadn't seen Mr. Low for two weeks and was no doubt somewhat hasty with his wife Helen, 

exchanging but a few words and then going over to Low. It was amusing. Low and I were on either side 

of a trellis too short to stand under. Therefore we proceeded to greet and perhaps shake hands stooped, 

approaching under the trellis. Mr. Low said as he sometimes has before, “Oh he's just a ghost, Low has 

been dead for some years.” Mr. Low was unshaven. His straw hat was pulled close down over his 

eyebrows—he had been watering crown flowers—and we soon went to sit on an outdoor bench next to 

drying gourds. He seemed almost like an old woman. As usual I looked now and again at his good hand 

which has always appealed to me. 

 We discussed the fact that both his legs had been broken during the last two years; one was still 

swollen. Mr. Low wears long pants and rubber boots when outdoors. I did not see how swollen his leg 

was but it looked a bit so. He explained that he had pins in both legs and both hips. When you're this old it 

doesn't knit. 

 We began to talk of Parker Ranch since I had just read a book on that subject. I told him the book 

was pap. We shared the photographs. He seemed to be able to see them and to recognize Eben and his 

uncle Jack Low. 

 I expressed surprise that Sam Parker could have spent $600,000 between 1907 when he sold his 

share of the ranch to Alfred Carter, and the time of his death. Mr. Low replied with an anecdote about 

lighting and smoking twenty dollar bills. 
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 He also told a little story about Mrs. [Abigail] Campbell, Sam Parker's second wife. She was 

Hawaiian and had been “nothing” before marrying Campbell; then she was a millionairess. She thought 

highly of Low's father, Eben, and for a time the group had a plan that Mrs. Campbell would buy Sam's 

share of the ranch and hire Eben to manage it. However Carter took Sam out on a boat and set down 

$100,000 in gold on the gambling table if Sam would “just sign.” Sam signed—and sold to Carter rather 

than his wife [according to this tale]. 

 Mr. Low asked me into his house for tea. It was already dark now and Helen would rather I had 

left. She was watching the news. Mr. Low prepared instant coffee and Hilo crackers which he offered as 

“strawberry shortcake.” He gave me half an avocado. His large hands moved over the utensils and books 

and bowls on the table in an ambling vague way like a housewife looking busy. He picked up an ashtray 

and turned it almost over; it was half full and just missed spilling on his hands or the cloth. But he could 

not see that. His manner was courtly and generous as we sat across from one another and he poured a 

great amount of evaporated milk into his large coffee cup. He seemed to allude to a gracious life that he 

had formerly led. Upon his first wife's death he had not expected to remarry and had given away all the 

china to his wife's relatives. Our conversation was awkward because I heard bits of news of interest that 

were distracting, and because he began on one story about his wife's relative that he had told before and 

that was risque. I wasn't sure how far he would go with it but he truncated it. 

 I like Mr. Low's pigeon-toed walk in his boots. He had said earlier, recounting how the doctor had 

told him his second broken leg would take a “long time” to heal, he told that doctor, “My legs aren't 

getting better, they're getting weaker with age.” He wondered how old he might be when this “long time” 

was up. 

 There were black and white pen sketches framed on the wall, of Puakō scenes by a professional 

draftsman. Low began disparaging them as chicken scratches. Later I wondered if he was aware of their 

commercial and less than true quality, or whether the chicken scratch observations were just a reflex of 

his frequent kind of humor, which is disparaging. He sometimes calls Helen my darling or sweetheart 
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when I am present, and she sometimes responds in kind. Both are caustic at heart when they say these 

things, and it is funny; yet they care for one another in a complex way. 

 

January 1982 

 Today I was pressing Mr. Low for information in order to write an introduction to his comments 

on his father. I wanted to sketch Eben Low's work history, to have a clearer sense of where he was, when. 

This attitude led to a lively talk as usual but I had a sense of hammering at Mr. Low. After a time he rose 

to get a cushion saying his seat was hard. Once when I asked a point blank question about a date, his eyes 

seemed to go blank and he had nearly a wounded look. I have noticed this before with elderly friends: the 

supposition is perhaps that they should know the answer (as there is not the least reason they should) and 

a conclusion drawn, “old and useless.” 

