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EXCERPT FROM THE NOVEL SHARK GIRLS 
Jaimee Wriston Colbert 

We were herding ducks just a week before it happened, 
the tragedy at the seat of our lives, Willi Beever attacked by the 
shark. Nuuanu stream, that cold river green, Father, Willi and 
me (who knows where Robbie was, was he even then becoming 
the underexposed negative, part of the photo where not enough 
light gets in, shape rimmed in fuzziness, our shadow sibling?). 
We're bringing these ducks from Honolulu home to our mother, 
three little yellow baby ducks and their big white mama duck in 
a wire mesh duck cage, back seat of the Plymouth, quacking their 
little duck heads off. Hush up! Willi orders chem, demanding 
little Willi, pretty fair-haired Willi , gets to sit next co chem, did 
she never question then chat the world would always listen? 
The mother duck, alarmed little pebble duck eyes, quawks 
and quawks. 

Up then ov r the Old Pali Road, around the Windy Corner, 
cars haking like the hand of God' playing jacks with chem, 
shak' em up splat! To chi day if you cake pork in your car over the 
Pali at midnight your car will tremble and rock so hard it wont 
move forward, and it not the hand of God it' ghost - vengeful 
Hawaiian oldier pirit , you can hear their yelling in the wind 
clashing of their wooden pear and club fierce mano shark 
teeth fa tened on the end of these-warriors Kamehameha the 
Great pushed off the Pali in 1795, Battle of Nuuanu. They're 
not keen on pork being chlepped, its kapu! But that's another 
story. Quite a ride back with a car full of ducks, a commitment, 
and Father decides we cant make it all the way out to Kailua 
after all, over the Pali these quacking ducks, chat they need a bit 
of a dip first, get their clipped little duck wings wet, clipped so 
they can't Ay away. But they can swim! Father said, A chance to 
be ducks, Father said. 

Four of them paddling dizzily about chat stream ecstatic 
and confused in their sudden freedom, not exactly in a line, not 
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JAJMEE WRJSTON COLBERT 

exactly li ttle soldiers these ducks-what's chat expression, have 
your ducks in a row? No row, the e ducks are al l over the place, 
yellow and white feathers twirli ng and drifting like cloud , little 
darting of yellow, here, there, everywhere.' And ch noi es they 
make, n v r mind ch quack quack, mor of a ick and throaty 
quaaaaawk like we had been trying co murd r ch thing and 

at long la t ch y'v ap d. 
And ju t what th h ck Fath r wa chinking, buying tho e 

duck in th fir c pla I 11 n v r know. D id h g c it in hi head 
that having a fami ly of du k in ch iccy bitty pond h bui lt for 
our moth r off th lanai (a wi hing w II h cold Jay ) in our 
Kailua yard might in pir fami ly t nd n i among u Fath r 
Jay Robbi Willi and m ? Did h chink ch xan1pl th y c 
at d du km m and h rob di nt lied du kling mi he mak it 
u h char Jay w uldn c wane t lip our co th Ba ha I -hula 

h r th hard hav n marin ? 'TI1 ir parti ular mo rly v carian 
du k di t mi ht m ak h r want t a c a h alt h y b r akfa t 
t p uzzlin quit n1an in and c n1 b n1 ch ob r 

n rou h u wih nl h uld dr am h rt 6 ? ur m th r 
d Willi b t and char a chin w all und r rand n w n 

b tt r than h I d u r fa ch r. D du ks pr f; r n r r h 
n t ju t b au l k m r lik th m th r du k? L in 
ch n1irr r ima ur If? azin at n1 Ja w uld 
n n u n : Wi II i f: r n1 but u . . . nd h d p nd r chi a 

bit h r l nd r h nd r tin und r ch t p rh ti p inc d hin 
t nn . t ch kn 66 lied II f n1 wn rubb knu kl 

rn ridi ul u I I n and C\ i t d M11rfani h hn r · u n1.u t 
cak fr r om on at I ch r wh n u \ r 6 rn aft r 
all hah hah hah! n ch cin l lin f ch ir lau h r ch an1 
ba k wh n Wi lli t ill r n1 mb r d h c lau h. Min m r 
h r n i h n i h ch u h n t F ch r i ch r. H u ld i c 
6 ? F ch r r £ r I I au h d . 

