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INTRODUCTION 

Gladys Pualoa was born in Honolulu, Hawaii and has been a resident of Laie 
for almost ail her life. She is a proud six-generation descendent of the 
Hawaiian people who first settled here. She relates back to her childhood 
experiences and of Laie. Gladys shares the memorable account of Pearl 
Harbor and how her and her family took care of the needs of the 
servicemen-local boys. 

Gladys Pualoa has taken part in community service; she served as PTA 
president along with being president of the Laie Community Association. 
Her interview covers experiences she had in working at Laie Post Office 
and then becoming postmaster at Kaaawa. A few years later, she returned 
to Laie where she now serves as postmaster. 

NOTE 

The completion of this transcript was done by a number of students. Paula 
Fifita conducted the interview along with the auditing, the transcribing 
was done by Sonia Voka, Korina Kahananui, and Fineasi Funaki. It was then 
edited by Dr. Kenneth Baldridge, and Gladys Pualoa revised the narrator 
check. 

Because we tried to get the transcripts into the hands of the participating 
students and narrators as quickly as possible there may be errors that 
otherwise would not be permitted. We usually try to clarify statements 
that may be confusing; in these interviews, however, unclear statements 
may possibly be found. Our apologies for presenting a less-than-perfect 
transcript, but this does enable us to get interviews that might otherwise 
be lost. 

Kenneth W. Baldridge, Director 
Oral History Program, BYU-H 

April 30, 1991 
Laie, Hawaii 
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PF My name is Paul Fifita from BYU-Hawaii and this gives me a chance 
to visit the postmaster of Laie, Sister Gladys Pualoa, in her office in 
Laie, Hawaii. This is Thursday, March 7, 1991 about 10:45 in the 
morning. 

Well, Postmaster Gladys, can you explain to me some of your past 
experience or your early background like where you were born and 
when you were born and how you grow up in very early stages before 
you switch to this postal career. 

GP Gladys Ku'ulei Puakalehua Enos Pualoa, daughter of Sophia Nainoa 
Ke'a; daughter of Victoria Puakalehua Ke'a; daughter of Kapualaha'ole 
and Lyons Baldwin Nainoa Elua; daughter of Puakalehua and 
Maumaue'a; daughter of Keli'iwaiwaiole and Kaele. 

I am a sixth-generation descendent of these people who first settled 
in this land of Laie; being born in Honolulu and raised here for all of 
my life excepting for two or three years when I worked in Honolulu. I 
grew up in the community of Laie with about three hundred families 
at the time of my early youth. It was a Hawaiian village at the time 
with one chapel where the Laie First Ward chapel is presently 
located. That chapel was the early Church school which sat up on 
the Temple Hill and which was removed to the site of the chapel 
location that's there now. 

We grew up with mostly Hawaiian people living in the community 
and with the first Samoan families that came here. The families 
that I remember that lived next door to me Tautua Tanoai and his 
wife, Felita. Across the street was Vasate and Aulelio Anae. Next 
to that was George Alapa and his wife Alice who are parents of 
Matilda Estrella and grandparents of Dawn Wasson. Next to me, on 
the Hauula side of me was Sonny Fusi Lavea and his family. Next to 
them were the Alo's, Aisa Alo and his first wife. Next to them were 
the Harringtons. Across from them was John and Maggie Broad who 



are grandparents of Bill Wallace. Down the other corner, before the 
end of losepa Street on Lanlhull was Grandpa Po'i Kekauoha and Tutu, 
his wife Kalehua Makanoi. The Au family was here; the Forsythes 
were here, the Kai'o's were here. Hosea Pele Kai'o and his wife, 
Leka Kanahele and Chemoku, her husband, Hattie Au and Kwan Yan Au, 
the Forsythes-Charlie Forsythe, Wallace Forsythe, their father-
their father was the first postmaster that I recall who served in the 
old post office located right next to the old plantation store. There 
was a little plantation town at that time where the plantation 
workers were located, a plantation village on the Hauula-end of Laie. 
The only descendants I know of now that were part of that 
plantation camp are the Wayas'-Madeline and Aurelio Wayas, and, of 
course, Aurelio is deceased-but they lived in that plantation camp. 

I remember as a young child, the old man, Gabino, who came from the 
camp on his horse and buggy and that's how our rubbish collection 
was done. He came along the street on his horse and buggy, came 
into our yard, drove into the backyard, he'd pick up the rubbish 
barrel, dump it into the cart that he was hauling, rake up the 
rubbish, sit the barrel back down and then he'd drive out of the yard 
and we'd chase after him on his horse and his wagon that he 
collected rubbish on. Of course, the situation today is quite 
different. 

The town was a very quiet, small, LDS [Church of Jesus Christ of 
Latter-day Saints] town; the temple was already there. The temple 
was one end of town and Wahinepe'e Street was the other end. The 
farthest street on the Hauula end was Puuahi. There was nothing 
past that section of town, past the temple excepting the sugar cane 
fields. On Puuahi where Charlie Goo lives; those were all lo'is [taro 
patches]. The water pump was across the street and it fed water; 
the wells fed the water into the taro patches. The only homes that 
were there at that time was Tutu [literally, grandparent. Term of 
respect used for older individuals of either sex] Henry Nawahine, 
father of Henry Nawahine and his wife, Mary Ann Imai Kalani 
Nawahine. Outside of that was all taro patches; right across of the 
taro patches was the poi factory. Right at the corner there was Tutu 
Hamana [Kalili] and his wife Libby. Tutu Hamana's and Keau 



Makahanohano's and all of those families had the poi factory there 
for their use. 

At the other end of town on Lanihuli Street was another poi factory; 
that was run by Tutu Keau. He and his wife, Aunty Maunahina, lived 
at the present site that Napua Baker lives because the Kalamas were 
her grandparents. Emma Kalama was the daughter of Tutu Keau and 
Aunty Maunahina. These are their descendants. 

Life was very simple then, very uncomplicated. No one ever locked 
their doors; your home was always open for anyone to come in, to 
rest, to eat, to take refuge from the hot sun. Everyone in the 
community knew everyone else's child. They took care of you and if 
they saw you out in the street when it was late in the afternoon 
they'd be sure to call to you and say it's time for you to go home. You 
didn't need your parents to tell you that; you had everyone else 
watching for you. 

I remember as I grew a little older in my very early teens, 
sometimes we were restless at night; I'd leave home and go for a 
walk down the beach, taking my dog with me [at] eleven o'clock at 
night. And I could walk from across the beach, which is at the far 
end of the shopping center here and all the way down to Hukilau 
[Beach] and home again. And never, ever worried, never had any fear 
of anything happening. It was such a safe and secure little 
community. I remember the families that went to losepa. I was too 
young at the time they left. I wasn't even born, but remember 
hearing tales of those who had gone. 

John Broad and his wife told me a lot about their days in losepa [and] 
showed me a lot of pictures. Grandpa Po'i's parents [Qualey Po'ilani 
Kekauoha and wife, Kalehua Makanoe] had gone up there and were 
back here. And I remember the story that Mama Ruby [Kekauoha Enos] 
told me of her grandfather, Hosea Nahinu Kekauoha, having gone to 
losepa. His wife, Nalla, became very ill and she died and they took 
her into Salt Lake on the buggy. The president of the Church at that 
time blessed her and she lived. They later came back to Hawaii and 
came back to Laie. 



I remember Mama telling us the story how they told their 
grandfather. They called their grandfather and said to him *Ai 
pohaku." In other words, "You went away to Utah and now you come 
back." *Ai pohaku"" means to eat rocks. "You have nothing to eat 
now; you're going to eat rocks." But he got his little loi over where 
the Polynesian Cultural Center is now and he planted; he farmed his 
taro there. And as it turned out, he raised the largest taro of all the 
farmers in that area at PCC. And he called his little patch *Ai 
pohaku" after the name that was given him. 

We used to go to the water wells. There were eight wells to my 
recollection in Laie as I was growing up. Every one of them have 
been tapped. They're no longer free flowing, except for the one over 
at Kamakeeaina's. But we used to go to the one at PCC and the pump 
ran twenty-four hours. And the flume came down through the taro 
patches. And we'd go up there, a bunch of us children. The Au 
children and ourselves, and we'd sit two of us at the mouth of this 
pump and let it fill up in the back of us. And then we'd let go hands 
and let the water just push us down the flumes and we had so much 
fun doing that. Of course, we got spanked when we got home because 
we were never allowed out. 

Another pump was located right next to the poi factory where Tutu 
Hamana lived. The Au's lived in the house right next to Tutu Hamana 
and this pump was located between the two homes. And so we'd 
jump in there and swim all the time. Of course, as little as we 
were, it was like a swimming pool to us. It seemed quite large. Of 
course, if we ever went back in there now, we'd only fit about two 
or three people in it. But we had many, many enjoyable days 
swimming in those ponds. 

Across the stream were the taro patches, where the water ran from 
the pump to the patches. We'd go and fish all the time. We'd catch 
little rainbow fish and all these little things that swam in the 
stream. And there would be tadpoles and the taro patches always 
had crawfish in them. But it was a very beautiful time of life. I 
remember the old chapel. There were two or three buildings on the 



ground besides the chapel. As you walked into the chapel, there was 
sixteen steps going up and as you walk into it, you face at the far 
end the podium, the choir loft, and this huge organ. Aunty Amoe 
[Meyer] played the organ and it was one of those organs you had to 
hand grind. And a boy would be sitting there and grinding away at 
this organ. He'd stop and the organ, from a beautiful tone, would 
wind down in a wailing tone and he'd have to crank the organ up 
again. 

My first recollection of a bishop then, was Bishop [Robert] Plunkett. 
Of course, he was a beautiful, beautiful man, an elderly man. And, 
always preached hell and fire and damnation to us and we were 
always afraid to do anything wrong because he always told us what 
would happen to us if we did anything wrong. 

I loved that little old chapel. In the back of the chapel, there was a 
stair-well that went up to the back where there were seats for a 
choir, if you wanted a choir up there. In the back of the choir loft 
was a stair-well that went up into the belfry. And I loved walking 
up there, going up into the belfry and climbing out the window. Up in 
the belfry, there was a bell. There was a veranda, a porch, that ran 
around the four parts of it. If you climbed out the window and 
walked around, you got a beautiful view of Laie: palm trees, the 
ocean. Stillness, quiet that was there. I went up there often; I 
enjoyed being there. 