 My mind tended to wander today to a sense of how Mr. Low resembles a certain old painting of 

Kamehameha, his forbear. This is not the popular image by Choris in 1816 of which I am fond because 

there is a great distance in Kamehameha's eyes (as there was in Mr. Low's today), but a rougher portrait 

where Kamehameha looks almost like a Cherokee Indian. The whole shape of his head, mostly shaven, is 

visible and strong. It is a portrait of a warrior (by a Russian water colorist). Last week Mr. Low's hair was 

cut in Honokaʻa, shaven close about the ears but with the top ridge of hair standing up Indian fashion. 

And the shape of his brows, from which the eyebrows were burnt away one time in a brush fire, 

resembled the strength of the Kamehameha portrait. Mr. Low seemed strong mentally today, even perhaps 

physically, a fact he commented on saying he had had so much rest his memory was good. As my mind 

was wandering in these various channels, he endeavored to shape a story about his father turning two 

cents a pound on dressed beef over Parker Ranch by his clever trick of buying their skinny cattle, then 

fattening to sell to C. Q. Yee Hop. And the Chinese liked the old ones with big bones which they boiled 

for soups and chop suey. He had made a pleasant, well-constructed story that was lost in my interruptions 

about his father's career and in my daydreaming. 
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 His mother's ‘aumakua or guardian spirit (we spent some time talking about Kīholo and Hawaiian 

matters) was the shark. As a result, during the several months the family spent at Kīholo during any year 

of the 1890s, when Hawaiians were netting, they would lift their nets off the sharks and free them. Mr. 

Low commented that sharks in the old days “were not wild”; that some Hawaiians fed them as they did 

also a large white eel. Low chuckled over the story of how an ‘aumakua shark might save a person at sea 

by offering a back to ride on. Sharks came into the bay at Kīholo and might stay for a long time, and no 

one was disturbed. Hawaiians were used to sharks and not hostile. 

 From his description it seemed there was a plenitude of fish—schools of moi, schools of mullet 

near the sand shore. If his mother wanted fish, it was rather like ordering from a menu: say how many, of 

what kind you wanted, and the Hawaiians at Kīholo would get it either by throwing net or going out in a 

canoe. Low conveyed you could often get all you needed in one throw, and he spoke of lobster, kala and 

manini, which last Hawaiians ate raw. 

 Low claimed there was a two-mile fishpond—Kamehameha's-- between Keawaiki and Kīholo 

which had been destroyed by a black lava flow perhaps during the 1850s. The ends of the fishpond at both 

Kīholo and Keawaiki were still there when he was a boy. The Low's wooden home, the only such house at 

Kīholo at that time, was located near the end of the pond, the current lagoon. Also at Kīholo then, and the 

ruins are visible today, was a rock and limestone church similar to Morning Star church in Puakō near 

which Low lives. Both of these he believes, were built under the direction of Lorenzo Lyons, Waimea's 

early missionary so wonderful with music and hymns, looking in an early daguerreotype like Bob Dylan. 

 Low spoke of tidal waves coming into Kīholo as if they were a frequent occurrence. He said an 

old man there knew when the tidal waves were coming. At such times the community would go to high 

ground; in particular Low recalled a cattle pen on high ground where he went as a child. The family took 

lunch there. The waters of the large waves ever washed around their own home, until much later, in 1946 

perhaps, when they no longer had the property, a wave came that washed not only through that house but 

washed refrigerators and all else onto the upland lava. 
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 Today Helen kindly gave me several file folders and brought forth some newspaper articles on the 

coup of 1893 that deposed Queen Liliuʻokalani. Helen usually gives something small or large and I am 

touched by it. 

 Shortly after I arrived we three got into an argument over Mr. Low's annuity check—Mrs. Low 

insisting this was a civil service pension, Mr. Low insisting it resulted from his naval service. Mr. Low 

sticks up for himself in feisty manner, and Mrs. Low, who is generous in her care for her elderly husband, 

is sometimes exasperated. Because he has a hauteur and is willing to turn it toward her, and a higher- 

class background as well as a hint of racism, Mrs. Low sometimes needs to tell him he doesn't know or 

understand which gets translated that he is too old to do so. However, internally Mr. Low does not buy 

this. 

