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Memoirs of a Pineapple Bride
by Claire Hutton

She stood in front of me, a delicate eighty-seven-year
old woman.  Before we could begin this story, she led me
into her bedroom.  We halted in front of a romantically
carved kukui wood dresser.  She instructed me to pin curl
her bursting white hair.  She grabbed my wrist and helped
guide it around her head as she divulged the age-old secret
of those beautiful movie star waves.  We sat down to let
the hair dry and she launched into crossing and uncrossing
her legs.  Apprehensively she began to tell me of her life.

She was a tropical girl.  On any given day she could be
found barefoot and smiling with big picturesque dimples.
For the majority of her life she surrounded herself with
the sweet smell of oranges, lemons, mandarins and other
sugary, tantalizing fruits.  She was born in the year 1917 in
Jacksonville Florida, the most promising city in the south
and one of the largest regions of citrus production in the
world.  Her name was Elizabeth Tyler, but for as long as
she can remember everyone had called her Betty Ann.  Her
mother’s name was also Elizabeth.

As a young girl she was closest to her father, who
worked at the city utilities office.  On Fridays he would
give his workers the day off to go fishing.  All of the fami-
lies would then gather together to have a hefty fish fry.

stinging grass that was full of red fire ants.  The little girl
got all bent out of shape at her father.  She was afraid she
would disappoint her mother because the outfit was ru-
ined.  The butterflies were burned and bizarrely shaped
and the colors appeared even more brilliant next to the
black and grey ash.  Betty Ann argued to wear the dress
long after her mother had thrown it away.

“I had stretched across the curve of my mother’s feet
that afternoon and I watched with wonder as her hands
darted and slid across the smooth fabric of the dress.  She
was feverishly finishing the needlework to have it ready
for my birthday celebration.  I never understood why my
mother didn’t let me keep that dress.”

When she was nineteen, Betty Ann got permission from
her parents to visit her brother Orville Zelotes Tyler whom
she lovingly called O.Z.  He was stationed on Oahu as a
career military man at Schofield Army Base.  He asked
her to join him there for the summer.  This was a time
when the mainland had a love affair with everything Ha-
waiian.

She had dreamed up a romantic vision of the blossom-
ing native islands while listening captivated to the “Ha-
waii Calls” talk show on her daddy’s radio.

“I was in love with the strains of the slack key guitar,”
she said.  “I packed a trunk with aloha shirts adorned with
wooden buttons, my favorite skirts, flamboyant sarongs,
and my fishing pole.”

She took the Sunset Limited railway clear to San Fran-
cisco.  She would lean her head on the glass and watch the
sun drop below the line of tracks as she headed west.  At
pier fifty-seven she embarked a colossal cruise liner to
Oahu, the crossroads of the Pacific.  For two months she
was immersed in the slow paced, intensely cultural life-
style of the island.  She would go for a dip every morning,
slicing her body through the glassy ripples just south of
Waikiki beach.  She decided to leave the all-girls college
she was attending in Florida and transfer to the University
of Hawaii.  She was studying to be a writer and poet.

She lived with her brother and his wife on the army
base.  They had a lively and magnificent time.  They at-
tended dances, baseball games, and parades with the most
beautiful floats made of tropical fruits and hibiscus flow-
ers.  They watched native Hawaiian dancers swivel and
step to the rhythm of the hula.  She fit in well with the
married crowd and could keep up with the weekends of
profound drinking.  She loved bourbon and water.  She
would tag along to the beach, bridge games, or the Scoffield
Barracks Officers Club.  One night while attending a din-
ner party with O.Z., Betty Anne met a young haoli man
named Louis Brown.

“Haoli means white skinned,” she pronounces, making
sure I understand.

She would cozy up to her father those nights and breathe
in the spicy aroma of fresh fish.  He would tell stories of
aggressive lightning that reached out and struck weather
vanes and massive alligators that plugged up the local storm
drains with their stout, scaly bodies.

