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INTRODUCTION 
 

 
In the early 1970s, I was working as a research assistant at the Bishop Museum in 

Honolulu, Department of Anthropology.  We were working on a history of Ko‘olaupoko 
(Windward O‘ahu), which became the book, Kane‘ohe: History of Change.   One day, 
Marion Kelly (my boss) asked me if I had ever heard about the old woman on Molokai 
who had lived to be 115 years old.  She had been born during the reign of Kamehameha 
‘ekahi (the first), and had lived through the entire monarchy period, dying after the 
islands had become a territory to the United States.  She had seen and known so much 
history, not only because she was old but also because she was raised by her father’s 
sister, Makaweliweli, and trained as the history and genealogy keeper for her family.   

That night, over dinner, I told my new friend, Koko, about this old woman and 
how she wouldn’t share any of her knowledge with anyone who was not a member of 
her family.  She was even hesitant to share with those who were in her family, for many 
were now Christians, and would report her to the authorities for following the old ways. 

David Malo, Samuel Kamakau, and other historians sought her out to learn from 
her, but she refused to tell them anything because they had all come under the influence 
of the missionaries, and therefore against the old Hawaiian ways.  Samuel Kamakau was 
her brother-in-law, so she trusted him a little more than the others, but they were all 
members of the haole (foreign) Christian Church, and she had seen too many people 
charged for crazy things and punished by the people who carried the Bible book.  She 
had learned not to trust any of them for they would turn her words around and make 
them evil.  No.  She would not share her knowledge. 

“That was my great-grandmother,” Koko told me.  My eyes flew wide open as I 
stared at him.  I was completely speechless.  

“I never met her,” he continued, “as she died before I was born, but her daughter 
Kaui raised me, and she was raised by Ka‘ili‘ohe, the old woman you’re talking about.  
Big Grandma, the woman you call the old woman, married a man named Kame‘ekua.  
He was a Catholic.  I’m not sure what you would call her.  She joined all the churches, 
but she never gave up her Hawaiian beliefs or ways.  She was thrown out of the 
Kalua‘aha Church a couple of times, so she joined the Catholics.  They were married in 
Saint Joseph Church by none other than the famous Father Damien himself.  She must 
have been about 40 years old, or at least in her late 30s.  She had spent all of her life 
until then, from birth to 1840, in Makaweliweli’s halau (school), studying history and 
genealogy chants.” 

I knew who Makaweliweli was.  She was a famous prophetess and the only 
daughter of Kaiakea, a very famous chief of Molokai.  She had prophesied for Kahekili 
of Maui, another great chief, who gave her all the lands in Kapualei, where her halau 
stood, and other lands on Molokai and Maui as well.  She became famous throughout all 
of the islands, maybe as famous as her father, who was also a famous navigator and sign 
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reader.  He had taken her into his halau, where she was the only woman.  She learned all 
the things traditionally taught to the haumana kane (male students).  Seeing beyond rank 
and privilege, he also gave lands to the kauwa (homeless, unacceptable people).  

As I sat there listening to Koko, I felt we were not alone.  I sensed the presence of 
Ka‘ili‘ohe sitting there beside me.  Koko was telling me how much she had wanted a 
genealogy storybook written for her family, and I knew somehow her spirit was not at 
rest until someone wrote that book.  Koko was still talking, telling me about her dream 
that her family would be able to carry it around under their arm, just like the 
missionaries did with their Bible book.  It was full of genealogy too.  I sat there listening 
and felt she was sitting there beside me, listening to all he had to say.  There was even a 
musty fragrance of hala (plant used for weaving) in the air.  I was sure if I turned my 
head, I would look right into her shining eyes.  So I kept my eyes on Koko, who sat 
across from me, but I was having chills.   

He didn’t seem to feel her presence, so I marked it all up to my imagination.  Yet 
I began thinking of all the weird things that had happened to me since I had returned 
home to Hawai‘i just a few weeks earlier.  I remembered when Koko and I had met on 
the grounds of ‘Iolani Palace, how we had started talking about the restoration of the 
palace, and that he thought I was a tourist and offered to take me around and show me 
the island.  After that we kept running into each other.  It was uncanny!  We met on the 
street, and we met at a movie house.  One day I called the Humane Society and got 
Koko on the line.  I hadn’t ever called him or planned to, and the numbers were not 
similar, but there he was on the phone.  Then later, I learned that he knew my daughter 
Laurie’s boyfriend.  The night we had a birthday party for Laurie at the restaurant 
owned by her boyfriend’s parents, Koko showed up.  He had not known that I had a 
daughter, let alone that she dated the son of his friends who owned this restaurant.  Nor 
did he know that there was a party at the restaurant that night.  It was all coincidental.  
Of all the people in Hawai‘i, the person I was telling about this old woman on Molokai 
was her great grandson.  Was all of this really coincidence?  I doubted it. 

I believe that for some reason, Ka‘ili‘ohe wanted me to write her book.  I didn’t 
know then, and still don’t know now, why she picked me, but pick me she did.  I knew 
it as well as I knew I was sitting across from her great grandson that moment back in 
1973.  That was why so many of the “chance” things had happened since I had returned 
to Hawai‘i.  It looked like she wasn’t giving me much choice.   

Over time, as I learned more about Ka‘ili‘ohe, I knew none of it had been 
coincidence.  It had been carefully planned.  Not by me, not by Koko, but by a 
remarkable woman who had a dream and had finally found people who would make it 
all come true.  

In 1976, I left the Bishop Museum, and Koko and I started a long and often 
troublesome time of finding people who had known or been taught by Ka‘ili‘ohe and 
were still alive.  We had some very interesting things happen during the writing of that 
book.  For example, I would go to the state archives to look something up, thinking I 
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knew exactly what I needed.  A different book would fall down from a shelf, not always 
right where I was, but I learned to pick up the book that fell because it had something I 
needed in it.  When we traveled to other islands looking for one person, we would find 
instead someone much older who could tell us much more.  We found several members 
of his family who she had taught, and they in turn taught us.  The writing of that book 
was a continual opening of mind-boggling experiences.  Ka‘ili‘ohe not only showed us 
her life and the life of others on Molokai, but things about the chiefs, about the uniting 
of the islands, and so very much history that no one knew, or thought was fiction or 
mythology.  In 1983 we published our book, Tales from the Night Rainbow, the story of 
Ka‘ili‘ohe and the stories she taught the children of the family.   

Koko and I both figured out that Ka‘ili‘ohe brought us together.  We married in 
1978.  I don’t know if she brought me back to Hawai‘i, or picked me after I was here.  
Who knows?  I sure don’t.  But she certainly worked as hard as I did getting that book 
ready for publication.  She wanted a book like the missionaries’ Bible book.  She 
wanted the history and genealogy of her family written down so her family would know 
who they were, and be proud of themselves.   

Apparently she had unsuccessfully tried to interest one or more of her 
grandchildren in writing the book she wanted. Since most of them were members of a 
Christian church, they saw no need to keep all that information any longer.  It was part 
of the past.  But Ka‘ili‘ohe’s daughter, Mele, always said her mother refused to die until 
she found someone who would write all of this down for the family.   

By 1931, it seemed she had given up.  A great-granddaughter, Emma Kapela, was 
living with Ka‘ili‘ohe, helping in small ways to make life easier for her.  She in turn was 
teaching the girl many things.  One day she hitched up the mule and took Emma to the 
dock in Kaunakakai to get a boat to Honolulu.  She told Emma she had no choice; 
Emma had to leave to live with Kaui, Ka‘ili‘ohe’s daughter, as she could not take care 
of her any longer.  After Emma got on the boat, Ka‘ili‘ohe turned the old mule 
homeward, unhitched him from the buckboard, fed him, then went into the house, and 
laid down on her bed and died.   

Emma was Koko’s oldest sister.  She had lived with Ka‘ili‘ohe all of her life and 
knew a great deal about Hawaiian history and the ancient ways of doing things.  Her 
new O‘ahu home with Kaui and John Paia was full of grandchildren, as their daughter, 
Laida, was a musician with Johnny Almeida’s group and traveled around the islands 
entertaining people.  Laida’s children all lived with her parents on the banks of the Ala 
Wai in Waikiki.  They had several acres of land, and it was a perfect place for children 
to grow up.  

Once back in Honolulu, she was very old fashioned in her thinking and had little 
patience with her wild younger brothers, who laughed at her.  Indeed she did everything 
the “old way.”  She spent hours in prayer each day, fed the chickens and the dogs, and 
made sure her grandpa Paia had a good lunch to carry to work everyday.  Then, after 
everyone had gone to bed at night, she walked out under the stars and “communicated” 
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with the spirits.  Her new ‘ohana (extended family) thought she was out of touch with 
reality, and they told her so.  

Emma found it was very different from living with Big Grandma on Molokai, and 
Emma never really fit in.  It was a very unique household.  There were three houses, one 
very large one and two smaller ones.  In one of the smaller houses, Lilia Hale’s mother, 
Aunty Chicken, lived.  Uncle Pu‘u, a hunchback who made all sorts of beautiful things 
out of hala, lived in the other smaller house with a man named Hawkshaw.  Hawkshaw 
was a hanai (adopted) son of John and Kaui, and he became a very famous beach boy.  
Laida’s husband, Kimo Kapela, lived there also, but in the large house with Kaui, John 
and the 13 children.   

In true ‘ohana style, everyone helped with the work.  The kids knew what they 
had to do before they took off for school, or played on the weekends.  Emma, Maka, and 
June, the older girls, supervised the younger children and did most of the cooking. Bill, 
the eldest son, had a job after school, and brought the money home to help with school 
needs for all of the younger ones. Rosie, Lucy, Fat Man (James) and Old Man (John) 
caught fish, tended the vegetable garden, and cleaned the lanai. 

Koko and his younger siblings, Hattie, Thelma, Keoki, Gladys, and Billy, were 
too young to do much work, but Uncle Pu‘u would put one or two of them together to 
wipe down the hala strips (used for weaving lauhala mats) and help him put them into 
rolls each morning.  There was a large lanai on the Paia house and a stack of mattresses 
in one corner.  At night the mattresses were hauled down and spread out, and everyone 
grabbed one and a sheet to cover themselves.  Nobody bothered with a pillow.  When 
their parents were in town, they stayed there too.  There were four bedrooms: Kimo and 
Laida had one, Brother Bill, the eldest child, had one, Kaui and John had one, and one 
was always kept for company.  It was always cleaned and spick and span, and nobody 
except company ever used it.  When Emma joined the family, she slept on the lanai with 
the rest of the keiki (children). 

The Paia home, which was located at 420 Kapahulu Avenue in Honolulu, always 
had the gates open during the day.  Many haole visitors and friends came to purchase 
hala mats or fans from Kaui, or they wanted to watch or learn how to do something such 
as Hawaiian quilting.  However, when the sun went down, the gates were closed.  Then 
only Hawaiian was spoken, and many Hawaiian families came and joined the Paia-
Kapela household in playing music, singing, and just being together.  In those days, it 
was against the law to speak in Hawaiian, or have a gathering of Hawaiian people.  The 
haole sugar barons and the new self-imposed government felt afraid of an insurrection, 
so they did not allow people to gather together.  It always had to be on the sly.  
Although many of their haole neighbors knew what went on there after sundown, they 
never reported it to the authorities.   

The grandchildren of Kaui and John Paia learned all of the old traditions, and the 
family kept alive the old stories and ways that life was lived.  None of the things that 
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were said or done in the evenings was ever shared with anyone who was not of the 
family.  The children were taught well.   

Ka‘ili‘ohe owned a large area of land in Kapualei that had previously belonged to 
Makaweliweli.  After Ka‘ili‘ohe’s death, Mele, her youngest daughter, inherited most of 
it.  Her grandson, Buffalo Kekino, also got some of it, and some went to a hanai son.  
Just as families do today, they fought over the land.  Buffalo divided his share between 
his children.  Later Mele left him part of her land, but the part where the house stood she 
gave to her sister, Kaui.  But Kaui, not understanding the state laws about paying taxes, 
didn’t pay any tax and soon that land was up for grabs.   

The site of the ancient halau where Makaweliweli had thirteen students is now a 
cow pasture. The prayer platform, where she once prophesied for Kahekili, still stands, 
and the entrance to the halau is still standing also, but the area is full of keawe trees and 
weeds.  In the lower section, where guests stayed when they came to seek 
Makaweliweli, stands a lonely tomb.  It was thought by many to be the burial site of 
Makaweliweli.  She died in 1840 and the tomb is about that old.  There was controversy 
also about where Ka‘ili‘ohe was buried.   

Buffalo Kekino Mahi‘ai, who we interviewed when he was 99, and again just 
before he turned 100, kept telling us to “go to the pines.”  His son, Teddy, thought 
Ka‘ili‘ohe had been taken out of the casket prior to her burial and rocks put in the 
casket.  He thought that Buffalo had carried her to the tomb of Makaweliweli where she 
now slept.  We were as confused as everyone else.  

 

 
 
In 1983, a group of Koko’s family members from O‘ahu, Maui, and Hawai‘i 

came together on Molokai for a weekend of cleaning the area of the old halau, the 
prayer platform, and the tomb.  It was a wonderful weekend and many family members 
came to the hotel to greet us.  On Saturday night, chants were remembered and shared, 
stories of old were told, and as Hawaiians like to say, it was “chicken-skin” time.  One 
brave woman went inside the tomb (pictured above).  By a process of elimination, she 
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concluded that there were friends and family members there, but neither 
Makaweliweli’s nor Ka‘ili‘ohe’s bodies were inside.  Because of the way the bodies 
were dressed and the size of the bones, they were identified as her students, friends, and 
a few children.  

A man came to see me while we were there.  He too was a cousin.  It seemed 
most of eastern Molokai was related in some way or another.  He told me of the cave 
where early family members were buried, up past the halau, behind the old family heiau.  
On Sunday morning, he took me there.  The moment we set foot in the area, I knew this 
was where Makaweliweli was buried.  I knew with certainty she was there, and not in 
the tomb.  I am not a psychic, and when the elders of the family had a vision at the site 
of the halau in 1983, I did not share it, but now Buffalo’s words came back to me loud 
and strong, “Go to the pines!”  Sure enough, above my head they stood like two tall 
sentinels whispering to me as the wind blew through their branches.  Here was the 
family heiau, and here was the cave.  Tears streamed down my cheeks as I thanked 
Ka‘ili‘ohe for this information and closure to the quest we had been on for so long.  I 
knew Makaweliweli was here, buried in the old traditional way.  She would not have 
had it any other way.  Ka‘ili‘ohe had been buried at St. Joseph Church in Kamalo as the 
cave had been closed around 1900—already closed at the time of her death.  

So finally we could finish our project.  Ka‘ili‘ohe now had her book, and it would 
be available for all to read and know about the ancient ones.  My job was finished.  
Sadly, Koko died in 1994.  Several years after Koko passed on, I gave the book and all 
publishing rights to Koko’s teenaged grandchildren, Josh and Kehau.  Johnna, Koko’s 
youngest daughter, promised to take care of it and keep it in print for his ‘ohana, and 
then pass the rights on to the other grandchildren.  Although Koko didn’t want or expect 
me to give it to his family, I did it for Ka‘ili‘ohe.  I felt she would want someone of her 
own to have that book.  Of course, by the time we finished it, I felt I was also one of her 
own. 

Before he died, Koko had asked me to do a second book.  He wanted to call it A 
Hawaiian View From The Mountain.  Being pure Hawaiian, he could call it that, but I 
could not.  So I changed the name to Ho‘opono, which means to put things back into 
balance, to make things right or better.  He wanted to try to help write one of the 
chapters.  It was important to him to put down his feelings about what being Hawaiian 
meant to him.  He told me what he wanted to say, but he didn’t live long enough to 
write it.  It later became the content for the last chapter in our book, and he called it 
‘Imua (moving forward). 

 Koko strongly believed that anyone who was born in Hawai‘i was Hawaiian, and 
that blood alone didn’t make a person Hawaiian.  It was the culture and the way they 
lived that truly made the difference.  If they were born here, lived with the aloha spirit 
and tried to live a pono (balanced and righteous) existence, then to him they were 
Hawaiian.  This was what he wanted to share.  The people of long ago had come from 
many different places, but once they were here, they belonged to the islands.  Their 
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children were Hawaiian.  He knew his DNA and he knew his family history.  He was 
100 percent Hawaiian blood, but what was far more important to him and those who 
knew him, was that he lived a pono life.   

He cherished Hawai‘i and sincerely loved people.  He was always hugging 
everyone.  He expressed his emotions freely.  He was so happy to have visitors here 
also.  If Koko were to have greeted you, he would have said, “Welcome to my islands!”  
He truly lived Aloha.  He lived the meaning of those words.  More than anything else, 
he loved Hawai‘i. 

I hope this book helps many understand some of the things that might be puzzling 
them, and that they will have a better understanding of what being Hawaiian really 
means.  I don't presume to say these things were the same on every island. In fact, we 
know traditions on the island of Hawai'i were quite different. This is how they were on 
Molokai, and with a few exceptions, on Lana‘i, Maui, and Kaua‘i.   
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CHAPTER	  1	  –	  TIME	  BEFORE	  TIME	  
	  
	  

Out	  of	  the	  mist	  came	  the	  Light	  
The	  Light	  burned	  hot	  
The	  mist	  arose,	  	  
baring	  a	  blue	  ocean	  below	  
Out	  of	  the	  mist,	  came	  the	  earth	  
The	  ocean	  swelled	  around	  her	  	  
The	  sea	  became	  fruitful	  with	  fish	  
The	  sky	  became	  heavy	  	  
with	  clouds	  of	  rain	  
An	  arch	  of	  many	  colors,	  raised	  
its	  arms	  upward	  to	  the	  sky	  
to	  unite	  the	  sky	  and	  sea	  
Thus,	  these	  lands	  were	  born.	  
	  	  	  	  
The	  earth	  shook	  and	  quivered	  
Mountains	  arose	  from	  the	  depths	  
From	  the	  sky	  came	  flocks	  of	  birds	  
Soaring	  above	  the	  mountain	  peaks	  
They	  nested,	  filling	  the	  air	  	  
with	  song	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
The	  earth	  grew	  and	  flourished	  
Then	  from	  the	  ocean	  
came	  man.	  

	  	  
	  

Many hundreds of years ago, a small fleet of canoes traveled across the Pacific 
following a star.  The star, which they called Hokule‘a (star of gladness or joy), brought 
them to a group of islands.  They sailed into a small harbor, and what they saw was 
good.  There was fresh water, lots of fish, the land was fertile, and there were waterfalls 
in the back of the valley.  It was paradise and they decided to stay. 

Before they discovered this lovely haven, they had been nomads of the vast 
ocean.  They and many like themselves sailed back and forth, stopping to fill their water 
gourds and perhaps catch a bird or find some plant life for food.  Hereafter, whenever 
they departed from this place, they would return. 

The fresh water river that flowed from the waterfalls made it a very attractive 
place to live.  They gave it the name of Halawa (curved) Valley.  At the mouth of this 
river, they built a heiau (temple) high on the mountain.  Carbon dating of this heiau 
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shows it is the earliest man-made structure in the Hawaiian Islands.  Close scrutiny 
shows that one heiau was built upon another and had been used for hundreds of years.  
It is not known if they lived in this structure or if it was only for gifts to the gods, but it 
was probably also used to light the way for those at sea. The heiau is also high enough 
that a tidal wave would not harm anything in or around it, so it was also a haven of 
safety.   

