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  The sun had barely risen over the mountains when Anu pulled 

the last batch of cookies out of the oven.  Two sheets of twelve 

cookies each, on top of the first three batches, making a total 

of ninety-six fluffy chocolate-chip cookies, all cooked before 

the sun could burn the mildew off of the window sills.  She had 

risen at 4:30 in the morning, just like she had done every 

Saturday for nearly twelve years.  Her mother had passed the 

cookie-making responsibility to her on her eleventh birthday, 

so, as her father told her, she could learn about work and 

responsibility.  She needed to contribute to the household labor 

and earn her keep.  She was a woman.   

At first Anu didn’t mind, but as she and her friends got 

older and Friday nights became an important social occasion, she 

learned the hard way that late Friday nights weren’t conducive 

with early Saturday mornings.  Most of her friends had long 

since moved away or simply didn’t speak to her anymore.  She 

never expressed resentment, but now on her twenty-third 

birthday, the cookie-making routine had become so repetitive 

that she could do it practically sleepwalking, giving her ample 

time to think about her lot in life. 



 Once the cookies cooled, Anu would stuff five apiece into 

nineteen Ziploc bags, which at six dollars a bag would generate 

114 dollars.  Minus the fourteen dollars for ingredients, her 

mother and her would pocket one hundred dollars from the cookie 

sales. The money was merely pocket change, though.  The cookies 

earned their weight in gold by acting as a lure to draw 

unsuspecting tourists to their family’s farmer’s market table 

where they could sell macadamia nuts for twenty-four dollars a 

bag.  Anu’s family had cornered the cookie niche long before Anu 

could remember helping her mother sell them. 

On this particular morning, Anu’s mother, Sashi, sat on a 

stool huddled under a blanket by the eighteen-year-old oven, 

which could barely fit the baking sheets that Sashi had 

purchased on Amazon six months ago.  Not many people know that 

Hawi (pronounced, Hah-vee), which sits along the northern coast 

of the Big Island of Hawaii, can drop into the low-forties.  No, 

it’s not the freezing temperatures common at the top of Kilauea, 

but it’s cold nonetheless for people accustomed to the tropics. 

When Anu placed the cookie sheets on the counter and began 

to place them one-by-one on cooling racks, Sashi scowled at her 

with disgust.  Anu felt the stare, but she long ago learned to 

focus on the fresh scent of the cookies that filled her nostrils 

and made her mouth water.  Anu knew that nineteen bags of five 

cookies would leave one remaining cookie, and that cookie 



belonged to her.  The cookie made the fact her friends no longer 

asked her to come out on Friday nights somewhat bearable.  

“Are you going to bring me my coffee or are you going to 

make me get up?” Sashi asked, breaking Anu away from her cookie 

hypnosis. 

“Sorry, mother.”  Anu obediently shifted her attention from 

the cookies to the rusted metal coffee pot.  Sashi reluctantly 

agree to purchase the baking sheets on the premise that it was 

good for business, but a coffee pot was a coffee pot and there 

would be no discussion of wasting money on a newer version.  To 

avoid electric shock, Anu unplugged the machine and then filled 

a Four Seasons Hualalai Resort coffee mug nearly to the top.  

She brought it to her mother who accepted it by allowing just 

her hand to emerge from the warmth of the blanket. 

After taking a sip, she said, “The cookies smell burnt.” 

“No they don’t, mother.” 

Anu finished laying the cookies on the rack and then began 

placing the cooled cookies into plastic bags.  She the 

delicately placed those in a cloth-lined basket, because, as her 

mother taught her, presentation was just as important as taste.  

By the time she finished her first two batches, the remaining 

cookies had cooled, so she completed the bagging until the one 

cookie remained.  She heard her mother slurping on the hot 

coffee and felt her gaze on her back.  She knew she should wait 



to eat the cookie, but it sat there on the cooling rack, alone 

and warm and enticing.  She couldn’t fight the urge. 

As she reached to pick it up and indulge in her most 

favorite of sensations, her mother said, “Do you really think 

you should eat that cookie?  You’re fat enough already, aren’t 

you?” 

Anu hesitated with the warm cookie in her hand and cringed 

at the words.  She looked down at her belly that made a rounded 

bulge underneath her fraying T-shirt, extending out nearly as 

far as her breasts.  The backs of her hips poured over her jeans 

and she could feel her neck push out under her chin while she 

looked.  She momentarily moved her hand back to the cooling 

rack, but was powerless to resist.  She brought the cookie to 

her lips and the hot chocolate chips immediately oozed out in 

her bite and filled her mouth and taste buds with joy.  

