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The following tropical seeds, cuttings and roots are available to our many customers on a year 
round basis. Note that prices include postage, and in most cases this is airmail direct to you. 
Certain items such as seeds and slips, will go first class mail. Airmail will reach you within 
three days from date of shipment. Regular mail takes from ten to twenty days. 

Most of the items listed here are suitable for growing anywhere on the mainland with little 
care and attention. Room temperature, adequate sunshine, humidity and the common sense 
treatment that applies to any plant will bring you pleasing results. In cold weather our Hawaiian 
plants are perfectly at home in a parlor or hothouse. Growing instructions accompany each 
shipment. We guarantee safe arrival in growable condition. We cannot be responsible for 
grower's skill, knowledge of plants and climate in his area. 

BIRD-OF-PARADISE (Regina Strelitzia) Seeds. 
With long stalks resembling the neck, this flower truly resembles a poised, gaudy bird 

with a colorful orange beak and golden crest. It is one of the most exotic flowery,  of the tropics. 
The leaf is long and oval, resembling the banana leaf, of which this plant is a member. Plant 
grows about 18" high, in clusters. 

$1.00 per packet of 12 seeds 

WOODROSE (Ceylong Morning Glory) Seeds. Rose Pods on stems. 
So rapidly does this leafy vine grow that in Hawaii it is often called the "Mile-a-minute." 

This unusual plant produces yellow morning-glory flowers. However the calyx of the bloom 
develops into a large bud which opens as it dries and the dried pod, globular shaped and 
brownish in color, becomes the attractive wood "rose." These can be sprayed any color. Widely 
used as corsage arrangements. Nonperishable. (Grown under glass in the north.) 

Seeds, $1.00 per packet of 24 
Dried woodroses, $3.00 per dozen 

POTHOS (Aureus Linden), Cuttings. 
This vine, one of the Philodendron group, is equally at home clinging to trees, stumps, and 

trellis or simply growing out of water. Its heart shaped leaves are green spotted with gold 
when they receive benefit of sunshine. Otherwise they are a true tropic dark green. This plant 
is a native of the Solomon Islands, but is a popular mainland house plant. 

Foot length cuttings, $2.00 per 1/2 dozen. 
(You can cut them in half for more slips.) 

CUP-OF-GOLD (Solandra Guttata), Cuttings. 
Also known as the "Golden Chalice" vine, this is one of Hawaii's most magnificent flowers. 

Its huge yellow blossoms often reach 6 to 8 inches across. It is heavy with sweet fragrance, and 
when the bud opens it does so with such speed that eye can observe the process. A woods 
vine, the Cup-of-Gold grows rapidly and blooms annually. Its green leaves are large and oval 
shaped. 

6" unroofed cuttings, $2.00 per '/2  dozen 

HAWAIIAN TI. Cuttings and plants (Pronounced "tea") 
This gorgeous wide-leafed tropical comes either in the deep green or variegated. It is 

widely used as a house plant, for halls or for patios. Grows to over four feet from a woody 
stalk. The white flower cluster of small blossoms is attractive and graceful even when dried. 
The long, wide leaves are often used as ornamentals. In Hawaii they are used to form the 
skirt of the hula dancer. (The Ti plant resembles dracena.) 

Cuttings $3.00 per 1/2 dozen 
6" - 8" plants $2.00 for 3 

ORCHID Wanda Joachim), Cuttings. 
One of the hardiest and the easiest to grow of all the orchids. Stalks reach a height of 

from 3 to 5 feet. These cuttings will bloom within 4 to 8 months after planting. (Sand, osmun-
da, sawdust, compost, etc., will do for planting them.) Blooms are fuschia, about 2" in diam-
eter, and last 2 weeks or more. 

Foot length cuttings, $2.00 per 1/2 dozen 
Foot length cuttings, $3.50 per dozen 

ANTHURIUMS plants 

The aristocrat of the tropics! These heart-shaped waxy finish flowers are so unusual and 
long lasting as to be mistaken for artificial blooms. The flowers come in red, white, pink and 
salmon. Can be used as cut flowers or corsages. Truly an exotic house plant. Grown in pots 
or upon the ground. They prefer a semi-shaded, humid atmosphere. 

Seedlings—$5.00 per '/2  dozen 
Small plants—$2.50 each (min. of 2) 
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Mid-Pacific Magazine is published quarterly, or oftener, in Hawaii by Riley Crabb 

and Charles Kong, P. 0. Box 1513, Honolulu. Subscription: Twelve issues for 

$3.00, 25c per copy. Advertising rates on request. We accept no responsibility 

for unsolicited manuscripts or pictures. 

IN OUR NEXT ISSUE! 

DEDICATORY EDITORIAL 

In taking upon ourselves the task 
of reviving the publication of the 
Mid-Pacific Magazine we are fully 
conscious of the size of the undertak-
ing and perhaps a little doubtful of 
being able to fill the shoes of Alexan-
der Hume Ford, its founder and editor 
for fifteen years. He also founded and 
guided the Pan-Pacific Union, an or-
ganization devoted to understanding, 
cooperation and fellowship among the 
peoples of the Pacific. 

It is interesting to note that Mr. 
Ford gave up the magazine in 1936, 
the same year that the Japanese be-
gan moving into China proper from 
Manchuria. We understand he was 
greatly angered by what seemed to him 
a reversal of everything that he, his 
magazine, and the Pan-Pacific Union 
stood for. And so it is that though we 
are conscious of Mr. Ford's organizing 
genius and the high ideal of brother-
hood for which he worked, we are 
equally aware of some state of mind in 
him which led him to ignore or over-
look the rising forces of nationalism 
in Japan and other nations of Asia. 