Because there was fresh water flowing, it is presumed that they lived beside the 
river, where they were able to plant taro, sweet potato, ti, herbs, coconut trees, hala 
trees, breadfruit trees, kukui (candle nut) trees, and paper mulberry trees.  Everything 
grew in abundance.   

	  

	  
	  
In time, other families joined them. This valley on the island we now call 

Molokai became more populated, and then they began to move out to other parts of the 
island, and later, to other islands.  Each family unit was a community unto itself.   

These first inhabitants of the Hawaiian Islands called themselves ‘Ohana Mo‘o 
(the Mo‘o family or clan).  The mo‘o is a mighty dragon and this could mean that they 
had ties to China.  However, on the island where the first inhabitants lived, there is a 
large rock formation on a mountain that looks like a mighty dragon.  It covers the 
mountain from the top, almost to the bottom.  It is possible that this is how the Mo‘o 
family got its name. 

There were two elders in this small group of people that were remembered as 
gods.  Ku and Hina were their names.  We don’t know what happened to Ku.  He might 
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have stayed or left Hawai‘i, as no site is honored as his resting place.  Hina must have 
lived a long life, for Molokai has always been known as Hina’s island (Molokai nui o 
Hina).  The cave in which her bones rest is a very sacred place.  Sightseers and souvenir 
collect-ors are not wanted here.  Someone has always made sure that a kukui tree grows 
at the entrance of Hina’s resting spot, a practice that has been continued through the 
centuries.              

Ku and Hina became gods to the families on Molokai.  The simple symbolic 
structure of a tall standing stone for Ku next to a prostrate stone for Hina, side by side, 
can still be found today on all of the islands.  Many people leave small gifts of food in 
memory of these early ancestral gods.  More important than how much mana (power) 
they had when they were living is that the prayers of the people through the centuries 
have given them great mana, which they retain today. 

The people spread out from Molokai to Lana‘i, Kaua‘i, and Maui.  Kaua‘i became 
very populated long before the other islands because of its beauty.  Wherever they went, 
they planted many different kinds of plants, they honored the ‘aina (earth), and they 
flourished. 

Life was simple.  These people were small in stature, finely in tune with nature, 
and lived a peaceful existence. They didn’t have a written language, so their history and 
genealogy had to be memorized by family members. 

Day began at sun up and so did work.  All work ceased at sundown.  Everyone 
washed off the dirt of the day and the meal was prepared.  The men did the cooking, 
while the women cleaned and cared for the children.  After the meal was consumed, it 
was time to “talk story.”  Stories were used to teach as well as to entertain.  One of the 
stories that they used to teach was the story of the Bowl of Light (below).  This, as with 
all of the stories they taught, was a parable. 
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The Bowl of Light 
 

Every child born has at birth, a bowl of perfect Light.  If he tends his Light 
during his life it will grow in strength and he can do many things: swim with the 
shark, fly with the hawk, know and understand all things.  If, however, he 
becomes resentful or envious, he drops a stone into his bowl of Light.  Since Light 
and the stone cannot hold the same space, a little of the Light goes out.  If he 
continues to put stones in his bowl of Light, the Light will eventually go out and 
he too will become a stone.  A stone does not grow and a stone does not move.  
But, if at any time he tires of being a stone, all he needs to do is huli (turn) the 
bowl upside down.  The stones will all fall away and the Light will come back.  
His Light will shine once more upon the world around him and he will begin to 
grow once more. 
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This story reflects the pure nature of the individual soul, and the power of 
forgiveness and releasing old hurts.  As well as teaching stories, there were always 
stories of the ‘aumakua (family guides and gods).  These gods were deified ancestors, 
therefore a part of the family.  There were stories of how the first ones came to Molokai, 
stories about some of the elders, and funny things that had happened during the day.  
Sometimes there were stories of far away lands where family and friends lived.  
Evening story time was a good time, a time for ‘oli (chants) and mele (songs).  

In the early 1970s, I interviewed many seniors, most of them very elderly, who 
had grown up on Molokai during the later days of Ka‘ili‘ohe of Kamalo.  They had 
learned the stories she told of long ago from her or her daughters.  I was repeatedly told 
that these people of long ago were Light carriers, although I sincerely doubt that they 
called themselves anything so profound.  To them light was the day, and dark was po 
(the night), and everyone had to learn to make pono choices or accept the consequences.  
They told of the bowl of Light as one of their teaching stories. I think perhaps in stories 
about them, passed down through the centuries, they became referred to as the “Light 
carriers.”  

During these ancient times, the only “religion” was one of family and the oneness 
with all things.  The people were in tune with nature, plants, trees, animals, the ‘aina, 
and each other.  They respected all things and took care of all things.  All was pono.  

It is said that they were able to communicate with each other even if they were 
miles apart.  Today this is called ESP, but then it was just a natural process of 
communication.  As they were all a part of the whole, they saw no difficulty in one part 
reaching another.              

The heiau at the mouth of Molokai’s Halawa Valley is over 1000 years old.  By 
the 13th century, most, if not all, islands were sprinkled with families.  During the 13th 
century many new people came from many other island groups to find a home in this 
lovely paradise.  During this influx of people, one person came that was unlike any 
other.  At first he came with only a few canoes.  He asked questions about harbors, 
tides, food, and fresh water.  Everyone tried to help him and give him the information he 
required.  He sailed from island to island, gathering information.  Then, as suddenly as 
he had come, he was gone.  They did not know his name.  They called him the man who 
wore death because he wore a white kapa (material used as a body covering).  White 
kapa was used only to wrap the body of the dead.  White had never been used as 
clothing.          

Several years later, the man reappeared.  This time, he came with all of his 
mighty warriors.  These Samoan and Tahitian warriors were all very large and very 
strong.  They were men who knew nothing of living in peace.  They came to conquer.  
The old chants told of the water reflecting blood red.  Chants on Lana‘i told of the 
slaughter on that island.  Only forty people survived and that was because they got to 
their canoes and went to Molokai to warn others of the coming of the warriors. 
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This fierce chief was named Pa‘ao.  “The man who wore death,” as he was 
known by the Hawaiians, later brought his warriors to settle on the volcanic island of 
Hawai‘i, and, after great difficulty, found someone who would rule as a chief with him.  
He was the first kahu (priest) to come to Hawai‘i.  He brought tiki (carved idols) to be 
placed at the temples for the gods.  He brought laws, rules, and great change.  He made 
laws about everything and over everyone.  The common people had no choice but to 
abide by the laws he made.  The ali‘i (chiefs from Tahiti) had arrived.  Life would never 
be as simple again.  All the chiefs of Hawai‘i descended from these Tahitians. 

There is a chant that tells of a woman on Molokai who had two daughters.  She 
taught them to dance to the music of the nose flute, the bamboo pipes, and the drum.  
Laka, the elder daughter, went to Kaua‘i to live and taught the people there how to 
dance.  She became a goddess of the forest, for she adorned herself with vines and 
flowers from the mountains when she danced.  Later, when she was an adult, she went 
to the other islands to teach dancing.  She was greatly loved and was the first person to 
became a goddess who had been born in Hawai‘i.  She returned to Kaua‘i where she 
lived at Ke‘e until her death.  

Many people came to Hawai‘i from far away in those days.  One family that came 
had four lovely daughters.  Hi‘iaka was the youngest and she became fast friends with 
Laka.  She went everywhere with her.  She may have helped Laka teach as Hi‘iaka was 
remembered for her dancing as well.  Hi‘iaka became a goddess upon her death also, 
perhaps because of her joyful living and sense of good will.   

Hi‘iaka’s three sisters transformed into goddesses as well.  Upon her death, 
Poli‘ahu became the goddess of the tall snow-capped mountain of Mauna Kea.  She was 
the fairest of the sisters and was a large woman with ample breasts.  Pele, the one with 
the tempestuous nature, also lived on the “Big Island” of Hawai‘i.  She became the 
goddess of the volcano.  Namakaokaha‘i was the eldest of the sisters and she lived out 
her life on Kaua‘i.  Not too much is known of her, other than that she planted a new 
kind of seaweed at Nawiliwili Harbor and also became a goddess.  They are all 
remembered by those who love Hawaiian history and in na halau hula (the hula 
schools). None however, are as beloved as Laka. 

Hi‘iaka did not leave any descendents as she was killed along with Lohiau by her 
sister, Pele.  Pele had taken Lohiau as her young lover.  He was very smitten with her.  
He had come from Kaua‘i and had fallen in love with her.  But she got tired of him and 
sent him packing.  After he had been gone for a time, she was sorry and decided she 
wanted him back.  Pele ordered Hi‘iaka, who was visiting the Big Island, to go get him 
and bring him back to her.  Hi‘iaka did as Pele requested.   She knew where to find him, 
for he was a neighbor of Laka.  What she found was not what she had expected.  Lohiau 
had been lovesick for Pele and had not eaten.  They had carried his body to the cave, 
where it would rest forever.  Hi‘iaka could not believe that the beautiful man had pined 
away until he had died.  She was very sad.  She could not take a dead man to Pele.  She 
stood outside the cave and chanted for six days and six nights, willing him back to life.  
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Finally, Lohiau arose and came out of the cave.  He looked more dead than alive, and 
Hi‘iaka fed and nursed him so he would be strong and beautiful once more.  She 
pampered him, fed him the finest foods and herbs, and massaged his muscles and body.  
During the time she was nursing him they fell in love.  When Lohiau grew stronger, 
they returned to the island of Hawai‘i, but he no longer wanted Pele.  It was Hi‘iaka that 
held his heart.  When Pele realized that Hi‘iaka had stolen his affections, in a rage she 
had her servants set fire to the ‘ohia forest that Hi‘iaka loved.  When Lohiau told Pele 
that he no longer wanted her, but loved her little sister, she had a fit.  Pele’s temper 
tantrums were something to behold and she really blew up this time.  She was so angry, 
so jealous, that she killed them both. 

When Pele died, her bones were placed into the pit of Kilauea crater.  She had 
been a fiery woman and the fire pit was where she would spend eternity.  She left 
children behind and they became the ahi (fire) clan.  Many people can trace their lineage 
back to Pele.  It is not known if the other sisters left descendents.    

Today, you can still see the remains of Lohiau’s house platform at Ke‘e, and 
above it, the shrine to Laka, the greatly loved goddess of the forests.  The eastern end of 
Kaua‘i is much the same today as it was centuries ago, except there are no canoes on the 
beaches, and no grass houses scattered over the land.  Just before you get to Ke‘e at the 
end of the island, there is a beautiful garden park called Limahuli Gardens on the 
mountainside that has preserved many of the trees and fauna of the area from days gone 
by.   

The mountain on the right side of Limahuli is called Makana.  It was from this 
mountain that fireballs were set off across the sea to send word to those on other islands 
that there was trouble and help was needed.  Later, they sent them skyward for 
celebrations.  The fireballs were made of pili grass around hau and papala wood, tied 
into large balls.  The trees that grew on the mountaintop were pulled back like rubber 
bands, and then let go.  The fireballs shot across the sky.  It must have been quite a 
sight. 
          When the ali‘i chiefs came in the 13th century, they called some of the people they 
found on the islands “mana hune” (small power or useless). These people did not have 
any chiefs, they did not have any armies, and in fact they had nothing to make war with.  
They were simple farmers and fishermen.  They all worked together on a project and did 
beautiful work.  Over the years, the term mana hune became menehune (little people).  
The little people were not that small however.  They were not two or three feet tall, but 
around five feet.  Their skin was darker than the Tahitian chiefs and most of them had 
straight hair.  By comparison, the chiefs were very tall men with broad shoulders and 
big muscles.   

The small people had built many fish ponds and temples to their gods, so the 
chiefs put them to work one day a week for them.  Some fishponds were only for the use 
of the ali‘i, and the commoners were forbidden to take fish from them.  The chiefs made 
strict laws about what the people could and could not do.  Sometimes they appeared 
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suddenly and ordered something to be built for them in a specified time.  At times like 
this, the fireballs were sent into the sky and help came from many islands to assist with 
the work.  When the time came for the work to be finished, it was.  The chiefs thought 
the little people could do magic, hence the tales of the menehune making magic. 

At the time of the Hawaiian Kingdom, the chiefs were well over six feet tall.  
Kamehameha ‘ekahi (the first) was about six foot five.  They concluded this as no 
feather capes, which were worn by the chiefs, were ever allowed to touch the ground.  
When the Bishop Museum received Kamehameha’s saffron yellow cape, they measured 
it.  The lower portion had to be removed as it was in bad repair, but before they did that, 
they measured it from top to hem.  If it was one or two inches off the ground, 
Kamehameha was indeed six foot five or six.  
          Through time, the chiefs and the commoners mixed.  Today there is no person of 
“Hawaiian” blood that does not have both the blood of the maka‘ainana (commoners) 
and the chiefs.  As time passed, there were fewer very short people and fewer people of 
great height.  The Hawaiians of today are typically somewhere in the middle.   

It is hard to realize that once there were generations of people who could live 
together in harmony, work together by day and sit down and eat together in the evening, 
tell stories, listen to music, dance and sing, and exist in a peaceful, pono environment.  
Today we often see nothing but wars and turmoil.  Not just country against country, but 
civil wars, religion against religion, and at times brother against brother.  The people 
who lived here so long ago may have been without formal education, or a written 
language.  They may not have known many things, but they had some things that we 
could all use.  They had the power to communicate with each other over the miles, and 
they knew that they were a part of the whole, a part of all things that lived.  They 
honored all life. They knew a happiness we can only dream of, and they lived in peace.  
They had aloha for one another.   
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CHAPTER 2 – MANA 

 
  

In the early Hawaiian family, there was no religion, as we know it.  They had the 
family, and that was all they knew.  They had the elders who had great mana, and the 
rest of the family wanted to achieve that.  The act of bringing mana into existence was 
called ho‘omana.  Today, we use this term in speaking of anything related to a Hawaiian 
religion.  

First of all, what exactly is mana?  It is something many strive for, yet few attain.  
Why?  Because mana isn’t something a person can pick up at a conference, or get from 
an on-line course.  It can’t be achieved in a few hours or even days, and it takes diligent 
effort.  The main problem is that people do not understand what mana is.  Some think it 
is being socially empowered while others think that they will be suddenly a super 
someone and do all sorts of magic.   

In a world such as we live in today there is so much busyness, so much running 
around in circles, so much status seeking, that no one takes time to really work on 
something like mana.  It will not make money, or bring about status or political 
recognition, so why bother?  And if those are the things a person wants in life, they 
should forget mana and just work toward their goal. 

Those who do achieve mana, usually do so without planning it.  In fact, they may 
not even be aware of something called mana.  In early Hawai‘i, the elders of the family 
were the ones with mana.  Being older, however, did not make a person an elder.  
Wisdom, keeping their bowl full of Light, dedication to the family, the job at hand, and 
being pono, were the things that made a person a respected elder in the family.  These 
were also the things that brought about mana.    

How does a person achieve mana today?  First I would say by working on being 
pono (in balance) in all areas of life, in realizing that there is much to learn and we can 
only learn if we listen, and by being a humble person and not letting the ego take over. 
Family elders were not judgmental, nor did they carry a grudge, so I expect that would 
be a requirement today.  Mana comes along with dedication to one’s work or cause.  
People with mana are always those who reach out to and care for others; who do their 
share and a little more.  They are truly dedicated to what they are about.  If a person 
works on being pono and cares for others and is helpful, truthful, and not judgmental; if 
they are interested in what they are doing and not in what it will get them in return, I 
would expect they are on their way to having mana.   

Mana is pure energy that brings about great spiritual power as well.  It gives the 
person who has it the power to heal and to aid others in many ways.  The Bowl of Light 
parable says if a person keeps his Light he can do all things—fly with the hawk, swim 
with the shark—for he is a brother to all and they are like brothers to him.  All things 



23 

 
 

 

are part of the whole.  A person cannot achieve mana without being pono, or without 
keeping his bowl free from rocks.  They all fit together, intertwined and held in place 
with aloha. 

New Age thinkers believe that deep breathing creates mana.  It certainly doesn’t 
hurt.  It reduces stress and anxiety.  It gives the body more oxygen, hence physical 
strength, which is good.  It feeds the cells in the body and creates alignment between the 
inner self and the conscious self.  It creates a feeling of well-being, which is all very 
good.  I don’t believe, however, that the early Hawaiians sat around practicing deep 
breathing.  In fact, I think they would laugh at that.  They did chant, and in chanting you 
must use your breath to achieve the wanted tone and resonance.  I was told by Gabriel 
I‘i on Kaua‘i that the early ones made different sounds, and the sounds all blended 
together and made beautiful music.  I asked people on O‘ahu and Maui if they had heard 
of this and no one had.  I like the idea.  Gabriel I‘i was a remarkable man and I am sure 
he knew what he was talking about.  That is group participation in something very 
beautiful and constructive. 

What we do today and what they did hundreds of years ago need not be the same.  
We live in a very different environment.  I don’t think they would have survived very 
long in our world.  I don’t know if we could survive in theirs either.    

I guess the first thing people have to ask themselves is why do they want mana?  
What is the drawing card on this?  Do they want power to do anything they wish?  Do 
they wish to have power over others?  Why?   

I suggest that people forget about mana and work on being pono, full of aloha, 
and keeping their bowl free from stones.  If they are to have mana, it will come.  If it is 
not meant to be, or if the go about it the wrong way, it won’t!  They can’t make it 
happen; they can only bless it and let it go. 

I am often asked about the mana of the ti plant.  I read something years ago, in a 
paper by Peter Buck, but have not been able to find what document it was in.  
According to oral history on Molokai, it came about in a long series of events.  The first 
ones who came to Halawa Valley planted many ti plants.  This plant was very important 
as it was used in many ways to make life easier.  It was used as a medicine, the leaves 
made coats and sandals, and every part of the plant had its own use.  The ti plant does 
not burn.  Even the dry leaves are almost impossible to burn.  The plant has helped and 
protected every family for generations. 

When people moved out from the valley to other locations, they took many ti 
plants with them to begin their new communities.  Somewhere along the way, they 
began to plant a ti plant at, or beside, the spot where they buried the bones of a family 
member.  Some family members were buried in caves but others were buried outside of 
the cave but in close proximity, and others buried their dead around the prayer platform, 
where the gifts were placed for the gods.  On these sites, ti was planted.  It became a 
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tradition that is still carried on by some families.  They only use the ti plants from their 
own family, and in this way, they honored the family back through many generations.   

It was not just the maka‘ainana (commoner) that did this.  The chiefs planted ti at 
the site of a grave also.  At the site of the old mausoleum on the ‘Iolani Palace grounds, 
the ti plants encircle the site of the small enclosure where many bones of ancient chiefs 
still lay.  The ti plants stand three deep, like sentinels, to guard the bones that still lie 
there.  At Mauna Ala on O‘ahu, the resting place of all of the monarchs, there are many 
ti plants by each stone and the entrance to the crypt.  The bones of the ancient ones were 
not removed to Mauna Ala when the monarchs were taken there.  They had been 
wrapped in kapa, and some of the kapa had rotted, so the bones had scattered.  Not 
wishing to mix them up, they were left undisturbed.  There are ti plants all around the 
area.  These ti, it is believed, are now a way that the ancient ones keep watch over those 
placed in their care. 

