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  Hawaiian Terms Glossary


Most of the Hawaiian words appearing in this series can be guessed from the context of the sentences. But if you ever get stumped, check back to this page and confirm the meaning of the word. These terms are used in everyday life and conversations in Hawaiʻi where Cassandra Sato was born and raised. 
ʻāina: the land; often used with reverence, reflecting deep cultural and spiritual connection to place
Aloha: hello, goodbye, and love or affection
chicken skin: Hawaiian-style goosebumps. The kind you get from eerie stories, beautiful music, or moments that hit you right in the heart
Da kine: the word you use when you don’t know the word, whatsit, that thing
haole: a white person, a foreigner, a tourist, a person not from Hawaiʻi or Polynesia
Haupia: a traditional Hawaiian coconut milk pudding, often served at luaus
hula: a type of dance of Hawaiʻi
keiki: children
manapua: Delicious food with origins from China (char siu bao). Usually sweet & sour pork wrapped in a steamed slightly sweet bun, but it can be made with a variety of fillings
Musubi: Spam musubi is a popular food in Hawaiʻi and typically consists of spam, rice, nori, and shoyu (soy sauce)
Mana: a sacred word from native Hawaiian culture meaning the spiritual energy of power and strength
Mahalo: thank you, gratitude, respect
ʻOhana: family
ʻOno: delicious food, tasty (also the name of a type of fish)
Pau: finished, done
shishi: local slang for “pee.” Used by kids and adults alike. If someone says they need to shishi, just point them to the bathroom and don’t ask questions
stink eye: death glare. The silent art of side-eyeing someone so hard they feel it in their soul. Used by aunties, toddlers, and grumpy uncles across the islands
Tutu: grandma
Wahine: female or woman






  
  

