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LIFE ON A HAWAITAN PLANTATION

An Interview
MACHIYO MITAMURA

It was Sunday, hot and sultry. Everything seemed quiet and
dead. There, gathered in the shade of a tree, was a group of old
hands smoking their “Durham” and exchanging stories and
gossip. Out in the open square some children were just aimlessly
wandering around, too tired to play any games in the hot sun.

“This is plantation life or rather camp life.” He made a
sweeping gesture, taking in the whole camp. He was smiling, but
his voice belied his looks. Hideo-san, born and raised on a plan-
tation, was speaking. We were seated on his little veranda. Tt
was somewhat of a protection from the hot rays, but when the oc-
casional gusts of wind came up, they filled the air with iron-red
dust of the fields. No wonder the whole camp is the color of
the soil. Even the trees and grass that help to brighten the drab,
hot scenery were tinged with it.

Hideo-san was telling me his story, his ambitions and hopes
and disappointments. He was a tall lad, very tall for a Japanese,
and strongly built. His face was tanned a deep brown and was
brightly intelligent. He was polite and courteous. His English
was surprisingly good and made me ashamed of myself for ever
thinking that I would be listening to that peculiar English so com-
mon among boys of Oriental ancestry.

“How is it that you speak English so well? It seems so out
of place.” The question popped out before I knew it.

Fortunately he did not take offense. Smilinglv he said, “I al-
ways studied hard in English and practiced speaking out loud at
home and down by the river. I turned out for the school debate
team and took part in oratorical contests.” i

“Didn’t you have any trouble with your friends? I mean,
didn’t they tease and make fun of you when you tried to speak
good English ?”

“No, I never had much trouble with my friends,” was the
ready reply. “You see in the first place I'm big and can handle
any of them. Then I was always a serious fellow. Sure, I’ve seen
some of my friends kidded and teased. The others always said,
‘Look at that guy. He’s only a Japanese, but he’s trying to be a
haole. He thinks he’s too good.””

“Have you lived here long?” 1 inquired.

“Well, almost my whole life,” was the reply. “I was only
a baby when we moved here.”

“Then you weren’t born on a plantation?”

“I was. You see I was born on a sugar plantation, and I
guess I'll always be on one unless some miracle happens.”

“Why, don’t you like it here?” I queried.

“I don’t know. Maybe it’s a good place, but again it’s hard
for a fellow who wants something else besides plantation lific e

“Why, do you . ...” I wanted to ask him what else he want-
ed in life but he sensed my thoughts and interrupted me.

“Sure, I want to have a chance to go to the University like
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