The Mid-Pacific started out as a 
general magazine of the Islands in 
1911, but long before 1936 it had be-
come nothing but a house organ for 
the Pan-Pacific Union. This alone is 
evidence of a singleness of purpose 
which took him so far from reality 
that when the truth was revealed to 
him the shock blunted his purpose 
from then until his passing ten years 

later. 
In this enlightened year of Our 

Lord we hope to avoid such a state 
of unpreparedness by returning to Mr. 
Ford's original editorial policy of mir-
roring true pictures of any and every 
phase of life here in the Pacific, as it 
was in the past in the days of the 
sailing vessel and of gunpowder, as it 
is now in this day of the jet airplane 
and of atomic fission, and as it may 
be in the morrow of inter-planetary 
travel and of world brotherhood. 

Quite possibly Mid-Pacific Maga-

zine may best serve the high ideal of 

There will be more pages in the 
next, the Christmas' issue of Mid-
Pacific Magazine. Reserve your 
copy by taking advantage of the 
special subscription offer on the 
inside back cover and get it in the 
mail today. 

In the next issue Jack London 
describes his first attempt (unsuc-
cessful) to ride Waikiki's famous 
surf. Dr. Brigham, first curator of 
the Bishop Museum in Honolulu, 
tells a hair-raising story of his per-
sonal encounter with the death- 

its founder, Alexander Hume Ford, 
by at times revealing what brother-
hood isn't, rather than what it is or 
should be ! And, for purposes of learn-
ing, that revelation should be painted 
in bright pictures for all to see; for 
we intend to take heed of the advice 
of the great philosopher-poet, Francis 
Bacon. In the Advancement of Learn-

ing he wrote: "Men generally taste 
well knowledges that are drenched in 
flesh and blood." Bacon worked many 

prayer of a kahuna while on a 
field trip on Mauna Loa, and how 
he reversed the prayer, sending the 
evil forces back to the murderous 
priest who released them. Our fic-
tion writer, Kaukaohu, is writing a 
special Hawaiian Christmas story 
for us, and last but not least, we 
begin the Journal of Thomas Man-
by, the lusty Master's Mate of Capt. 
Vancouver's ship "Discovery." This 
doughty seaman, according to his 
own tale, was equally handy with 
a girl or a gun when he visited the 
Islands in 1791. 

of his profound ideas into the plays 
which were performed by Wm. Shake-
spere & Co. The plays were popular 
then; they are popular now, with 
corpses littering the stage at the final 
curtain. 

In our own way we may litter the 
pages of Mid-Pacific Magazine with 
an occasional corpse from Pacific and 
from Hawaiian history, if it serves our 
purpose. We'll be the better read 
for it. 

October-November-December 



„N.ce„, 	pd: HALEMAUMAU 
"TO FEEL PELE'S PULSE!” 

by L. W. DE VIS-NORTON 
Condensed from the April, 1917 issue of Mid-Pacific Magazine 

It is the nature of mankind to seek 
new experiences. Some tear over the 
countryside in the latest high-powered 
automobiles at an incredible number 
of miles per hour; others soar up to 
dizzy heights and loop the loop for 
sheer joy; and yet others dive beneath 
the ocean and send helpless vessels to 
their doom with horrible nonchalance. 

All these things are becoming com-
monplace nowadays and no one thinks 
very much about them. 

But for sheer sensationalism and 
genuine thrill give me a descent into 
the throat of an active volcano, and 
preferably the throat of the most con-
tinuously active volcano in the universe. 
Two such descents have I made in 

Photo by Hank Minette 



one week, have enjoyed the experience, 
and, what is more, hope to go again. 

It all happened in this wise. My 
friend, Professor Jaggar, is the guard-
ian of Kilauea, and one of the world's 
foremost volcanologists; what he does 
not know about the dread abode of the 
goddess of everlasting fire is not worth 
knowing. With the Professor as lead-
er I would follow to the uttermost 
depths of the earth; therefore, when 
he said, "We will descend into the 
firepit tomorrow, and there will do 
many things," I unquestioningly as-
sented. 

The day came, bright and sunny and 
after a walk across the floor of Ki-
lauea's vast crater, our small party 
stood upon the brink of that appalling 
pit, Halemaumau. Was it fancy that 
the lake appeared hotter and more 
pregnant with evil, the depths below 
more hostile than ever before? I had 
seen it often enough. Was it fancy 
that the perpendicular walls seemed 
more crumbly and the crazy trail more 
risky ? The lake was obviously sink- 
ing; every few moments one could 
hear the rattle and crash of falling 
debris; and it was easy to imagine that 
presently the lower benches would col- 
lapse and disappear beneath the sur- 
face of the lava. The huge fountains 
were higher and seemed to fling their 
fiery spray over a wider irea than for- 
merly. Suddenly I noticed that the 

•bench upon which we were to descend 
was covered with a slowly moving mass 
of fresh, glistening black lava creeping 
along that foot of the wall. 

I was afraid, horribly afraid and 
only a sense of shame and the Pro-
fessor's crunching footsteps behind me 
kept me from retreating. 

He came to the edge and with one 
casual glance at the half congealed 
mass below, said, "Come along and 

let's get to work." 
"Great heavens," thought I, "he 

surely doesn't mean to go down to- 

day!" 
We didn't descend immediately, for 

the next quarter of an hour we spent 
in bundling iron pipes together and 
lowering them over the cliff to the 
bench below. And then, over that  

horrible edge we went, one by one, 
with the Professor in the lead. 