r all A ppin ar und in th Id d rl at r du k 
B r ch ITl LI I lipp r r und r k at ch 6 lt 111 r k 
urr und r d ich 111 rt 111 li ITl tuff. 1h 

darn du l ar I ad in u n a \ i Id h ' a J•ach r. 
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HARPUR PALATE 

Is he making a joke? Willi gets a look in her eyes, lirrl Beever 
sister's silvery eyeballing glint she gets in the wak of a joke she 
would never be the brunt of and she lunges our, grabbing on 
of the quawking baby ducks by one paddling orange leg, and 
lifting it upside down our of the black water she whips around, 
to sing it at me. I ee a blur of yellow, the terrified squaaaaawk 
and b fore we know it I'm butt down in the cold hallow war r, 
legs splayed, me and the duck, a flutter in my arm . 

You look ridiculous! Father exclaims. Ger up, Scar, and for 
heaven' ake hold onto that duckling! We hav n'r got all day. 
Why can I nor count on you, Scar? I n ed co be abl to d p nd 
on someone. 

I try co do chi , I do, try co plea my farh r bur th lipp ry 
loppy, grungy h ling of th mo berw n my to on th 

underwat r rocks i o gross a I arr mpt to rand, char down I 
go again and up go th du k and my h ad lid und r war r 
for ju r a ond ey popping op n in th murky gr n. I 
th baby du k h r paddling away from m fa ta rh y an g . 
I don r rak hold. 

In t ad I it rh r chat limy ro k and I grab onto ch r. 
hri roph rm dal hanging by a h ap hain ar und my n k 

lo my y and think. My moth r wa outrag d wh n I fir r 
tart d w aring chi a oupl month ago. Ir a fad Jay in i t d 

to my farh r Im itting right th r in rh living roon1 a w II· 
h trying to b with it. A arholi thing and h n t v n 
arholi . Oh for rying out loud! Jay hrill d wh n m farh r 

aid n thing. Bloody h 11 what you probably don tr aJiz at 
i m daJ hav cob bl din ord rt b holy as holy in ord r 
co mak any diffi r n at all. Your i unbl d o what d 
an it b ? Only atholi girl g r ro hav rh ir 111 daJ bl d. 

Thinking about chi now I wond r what mad my moth r 
un a y? Pr bably char ch r uld b Ii v in it arholi i 111 

b Ii v in om thing b yond ch m Iv . But what did I kn w? 
Thi n kla wa on mor thin about 1n that irrirar d h r 
char wa out id h r oner l. 

I lur h ch unbl d m dal in my tin lin w t hand. I know 
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JAJMEE WRJSTON COLBERT 

a real blessing: if you go steady with someone you exchange your 
medal wi ch his and everyone sees his medal around your neck 
so this is proof chat someone likes you. And I also know the Sc. 
Christopher story, because Kathy Connely is Catholic and she 
cold me. He was a giant of a man and he made his living ferrying 
people across a fierce and mighty scream on his huge houlders 
o they'd be safe. So one day he carries uch a heavy child he 

chinks he'll fall down into the raging water. Bue the child cell 
him he' Je u and the h avine s is caused by the weight of ch 
world on hi houlder . 

Ri ing lowly out of ch water I climb up on ch bank, 
duckl , hop les , unblessed, my fach r glaring angrily at me. 
Th n hi fac often chat di cracced look h g c and I am young 

nough at chi point inno ent nough naive nough to b li v 
v rything i going to b all right, aft r all. I offi r him my lbow 

bl ding from wh r I kritch d it again taro k. H tare fir t 
at th blood th n at th du k drifting gra fully away all in a 
row now behind th moth r du k down th Nuuanu tr am. 