 Clicking thoughts. He tells me that the thin cattle that Maikai brought to Puʻuwaʻawaʻa  ate maile 

vines and morning glory leaves, “so fat they could hardly walk.” (I laughed, then I thought, last time he 

said “undergrowth,” this is a better version, regrets not to have written it. English major.) I want to convey 

Mr. Low's character and would even like to see him photographed. His large masculine fingers, his light 

blue eyes, the scorn of his mouth sometimes when he laughs, or when, very pleased, his lids drop in 

laughing, the color of his freckled neck against a white shirt, his dignity always and his decency. It is I 

who sometimes have a cheap mind and would seize on some of  Mr. Low's more lurid phrases, but this is 

not his true nature. Yet he likes words and likes a story. 

 As to Eben Low: successively, attended Iolani School in Honolulu under Bishop Willis who 

emphasized business. Then he obtained a position with Theo H. Davies, sugar factors, as bookkeeper. 

From there, through Davies, through one of their foreclosures effectively and because he wanted to return 

to ranch life, he became manager of Puakea Ranch and then Pu’uhue Ranch, both in Kohala. Then he 

became manager at Pu’uwa’aw’aa on land leased from the government through what Mr. low called the 

“drag” (meaning pull) of Dole, then heading the Provisional Government—in other words, Dole, his 
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wife's foster father, arranged for a government lease. Many years later, when through court action he was 

obliged to sell his share for over $100,000, he became involved in shipping, first in Miller Salvage. 

 Eventually he owned a small fleet of boats. These conveyed sugar from Waimanalo, Oahu, to 

Honolulu, also Libby McNeill's pineapple—both before the Pali road was built which eventually put the 

shipping out of business. Eben Low also shipped gasoline in drums from Honolulu to Nāpōʻopoʻo, 

Kailua, Kawaihae and Māhukona on Hawaiʻi Island, going on to Hilo, returning to the lee side to pick up 

the empty drums, and returning to Honolulu. His largest ship was the Cummins. He hired captains, men. 

Later he ran for supervisor in Honolulu, an elective office that Mr. Low and I figured was the equivalent 

of councilman. He had learned excellent penmanship at Iolani School and rather than using a seal (at 

official duties which must have required one) he could make an elaborate circular Eben P. Low in a disc 

perhaps the size of a half dollar. He never used a seal but did this each time and they all looked exactly 

the same. 

 

February 

 Mr Low today was first visited by a mutual acquaintance, Sam Hook, whose small boat had just 

been stolen from his shoreline care-taking spot where he often spends weekends. Hook, with prodding, 

seemed to remember Colonel Norris, and Low told him how Norris spread lard on bread, a soldier of 

fortune from the Boer War. Hook, one generation younger, Hawaiian, a trails man, recalled Eben Low 

“appearing out of nowhere” at their Kohala ranch land at roundup time. 

 Later Mr. Low seemed tired. It is difficult now to find a continuing basis for our friendship. I 

scarcely talk brightly these days even to friends, and Mr. Low sometimes cannot hear what is said. I had 

brought a book on Sanford Dole with the hope of reawakening his interest in matters old and read some 

passages from it about his mother as a child. He recognized photographs of the Dole's parlor which he 

identified, on Emma Street. Dole had given his mother property upon his death, both property near 

Diamond Head and some in California. Dole spoke uprightly, kindly about the child, almost like a 
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daughter to him in the 1880s. But she had been adopted in 1879 when a girl of twelve, and I was struck 

by how youthful a man Dole himself was at this time. (He is, by contrast, ever pictured in old age with a 

flowing white beard.) 

 He remembered the nēnē geese watering at Luahinewai, the southernmost freshwater pool at 

Kīholo. a pool that had once had an island where the birds nested.   