Carefully we climbed down, testing 
each foothold, careful lest a loosened 
stone start an avalanche which would 
add us to the pile at the bottom. For-
tunately, we made it with only a minor 
slip, picked up the bundles of pipe and 
moved them to a place of safety. 

The lava flow was grinding along 
within a few feet of us, shiny and dan-
gerous, blown into huge bubbles and 
hummocks by the enormous gas pres-
sure beneath. Through cracks and 
crevices the volcanic fires within 
glowed whitehot and crackled in 
fiendish merriment. Waves of super-
heated air puffed out on our faces, and 
sinuous toes of lava oozed out from 
under the edge as though clawing for 
a foothold and dragging the great mass 
along in a slow and relentless effort to 
cut off our retreat. 

To my utter astonishment Professor 
Jaggar stepped deliberately out onto 
that moving, glowing mass and called 
to us to follow him. We did. It wasn't 
so bad after the first moment, but I 
had not believed such intense heat ex-
isted! The nails in my shoes grew 
warm, then hot, and then hotter still ! 
I longed intensely for a cool spot on 
which to stand, but on we went, head-
ing for a section where a yawning gap 
in the floor indicated a collapse of the 
surface. Bubbles cracked under foot 
and whiffs of fierce heat shot upward 
but no one went through. Occasionally 
a white hot chasm would have to be 
skipped over, giving a hint of sul-
phurous fumes below. At last we ar-
rived at the depression without acci-
dent and, without a moment's hesti-
tation, the Professor jumped into it 
and we followed. 

To right and left of us we looked 
into a long tunnel with arched roof 
and level floor. It was hot with an in-
credible heat. The very walls throbbed 
and swam in waves of red and from 
the roof stalactites of transparent red-
ness fretted the great arch with gothic 
carving finer than that of any cathe-
dral. I felt I was looking into the 
womb of the world and the intensity 
of the heat radiating from it exceeded 

L. W. de vis-Norton as pictured 
on Halemaumau in the December, 
1917 issue of Mid-Pacific Mag. 

the bounds of my imagination. It was 
a shock to realize that we had walked 
a hundred yards along the lava shell 
covering that inferno and I shuddered 
to see how absurdly thin it really was! 
Overpowered, I scrambled out to rest 
for a moment on the hot surface of 
the flow. 

Few things will sooner stir a man 
to action that to sit down upon a still 
moving lava flow! Very soon I was 
up and going again, following the 
Professor to the molten lake nearby. 

Let me explain that the flow upon 
which we were walking occupied a 
sunken floor or bench, shut off from 
the lake itself by a rampart which 
sloped steeply upward from us. The 
face of this dam, on the lake side, was 
hollowed into vast caverns in which 
white-hot waves lashed and thundered 
unceasingly. The lake was nearly level 
with the top of this rampart, being 
therefore many feet above our heads. 
I battled persistent visions of a sud- 
den crack, a yawning opening and a 
wave of molten lava blasting us into 
puffs of grey ash in an instant! The 
Professor tramped steadily on and our 
wavering line followed to the foot 
of the bank. A cloud of red-hot spray 
hurtled suddenly up from the lake and 

3 
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Unnamed, intrepid character pictured above, from a 1914 Mid-Pacific, Mag. is having a time dipping molten lava up on a stick! 

crashed down on our side of the bul-
wark. We moved quickly to one side 
and scrambled up the bank, burning 
our hands wherever we touched to re-
gain our balance; on top, we found we 
were a scant four feet above the molten 
surface. 

The lava was a glowing, vicious 
stream, folding and billowing past us. 
Ever and again red hot sheets would 
turn up on end and slide horribly 
beneath the surface. Before us a wicked 
looking island towered eight feet 
above our heads. To our left roared a 
line of huge fountains, vicious, terri-
ble, yet beautiful beyond expression. 
Yes, it was hot; so hot that I felt my 
eyeballs would burst ! I could only be 
thankful that the dreaded fumes were 
absent. Within a few feet to our right 
we looked directly into the interior of 
a great half dome filled with roaring 
flame, fearsome to behold. 

"We'll take the temperature of that 
beauty," shouted the Professor above 
the roar, "Come on !" 

He led us in the scramble back 
down the rampart and along the edge 
of the flow to our bundles of pipe. 
Standing on that shaking bench, while 
the living volcano rhythms pulsed be-
neath our feet, we screwed two lengths 
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together and at one end attached two 
wires and a length of rope, for pull-
ing. Into the other end the Professor 
fitted a wire spring containing a bat-
tery of six conical clay plugs. 

"These are Seeger cones," the Pro-
fessor explained, "Each one is made 
of a fusible clay which melts at a dif-
ferent temperature. I don't think Pele 
is hot enough to fuse them all, but 
we'll soon see." 

With the cones securely in place 
under a screw cap we hurried our 
"thermometer" back up to the edge of 
the lake. There the Professor capered 
about on the extreme edge of that quiv-
ering rampart, with unthinkable death 
at his very feet, and shouted direc-
tions in a voice which put to shame 
the bellowing fountains; while we 
slipped and staggered on the glassy 
slope, panting to carry them out. 

He was the pivot man in front while 
we maneuvered the long pipe into the 
white-hot cavern. The outer end 
dipped beneath the surface of the 
lake, bending sharply at point of con-
tact with the lava. 

