ENiamATIC IMAGES

Leonord K. Poculan, Honolwlu
Publishing's print production
directar, is from Kona and 5 o
lifeleng friend of Kelekolio. Not
long affer the photo was
taken, Poculon was vighting
relatives on the Big Island, and
his nlece osked him, “Did you
haar what hoppened in Kallug-
Kona? §he told him about the
remarkable photo everyone
was faiking about. Poculan,
who Is keenly offuned fo his
Hawalian hertage, but who Is
also a down-to-earth, seeing-is-
belleving sort of parson, asked
hiz mece if she had been there
or had seaen the phofo. §he
said, "No," and he sald, “Don’t
beleve what you hear.”

Paoculan thought nothing
maore about it. Then, six years
ilater, he wos fogether with
Kelekolio and Joe Tassiil,
anather member of the canoce
club who had bean on the
scene that day, and the two
starfed talking about it
Hearing it from two longlinme
friends who hod been thera,
Paculan fook notice. Tassil
had the photo and showed it
to him. With the possage of
time, the Polaroid shot hod
faded, but the enigmaotic
figuras in frant of the heiou
ware there, all ight.

Pocuwlan barrowed the
ariginal to have an enlarged
print made. He fook it o o

professionol photo processing
lob ond put a few guastions fo
the expert technicians thera,
Yas, they said, the phofo

was an oniginal. They
further told him that It is
mechanically an impossibility
fo double-expose o phofo
using @ Polarold camera. Nor
had the photo bean fompered
with, they said,

Stili—thera were those
mages, dressed from a
bygone era in Hawall and out
of scale with the other people
in the picfure.

From Poculan, the prind come
into my hands, | decided to
take it to two kohuna fo get
thair interpretation of it

Morrnah Simeona, looking ot
the large woman who s
prominent in the grouping,
said, “Thats Koohumanuw.” (s o
matter of fact, the pose does
resambie a weN-known porfralf
of the queen.) She said
Koohumonu's spirit was there,
in the lond, ond wonted to be

and pranounced that it wos
donea.

When | took It to kohuna nul
Momi Mo'akini Lum, even
before | took the phofo out of
the envelope, she knew what
was on it. As | wos felling her

that it wos foken ot ‘dhu'ena
Helou, and that it was a
Polaroid shof, which is
impossible to double-expose,
she said with firm gssurance,
“ah, yes. You got the kupuna
[ancesfors).” When | showed
her the photo, she said, “That's
right. Thay are the kupuna.
They are of the bloodline that
belongs there, belongs fo that
hedau. It Is a royal family, as
indicated by the red they are
wedgring.” | asked her why they
ware there, and she replied,
“They come out fo say thank
you for a job wall dona on the
helow They're plected with the
work, and they're af peace. |
think s a beautiful phofo.”

I do, too, but I sHill cant gef
ovar the habff, every time |
pull it out of the envelope to
look af it, of checking fo see if
the kupuno—or Koohumanu—
are shill there. —P.P.
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