
But these old tiller girls raised more than cane and
babies. They launched a segment of American society
that is unprecedented in its three-generation rise from
gang labor to social and economic power.

As they got the babies off their backs they dressed
them in gingham frocks and shirts and tiny gettas and
taught them to trot . . . but in the direction of school.
Public school till early afternoon, Japanese language
school till early evening.

Then they saved against the day their brood was
ready for trade schools and colleges. Money from Hawaii
poured into business offices of the higher halls of learn-
ing. It came from remote villages with names like Puhi,
Paia, Waipahu. Staid college administrators might have
been astonished at the source, but that was 30 years
before Mainlanders began to notice what was happen-
ing in the Islands.

Our little old heroines are grandmothers now, hover-

ing on the 60-year mark of their sturdy, useful lives.
"They've done their share," affirmed Robert C.

Stewart, OS Co. harvesting overseer.
He cut the engine of his pickup truck and nodded

toward six little round figures in straw hats, bobbing and
swaying in the cane field.

"Oba san! (Lady!)" he called.
"Hae! Nanika? (Yes, what is it?)" came the

response.
"Ano-ne . . . peekcha . . . newspapah you . . . Asato-

san, Oshiro-san, Kumasaka . . . (You picture . . . put in
newspaper . . .)."

Wails of pleasure, embarrassment and hilarity filled
the air. Strong square hands flew up to cover mouths,
foreheads, eyes. Shoulders heaved. Short spasms of
laughter, staccato bursts in Japanese, then one strong
clear cry: "Aaaaahhhh . . . hila hila! Cr-roes all lepo!
(We're shamed . . . clothes too dirty!)"

Then they started to move forward, coming with a
rolling, toe-out gait, the better to navigate plowed earth.
Their arms bowed out on either side, the better to fend
off razor-edged cane leaves. From head to toe, they
were swathed in grades and shades of blue denim, white
cotton, yellow straw and smoked glass.

They stood like chubby statues, grinning at the
strangers in their midst. Their round faces, polished by
soap and sun, beamed with such an overflow of well
being and good will that suddenly the plantation statistic
(each old lady works better than half an acre a day)
became plausible.

Their teeth flashed white and strong. Their skin
showed no grime or sweat, scarcely a wrinkle.

Beneath the Farmer Brown hats, each head was
swathed in soft cotton fabric, folded square across the
brow, tight over the ears and back of the neck and tied
in a square knot over the chin or mouth . . . as expertly
contrived as surgical dressing, sure protection from the
elements.

For the rest, layers of shirts, pants, divided skirts,
aprons, leggings, denim tabis, arm guards, dark goggles
and heavy gauntlets kept them immune from their arch
enemy, dirt.

Stoic and shy, they posed for the camera, then burst
into a spate of merriment caught by The Advertiser
photographer (top picture).

Then they vaulted into the back of the truck and
arranged themselves in orderly rows, faces front, feet
together, hands in laps. They looked demure as nuns.
They chattered like parakeets.

As the truck lurched off, six little hands went up.
Until they were out of sight, they waved up and down,
up and down, like little girls. Those happy old faces
smiled to beat sunshine itself.

Over the hill they went, strong as men, happy as
children, women who surely live in deeds, not years,
and "needeth not to be ashamed."

Of such stalwart stock will come more leaders of the
Pacific . . . more leaders of Hawaii.
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