Moments sped by into eternity. How 
long could this fire-worshipping Pro-
fessor crouch there in the face of 
Pele's fiery breath, hot enough to fry 

an egg. Lava bubbles burst at his feet. 
Clots of molten rock from the foun-
tains splashed by him and still he 
knelt unmoving on the rim of eternity. 
Only once did he move, his head sank 
forward and his arms came up to 
shield his face, but again he gripped 
the pipe and faced that appalling heat. 
We could only hang on in dumb ad-
miration. 

Presently his voice came to us, not 
so strongly this time. 

"How long?" he gasped. 
I snatched at my watch. "Five min-

utes !" 

He sprang to his feet and shouted, 
"Pull ! And pull for all you're worth !" 

The weight of that twisted, lava en-
crusted pipe was tremendous. It forced 
us to bend our backs and pull until 
the skin cracked and split from our 
blistered hands. The Professor added 
his weight too and at last the end 
broke free from the surface with a 
rush. We carried on right down the 
bank, the Professor sliding after us to 
a grateful rest while our "thermom-
eter" cooled. 

Presently he chipped off the lava 
from around the end, using an ice-axe, 
unscrewed the cap and drew out the 
spring. Every cone save one had fused, 
and that lone survivor was badly dam-
aged. However, the fusing index on 
that was still visible enough to show 
that we had proved that the tempera-
ture of Pele's abode was a little over 
two thousand degrees Fahrenheit! 

The Professor had also hoped to 
sound the depths of the lake that day 
but even as he considered screwing 
more lengths of the pipe together for 
the purpose the lake rose and threat-
ened to overflow the rampart. It was 
late anyhow so he decided we could 
do no more then but must return on 
the morrow to test his theory that in 
places at least, the lake was compara-
tively shallow. 

* * * 

Mr. de Vis-Norton's thrilling 
story of the descent into the 
firepit to "feel Pele's pulse" will 
be concluded in the next, the 
Christmas issue of Mid-Pacific 
Magazine. Ed. 

Mid-Pacific Magazine 



MR. FORD IN 1917 

ALEXANDER HUME FORD,The Late Editor of Mid-Pacific Magazine 
It was our intention, in bringing 

about a rebirth of this proud old maga-
zine of the Hawaiian Islands and the 
Pacific, to write a definitive biograph-
ical sEetch of the man who founded it 
in 1911, Alexander Hume Ford. The 
deeper we delve into the work of this 
genius, who spent a lifetime promoting 
the brotherhood of the races and na-
tions around the Pacific, the larger and 
more time-consuming the task be-
comes. So, for now, we've decided to 
let the man's writings speak for him. 
The first chosen are some paragraphs 
from the January, 1926 issue of Mid-
Pacific Magazine, from a series of arti-
cles entitled "The Genesis of The Pan-
Pacific Union," in which Mr. Ford 
writes of his early work here in the 
Islands.—ED. 

"In organizing the Outrigger Canoe 
Club in March, 1908, my idea was to 
bring together the Anglo-Saxon and 
the Hawaiian surfboard riders and 
aquatic athletes. The time was not 
then ripe for including other nationali-
ties, but when the Outrigger Canoe 
Club was two months old I made the 
first of many attempts to interest the 
men of all races living in Hawaii in 
organizing a permanent Pan-Pacific 
Olympiad of native athletic games, in-
cluding those of all Pacific countries, 
both ancient and modern. We are still 
working it out. 

"On my arrival in 1907 there were 
about eight white boys and perhaps 
as many natives who rode the surf-
board. It was my privilege to succeed 
the only bit of (beach) land at Wai-
kiki that had not been pre-empted, and 
to make this the home for all of those 
who wished to revive the old Hawaiian 
water sports. Today there are more 
than two thousand men, women and 
children who are members of this or-
ganization and hundreds of these that 
ride the surfboard, and some of them 
are more expert perhaps than were any 
of the ancient Hawaiians. 

"In the early days of the Outrigger  

Canoe Club I learned much of human 
nature in the tropics, and of human 
nature in humans of all colors and 
races. It did not differ much. The self-
ish man strove for mastery and usually 
gathered one or two of his kind about 
him, often making misery for all. 

"I saw and made up my mind that 
never in the Pacific would I oppose 
any group of humans of any race or-
ganizing for the betterment of their  

conditions but that I would help them, 
especially if they were seeking to do 
that which I was striving after, even 
if I was excluded. Always I found 
they eagerly accepted my services and 
any funds I might raise, even if I was 
to be repudiated later. But that was a 
bit of human nature I learned to look 
for and discount. 

"The ten or twelve small boys, who 
were called together to found the Out- 
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Limpid lagoons have long, long been gone from Waikiki area 
Spot from which this early view of Outrigger Canoe Club any 
buildings was taken is probably the Moana Hotel Parking lot 

Duke Kahanamoku as pictured 
in his championship days in a 
1917 issue of Mid-Pacific Mag. 

rigger Canoe Club, did not wish up-
town boys in the club, but as I held 
the lease and controlled the finances, I 
overruled. The white and part Ha-
waiian boys did not wish the full Ha-
waiian boys as members, and jointly 
they wished to taboo the Portugueses 
and the Oriental. None of the boys 
wished adult members, and many of 
the adult members felt that it should 
be their club, and in time they con-
trolled the purse string, and the pow-
er. I did succeed, however, in enforc-
ing a tradition that still holds: namely,- 
that the club was organized primarily 
for the youngster and that there would 
never be an initiation fee for boys un-
der sixteen, and their annual dues must 
never exceed five dollars; while young-
sters under ten with fathers or older 
brothers in the club should have free 
privileges, be taught to swim, ride the 
surfboard, and to steer the Hawaiian 
canoe. 