Many Hawaiian families still encircle their yard or home with ti plants.  They 
may no longer know why they do this, but they know it gives them protection.  It is 
tradition and they continue to do it.  It is a wonderful thought that no one is alone; the 
mana of all those who went before are with them still.  When the family has someone in 
the hospital or there is a funeral, a ti leaf is cut and put into the pocket of the family 
members who will be going to the hospital or funeral.  This is for protection from all 
evil or harm.  Many now call this superstition, but no matter what it is called, it is family 
taking care of family.  The bones of the family of long ago fed the ti, and the ti 
continues to nurture and care for the family.  It is the mana of the ti. 
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MANA PRAYER 
 

Thank you, Father, Mother, God, for all the blessings you 
have bestowed upon us.  We accept and appreciate them and 
endeavor to pass them on to others less fortunate and in need. 

PAU! (clap hands and raise arms heavenward) 
Our prayer takes flight. May the rain of blessings in the form 

of the high mana descend!    Mahalo nui loa! 
 
 
Prayer said daily by Eddie Grabowski to whom, along with Koko, this book is 
dedicated. (Photo above L to R: Koko, Eddie, Lorraine)
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CHAPTER 3 - ‘OHANA 

 
 

          The ‘ohana (family) was the basis of all life in the early Hawaiian family.  It was 
all they knew.  Their family was their law and their religion.  Their gods were all deified 
ancestors.  They worshiped these ancestors who had great mana.  It was an ancestor who 
guarded the sea, and an ancestor who took care of all that grew.  They had a very 
personal relationship with these gods, as they descended from them. 
 

 
 

The Hawaiian family prior to the coming of the missionaries consisted of many 
more members than today’s families do.  There were the birth children, the hanai 
(adopted) children, aunties and uncles (by birth or calabash), grandparents, hanai 
grandparents—in fact, all that were a part of the immediate community in which they 
lived.  Today it would be called an extended family.  That was only the beginning.  Of 
equal importance were mother earth, the birds, the sky they inhabited, the rainbow, the 
sea, the fish that swam in it, the shark, the turtle, the plants, and the trees.  All that lived 
was a part of the Hawaiian ‘ohana.  They honored, respected, and protected all of them.  
When a tree had to be felled, the people who were taking the tree explained to it why it 
was being taken.  Before plants or flowers were picked, they were spoken to and the 
person asked that they be granted the right to pick them.  Most halau hula still follow 
this tradition. 

Each family community had a person or persons who memorized the genealogy 
of the family and things about each generation.  A person did not leave the family when 
they passed into spirit.  They were still members of the family, and they were 
remembered for their good deeds.  If a person was well known for what he made or did, 
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for example if he was a famous navigator or seaman, there were stories about his 
exploits.  These were called family stories and were not shared with people who were 
not of their ‘ohana.  At mealtime, food was always set aside for the ancestors in spirit.  
There was a saying that they said prior to eating their food: “Yours the smell, ours the 
taste.”  It was like a toast to the ancestors.  The missionaries felt that honoring the 
ancestors and ‘aumakua was a pagan practice, and those who joined a church quickly 
put aside family stories and rituals.  They looked only to Jesus, but still some could not 
turn away from the family traditions completely so the missionaries were not told of all 
that went on in the family unit.  One very significant part of the Hawaiian family was 
the night rainbow, for this was the family in spirit.  Few see the night rainbow any 
longer because of light pollution from houses and streetlights.  It is beautiful, perhaps 
even awesome.  When it is seen, it is a blessing from the family in spirit, and no one 
ever forgets it. 

Different families came to Hawai‘i at different times from different places.  Each 
had an ‘ohana name, such as the ‘Ohana Ahi from Pele, or early ones who lived on 
Molokai who were the ‘Ohana Mo‘o.  This has nothing to do with the little gecko, 
except that they belong to the lizard family.  The dragon the Mo‘o family belongs to is 
the fierce dragon that can be seen on the mountain at Mapulehu in late afternoon while 
driving westward.    

There is a story of the “time dragon” that seems to be very old.  People on every 
island know this story, and every ‘ohana had this story.  Perhaps it is a story that was 
told prior to any of these people coming to Hawai‘i.                 

                              
The Time Dragon 

The head of the dragon is large and turns this way and that, searching, always 
searching for a new dawn: the sunrise that has not yet come.  The front feet of the 
dragon are the ‘opio (youth) of the family, restless, always moving, always full of great 
energy, but not yet steady in their movements or busyness. 

Behind the ‘opio comes the feet of the makua (parents).  They provide the family 
with shelter and with food.  They try to calm the restless children while continuing life’s 
daily chores.  Then behind makua comes the kupuna (grandparents; elders) who are the 
wise ones.  Their feet are steady and sure; they do not let the restless movements of the 
young upset the family structure.  They hold fast to the rock.  They know who they are 
and where they are going.  Nothing deters them.  They bring sanity and stability to the 
‘ohana.   

Behind the kupuna comes kaiwi (the bone) of the ancestors.  Every vertebra (back 
bone) is a generation backward—all those in spirit are remembered throughout time.  
At the end or tail of the bones is the ‘Aumakua, the spirit of the family, the source from 
which all things come.  This is the time dragon.  It is the history of the Hawaiian family.  
Everyone has a place, from the beginning of time to tomorrow.   
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Every family used parables to teach the children, and the elders did the teaching.  
They taught the children to do no harm to themselves or to any living thing.  The elders 
taught them that they should do their duties with humility.  These people believed in the 
oneness of all things.  They honored all things and they wanted the children to 
understand that.  When they fished, it was as if the fish knew that the children needed to 
be fed and were willing to be the meal.  When a chicken was killed, it was the same.  
All things were done with respect and appreciation for what they gave to the family, 
regardless of the status of that animal, plant, or person.  They were all a part of the 
whole. 

No one was without a family.  The old and feeble were cared for as lovingly as 
those newly born.  When fish were brought in from the sea, ¼ went to the aged, who 
could no longer fish for themselves.  When a lauhala mat or a kapa was made, one was 
always made to share with the elderly.   Nothing was made or caught or cooked that was 
not shared with the old. 

A portion of all food was put aside for the gods, also.  This was placed upon the 
family altar.  It was known that some foods were more pleasing to the gods than others, 
and these were used whenever possible, but pleasing or not, the gods were never 
forgotten. 

Every family had symbols or designs that told who they were.  The manner of the 
haircut, the color and design of the kapa, and their tattoos all were for identification 
purposes.  All members of the mo‘o clan wore kapa of saffron yellow.  Most family 
members had the same tattoo, a line across the back of their fingers with red dye.  Each 
community of the Mo‘o clan had a different design on their kapa, and a different 
haircut.  When a stranger came into a community, the people of the community knew 
exactly what ‘ohana he belonged to, and from which island he came, and of what family 
group.  If he wore saffron yellow, they knew from which branch of the family this 
person came because of his designs and his hairstyle.  They would greet him with a 
chant of family genealogy, and he would chant the family genealogy back to them, but 
going down his own line to himself.  When that was finished, they would greet him by 
honi (breathing upon his cheek).  All of the family greeted him in this manner.  No one 
came without gifts, and he would then present his gifts, and the family would honor him 
with some gifts also.  Then he would join the family circle and eat with them.  This 
showed that he was accepted, they did not fear him, they would not poison him, and 
they did not believe he would poison them.   

Other families had very different tattoos and designs on their kapa, and different 
islands used different colors.  One Maui ‘ohana had no design on the kapa at all.  The 
Thunder ‘ohana used dyes from the kukui tree to make their kapa the darkest black.  Of 
course, being so dark, no designs would show upon it.  They did a lot more tattooing 
than the other ‘ohana for this reason.  The Shark ‘ohana used either blue or gray.  Some 
families on the island of Hawai‘i used bright red and yellow.  The Ahi (fire) ‘ohana used 
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a dark red with gray or black, and there were also families that used the colors of brown, 
pink, or lavender.  

All islands had some kind of tattoo.  Maui had the most. The Thunder ‘ohana 
tattooed half of their body with black designs.  The men did more so than the women, 
but all carried black tattoos on half of their body. 

It is not known if tattooing was done to a great degree prior to the coming of the 
chiefs.  They probably were of a simple nature and became more elaborate in later 
years.   Samoan warriors wore a lot of tattoos and we can only guess that many liked 
what they saw, and copied some of these designs.  The reason they all wore a red line 
across the back of their fingers was to show that they did not make a fist, they kept their 
hands open, and greeted all men.  They did not make war.  It was the simplest of any 
tattoo in the island chain.                                                                                                                                                              

The concept of children was very different in those days.  Children did not belong 
to two parents.  They belonged to the family.  The person who gave birth was seldom 
the person who raised that child.  As late at the 1930s, some families were still 
practicing this.  Today, in some families, either the father’s or mother’s parents can ask 
for the new baby, and it is freely given to them to raise.  So, although that is not as it 
had been in the early years, it is sort of a layover.   

Many children did not know who their birth parents were, or care for that matter.  
The chiefs, however, were always aware of who the birth parents were when a child was 
in line to become a high chief.  Otherwise, they felt much the same about the child 
belonging to the family.  All families kept their genealogy, so someone must have 
known which person gave birth to which baby.  Perhaps it was the job of the person 
who learned the genealogy, and others needed not to concern themselves.  When a child 
was showing some signs of interest in something such as being a bird catcher or a canoe 
maker, that child was given to the person who was great at that job.  The child learned 
to do the bidding of the parent who was teaching him or her, and it usually worked out 
very well.  Once in a while children decided they did not wish to do what they had 
originally wanted.  At times like this a call went out to the family for ho‘oponopono 
(conflict resolution) and the family sat down together to consider the problem.  If it was 
decided the child could leave one parent and go to another and learn another kind of 
work, it was done.  If it was decided the child should stay where he or she was, it was 
only after the child also agreed that it was acceptable. 

In a chief’s family, when a brother or father died, the son or remaining brother 
welcomed into his household all of the wives and children of the one who had died.  
They were not called hanai—they were his children now.  Their father was the chief 
under whose roof they now lived.  The missionaries did not understand this.  They saw 
the chiefs as having many wives and many children.  It was true that a chief could have 
as many wives as he wished, but in most cases many of the wives in their household had 
come from other households where the chief had died in battle or from illness.  As time 
went on, a chief’s household grew larger and larger, so that when he died, he left many 
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behind.  Some of these wives did become wives of a son.  Women were not chattels and 
had a say in what was to be done.  Some returned to their early home prior to joining the 
household of the deceased chief, and others married another chief.  Usually the children 
of the deceased chief stayed in the home of the new chief, but there were exceptions.  
There was a place for everyone and no one was left without a family or a home. 

After the arrival of the ali‘i in the 13th century, the commoners had to give one 
day of work each week to the chief who commanded their island as a tax.  Fishponds 
that could only be used by the chiefs were set aside, and this made it more difficult at 
times for the people to feed their families.  The chiefs had the idea that these people 
could do miracles, and demanded fishponds be made and heiau constructed by a certain 
time.  When this happened, fireballs were sent skyward and help came from many 
islands, and all worked ceaselessly until the job was completed.  When finished, they 
took to their canoes and returned to their home island.  The help they gave one another 
was without any demand for “you help me next time.”  They helped one another with 
love and gratitude that they had been asked.  They were all a part of the whole. 

That the chiefs brought their tiki and new laws and rules did not disturb them too 
much, for they had a story that there were many pathways up the mountain, and from 
where one person walked you could not see the view that the other person saw from his 
side of the mountain.  Only when you reached the top of the mountain could you see 
and understand all that the other person saw and believed.  This, of course, came into 
play much later when the missionaries, the seamen, and sugar barons came to Hawai‘i’s 
shores.  The Hawaiians accepted all with aloha and tried to understand the differences of 
these strange people, but unfortunately the foreigners did not return their trust and aloha. 

The coming of these European foreigners in the 1700s and 1800s—the 
missionaries, the whalers, and the businessmen such as the sugar barons—brought far 
more change than the ali‘i had.  These haole divided up every-thing.  They had a 
different king of calendar.  They divided time up with something called a clock.  They 
carried what they called a watch and the men were constantly looking at it, and got very 
stressed out when too many minutes passed and they didn’t get what they wanted.  They 
believed in dividing the land and making it their own.  How can you divide something 
that belongs to all people and animals that live upon it?  It was like dividing the air and 
saying you cannot breathe that air because it belongs to me.  It was just ridiculous.  

The missionaries brought everyone something called soap as they felt that water 
alone did not clean.  They wanted everyone to put this soap on their body.  It made 
lather much like the ginger plant, but didn’t have the sweet smell.   

These people who came to Hawai‘i walked a pathway so far removed from the 
Hawaiian pathway that it was impossible to understand their thinking or viewpoint.  
They had many strange habits.  One of them was that they would not go into the house 
of their Almighty God without being all covered up.  They believed their God did not 
like to see bodies.  The missionaries wanted all the people to cover up, just like they did.  
Thus all of the women and girls had to learn to sew and make large clothing to cover 
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their bodies, especially when they went to the hale pule (house of prayer).  These people 
did pray away from their God’s house, but when they went into the God’s house to pray 
they had to be all covered up—even their heads had to be covered.  Women wore 
dresses and bonnets, and men wore shirts and pants, even in the heat.  These all came 
off the minute people got out of the God’s house, and everyone just carried them home 
to wait for the next time they entered the hale pule.  Making things out of cloth instead 
of kapa was difficult, but slowly everyone learned how to do it.  

Just about everyone went there on God’s day.  On the Sabbath Day, people just 
had to sit around and listen to the haole tell stories and read from their Bible book.  No 
one did any work.  It was better than the chief’s day, as all a person made or caught that 
day went to the chief of the area in which you lived.  At least the missionaries didn’t tax 
the people.  Everyone sang songs in the hale pule and that was nice.  Everyone enjoyed 
that.  The missionaries wanted the people to do the same as they did, so they started to 
teach reading and writing.  This was fun!  Everyone wrote messages to everyone else.  
Instead of calling out to a friend, a person wrote a message and the friend wrote one 
back.  It was a game everyone loved.   

The children were not allowed to play on the Sabbath.  They had to sit endless 
hours listening and being quiet.  This was most difficult for the older ones and the small 
ones.  There was no cooking on this Sabbath Day, and all that they ate had been 
prepared the day before.  They did go to the toilet.  That was about all that was normal 
on that day.  This day they called the first day or the Sabbath.  They had names for each 
day.  All of this was very difficult to learn.  Later, when people were reading and 
writing in Hawaiian, they could write notes back and forth and not make a sound.  This 
helped the hours pass more quickly.  Then the haole started having everyone read aloud 
from the Bible book.  Everyone took a turn.  No one really knew what they were reading 
but that didn’t matter.  It was fun just reading the words.   

Celebrations and times of the Makahiki (period of sports and religious festivities 
each fall) seemed to become less and less popular.  The games were held on the outer 
islands, away from where most of the haole lived.  Gradually as people joined their 
churches and took up their new life style, the things that had been important to the 
Hawaiian people for many generations became lost.   

However, one practice that was carried on for centuries by the Hawaiian family 
remained for a long time, although in later times it was changed to the haole New 
Year’s Day.  In centuries past, it had always been carried out at the same time as 
ho‘oponopono.  The entire family came together, from the youngest to the oldest 
member.  The elders called each member forward and presented him or her with a hala 
lei.  Each child that was new since the last family gathering was also presented.  The 
giving and the receiving of a hala lei meant that all pilikia (trouble) up to that time was 
now forgiven and forgotten.  This was very significant.  If a person accepted the lei, it 
meant that he or she also accepted its meaning.     
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The hala lei was cut then sewn back together.  It symbolized the cutting of the 
past and all feelings of anger and disapproval.  People cannot think about a past slight or 
hurt without also carrying some resentment.  To forgive, you must be willing to forget.  
Nothing is ever truly forgiven unless it is forgotten.  Sewing the fruit back together 
signifies the family unit coming back as a whole.  It was one of the last traditions 
carried on by the Hawaiian ‘ohana.  Very few, if any, carry on this tradition today.  

A hala lei does not die, as there are no flowers.  They dry nicely and can be kept 
for years to remember someone or a certain time in life, so today it is often used to hang 
pictures of loved ones of long ago.  The problems and heartaches are forgotten, and the 
love and good times are remembered.   
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CHAPTER 4 – KAHUNA 
 
 
 There is probably no word that is more misunderstood in the Hawaiian language 
than kahuna.  The kahuna were masters of their craft, whatever that might have been, or 
caretakers of some sort.  But they were originally called kahu.  The na was used to make 
it plural.  Most early Hawaiians used the word kahu and the haole used the word 
kahuna.  They have the same meaning.  Hawaiian ministers are still called kahu by their 
parishioners.  Many people think that all kahuna were priests or sorcerers such as the 
kahuna ‘anä‘anä.  The kahuna ‘anä‘anä were a very small group of people within the 
kahuna class.   
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The kahu or kahuna was the person on an island, or in some cases, the entire 
island chain, who was the best at what he did.  He was given great respect from the 
population as he was the master of his craft and had more knowledge than others who 
practiced the same thing.  Only the very best was called kahu.  If he practiced lä‘au 
lapa‘au (herbal medicine), he was the best one.  Every family had several people who 
could treat illness with herbs, but they were not the kahu. When someone became that 
knowledgeable, people came to him from all over the island.   

The kahu did not pass his last bit of knowledge on to another until he felt his time 
of dying was near.  When he knew he was about to die, he called for the haumana 
(student, person studying under him) that he had chosen to become the master.  He 
would then share with the student his mana and any knowledge that he had never 
revealed to anyone about his craft—the little secrets he had kept to himself.  After he 
shared this knowledge, he blessed the haumana by breathing on the la‘e (frontal lobe of 
the forehead).  With this blessing, he was free to pass into spirit.  There would now be a 
new kahu who would carry on the craft. 

    The bones of the departed one would be wrapped in bleached white kapa and 
placed in a cave where other kahu or kahuna of the same class had been placed for 
centuries.  At the mouth of the cave, a ti plant was often planted, so a row of ti plants 
usually marked a cave full of kahu bones.  The essence of the masters would in time 
enter the plants, and those plants would then carry the mana of the departed.  Thus these 
plants were highly honored by the people.   
 There were many classes of kahu or kahuna.  There were the navigators, the sign 
readers, bird catchers, bone setters, mid-wives, prophets, kaula (those who saw the past 
and the future), the person who guarded the bones of the chiefs, the canoe maker, the 
person that made the fish nets, the kapa maker, and many more.  The chiefs had 
additional kahu who they designated as being war strategists or the men who led the 
armies (something like our generals), some who collected the tax money from the 
people, and some who were the overseers of an island.  They were all chiefs, but they 
were kahu also because they were the best at what they did.  
 Molokai had more kahu than any other island.  Since the people on Molokai did 
not make war, they pursued other avenues of learning.  The children were placed with a 
master of some sort, and they spent a lifetime learning that craft.  On most other islands, 
the young men wanted to be warriors, so they spent months and even years in preparing 
for battle.  They ate well and exercised, had many young women attracted to them, and 
had a great life much like sports heroes do today.   