Another thing I loved about the chapel was it provided a skating area 
for us. There was cement going around the chapel itself and the 
three classrooms. Then on Saturdays, I remember going up there and 
skating from nine o'clock in the morning till five o'clock in the 
evening when my father would come looking for us. But we'd be 
there skating all day long. And I know there's sixteen steps, because 
I used to run up those steps when I was skating. Boys and girls, they 
all skated together and they had a beautiful time. 

Another thing we liked to do was go up into the foothills. We went 
up into what was called Kakiyama's. Actually, that's Tutu Nainoa's 
property up there that was deeded to the family. And the correct 



name for it is "Mahani." There are water rights there that were left 
to Aunty Lilia Rathburn and her children. But, "Mahani" was given to 
the Japanese old man, Kakiyama, to take care of. Tutu Nainoa had 
Kakiyama taking care of the place for him. And so the kids called 
the place "Kakiyama." And we used to go up there, a whole bunch of 
us--Charlie [Barenaba] was one of them--and there's a hill that goes 
up to where the egg farm is. And we'd take the banana stump and 
slit it down the center and put notches in it and we'd sit about three 
of us on these banana stumps and we'd go sliding down the hill and 
you'd get to the bottom of the hill and run right up the coconut tree 
because you came down so fast. 

But this is where we'd spend our time. We'd spend our time in 
the foothills; we spent our time in the ocean, and in Beauty Hole. I 
remember summers when I was young. I lived to go to the ocean and 
to go to swim at Beauty Hole. I'd get up in the morning, get my work 
done, and between nine and nine-thirty I'd be walking past Aunty 
Kalei's [Eugenia Kaleiwahi Logan] house. The Logan's had their home 
on the corner there where [Winona Logan, corner of Puuahi and 
Kulanui] is now. And I'd walk up Puuahi Street and she'd said, "Baby, 
where are you going?" And I'd said, "I'm going swimming, Aunty." 
And then she'd not see me again 'till five o'clock in the evening, and 
I'd be coming home. She'd say, "Baby, are you just going home now?" 
I'd say, "Yes, Aunty." Spend the whole day swimming. 

We'd go from Beauty Hole to the beach and back and if we got hungry, 
the boys climbed the coconut trees and we'd sit there and bash it 
away on the road and tear apart the outer husk and crack the nut and 
we'd drink the water and eat the coconut--the inner coconut and that 
was what we had for lunch. We didn't worry about going home to eat. 
And if you wanted to chew gum, all we did was pull the tar off of 
the road that was melted by the hot sun and we'd chew that. The 
other thing we did for chewing gum was we'd hack away at the ulu 
[breadfruit] tree. And the milk comes out of the ulu tree and you let 
it sit there for a little while and then it gets sticky and you pull it 
off and that was chewing gum. We found ways to amuse ourselves 
as children. We had very nice days, very nice time growing up. 



My mother raised us so that we were not allowed to run around the 
community. We could go swimming and come home, but we were not 
allowed to go down to the Old Plantation Store and hang around like 
most kids do and play the jukebox and dance. We were only allowed 
to go to play at the Au's home and the Makaiau's who lived in the 
back of us or the Forsythe's that lived down the street. Other than 
that, we were raised at home. 

As we went Into our teen years and my parents were divorced, I was 
put into a private school at Mid-Pacific Institute, way up in Manoa 
Valley, and my oldest sister Joy was up at Kamehameha School. And 
Jojo [her sister Merren, now married to Benjamin Au] stayed with 
Aunty Eliza [Salm] who is Flora Soren's mom, up at Pacific Heights. 
And my mom decided that because she didn't have a permanent home 
for us, that we should go back to my father who at that time was 
already married to Ruby Kekauoha. And so, we were brought back to 
Laie. 

The year I spent at Mid-Pacific Institute was the most miserable 
year of my life. Never having lived out of the community and having 
lived such a protected life, I had never heard anyone use profane 
words or seen anyone smoke a cigarette. And the girls up at the 
girls' school there did It all the time. Every night we'd be sitting on 
the porch on the front lawn of the campus at the dorms and we'd see 
all of these little lights in the laundry room in the basement, and 
these were the lights of the girls smoking. Of course, they knew the 
schedule of the watchman that checked campus--the boys' and the 
girls' school--and as soon as he left the girls' dorm to go check on 
the boys' dorm, they'd sneak out of their bedrooms, climb out the 
windows, catch the bus and go downtown for the evening and come 
back late and sneak back into the dorms again. I watched this type 
of thing. I was very unhappy there. 

We came back to live with my parents, my father, and Mama Ruby. 
And Dad said to me, "Gladys," he said, "I don't want you up at Manoa," 
which was much to my relief. He said, "If anything should happen, 
your sisters have Aunty Eliza." He says, "You're way up in the valley 
and we may not get to you." And I did not know what my father was 
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referring to, but I listened. And he said, "I want you to go to another 
school." And Mama Ruby took me, and tried to get me into Sacred 
Hearts Academy and Saint Andrew's Priory and I absolutely refused 
to go. So Dad finally said, "What is it you want to do?" I said, "I 
want to go to Kahuku." Well, I started at Kahuku in September of 
that year. And December 7 of that year the war broke out. Then I 
understood what my dad meant. 

By this time--and prior to this time-the military had moved into 
the community. And because my father was the communications 
manager, he worked for Hawaiian Telephone and was in charge of the 
telephone exchange here, and he was for forty-four years 'til he 
retired. They made the telephone exchange a [protected] 
installation. They put up a seven-foot fence around with a foot of 
barbed wire on the top of it. And with a gate that you had to buzz 
for the operator to identify you before you come in and then the gate 
for the vehicle to drive in and out of, which was always locked. 

I remember very well, the morning of December 7. Dad came running 
into the house and said, "Kids, get up." He said, "They're bombing 
Pearl Harbor." And my father got out onto the car and went down the 
highway to go and try to notify the military personnel that were at 
the different installations. And they were very unaware of what 
was happening. He went to one outpost; they were playing with a 
dog and he told them, he says, "You know, you folks had better get 
yourselves together very quickly. The attack is on; they're bombing 
Pearl Harbor." And it was a devastating time for us in the islands. 

I remember them moving into our yard immediately. Our yard 
became the command post. They took over the garage; my father's 
garage for the telephone company truck became the kitchen. The far 
end of the backyard became--they put the tents up for the command 
post. Adjoining the garage in the back was a showerhouse and our 
laundry area. And I remember them having that place stacked from 
the bottom to the top with ammunition. And right over the cesspool 
in the backyard, they had a machine gun. They put a barricade around 
the telephone exchange and no one could go in or out. They posted a 
guard; they put up a guardpost right inside of the gate, and they 



posted a guard there twenty-four hours a day. It was very 
frustrating because every time they changed guards and I'd come 
home, he wouldn't let me in the gate. I remember one of them asking 
me, "May I see your dog tag?" I looked at him and I pointed at my 
face, I said, "This is my dog tag. I live here; would you please open 
the gate and let me in?" He had to call In the telephone operator and 
she had to come out on the porch to identify me. 

So we grew up during this period of time almost as military brats, 
totally surrounded by military. We had the Nineteenth Infantry here 
at that time, a foil. Fully uniformed military force. They were all 
Caucasian, and were just strictly military to the max. The beaches 
were off-limits; they ran barbed wire all the way down; no one could 
go to the beach to fish; no one could be caught out at night, 
especially at the beach. Everyone was trigger-happy. 

The day that the war broke out they pulled in the ROTC from 
Kamehameha School. My brother, Garreth Kekauoha Enos, was in his 
senior year; [he] was a member of the ROTC, and Brother Harold 
Aiona, who was like a brother to us who always came home summers 
with brother Garreth and stay with us. The two of them were put 
into active duty and we never saw them for three months. We had no 
idea where they were and because my father was with 
communications he was allowed into all of these military bases, 
one day went down to Waialua and found my brother there at an 
installation on one of the beach outposts. Finally after three months 
came home and told Mama, "Happy" [pet name for his wife]; he says, 
"I found the boy." 

We had to darken up our homes; we had to put blankets over all of 
the windows. After sunset no light could be turned on which meant 
we have to have our baths and have our dinner before the sun went 
down and when the sun went down because everyone was so 
frightened everyone slept in Mom and Dad's room. I did this for a 
couple of nights and finally I went back into my own bedroom. I was 
very used to sleeping by an open window and looking out the 
windows at night and watching the moon shining on the coconut 
trees and could not stand to sleep in the darkened room. 
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But I'd be awakened every morning at four o'clock with the banging 
around in the kitchen; they'd be getting the food ready to go out to 
the O.P.'s--the outposts--and they'd be clanging and banging and 
pretty soon you'd hear the truck backing out and they'd be going to 
feed the people, the men on duty. They finally moved the command 
post over to Po'ohaili, what we [then] called Stable Road because at 
the end of Po'ohaili the plantation had their stables where they kept 
their mules and their donkeys and their horses that they worked 
with. So they moved the command post down to that end of Po'ohaili 
Street, set it up and moved out of our yard although the outpost was 
still there. 

I am going to step back a little bit in time now to about the year 
around 1939. They were redoing-they were going to repaint the old 
chapel. And they were sand blasting it so that they could paint and 
the chapel caught fire. And I remember being at Forsythe's home, 
right next to Emma Ernestburg [55-070 Lanihuli, corner of Naniloa 
Loop]. And a train came down the track; the train track ran right 
through from the cane fields right along side Emma Ernestburg's 
house and where the Old Plantation Store was. The tracks ran right 
through there, past Flora Soren's place right up to cross Kam 
Highway and then across the street all the way down to Kahuku. And 
this train came and it stopped and the whistle blew and blew and 
blew and we couldn't figure out what was wrong. We figured there 
was an emergency; we ran out of the house. I think I was about nine 
years old then. And we saw all of the smoke coming from the 
chapel; the chapel burned down. The closest fire station was at 
Halelwa; needless to say by the time the fire truck got here the 
building was down to the ground and all they could do was shoot at 
the embers to get the fire out. My dad collected pieces of the old 
bell from the belfry and we had It for many, many years although I 
don't know where it is now. 