"The men, once in control, did not 
wish women in the club. I assumed 
the power of a giant and used it as 
such. I organized a Women's Auxil-
iary, set aside a part of the grounds, got 
the women a grass but for a bath 
house, and persuaded Mrs. Francis M. 
Swanzy, a social leader and a member 

6 

of the pioneer Judd family, to assume 
command. For a score of years she 
has headed the Women's Auxiliary, 
and still does. When in those early 
days of a score of years ago the Men's 
Club was bankrupt, it was Mrs. Swan-
zy's purse and the Women's Auxiliary 
that came to the rescue, and saved the 
property. Today the club has a mem-
bership of perhaps two thousand men, 
women and children; for another rival 
to the Women's Auxiliary has pros-
pered, a club of the wives and sisters 
of the men members. Together these 
friendly clubs share the most valuable 
bit of property, perhaps, in Hono-
lulu, and the only real beach that still 
remains at Waikiki. 

"It was not long before the native 
Hawaiian surf boys, a handful of 
them, began to call themselves the 
Hui Nalu, or 'Company of the Waves.' 
These were mostly canoe boys but here 
was a chance. The downtown rowing 
and boating clubs would once a year 
paddle against the Outrigger Club in 
native Hawaiian canoes, but there was 
no contest in the surf for the Outrigger 
Club members, only among themselves. 

I was the first to urge the Outrigger 
Club to subscribe funds to help the 
Hui Nalu to become a real rival surf-
ing organization. Many thought I was 
mad. I was not. I realized that only 
keen, biting competition would de-
velop our surfing sports, and that was 
what happened. The Hui Nalus rallied 
around one of their surfers, Duke Ka-
hanamoku, and he became in time the 
world's champion swimmer at the 
Olympic games in Europe. It is with 
pride that the Outrigger Club can claim 
to have helped its rivals finance his 
first great trip abroad, and it was only 
because the Hui Nalu never became 
financially a strong body that Duke 
Kahanamoku finally came to the Out-
rigger Club and swam for that organi-
zation at the Olympiads. I like best to 
think of him as the god of the Hui 
Nalus, the 'Company of the Surf.' 
practically all bronzed gods of native 
Hawaii. 

"To help put together rowing, ca-

noeing and surfing teams against each 
other, I organized the shortlived 

'Ocean Club' with its rooms overlook-

ing Honolulu harbor where three other 



rowing and swimming clubs of ancient 
lineage held forth, the Myrtles, the 
Healanis and the Kunalus, the Wom-
en's Club. For the first Saturday in Sep-
tember, 'Regatta Day' has ever been a 
legal holiday in Hawaii since the days 
of King David Kalakaua; for the boat-
house on his days enjoyed a certain 
fame that old men in Hawaii still dis-
cuss among themselves. 

"The Ocean Club was not welcome, 
but I did not at once disband it, for 
the reason that I was even then urg-
ing the organization of an Amateur 
Athletic Union branch in Hawaii, an 
independent branch, and this needed a 
membership of at least ten athletic 
clubs, and there were not ten such or-
ganizations in the Territory. The Trail 
& Mountain club was born and nom-
inally took up athletic sports and with 
the Ocean Club made the half score 
needed. Then the Ocean Club died 
a quiet death and I paid the bills. 

"I learned in all this that honest 
leadership must mean a helping hand 
to all, and generous aid at all times 
to rivals in the field, that chivalry still 
has its place in the world, and that the 
world will be a far sadder place to live 
in without it. 

"From the Myrtle Club we borrowed 
from time to time one of its active 
leaders. Year after year he would 
come to us grudgingly, until he caught 
the fever of surfing. Loyal to the core, 
he was ever for the Myrtle Club of his 
boyhood days, where he won his med-
als at the boat races in the harbor. Sat-
urdays and Sundays he held sacred to 
the older organization; but Dad Cen-
ter knew Hawaiian canoes and he knew 
how to carve a surf board, and Dad 
was human. He became the wor-
shipped one of a hundred boys on the 
beach at Waikiki, and as the years 
rolled by he was weaned away from 
the still water club downtown and be-
came captain of the Outrigger and a 
master of the surf. 

"My task was done. Dad had taken 
hold and for more than ten years he 
has been King at Waikiki. For ten 
years he has scarcely missed an after- 

Continued on Page 12 

THE LIMPID LAGOONS OF WAIKIKI ARE GONE THESE MANY YEARS BUT 
TIME AND THE BLENDING OF RACES DECORATES THE BEACHES WITH 
SUCH VIVID BEAUTIES AS AILEEN LAUWAE STONE, MISS HAWAIIAN 
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Julian sat before the fireplace, his 
shoulders bent, his elbows on his knees 
staring at the diary in his hands, try-
ing to recall some lost emotion, trying 
to lose the bitterness and disappoint-
ment of twenty-six years. But he 
couldn't. He remembered a five-year-
old boy running home to his mother, 
his eyes swollen with tears. 

"Ronnie says I don't have a daddy." 
His mother lifted him to her lap 

and dried his face. "Of course you 
have a daddy. Every little boy has a 
daddy." 

"But Ronnie says I don't." 
He heard her expel her breath 

from her lungs in a tired sigh, as 
though she had been running for miles 
and couldn't take another step. "Your 
... your daddy went away to work. 
Someday he'll come back." 

He had stopped crying. "How far 
is away?" 

After a moment, a whisper almost 
a plea ... "Away is farther than the 
heart can reach." 