“I guess not,” Sashi said while Anu chewed.  “Your brother 

is off working at some fancy hotel and here you are, stuffing 

your face and getting fat.  Just disgusting.” 

Anu closed her eyes and continued to chew.  She brought the 

cookie to her mouth again and took another bite, and then 

another and another until it was gone.  Her whole body felt 

rejuvenated and for the briefest of moments she was in complete 

bliss.  When she opened her eyes, her bliss slowly melted away 

like the very cookie she had just consumed.  She turned to look 



at mother, old and bitter under the blanket, shaking her head at 

the disappointment that Anu had become. 

“Mother, the cookies are ready.  I’m going to go shower.” 

“A lot of good that will do you, looking so disgusting.” 

Anu stopped and took a deep breath, but without saying a 

word plugged the coffeemaker back into the outlet so that her 

mother had warm coffee and then left the kitchen and walked to 

her bedroom. 

 

 

A few minutes later, Anu stood in front of the bathroom 

mirror and looked at what she had become.  Her mother was right 

to an extent.  Anu had gained a considerable amount of weight 

since high school.  She never considered it a struggle with 

weight, but mainly because she had never concerned herself with 

her image.  Her eyes shifted from the view of herself to the 

outside of the mirror where she had hung pictures of her friends 

and a couple of boyfriends that she had acquired and lost over 

the years.  Nearly every face on the mirror no longer lived in 

Hawi, moving closer to Kona or for a couple of the particularly 

daring, moving to Oahu or all the way to the mainland.  The 

couple that still lived in town were now just faces in the crowd 

that she would occasionally see at the farmer’s market or at the 

coffee shop.  They were at one time or another all great 



friends, great memories.  She didn’t want to forget them, but 

she was happy for them.  They deserved everything they got.  She 

reached out and touched a picture of her father affectionately.  

She missed him more than anyone. 

She turned away from the mirror and picked up a flowery T-

shirt.  She once wore official-looking button-down shirts that 

she would iron and starch the night before, but she realized it 

made her look like a hotel employee, and any tourists coming out 

to these parts wanted to escape the hotel culture.  She didn’t 

need to look natural, she needed to look authentically Hawaiian.  

Her light brown skin helped, but a puka-shell necklace with a 

shark tooth hanging off of it helped even more. 

She had packed up the old Toyota Tacoma the night before 

and now just needed her money drawer and bag of cookies, both in 

the kitchen.  When she peaked through the doorway, her mother 

was still sitting by the fading warmth of the oven, staring down 

into her reflection from the black coffee.  Anu could see tears 

forming in her eyes, which made Anu’s heart seize in emotion.  

She stepped back out of the doorway to gather herself and then 

stepped into the kitchen with not a trace of sadness. 

“Hi, mother,” she said nonchalantly, picking up the basket 

and the money. 



Sashi sniffled and quickly wiped the tears from her cheeks 

and looked at her daughter.  “I see you showered.  I guess it 

did help.” 

“I shower every day, mother.  Maybe…” 

“Maybe what?” 

“Maybe you should consider doing the same.”  When Sashi’s 

eyes filled with an intense hatred, Anu quickly continued, “Why 

don’t you come with me today?  Help me set up like the old days.  

For my birthday.” 

“Sometimes you’re so stupid, it’s astonishing.” 

Anu nodded.  “Okay, mother.  I’ll see you when I get back.” 

Sashi said nothing as Anu took the money and the cookies 

and walked out the front door.  The morning was still brisk, but 

the sun was warming the world rapidly.  By noon, it would be 

another warm and humid day.  Since their house had no garage, 

just like all of the one and two-bedroom houses on the street, 

Anu walked to the white pick-up truck parked in the driveway.  

The cracked concrete of the driveway was nearly invisible 

underneath the weeds and outgrowth of the rainforest around 

them.  Only the tire tracks carved out by the truck kept the 

driveway noticeable.   

 

 



The market was held in the town center underneath two large 

Banyan trees.  The ancient trees covered nearly the entire 

grassy plaza in shade and created an idyllic setting for a 

Hawaiian market place, as the town council liked to advertise.  

The drive over only took about two minutes from Anu’s home, and 

at just past 7:30 in the morning, she was one of the first 

vendors to arrive. 

She parked the truck along the edge of the grass and began 

to pull out one of the large fold out tables that will make up a 

side of her booth.  As she slid it out, she smiled and looked 

over her shoulder.  As expected, Rick, a young farmer from North 

Kohala, came bounding over to help. 

“Morning, neighbor,” he said, shoving her out of the way as 

he grabbed the table and flipped it over his head. 