It OK at my fath r ay w arily D n t ry. (I wa n t 
going to rying got you nowh r in my family· it was m r ly 
vi w d a om on la c craw a final indignity a trip to th 
b dro m b hind a lamm d door for th ri r. ) Look at! h 
ay I anin down I r to my fa p intin . Th du k 

win w r lipp d uldn t A fr and \,v ill ou I k 
t that. TI1 r th o nywa b d! M fath r life up m 
lb w dabbin ntl at th bl d with hi wn w r hand. 

E i ht , ar I at r and r thin han d. A m rn ry fr m a 
h urth f Jul i ht r aft r it happ n d but rill in it ak 
it f: 11 ut it r n nattn f th famil lin allian wh 
d hat, h w uld b and ith wh 111 n th t Willi wa 
. . . w h ? Had n t b n dub b d ha rl i r I c till h id d n fr 1n 
th f th w rl d in th at b d, b r a t p kin up u n d r th 
h t that h k f bl nd hair th in r dibl un .rnilin fa . 
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She was more beautiful than I, no one ever doubted chat she 
would be. She refused to get up out of chat bed and the rest of 
us-at this point we're talking Father and me, Grandma's moved 
back to Newwwwengland, and Jaycee? who knows?-we had 
long since given up coaxing her, urging her, asking Willi if she'd 
ever get up. Robbie was gone. I was who was there. Just turned 
eighteen and in my head I coo was mostly gone. 

I lied, lied, lied about my whereabouts, to my father who did 
care and Jaycee who pretended to, who became annoyed, anyway, 
at the things I did, places I went, people I aw. But I don't chink 
she was really all that bothered; if anything, he wa amu d 
at the ways I could di appoint my father, my lies lies lie . Her 
daughter, of course, didn't lie ... didn't p ak, didn't move. 

It was 1969 and I wa into it with reli h gusto what that y ar 
had to offer, heavy man, drug . I hadn t dev loped my taste, my 
terrible rhir t for alcohol yet but I might ve gu ed it hovering 
hadow by how r adily I rook to dop , a du k to war r a they 
ay: gra ha hi h opium LSD p ilo ybin .rn alin p d 

upp r down r r d lud b nni popp r anything that 
walk d rawled A w m way gr win th ground grubb d onto 
my rongu by way of a po rag ramp, a blorr r f; Id d int a 
lip of pap r ch k d inhal d non d h w d tu kin my ar 

und rmyarm n di dund rm kin- g tripp d m II w ur 
blow your mind- [ did it all. Ev ryrhin pt h r in· I had a 

bwprin ipl aft rail. ttinghighm antn thavin t think. 
N t havin to tr and mak n f thing . 

h r th m m r . M la t umm r in Hawai i b f; r 
ap1 ng t th Wi t a t f; r II and ] h d a fri nd. F 

hapa-ha 1 M na- n half ha 1 nd th th r half all kjnd 
f d .I al ruff paint ur kin that ri p un -br wn 

Hawajian hin Filipin t . t . All th u want d t 
ball h r bur h wa pr u :ind h and ma b m r int 
hi k an ywa . M n a h d 111 u h Id r b r th r all d RaJ 

f; r a r a n that wa n r m pl t I I ar t rn . R k a 
b autifid cat w cid f I I in · u th n th at · 
n1 th k i n b I a I h u Id r I n th qui f u r I h i 
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]AIMEE WRJSTON COLBERT 

rakish smile-this the name? He was also a dealer, a pusher, we 
all knew it and this made him the more visible to me. His up 
front job building surfboards and catamaran sailboats for a shop 
off Kailua road called Wind and Fin. 

Too old for me, my father proclaimed when one day I caught 
Rake's eye, smoking dope with his sister on their lanai in my 
bikini, baby oil slathered skin, legs long and pink as two wet 
tongues. (Marfans was the till uncertain future, whether I had 
it or not, but by then I had learned to use my height, gangly 
arms, leg , general gawkiness to its bone-thin, brale s, hippie bare 
advantage. If my heart was in trouble, telltale swelling at the root 
of the aorta, I was dutifully tun ting it further engorgem nt, my 
near-religious drug intake.) Rake invited me to a concert, th 
Jeffi r on Airplane in the Diamond Head Crat r and chi time 
bad choic , I didn t lie when I a ked my fath r if I ould go. 