But during this time that the war was going on we had a social hall. 
The social hall was located right next to where Aunty Amoe is, 
where Sam Choy's store [OH-356] is. Aunty Amoe Meyers lived right 
next door, on that Meyer property. Right next to where Larry Au's 
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house is was where the big social hall [was]. And this was turned 
into a chapel for our Sunday services but every Saturday the hall 
was used for social purposes and every Saturday we had a concert 
and dance. It would start about seven o'clock in the evening and 
they'd have ail the people come in to entertain; they'd do hulas; 
they'd do skits; they'd do anything they wanted to do, children and 
adults. I remember George Kekauoha and his friends getting up 
there. George Kekauoha and the old man Albert Kahuena and Tutu 
Nawahine; they would get up there, play and sing-beautiful voices, 
beautiful songs-and George Kekauoha was a comic. 

His daughter Barbara and I were very close friends and every time 
her dad got up there and did a skit, she would be embarrassed to 
tears and I'd have to leave the social hall with her because people 
would be in stitches they would be laughing so much; she would be 
so embarrassed I had to go outside with her and stay out there with 
her until her dad was off the stage, (laughter) And this George 
Kekauoha is father of Willard Kekauoha. Now Willard is very 
straight-faced but get him into the right mood and he can be just as 
rascal as his dad. 

After the concert was over then, they'd put all the chairs over to the 
side and John Broad and his orchestra would get up there. John 
Broad played the sax; Lonoehu played the sax; Lionel Broad played 
the sax and his wife played the bass-an up-right bass. Aunty Amoe 
or Auntie Marie Broad would be banging away at the piano and we'd 
have a dance and everyone dance. All the little children six, seven, 
eight-year-olds would be in one corner and the adults and the 
teenagers would all be dancing and all the older folks would be 
sitting around on the chairs and they'd looked and they'd watch 
whose daughter was dancing with whose son and is approving, you 
know. My dad always came to get his daughters to dance with. 

It was a real beautiful way to spend a Saturday evening and we also 
use this as fund-raising. I remember Bishop Wallace Forsythe. We 
would bake all night; Friday morning he'd go through the community 
and sell the baked goods, cinnamon rolls, bread, donuts and things 
like that and whatever we didn't finish selling we'd sell it at the 



12 

social hall Saturday night and I remember Hilda [Forsythe] making 
these huge containers of cracked seed with prunes and we'd sell 
that, too. 

But there were always things in the community to keep us active. 
The dances would go on until eleven o'clock at night. When it ended 
everybody got together, got all the chairs and the benches lined up, 
cleaned up the place, brought the pulpit out on stage to get ready for 
church Sunday. This is where we had our church service on Sunday, 
so every Saturday night we'd have our dance; Sunday we'd have our 
church service. 

So the war came along and we had all of these servicemen here; they 
came to the dances. Of course, the local boys were very unhappy 
that these haoles were here dancing with their girls. And then we 
had some of our black brothers come in and all the local boys got 
upset, they were called "popolos". These guys were real good 
dancers; the only trouble with them was they always tried to find 
out whether you were single or not. So we would wear our class 
ring and we'd turn it around like a wedding band. And when they 
asked who our husband was, we always turn to Uncle Pane because 
Uncle Pane Meatoga was big and strong, and we'd say, "That's our 
husband." So there were at least six of us who had Uncle Pane as our 
husband, (laughter) 

But they were fun times. Then came the time for the Nineteenth 
Infantry to move out; I don't know whether we going to be shipped 
out to. But it was sad to see these men go because we had come to 
know a lot of them and come to really enjoy having them. And in 
their place came in this truck loads of the scrawniest bunch of guys 
I had ever seen, bare feet, slippers, tank tops, shirts hanging out; 
the most undisciplined military-looking bunch of guys I had ever 
seen and they were all local boys. Black as the ace of spades, they 
had all come from Schofield [Barracks], this was the 298th Infantry. 
Fresh out of camp at Schofield, because they were there in the hot 
sun, just as black as could be. They moved in and we thought, "What 
an ungodly sight!" They didn't look anything like any military unit. 
But, as time went by, we got to learn-we got to know them. And 
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found out that these were the best bunch of people, bunch of young 
men, that would ever come into our community. 

I was about twelve, thirteen years old at the time and this is when 
my husband first came into my life. He had lied his age at seventeen 
on December 7 and worked for a week at Pearl Harbor, cleaning up 
the place, picking up the dead bodies, doing the best they could. And 
finally he and his two brothers joined the service without their 
mother knowing. And so by the time he came here, he was just about 
eighteen. I remember after the war ended, going to a service at 
Kaneohe. And a brigadier general spoke at that service. And this 
was in honor of the 100th Infantry, these Japanese of American 
ancestry that had fought so valiantly. And at the time, he said that 
had this group of Hawaiian boys ever gone out into battle, that their 
record would have superceded that of the 100th. For him to say that 
at a ceremony for the 100th Infantry, I thought was-was a very 
strong statement for him to make. But it was true. They were the 
best that there was. 

They were deployed at one point, and were set out to go overseas. 
But our state legislature here-we were not a state then, we were a 
territory-contacted Washington D.C. and said they could not allow 
these young men to go out into the battle-front because their 
Hawaiian race had gone down so badly that it would be depleting our 
Hawaiian population. And so as this convoy was going, the ship that 
contained the 298th group pulled out. And they went into 
Guadalcanal to clean up after the marines had finished there. And so 
these young men never really saw full-on battle. 

But during the time they stayed here, we got to know them and love 
them. Our home, the Broad's home, the Chemoku's home, Kanehele's 
home were open to these young men. They would come in every 
weekend; we'd have ten or thirteen of them sleeping at the house and 
being in the parlor on the floor. All these legs and arms, you didn't 
know who they were. And my father felt perfectly safe with his 
five daughters at home. Of course, my youngest sister was a infant 
then. Never had any worry about anything happening to us. 
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They came over often to eat. Every Thursday was time to cook taro 
and after school Thursday, we'd come home. And we go over to 
Grandpa Po'i's and get the taro cleaned up, scraped up, wili [to turn 
or mix] in the tub, cut it all up and get ready for the grinding on 
Friday. And Grandpa Po'i had a huge wooden barrel in his kitchen, the 
kind that would soak salt salmon in. And the poi was always in 
there. And Mama would say to me, "Gladys, take this big bowl and go 
get poi from Grandpa's house and we'd walk down to the corner, bring 
the poi home. Because these Hawaiian boys were coming over. They 
wanted to eat food, Hawaiian food so badly; they were sick of Gl 
food. And so they'd bring all of their rations. Butter was rationed 
during the war. You couldn't get butter; you couldn't get flour. There 
was a lot of things you couldn't get. But we always had it because 
they always brought it over. They brought over all the rations they 
had. They brought over anything from the kitchen that we needed 
because they came over to eat. 

I remember once, Brother Garreth called and said, (my sister Lani 
was great at making tomato cake and graham cracker cake.) And 
Brother Garreth called home, he says, "Sister, can you make a 
graham cracker cake." And Nana [Gladys's sister, Irma Lanihau 
Broad] says, "Well, we don't have any flour or vanilla extract." 
[Garreth says], "Well, don't worry about it; we'll take care of it." So 
down comes this jeep with a hundred-pound sack of flour and a case 
of vanilla extract to make one cake with. And Mama used to wonder 
why everytime Nana baked, the boys were always over to the house. 
They were drinking the vanilla extract with Coca Cola because liquor 
was hard to get. They drink anything they could get a hold on. 
(laughter) I remember Raymond Meyers, who married Alice Anae 
used to make the swipe for the boys, pineapple swipe. He made the 
best swipe out and finally when he and Alice got married, she told 
him no more swipe-making. So that was the end of that. But we had 
some great times though. 

Well, going back a little bit, gas was hard to get. So the boys would 
come on the jeep and they'd said, "You folks want to go for a ride?" 
This would be in the evening and you can't have any car lights on 
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they had these-the headlights were all painted black with just 
about a two inch circle in the centers so that you could have light 
and they'd take us for a ride on the jeep and we come home and my 
father would be at the gate waiting and "Where have you girls been?" 
"We've gone for a ride." "I don't ever want to see you riding a jeep 
again." So the next time they'd come, they'd come on a command 
truck. We'd go for a ride and come home. "Where have you girls 
been?" "Well, we went riding, I told you." "Well, we didn't go ride a 
jeep, Dad; we went on a command truck." "I don't want to see you on 
a command truck again." We went from the jeep to the command 
truck to the two-and-a-half ton truck until we hit the biggest truck 
there was. (laughter) But Dad would always get upset because they 
would come and take us for a ride. And every morning when the chou 
truck came by, they'd pick up "Lover" [Gladys's youngest sister, 
Gloria Kalekua Makanoe), "Lover" was a little baby then. And they'd 
take "Lover" and deliver the food to all of the outposts. Everyday she 
went for a ride with these boys, but it was a fun time growing up. 

I remember in high school, we had some great times because we had 
these military bands play for our high school dances; of course, the 
gym had to be blacked out. But full-on big bands; we had beautiful 
orchestras playing for us; we'd have our dances with these military 
bands. I started dancing hula with Grandma Hattie Au at the age of 
eight. And by the time they had the entertainment center set up, all 
during the war, we'd entertain with her to the troops ail over the 
island, and all of the luau and things that they had. But it was a 
difficult time, yet a happy time to go through. 

I remember the guards at our outpost; they always knew who the 
officer of the day was and if they didn't like the OD, as soon as they 
saw that truck coming from Lanihuli around the corner to losepa, 
they yelled, "Halt, who goes there?" And the officer would reply and 
they'd say "Dismount and advance to be recognized and they had to 
walk the whole block down the street (laughter) because they didn't 
like him. They didn't allow the jeep to come down; they'd make him 
walk down. We could hear him out there and we'd be laughing. But 
these Hawaiian boys were so good. They were musicians; they sang 
beautifully. We'd sit out in the evenings, either at the corner or in 



16 

the front yard, and listen to the songs they sang, beautiful, beautiful 
songs, beautiful musicians. Benny Kaneaiakala, Sissy Adolpho's 
uncle, they called him "Indian Pete Adolpho." He wrote many 
beautiful songs. And the day that came that these men had to leave, 
they were going to be shipped out. It was a very sad day for the 
community; we didn't want to see them go. As upset as I was seeing 
them come, it was very difficult to see them go. 