To Lori Ideta and Evelyn Ideta
With warmest aloha








  
  Chapter One


Through the closed classroom door, Cassandra Sato heard raised voices. Two blurred silhouettes shifted behind the opaque glass inset. Cassandra had known Jocelyn Kaneshiro too long to believe she'd argue with a student. It must be a misunderstanding. 
Respecting her friend’s privacy, Cassandra stepped away from the door and turned her attention to the magnificent waterfront view. She stood beneath the shady roof of the outdoor balcony, careful to protect her skin. The ocean shimmered just 500 yards away, and a salty breeze feathered her cheeks.
Many locals born and raised on Oahu took living in paradise for granted, but not Cassandra. She had traveled extensively the past ten years and appreciated how lucky she was to have this view and lifestyle every workday. 
When the classroom door opened, Cassandra heard a plaintive male voice, “But Dr. K, I have to go to the conference. I already told my family I won the scholarship to attend in San Francisco. What am I gonna tell my Tutu if I don’t go?”
Jocelyn’s answer was quieter, “I don’t want to disappoint your grandmother either. You need to fix this. I trust you to do the right thing. I need to know tomorrow.”
When the door fully opened, the student stomped to the exit stairs at the far end of the open walkway. Cassandra waited two heartbeats and knocked twice on the doorway. 
Jocelyn grabbed her bag. “Howzit, Cass. Just give me a sec’. I gotta lock up.” 
Cassandra and Jocelyn had been roommates in undergrad and grad school, friends for more than ten years. Polar opposites in looks—Cassandra was petite and professionally dressed even in college, Jocelyn’s voluptuous curves and hippie style reflected her easygoing approach—but similar in ambition, together they navigated sticky situations in their rise up the academic ranks to their current positions as Dean of Students and Adjunct Professor. 
“Always keeping me waiting,” Cassandra teased.
“Gotta be back at 11:30 sharp to teach my freshmen bio lab, yeah?” Jocelyn’s brightly flowered bag was slung crossbody. A single braid draped over her shoulder, and orange framed sunglasses covered a third of her face. Jocelyn said, “My new haole department chair doesn’t understand Hawaiian time yet and gets grouchy if instructors start class late. He actually keeps track! Like we’re children or something. That guy? He gotta lose the tie already and chill out.”
Stopping at the small takeout coffee stand on the ground floor, they walked to a nearby park bench. Cassandra said, “I overheard you and your student earlier. What’s wrong?”
“I nominated my mentee’s biology project for an award next spring at a conference in San Francisco. If Andrew Gloria is named a finalist, he and his faculty mentor win free trips to the conference where he would receive the award and do a poster presentation.”
“Wow, that’s great! His name, Gloria... it seems familiar.” Cassandra searched her memory for how she could know that family. “Where’s he from?”
“Andrew’s parents live on Kauai, I think.”
Gloria was a pretty common Portuguese last name. Cassandra shrugged. “You must be very proud of him. With a teacher like you, he can’t lose, right?” 
“I don’t know.” Jocelyn pulled stray hairs from the end of her braid. “Maybe I overestimated Andrew’s maturity level. If you heard our little 'Come to Jesus' talk, you know he needs to figure out his priorities really quick. He has a bright future ahead of him if he wants it.”
“I hope it’s nothing serious.”
“It might be serious if we don’t nip it in the bud,” said Jocelyn. “I don’t want to get anyone in trouble, but hopefully I set him straight today and his mistakes won’t get to your desk. All the mentoring in the world can’t help him if I want his success more than he does.”
“You and I have been around long enough to know we can’t do it for the students.” Cassandra raised her cardboard takeout coffee cup and tapped it against Jocelyn’s in a toast. “Speaking of wanting more. How’s your job search going?”
“I put out like twenty resumes and received several form letter email rejections. But I did one video interview last week and have another scheduled for tomorrow. I’m not stopping until I find a new position.”
Cassandra smiled encouragingly. “The right thing will come along. And when it happens, they’ll be lucky to have you.” Her friend had been looking for a tenure-track position on the mainland for almost a year. Desperation was beginning to show in Jocelyn’s eyes. 
“The clock is ticking on my dream house full of keiki.” Jocelyn slowly swept her arm encompassing the ocean view and college buildings behind them. “I’m thirty-three years old and maybe Mr. Right isn't from town, yeah?”
Oahu State College was in the heart of Kaka’ako between the bustling industry of the harbor and Ala Moana’s shopping, park, and beach. Only a few miles away, tourists flocked to Waikiki. Palm trees lined the streets, the manicured landscaping around the small private college bloomed with vibrant shades of pink and purple year-round. Classes met in the first two floors of three simply designed commercial buildings with open-air hallways and connecting links. Residence halls occupied the top five floors, giving non-local students iconic views for an excellent value during their undergrad experience.
“What about you,” Jocelyn asked. “Are you gonna spend your entire professional existence on this rock?”
They’d covered this ground before. Cassandra didn’t share Jocelyn’s restless vagabond desires. Cassandra smoothed her pencil skirt. “This ‘rock’ is paradise! I’d be happy to spend my whole career here. Why not?”
“Because you were made for bigger things.” Jocelyn’s emphatic hand gestures and big personality were what drew Cassandra to her friend. “Do the math.”
Biology nerds were always shoving the importance of math at hapless non-science-y friends. Cassandra frowned. “What are you talking about?”
“Look, I know you want to be president of a university,” said Jocelyn. “Dr. Alani is in his forties. He’s next in line to get the president’s job here, which means you have to go somewhere else. We got a limited number of higher education institutions in this state. What, you moving off-island?”
“Why would I move off-island?” Cassandra shook her head. “My whole family is here. My life is here.”
“It’s simple math.”
There she went with the math again. 
Cassandra squinted her eyes, but Jocelyn kept preaching. “Either you make headway here or you need to find a different job. Maybe take something on the mainland for a few years and get more experience at a larger school.”
“Thanks for planning my life out for me.” Sarcasm crept into Cassandra’s voice. “Very helpful.”
“Okay, you get one betta plan?” Jocelyn said, allowing the dialect of their youth to make her point. “I’m listening.”
To the left, surfers floated off of Point Panic. Cassandra itched to join them and avoid this third degree. “Maybe I like it here. I’m satisfied.”
Jocelyn rolled her eyes. “Satisfied? Sheesh, you too good for satisfied. You were the smartest one on our dorm floor. Got your PhD when you were what—28? Went straight through, no problem—” 
She held up a hand like a stop sign. “Wait. I’m sorry. Didn’t mean it like that
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