The amping trip to th Mokulua I land off the Lanikai 
coa t for th fourth of July wa to have b n M na Rak and 
m and o I cold my par nt I wa p nding th July rd night 
with M na. I b Ii v d chi to b almo t tru a half Ii you 
wouldn t fry quit o hot and if th y aught you you ould Ii 
your If down a diffi r nt path, plan udd nly hang d a vi rim 
in th ir wak . But wh n [ arriv d at ch ir hou rn pa k d 
hippi -bag my m ch r all d it a n lorn rati n of I rful 
rhr ad w v n fr m m an i nt and w 11-cr d arp t M na 
uddnl ouldnr .And h uldnrl km inch rllin 

rn chi I kn w h r broth r had r co h r in m wa a 
kind f brib - ma b ba ball ard r a rar h 11. M n had 
th i b II tin tu ff· ba k th n w n v r q u ti 
th chin w nd r dab ut ch n1 it wa JU c 111 thin 
ot off on. 

Bu c l aw ch r u h i r. Rak want d t c m UC 11 th 
ht n il i I and a c n i h r al n . L al r i a r fi kl a r J u r 

pu r ha d. l 111 r I n dd d at M nc c id l u Id . I 
l i n1 b d int R( k A r and p n d a I d n ( ch r 

111 c bcin but 1 chinkin an chin r than 
111 n h arr-han1n1 rin 111 he h ad rid in in hi c n?), fill d 
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HARPUR PALATE 

with the food he packed, gear for the boat he borrowed from 
Wind and Fin, one he built, he informed me, that beautiful 
cat grin and off we went. At the least I was anticipating a good 
high; Rake had some orange sunshine acid. Bue I knew he had 
other ideas and this excited me, frightened me, made me ache, 
jagged breath, unsure. I was more at home with the drugs of 
the sixties than sex, got stoned way more than I got laid, but I 
was willing to try anything that would drive me further from 
my family, release me from the chains of my reassigned future, 
for however long. Vietnam War. A man on the moon. Equal 
Right . Civil Rights. Black Pan th r Party. Altamonte. Th larger, 
mes i r world. The Beever that wa l ft. I wa ready. 

We sailed out to the bigger i land, a whale' hump in then ar-
dark, purpling ky, slap lap of th war r again c th boat lap 
lap of my heart beat; a bird pre rve Rak told m di curbing 

ch tern and boobi th iwa bird a w dragg d th catamaran 
up onto the and, all ri ing in a hadowy bird loud abov u . 
Frigat , man-of war birds I tar d at hi harp brown hould r 
in th dying light inewy hard hurtling th uppli from th 
catamaran th n preading a lauhala mat on th and. Ir wa 
almo t night. Th r w r no oth r human nor would th r b 
on chi littl ro k i land. I drumrn d in a br ath lunk down 
on th mat and Rak pa d m a j int th n th orang a id 
cab p h d I ic ha r. 

H lit th fir gr a in up our ham bur r and dumpin our 
ann d orn int a ri k ry handl d pan th n u~~•=>e·t d I rak a 
wim. I kn w what h wa tting at. And I want d t d rhi for 

him I r all did lith r ur f m I th lik om hippi a 
odd uninhibit d (Are you e :P ri n ed~ div int rh an 

a rhrillin I n ual nak d ar h h uld tar at m h 
would want 111 . Bur rhi wa ch o ean. wimn1in ju t aft r th 
un w nt d \vn! W kn w what wa ut th r 111 famil and 

m if n b d r m 1116 r d. I h itat d and Rak mu t v 
th u ht it wa th nak d ch in . H hru d Did u bri n a 
bachin uit? I uld h arch I rd wn in ch w rd . 