On one particular warm and balmy night, five-year-old
Betty Ann was wearing a beige silk pongee dress that her
mother had embroidered with vibrant multicolored butter-
flies.  She was twirling sparklers like a baton girl and run-
ning wildly around the yard when an ember flew and ig-
nited her dress.  Her father had to roll her across the prickly,

Elizabeth Tyler Brown
The “Pineapple Bride”
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He was exceptionally tall and had placed around his
neck an alluring, fragrant plumeria lei made from trum-
peted white Singapore flowers, as if he had known this
was to be a special night.  He had donned a tailored tuxedo
that complimented his awkward physique.  He had skill-
fully maneuvered the silk tie into a perfect bow.  She had
on a gleaming and reflective black dupioni silk dress and
expensive jeweled sandals.  She sparkled that night as
bright as the stars that dangled over the palm umbrellas in
the humid air.

“He asked me to call him Luau because he had such big
feet,” she said “I was a spunky young woman and despite
his big cumbersome manner we waltzed all night.” She
reveals a few lines in her gruff and syrupy voice.

I took one look at you,
That’s all I meant to do,

And then my heart stood still!
My feet could step and walk,
My lips could move and talk,
And yet my heart stood still!

Though not a single word was spoken
I could tell you knew.

That unfelt clasp of hands
Told me so well you knew.

I never lived at all
Until the thrill

Of that moment when
My heart stood still.

My Heart Stood Still
lyrics by Lorenz Hart

Luau was a proud pineapple farmer who labored in the
fields on the north shore of Hawaii, handpicking lush green-
leafed pineapple.  Betty Ann would visit him at the fruit
stands where she would buy mangoes, coconuts, and veg-
etables.  He would give her juicy, bright yellow slices of
pineapple to nibble on while shopping.  Plantation work-
ers were usually housed in camps near the field.  Within
the camps, workers celebrated festivals, shared food, and
participated in traditional Hawaiian activities.  For Luau
and his friends, traditional meant flipping cards, slinging
craps, and drinking.   The plantation was located just out-
side the mature town of Wahaiwa.  Luau was born and
raised on the island and was deeply embedded in the local
culture.  His father had worked for the Oahu Railway and
Land Company for numerous years as an engineer.  Luau
quickly asked this charismatic, fair-haired, tropical girl to
marry him.

Betty Anne felt she had been maneuvered into the mar-
riage by her brother O.  Z.  and the rest of her family since
Luau’s family was upper middle class a proposal for mar-
riage to a young girl from Jacksonville was considered an
attainment.  Bess, Betty Ann’s mother, encouraged her

daughter to accept the proposal but try to remain devoted
to her studies.

“So, with a gentle but persistent thrust from my family
I was suddenly engaged to be married.“

“Were you in love with him?” I ask timidly
“Not at the time, darling!”
She became fast friends with girls from the university.

They would drive around in a charcoal black and grey cam-
ouflaged truck that the military base had loaned to Betty
Anne.  The truck stuck out like a sore thumb amongst the
rainbow of green in the jungle.  The chattering group of
girls always wore scarves on their carefully manipulated
hairdos and tortoise-shelled sunglasses with mirrored
lenses.  The group would attend polo matches and local
picnics with arms weighed down by wiki wiki pineapple
pies made from vanilla pudding, graham crackers and juicy
crushed pineapple.  She had a relaxed and casual relation-
ship with the four girls that were in her wedding.  There
was the general’s daughter, the plantation manager’s daugh-
ter, the warrant officer’s daughter, and the maid of honor
was her brother’s wife.  The best man was the son of a
wealthy milkman.

The wedding took place at Saint Andrews Episcopal
Cathedral, a grand and dignified building situated among
the carefully groomed gardens of Queen Emma’s square
in downtown Honolulu.  The stained glass that adorned
the west wall of the cathedral was intricate and the invad-
ing sunlight shot beams of multifaceted color onto the bride
and groom.  Betty Ann had been strong-willed when it came
to choosing her wedding dress from Liberty House of Ha-
waii.  She chose a mock tuxedo style with small, vibrant
buttons climbing to just under her chin.  She claimed that
she felt masculine in it.  The color scheme for the wedding
embraced a luminous blue, a shimmering gold, and the
shiny white of the anthurium flowers.