Hewahewa, the last great kahu or kahuna, died in the mid 19th century.  Since 
then, none have come close to having the mana that he had.  He died on O‘ahu and is 
buried haole style (in the ground, instead of in a cave).  He has a huge rock sitting on 
top of his grave.  I guess the missionaries wanted to be sure he stayed put.  It has always 
made me wonder if the missionaries were just a wee bit afraid of him.  Personally, with 
the placing of that huge rock there, I think they were.  They recognized the mana he 
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had, and although they said they had no fear, they probably felt better knowing the rock 
was in place.  

Beginning some time after WWII, men started popping up all over the United 
States calling themselves kahuna.  Some of them were healers, some of them were 
teachers (of kahuna practices), some taught lomilomi (massage), and they all charged a 
fat fee.  It became a profitable business.  Most of these so-called kahuna came from 
someplace other than Hawai‘i.  A man who had vacationed here shortly after the war 
came back and held large seminars teaching people how to massage.  He had learned 
from the beach boys in Waikiki, as they massaged swimmers and canoe paddlers when 
they came in from the water.  This was done on a surfboard.  This man became rich 
from the money he took in from the people who came to sit at his feet.  He is gone now, 
but many followed him.  They were on all the islands, and some of them were actually 
Hawaiian.  That is the saddest, that Hawaiian people would sell to others what once was 
free. 

While Koko worked there, the Hawaiiana Unit of the Honolulu Department of 
Parks and Recreation taught Hawaiian crafts, and would have shared any and all 
knowledge with anyone who asked for it.  They had hula instructors, musicians, people 
who knew lomilomi, and people who knew la‘au lapa‘au.  Bishop Museum taught many 
of these same things for years also, but there were so few people coming to learn, that I 
believe all that has ceased.  None of these teachers called themselves kahuna because no 
one really is any more, but they shared what they knew with those who wanted to learn.  
There are still many knowledgeable elders who may not be kahuna but will share with 
people their knowledge about Hawaiian practices for free. 

I don’t understand how some people are so hungry for money that they become 
greedy and sell their heritage, but it is not my problem.  I will take care of my backyard 
and they can take care of theirs.  However, when someone charges a fee for something 
that should only be given with aloha, they are not truly Hawaiian because they are 
compromising Hawaiian values.  This is not pono.  Their heart sees only green (money).  
For example, often today students attend seminars and, after handing over many dollars, 
they are given a certificate that states they are now a kahuna when they were actually 
just taught some fancy psychology 101.    

One man in Hawai‘i borrowed a manuscript from a woman who had written a 
book about early Hawaii.  He copied it, then had it published as his own.  Meanwhile 
the woman gave hers to the Historical Society, and they also published it.  It is sad that 
things like this happen, but they do.  The people who do these things are not on a 
Hawaiian pathway.   

Hawaiian kahu know that all needs will be taken care of by the universal whole.  
They value sharing and respect the pono ways of the past.  Donations come in and take 
care of all needs.  When there is a need for money, it will come if they stay on a pono 
path.  Those who are not on a Hawaiian pathway often charge exorbitant fees for 
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Hawaiian wisdom, and that alone should tell a person that this is not a true kahu or 
kahuna.   

One time a young man came to see Koko.  He had been living on an outer island, 
working for a “kahuna” that had hired him, but had never paid him a cent.  This young 
man told us of several other people who had found themselves in the same predicament.  
He didn’t wish to sue, but he wondered what he should do.  He was a devout young 
man, and a lovely person.  He decided himself to return to the mainland.  Later he 
opened a home for AIDS patients and took care of them until they died.  I felt then, and 
still do, that he had far more aloha than the man he had worked for, and with his 
selflessness, in taking in patients and caring for them, he grew in mana every day.  
Mana was what he had come to Hawai‘i to learn about.  I am sure he was not thinking 
about gaining mana when he was devoting his time and energy to people who were 
dying.  I think of him so often.  He was not Hawaiian, yet he had learned so much.  He 
walked a Hawaiian pathway.  He had a Hawaiian heart. 

People still ask me about the kahuna throwing people into the volcano, or making 
them into a sacrifice to appease the gods.  The islands went for many years without wars 
or sacrifices, but there were a couple of chiefs who are still remembered for their rule of 
terror and destruction.  Umi, an early ancestor of Kamehameha ‘ekahi, was one of these.  
Stories of his deeds of death and destruction came down through the centuries, with 
tales being told and retold, and much nodding of heads and clicking of teeth.  

For many years there was peace in Hawai‘i, and when there was a war, it was 
fought in a sportsman-like way.  There were rules that they always followed.  First of 
all, if there was to be a war, the person challenging the other sent two stones, a black 
one and a white one.  The person receiving the stones decided if he wanted to fight or 
not, and sent one stone back to the person who had sent them.  The black stone 
designated there would be a war; the white stone said I do not wish to fight right now. 

If the black stone was sent back, the armies on both sides began to prepare.  
Somewhere along the way, a time would be set for their battle.  They always tried to 
fight when they knew the weather would be good.  Nobody wanted to fight in the rain.  
It seems that sometimes when they began a war, and the weather turned bad, everyone 
went home until the storm was over, and then they would come back and resume the 
fighting.  Fighting also always stopped at sundown.  No one fought at night.  That was 
the time for the spirits, and they might not like you fighting and therefore destroy 
everyone on both sides.  So, a truce was made when the sun went down.  Everyone 
rested, cleaned their spears, and ate a hearty meal, for they could not eat during the day, 
as they were all so busy fighting. When the sun came up, they were up and ready to 
fight.  It is not war like we know it today.    

From the time of Umi to the time of Kamalalawalu of Maui there were no great 
wars, then Kamalalawalu decided to invade the Big Island.  Kamalalawalu was a 
horrible chief.  He had many sacrifices, and often boiled his enemies in a pot of boiling 
water while he sat and watched them die.  He sent out spies to see how many troops 
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they had in Kohala.  When they reached the shores of the Big Island, they couldn’t see a 
soul, except for a few decrepit old people and a couple children.  There were no men or 
women that they could see.  They traveled up and down the shoreline, but saw very few 
people.  They returned to tell their chief that the Big Island was theirs for the taking.  So 
Kamalalawalu prepared his troops to invade.   

On the Big Island, everyone was preparing for the Makahiki games when the 
spies had come to check out the island.  They were all in top shape.  They were getting 
ready to go to Molokai to compete in the Makahiki games with the best in all of the 
islands, and this time they felt they would have many winners.  As they marched down 
the mountain towards the ocean to take to the boats to travel to Molokai, they saw the 
boats full of Kamalalawalu’s troops approaching.  There had been no stones sent, thus 
no reason to think these men coming were enemies, but just in case, they made ready.   

Before Kamalalawalu left Maui to attack, he was forewarned by Lanikaula, a 
prophet from Molokai, what would happen to him if he tried to invade the Big Island.  
Lanikaula said that if he went, he and his troops would be laid flat on the ground like 
stomped pili grass.  Kamalalawalu laughed at him.  Sure enough, as his warriors set foot 
on the shore in Kohala, they were pelted with spears, and almost none survived the 
battle.  The men from the Big Island rested a day and then went on to Molokai to 
compete in the Makahiki games.  I wish I could tell you how they did.  No one ever tells 
that part of the story.  

Kamalalawalu had not followed the rules of war by going against a neighbor 
island without giving them a choice or decision on if they wished to fight or not, and if 
so, when.  It was a warning to all ali‘i that the gods had wiped them out because of that.  
Thereafter, there were no more surprise attacks until Kamehameha ‘ekahi, who broke 
many of the rules. 

After Kamalalawalu disregarded his prophecy, Lanikaula went home to Molokai 
and his home at Hoku Pu‘u, a mountain overlooking Halawa Valley.  He was a great 
kahuna and people came from all of the islands to seek him out and ask questions about 
their future, the future of their children, and many other things.  It is said that he had a 
little bird that would fly to his shoulder and whisper to him when someone was coming.  
When people sought him out he would do what he could for them.  He lived out his days 
on the hill overlooking Halawa Valley, and is buried up there, somewhere beneath a 
kukui forest that his sons planted after he died. 

Kahu Hewahewa lived at the time that the missionaries came to Hawai‘i.  He 
became friends with some of them, and Emerson wrote about him, thinking he had 
become a Christian.  He had not, but he was wise and he knew it was better to play the 
game, and let them think he had been converted, than to be put in prison or perhaps 
killed.   People say that when you walk near Hewahewa’s grave, the ground trembles. 
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CHAPTER 5 - ‘AUMAKUA 

 
 

The ‘aumakua is the essence and spirit of the family—its source.  It is the sum 
total of all who have gone before, from the last to the first.  It is the beginning of all 
things.  There are some things that are very difficult to explain.  The ‘aumakua is one of 
them.   

In ancient times the family prayed to their family ‘aumakua (personal or family 
gods) for health, forgiveness, and assistance.  Every family or community had a small 
altar where gifts of food were left for the gods, or family in spirit.  This, of course, 
included the ‘aumakua.  There was no ‘aumakua without a family and no family without 
an ‘aumakua.  They were two sides of the whole.  In early times every halau (school) 
had it’s own ‘aumakua to watch over it.  So it was not just the family who had an 
‘aumakua, but canoe makers, bird catchers, those who did lua (a kind of martial arts) 
and later, beginning after Laka taught the hula, na halau hula (the hula schools).  A spirit 
can enter any person or any thing.  Different ‘ohana clans had a shark, turtle, owl, 
dragon, bird, or other animal that someone in the family felt was the ‘aumakua for that 
family.  There were usually signs so they knew it was there, and it was there to guide 
them.  

The early people in Hawai‘i were simple folk.  They didn’t have a lot of ritual or 
ceremony.  They remembered the family in spirit, who had been here before them, and 
who had cared for them when they were small.  They knew the ‘aumakua still cared for 
them from the other side of the rainbow.  Some families still believe their ‘aumakua is 
with them and watches out for them.   

Having an ‘aumakua is a two way street.  You have to acknowledge its existence, 
and then it acknowledges you.  Some people see it as sort of a guardian angel and they 
are right.  Of course, it depends upon their concept of a guardian angel.  We have all had 
people in our lives that we felt were angels.  They helped us when we needed help.  
Why did they show up when we needed them?  Did we ever stop to think about that?  
Doesn’t our protection come from the source?  What is the source?  The Creator!  Our 
loved ones who have passed from this life are now with the Creator, and their love 
guides and protects us.  We think of them as far away but usually they are as close to us 
as our dreams and our thoughts.  We are all a part of that spirit.  It is our Light and our 
source. 

 Throughout Hawaiian history, there were people who could walk through time 
like the kaula.  These people might be with a chief, or might live out their life as a 
commoner.  They were clairvoyants.  People who were kaula were thought of as being 
one kind of ‘aumakua as they could see the future and the past.  Perhaps they were 
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blessed with the spirit of one who had gone before, or were guided by the spirit of the 
entire family.  Because of this, they were given great honor.  

During the days of the Hawaiian Kingdom, the ali‘i rulers were the protectors of 
the family.  Many were considered to be godlike beings and, in a way, like an 
‘aumakua.  The ali‘i who had great mana were thought to be places of refuge.  Just 
getting to them and touching them or their garments kept the accused from being killed.  
Both Kamehameha ‘ekahi and his wife Ka‘ahumanu were seen as people with great 
mana and thus places of refuge.  Ka‘ahumanu was Kamehameha’s political wife, the 
one put up front for visitors and missionaries to meet and visit with.  She was one of two 
daughters of Ke‘eaumoku who helped him become king.  Kamehameha took both as 
wives when he took O‘ahu and had united all the islands except Kaua‘i.  It is thought 
that this was out of respect for Ke‘eaumoku but the daughters were both extremely 
beautiful when they were young, so I expect it wasn’t all because of respect for their 
father.   

Traditionally, two people ruled each ‘ohana.  In the ali‘i family one took care of 
the lands and one took care of the gods.  In the ‘ohana of the commoner it was similar.  
In both cases, it was the ‘aumakua that decided who should rule.  This had been the 
custom for centuries.  When Kamehameha ‘ekahi became king, the practice ended.  
However, in some families, with a few changes, they continued the practice.  Two of the 
older members of the family were considered the “elders” and the family in spirit chose 
who they would be.  

For example, even in modern times, in Koko’s ‘ohana the presence of the 
‘aumakua helped to decide which elders would rule the family.  Koko’s mother’s family 
not only had the mo‘o, but also the rainbow.  When Brother Bill Paia died (the eldest in 
Koko’s family) there was some question about who was going to be a ruling elder of 
this large family.  In their family line there was just one man and one woman who ruled, 
although sometimes one had to rule alone.  In Bill’s case, because Emma (the eldest 
sister) had left the family ways (joined a fundamental Christian church) and moved to 
the mainland, he had been the only ruling elder.  Maka was not made an elder at that 
time.  She could have been.  She had the mana but she was busy raising her own 
children and refused.  When Bill died, she knew she must then carry on, and she knew 
Koko was the one to stand beside her.  She told Koko that “Big Grandma” had chosen 
him.  Big Grandma was what they called their great grandmother, Ka‘ili‘ohe.  Koko was 
not as old as some of his brothers, but they did not have his mana. 

We never discussed this.  I always waited for him to bring it up, and he never did.  
At a family gathering in the mid-1980s, I experienced what would have made me 
skeptical if someone had told me that it happened to them.  But I was there, and I 
experienced it myself.  The ‘Ohana Kame‘ekua was planning their second reunion for 
descendants of Ka‘ili‘ohe.  Koko and I were living on the side of the mountain behind 
Diamond Head.  We had a large lanai behind our house with a great view of the ocean.  
We felt that this was a good place for a large group of people to gather, so we met there 
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to plan the reunion.  There were representatives from every branch of the family, so it 
was a rather large group of people.  Lilia Hale was there and, being the eldest of the 
group, she was having her say on what she thought we should and should not do.  A 
very strong wind came charging though the lanai and blew all the papers Lilia was 
holding out of her hands.  No one else was bothered by the wind, just Lilia.  She said 
she guessed Big Grandma didn’t agree with her, and then sat down.  At that moment, in 
the valley just below the lanai, a brilliant rainbow appeared.  We all ooohed and aaahed, 
then went on with our meeting.   

It was agreed that the reunion would be held on O‘ahu instead of Molokai 
because so many of the family lived on O‘ahu and could not afford to go to Molokai for 
a reunion.  When the business of the day was finalized, we ate a wonderful meal and 
were ready to go home.  We joined hands to bless the family on their journey home.  
Guy Bishaw, one of the cousins, remarked that the rainbow had stayed with us through 
the entire meeting, which had been over three hours long.  Lilia asked a blessing on 
each of us and as we dropped hands and people turned to go, we all saw the rainbow 
depart.  It didn’t vanish, or grow dim—it moved out over the ocean toward Molokai.  
Many of us cried, for we knew that Ka‘ili‘ohe had indeed been with us throughout that 
meeting, and was now going home.  This was not a night rainbow.  It was a Sunday 
afternoon.  Lilia Hale stated every time we were together after that time, that being the 
eldest didn’t make her the head of the family.  She had forgotten to be humble and Big 
Grandma reminded her very quickly.  She never forgot that again.  

With Koko, words were not always needed.  Many times after he left his physical 
body, he was with us.  He was like the rainbow that stood by us on the lanai.  From that 
time on I realized that spirits could take any form to show us they were near.  It needn’t 
be our very own ‘aumakua, it can be anything.  If we are aware and in touch with the 
earth and all living things, we will be aware when they show themselves.  There will be 
signs for us to follow or remind us of what we are supposed to do.  It does seem that, if 
at all possible, the ‘aumakua would take the form the family would expect to see it in.  
With some, it was not always possible.  As an example, if the family was of the Shark 
‘ohana and they were far from the ocean, that ‘aumakua would have to take some other 
form.  However, if they were on or near the ocean, it would only appear as the shark.  
When the ‘aumakua appears, it could be in or of anything—a plant, tree, or even a 
person.  As with the rainbow that we saw, the spirit will always let you know that it is 
there.  

‘Aumakua not only take special forms, but also are present in elements of nature 
and certain colors.  Ka‘ahumanu’s family was the Thunder ‘ohana and her colors were 
black and ‘ilima (orange) for the thunderstorm and lightning.  Ka‘ahumanu never took 
the saffron yellow, which was Kamehameha’s color.  Instead she always dressed in her 
own family’s color when the need for family colors arose.  Most of the time, she wore 
anything that pleased her.  The Ka‘ahumanu Society in Hawai‘i carry these colors today 
in honor of that great queen.  The women all wear black dresses and hats and wear an 
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‘ilima lei (from the orange blossoms of a native shrub).  It is quite striking.  Like 
Kamehameha, saffron yellow is the color of the Mo‘o clan.   

Koko liked the color ‘ilima.  It wasn’t correct according to old traditions, but he 
used the color most of his life.  When we were speaking at a college or for some 
organization, we both dressed in white with kukui designs in green.  When the 
Kame‘ekua ‘ohana had a reunion, each family line wore a different color.  This was so 
people would know which line these people belonged to.  Koko’s line, as descendants of 
Kaui, wore blue.  Koko’s cousins came in lavender, green, and navy.  Maka stated once 
that the old ways no longer applied as far as color was concerned.  Using different 
colors for identification was still the best way, but everyone used different colors than 
before.  At a family meeting, she scolded Koko for not using family colors at other 
times.  She said family needs to be proud of who they are, and using a different color 
that belongs to a different family or ‘ohana brought disrespect to your own family, as 
well as trouble from the one the color belonged to. 

Koko had a feather lei that he wore on his lauhala hat that was ‘ilima.  He always 
gave me a lei ‘ilima on my birthday and Mother’s Day.  This was his personal lei, he 
said, but I think the lei hala was also, as the family gave each other a golden lei hala 
every year.  Koko and I followed this practice during our marriage.  The lei hala was a 
good way to end the past, and begin anew.  These were never purchased but made by 
hand.  They were given to each other on New Year’s Day.  This ended any trouble 
between two individuals from times past and began a new year fresh and with great 
love. 

The ‘Ohana Mo‘o was the only family without a physical animal to call its own.  
The idea of a dragon ‘aumakua probably originated in Asia in the distant past.  The 
early ones who lived at Halawa Valley on Molokai must have felt watched over and 
cared for when they discovered the dragon sitting on the mountain at Mapulehu.  It can 
be seen only when going westward from the east end, in the late afternoon.      

On Kaua‘i, early Hawaiians were in awe of the mo‘o who they believed lived 
under the lava shelf and roared, causing the ocean during swells to shoot up about one 
hundred feet.  This place is now known as Spouting Horn.  The cane companies 
dynamited the hole because the salt-water spray was ruining the adjacent sugar crops.  
The Spouting Horn of today cannot match the impressive geyser of olden times.  Above 
the sacred area of Wailua, at Poli‘ahu heiau across from ‘Öpaeka‘a Falls, lie the ridge 
and modern road called Kuamo‘o, or backbone of the mo‘o, looming protectively over 
the area where the royalty of Kaua‘i lived.  Some educators believe the dragon family or 
‘Ohana Mo‘o did not begin until the first people settled on Molokai.  Does it really 
matter?  The ‘Ohana Mo‘o is the oldest in the Hawaiian Islands and probably all 
Hawaiians carry some of that DNA. 