w; ll f ur I did chi wa t hav b n a ampi n trip 
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after all, but I hook my head. 
He shrugged again, said our meal would be ready oon. I 

know what's in that water. 
After dinner I was reeling, acid kicked in, stars burst out, night 

air t aming of alt and wind, ound of the dark th bird th 
roiling wav , thing immen . Th roof of my mouth tingled 
and Rak wa taring hard at m , giving me th up and down and 
all ov r, and what I wanted to do was plea e him, belong to him 
make him dig m , glad he w nt to what ver trouble, whacev r 
d c ption to g t me out h r , away from hi i rer, away from 
the world for chi night anyway. Tomorrow the fourth, fireworks, 
a c I brarion. I n d d to beli v . 

Will you wim right b id m if I go in? I a k d hoar ly, 
My i t r you know? 

H nodd d, though who know if h did know, mo t in 
Hawai'i had forgoer n had ropp d aring. Only wh n th 
fir t arti l udd nly app ar d lat v nti or th r about 
pro laiming hark Girl1 om ore of mira I ! did om in Hawai i 
r m mb r h r laim h r a th ir . 

lowly fing r haking working loo th button of m hire 
g tting only halfway b for hi fing r w r th r coo long and 
qui k and rtain. And th fing r w r unbuttoning my pant 
in id Ill pant 1lly und rpant Ill and I kn w I wouldn t hav 
to worr about th wimmin part. 

H la m d wn on th lauhala n1at hiftin f th o I and 
und r u . 1 ould th had w f hi p ni min wn on 
m a ki a we bran h a it p k d ab u t b rw n m I g ar hi n g 
f; r ch enter- w w ~r b th pr tty hi h and ma b ur nar 
f; r chi thin wa ff. F ram m nt I ch ught fb g in him 
t t p udd n pan i hok ff; ar what ch h II am I doi n ! 
And ch n h in m and i c d n c hu re and I m b in BALLED 

REWED MADE LOVET FU KEO FU KIN 
FU K! L vin ch 
about in ch r lik 
t ar ch r u h ch 
ch m raJ lik ma ti 

und of chi w rd in my brain racdin 
m thin with t ch om thing that uld 
hain bindin m c m family h w up 
atin nail pit uc ch havin and ld b 
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free of this, the tragedy at the seat of our lives. 
OK, so here comes the bottom line. Hone t to God I actually 

thought this, high out of my skull on LSD, Rake lurching about 
in id m : I could do what Willi couldn't, stunning Willi, one 
b li ved likely to husband b t, langui hing in h r b d and I 
am h r GETT'ING LAID on th b a h. Wh n h wa don 
h roll doff of m w ary h ap rnu ky a- m IIing air playing 
down ch long ool w t of my body. I hiv r d I an d ov rand 
crok d ch oar ud on hi h ad, hi h c, a k d him holding 

my br ath for hi an w r did h om in m ? I wa chinking 
v n if h did ifl had co hav a baby from chi it w uld b OK· 

I w uld experien e it. A id will do chat t you. Mak y u damn 
razy om t1m . 

R k r a h d v r and rabbi d ch cop f my h ad lik I 
wa a p t hi hild aln10 t t n y ar y un r than hirn aft r 
all. W w bab h aid v; u uldn c c II? Wa n c hard n u h 

ran un hin ah? F le g d th u h huh? You n 
at h a id rn ti po i ti n in m h d int th 

r k f hi h uld r hi d Ii htfull funk- m llin rn1 pit. W 
lik that f; r th r t f th n1n a i nail 

tarin at th billi n f tar d in th ir pul in L 0-indu d 
t r clan bird lik dark an i i ff th r k h r and 

th r a n it a\ pa i h· t rn r \ a th f; urrh f Jul 
and hik! fdb I KEO I 
th h t a rn1 n t n u l f; r n1 i I r r n 
hu h c nd hu h tt pin th fr m th 

u r h r . r t d. F r r a I n r in th 
d ti II \ it h p . 