Things were never the same after the war, community were kept 
growing and growing and growing. More people came in and finally, 
the university was going to be built. And the expansion from the 
university to the Polynesian Cultural Center has changed this 
community from a small, little Hawaiian village to a community of 
over five thousand people, not including the students; with the 
students it's another two thousand. A multi-racial group, we're no 
longer a Hawaiian village; there are not many Hawalians left. We 
have a large influx of the Tongan groups, the Samoan groups, the 
Fijians, the Tahitians, the Maoris. And we're very fortunate, very 
fortunate to have them here. 

I remember once as president of the P.TA. going to a meeting with 
some of the council people. They were talking about bringing 
programs into the schools down here for the culturally deprived. 
They wanted to have them attend the ballet, or the symphony, etc, 
etc. And I felt were insulted. And I remember this was at Mrs. 
[Rosalie] Hermansen's home and I says, "You know," I said, "Because 
our children are not exposed to the western culture that much," I 
said, "Don't ever come and say were culturally deprived." I said, "We 
have more culture in this community then you could shake a stick at. 
I said, "We have more culture here then you could find anywhere else 
in any other community and this culture lent to one another and they 
blend and the children learn from them. They learn the different 
languages, the food; they learn to mix together." I said, "We're more 
culturally involved than any other community I know of." And I said, 
"Don't ever call us culturally deprived." 

I had spent all of my years in community work from the time I had 
eight children, right now I have twenty-one grandchildren, and one 
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more on the way. But from the time my first son entered school I 
became active in P.T.A, and I remained in P.T.A. for some twenty-
five years. I was given a life time membership between Kahuku 
P.T.A. and Laie P.T.A. I served as a president for as long as I was in, 
going back and forth between the two schools, serving on the board. 
I set up the books for the treasurer at Laie P.T.A.; I set up the books 
for the treasurer Kahuku P.T.A. 

Later on I joined the Ko'olauloa Hawaiian Civic Club; I have been 
with them now for some twenty-eight years. My incentive to do 
this was because they were offering scholarships to children of 
Hawaiian ancestry and certainly my children are Hawaiian. I am 
fifty per cent Hawaiian, so is my husband, so my children are all 
half-breeds Portuguese/Hawaiian. I have a lot of love for our 
Hawaiian people. 

I look back and I am very happy that I was born at the time that I 
was, because I lived with them. I learned their ways;l learned the 
love that they had. The humbleness of the Tutu Hamana, Tutu Kea'o. 
I remember after Bishop Plunkett left the bishopric that Grandpa 
Po'i became the bishop and with him was Amelale, James Uale which 
is Jack Uale's father and Tutu Hamana. And these three who served 
for years and years and my father who served with them as ward 
clerk for over twelve, fifteen years, brought this community from a 
little village to a point because our chapel had burned and they had 
to raise funds, they started the Hukilau. And this is how the Hukilau 
became known state-wide, nation-wide. 

I remember we had the Hukilau once a month and everyone of us, at 
the time it started, gave them our time freely. We went there and 
waited tables, then we'd change clothes and went on stage to 
entertain. Just working together as a community to raise the money 
we needed to build our chapel. And after years of working, funds 
were finally accumulated and the chapel was built. And then they 
began PCC and with the coming of PCC, unfortunately, they ended the 
Hukilau. I saw the changes that came with the Hukilau while it was 
under local leadership, everyone worked. We all went there, 
everyone gave freely of their time. When everything was over, 
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everyone in the community that worked was fed. 

Then came the division of the wards and came a Caucasian bishop 
and a Caucasian bishop took over the Hukilau and said we will pass 
out tickets only to those who work and they will be the only ones 
who will be fed. Then came another Caucasian bishop and he said we 
will save the food for the labor missionaries so nobody gets fed. 
Now, when you take a group of people who give of their time freely 
and you give nothing in return, that is not the Polynesian way; that 
was the dying of the hukilau. We always fed the drivers,;the bus 
drivers were treated royally. When they came, the first thing the 
Caucasian bishop did was to say, "We were to no longer feed the 
drivers." And that was another one of the reasons that the hukilau 
began to fail. People that are not used to our culture come in and 
change things to what they figure is better, is more western. But 
comes about is the losing of the love and the humility and they're 
working together of the people; and I say it's unfortunate. 

When they began the project at BYU to build that college, the labor 
missionaries came in and it was an exciting time. I remember going 
to the dedication. I remember going with my sister on their old 
Model T, taking our children through the cane field road down to 
where the dedication was going to be that opened up a clearing In 
the middle of the cane field. I remember the morning, it was very 
gloomy. It was overcast and it was raining. We went there and in 
came this limousine with President McKay. And as they opened the 
door for him to come out of the car, they held an umbrella for him. 
And he very gently pushed the umbrella away. 

END OF SIDE A 

SIDEB 

GP [It had been raining before] the dedication and then he gave his 
dedicatory prayer and a ray of sun came through shining down on the 
spot above him. And after the dedication was over and everyone had 
said their farewells, he got into the car and left and the clouds 
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rolled over and the rains came down again and we went home. It 
was a beautiful dedication. There was much excitement while the 
labor missionaries were here and CCH started; they brought in some 
military barracks and parked It over [on] the parking lot adjoining 
the chapel and started their classes. Nephi Georgi [OH-66] was here-
-who were some of the old faculty members?-Nephi Georgi, Brother 
[Jerry] Loveland [OH-39, 342, 378]; Brother [Wylie] Swapp [OH-178], 
were some of the few that came in the beginning and stayed. And 
their enrollment was so small and everyone came to the little post 
office. By then I had started working. I'll go back and say how I 
started working at the post office. 

I had my fifth child and Flora Soren [OH-369] called me one day and 
asked-she is my cousin-she says, "Gladys, would you be interested 
in working part-time?" Her employee was Gladys Muaina-mother of 
John Muaina-and Gladys worked two hours a day, but sometimes 
they needed time off. One of them wasn't going be there, and she 
said, "We need someone to come in when someone else is off." And I 
said, "Sure," I said, "I wouldn't mind doing that." She said, "It won't 
be very often." so this was November 4, 1955. And so whenever they 
needed me, they'd call and I go in for a few hours; I had my 
babysitter, Lili Matali'i. She'd come over and stay with the children 
for a couple of hours; Mama lived with me. So when Mama was at 
home, Mama was with the children and I'd intermittently go into 
work. Then John and Gladys decided they would move with their 
children to the mainland and Flora asked me if I would be willing to 
come in for two hours a day on a regular basis and I did this. 

The office was very small; it was located right next to the Old 
Plantation Store [at the corner of Lanihuli Street and Naniloa Loop]. 
The front of it was the post office; the back of it was Zions 
Securities office. We must have had about one hundred or two 
hundred mall boxes at the time. There was a little porch there that 
you came up to a window that had the top part that opened and you 
transacted your business at the window there. The office was only 
big enough for one desk and a safe and that was it. The mail bags 
came in and out from the front door and if we sold twenty dollars 
worth of stamps a day, we knew we were doing great business. And 
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I remember there was a time when special deliveries came in, Flora 
would saddle up her pinto and jump on her horse and go deliver the 
special deliveries and that's what it was. (laughter) 

Well, Gladys left and I started working and they started this 
construction of CCH, Church College of Hawaii. And the students ail 
came to the post office for their mail. So we knew every student; 
we knew every faculty member; there was no problem. We knew 
everyone in Laie and had no problem keeping track of everybody's 
mail, whether you had a mail box or not. It got exciting, especially 
when they started to build the swimming pool. They had to put 
water in to cure the cement and our kids in the community would go 
in there at night and jump into that water and swim. Of course, they 
had trouble keeping the kids away, but kids were excited about this. 

I remember at the time Doctor Reuben D. Law [OH-104] was here as 
president of the Church College. And I was in charge of working in 
MIA for about twenty-five years and at that time, I was-besides of 
being the activity counselor-l was in charge of the swimming team. 
We never ever had a swimming pool to practice in, so I'd take the 
team, including Doctor Law's daughter, Rose, and we'd go up and 
Coburn's daughter, Linda, I think it was, the oldest daughter. I'd take 
them up to Laie Point and I'd make them dive off of the side and then 
when the waves comes through, you'd ride with the wave and get up 
to the shelf, to the papa (reef) there. And I'd make them-there's a 
cove right where you park at the end of Laie Point; there is a cove 
there at the bottom-and I'd make them swim from one point of that 
cove across to the other and you can't touch bottom, so this was 
their training ground. I ran that team back and forth there everyday, 
after school I'd take the kids up there and practice. 

And when it came to the swimming meet, they did very, very well. 
Matter of fact I remember, they had worked so hard at it, and we 
came in second. Of course, they cried, and I told them, I said, "Don't 
feel badly," as far as I was concerned they were all the champs; they 
took every heat on the individual heats. We did not have enough 
people to enter into the relays and this is where-because they gave 
more points for the relays then the individual heats-we lost by a 
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few points. But they were a great team. I remember working with 
them very hard. But as they finished the swimming pool, we started 
holding our swimming meets there. 

And I remember the dedication, the dedication of the college, a 
fabulous time. I remember the day that they had the dedication, at 
the end of the thing, the kids all ran, clothes and all, dived into the 
swimming pool there at CCH because this was the grand opening and 
they wanted to get into that pool. I remember them having the Green 
and Gold Ball there; I remember Bill Kanehele and his partner falling 
into the pool that night, which was embarrassing for her, but fun for 
the others. We've had great times, the labor missionaries were a 
great, great bunch of people; I have their album. For years I've 
corresponded with many of them. But as time went by I've gotten so 
busy, I've kind of lost [touch]; I've stopped writing. 

The community has never been the same since the college has been 
built. It's grown and grown and grown and it's still growing. The 
one thing that I see that has made a tremendous impact on me is the 
fact that in all the years that I grew up, only one missionary went 
out of Laie and that was my cousin Leimoni Kalama who later 
married Ta'a. She was the only missionary that went out of Laie and 
at that time we had no one going into the mission field. With the 
coming of the university this has changed. It has instilled a desire 
into the hearts of the people in the community and especially to the 
young people to serve a mission. I always felt bad that we were 
never accorded the responsibility, but as I look back on it, the 
Church was new to our kupuna and we were learning; we had not 
reached the point where we were able to go out to preach the gospel. 

But this fourth generation, fifth generation there are a lot of our 
young people that are going out, a lot of them, and it's the thing that 
I feel the proudest of. Of everything else that has happened, I think 
this is the thing to me that has meant the most: that our young 
people are now serving missions from this community. 