The reception followed at the local beer brewer’s three-
story house on Diamond Head.  Betty Anne’s mother de-
cided there would be only rum punch to drink and as a
result Luau’s dad set up a bar in the basement and served a
harder drink made from the roots of ti leaves called
okolehau or “white lightning”.  For the honeymoon Betty
Ann and Luau drove a maroon six-passenger Pontiac to
Uncle Fred’s beach house in Kailua, a small town located
on the handsome northeast shore of Oahu.  They spent two
weeks playing amongst the sultry fishes, in the warm and
zealous ocean waters, on one of the most stunning beaches
in the world.  At twilight every evening they would fold
into a hammock and watch the bright orange sun fall be-
hind the secluded islands that loom close to the horizon.
The couple moved into a house in the town of Wahiawa,
which is located close to the pineapple plantation on the
King Kamehameha highway, near the Koolau Mountains.
The silky clouds sat so close to the tips of the mountains
Betty Ann could raise her arms to touch them.  The breeze
would glide the misty air in and out of the exposed rooms
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of the house rotating the braided palm fans.  They would
have parties and Betty Anne would make American food.
They belonged to a beach club that had a large hua tree
near the pool.  The tree’s branches were so large and gnarly
Luau, Betty Ann, and ten of their friends could sit in it.
She would tromp around in a two-piece bathing suit her
mother made, soaking up the sun.  The suit was dark jungle
green with white hibiscus flowers; it had a bandeau bust
and brief bottoms.  The year was 1937 and the bikini was
about to hit mainstream.  Betty Anne was living the model
island lifestyle.  Four years later during World War II, girls
in bathing suits were often used as pin ups for the men of
the armed forces who were fighting.

Pearl Harbor was bombed during pre-dawn darkness
on a Sunday morning December 7, 1941.  Luau and the
plantation men of Wahiawa ran around the sugar cane fields
with weighty iron golf clubs searching for the Japanese.
Betty Anne and the plantation wives stood surrounded by
pineapple watching with fear and cheering for the Ameri-
cans as the first round of Japanese dive bombers went down
over Wheeler Field.

“I had just been to see “Gone with the Wind” at a pic-
ture house down the street from the field,” she said “We
could see it burning from the upcountry.”

Many of the wives who had families on the mainland
were returned home for the duration of the war as refu-
gees.  She couldn’t believe she was a refugee.  Betty Anne
departed to Florida in 1942 because of the fragility of the
island and at the sharp request of her family.

“I knew I could get training for a job helping to rebuild
the war-torn island, so I attended welding classes in Florida
to keep my mind busy.  I felt that the jobs geared towards
men were the ones that paid the most money.  Everyone
thought I was foolish and my mother was somewhat up-
set.”

During Betty Ann’s days off, she kept house with her
mother.  She would make the beds with sweet sun-parched
sheets and brush the cool tile floors with a broom.  Some-
times she cast a long, lazy line with her father and his
employees.  Luau stayed on Oahu to take care of the land
and its workers.  They would write to each other often that
year.  She was frightened and restless back home among
the soft brown sand and the fresh perfume of citrus.  She
knew Luau was crouched low among the razor edged moun-
tains in the pineapple fields, sternly waiting until the fol-
lowing year when the war would end and they could be
back together again.

“I missed him” she says, struggling to keep the
sadness from escaping her throat like a baby bird clinging
to a jagged eggshell.  She became calm then.  Her legs
were still and her big chocolate brown eyes were closed.
She told me to go and look on her dresser at the photos
from her past.  There shadowed by the heavy frames of her
children, grandchildren and great grandchildren was a deli-
cate bamboo, double-framed photo of Betty Ann and Luau.

The images were taken the year they were reunited and
evoke the soft timeless aura of black and white photo-
graphs.  When I take her hair from the pins and brush it
slowly and awkwardly with an antique brush, it begins to
resemble the highlighted brown hair in the photograph.
She looks up at me and smiles and deep beneath the
wrinkles and soft curves of her skin, I can see her dimples.

On the Road to Hana, Maui, Hawaii.  December 2006
(photo by Pat Edwards)

Farewell to Waipio
By Elizabeth Tyler Brown

November 2, 1988

We settled in Huelo at Waipio Bay
Where wild waves break on the rocky cliff
Rising shearly three hundred feet or more.
A fertile meadow lies between two gulches;
In the northern gulch a waterfall cascades

Between two old stone pillars
Moss bearded, one is crumbled, one standing still.

Awestruck one stops in contemplation
Of ancient ways in ancient days.

The land slopes from the road seaward
To a breathtaking panorama;

Lying at the edge of a tropic rainforest
The growth is lushly green

And tradewinds cool the fragrant air.
Nature set the scene with a lavish hand.
On Maui’s Hamakua Coast it faces east

And the sun rising out of the ocean each day
Calls us to be thankful for our home.