l I n t L i ti. Re.I fi r th r t f th 
hi dili nt and r ul r in tru ti n c 

i th d ru . Li d l m p~ r n t f; r 
111 . h t uld th d ? l air 

un1n1 r b , n1 
ni1nbl Ill r a ] 

irh 

· hil b ut it th n quit 
I n r t 

hi 111 l n ran, bl i 11 I re r \ h 11 I 11 r ff t hi h h 
r.._ r I , n r d ni , n 1 r t ul 
11 a k d b r hi 11 11 t 11 j f lll t I ,n l d l 

k H .. r u? 1 111 I. h l r u d in ? Thi ha 
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I'm doing, response, nothing personal, nothing heartfelt. Bue 
imagining he might have loved me, chat he did once love me, 
having co eventually accept chat he would love someone else, 
chat he was loving someone else, making love co someone else. 
Rake, free pirit of the island , the times, and I craved chat in 
him. How it ached co finally under rand om thing of my elf, 
not being able co be chat. A h w mor y ar I'd b lo c co ch 
boccl , cagg r d day night , on drunk co the next, ch dizzying 
blindn , having co wake up oc a ionally co ad ad black ight 
th n collap into ch next n dful drunk. La t umm r in 
Hawai i umm r of my ighc nth y ar ch lo c I'v om 
y t co om thing all d lov . 

Th r ar ch r mom nt bit and pi of m m ry that A at 
udd nl ba k th way a dr am d unan h r d. Willi b h r 

it happ n d my prin ipl pla mat ma b m nl fri nd. 
Willi a umin r ift I r iv d int h r w rid a un1in 
my w rid m thin th u ht dr am \ h I n1 a h r Id r 
i t r t b h r w rl d. Th B tty r k r bak t I n t m 

b rn au nti m hri tn1 . Pia n with th hin bb k 
pla ti kn b paint d pap r wh I h r th t . Th m a : 
R bbi ich hi b and Indi 11 h w uld h" u d 
h d b th lndi n and di pp ar? Willi h r bab d 11 
th hildr n h \, uld n v r ha . And m ? H r h r u 
b I 11 th i i ft p k B hind t h r u n h p 
t nd up. 

Willi rn1 1n up th A \ hie nt nc r n1 ch 
J i c cl b I t p ka p I, , Yi u an a r i t ! r h \ rd 

n 11 u n d n t rh u Id t It r th t it d r u 
t t r d . l t ta t I i k 1 u pp p 
tu ff th rh th A r n 11 d 
pt ndl111 hali , , I nd illi utin licl 
pink u li t c r lu runnin ( ti ll th re t 

l !) t t 11 J t_ ni 1 id tr i t r! J y dcrnall 
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If she fixed you something co eat, you eat it for heaven's sake. 
Have you no manners? Honestly, Scat, can't you see I've got on 
of my headaches? Bloody hell. Do something, for crying our loud! 
So of cour e I do it, o my mother will love m , so her headach 
will go away, I ear char oggy, gloppy me s co keep Willi quiet, 
co keep u at p ace. I would have eaten my own hand for h r. 

My fach r, pulling m into the bathroom with him aft r 
clo ing right th living room louver so the Connelys aero ch 
ere t can't , can't hear, hutting the door on Jaye e in on of 

h r franti , hart ring mood , who had grabb d up ighc y ar 
old Willi, maybe a month b for th hark? whe ling with h r 
around th living room inging at ch top of her voice- Im 
going to wash that man right out of my hair! ov rand ov r, high r 
and hrill r and I ould h ar Willi' laught r h r d light co 
b th on in lud d in chi fr nzy ch on always in lud d in 
our moth r fr nzi our fach r all d ch m. And Fath r who 
wouldn t p ak of ch m orh r than chi lab I-your moth r 
frenzi a if ch y w r om thing v ry moth r had ju t char 
th in parti ular happ n d to b Jay - · almly r m ving 
hi ti caking an aloha hire off th hook in id th bathroom 
lo t wh r h ar fully hung it turning d Ii at I away from 

m t put it on hi bar ba k I ng and tangl d w b of fr kl 
n u h a loo aggi n fram . Where is the Haiuaiian in thi ? I 111. 