With the building of PCC there was a new beginning-the difficult 
times they went through; I remember them standing on the highway 
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trying to wave people in, to encourage them to come to the Cultural 
Center. They had rough beginnings; Wylle Swapp's Polynesian group 
was the one that went there to dance and as I spoke with Kamaki 
Kanahele at the dedication of the IMAX about a month ago, Kamaki 
reminded me of some of these things. He said, "Yes, Gladys, I 
remember when we stood out there and practically tried to corral 
people to come in, because nobody wanted to come out this far." It 
has come a long way. 

I remember my mother and the people in the community, Madeline 
Wayas, Mary Fonoimoana, all of these mothers went out to gather the 
sugarcane leaves and this is a hard thing to do because of the fibers 
on them, collecting these things, building the villages, working so 
hard, giving of their time so freely to build this place. Then I 
remember the day of the dedication. When it came time to go in, 
some of these people were not allowed entrance. I remember one of 
the labor missionary men, Caucasian man, being so angry, he said, 
"You mean to tell me I've worked here for two years to build this and 
I'm not going to be able to enter in?" He said, "I'll take my bulldozer 
and knock this fence down." David Hannemann was the manager of 
that time and it was not an easy task for him to handle these people. 
For some reason or other, things had gotten out of hand and they 
were so many more people there then they had expected. But I did 
attend the opening and they're has never been and never will be a 
show to equal the group that opened at the Polynesian Cultural 
Center. The Fijians that were there under Israeli Racule, the Maori 
group that came in—it was all so beautiful, so authentically and so 
wonderfully done. 

They made quite a few changes. I remember I had not gone for a 
quite a while, had some friends come in from the mainland and I took 
them to the show that night. I had just come back from a trip from 
the mainland, had taken the grandchildren to Disneyland. And I 
remember coming home from the show that night and telling my 
husband, "You know, if I close my eyes, I would have swore we were 
back in Disneyland;" I said the music track was exactly the type of 
music they played at Disneyland . And then I found out later that the 
music track had been put together by the guys from Disneyland. 



23 

Then I went back after Ralph Rodgers [OH-61] came in, and was very 
pleased to see that they had gone back to being more authentic. 
Polynesian Center has undergone many changes; they've had many 
problems; they've survived. It's always been my personal feeling, 
they keep raising the rates there. Now liken it to the theater [Laie 
Holiday, OH-358] over here, I remember about a few years back this 
theater was taking In only about three hundred dollars a week; they 
were charging $4.00. Then they dropped their rates to $1.50 and 
they were doubling and tripling what they had been taken in. And I 
sometimes wonder if this shouldn't apply also to the Cultural 
Center. Their rates have gone so high that a lot of the local people 
don't go or if they go once, they don't return, even though there are 
kama'aina rates. I realize that these rates are competitive with all 
of the other entities that have this type of entertainment. But I 
can't help feel that perhaps if the rates were lower they would 
attract more people there. 

Getting back to the post office—I came in-as I said we were little 
small fourth-class post office and finally we were growing and 
when the university came, people started getting more magazines. 
We hardly had any magazines coming in prior to that. But all of a 
sudden, all of these magazines started coming; we had no room in 
the post office for the mail bags. So, Flora got after the postmaster 
in Honolulu about building a new post office and nobody would build 
her a new post office and finally she talked to President Edward L. 
Clissold [OH-103] because she owned the property there on 
Wahinepe'e and Lo'ala and between Lo'ala and Naniloa Loop. He said, 
"If you want to build that post office we will go ahead and help you 
with it." He, I guess, helped her by signing the loan for her. She put 
her own building up and there we had a brand new post office, which 
is where Imbert Soren lives now. And for the first time, the 
community had a size office that could accommodate the needs of 
the community. I had gone from working two hours a day to three 
hours a day to four hours a day. Finally when they moved into that 
office, I became full time; I was very unhappy about that. 

For many years-you know, they say In spring a young man's fancy 



24 

turns to love. Every spring I wanted to quit work, don't ask me why. 
(laughter) I had never ever wanted to be anything but a housewife 
and a mother, never want to be in a career of any kind. I found 
myself in this position, not of my own wanting, not of my own being, 
but being there. By this time I had eight children and I remember 
telling my father I wanted to quit work. And he said, "No"~my 
father was a bishop, he said, "Don't you quit; you've got ten years 
into the post office, don't you give up." 

But I do remember when they finished building CCH, him coming to 
me and saying, "Gladys, I want you to go back to school; I want you 
to go to college." I said, "Dad, I have eight kids to support; this is no 
time for me to go back to school." So he went after my sister JoJo. 
So JoJo went when it was a two-year college. Later on when they 
expanded, she went back and finished off; and she is now a teacher. 
Lover went there, went away to Provo, Utah, and she's teaching. I 
have three sisters that are in the educational system. But because 
my father has desired this of me, I decided way back then that the 
day I retire, I would go back to school and honor him by getting a 
degree and doing the things he wanted me to do. 

The post office kept growing and finally when Merrill Stone came in 
to build the shopping center, by that time I had been active in the 
[Laie] Community Association. And there was a lot of discussion on 
this and the pros and cons about it. I remember feeling very positive 
about it and backing him, giving him the backing that he needed for 
the building of the shopping center. At the time they built it, we did 
not know that he had applied to the Honolulu postmaster to put our 
post office here at this shopping center. Flora, when she found out, 
was quite upset because, of course, by then, we had been ten years 
in the post office she had built. She had not intended to move here, 
but they had worked it out with the postmaster-with the division 
in Honolulu-and they had okayed it; and we were going to have to 
move. 

I remember when we first came here. This office was dedicated on 
November 16, 1974. I remember looking at the building and seeing 
how huge it was, and I said, "We're going to need roller skates to get 
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around here, we're going to be worn out." Well, as it is right now, 
we've reached the point where we've pretty well filled the capacity 
and the need for the community with this office. We have grown so 
much; the route has grown from 100 deliveries to 200 deliveries. 
We now have possible deliveries of 890 something, and actual 
deliveries of about 600. We have about 550 mailboxes rented, so 
between the two, we've got over 1,000. 

I worked with Flora for twenty-five years-became full time, and 
worked as her senior clerk. She had me appointed as an assistant to 
the postmaster. Back in about '75, they did re-ranking of the post 
offices nation wide. At that point, she was informed that she did 
not qualify for an assistant to the postmaster, so I became a 
supervisor. Well, they also informed her that she did not qualify for 
a supervisor. So, although I still held the title and the pay, I was 
sort of in limbo, and I remember leaving for vacation once, and they 
called and wanted me to transfer to Kaneohe because they needed a 
supervisor over there, and Flora said, "Well, I'm sorry, she's not 
here." And because they needed someone immediately, another 
employee from Aeia went. 

Not long after my return from my trip—I think it was within the 
next year or two-they came to tell me that they were in need of 
supervisors in Honolulu, that I would either have to transfer, or 
revert back to a clerk's position. I gave it a lot of serious thought 
and my decision was not to go. I said, "I have children here in 
school; I work here a five-day work week. My religion does not 
permit me to work on Sunday's-not that it doesn't permit me, but I 
did j ioi want to work on Sundays. And going there meant I had to 
work night shifts, on a rotating day-off schedule. And I said, "My 
feeling is, my family is much more important than this promotion; 
that I would revert my position rather that transfer." I had to type 
up a letter to that effect. As I stated at the time, I said, "Now this 
is what I call progress. After twenty-one years, you go from an 
assistant to the postmaster back to a clerk." 

Well, shortly after that, they came up with a training program; I 
signed up for it and took my 204B training. We were the second 
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group that went through. The first group that went through was a 
complete failure. Everyone that went through this training program 
was back in the clerk field. It was not successful, they couldn't 
handle themselves on the floor. So, they changed the program with 
our group. 

Fortunate enough, and I'm very happy to say, that everyone In our 
class has become supervisors, has advanced in the field; I have 
become a postmaster. Some of them have become department 
chairmen, department heads; we've done very well. Since then, the 
program has expanded; where they had difficulty getting people into 
it; now, they have more people applying then they need to, and so 
they [are] screened before they are accepted into the program. 

I took my 204B training-on-the-job training at Schofield, which 
meant I had to be there by 6:30 every morning-drove twenty-five 
miles there, through the guard gate, over to the office there. The 
supervisor that was there was going on vacation, so I was deployed 
there. And he was a working fool. He did everything there was to do. 
And falling into his position, I did everything there was to do. And 
it was very hard for them to accept me; they were all Japanese-
real hard-nosed Japanese guys. And I just carried my load and did 
exactly what he did. I was there to open up at 6:30 in the morning, 
and it was the dirtiest office I had ever seen. I stayed every night 
till 6:30 to try to clean up a little at a time. 

I called Wahiawa Post Office because Schofield was under Wahiawa, 
and I knew the supply officer there because I took care of all of the 
supplies in Laie. When he needed things he'd call me. And started 
ordering things. And one day, through the back door comes this 
gentleman, I didn't know who it was; I thought it was the postal 
inspector. I said, "May I help you?" And he said, "I'm Tom Oyasato." 
Tom Oyasato was the post master at Wahiawa. He'd come down 
because he'd seen all this equipment that was being sent down to 
me, and walked through the place, and was amazed at how I had 
cleaned it up and commented on it; he said, "You've done a good job." 
I cannot operate unless things are orderly. And oh, talk about junk: 
dirt, and red dirt and dust! And they didn't have anything to clean 
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with. I had one hand with a wet towel, and the other hand with dry 
towels and I'd dust and I'd clean and I'd scrub. I went through the 
drawers and came across some very historical pictures of the 
dedication and the construction of that post office. I collected all 
of these things and kept them, and threw out the junk and cleaned up 
the place. And after my three weeks was over, I came back here. 

Few years later, the postmaster at Kaaawa was retiring and so I 
applied for the position. And one of the clerks said to me, "Why don't 
you stay till Flora goes." I said, "No. If I wait, that will be that 
many years that I will be losing a higher income. The only way 
anyone in this office can advance is if I transfer. If I go, Cissy will 
then move up to my position." And so I applied for the position. 
There were twelve others that applied. And, you know, I prayed real 
hard about it and I fasted over it. And I told the clerks here, "I 
promise if I don't get it, I'll only cry once." (laughter) So, I waited 
and finally I got a telephone call. During this conversation, I wasn't 
sure what he was telling me. I thought he was trying to tell me I 
didn't get the position. What he did tell me was that I cM get it. 
The way he put it to me, I wasn't sure. And so I went to Kaaawa to 
begin my career as a postmaster. By then I had some twenty-eight 
years of service. 