I cannot finish this chapter without telling you what happened in 1983 when we 
had the first reunion of the ‘Ohana Kame‘ekua.  We met on Molokai for the weekend.  
(Only the first reunion was on Molokai; the subsequent two were held on O‘ahu.)  
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Everyone went to the ancient spot of Makaweliweli’s halau in Kapualei to pay our 
respect, and then to Saint Joseph’s Church to pay respects to Ka‘ili‘ohe before we did 
anything else.  When we were at the halau, all of the family gathered around the tomb 
where they thought Makaweliweli and perhaps even Ka‘ili‘ohe were buried.  Many of 
the elders put a hand on the tomb, and everyone was very quiet.  When the silent period 
was over, the elders did not move away as the others did, but stood looking to the right 
side of the halau.  I realized something was happening, and stood to wait and see what it 
was.  Most of the family started walking back to the cars.  I was standing with Franklin 
Baker, behind Maka.  Maka turned to Koko, her eyes filling with tears, and asked, “Am 
I crazy?  I just saw the whole family in spirit.”   

Lucy Nakagawa said, “I saw them too; they were in all kinds of clothes.”   
“And all dressed in saffron yellow,” Koko finished.  “Boy!  That was something I 

never expected to see!”  
Franklin and I were both there but neither of us saw the vision.  We didn’t know 

it then, but now I realize that they were coming from the area where the family heiau 
and the burial cave are.  Their mode of dress differed, as they covered several centuries.  
They came and surrounded the family who stood at the tomb honoring those who had 
gone before.  They blessed the family and gave Maka permission for the book Tales 
from the Night Rainbow to be published, so all Hawaiians could know who they are.  
We went to the mo‘o pond after that, and then toured the entire island.  Not much else 
was spoken about the rest of the day.  Some of the family had never been to Molokai 
before as they had always lived on another island.  Saturday night we had a luau on the 
front yard of Ka‘ili‘ohe’s old home.  Some of the Molokai cousins, the Mahi‘ai family, 
had erected a large tent, and had prepared all the foods that go with a great luau.  
Different family members danced, and others played musical instruments.  Favorite 
songs of several who had gone were played, and favorite dances were danced.  Some 
told stories of family members who had gone on, but had lived in the recent past.  These 
were all funny stories.  The evening ended with the family singing Hawai‘i Aloha.  

On Sunday morning many went to a church service.  Those who didn’t, sat 
around the pool at the hotel and talked about the happenings of the day before.  None of 
the group seemed to think it was terribly unusual for the family in spirit to all show up.  
They were just happy they were there when it happened.  Some of the family spoke of it 
as the ‘aumakua and others spoke of what happened as being a vision of those in spirit.  
When we left for O‘ahu on Sunday afternoon, a bright rainbow stood high on the 
mountain, and we watched it as long as possible as we flew home.  Lilia blew kisses to 
the rainbow and waved goodbye. 
 Can anyone have an ‘aumakua?  Certainly!  I met a young man on Kaua‘i several 
years ago who told me of what happened to him in 2000.  He recently arrived to 
Hawai‘i, and was vacationing on Kaua‘i.  Before going swimming at Ke‘e beach, he had 
purchased a pair of very expensive sunglasses.  He had been warned not to wear them 
into the water, but the glare on the water did bother him so he kept them on.  Even 



43 

 
 

 

though he had placed a cord around the back of his head so the glasses would not drop 
off, a large wave knocked him down and pulled off his sunglasses.  He spent nearly an 
hour looking and feeling on the bottom around the area where he thought they might be.  
He was quite upset and started diving, looking for them on the sandy bottom.  He 
thought he could find them, as they were dark and the sand was very white.  He dove 
and dove, but couldn’t find them.  He went in a little way and was standing neck high in 
the water resting before he started to dive once more.  He felt very sad that he had lost 
his glasses.  A large turtle swam up beside him and he was delighted.  He said to the 
turtle, “You can see down there better than I can, so can you find my glasses?”  The 
turtle dove down toward the bottom and the young man followed the turtle, who swam 
right to the sunglasses, which he quickly retrieved.  He kept yelling, “Thank you!” to 
the turtle as it swam away.  He said from that moment on, the turtle was his ‘aumakua.  
He didn’t care if I believed him or not.  He knew the turtle came to help him.  I agreed!  
I love the turtle and have many things with turtles on them.  In our discussion that 
followed, I learned that this young man was very in tune with nature and tried hard to do 
all he could to help the environment.  I smiled at him and said, “Don’t you think that the 
‘aumakua knows you?  Spirits know a lot more than we do, and he knew you were one 
of his own.”  

An elderly gentleman who came to hear us speak told us of being lost in a small 
boat.  It was getting dark and it looked like it was going to storm.  He could not tell 
which way it was to land.  The dark clouds and rain on the water made it impossible to 
see land, or anything else.  An owl flew from some place and sat on the end of his small 
boat.  He hadn’t had any luck catching fish, so the owl didn’t come for a meal.  After 
sitting there a few minutes, the owl flew away.  The man followed the direction the owl 
flew.  He could not see much, but he had a small compass and he continued to go in that 
direction.  About an hour later, as he was much closer to land, the owl flew out to his 
boat again, but did not land this time, just circled and then went back toward land.  He 
said he just sat there saying, “Thank you!” with tears streaming down his face.  This 
man had come to work in the pineapple fields, but had lived near the ocean in the 
Philippines and bought an old used boat so he could spend his weekends fishing.  He 
was not used to the waves and how fast you could be taken out to sea.  The little owl 
had saved him.  Years later he was driving quite late one night when a speeding car 
came toward him.  An owl swooped down in front of the other car, making the driver 
swerve and run into a ditch.  This saved his life.  This man is a firm believer in the 
‘aumakua for a good reason.  These are just a few of the stories we have heard of 
personal ‘aumakua.   

Koko had two ‘aumakua, the mo‘o and the manö (shark).  He was dedicated to 
the shark god when he was a very small baby.  His father took him out in his little 
wooden boat and placed him in the water.  As the baby bobbed in the ocean, a large 
shark swam up to look at the baby, and then swam away.  Meanwhile on the shore the 
older children were hysterical—screaming, crying, and running around to their mother 
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and grandmother, wanting someone to go get the baby and bring him back to safety.  
They could not believe their father would drown their little brother, but he had taken 
him out there and put him in the water.  When their father brought him back, he had 
Koko’s Hawaiian name: Kauakokoula Kuhaimoana Kaimana.  Kauakokoula is the name 
of the red rainbow.  Kuhaimoana Kaimana means standing tall on the mountain, 
bending down to the sparkling sea.  It was a lot of name for such a little baby.  Needless 
to say, the children were delighted that the baby was home and safe.  Throughout 
Koko’s life he swam with the sharks without incident.  He was never attacked. 

In June 1994, Koko and I went to visit our dear friends, Manu and Loretta in 
Kona.  While we were there we all traveled to Kawaihae where his father had been born 
and grew up.  We went up to the Pu‘ukohola heiau.  As we walked up, we passed a 
lovely little inlet and we stopped to rest.  Koko said he would just stay there and we 
could go on.  He had been there many times before, and he thought he would just rest.  
We went a little further up, and looked back down at where Koko sat.  A large white 
shark was swimming in the inlet.  It is very unusual for a large shark to come so close to 
shore.  It looked to us like Koko was talking to the shark.  He swam around several 
times, and looked up at Koko as if to communicate with him and then went back out to 
sea.   Koko sat and watched the shark until it left the inlet.  He told us that evening that 
the shark had come to tell him that he would be joining him very soon.  From this I 
expected an accident in the water or some such tragedy.  We didn’t know Koko was 
sick.  Two months later, almost to the day, we learned he had pancreatic cancer.  He 
died two weeks later, on the 24th.  I know the shark ‘aumakua was waiting for him.   
 After Koko’s death, when I was extremely stressed, a bright rainbow always 
appeared.  Once a dentist gave me a procaine drug, which I was very allergic to, and I 
had a very bad reaction.  I could not speak and became stiff as a board.  I was quite 
scared.  A rainbow appeared outside the window and my body relaxed.  Later that day I 
went to the hospital where they diagnosed a stroke.  Koko came to help me in spirit.  I 
feel I do not have any lasting problems from that because of his assistance.   

In 1995, just about a year after he died, I took a trip to the mainland and came 
home feeling very lonely.  I had told the kids not to bother picking me up as they would 
be working and I was not sure of my arrival time.  I figured I would just catch a cab.  
When I collected my bags and went out to get my taxi I felt an overwhelming feeling of 
loss, as he had always been there to pick me up.  Now there was no one.  I just stood 
there, not really thinking of anything, just feeling that empty space inside of me.  Then  
I looked up, and there across the street coming from the parking garage was Koko, 
holding his hat on with one hand (it was a very windy day) and wearing a black turtle 
neck sweater and tan pants (an outfit I don’t remember ever seeing him wear).  His hala 
hat had its yellow feather lei on it.  He had come to meet me!  I raised my arm to wave, 
and a feeling of joy poured over me, but as I did so, I realized it could not be.  He had 
died the year before!  The moment I thought that, he was gone, and in his place was the 
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brightest rainbow I had ever seen, arching up, up into the sky.  I started to cry.  Was I 
imagining all of this?  

 There was a young Hawaiian woman and her two small children standing near 
by.  I touched her arm, and through my tears, I asked, “Is that rainbow real?”  She 
turned to give me a lovely smile and answered, “Oh yes it’s real, and while you’re here 
you will see a lot more of them!”  She patted my hand.  She thought I was a tourist, but 
it didn’t matter.  I laughed through my tears and thanked her.  I hailed my cab and as we 
drove out of the airport the rainbow went right along with us, clear through town, and 
up Maunalani until I was safely home.  Then I said, “I miss you!”  The rainbow stayed 
for a moment longer, and then it was gone.  Koko had been there to see me home, one 
last time.  I was learning that just as when he was in body, he knew when I was scared 
or lonely, and he always showed up. 

I can no longer see the rainbow, as I only 
see light and dark and shadow, but there are 
times that I feel it is near.  I guess, for me, 
Koko is very much a part of my ‘aumakua.  For 
several years, Ka‘ili‘ohe was also.  Perhaps she 
still is.  All of the brothers and sisters and many 
of the nieces and nephews are now in spirit.  I 
will never need to feel alone or lonely again.  If 
I am in trouble, they will know, and be quickly 
by my side.  From some place the answers I 
need will come.  That is what ‘aumakua means 
to me.  
 
 
 
Photo: Pali and Koko at the Willows in 
 Honolulu. 
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CHAPTER 6 - PONO 
 
 

If it is good, if it is in balance, if it is right, if it helps, if it is righteous, if it 
corrects, if it is responsible, if it is caring, if it is humble, if it is peaceful, if it honors, it 
is pono. 

Kauikeaouli Kamehameha III gave the Hawaiian Kingdom a motto in 1843.  We 
still have it, but now it stands on our state seal.  In 1843 what pono meant needed no 
explanation.  It was all that was good.  “Ua mau ke ea o ka ‘aina i ka pono” it says in 
Hawaiian, which is translated as, “The life of the land is perpetuated in righteousness” 
or all that is pono. 

It is my belief that “righteousness” is used as an all-encompassing word to cover 
the many things pono means.  If you are righteous, you are good, helpful, caring, 
humble and in balance.            

From the first kanaka maoli to reach Hawai‘i’s shores, until the time the country 
was taken over by the defacto government, being pono was what every citizen was 
striving to be.  The fact that it now has to be explained shows that it has largely been 
forgotten. 

The kanaka maoli (indigenous people) didn’t speak of right or wrong, but 
whether or not it was pono.  When they fell away from being pono—if they were 
tempted to do wrong or to bring sadness or sorrow to another, or if they were greedy, 
acted foolishly, or were lazy and didn’t do their share of the work—the elders would 
remind them that they were becoming pono‘ole (not being pono).  This was usually all 
that was needed for a person to get back on track.  If, however, problems continued, 
there would be a call for ho‘oponopono, a situation where the entire family came 
together and discussed the problem.  In a ho‘oponopono meeting, everyone did their 
best to understand why the person willfully did what he or she was doing.  They listened 
to any argument and were led by the elders in order to see and understand all points of 
view.  Then they tried to find a solution.   

Sometimes this took several days.  First there was discussion about why they 
were having this meeting.  Then they would try to find a solution that was satisfactory to 
everyone in the family unit.  If, after a session of ho‘oponopono the problem persisted 
or started again at a later date, the perpetrator of the problem had to leave the 
community.  An example of this would be a man not sharing his catch of fish with 
others, especially the elders.  Another example would be a person stealing.  Stealing was 
seen as one of the worst things a person could do, as they had to plot and plan to do it.  
Since there were very few things that a person owned by himself, as the family 
community owned all, to steal was seen as stealing from not just one person, but from 
the entire community.  



47 

 
 

 

Sending this person out of the community was drastic punishment and not done 
lightly.  The person leaving was no longer seen or spoken to.  They had become kauwa.  
Everyone, including the very young children, understood that such a person was no 
longer there.  It was only a ghost that they saw.  The spirit of that person had gone 
away.  A person found it very difficult to live among others who didn’t speak to them, 
or recognize them as being there.  When they became kauwa, their forehead was 
tattooed with a red dot, so all who saw them knew that they were a ghost or kauwa.  The 
tattooing and making a person kauwa was practiced less and less after the missionaries 
came to Hawai‘i nei (this place called Hawai‘i), but on many of the smaller islands it 
was still in practice for many years.  In most cases the person who was being ostracized 
left the family community to wander homeless.   

There were no jails or other kind of punishment unless it came from a chief, who 
had the right to have a person killed or punished.  Since all of the people lived in small 
family communities, they did not have daily contact with the chiefs, so family rule was 
the one they worried about.   

Today, there are people we see almost daily that are well on their way to being 
pono.  The bus driver who always helps the older people with their packages, an older 
lady who always has a smile for everyone and knows the names of all the neighbors and 
their children, the man who has adopted the bus stop and picks up all of the cigarette 
butts and sweeps the walk clean, the woman who feeds the birds in the park, and so on.  
These are not people with great egos, and perhaps no one knows their names, but they 
are always there, always friendly, and always assisting where it is needed.  They have 
aloha and that helps bring them into balance, moment by moment.  These people have 
good mana.  They work diligently to help those in the community and family unit.   

Many Hawaiian people say “malama pono” when they say goodbye to each other.  
Now, it has caught on, and just about everyone says it sometimes.  Most people think 
that it means take care.  It means take care of your pono.  What a wonderful way to say 
fare-well. Malama pono! 
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CHAPTER 7 – HISTORY & MYTHOLOGY 

 
 

I have heard oral history called many things: unwritten history, unwritten 
literature, mythology, and gossip.  It could well be a little bit of all of them.  Many of 
the stories that I pass along here have been remembered and told by more than one 
family in Hawai‘i, so I feel there is enough truth to them, or history, to be recorded. 

The well-known Kamehameha I (‘ekahi) originally carried the name Paiea.  In his 
earlier years, he had lived a peaceful life in Kailua, Kona, as a fisherman and farmer.  
One day he had a rumor confirmed to him, that his mother had taken Kahekili as a lover 
when she was visiting the island of Maui.  

Kekaulike, who ruled Maui for many years, had several sons.  His eldest son was 
Kamehameha Nui, and his youngest son was Kahekili.  Today there are many 
descendants of Kamehameha Nui in Hawai‘i.  People get confused thinking that a 
descendent of Nui is also a descendent of Kamehameha I, who was also called 
Kamehameha Nui, but they are actually different men.  The first Kamehameha Nui was 
Kahekili’s eldest brother, and not from Kona. 

Kekaulike died at an old age and turned the rule of his kingdom over to 
Kamehameha Nui.  Eventually, when it was time to turn over his rule, Nui turned over 
his kingdom to his younger brother, Kahekili, and not his own sons. 

All of his life, Paiea had heard rumors that his mother had a love affair when she 
had gone to visit her mother on Maui.  He realized that the timing was right for this man 
to be his father—the father of the baby his mother had carried and given birth to several 
months after returning to the island of Hawai‘i.  She had kept her baby hidden, as she 
knew her own husband and his friends on Hawai‘i would want a child of Kahekili of 
Maui killed.  If the gossip that she had an affair with Kahekili was true, it meant he was 
actually the son of a great chief.   

Traditionally, no Hawaiian ever took a name from any family other than his own.  
To do so was not only to bring tragedy to your own ‘ohana, but would also bring down 
the wrath of the family the name was stolen from.  But Kamehameha decided to take the 
name of Kamehameha Nui, his uncle and Kahekili’s older brother, instead of Paiea.  He 
was boldly pronouncing to all people that he carried the blood of the old line, the blood 
of the Mo‘o family, who were the ancient ones who carried so much mana.   

Kamehameha ‘ekahi was actually born of lowly rank according to ali‘i standards.   
He was of low kapu (degree of sacredness)—not high class at all.  With his new name, 
he immediately changed everything in his life.  He was now of much higher kapu and 
carried the blood of the honored chiefs of Maui.   
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Kahekili had never expected to rule.  He had seizures and lived a very quiet life, 
spending a great deal of time swimming and in sports.  He found the more exercise he 
did, the less likely it was that he would have a seizure.  He was known throughout all of 
the islands as an expert swimmer and for his high diving from the cliffs into the ocean.  
He was of the Thunder ‘Ohana, and after he was made a high chief, he tattooed his 
entire left side with black tattoos.  This included his left eyelid and his toes.  He wore a 
cape of black feathers that hung down to his ankles.  His mahi‘ole (feathered helmet) 
was of black feathers also.   

I will share here a very interesting story that was told on Molokai about the wars.  
Battles back then were usually sportsmanlike, and it was tradition to use black or white 
stones to indicate if both sides wished to fight or not.  Even if the white stone had been 
returned, the challenger could send the two stones again later, and then, perhaps, both 
would be ready to fight. 

If someone challenged the great chief Kahekili to a battle, and he accepted, he 
was the one who gave the signal for the fighting to begin.  He would open his long black 
cape on a hill, if one could be found, his arms spread wide like a hawk.  When his arms 
came down and the cape closed, the fighting began.  I don’t know what he did if there 
was no hill to stand upon, but it is said that he made sure the sun was always in the eyes 
of the attackers, and at the back of his own men.  The attackers, with the sun in their 
eyes, couldn’t throw a spear very well, as they couldn’t see their target, while the other 
men could see very well, and could take aim at the men they were fighting. 

War was fought only from dawn to dusk.  The warriors were up before sun-up, 
and ate a hearty meal.  There would be no time for lunch.  They would be fighting until 
sundown.  When the sun set, the battle ceased until dawn of the next day.  During the 
night hours they ate, rested, and wounds were treated.  Although many women followed 
the troops to aid the wounded or carry water, they were not usually at the front, but far 
at the rear.  As the warriors went forward into battle, the injured were left behind, and 
that was when the women cared for them.  When a battle was taking place on a very hot 
day, sometimes both sides were dropping back to drink so that there were very few on 
the front line fighting.  There was always water available, in huge gourds, and carried 
by women at the back of the fighting.  These women did no cooking.  That was always 
done by men.  During the day, while the fighting was going on, the cooks were 
gathering food to feed the troops at sundown.     

