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GWENDOLYN KUULEI FELISA ARCE 

What Makes Mid-Pacific Institute Important to Me?! 

Prayer became an important part of my life through the example of my grandmother. I remember as a 
young child going with Grandma Saffery to fish in the ocean when we wanted a variety in our diet. We 
raised most of our own animals for food and for sale. We had pigs, chickens, ducks, and rabbits. We bartered 
for beef from the people who had ranches. They wanted sea weed and grandma would gather and prepare the 
requested sea weed for the Kenalio family who lived and worked on the Rice Ranch in Kihei. 

I remember one morning grandma woke me up and said, “Let’s go pull net this morning and see what 
we get today”. We took a net about 40 feet long with a bag in the center of this length of netting. We walked 
along the waters edge until she decided where she would enter the ocean. She would direct me to stand waist 
deep in the water which would become warm from acclimating to the temperature. Grandma would then 
walk parallel to the sea shore dropping her net as she made her way to the end of the net, finally with end of 
the rope in her hands. She would then motion to me to walk towards her as I held on to my end of the net, 
making my way towards the shore as she did. 

This particular morning, instead of the usual loose sea weeds cluttering the net with fish hidden 
among the greens, the net was empty! Not a sign of anything along the length of the net. There was no 
movement of fish to be seen in the net we both were pulling up upon the shore. Then suddenly the bag in the 
middle of the net in a V shape came quietly into view and grandma quietly said, “Awe...no fish”. Suddenly 
the end of the bag came alive with silver fishes jumping as the center of the net holding the V shape bag 
came ashore. I remember grandma saying aloud, “Heavenly Father heard my prayer”. And she offered a 
prayer of thanks then on the beach. She repeated how Heavenly Father will always hear her prayer. I recall 
she always prayed and offered thanks for everything we were blessed with. We prayed over every meal. We 
prayed every night and morning. Prayer was a part of our life in Kihei. 

It became my turn to remember the need to pray. I was in the last month of my 5th grade year. I 
realize we did not have the money to pay $8.00 a month to the bus company that took the students into 
Wailuku for high school transportation. All that summer I worked hard at picking beans (a long yellow sweet 
bean from the Kiawe tree) which the ranchers used to feed pigs and cows. We earned $25.00 a ton and 
grandma had much property where these trees grew. I hated that job. It was hard work. But I did it knowing I 
needed the money in 3 years to pay for that transportation to school. 

That fall, we had a new principal come to our school. I was in the 6th grade now. This principal 
required the teacher to push us in math and reading. We frequently had substitute teachers as we were far off 
the preferred school to teach at. Our school was a rural school where everyone was poor. I remember three 
distinguished citizens in the community, a dentist, attorney, and George Leong who worked for the county 
offices in Wailuku. The rest of us were people of the community, working hard in school and in the work we 
knew we needed to do. We had our own garden and food in our back yard. We lived on 27 acres of land and 
growing up with cousins and uncles and aunts made for plenty of companions. We had all we needed to 
grow up. We used imagination and made up games for ourselves like sitting on the steps assigning the cars 
that passed by to each person sitting there. Cars were few passing on that road but it was fun to see who had 
the best looking car by the end of that time period of our game. 

During my 7th grade year, our principal taught the 7th and 8th grade classes combined. She was a tall 
stately woman with kind eyes but she looked sad often. I grew to like her and appreciated her kindness in the 
classroom. One day, Mrs. Ezell asked me if I would speak to my grandma and get permission to come spend 
the weekend at her home. I was surprised at this invitation. I was very shy and hesitant to go but I felt almost 
compelled to accept this invitation. I learned she was LDS. It was not difficult to keep this privilege from the 
rest of the students as I stayed after school and walked home. During the middle of the year, she spent time 
in her home tutoring me in English and in Math. On my birthday the 20th of May 1948, she called me into 
her office and handed me a letter. This was my 8th grade year with graduation the first week in June. I read 
the letter and could not understand it at first. I was being given a scholarship depending on my work at Mid-
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Pacific Institute in Honolulu. I was to respond if I accepted and then the requirements for my needs would be 
sent in a following letter. 

I remember Sister Ezell explained to me the meaning of this letter. I asked permission to leave her 
office. I went to the building beyond the school that served as a bathroom, went into the stall and locked the 
door, and knelt on my knees to give thanks for answer to my prayer which meant I would leave Kihei, move 
to the big city all alone, and I would board for the next nine months and prove myself in earning the 4 years 
of schooling on a scholastic scholarship. My education would be funded by the Liliuokalani Trust Fund, 
established for Hawaiian descendants. It was worth $2000.00 with five dollars spending monies per month 
for the rest of my time at this private school. 

My prayer was answered. And many times as I struggled in school not having had the basic skills of 
education in a somewhat backward school, Heavenly Father blessed me to understand and grasp the concepts 
being taught. I learned many more things. I learned that the gospel of Jesus Christ which I did not understand 
was true. It was not until I continued my education in this non-denominational Christian school and later in a 
Catholic nursing school that I understood why I questioned doctrines taught there that I could not accept. 

My testimony was growing but I did not understand testimony. Heavenly Father blessed my life with 
Grandpa Crandall who taught me all I know through study and especially through his example and 
dedication to the Lord. 

I know that prayers are answered. It takes a long time in some instances. But prayers are answered. 
This I know without any doubt. Heavenly Father knows me. And He knows each one of you by name. I 
know this through the Spirit. We will see Mid-Pac. 

 

Why go to Pearl Harbor?! 

Most of you know a little about Pearl Harbor. I was about 7 years old when this harbor was bombed 
by the Japanese. I had just reached the chapel in Kihei when the district leader Bro. Pia Cockett announced 
the bombing had taken place. I did not understand bombs. We were told to watch the sky for blue parachutes 
and report it to authorities. I was terribly frightened but I did not know why I was to be frightened. I did not 
understand. 

He dropped me off in front of grandma’s home and I went in and told her we had to keep our 
windows blackened and no lights were to be exposed. How frightened I was as grandma explained war and 
what it means. We listened to the radio to get information and learned so many of our service men were 
killed in the raid on Oahu. These men were preparing for war and they were killed because there was no 
alarm given of the planes which flew under radar into the islands. 

We will visit this special memorial on Oahu. Please look up information of this event December 7, 
1942 before coming to the islands. We hope these little bits of information will help you understand what we 
are doing there on Oahu. 

[Emails from Gwendolyn Kuulei Felisa Arce Crandall, dated 9 June 2007, in preparation for a family reunion in Hawaii during June, 2007.] 