It was a complete change from this huge office to the tiny little 
office in Kaaawa. It was the filthiest thing I have gone into besides 
Schofield. I spent three months reorganizing that office, working 
till 9, 10, 11:00 at night. One night 'til 2:00 in the morning, my 
sister came to help me. She said, "Gladys, what are you doing?" I 
said, "There is so much to do." She said, "May I help you?" She came 
down that night and we worked until 2:00 in the morning. 

I was always in charge of the equipment here, always in charge of 
the dead files; going through the dead files there, there were things 
that should have been thrown away for five year periods. I 
remember my daughter coming back from Honolulu at 6:00 that 
evening with her husband. They sat by the door and took a big toilet 
tissue box. We cannot just discard, we have to tear; we have to 
destruct. We sat there for two hours tearing up all these outdated 
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forms and records. It filled up that whole tissue box-that toilet 
paper box, and I'm glad that my son-in-law, Marquis Morgan, was 
there because I would have never have been able to haul it off. He 
hauled it in the back for the rubbish truck. We threw out out-dated, 
old equipment. 

I felt so sorry for the former postmaster. She had one stapler, one 
paperpunch, and one pair of scissors that were so rusty and so old. 
You worked with it at your desk; you went to the work center, you 
carried it to the work center; you went to the counter, you carried it 
to the counter. She did not know how to order her equipment. I sent 
through a five-page order to Topeka for supplies that we needed, and 
I sent through seventeen work orders to upgrade, to clean up, and to 
fix that office up. And I told my husband I'd give myself three 
months to get the office in order. The records were very poorly 
kept. There were a lot of things that I needed to do. But I set my 
goals and I had my priorities, and I worked at it very hard. 

The first three months I was there, I sent a request in to either 
expand or relocate the office because the office was already too 
small. I put in for a meter machine; I put in for an office copy 
machine and I had to fight Honolulu for it. I put in for a meter 
machine three years in a row. Each time they refused me, following 
year I'd try again. And would you believe after three years, I got one. 
Even Haleiwa didn't have one, and when he found out he says, "How 
did you manage to do that?" I said, "I never gave up. Every time I'd 
send one in, I'd call Procurement. And I said, "How may times have 
you refused me?" And he said, "Twice." And I said, "Okay, I'm 
sending another one in, and we'll try again." 

And so when I wrote in to request expansion or relocation for that 
office, every few months I'd call Ken Tanabe And I'd say, "This is 
your country cousin calling; how's my request coming through for a 
new office?" And he told me it would take five years; I was there 
for six years. At the end of that time, they had worked it out with 
the ranch there to obtain the property two doors away from the post 
office to build a new office. And I thought, I had gotten the meter 
machine; I had gotten the copying machine. I had attained every goal 
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I had set for myself; this was the last one. And then Congress stuck 
us with a $2.7 Billion deficit budget and every building program 
came to a streaking halt and Kaaawa till today has never gotten 
their new office. 

But I had been there for six years and Flora was retiring. She called 
to let me know about it. I had been asked to prepare my 991-C and 
decided I would apply to come home. There were about fifteen 
people who applied for the position. I did get it and I was very happy 
to come home. I enjoyed myself at Kaaawa. When I first got there, I 
had a terrible time because the former postmaster knew everyone; 
nobody bothered to use the correct address; they used whatever they 
wanted. They had a P.O. box, they used their street address or just 
Kaaawa Post Office, and it was terrible. 

They wanted to file a petition to get me out of my job. I had to fight 
every step of the way, and there were times when I nearly gave up. 
And then, I could see the changes being made and I said, "Well, it 
was worth it." I kept at it. I remember one woman calling me up and 
saying, "I just called Honolulu to complain about you, and I'm calling 
to tell you that they told me you're doing your job exactly as you're 
supposed to do it, so welcome to Kaaawa!" and she slammed the 
phone in my ear. And I didn't know whether to laugh or cry. And then 
I thought, "Well, crying isn't going to do me one bit of good," and I 
chuckled it off and I kept plugging at it. 

I remember getting into a big squabble with another gentleman there 
who was giving my clerk a bad time, and they just didn't understand. 
One of the customers came in and complained to me, and I simply 
said to him, "My goal when I leave here is to have any employee of 
the postal service come into this office and be able to operate like 
they should, and not come and struggle like I have had to." And he 
looked at me and didn't say another word, and he left. 

I had my encounter there with the [Kaaawa] community association 
and my first encounter with-well, not actually my first, my second 
or third encounter-Jim Anthony, where the president of the 
association and the vice-president came in with him. And as he 
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walked in, he said, "Postmaster?" and I said, "Yes?" He said, "I have 
a complaint to file." I said, "Yes?" He said, "We sent out these 
letters to the community that are very important; it has to do with 
our land conversion. You've returned these undeliverable." I said, 
"Yes, these do not have the correct addresses on them." "Well, will 
you show me the regulation that shows that I have to?" And so, I 
took out the form, and I showed him and said, "If you will read this, 
it will tell you that this is necessary." And so, he said, "If we 
promise to get the correct addresses on our next meeting, would you 
be kind enough to get this out for us?" And I said, "I'd be more than 
glad to, except there are six addresses in here of people who do not 
live in this community; have your secretary come in with them; I 
will return the six and I will deliver the rest." And he said, "I will 
tell the community that we have a very good postmaster." He and I 
had my own thoughts about what he had said, but as I looked at them 
I had to chuckle to myself and think, "I can't believe that the 
president and the vice-president would come hiding behind his 
skirts to have him speak for them. They certainly could have come 
in to speak for themselves. 

But I became very good friends-the woman who slammed the phone 
on me later came to be a very good friend of mine. In fact, all of the 
people there, as time went by, have become very good friends. Till 
today, they'll stop by here to see me or if I see them in Kaneohe, 
they'll come up to me and talk to me and they tell me how much they 
miss me, and I miss them. But I'm more than happy to be home here 
close to where I live and serving the community that I've grown up 
with, and working with the people that I know well. 

My goal now is looking toward the time when the community will 
expand; the [Laie Community] Association is working on the master 
plan. With the coming of the additional housing, the postal service 
will have to be prepared to be able to service this area, which will 
mean that we'll need another carrier. We will need to expand our 
delivery service here. I am well prepared to do that and am looking 
forward to the time when I can. 

And referring to the Laie Community Association, I have lived in this 
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community all of my life. I have served, over a period of time, 
fifteen years on the community association board. I served on the 
board during the time of the first lease conversion, served then for 
five years till the conversion was completed. I stayed on another 
year after the conversion was completed before I went out. This 
last term that I have served of three years made it a total of 
fifteen. 

I've served under Brother Charles Rivers; at the time that he served 
as president, we made some major changes in the by-laws. At the 
time we worked on the by-laws, the association was made up of the 
president of the college, the president [of the] PCC, the president of 
the temple, the stake presidency, and the bishops. They were all 
part of the board, which did not make this a civic board; it made this 
an ecclesiastic board. And Brother Rivers felt that if this was going 
to be a community association, this type of leadership-anyway, we 
changed the by-laws at that point and cut it down to nine members 
who are elected by the community. I think that was a major change 
in the association. 

Of the original group that formed the association, which was first 
known as Hui Lau Lima O Laie\ the only one that is still left alive is 
Viola Kawahigashi [OH-36], the others have deceased; President 
Clissold, George Kekauoha, and Brother [Woodruff J.] Deem. I have 
enjoyed the years of service I have given. This last term that I have 
served has been the most difficult. I've gone through some very 
tumultuous times and am very happy to be out of it. No one should be 
expected to serve under the kind of pressure I've had to serve under. 
There are things I'm still not pleased about, but the association will 
have to work out their own problems. I fee! I have served the 
community to the best of my ability in all that I have done. 

At the time, I was serving as president during the land conversion, I 
also felt the necessity to work with the neighborhood on the 
neighborhood board, because if you are going to serve the 
community, you need to be fully informed. I ran for, and won the 
election-at-large at that time to serve on the Koolauloa 
Neighborhood Board 28. I became chairman of the board, not because 
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I wanted to, because I was forced into the position because of the 
politics of the make-up of the board at that time. I was very 
unhappy having been put into that position, but was told that I had 
to. 

This was the same situation that came up this year with the 
Community Association at the time that Bill [Wallace] resigned. 
Yvonne [Curnow, OH-345] and I talked about it and we felt that Roger 
McKenzie should be the one to fill Bill's place. I was then called and 
informed that I needed to take the presidency. I refused, I 
absolutely refused to do it. I said, "I cannot. My husband's health is 
very delicate; he's had a heart attack," and I did not want to and 
could not do this. For forty-five minutes, Lucky [Fonoimoana, OH-
349] kept me on the phone telling my why I had to do it, that they 
had to have someone who was an old resident of Laie. I said, "You 
have Yvonne." They said "Yvonne is not originally from here." I said, 
"You have Patoa [Benioni OH-331]; Patoa is an adopted son," and on 
and on and on. So I said I'd have to talk to my husband about this. I 
took him to lunch that day and talked to him about it, and he said, 
"Gladys, this is what you have always been doing. They need you and 
I'm feeling better; they need you; you go." I have been with the 
Hawaii State Association of Parliamentarians for four to five years 
-studied under them as a parliamentarian-had sat my 
parliamentarian's test, which is a four to six hour test, and I passed 
it. This, more than anything else has helped me. 

Like I say, no one will really know everything that has happened. I 
will not go into it, it's too fresh in my mind and in my heart, and it 
hurts too much to talk about it. Brother [John] Groberg [OH-50] came 
in two weeks ago to see me, and I really did not feel like talking to 
him. I did not want to go over the things I had been through; no one 
should have to relive that type of unhappiness and turmoil. I ajn 
living through it; I am getting over it; I am getting my life back to 
normal. But no one will know what it cost to serve this last term as 
president of the LCA, unless you've sat in that seat and have to go 
through everything that I've gone through. Will a person understand? 