Yes, thought Julian ... farther than 
the heart can reach. The diary lay un-
opened in his hands. There was not 
even curiosity left. What was there to 
gain from reading the secrets of a 
stranger ? It was enough that he had 
found happiness with Ann and little 
Judy. Julian smiled as he thought 
about his daughter. She had had to 
go to bed without his telling her a 
bedtime story. But she had made 
her daddy promise to tell her two 
stories tomorrow evening. 

Ann came in ... "Have you read 
it, darling?" 

Julian shook his head. "Is Judy 
asleep ?" 

Ann pulled the rug closer to the 
chair and sat at Julian's feet, drawing 
her shapely legs under her. "Yes, after 
retelling Goldilocks three or four 
times, I was beginning to feel like a 
phonograph." 

Julian fingered the diary. The 
stranger had died without knowing he 
had a granddaughter. 

"She would have wanted you to 
know about him," said Ann. "You 
don't have to read all of it. I sup-
pose that would be indecent." 

Julian sighed. "Maybe you're right, 
Ann." He flicked through the pages, 
some of them curled at the edges from 
long usage. November, December, 
January ... March! A month before 
his death. The pineapple plantation in 
Hawaii for whom he was employed 
cabled his death in April. The mes-
sage had said it was an accident, an 
"industrial accident" were the words 
used. 

Julian cleared his throat. And he 
began to read aloud: 

March 7. Wahiawa. Tomorrow I 
will assign the men to the mauka 
plains. The soil there is excellent, red 
with a thick layer of humus. I can 
just picture the rows upon rows of 
pineapple plants which will soon be 
backing their luscious fruit in the 
bright Hawaiian sun. But first the 
jungle of guava trees must be cleared. 

March 12. Work has gone along at 
a fast pace, faster than I had expect- 

ed. The men dislike me. Whenever I 
am around, they go about their work 
in silence. However, the feelings are 
mutual. I detest them. Being of a 
higher intelligence and a stronger 
will, it is only natural that I am in 
command. And they know I will not 
tolerate any laxity. 

March 14. Yesterday the office sent 
a young Hawaiian to work in my gang. 
It was certainly a surprise indeed. The 
Hawaiians do not usually work on the 
plantations, particularly in the fields. 
It is not that they are lazy, though 
there are some who will disagree with 
me, but that they are a race of true 
philosophers, following the paths of 
life which offer the minimums of work 
and the maximum of pleasure. 

But I made up my mind that if the 
husky Hawaiian was going to work 
under me, why then, he was going to 
work ! 

March 18. The Hawaiian amazes 
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me. He works twice as hard as the 
Filipinos, assigned him to the bull-
dozer as he had informed me that he 
has had some experience with a con-
struction firm in Honolulu. His work 
pleases me immensely ... 

March 22. The land is nearly cleared 
except for a huge black boulder lying 
near the gulch. Tomorrow I shall have 
the Hawaiian roll the boulder into the 
gulch with his caterpillar. Then plant-
ing can begin immediately with no 
obstruction. 

March 23. I fired the Hawaiian. 
Insubordination. The fool refused to 
move the, boulder, saying it would 
mean death for anyone who removed 
the rock from its place. According to 
him, it's a sacred rock which the an-
dent Hawaiians believed had curative 
powers. The Filipinos overheard him, 
and they are as restless and frightened 
as a flock of sheep surrounded by 
wolves. Oh, the burden of a white 
man ! It's a wonder I haven't gone 
to pot a long time ago. These super-
stitious fools would drive anyone in-
sane. 

Anyway, I got on that damn bull-
dozer and pushed the boulder into 
the ravine. The Filipinos just stood 
about and stared at me. I could see 
in their little black eyes that they 
thought I was a doomed man. And I 
had to laugh at the absurdity of the 
scene. The boulder went crashing 
down the sides of the ravine, and I 
could hear the ripping and crushing 
of the underbrush as the boulder 

passed over. 
After it was over, I got off the bull-

dozer and called the men together at 
the edge of the steep gulch. 

"See, see," I pointed to the boulder 
lying in the stream below. "There's 
your sacred rock. And it's going to 
stay there. Now back to your work !" 

March 24. I had a terrible dream 
last night. I dreamed my wife, Elsa, 
had died, and was standing beside my 
bed laughing. I tried to call, to scream 
but my throat was like a knot. And 
she laughed louder and louder and 
louder. Then she was sitting on a 
boulder, a big black boulder, and there 
were pineapples all around her. And 
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the pineapples were transformed into 
skulls whose empty sockets glared at 
me, as if they were accusing me of 
some heinous crime. I wanted to cry 
out. I wanted to tell them I was inno-
cent. But I couldn't. And Elsa was 
grinning hideously. There was hate, 
pin points of red hate in her eyes. 
I had deserted her and the child. But 
I was young. I wasn't responsible. I 
wanted to tell her these things but my 
jaw was locked. 

When I awoke, I found my sheets 
soaking wet from perspiration, which 
smelled sour. 

It was still dark outside, and the 
moon hung like a bright balloon over 
the Koolau Mountains. The night was 
quiet. And cool. But I could not go 
back to sleep. Somehow I could not 
forget that dream. Elsa dead. Im-
possible. And yet it was so horrible, 
that dream, as if it had been real. At 
last I fell into a troubled sleep. 

March 30. The field is being plowed. 
The men have forgotten about the 
boulder. But I haven't. I don't know 
what's wrong with me. That dream. 
Ever since that dream I have had an 
uncomfortable fear whenever I passed 
the spot where I had shoved the 
boulder into the ravine. It leaves me 
cold inside, as if freezing water had 
been poured into my vitals. 