itting on th I d coil t at p ering d wn at 1ny h t j rky 
ridi ul u co ch nail that n d lipping. Wh v r both r d 
to lip my nail ? I; 11 m co lip my nail ? Hi ba k rill turn d 
raw n k ch hi h wobbly ound of my moth r laughc r 
high r till Willi qu al . I an th m. v n n w my moth r 
holding Willi und r h r arm and h winging h r around 
and ar und th y wh I chat fa t dizzying way 111ak n thin 
1 in ch world matt r pun m m nc lik your own p r nal 

wind blowing about y u and v ryching ] di app ar th 
wholly n urn d nd . H a k d m : at ha y ur m ch r 
xplain d co y u ab ut ch fa t flit ? 

I nodd d ol n1nly. Afr r all wa n t Jay 
on fa t f lih r an th r co m what I 

alway xplaining 
an p t from my 
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future, what I could xpect from her? 
Well, h aid, he itating, turning around to gaz at me, chat 

ad, light smil , the w arine s of hi coo colorful aloha hire, 
orang piky bird of paradi e 1ningling with th lim gre n 
finche , wings pr ad wide like they wer flying for ch moon 
mayb , ch car , anywhere ju t gee chem our of chi hire! Wi II 
Father b gan again, Th r a on I a k, it's dang rou our ch r in 
ch world. Silv ry tinkle of plintering gla , h ' raging again 
throwing thing ; arli r Fath r had brought h r ba k from ch 
Bae haul d h rout of the Plymouth kicking and er aming 
into ch hou . I imagin Willi fa e down on ch ou h now, 
plugging h r ar with h r fing r ch way h doe if I am not 
ch r to r cu h r, h rr t h r away into our room b hind our 
lo d lock d door. My fath r igh You ju t n v r know at 

you n v r know what your going to g t, what hand you II b 
d aJc. Iv tri d, od know co giv you kid a r gular hildhood. 
But I don t v n know who I am anymor . You und r rand m ? 

aucion i in ord r h r . You ant alway know. 

And chi . Why d pit v rything I o d p rat ly y arn d 
for w uld di h r till do rill would od h Ip m my rnocher 
Jay And r on B v r. Im fife n ull n and apart. My 

rand moth r oing ba k to N wwww ngland and it wa n ta 
happy day for any of u . It wa a giving up h r lea ing giving 
up on Willi r ov ring giving up on my moth r and m 
grandmorh r v r b ing abl co har a lih again. Re ncly w 
had I arn d chat my grand fa th r whom In v r kn w had finaJJy 
di d. Thi coo a ii n in our hou . Ov r th y ar th mo t I 
pi k d up Jay lurr d and truggl d word wh n h db n 
drinking too mu h: Got off ch bu from third grad th rory 
would b gin t ar dr n hing h r h k Moch r alway m t m . 
Thi rim h wa n t ch r . Ambulan light in our driv way 
I run into our hou and v ryrhing brok n turn d up id 
d wn u h a m Jik ome furiou corm batt r d through. 
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We stood there like soldiers my mother and me, either side of 
the door, not touching you see while they wheeled him out, his 
hands, arms, shoulders bound in white like they've cemented 
him, or maybe he's a mummy-I remember thinking that, what 
did I know?-swathed in bandages. The last time I saw him. My 
father. In an institution! chis last part always whispered. 

Keep it to yourselves, our own father would admonish us; 
Nothing you've heard goes outside these walls! 

Shame in chis, these family secrets, we learned it well. Who 
knows if our grandmother missed her husband? She never 
spoke of it. Who knows if she ever visited him after he was 
institutionalized? Apparently even Jaycee was nor allowed to 
speak it. Her father a silence and now he's gone. Once, years 
ago, I asked her what he was like and Jaycee got that faraway 
look, eyes focused somewhere inside, not at me, not at whatever 
her life had become. Well, Jaycee said, My father was very, 
very ... compelling, but difficult, of course, terribly 
difficult .... She could have been talking about herself. We call 
our Hawai'i State Hospital (mental hospital Robbie said, almost 
got his mouth washed out with soap) we call it the pupule house 
crazy people's hospital. 