 Magoon he remembered heartily and well. He had lived with the Magoon family in the Makiki 

district of Honolulu for a year while going to school. Magoon was a Jew with a small goatee. He had 

married one of the many Chinese-Hawaiian daughters of the wealthy Chinese Chun Afong, whose money 

was made in opium. Magoon had four boys and a gymnasium in his home for them; there the boys and 

Low practiced boxing. Magoon had been a first-rate lawyer in the states, according to Low, and was the 

most famous lawyer in Honolulu who always won every case because he never took on a case that he felt 

he would lose. In such cases he wasn't interested. Mr. Low was not surprised that Magoon's name is 

virtually unmentioned in Hawaiian history books. He regards Magoon, for whom his aunt worked all her 

life, as something of a crook for all the land he took from Hawaiians when they mortgaged their property 

to him. 

 Mr. Low remembered again his mother's early death. I figured she had been born about 1867 

during King Lot's reign. Her mother, Pamahoa, was a relative of the next king, Lunalilo. Low thought his 

mother had died from bearing too many children, nine children, nearly one a year. She died from 

pernicious anemia “where the blood turns to water” in her early fifties. 

 It seems that if our friendship is to continue without being tiresome for him I need to discover a 

new vein of memories. He is always happiest, his eyes shine, when he can turn a tale, or at the mention of 

old family names. This is why a friendship with someone like Sam Hook would be good. 

 The ocean was up today and their Puakō home shone in the sunlight. Low had started a small 

garden; the aloe plants were in flower. I lay down for a while on the lawn in the sun. 
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Appendix 

BROTHER LOW 

by Maʻulili Dickson 

 

Brother Low received Navy retirement while working at the Navy hospital in Aiea as a 

supervisor for Engineering and Motor Pool where Wilbur Dickson, his nephew, also worked as a 

mechanic. 

 The family wealth came from Brother Low’s wife, Irene Keoholani Hapu’uoholani 

Dickson, the step-daughter of the wealthy Cecil Brown. 

 Before Brother Low’s marriage to Irene in 1923, he lived with his father, Eben Low. Eben 

took Brother swimming at the Waikiki Natatorium. In his later years, he would take Maʻulili to 

swim at the Natatorium and Queen’s Surf Beach. Brother Low was a strong swimmer and may 

have been considered for the Olympics. He built several boats which the family would use for 

fishing, and he also taught Maʻulili many of his building and farming skills. When Maʻulili was 

10 years old, Brother Low helped him to build his own canoe. That was the start of a lifelong 

voyage for Maʻulili with the Polynesian Voyaging Society on na wa’a, Hokule’a, Makali’i and 

Hikianalia. 

 In 1941 Irene and Brother Low built a large family home in Moanalua Gardens where 

their extended family resided, which included Wilbur and his family. In 1951 Irene and Brother 

Low bought a large parcel of Aiea Heights to start a farm and an orchard. By 1952 three homes 

had been built on that property: one for Irene and Brother, another large home for Wilbur and his 

growing family, and a third for a maid of the family. 

 Brother created an orchard of lime and other citrus trees on the Aiea property. He also 

grew flowers for the Honolulu Airport lei stand. Maʻulili would be Brother’s co-pilot on the 
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tractor and when delivering the farm products. Boat building and work on farm products was 

done in the large barn located on the property. Brother was an admired raiser of pigeons. He won 

trophies for breeding pigeons. He also raised pigeon squabs as a delicacy on the Aiea farm. 

Brother and Irene built a home at Waiaka in Waimea on Hawaiʻi Island in 1956 and moved there 

by 1958. 

 Irene passed in 1964. Maʻulili’s mother, Sweetheart, cared for Irene in her years at the 

Waiaka home. Maʻulili moved to live with Brother in Waimea soon after Irene’s passing. He 

started work at the new Mauna Kea Beach Hotel. Brother had pigeon coops in Waiaka and at 

Kalāhuipuaa, Puakō area. He also began growing flower plants at his sister Annabelle Ruddle’s 

property at Paniau in Puakō where Helen Ruddle resided. With Maʻulili’s return to Oahu to 

continue college, Brother depended on Helen for care in his later years. Helen was a lei maker, 

and Brother grew her flowers. Soon after, Brother married Helen, who was the widow of his 

nephew, Billy Ruddle. 

 Evelyn Nehenuiʻikalani Woods Low (Brother Low) passed in 1985 at the age of 92. 

Helen passed at the age of 87 in 1999 at Puako. 