I've heard Lucky talk about how much time he spent on his knees; 



33 

[I've] heard Bill Wallace talk about how he'd be walking the [Laie] 
Point at 1:00 in the morning, burdened with the things that was 
required of him for this community. I have given of myself; I have 
done it with all honesty; I have done it with the community always 
up-most in my mind. I've been accused of many things, and that 
doesn't bother me. People's opinions of me don't matter; it never has 
as long as I know and my Heavenly Father knows what I have done. 
And what I have done is with a clean heart. I care not for what other 
people think about me. But it has been a burden, a very, very heavy 
burden, and I'm glad to be relieved of it. I will support the board in 
their righteousness at all times. 

And I see coming down a lot of changes for the community; hopefully 
it will be what the community wants. I have lived in this 
community for sixty of my sixty-two years. I've seen it grow from 
the little town it was-the little village it was--to the community 
it has come to be. I have a very deep love for this place and will 
never leave it. I've always told my children, "I'm born and raised 
here, and when I die just put my bones over there in the cemetery in 
which I have sixteen lots, and just cover me with plumerias. I can't 
stand wreaths; don't put any wreaths on my grave. Just cover me 
with plumerias and I'll be happy." 

I remember when they first sold these cemetery plots. They were 
fifty dollars each, and my dad came to me and said, "Gladys, you 
better go and get your lots." Well, I couldn't afford it, and then they 
raised it to one hundred dollars and I thought, "Well, I better find 
some way to afford it." So I went and got my first eight. I 
remember going home and my son said, "What are you buying eight 
cemetery lots for? We don't need. . ." on and on and on. And I said, 
"Listen, it's strictly on a first-come-first-serve basis, so don't tell 
me what to do." Well, I went back and got another eight. The area I 
was in was full; I went across the other corner and picked up 
another eight and then I told my sisters, "You folks have to go in and 
get yours." They did. They went in October of that year, and I'm glad 
they did because I was serving in the community association as 
president at that time, and sat on the Zions Securities board. 
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And I remember going to a board meeting over at the Laniloa Lodge 
dining room, and for the first time in my life, I was nervous about 
going to a board meeting. I never had any fear about this type of 
thing, but these were all men. I mean the president of PCC, the 
president of BYU, the president of Zions Securities; board members 
were going to be there, Marvin [Stone, OH-362] was there. Paamika ^ t W 

^rx^Anai was there, which made me feel a little more comfortable-Bill 
Cravens from PCC-I can't remember who was there from BYU, the 
temple president was there, and I was the only woman. You 
certainly feel the power of the priesthood, and I said very little in 
the beginning. 

At that time I was serving on the neighborhood board. Some 
questions came up which I had information on because of my 
position with the neighborhood board. And [I] found that I was being 
asked more and more questions as the meeting went on and being put 
into a position of being an informant-giving the board information 
about changes coming on in Kahuku, Turtle Bay, and that type of 
thing, and informing them of the changes in the community. 

But one of the items that came up that day was the cemetery lots. 
And Marvin said Zions Securities was going to raise the rates from 
one hundred dollars to two hundred dollars retroactive. And all of 
these men sat there and didn't say a word. They were going to okay 
this move, and I said, "Marvin, there is no way on earth you can make 
this a retroactive change. I have bought sixteen lots. You cannot 
come back and tell me I'm going to have to pay one hundred dollars 
more for each one." I said, "No court in this land would uphold that 
order. If you want to change the rates to two hundred dollars, feel 
free to do so from this day on, but there is no way you can say it's 
going to be retroactive." And that's the only comment that was 
made; there were some that sat there and didn't say anything. And 
Marvin said, "Well, I guess you're right, Gladys; we'll raise the rates 
to two hundred dollars commencing with today." And I thought, "Why 
is it these men sit there and just okay everything that everyone else 
says and don't speak out?" I have always been brought up to speak 
my mind and I certainly spoke my mind then and so I told my two 
sisters-because they were still paying for their lots—I said, 
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"You're lucky you bought them; they've gone up another hundred 
dollars." I realized why the change had to come, but still, we were 
fortunate enough to buy at the time when it was not that expensive. 

I have enjoyed working with Howard Dunn [former president of Zions 
Securities]; I remember the flood we had in '82; was devastating for 
the community. We suffered an awful lot of damages; I personally 
suffered damages to the amount of twenty thousand dollars. The 
flood came that Sunday morning when the river broke through and 
inundated our homes. And Howard Dunn was scheduled to come here 
and he was here the following day; by then the waters had abated. 

And I remember meeting with the board at Zions Securities office 
with him and at the end of the meeting, Howard was saying to us, he 
said, "Gladys, the only way you are going to be able to resolve this is 
if you sue." He said, "I would advise you to do this to take care of 
it." We had the hardest time; the people had never sued the Church 
before; they did not want to do it. Many of them would not come in 
on the suit; we filed a class-action suit. Some of them-my 
neighbors two homes away, Sister Mo'o-her husband [Opura Mo'o, OH-
245] was a bishop-she said, "I can't do this; my husband is a 
bishop." Well, those of us who felt the need to, we filed; we had to 
go through and come up with records of all our losses. Fortunately, I 
had receipts for almost everything. 

When the settlement was made, it was a settlement of $3,300, 
regardless of your loss and we were not very happy with the 
outcome, but as we met with the lawyers, they said unless every 
single person agreed, they could not go through with the filing of the 
claim. There were three of us who did not agree, Larry Au, myself, 
and another Chinese man who felt his losses were too high; he would 
not feel he wanted to settle for that, because there were some who 
had losses of only one thousand dollars; we did not feel that 
everyone should receive the same amount. The lawyer left the room 
and he said, "You need to discuss this unless you can come to a 
consensus." [Without] total agreement, a settlement wouldn't be 
made. We stood there and I said what I thought; so did Larry and 
that man, and after some discussion, the three of us decided in order 
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to settle this we would go ahead and give in and make the 
settlement. 

A couple of years later, they had this big flood down at Kailua and 
they filed their settlement and I think it ran about ten million 
dollars. They got a lot more money than we did. Money was not the 
point in this whole thing; the streams had not been maintained to 
make this settlement; it had to be done so that this would not 
happen again. 

Now, going back several years when I served as president-this was 
in the '80s, 1987, I guess is was-they came up with a master plan 
for a housing project at the egg farm and at Laie Malo'o and we had 
this well underway, only to find out because of flood inundation and 
because the stream was not built to handle the flood capacity, we 
could not put the housing at the egg farm. So Marvin arranged for 
the Corps of Engineers to come down here and hold a meeting with 
us. And I remember going to this meeting; I remember Walter Wong 
[OH-279] saying, "Laie doesn't flood, if Zions Securities took care of 
the streams we won't have any problems." He said, "I lived here all 
of my life, over fifty years, and Laie does not flood." I remember 
standing up and saying, "Walter, I beg to differ with you; I have lived 
here for fifty-five years and I remember several floods." I 
remember a flood when I was about eight years old. Across from the 
Old Plantation Store used to be our ball park and the tennis courts-
volleyball courts, basketball courts, and tennis courts; that's where 
the park is now, but it took in the whole area. 

END OF SIDE B 

SIDEC 

GP You know how you pull all your boat with a stick. Well, we would 
push this telephone pole right on these flood waters. And my cousin, 
Nahele Kalama, fell down. And when she got home, she got licking 
from Auntie Emma because she was all muddy with this dirty water. 
The next flood I remember is when my mother was living right 
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across of George Hubbel-right across of the old chapel there-right 
across of Lanihuli Place. The water coming into her little apartment 
going into her refrigerator, and I remember the Red Cross evacuating 
her up to CCH. The next flood I remember is one that was bad enough 
so that they were riding canoes in the front of the old Plantation 
Store. And I remember my husband-we had eighteen foot shift at 
that time. He would bring-he brought the boat to the front porch at 
my home. I climbed over the railing onto the boat. And he waded 
waste deep in the water to push me over to the roadway where the 
truck was so I could climb on the truck; so he could drive me to 
work. 

Now those are the three floods I remember distinctly. So when 
Walter said, "Laie does not flood," I had to disagree with him. And 
what Mr. Lee said was, "If the flood required Red Cross assistance, 
it was considered severe enough." And according to-and Larry Au 
said the same thing Walter was saying, "We don't need the Corps of 
Engineers; all we need is Zions Security to maintain the stream." I 
remember at the end of the meeting telling my sister Jojo (Merren 
Au), I said, "Jojo, take Mr. Lee's phone number; we are going to have a 
flood next year and I want him to come see it for himself." And 
March 23, the following year, we had that flood. So the Corps of 
Engineers finally went through Congress to get the funds 
appropriated to go ahead and fix up Kahawaiinui Stream. And that's 
how that stream got taken care of. 

It took eight years and I remember going to the dedication of it and 
being very pleased with the work that was done, then hearing some 
person in the community saying, "It looks ugly; the fence up there is 
ugly. This is ugly and that is ugly." I said, "Ugly? Beauty is in the 
eyes of the beholder." To me it means saving the lives and the 
homes of the people in our community; and there is a lot we can do 
to beautify the berm. We want to plant flowers on it; we want to 
put vines, the hua'palai and the bridal bouquet on the fence to 
beautify it. That will come eventually. 

We want to turn that area there into a little picnic area because no 
buildings can go on it. We want to clean it up, put in fruit trees, put 
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in picnic tables so people can go with their children and sit there in 
the shade. There will be a use for that place, but I think it's 
beautiful and I think it's-l mean, what was spent on it-some six 
million dollars? I think it's worth spending the money on it. 

These are some of the things that I remember about this community; 
I remember our choirs. I sang in a choir since I was fourteen, 
fifteen years old. Laie always had a beautiful choir. We went in for 
competitions; we joined with other stakes and sang in conferences. 
We were one stake at one time for the whole island. [In Laie], we 
were one ward at one time. Right now Laie has two stakes. Our 
stake, Laie North, has eight wards. That shows how much this 
community has grown. But, I am so happy to have been born In the 
time I was, to have known these people. I remember Hosea Pele Kaio 
standing up to bear his testimony from the middle of the 
congregation, breaking out into a hymn-beautiful voice. These 
people were so special, John Broad and his wife, Tautua and his 
wife. Tautua was the Samoan leader for the community. I have 
witnessed many many kava ceremonies at his home [about in the 
middle of the block now enclosed by Hale La'a, and Lanihuli Streets]. 
He had his fale right in his backyard and whenever he needed the 
people to get together, he'd blow his conch shell and all of the 
Samoans would come over. Every chief had his title and had his pole 
[post] to sit in the fale and then they would practice for the hukilau. 
They honored guests that came. I remember when President 
Roosevelt came here. I was five years old then and I still have the 
booklet on it. My cousin, Maude Logan and I, were to give him a lei; 
and the road going up to the temple was lined with royal palms. 
Tutu Hamana fully-decked in his Kamehameha outfit with his helmet 
and his cloak and his staff was there to greet him and as it came 
time for us to give President Roosevelt his leis, my cousin began to 
cry and refused to go. I remember mine was a bud-rose haku lei and 
as I went, they lifted me up at the side of his car and I went to place 
the lei around his neck, he kissed me on my left cheek. I remember I 
wouldn't wash that side of my face for almost two weeks, because 
the President had kissed me. 