I have been thinking these past days. 
I have looked at myself objectively, 
and I am a lonely man; age is creep-
ing up on me. I feel it in my bones. 
After the planting season, I will go 
back to the States. I have a tidy sum 
saved away. It isn't too late to go 
back to Elsa and the child. The child 
must be a man now. And Elsa, dear 
Elsa, will be a little older, but age 
will not have subtracted from her 
beauty. On the contrary it will have 
added dignity and a mature radiance. 
I have been a cad. But I will make it 
up to them. And they will understand 
and forgive. 

April 3. I had planned to go to 
Honolulu today to tend to some busi- 
ness matters which require my im-
mediate attention. It was also my in-
tention to make arrangements for my 
trip. I have had enough of Hawaii, 

and I am looking forward to the day 
when I can retire with my family in 
the place of my birth. But as I was 
dressing in my quarters, a man came 
running up the path. 

"Mr. Julian! Mr. Julian !" It was 
one of the Filipino boys who worked 
in my gang. 

"What is it ?" I inquired impa-
tiently. 

"The estone ! He come on top the 
efiield." The man's face was blanched. 
His legs were shaking, whether it was 
because of the excitement or because 
he was frightened, I couldn't tell. 

I made him get into the station 
wagon with me and we sped up the 
dirt road which wound its way through 
the pineapples like a red worm. When 
we arrived at the newly planted field 
which had not long ago been guava 
jungle, I saw a group of Filipino field 
laborers jabbering excitedly. And 
there, not a dozen feet away from 
them, was the black boulder which I 
had pushed into the gulch! 

Something seemed to drop out of 
my heart. I felt hollow inside, as if 
there suddenly had become a vacuum 
in my chest. I couldn't believe my 
eyes ! And the Filipinos were watch-
ing me. I couldn't let them know I 
was scared and puzzled by this mysti-
fying phenomenon. I threw my shoul-
der back, and, setting a scowl on my 
forehead, walked in a militant stride 
to the group. 

"What's this here, a picnic? Get 
back to work." They snarled like ani- 
mals, but slinked off to their work 
when I threatened them with their 
jobs. Then I turned to the Filipino 
who had accompanied me and ordered 
him to drive back to the plantation's 
garage and bring the bulldozer. 

I inspected the boulder. There 
were scars on it which it must have 
gotten as it went over the cliff. Some 
joker must have hoisted it up. The 
Hawaiian! But no. It was impossi- 
ble. It would take heavy machinery, if 
ever possible, to get the boulder on 
the field again. A chill passed through 
me. Could there be something to that 
superstitious tale which the Hawaiian 

Continued on Page 12 
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Above are three views of Bird 
of Paradise blossoms surround-
ed by their own leaves and 
stems in a Honolulu garden. 

One of the most exotic plants in 
the world is the Bird of Paradise 
(Strelitzia Reginae), named after the 
wife of King George B. of the family 
Mecklinburgh Strelitz. A native of 
South Africa and a relative of the 
banana plant, this popular perennial is 
aptly named. The scentless flower, ex-
tended on a three-foot stem, resem-
bles a poised bird with a colorful 
orange and blue head. Its curving, 
paddle-like leaves sometimes reach a 
length of three to four feet. 

Though siretlitzias are known to be 
growing in some northern states, they 
are not totally resistant to cold and 
can be grown in the open ground only 
where temperatures do not drop be-
low 25 or 26 degrees. In northern 
climates it is safer to grow strelitzia 
in boxes or containers which might be 
moved indoors or placed in a pro-
tective spot during the winter. 

In semi-tropic Hawaii the bird of 
paradise flourishes in the lowlands and 
cool valleys. It does not mind receiv-
ing full sun in Hawaii, but in some 
parts of the states where the afternoon 
suns are extremely hot, it would be 
advisable to shade the plants. If you 
live anywhere near the coast, it would 
be all right to give them full sun. 

Strelitzia does not do too well in 
soggy soil. The ideal soil would be a 
moist root run that is well drained, 
fertile and liberally supplied with or-
ganic material. In light soils water once 
a week, less frequently in heavy soils. 
Actually, it is not uncommon in Ha-
waii for strelitzia to go unwatered for 
several months and suffer no ill ef-
fects. As for fertilizing, if applied 
properly without having it come in 
contact with the plants, you will notice 
a marked stimulation in growth which 
will heighten the color of blooms. 

Getting divisions from strelitzias is 
not as difficult as most people think. 
The time to start your divisions is  

when the plant becomes exceedingly 
large and blooming begins to cease. 
However, it is just as practical, per-
haps more so, to divide when clumps 
have twenty to thirty separate divi-
sions. Wait until late winter or early 
spring, because this is the time when 
the plant's growth is less active. Dig a 
foot in depth under the plant, cut un-
derneath and lift. Shake the dirt from 
the clumps or hose, rather than pull 
apart, for the roots are brittle and 
break easily. Then with a strong knife 
cut in between the natural division, 
from the top of the crown down. If 
you shake the clump again the divi-
sions will fall apart. One piece of 
good advice given me when I started 
out was never to make the divisions 
too small. This makes for weak plants. 

Bloom shoots may appear about a 
year after division, and should be cut 
in order to have more foliage growth. 
After two or three years the plant 
should be blooming regularly. 