My grandmother wasn't well and was afraid to make the trip 
back to Newwwwengland. Maybe more afraid not to. She had 
gained a lot of weight de pite the gourmet jello diet she survived 
these past five year . Her limb were swollen and immovable with 
the arthritis she called it. Perhaps she was grieving her husband 
coo, whatever small window of po sibilicy she mighc've kept 
cracked open now shut. Who would know? Gone so many years, 
might there yet have been hope? Brain sick! my mother shrieked 
once, one of her frenzies, gin bottle pitched against the dining 
room wall· Brain sick brain sick brain sick! That's what they said 
about him and bloody hell! nobody even questioned it. 

How much denial can we bear? How drunk must we get co 
silence the silence? 

My father was on the mainland Robbie already gone and 
Willi, of course, in bed. So it was I who was forced to accompany 

68 
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them to the airport instead of who knows what I would've rather 
been doing, just about anything. And of course I let my mother 
know this. Bloody hell! Jaycee snapped, Your own grandmother 
and God knows if you'll ever see her again. You can act decent 
for once, Scat, it's about The Family. 

I hung back from them at the airport, dragging Grandma's 
suitcase behind, embarrassed by them, the old woman in her 
drab grey NeeeewwwEngland coat and matching hat, despite 
(to spite?) the grand and sunny tropical afternoon, her swollen, 
lunging gait; Jaycee, her arm held gallantly out so her mother 
could clutch onto it, all made up and dressed in a white linen suit 
like this was some son of occasion. All the Other Mothers at the 
airport with their local families, aloha wear, slippers and smiles. 
My mother in her painted scarlet lips, her haok perfumy airs. 

Where she'd be leaving from was part of the old airport, the 
new one still in the process of being built, open air decks and 
steps that led down to the tarmac, more steps leading up into 
the planes. Grandma was concerned about the steps, kept saying 
she would fall, she just knew she would fall. We sat on a bench 
in the yellow sunlight, breezy trade winds, sky the blue of the 
ea and the heady scent of pikake from the nearby lei stand . 

Hibiscus in the planters behind us, royal reds and yellow. 
My mother dug her spiky painted fingernails into her lauhala 

bag, emerging with two plastic lei bags, an orchid lei for me 
to give to my grandmother and a red carnation from Jaycee. I 
rose up off the bench where I was crunched as far from them a 
I could get, placed the lavender lei around my grandmother 
meaty neck knocking to the side her little old lady's pill box 
hat in the process. I kissed her rouged cheek whispering the 
requisite Aloha, and slunk back down to the other end of the 
bench, eying the people around us to see who saw, who I would 
care if they saw. 

Then it was Jaycee's turn. She fussed with Grandma's little 
grey hat first, righting it, clucking gently like Grandma was a 
child who had somehow managed co mess herself, pinning it 
into place then she smoothed out Grandma's crinkly foil-colored 
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curls beneath the hat. Such love at time in tho e fingertip , that 
patient, consuming care. She really was capable of this, you could 
see it, this caring, the heartbreaking gentlen -how I hunger d 
for its touch! Grandma whimpered a bit, murmured omething 
about th step , h wa cared of rho rep . I watched from 
where I sat, cowling down into my elf, and I felt a lump of 
something o needful, o wanting ri e up in my throat. 

Wh n she put the carnation I i around my grandmoth r' 
n ck, gently placing it on Grandma' tooped and fl hy 
hould r , Jaycee ki ed her mother on her moth r' mouth th n 

held onto h r, not I tting go. H r moth r my grandmoch r 
tho e blue clawed hand h Id on back. Jaye rocking chem 
both, humming a bit· I ould hear her whi p ring to Grandma 
her t nd r voic , th voi e that r ally mu t b Ii v aft r all in 
some ore of red mption t lling h r v ryching wa going co b 
OK. Everything wa going co b ju t fin . 
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