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Although my birth certificate and all subsequent records list my racial 

ancestry as Part-Hawaiian, I have had very little contact with Hawaiians, 

their culture, or their language, until quite recently. 

My Hawaiian ancestry is traced from my maternal grandmother who was 

one-half Hawaiian and one-half English. As a baby she was taken by a Ger- 
man family who hada bakery in Hilo on the island of Hawaii and was raised as 
their own child, although she was never legally adopted. From what I can 

gather by looking through her photo albums and papers, her playmates and 

acquaintances were almost all Haoles or Hapa-Haoles. My grandmother 

married a Scotchman who had come to Hawaii on a whaler searching ad- 
venture and who had settled for a more prosaic existence as an electrician. 

Their union resulted in six children, one of whom was my mother. 

My mother’s playmates were the children of my grandmother’s 
friends and so again the peer group was mainly Haole and Hapa-Haole. My 

mother did have one important contact with an Hawaiian; that was her grand- 
mpther who was pure Hawaiian. However shedied when my mother was still 

a child and my mother soon forgot what little Hawaiian she had learned. 
Later, in her early teens, my mother was sent to Honolulu to attend Kameha- 

meha School for Girls, but she felt unhappy and out of place there and re- 

turned to Hilo after a year. Whenshe was old enough she married a Chinese 

boy from a farm in Kohala who had been boarding with the family. Iam the 
youngest of their six children. 

Now if you have been following closely, you will know that Iam one- 
half Chinese, one-fourth Scotch, one-eighth English, and one-eighth Hawaiian. 

However the culture patterns at home were not in any way proportional to 

this racial distribution. Our home could probably best be described as 
localized American. The only language ever spoken was English. Food was 
usually Haole or Oriental, with rice as the staple. The house was furnished 
Western style though perhaps more casually than most Haole homes, and 

social behavior was Haole, too. I remember being embarrassed because 
ours was the only house where no one took his shoes off before entering. 

The elementary school I attended was an English standard school, and 

Since it was the only one in Hilo, most of the Haole kids in town went there. 
Most of the other students were Orientals from middle-class families. The 
few Part-Hawaiians were those from well-to-do Hapa-Haole families whose 
names had long been distinguished in Hilo society. We all played together 
and went to each other’s birthday parties and picnics, but as we approached 
adolescence the Haole and the Oriental groups separated socially. This 
separation was accelerated when we entered intermediate school, which had 
a much larger enrollment, and we found ourselves in different classes. At 
this time I maintained my association with the Orientals, particularly 
Japanese; in fact, at church I was the only person who was not Japanese. 
(Hilo has very few Chinese.) 

Even in high school where there were many more Hawaiians than in my 
previous school years, I had little contact with Hawaiians. Friendship 
groups had already crystallized and there was not much mixing. The summer 
after graduation, however, I started associating with the kids who went to 
Haili, ‘the Hawaiian Congregational church in Hilo. Soon I was going to 
church with them and it was there thatI had my first contact with the Hawai- 
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ian language, other than the songs I had heard over the radio all my life. 

It was an experience both exciting and yet annoying; exciting because the 

sounds were very satisfying to me and annoying because everyone else 

seemed to understand and yet no one could translate. It made me feel 

different from the rest, a feeling which was intensified by my unfamiliarity 
with other Hawaiian ways. 

Soon after this I went tothe Mainland to college. My general ignorance 

of Hawaiian culture and especially of the language became even clearer and 

more annoying to me as I was always expected to be able to rattle off a 
speech for interested groups. This growing awareness of my ignorance of my 

cultural heritage (it was only then that I began thinking of myself as being 

Hawaiian) plus an acute case of homesickness prompted me to return to the 

University of Hawaii and start studying Hawaiian. It is here that I have be- 

gun to have contact both with Hawaiian people and the language and to identify 
myself with them. 3 

REACTIONS TO MICHENER’S (Continued from page 83) 
more uncertain in tone, thinner in feeling, and hortatory in its message.’’ 
(New York Times Book Review, Nov. 22, 1959) 

This survey of published reviews and articles on Michener’s Hawaii 

shows a polarity of reactions. We have an enthusiastic reception of the 

book at the one pole and a scornful rejection at the other. Naturally, there 

are also some reviews in between these extremes of appreciation and casti- 

gation. It is here in Hawaii that the book has provoked controversy. It is 
clear that it is being assessed, not so much on literary merits, as on the 

question of whether it is ‘‘true to the spirit and history of Hawaii.’’ In the 
face of such criticisms, Michener’s Hawaii should be of unquestionable value 
in stimulating local writers to produce accounts that reflect intimately and 

accurately our peoples and the cultural context. James Michener himself 
said, when the book was completed, ‘‘If a series of writers spent all their 
time for the next twenty years they could not begin to exhaust the richness 

of story material existing in Hawaii ....Writers of Hawaii! Get to work!’ 
(Paradise of the Pacific, annual holiday edition, 1960, p. 156) 
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