They were beautiful people. I remember the Makua women getting 
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together practicing their dances for the hukilau; they were a large 
group. In my mind's eye, I will always see that and I always 
remember that. Laie is the land of my birth. Through my mother's 
paternal side, I am a descendent of William Lunalilo, who at one 
time owned all of the ahupua'a of Laie and Laie-Malo'o. And so I am 
told that I am a rightful konohiki of this land. Through my mother's 
maternal line, I am a kuleana land owner-land that was deeded by 
King Kalakaua to Keliiwaiwaiole in the 1850s. Lands that are still 
there in the kuleana areas of the foothills of Laie. I would never 
leave this place, this land of my birth. 

Twice during my married life, my husband was given the opportunity 
to go away to work. He went away to Texas to radar training school. 
At the end of his course, they wanted him to stay on it as an 
instructor. So he wrote home to tell me this that he wanted the 
children and I to come; and my reply was, "I would never leave. I 
would never take these children away from their grandparents. This 
Is the only opportunity they would have to grow up with them." But 
neither would I sit here and wait for him if he decided to stay there; 
he could just have to sign the papers, because I'm not going to sit 
around and wait for you, is what I said to him, needless to say. He 
came home very quickly. 

I don't know how this man thought if he could live in Texas. A man 
who would be sick if he could not see the ocean, whether he went 
into it or not, it didn't matter. But he must see the sea. He was 
talking of moving to Texas in this huge rambling state, especially 
where he was based at; no ocean nearby. I would never have 
survived. I remember going up to California to Gladys and John 
Muaina. And one day-thls is the first time I had been there-and 
one day we got in the car. He said, "Do you want to go to Gardena 
with me?" And we rode and we rode and we rode. I kept looking up 
in the sky and I said-this is my third day there-and I said, "John," 
I said, "Don't you ever see a blue sky?" He looked at me very 
sheepishly. And with a little kind of a grin on his face and he said, 
"No." I said, "John, I would die if I had to live here and could not see 
a blue sky; how can you stand it?" And so I knew that I would never 
make my home on the mainland. 
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My husband's second opportunity came after he started working for 
Shell oil company. He met a young man who wanted him to go into 
business with him in Hollywood--a huge service station there. 
Willie went up in June and wanted us up there by the end of the 
summer. June came and July came and went, still no decision had 
been made. I finally realized that the children would have to be back 
in school. I had said to him, "I would move on one condition, that my 
home would never be sold and that I could come home every summer." 
You know the Church teaches us we must go where our husbands go. 
So finally, one Friday I got off of work and I told Flora [Soren-Butt, 
OH-369] I was taking off for a few days. That day, I called the 
airlines and made a reservation. I had my son take me to the airport, 
caught the plane, went up there, I called him from the airport. 

And all the time I am going up there and I am saying to myself, 
"Gladys, you must go with an open mind and an open heart If this is 
what he wants; this is what you have to do." Because I knew I 
couldn't stand California. And I thought, "Okay, if this is what he 
wants, I'll do it." I got there and I called him; he was so excited 
when he heard my voice. He did not bother to ask me what airline. 
He hung up the phone and he had to go hunt for me when he got there. 
But, I remember walking out of the airport, out of the building, took 
one look at the sky and I knew I was not going to move to California, 
regardless of what I had said to myself about keeping an open mind. 
And the minute he saw me, he knew he was coming home. 

Well, while we were there, the airlines had a strike. I got on the 
phone and called every airline to book us a flight out of there, 
because in one day I had told him we were going home. He went to 
see his partner and told him he was leaving. The partner was very 
unhappy about it. I wouldn't change my mind; I sat in my sister-in-
law's and called every airline in the book. Some of them didn't even 
come to Hawaii. But I was determined to come home and couldn't get 
a seat out till the following Wednesday. My sister-in-law was 
telling me, "Gladys, why don't you stay, go to see Disneyland; you can 
do this." I said, "I don't want to see anything; I want to go home." 
Packed my husband up, and in the three days it took to wait till we 
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could get a seat out; we came home. And that's the last [time] I have 
ever heard of moving out of Laie. I could never go. 

I remember Laie Point when I was growing up. There was no road 
going up there; there were only trails-a fishing trail. You can 
climb from the back of beauty hole or you can go from the beach 
side. And many, many times, I'd go up there by myself, walk all the 
way out to the end of the point and sit there all day. And meditate 
by myself and look down over the bay and into Laie. And at the time, 
when my husband first told me that he wanted us to move away, I'd 
go up there and all I had to do was look back and I'd be in tears. I 
could not bring myself to even think of leaving this place. This is 
my home; my roots go way back; my people struggled here. 

I remember Mama telling me how barren this land was. She says, 
"Baby you could stand where Laie School is and look all the way 
down to Pounders." Nothing but sand dunes, there were no trees, no 
brush, just vines on the ground, a few horses along the way. They 
lived up at the foothills. They had a difficult time; there was very 
little food. I remember her saying, taro was their main staff and if 
there was a piece of salmon each one was given a piece of salmon, 
maybe an inch or two big, and that's all you have to eat. They ate a 
lot of poi and a few pieces of salmon to fill themselves. But 
President [Joseph F.] Smith had told them that if the saints would 
remain faithful and live on this land, that the day would come when 
the trees would grow and the flowers would bloom and the birds 
would come down from the mountains, because there were no trees 
and there were no birds. So now, when I get up in the morning at 
five-thirty to go for a walk, as day begins to break, I hear the birds. 
I see the beauty of the flowers; I smell the flowers and I see the 
trees. This is the fulfillment of everything that has come to pass. 

Part of the negotiating that LCA is doing with BYU, one of the items 
they have asked is that if the Church ever decides to sell PCC that 
the [Laie] Community Association would be given the opportunity to 
take over PCC. In my conversation with Kamaki at the dedication of 
the Imax, Kamaki said to me, "Gladys, if you will review the original 
dedication, in the dedication, the promise was made that the day 
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would come that the community would own and run PCC." I was 
amazed to hear that. I did not remember it, but he has a record of it. 
And I looked at him and I said, "Kamaki, is that a fact?" He said, 
"Yes, Gladys, it is." And so, this request that we're negotiating that 
Joe Blevins has come up with, is nothing that's impossible. I know 
upon first hearing it, there was a lot of negative reaction to it, but 
it is a possibility. I am sure the time will come, the time will 
come. 

The saints have persevered; as a whole, the saints have been 
faithful. We are a tithing paying people. We try hard. We may not be 
perfect; we make mistakes because we're human. But we keep 
trying. Everyone of us has our own problems; we have our faults. 
But basically, we are a very good people. We are honest and we 
strive to do the best that we can in our daily lives. That's all the 
Lord expects from us; he doesn't expect miracles from us. He 
expects us to keep trying to endure and this is what I see myself 
doing. There is much left to do with my life. I plan to be here for a 
long time more. 

There was something I read once that said that, "If we live for the 
next twenty years"--and this is several years back~"That science 
would come up with a discovery that will extend the human life for 
two hundred years." So I told my sisters, "We're going to hang in 
there because I plan to live for that two hundred years." And who 
knows, you know, it may happen. But, I have a lot of love for this 
community and for its people, especially for the elder-the elderly 
and for the Polynesians. They are such a different people. They are 
raised to be proud of. I hope that my children will grow up and 
benefit from the things that I have learned. I don't talk to them too 
much about it, but I should. They need to learn. 

I thank my parents, my grandparents, and all of those who came 
before them for making this place the beautiful place that it is. 
Giving us the opportunity to grow and to develop the way we have. 
For all the Church has done for us-for all that we have done for the 
Church. And with this, I end my interview. I hope that I have said 
something that will be of value to you, who will receive it for 
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whatever purpose, to have some record of my recollection of this 
community. I have given this some thought prior to your coming in 
today and at one time, I almost said, "I don't want to do this." But, 
reluctantly, I decided that it's something I need to do. I thank you 
for coming to me and I hope that this is what you have wanted. 
Mahalo and Aloha. 

PF Thank you very much for sharing with me these profound thoughts, 
comments and collection from the past, of course, and from your 
experiences In the post office and the community. This interview 
will not only for the benefit of those that are seeking the origin of 
this community of Laie, but also for the next generation-might be 
your future descendants and your grandchildren. They will read from 
this record and they will appreciate the document that could prepare 
as a token of your service about your wonderful stories and the land 
of your inheritance. 

My personal feelings, I am very touched with ail the comments and 
services that you have rendered, both for the community and how you 
raised your family. I am so thankful and I really appreciate the 
chance to talk with you. I just realize today the reason you cry, it's 
very hard to get in touch with you to perform this interview, 
(laughter) I have tried for many times and I sometimes thought that 
I am frustrating of seeking for a chance to interview you. But as a 
matter of fact, I do appreciate and I can cherish this chance. I 
really learn something from this and I don't know why you kept 
delaying and postponing our interview. I just realized today the 
treasure that you kept in your heart. You shared with me those 
hardships that you have encountered through your life and how you 
accomplish and how you become successful and very faithful in your 
service. And I do appreciate it. I am so grateful for the chance to 
finally (laughter) get the interview to be done and this will be a 
very appreciating time. I do appreciate the chance to go through this 
long and hard life that you have and I know. . . 

GP It has been a good life. There's been many, many happy times-a 
very good life-enjoyable. 
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PF The things that I am really impressed with, was your comments on 
the land of your birth; that really touched my heart. I know that this 
Interview will be a treasure, not only for those that seeking the 
origin of how this community was being raised up to be a multi-
community-multi means cultural gathering place-but also for your 
family, also to treasure all those precious possessions that you hold 
in your heart. I am thankful for you for sharing with me this 
precious moment. Thank you very much. 

GP You are welcome. 

END OF INTERVIEW 
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