There were other rules of conduct when there was a war.  There was absolutely 
no sexual contact with another.  That drained the body of energy and strength that every 
warrior needed in battle.  There was no food eaten from the time the battle began until it 
finished at sundown.  There was an understanding among all people of Hawai‘i, that 
regardless of the origin of the men fighting, they would give all they could to assist 
feeding the warriors.  This was often an invading army, but they shared just as readily as 
they did for their own men. 
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The chief who had been challenged would be the one to begin the fighting each 
morning by giving his troops some signal.  Different chiefs had different signals.  Most 
are now forgotten.  Because Kahekili was such a spectacular figure, and his signal so 
unusual, it has been remembered.  

These rules were kept by most of the chiefs down through the centuries until 
Kamehameha ‘ekahi invaded O‘ahu.  Kamehameha did not follow the rules, and that 
was in fact how he conquered O‘ahu.  Kalaniküpule, O‘ahu’s chief, was a brilliant man.  
He knew that Kamehameha had many more troops than O‘ahu had, even though Kaua‘i 
had sent troops to assist him.  He had to win this war by strategy.   

There was a story of a leeward rat and a windward rat going over the pali (cliff).  
The windward rat, who went over the pali all of the time, knew what vines to catch and 
where to step to avoid falling.  The leeward rat did not know any of this, and started to 
chase the windward rat.  They ran to the pali and scampered downward.  The leeward 
rat, not knowing where to step on the slippery rocks, fell to his death in the pool below. 

Kalaniküpule took the story and used it to entice Kamehameha’s forces into the 
valley and up to the Nu‘uanu Pali (the cliffs between leeward Honolulu and windward 
Kailua on O‘ahu—See above drawing.) back in August 1795.  The opening at that time, 
at the top of the Pali where the lookout now stands, was only a little over six feet 
wide—not wide enough to push an army off the cliffs.  The wide area that is now a 
lookout did not exist at that time.  From the top, the first thirty feet down was a straight 
drop.  There were steps cut into the cliff, but as it often rained, the steps were usually 
slippery and covered with moss.  You needed to hold on to vines, and be careful of each 
step.  If you fell, you fell into the small lake at the bottom of those thirty feet, and for 
many it meant death.  The rest of the trail down was relatively easy. 

Kalaniküpule’s men spread out from Kahala to Nu‘uanu. They would show 
themselves, have a small skirmish and then pull back.  The invading troops fell into this 
trap and followed them up into Nu‘uanu Valley where most of Kalaniküpule’s men 
waited.  The plan was that during the fighting, Kalaniküpule and his army would keep 
stepping backward toward the edge of the cliff.  When they got as close to the cliff as 
possible and as darkness fell, they would scoot down over the Pali, down the trail and 
through the lava tube that would take them back to Leeward O‘ahu.  (This natural tube 
or cave was later turned into a tunnel to carry water to the sugar cane fields during the 
1930s.)  The plan was to then come up behind Kamehameha’s troops in the morning, 
and box them in. 

In the meantime, a lesser chief, angry at Kalaniküpule, made his way back to the 
troops of Kamehameha and told Kamehameha what Kalaniküpule was planning.  The 
plan was foiled.  Instead of sleeping, Kamehameha made all of his troops rise and march 
back down the valley, where they found the forces of Kalaniküpule.  The last battle was 
fought in Ewa, not at the Nu‘uanu Pali, with many, many deaths on both sides. 
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Kalaniküpule himself was killed.  They cut out Kalaniküpule’s liver and heart and 

carried them back with them to the heiau at Leahi (Diamond Head) where they were put 
on the altar to the god, Kukailimoku.  The rules of war had been broken. 

The only chief I suspect actually died in Nu‘uanu was Ka‘iana, a beautiful young 
chief from Kaua‘i, who died at La‘imu, the site of the battle.  The 300 sets of bones that 
so many people talk about, and say are the remains of the army that was pushed over the 
pali cliff, are bones that were later found where the lake had been.  These were actually 
bones from people falling throughout the centuries.   

Kamehameha ‘ekahi was chosen by his uncle, Kalaniopu‘u, to be caretaker of the 
gods upon his death, which he did.  This would make him a kahu.  Among the gods that 
his uncle left Kamehameha, was the ancestral war god, Kukailimoku.  This had been the 
war god of Umi also, and had been handed down from generation to generation.  
Perhaps it was being given the care of this ancient war god, or the words of 
Ke‘eaumoku, or his name change that changed the life of Kamehameha.  The war god 
was now his, and it was the belief of all the chiefs that whoever held that war god could 
rule anything or anywhere.  Kamehameha carried Kukailimoku with him wherever he 
went.  When he was away from home over night, a small house had to be made for 
Kukailimoku, right beside his own house. 

Kalaniopu‘u left his god to Kamehameha, and his lands to his son, Keola la‘a aha.  
Kalaniopu‘u thought Kamehameha and Keola la‘a aha could rule together.  
Ke‘eaumoku of Maui, an advisor to Kamehameha, urged him to seek the lands too.  It 
seems that Kamehameha always wanted more.  Ke‘eaumoku also plotted how 
Kamehameha could become a mighty ruler of far more than just the four kingdoms on 
the Big Island of Hawai‘i.  It seems the gods had the same ideas. 

Although Kamehameha became a ruthless warrior, he continued to care for his 
goddess, Kina Wahinelulu o na Moku.  This was an image that represented a woman 
who had lived at the site of the seven pools in Maui, long before his birth.  This was a 
goddess he cared deeply for.  Whenever he passed Maui in a canoe or ship, he stopped 
at Maui to pay homage to her at the place where her halau once stood.  Kina Wahinelulu 
o na Moku had been a kumu (teacher) who lived on Maui many years before the time of 
Kamehameha.  She taught that wars win nothing.  Only when men sit down side-by-side 
and talk are problems solved.  She felt no one ever won a war.  They might win land, 
but if they lost so many of their men, there was no one to use the land they won.  She 
became a mo‘o goddess upon her death.  At some time, he asked her to become his 
goddess, and promised her that when his cape covered all of the islands, there would be 
no more wars.  He took her color as his own, and instead of using the red and yellow 
cape his family used, he took a cape of solid yellow.  His mahi‘ole was yellow also.   

Sacred names were not spoken.  This was the case when a person was named for 
a god or goddess.  They were called by either a small section of that name, or called 
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something altogether different.  I was told by two different people, Lilia Hale of O‘ahu, 
and Randy Ahuna of Hilo, that Kamehameha carried the sacred name of Ku nui a kea.  
If this name was given to him after he became a ruling chief, I can understand.  This 
was the name of one of the highest Hawaiian gods, so I am of the opinion that it was 
taken by him, or given to him, after he conquered O‘ahu. 

Apparently, the early Hawaiian people believed in reincarnation.  For this reason, 
names were very important.  Names belonged to the family of which a person belonged.  
As a child grew older, when there were signs that they could be the reincarnation of 
some past member of the ‘ohana, they gave them that name, or they took it for 
themselves.  No two people alive at the same time in any family had the same name.  
This seems strange today, in a world that has so many Henrys, Lindas, and Johns. 
   After Kamehameha conquered O‘ahu, he took two of Ke‘eaumoku’s daughters as 
wives.  One, Ka‘ahumanu, has come down through history as a very important woman.  
Paintings of her do not do her justice.  Many stories say she was quite beautiful when 
she was young.  She had extremely large black eyes, and long black lashes.  She was 
very headstrong, however, and after about five years of marriage, she was a wife in 
name only.  Kamehameha would no longer take her with him.  She had countless 
affairs, and the young chief from Kaua‘i who died at the battle of Nu‘uanu had been one 
of her lovers.  

Remembering his vow to Kina Wahine, Kamehameha did not choose his eldest 
son to rule after him, as he was a warrior.  He picked Liholiho, his son by his other wife, 
Keopuolani, to succeed him.  Liholiho had the sacred blood of the pre-ali‘i as well as 
the Maui chiefs in his veins.  He was a quiet, well-behaved young man with no wishes 
for war.  The Maui chiefs might have gone after whoever succeeded Kamehameha. 
They could have tried to take back O‘ahu and their own island.  With Liholiho on the 
throne, the Maui chiefs would be satisfied because he was one of their own. 

The years that followed, with Kamehameha III and then Kamehameha IV ruling, 
were peaceful years.  There were problems with the sugar barons, but there was no 
uprising of any chiefly lines in Hawai‘i.             

When Kamehameha V (Lot) became King, the biggest problem in his Kingdom 
was keeping peace with these sugar barons.  One thing they were constantly upset about 
was the ma‘i pake (the Chinese sickness, leprosy) that came into Hawai‘i with the 
Chinese people who came to work on the sugar plantations.  They wanted these people 
out of circulation.  They wanted them sent to an island where they could not get off and 
come back to civilization.  They were terrified. 

Lot spent a great deal of time on Molokai, where he could speak Hawaiian and 
feel at ease with the people.  When he had to meet with the Privy Council or dignitaries, 
he would go to Honolulu, but would leave as soon as possible.  On Molokai he had 
heard many stories of Kaiakea.  This gave him an idea.  Kaiakea was remembered for 
many things.  He had been a brilliant man, a great navigator and could read the stars and 
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weather signs in the sky.  He had all of the highest lands on Molokai as his own, but he 
felt great sympathy for the kauwa and criminals who had no home, and roamed from 
island to island.  He gave much of his land to these people, as he felt every man should 
have a place to call home—a place of peace.  Kauwa came from every island, and on the 
cliffs above Kalaupapa they formed a little community.  Most of them had learned their 
lessons, and they did well.  Now, Lot wondered if something like that could be done for 
the people with the ma‘i pake.  He spoke to the Privy Council and they began 
investigating what could be done.  In the end, they followed Lot’s suggestion.  

The Privy Council purchased all of the land at the Kalaupapa Peninsula and gave 
this land to the people with the ma‘i pake.  There were many lovely farms there.  The 
farms were very fruitful.  There were fruit trees of all sorts as well as an abundance of 
pigs, dogs, chickens and geese.  The ocean that was at their door was full of all kinds of 
fish, and they were so bountiful that they could catch them with their hands.  For the 
other people who lived on Molokai, lands were given to them in Eastern Molokai where 
the land was equally good, and they could build larger farms.  

Lot and the Privy Council saw it as an ideal home for the lepers.  The land was 
fertile but isolated.  They would not have canoes, and large ships could not come in 
close to shore, as there was a large coral reef.  There were trails up to the cliffs above, 
but sickly people would not be able or inclined to try to climb them.  The sugar barons 
would be satisfied, and the lepers would be happy and contained.  They felt it was the 
best solution.   

Newspapers, medical supplies, and mail, as well as food that was needed, and 
seeds and small plants to grow, were all taken down from what they called “top side” 
(the rest of the island above the peninsula).  Protestant missionaries came to help, and a 
makeshift hospital was built.  They ran into a problem, however, when they started 
bringing people over by ship.  They sometimes had to swim ashore as the boat could not 
get in close to the shore, and there were no canoes.  The Privy Council immediately 
ordered a dock to be built, and many of the lepers who had been sent to Kalaupapa built 
the dock.  Mormon and Catholic missionaries came to work with the lepers.  It took 
seven years to complete.   

Father Damien, a dedicated Catholic priest, was able to secure a great deal of 
lumber from the diocese in Honolulu, and this was floated in from the ships.  With this 
lumber, and a great deal of labor, the people built dorms for the men and women, a post 
office, and a much better hospital.  As it turned out, many of the people sent there as 
being lepers were not, and after one year of not having any active symptoms, they were 
released.  Some stayed on as kokua (helpers) and some brought their husbands or wives 
as kokua also, so there were many hands that were able to work.  Records that are 
finally open to be researched revealed that during some years, nearly 1000 people were 
released to enter society once more.  Most years, however, it was about half of that. 

There are just about as many stories about Kaiakea, the old chief of Molokai, as 
there are about Kamehameha.  There is one story of the reverence Kamehameha had for 
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the old chief.  On his last trip to Kona from O‘ahu, he stopped at Molokai to get one or 
two of the famous fishnets made by Pe‘elua, a son of Kaiakea.    
          The old sage, Kaiakea, came down from his mountain home to greet the King, as 
he was greatly honored that Kamehameha had stopped to get fishnets from Pe‘elua.  He 
was in his 99th year and quite frail.  Kamehameha, king that he was, took off his malo 
and crawled on the ground to the feet of Kaiakea.  There was no greater tribute he could 
give this blessed old man. 

Kaiakea did not call himself a chief.  He called himself an elder or grandparent.  
He believed no person was higher or lower than any other.  This was definitely not what 
the other chiefs believed, for they had rank, and the highest birth rank had the burning 
back kapu, which meant they were holy.  Even Kamehameha had been taught in this 
way, although he had not been raised with things of that high rank.   

Kaiakea told any chief that visited Molokai, “When you are on Molokai, you do 
things our way.  Here, all men are equal.”  Kaiakea had a great spring of water.  On any 
other island, all of the chiefs would drink first and, if there was any left, others could 
quench their thirst.  But Kaiakea said instead, “Here, all who thirst shall drink.”   

He was the keeper of the Kalai Pahoa gods.  These gods were small images made 
from the bamboo trees on the side of the mountain.  They were very poisonous.  There 
were other plants growing around them, one of them being the castor plant, and another 
plant that was also poisonous.  Somehow the poison got into the bamboo, and even a 
sliver of that wood could kill.  Many people wanted some of this wood to use on their 
enemies.  It was then that Kaiakea became keeper of the gods, so the trees were 
destroyed and no one was allowed to take any wood that would harm another.  He hid 
the gods, and only his daughter Makaweliweli knew where they were kept.  When he 
knew his time was near, he left the gods in her care and she took them to her halau in 
Kapualei, where they remained protected. 

Molokai is also known by the name of Pule O‘o.  This is the story of how it got 
that name.  At the time of the Tahitian invasion of the 1200s, something very interesting 
happened.  The warriors had laid waste to the island of Lana‘i.  Only forty people had 
survived as they had taken to the canoes and fled to Molokai.  The warriors followed 
after the escaping Hawaiians.  As the war canoes left Lana‘i to attack Molokai, the 
current in the channel between Lana‘i and Molokai became stronger than usual.  Some 
of the Molokai people at Kaoio came out of their houses and watched the warriors 
paddling across towards them.  The warriors were strong men, but the current was 
stronger.  Some were able to beach their canoes but most found the current was taking 
them away from the island instead of toward it.  One of the elders started to chant in 
Hawaiian, “Mighty is the land of Hina, you can not land.”  Others took up the chant 
until it rose like thunder across the waters.  They said the ocean was a red color from the 
reflection of the red malo (loin cloths) of the warriors, and because they were 
murderers.   
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The tide itself had taken them away from the island.  The invaders were to say 
later that the chanting kept them from landing on that island, and they gave it the name 
of Pule O‘o (powerful prayer).  They were spooked by what happened, and as they told 
and retold the story of not being able to beach their canoes, they continually called it the 
island of powerful prayer.  There was no invasion of Molokai at that time.  Through the 
centuries to follow, Molokai was often called by that name because the island was full 
of powerful prayer.  Molokai is still full of powerful prayer, and is still called Pule O‘o. 

There are many stories of prophecies and healings from Molokai that cannot be 
explained by any reason other than prayer or mana.  Many great prophets came from 
this island, and many miraculous healings took place there.  Chiefs of all of the other 
islands wanted to recruit men from Molokai for their armies, and kahu of any kind for 
their island.  Molokai seemed to have extremely great mana.  Kamehameha trained his 
warriors there for one year prior to the invasion of O‘ahu.  Kaiakea was living at that 
time, and although he did not like wars, he did allow the warriors to train there, at the 
site that is now the Molokai airport.  It was from this base that his men took to the 
canoes and went to O‘ahu. 

There is a mo‘o pond that people have tried repeatedly to fill in, but it cannot be 
done.  The water from this pond has helped heal many people get well.  I was there in 
1983, and I thought I would be hard pressed to drink of that murky water.  But I have 
heard the stories, over and over, of the healings that have come about.  I believe there is 
some fact in these stories, because I know of one such healing myself. 

One of these stories is of Keoki.  He was sent to live with Buffalo Mahi‘ai 
because he had been in trouble in Honolulu.  His family hoped that he would be helped 
if he was living on Molokai.  He went to school, and in the evening he helped round up 
the cows with Buffalo.  He contracted rheumatic fever.  He was ill for several months.  
The doctor came to see him from Kaunakakai, and said to send the boy back to 
Honolulu.  His heart was badly damaged, and there was nothing they could do to help 
him.  They didn’t feel he was well enough to travel alone, so they sent for his mother to 
come and get him.  His mother came, and brought his older sister with her.  They found 
Keoki a mere skeleton.  He was very weak, and talked very little.   

While they were waiting for Keoki’s mother to come and get him, they had also 
asked for a lady who did healings from the mo‘o pond to come and see him.  His mother 
and sister, and the old lady who did the healings, all arrived at the same time.  Keoki’s 
mother asked the old lady to do what she could to help her seventeen-year-old boy.  The 
woman came in and sat beside Keoki.  She talked to him and asked him questions.  
Then she produced a small bottle of water.  She told him to drink it.  He did as he was 
told, and drank it all.  The woman waited a few minutes in silence, and then told Keoki 
to get up out of bed.  He did so very slowly. 

She asked him how he felt.  He answered he felt okay.  She asked if his feet 
tingled, and he replied that they did a little bit.  She said that was because he had been 
lying in bed too long.  She told him to walk, and he walked to his mother.  Then the old 
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woman told him that he was healed.  He should go home with his mother, and be happy 
and do what he could to help the family.  He rode in the buckboard down to the docks, 
sitting on the seat between his mother and sister.  He returned to Honolulu and never 
had any more heart trouble.  In 2005, when he was in his seventies, he died of a stroke.   

There are many other stories, some of which are included in Hawaiian 
Mythology.  It is good reading, and I remind you, that oral history is considered 
mythology.  If nothing else, you will find it to be enjoyable reading.  
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CHAPTER 8 - HUNA 

 
 

Huna is not Hawaiian.  It has little or nothing of anything Hawaiian in it.  It may 
be known by some as “Hawaiian Shamanism,” but the “Hawaiian” should be taken from 
that name.  It has helped a lot of people and there are many wonderful people who 
believe in “Huna” but it did not have its beginnings in anything Hawaiian. 

In August 1917, Max Freedom Long came to Hawai‘i from California with a 
three-year contract to teach at an elementary school.  His expectations of sitting on the 
beach under a palm tree and enjoying soft breezes and watching beautiful maidens was 
quickly dispelled when he learned he was to leave Honolulu immediately for the Big 
Island of Hawai‘i, where he would be billeted with three other young men in a small 
house, far away from everything.  There would be no beach, no palm trees and no soft 
breezes.  The area in which he was to teach was an arid, volcanic region in the 
southernmost district of Ka‘u, two hours away from the nearest settlement.  It was a 
very small school with children being brought in from the surrounding area in the same 
buckboard wagon that would bring the mail and groceries once a week.   

Max was fascinated with astral-projection, healing, the occult, and all forms of 
magic.  He did not spend his weekends gambling away his salary on poker or gin 
rummy, or in getting drunk on ‘okole hao (a local drink made from the root of the ti 
plant) as the others in his household seemed to enjoy doing.  He wanted to know 
something about the Hawaiian people and their culture.  When he asked the children 
about these things, they would shrug their shoulders and act embarrassed.  He visited 
the homes and families of some of the children, and when he asked them about their 
early religion, about the kahuna, about their healing practices or herbal medicine, he 
was met with cold stares and complete silence.   