Bird of paradise blooms have been 
known to keep six weeks in arrange-
ment, which of course is one of its 
greatest advantages over other flow-
ers. For those with a creative touch or 
for those who like to play with ar-
rangements, bird of paradise blooms 
on their long stems offer innumerable 
combinations. One of these is to have 
all of the flowers with their beaks 
pointing one way, suggesting the flight 
of gaudy, tropical birds. 

If you have but a plant or two and 
wish to make an arrangement with 
several strelitzias, try cutting off each 
bud as it appears to open. Wrap buds 
in wax paper and bind with raffia. 
When you have a sufficient number of 
buds, untie the raffia and the flowers 
will open simultaneously. But remem- 
ber this, blooms are likely to fade in 
strong sun, so pick your flowers when 
they first start to color .. . and have 
fun ! 

Bird of Paradise 
LET "STRELITZIA REGINAE" ADD HER BEAUTY TO YOUR GARDEI 
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THE CURSE 
Continued from Page 9 

had told? Nonsense. The laborers 
were leaning on their hoes watching 
me. The disobedient curs. Their luna 
foreman will have to be reprimanded. 

Finally, after what seemed like 
eternity, the bulldozer came. Some-
thing in me whispered that I ought 
to leave the boulder alone! after all, 
it was just as easy to plant around the 
boulder. But they were watching me. 
They were leaning on their hoes watch-
ing me. So I got on the seat of the 
bulldozer and started it. 

The bulldozer crawled to the rock. 
I didn't want to do it, but they were 
watching me, and I'm a white man. 
How I hated them! And then the 
scraper was pushing the boulder. 
Above the roar of the engine, I could 
hear the crunching of the boulder as it 
was forced across the field. I fought 
the panic that slithered up my spine, 
telling myself that it would be over in 
a minute, in another minute. And then 
the boulder rolled over in a crescendo 
and I sat back sweating. They were 
still watching me, their mouths agape 
when I got into the station wagon and 
drove back to the quarters. 

I didn't go to town after all. I made 
my reports, and tried to read in the 
afternoon, but I couldn't concentrate. 
The words just didn't register. I went 
out for a walk. 

This evening I had a drink. The 
manager of the plantation invited me 
over for dinner, but I refused. I'm 
afraid. Deathly afraid. I don't know 
why, but I keep remembering that 
dream I had the other night. I must 
have another drink. 

The bottle's before me now. I was 
never the drinking kind, but tonight 
I must warm myself. I feel so, so cold. 
I know I'm being silly. When I'm 
back on the mainland with my wife 
and son I'll read this passage and have 
a good laugh. 

It's ten o'clock. And I'm sober. Cold 
sober though I've drunk half the bot-
tle. Don't know what's got into me ! 
I should have gone home long ago. 

12 

That dream, that cursed rock, the men 
... they're getting on my nerves. There 
is no such thing as a demonic rock. 
My mind is tired. I need a rest. I've 
been overworking. But how did that 
boulder get on the field ? 

Twelve o'clock. I can't sleep, I 
can't read, I can't think about anything 
else except that goddam boulder and 
the dream of Elsa. Every shadow, 
every noise of the night makes me 
leery. I'm like a kid who has heard 
too many ghost stories before bed 
time. 

I can't stand it any. longer. I'm tak-
ing the car and driving out to the 
gulch. I'll face it. I'll go out there 
and spit on the damn boulder, and 
maybe I'll feel better. Christ, I never 
thought I'd ever be this way. I've 
got to get a hold of myself. 

* * * 

Julian slammed the diary shut, his 
hands trembling. 

Ann gasped, "The Company's cable-
gram had said he had been crushed 
under a boulder." 

Slowly Julian rose. 
"Darling, what are you going to 

do ?" 
Without answering her, Julian 

tossed the diary into the fire, and stood 
there watching the spiral of smoke 
curl out of the fire place as the flames 
consumed the book. Ann came up to 
him and put -her arm around him. 
"They are together now, darling," she 
said softly. 

"Yes," he said in a tired, toneless 
voice, "Mother and Father are together 
at last." 

ALEXANDER HOME FORD 
Continued from Page 7 

noon at the beach and in the surf teach-
ing boys and girls to ride the waves. 
He has created athletic teams which 
have made the name of the Outrigger 
Canoe Club known around the world, 
both for its men and women swim-
mers, winning world records, as well 
as for the junior members who have no 
peers in any waters of the globe. 

"In those early days when Jack Lon-
don was living on the grounds of the 
Outrigger Club and helping me work 
toward the ideals of the Pan-Pacific 
Union at our weekly dinners with the 
leading men of the Japanese, Chinese, 
Koreans, Filipinos, Hawaiians, and 
other Pacific races, there were several 
who stood out and still stand out in 
the leadership toward better under-
standing among the races. One of 
these, Dr. I. Katsuki, a score of years 
ago, headed a little group of Japanese 
who made a beginning with Jack and 
me at the Outrigger . . . Mr. C. K. Ai, 
friend and supporter of Dr. Sun Yat 
Sen, was of the Chinese group that met 
with London long ago ; he is still a 
trustee of the Pan-Pacific Union, as is 
John Lane of the Hawaiians. . .. Still 
another of these is N. C. Dizon, who 
met with us then, returned to the Phil-
ippines . . . Dr. Syngman Rhee, Ko-
rean student at Princeton and friend 
of Woodrow Wilson, was one of the 
early groups, and after a score of years, 
is still in Hawaii aiding in bringing 
about better relations between his peo-
ple and those of other races in the 
Pacific. 

"So it is that wherever I turn, the 
past and the present seem linked to-
gether, so I may be forgiven for step-
ping back and forth from past to pres-
ent and even for walking boldly into 
the future." 
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