He finally decided the people knew nothing of their history or past, and lived a 
day-to-day existence, which seemed very bleak indeed.  He had no way of knowing that 
he was asking these people forbidden questions about the old Hawaiian way of living, 
beliefs, and healing.  It was illegal to practice any of the old ways.  No one dared use the 
Hawaiian language, and even gathering in small groups was frowned upon.  There were 
spies all over Hawai‘i, making sure that the people were obeying the law.  If someone 
turned them in, they could be severely punished or jailed. 

Max endured three long years of teaching on the island of Hawai‘i, in three 
different remote locations.  Then when his contract ended, he quickly removed himself 
from the Big Island and took up residence in Honolulu.  During his short stay in 
Honolulu, he continued to research the traditions of the Hawaiian people.  He tracked 
down people who he thought might know something of the kahuna practices and early 
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religious rites, but no one wanted to talk to him.  He tried to see William Tufts Brigham, 
curator of the Bishop Museum, but Brigham never saw him either.   

No one was allowed to speak Hawaiian at that time, and no one seemed to know 
anything about Hawai‘i or its past.  He bought a small Hawaiian-English dictionary and 
tried to decipher what the language was all about.  It is no wonder he made many 
mistakes. 

After he returned to California he began a small study group in his home and he 
began to write.  He wrote a number of murder mysteries with no success, then about the 
kahuna, Hawaiian “religion” and the secrets that they held.  In 1935 he sent his 
manuscript to his friend Theodore Kelsey for feedback, writing that he was deeply in 
debt and that he wanted to write about something that would catch the interest and 
imagination of the reader.  Long also told Kelsey that he had a letter from a man in 
England who was doing research on the Berber people of North Africa.  They called 
their religious practices HUNA and he believed that the Hawaiian people had at one 
time belonged to the Berber group.  He is not the only one to make this error; Abraham 
Fornander thought the Hawaiian people were a lost tribe of Israel.  DNA evidence, 
however, has shown that the Proto-Polynesian race began in Asia.  

Kelsey, who lived in Honolulu, was appalled at the things Max had written and 
told him so.  He also took the manuscript to Professor Beckley at the University of 
Hawai‘i to be read and commented on.  Beckley was not at all happy with what was in 
the manuscript, and corrected his use of terms like ‘aumakua, ‘unihipili, aka, and many 
more.   

Long responded by saying that his audience would not know the difference.  He 
told his group how the Hawaiians could walk on hot coals, and not burn their feet, and 
many other feats they were supposed to perform.  The fire dancers of Samoa often walk 
on hot coals as part of their show.  It is not as dangerous as their fire dance, as for that 
you need great hand and eye dexterity.  I myself walked across and back on hot coals in 
1978.  I am not a kahuna, nor do I have great mana.  There is a trick to it, which I do not 
plan to go into here, but anyone can learn to do it.  Long also wrote about all of this for 
several occult magazines.  Who could have possibly known if what he wrote was right 
or wrong?  Hawai‘i was so far away.  It took a week to get there by steamship.  
Communication to and from the islands was only by letter and that was infrequent.  No 
one would ever go there, he could write anything; no one would ever know the 
difference.  There was no way he could know that one day you could talk by phone to 
anyone in Hawai‘i, that planes would fly in and out of the islands every few minutes, 
that mail would be part of the U.S. Mail service, or that Hawai‘i would become a state.  
He was not a prophet.  Nor did he know that his books would do as well as they did, or 
that a cult would arise from his teachings.  None of this could be foreseen.   

He also wrote that much of what he learned, he got from William Tufts Brigham.  
I did some research at Bishop Museum to see what Long had learned, if anything, from 
Dr. Brigham, as I did not agree with much of what was in his books.  Brigham, a man 
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who kept a daily journal to the smallest detail, even to the lists and receipts of groceries 
he purchased, the laundry he sent out and received back, where he went, who he saw, 
and what he did every day, never mentioned meeting or talking with anyone by the 
name of Max Freedom Long.  Long apparently wrote that to provide some credence to 
his hypothesis of what had been a Hawaiian religion, headed by people called kahuna. 

The word “huna” means something small and insignificant, like a grain of sand.  
It has often been said that Max Freedom Long made a beach out of that grain. 

The Andrews Hawaiian-English Dictionary did not include the ‘okina or macrons 
(stress marks over vowels) which make the word very different.  With the macron over 
the u and a, the word means to hide something and is pronounced 
differently.  Since Long was trying to learn about the kahuna, he felt they were hiding 
secrets.  He used the term Huna when he started to teach a small group of people in his 
home once a week.  Later it became the name of a New Age organization or religion 
that follows Max Freedom Long and his teachings.  

Today, many people think that hunahuna means the family secrets, handed down 
generation to generation, but not shared with outsiders.  That is wrong!  Hunahuna 
means to make fragments of something.  When the macron is over the u and a, it means 
to hide a person away from their adversaries, so no harm can come to them.  Family 
history, stories, genealogy, healing practices, lomi lomi massage, herbal medicines, 
language, and many other things were kept within the family.  It was, and is 
still, called ‘ohana mo‘olelo.  Every child was told repeatedly, “You do not ever speak 
of these things outside of the family.”  You never knew about people—if they were a 
friend or foe.  Someone might have acted very friendly, and later turned out to be a spy 
for the government, so back then you told no one anything.   
 It is no longer 1920, and the Hawaiian language is again being spoken and culture 
being taught.  It is time to move forward.  I hope this book will clarify some of the 
questions these people have about Hawai‘i, its past and its present.  It has been written, 
however, for the Hawaiian people themselves, many of whom no longer know what is 
Hawaiian and what is not.  
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CHAPTER 9 – ALOHA IS 

 
 

I didn’t think much of John Willis when I first met him.  His hair was too long for 
a man with gray hair.  He wore a scarf around his head like a Mexican or American 
Indian would do.  He didn’t talk much, and I didn’t believe a word he said when he did 
talk to me. 

 

 
 
I had gone to ‘Iolani Palace that day, with a camera on my shoulder.  I was 

looking for some special shot.  I had just won a first place in still life and a first place in 
children in the national Kodak Photo Contest.  I thought I was a real hot-shot in 
photography.  As I walked around the drive to the back of the palace, a man drove by 
and nodded to me.  I just stared back.  They were trying to fix the old palace up.  It had 
been the site of the state government for many years, and now they were restoring it to 
its early grandeur.  The four corner rooms with their little cupolas had been taken down 
to repair.  I had heard that they had taken away part of the staircase to repair also.  Some 
of the windows had been taken out, as they were full of termites.  I wanted to peek 
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inside and see how they were doing, and then I planned to go on my way.  I was peeking 
through the cracks in the wood covering the space where the glass and molding had 
once been.  Someone came up the steps and was peeking through the cracks at another 
window.  He spoke to me.  I turned to see the man who had nodded to me from his car.  
He was only an inch or two taller than me, about 5’7”.   He was neat and clean.  For an 
older man he was built quite nicely, but there was something about him that put me on 
my guard.  

He started to tell me all about the restoration of the palace, and that it would be 
ready for the 1976 centennial.  I listened, not really paying too much attention.  I started 
to move down the steps and he walked down beside me.  He asked me a lot of 
questions: where was I from, how long was I staying, and so on.  The guy thought I was 
a tourist and quite frankly that was all right with me.  I didn’t care what this man 
thought.  He told me he drove for a touring company so he knew a bit of the history of 
the islands.  I let him talk.  I knew he was trying to pick me up.  I was amusing myself.  
I had a little time to kill.  I was meeting my daughter for lunch, but she didn’t get off 
work for another hour.  We sat down together on a bench around a hau tree behind the 
palace and he kept talking and asking questions which I evaded answering.  Sometimes 
I just plain lied.  Well, later I found out he did too.  We talked for more than an hour and 
I didn’t make the lunch date with my daughter.  I finally told him I had to go.  It had 
been nice talking to him, but I really had to go.  He asked me where I was staying, and I 
told him with friends in Liliha.  He asked to drive me there, and although I had never 
done anything like it in my life, I said okay.  It was like someone else was pulling the 
strings.  Normally I didn’t even talk to strangers, and here I was getting into a car with 
one.  I could end up with my throat cut someplace on a small dirt road.  Yet, I went with 
him.  Later he told me he hadn’t been interested in me either, yet he couldn’t let me go.  
We were about the same age.  He liked younger women.  I wasn’t dressed like he liked 
women to dress.  I had on a pair of jeans and a t-shirt.  Not too inspiring.  

He drove me home.  He gave me his phone number and called himself Mr. Koko.  
John Koko!  I thanked him for the ride and went into the house to call my daughter and 
give her some excuse for not going to lunch with her.  We had planned to go to M’s, one 
of my favorite old haunts.  I told her about this guy I had met.  She was shocked.  So 
was I.  I still could not believe I had done such a wild thing.  Luckily I was home alive. 

I was a visitor to Hawai‘i but not a stranger, as I spent most of my childhood in 
Honolulu.  I also spent many years in Ohio, and had just taken an apartment in San 
Francisco where I had planned to live.  At the time, most of my family was in Honolulu.  
My oldest daughter, who was married, lived in Kaimuki and three younger daughters 
lived in a little house on Liliha Street, and when I was home, I stayed with them.  Robin, 
my baby, married right out of high school and was living in Florida. 

I quickly forgot Mr. Koko and had a wonderful visit with my girls.  But then, 
somehow or other, I always seemed to end up at the same place as he did.  I knew he 
couldn’t know where I was going to be, because I hadn’t planned ahead.  It was just 
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where I happened to be.  One time it was on the street coming out of a movie theater, 
and then in a restaurant when we had a birthday party for Laurie, my #4 daughter. It 
turned out that my Mr. Koko’s name was John Willis, and he knew the people who 
owned the restaurant where we had the party.  He ate there a lot.  They were the parents 
of my daughter’s husband to be.  It was almost funny.  Now he knew I wasn’t a tourist 
and I knew his name was not John Koko. He always said he hadn’t lied—he just hadn’t 
finished.  Yeah, sure!   

He asked me out to dinner a few nights later and I went.  I have no idea why. 
Well, maybe because the girls didn’t always want me hanging around when they were 
spending the evening with their boyfriends. 

I went back to San Francisco, but I was there only three months.  I put all of my 
things in storage and went back to Honolulu to stay.  I had a job at the Bishop Museum.  
I moved into a room on Makalapua, which is a little lane near the Museum.  One day, 
someone dropped off some baby kittens and my landlady would have evicted me if I 
had kept them.  I called the Humane Society and I knew the voice I was speaking to—it 
was Mr. Koko.  I told him I didn’t know he worked at the Humane Society.  He said no, 
he was at home.  I had called his house.  I looked at the paper in my hand.  It was the 
number I had dialed.  The information operator at the telephone company had given it to 
me.  How had I reached Mr. Koko?   

He took me to a movie that night and we went to Tin Tin in Chinatown to have a 
bowl of saimin afterwards.  We went to the movies several times after that.  We always 
went to Chinatown after movies to eat and talk.  I learned that he really didn’t care that 
much for poi and laulau and other Hawaiian foods.  He said his stomach was pure pake 
(Chinese) and I had to laugh at that.  He was pure Hawaiian and could trace his family 
back to 800 A.D.  It was on one of these evenings with him that I learned that he was 
the great grandson of the woman they had been talking about at work.  

I had never believed in the supernatural.  I thought everything had a scientific 
explanation.  I was to learn differently! 

I saw a lot of changes in Koko during the time we were doing the research for the 
book Tales from the Night Rainbow.  He took a new part-time job with the Hawaiiana 
unit of the City and County’s Parks and Recreation Department.  ‘Aina Keawe was his 
supervisor.  He still drove nightclub tours at night.  When I heard that Bishop Museum 
was looking for a person to be in charge on weekends and in the evening when there 
were programs, he applied and got the job.  He was still working there when he died in 
1994. 

These new jobs had something to do with his changing, I am certain.  He became 
more and more involved in Hawaiian history and his family’s past.  He felt so at home, 
and knew he had found his niche in his two jobs.  He blossomed and yes, he cut his hair.  
When President Marcos came to town, he had to take off from work, because the 
President’s mother would only ride with Koko.  He had to be the man at the wheel or 
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she refused to go.  He took her everywhere she wanted to go and she heaped him with 
presents.  He also drove for Jack Lord, when Jack had important company and needed a 
driver.  This created work conflicts at times, but Koko was very fond of Jack, so at 
times someone had to substitute at Bishop for him.  Jack usually drove himself where 
ever he wanted to go, but if he had guests that were famous, Koko did the driver bit.  I 
learned that these jaunts did not pay him as well as if he had been at work.  He did get 
paid, but he did it out of aloha, not for money, because he lost money every time he did 
it.  He had a saying, “Money is like the breath, you breathe it in and you breathe it out.  
It isn’t meant to stay there.”  And that was exactly how he spent his life.  He always 
knew that somehow everything would be all right and he spent no energy worrying 
about it.   

Both working at the museum and working at the Hawaiiana unit made a 
wonderful difference in his life.  I saw him grow in so many ways.  As a rule he was 
quiet, but he could be very funny at times, and occasionally he could lose his temper.  I 
only saw it once, but I really didn’t care to see it again. 

I felt very ill one evening when we were to go out.  He came for me and I just 
shook my head.  I must have looked awful; I certainly felt awful.  A flu bug I suspect.  
He had me sit down and be quiet, and he started rubbing my shoulders and arms.  It was 
like he was pulling the sickness out of me.  It felt so strange, yet when he was finished, 
he was sick and I was well.  It didn’t come back.  He had taken it away from me.  He 
was sick for two days.  He told me later, that taking it from me was no big deal; his 
grandmother did that all the time with his brothers and sisters.  The trick is getting rid of 
it after you take it from someone else, he said with a grin. 

Koko loved everybody.  He made everybody feel special.  He was the best 
listener I ever met.  He would listen intently to what a person was saying, no matter how 
insignificant it was.  If it was important to them, it was important to him.  He was a 
great hugger too.  He hugged everybody.  He was always delighted to see them, and I 
think it was genuine.  He always did his part and a little more.  One time we had a 
birthday party for my #3 daughter, Ona.  He brought flowers and leaves to decorate the 
entire house and yard, strung lights in the back yard, put up a tent, and we had a real 
ball.  If he hadn’t done all of that work, we wouldn’t have had such a fantastic party.  
Everyone enjoyed themselves that night.  We sat out under the tent and talked for hours.  
Everything was so pretty, so festive. 

I was learning that he would do the same for anyone.  If you needed a hand, he 
had two good ones and they were there for the asking.  Money?  He had none, but his 
heart and soul were there, ready to do what ever needed to be done.  Anytime he said he 
would do something, you knew it would be done.  You never had to check up on him or 
remind him.  And he was very humble.  He became very embarrassed when you praised 
him, unless it was about his hula dancing.  For many years he was the only man dancer 
who danced the Molokai old-fashioned dances, and they were powerful.  I think he was 
proud of his dancing.  In all other areas he was quite humble. 
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When I was sick, or one of my girls was sick, he always knew what we needed 
and made us well.  It wasn’t just us he did this for; he would help anyone he saw in need 
of help.  He wasn’t a worrier.  He knew everything would be taken care of, so why 
waste the energy.  He told me once, if we do what we can for others, we are always 
taken care of ourselves.  Someone will be there for us when we need them.  He had 
great faith in others.  When his family let him down, he always tried to understand why 
they did that.  He held no grudges.  I know sometimes he was deeply hurt by something 
one of his family members said or did, but he never spoke ill of any of them.  He didn’t 
dwell on it; he moved forward to a brighter tomorrow. 

Koko became Mr. Sunshine.  He had a smile for everyone.  People who came to 
Bishop Museum on Family Sunday always looked for him.  His hair had turned pure 
white and he had a little white umiumi (beard) that shone in the sunlight like a halo.  At 
Christmas he dressed up like Santa Claus and had a bag of goodies that he gave to the 
children.  He would go out to the street every night, from the first of December on, with 
his large bag of cookies, a big smile, and a jolly “Ho-Ho-Ho” to welcome anyone who 
drove by.  Children knew after Thanksgiving, they could look forward to seeing Santa, 
and people drove up our mountain just to see him.  He was Santa at the City Hall one 
year and that was a great night.  All the kids saw a real honest-to-goodness Hawaiian 
Santa and many had their picture taken with him.  Koko was a beautiful Santa Claus.  
The beauty came from his heart.  

In 1978 I decided to walk the Honolulu Marathon.  I had never jogged but I did 
walk a lot.  Everyone said I was crazy to try such a thing.  Some of my family were 
running that year and I thought okay, I will jog until we get down to Waikiki, then I will 
walk.  I was talking to people as we jogged and I forgot to stop jogging and kept on 
going.  I had written on my t-shirt, NOTHING IS IMPOSSIBLE.  People along the way 
were yelling, “Come on Possible!”  I never stopped; I kept going for seven hours.  
When I was about to fold, here came Koko to run beside me the long way through 
Kahala and down Diamond Head Road to Kapiolani Park.  I finished that race because 
he was there giving me the strength I needed to finish.  As we all sat together on the 
grass at the bandstand, I felt great!  I had no cramps.  I just felt good.  We sat and 
listened as they gave out the awards, then all the families and friends went their separate 
ways. 

When I had been practicing for the marathon, I had walked 17 miles, and folded 
up.  Koko was not there, as he was miles away working at the Bishop Museum.  As I 
got to the triangle park in Kahala, I was dehydrated and I knew it.  I asked a man to call 
for an ambulance and he just looked at me, turned, and ran on.  As I turned to look after 
him, Koko drove up in the car, knowing I was in trouble, and took me home.  Two 
weeks later I jogged the entire marathon. 

It didn’t matter where I was, he knew if I got sick, and he was right there.  I went 
to Ala Moana one time to shop.  While I was there I became deathly ill because of 
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something I had eaten.  I was wondering what I should do, as I was sweating and having 
chills.  I felt terrible.  I felt someone take my arm and looked up.  He smiled and asked, 
“Need a ride lady?” 

 

 
 
Another time, after we were married, I decided I could walk up the mountain to 

our home.  I knew he did it, so why couldn’t I?  Well it was a hot day, for one thing, and 
about noon or a little after.  I had missed the bus.  There was only one per hour, and I 
didn’t want to wait that long.  I started up, but a mountain is a mountain, and walking up 
it for the first time was really rough.  I made it about a quarter of the way and was 
looking for some place to sit down, even the curb, as I just couldn’t do another step.  
Who drove up?  Old Santa himself—without the red suit.  He put me in the car and 
handed me a bottle of water.  Now this time, he could have passed the bus and saw I 
wasn’t on it, but I was going up Wilhelmina Drive, not Sierra where the bus goes, and 
yet he knew right where to find me.  He always knew when I was in trouble.   

I used to think I knew all the answers.  I don’t think that any more.  Koko was an 
angel without wings.  He was very mortal when I first met him, but I saw him 
transformed day by day, week by week.  As he learned all the ancient things his Big 
Grandma had taught, as he learned all the things the early people could do, he seemed to 
absorb them, and they became a part of him.  He absorbed their mana and he became 
very pono.  I was constantly in awe of what he had become.  Mr. John Koko, whose 
whole name was Kauakokoula Ku hai moana kai mana Kapela Willis, had a new name. 
They called him Mister Aloha. 
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ALOHA IS … 
 
Aloha is making every person you meet feel special. 
Aloha is doing your part, and a little more. 
Aloha is being constant and steadfast. 
Aloha is smiling, and meaning it. 
Aloha is sharing and caring. 
Aloha is comfort where comfort is needed. 
Aloha is a warm hug! 
Aloha is extending a hand to someone who needs it. 
Aloha is always looking forward, and not looking back. 
Aloha is having faith in others. 
Aloha is spreading the sunshine! 
Aloha is never selfish or judgmental. 
Aloha is love. 
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CHAPTER 10 – ‘IMUA 
      
     

Life is a tapestry; threads of many kinds and colors are interwoven back and forth 
in wonderful designs.  We weave as we live, and what comes out is what we are.  Each 
act in our life is a thread that we have woven into our tapestry.  The decisions we make 
define the threads in our tapestry.  Are we keeping ourselves pono?  When we find we 
are not, do we correct it?  Do we set boundaries on how much we will allow 
attachments and distractions to come into our lives?  Is our ‘ohana there, and in their 
proper place?  If we can learn to do this, we can weave a beautiful tapestry. 

The Spirit of Aloha is the sum total of all things pono in Hawai‘i nei.  It must not 
be allowed to die.  The children of this land must be nurtured, loved, taught to be pono, 
and helped to grow in mana.  They must be treated with aloha and dignity, and taught in 
the ways of old.  It doesn’t matter where their parents were born.  If they are here, then 
they are ours.  They are Hawaiian.  Perhaps not in blood quantum, but by birth they are 
children of this land.  

If we are going to move forward, we must give up this “us” and “them” attitude.  
Many Hawaiians love to tell how much Hawaiian blood they have.  DNA testing at the 
University of Hawai‘i, Manoa, has discovered that we, as a people, have far more in 
common than in diversity.  Many families who list themselves as “pure” Hawaiian, 
(meaning no mixing of blood since the arrival of Captain Cook), learned that their 
ancestors did a bit of mixing prior to that time.  For example, in the 16th century, 
Kanehoalani, a great seaman and navigator, visited Mexico.  He brought Spanish priests 
and Mexican residents back with him.  Cortez had been in Mexico and many Spaniards 
were left behind.  David Malo wrote of this, telling of the priest’s pink cheeks and 
bright blue eyes.  Spanish Galleons also visited Hawai‘i during that century, and they 
left some artifacts on the island of Kaua‘i.  

All of the Hawaiian families tested found they had strains of Samoan, Tahitian, 
and other Polynesian groups.  Some had strains of Native American.  The study 
concluded that the Polynesian people had originated in what is now called Taiwan.  
Regardless of where or who they descend from, they descend from people who came 
here to live together in a peaceful, harmonious existence.  I remember hearing a woman 
say she was 7/8th pure Hawaiian.  I asked her what the other percentage was.  She said 
that was the unknown quantum.  Perhaps all of Hawai‘i’s people need to stop worrying 
about their origins and just learn to live together peacefully.    
          Makaweliweli of Molokai was a great prophetess.  She saw the Hawaiian people 
disappearing from the earth because they turned their backs on the old ways, and forgot 
how to live together in peace.  She saw the coming of gigantic “anthills” built on the 
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beaches and people living in these anthills.  And, like ants, they were running—running 
everywhere.  They no longer had any direction.  Nothing was pono.  From this prophecy 
I feel she saw that the old and valuable ideals and traditions had died.  

As we go forward into the twenty-first century, we find our lives very different 
from the lives of our ancestors, no matter where they came from.  High technology has 
taken over and everything is moving very quickly.  We must move with it or be left 
behind.  The decisions we make affect not only our lives, but also the lives of those in 
our families and communities.  We need to begin anew to think of the whole and not 
just ourselves.  We need to rediscover the family of man, and stop isolating ourselves 
from our neighbors and our relatives.  We need to put our lives back into balance.  We 
need to learn to play as we did as children, and again enjoy the spirit of joy and gladness 
that comes from playing.  We all need to smile more, extend our hand to others more, 
and relearn all the things that made Hawai‘i a paradise.   

We must leave time for reflection and meditation.  Time must be set aside for 
learning, for reading, for family, for joy, and for play.  Our ancestors toiled from dawn 
to dusk, and when the sun set, they socialized and rested.  We need to set time aside for 
rest and relaxation in our daily schedule too. 

Each hour, each minute is precious.  When all things are in balance in our lives, 
we find happiness in just being alive.  We are far more willing to reach out to our 
friends and family, to aid and assist where it is needed, to enjoy one another and 
ourselves, to listen when another speaks, and to share our joys and sorrows with those 
who care.  When we do this, we become intertwined with others.  We are again a part of 
the whole beautiful tapestry—part of the human family.          
          The Aloha Spirit can be hard to find these days.  It is up to each of us to help 
bring it back into focus.  Our islands are full of people from many diverse places.  We 
need to reach out to these people who are now our neighbors.  Aloha is catching, just as 
smiles are.  If we smile at them, they will smile back.  Hawai‘i has always welcomed 
people from other shores and made them feel at home.  We need to renew that practice.  
They are here now.  They are a part of our islands.  As we treat them, so they will treat 
us.  

The Light and the stone cannot hold the same space.  If we can accept each other, 
work together and play together, gradually we can get rid of some of the stones we carry 
and bring back the Light that once was Hawai‘i.  Hawai‘i has always been known 
throughout the world as being a very unique place.  Maybe, just maybe, together we can 
prove Makaweliweli wrong when she saw the Hawaiian people vanishing from the 
earth.  If the Light continues to shine brightly, that which makes Hawai‘i unique will 
live on.  
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APPENDIX II: WORDS AND MEANINGS 
 
ahi - fire, match, lightning 
ahiahi - evening 
‘äina - land, earth  
akamai - smart, clever 
akua - god, godly 
‘ala - sweet smelling 
ala - path or road 
‘alae - mud hen 
‘alaea - iron-rich dirt 
alaka‘i - leader 
ali‘i - chief, of chiefly class 
aloha - love, cherish  
‘alohi - to shine or sparkle 
‘anä‘anä - sorcery  
anuhea - soft, cool 
‘aumakua - guardian, spirit of the family, source 
Bowl of Light - story of how to live and forgive 
‘ekahi - one, once 
Father Damien - Catholic Priest who dedicated his life to the lepers of Molokai 
hala - pandanus tree 
halau - school 
halau hula - hula school 
hale pule - church, house for prayer 
hana - work, toil 
haole - a foreigner 
hänai - to adopt or take as one’s own; of love, not of blood 
haumana - student, pupil 
Haumea - Goddess of Creation 
hauna - stinky, unpleasant odor 
heiau - temple, pre-Christian place of worship 
Hina - Goddess, famous in all of Polynesia 
Hi‘iaka - Goddess, one of several Tahitian sisters who came to Hawai‘i in the 13th 
century  

Hewahewa - the last kahuna, died mid 19th century 
Hokule‘a - navigational star over Hawai‘i, star of joy or gladness 
ho‘omana - to increase spiritual power 
ho‘oponopono - to bring about balance, to make better 
honi - to breathe upon the cheek of another 
hula - dance 
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huli - to turn 
huna - a speck, a grain of sand 
hünä - hidden, concealed 
hunahuna - fragments, particles 
‘iliahi - sandalwood 
‘ili‘äina - a section of land 
‘ilima - native plant with small orange flowers   
‘imi - to seek something 
inoa - name 
i‘o - Hawaiian hawk, family ‘aumakua 
Ka‘ahumanu - political wife of Kamehameha ‘ekahi 
Kahekili - son of Kekaulike, chief of Maui, perhaps the father of Kamehameha ‘ekahi 
kahu - caretaker, keeper, master 
kahuna - master of a craft, caretaker, priest 
Kaiakea - High Chief of Molokai during 19th century 
Ka‘iana - chief from Kaua‘i 
Ka‘ili‘ohe (aka “Big Grandma”) - Koko’s great-grandmother who lived to be 115 years 
old 

kai mana - sparkling sea, diamond 
kaiwi - the bones, ancestors 
kakahiaka - morning 
kala - forgive, release 
Kalaniküpule - Chief of O‘ahu, that Kamehameha ‘ekahi fought in the Battle of 
Nu‘uanu 

Kalaniopu‘u - Chief on the Island of Hawai’i, uncle of Kamehameha I 
kalo - taro (Hawaiian staple food) 
kama‘äina - native born, familiar 
kama kane - son 
Kamalalawalu - a wicked chief of Maui 
Kame‘ekua ‘Ohana - family that lived in Kamalo, Molokai 
Kamehameha Nui - Maui chief, brother of Kahekili, uncle of Kamehameha I 
Kamehameha I (‘ekahi) - united the Hawaiian Islands under one rule in 1795, died 1819  
Kamehameha II (Liholiho ) - ruled 1819–1824 
Kamehameha III (Kauikeaouli ) - ruled June 1825–Nov. ll,1855 
Kamehameha IV (Alexander Liholiho) - ruled 1855–1863 
Kamehameha V (Lot) - ruled from 1863–1872 
Kanaloa - one of the Gods 
kanawai - law 
kanaka maoli - native Hawaiian person  
Kane – male; name of the God of Creation 
kane ‘opio - young brother 
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kapa – tapa bark cloth 
kapu - taboo, prohibited, sacredness 
kaua – war 
kaula - prophet, one who walks through time, reader of past and future 
kauwa - outcast, criminal 
Ke‘eaumoku - Maui chief in Kamehameha I’s Privy Council 
keiki - children 
Keola la‘a aha - Son of Kalaniopu‘u, cousin of Kamehameha I 
Kina Wahine lulu o na moku - Kamehameha I’s mo‘o goddess who he took as his own 
goddess, wore her color, and carried a wooden representative of her where ever he 
went.  

könane - bright moonlight; stone pebble game like checkers 
Kona - leeward, name of a leeward wind 
koko - blood 
konakona - strong, rough  
kü - stand tall 
Ku (nui a kea) - Head of all the Gods 
Kukailimoku - war god of Umi, handed down generation to generation. Carried into 
battle by Kamehameha I. 

kukui - light   
kupuna - grandparent, elder 
Laka - Goddess of the forest and of hula dancers  
Lanikaula - Prophet from Molokai who lived in 18th century 
lauhala - leaf of the hala plant, used to make mats 
Lohiau - a chief on Kaua‘i, coveted by Pele and loved by Hi‘iaka 
Lono - one of the Gods (clouds, wind, agriculture, healing) 
lua - Hawaiian martial arts 
mahi‘ole - feather helmet 
makua - parent 
ma‘i pake - leprosy, the Chinese sickness 
maka‘äinana - commoners  
Makahiki - time set aside each year for competition 
Makaweliweli - daughter of Kaiakea/ prophet/ kumu; raised Ka‘ili‘ohe (her niece) 
malama pono - take care to be pono 
malo - loincloth 
mana - spiritual power 
manö - shark 
mele - song 
menehune – legendary early people of Asian decent (with darker skin and short, straight 
hair) 

mo‘o - dragon, reptile 
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mo‘olelo - history 
mo‘opuna - grandchild 
na - the (plural) 
‘ohana - family, clan 
‘ökole hau – intoxicating drink made from the ti plant 
ola - life 
‘ole loa - not at all 
oli - chant 
‘oli - happy 
‘öpio - youth 
Pa‘ao - Tahitian warrior chief who came to Hawai‘i in the 13th century 
Paipala - Bible 
Pe‘elua - younger son of Kaiakea/father of Ka‘ili‘ohe 
Pele - Goddess of the volcano, Hi‘iaka’s sister 
pilikia - trouble 
po - night 
Poli‘ahu - another sister of Pele and Hi‘iaka 
pono - all that is righteous, balanced  
pono‘ole - something that is not correct 
pueo - owl, family ‘aumakua 
pule - prayer 
pule o‘o - powerful prayer 
pu‘uhonua - place of refuge 
ti - a Polynesian plant used in many ways 
tiki - came with the Tahitians in the 13th century 
Umi - a chief of Hawai‘i many generations before Kamehameha I 
wahine - woman 
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Place and Island Names of Hawai‘i 
 
Bishop Museum – Honolulu, O‘ahu 
Halawa Valley – Molokai 
Hawai‘i (aka the Big Island) – largest, southernmost island; the volcanic island. Also 
used as the name of all of the Hawaiian Islands. 

Honolulu – O‘ahu; capital of Hawaiian Islands 
Ili ili o pa‘e  heiau – Molokai 
Kahala – O‘ahu  
Kaoio Beach – Molokai 
Kamalo – Molokai 
Kapualei – Molokai 
Kaua‘i – oldest, northernmost island; the garden island 
Kaunakakai – Molokai 
Kawaihae – Hawai‘i 
Ke‘e – Kaua‘i 
Kilauea – Hawai‘i 
Kohala – Hawai‘i 
Kona (aka Kailua-Kona) – Hawai‘i 
Lana‘i – small island off Maui’s west coast; the pineapple island 
Leahi (aka Diamond Head) – O‘ahu 
Limahuli Gardens – Kaua‘i 
Mapulehu – Molokai 
Maui – island north of Big Island; the valley island 
Mauna Ala – Honolulu, O‘ahu 
Molokai – small, long island between Maui and O‘ahu; the friendly island 
Nawiliwili Harbor – Kaua‘i 
Nu‘uanu (Valley and Pali) – O‘ahu 
O‘ahu – Most heavily populated island; the gathering place 
‘Öpaeka‘a Falls – Kaua‘i 
Waikiki Beach – O‘ahu 
Wailua – Kaua‘i 
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About Molokai 
 

 The island of Molokai is the fifth largest in the Hawaiian archipelago. It consists 
of 260 square miles (420 sq. km.) in area, and is approximately one and a half million 
years old. It lies 25 miles (40 km) southeast of O‘ahu and just north of Maui and Lana‘i. 
Today the population is estimated at 8,000 residents; most of who live in Kunakakai, 
and 40% are of Hawaiian descent.  
 Halawa valley, where the oldest known Hawaiian settlement is located, is on the 
eastern tip of the island. More than sixty fish ponds were built along the south shore, 
some of which are being reconstructed and used today by dedicated local groups. 
 The north coast is rugged with spectacular vertical sea cliffs, and the famous 
Kalaupapa settlement on the Makaalua Peninsula is located here. In 1873, Father 
Damien deVeuster, a Catholic missionary priest from Belgium, arrived at Kalaupapa.  A 
dedicated man, he served the leprosy patients, built homes and churches, obtained 
medical funding from Honolulu, and died in 1889 after contracting the disease. 
 As the Hawaiians had no written language, most of their pre-contact history has 
come from chants and stories, passed down from generation to generation. In 1778 
Captain James Cook sighted Molokai, and in 1786 the first Europeans landed on the 
island. Throughout its history, Molokai was renowned for the wisdom and power of its 
spiritual leaders, greatly respected and often feared by others in the islands. 
 Legends tell us that Molokai was the home of Lanikaula, the famous prophet 
from the 1500s, as well as Makaweliweli, who is discussed in this book. Molokai is a 
special place, full of mana and long protected from wars because of its spiritual prestige 
and the marital alliances of its chiefs. 
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR 
 

 
 

Pali in 2005 on her 80th birthday 
 

Pali Jae Lee was a retired librarian living on O‘ahu until she passed away in 2008.  
She was working in Honolulu at the Department of Anthropology, Bishop Museum, 
when she began the research for the book, Tales from the Night Rainbow, which is now 
a Hawaiian classic.  Her late husband John “Koko” Willis assisted with the research on 
that book and is listed as coauthor.  Earlier she had written The History of Wine 
Growing in America; Giants: A Pictorial History of the Human Colossus; and House 
Parenting at its Best for the State of Iowa, with Dr. Richard H. W. Lee, her first 
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husband.  Since then she has written two books; Remembrance, and Ho‘opono.  This is 
a revised edition of Ho‘opono, the first being out of print for many years. 

A widow since 1994, Pali kept busy as an active member of the Peace and Social 
Concerns Committee and Ministry and Worship Committee at the Honolulu Friends 
Meeting.  For a time she was employed by the Dept. of Education in the Kupuna 
Program, but dropped out due to a loss of hearing.  Since that time, she has been known 
as Kupuna Pali.  

Pali had been legally blind since 1971 and had only light and dark vision since 
1999.  She was the Vice President and Program Chair for the Haha me na Lima Club 
(we see with our hands), a member and past president of Hui Kupuna VIP (elderly blind 
club), and is a member of the Library for the Blind Consumer Advisory Board.  She is 
listed in both Who’s Who in the West, and Who’s Who in America. 

When Pali was a junior at the University of Hawai‘i, she married Richard H. W. 
Lee, a local boy stationed at Hickam Air Force Base.  Two years after their marriage 
they left Hawaii and lived on the US mainland for many years. Richard received his 
PhD in Clinical Psychology at the University of Texas and worked in child guidance 
clinics in Ohio, Iowa and Michigan.  After their children were grown, they divorced in 
1973 and Pali returned to Hawai‘i, where she met “Koko” Willis.  They were married 
from 1978 until his death in 1994. 

She was the proud mother of five beautiful and accomplished daughters: 
Catherine Lani, who did illustrations for this book; Karin Elizabeth Kahalanani, also an 
accomplished artist and the Registrar at St. Francis School; Ona Gwynne Ku‘ulei, a 
teacher at Kaewai Elementary School; Laurie Brett Kehaulani, a doctor (internist); and 
Robin Louise Maile, a teacher with children who are challenged.  She also has 13 
grandchildren who are all making a name for themselves in various fields.   

Pali’s motto was (from the Little Prince): “What is essential, is invisible to the 
eye; it is only with the heart that one sees rightly.”   
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Reviews of Ho‘opono 
(The Hawaiian way to put things back into balance) 

 
“HOOPONO by Pali Jae Lee... is the restoring of the Hawaiian family, faith, and spiritual 
humanity lei back into our lives for the view from the top of the mountain to put things back 
into balance with Aloha.” 

- Kumu Hula Roselle F. Keliihonipua Bailey 
 

“Mahalo nui to aunty Pali Jae for her dedicated talents and sensitivities in bringing to the 
world some of the best information of the Moloka‘i ohana and our rich Hawaiian cultural 
values... “ 

- Mahealani Kumo ‘o-Henry, Ho ‘opono pono Instructor 
 

“Many books have been written about Hawaiian spirituality. This book ... is unique, powerful, 
and authentic. The author speaks from her heart, and from her decades of research with the 
Bishop Museum and with kupuna, elders, from Molokai. These precious teachings come from 
the old ones, what some call the menehune. These traditions touch the mind, heart, spirit, 
and body. You will laugh, and cry. This is an important book for those of us who seek to 
understand the wisdom of the past as a guide for the future.”  

- Makana Risser Chai, author of  Na Mo’olelo Lomilomi 

 
"What struck me was how real it was! I've read many books (on Hawaiiana and 
ho'oponopono) and this one is authentic, and it is easy to read. It makes me wonder... how 
could we have stepped so far away? It's time for the Hawaiian culture to evolve back to 
where it was!"  

-- LiAnn Uyeda, LMT, kumu lomilomi 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 
To order Ho‘opono Books, Videos or eBooks: Visit 

www.IslandMoonlight.com 