“You really don’t have to do that,” Anu replied, taking no 

exception to the help as she opened the passenger door and 

grabbed some sheets. 

“I like to help you.” 

Anu blushed as they began to walk to her usual spot at the 

base of the first Banyan tree.  When they covered the short 

distance, Rick flipped the table back over and slid it next to 

his family’s booth, which was already up and running.  The booth 

had a variety of fresh fruits and vegetables.  Anu would usually 



leave with some tomatoes or pineapples, whatever didn’t sell 

out. 

“Good morning, Anu,” Rick’s mother, Lailani, said.  

Lailani’s lips, much like her son, had been molded into a 

perpetual smile.  She wore a straw hat and several beaded 

necklaces.  Once Rick ran back to the truck to get the second 

table, Lailani asked, “Will we be seeing Sashi today?” 

Anu rolled her eyes.  “Not today.  Sorry.” 

“Shame.  You hang in there, though.  He only left about a 

year ago, right?  It’ll take some time.” 

“I know.  We’ll be fine.” 

“Do you need me to come over?  Coax her out of the house?” 

“No, thank you, that’s not necessary.  My mom is just… 

she’ll be fine.” 

Lailani’s lips curled farther into a smile.  “Okay, well 

let me know.  Now am I mistaken, or is it someone’s birthday 

today?” 

Anu smiled and looked at the ground as her cheeks grew red. 

“Mom!”  Rick had just arrived with the second table still 

in the air.  “We were going to do that together!” 

“Oh I know, I know,” Lailani said.  “I couldn’t help 

myself!  Come here, Ku’uipo, we got you a little gift.” 

Anu put her belongings on the already set-up table and 

wandered closer to Lailani’s booth.  Lailani reached into her 



purse and pulled out an envelope.  She walked toward Anu holding 

the envelope in the air. 

“What is it?” Anu asked. 

“I don’t want you to get mad at me, but we’ve been 

neighbors at this market for over ten years.  I haven’t seen you 

as happy as when you talk about going to Oahu to go to school.” 

Anu’s smile faded.  “So what’s in the envelope?” 

She took it from Lailani and opened it.  She pulled out a 

plane ticket. 

“Spring term starts next week.  You said last week you 

couldn’t afford the flight.  Well now that’s no excuse.  I don’t 

want to see you here next Saturday.” 

“She just wants to take over your space,” Rick quipped. 

Lailani slapped Rick on the shoulder and hissed.  Smiling, 

Rick threw his hands up in a defenseless pose.  After a moment, 

they both returned their gaze to Anu, who looked deadpan at the 

ticket.   

“I can’t accept this,” she finally said. 

“It’s a nonrefundable ticket in your name.  It’s done.  The 

only thing you can do to repay me is use it.” 

Anu gulped and nodded.  “Thank you, it’s very… thoughtful.  

I’ll think about it.” 

“You have four days to do all the thinking you can.  Now 

get set up, customers are arriving early.  Happy birthday!” 



 

 

A few hours later, only six bags of cookies remained on 

Anu’s table and about half of the bags of macadamia nuts were 

gone.  Now that her brother could ship them in from Kona on his 

day off, she could sell as many as 100 bags on any given 

Saturday.  As the crowd began to thin out for lunch, Anu sat in 

her chair and flipped through a magazine, sipping a glass of 

Kombucha from Tony’s booth under the second tree.  She looked up 

when a young couple from the mainland appeared. 

“Aloha!” the man said with a wave. 

Anu smiled and stood up.  She nodded her head with 

encouragement.  “Aloha.” 

The man was wearing a tank top (now that the sun had come 

up) and board shorts from the latest Billabong line.  It looked 

like he had recently purchased his hat from a Honolua Surf Shop 

and his flips flops were so stiff they were causing blisters 

between his toes.  His wife—Anu noticed the large diamond on her 

finger—seemed more comfortable in her thin-cotton dress, which 

had frayed edges and flowed softly over her body.  The man 

placed his hand on her belly, which made enough of a protrusion 

in the dress that Anu assumed she was about five months 

pregnant. 



“My most beautiful wife has a mean craving for some of 

these cookies you have right here,” he said.  “And I wouldn’t 

mind taking some of those tasty-looking macadamias off your 

hands.” 

“Sure, sounds great.” 

As Anu moved to gather his requests, the woman rolled her 

eyes and said, “Will you please stop?” 

 “What do you mean?” he asked. 

She put her hands up and started to pat the air.  “Just 

tone it down.”  She then looked at Anu and said, “Sorry, he’s 

from Montana.” 

“Oh!  We don’t get many Montanans.  That’s fun.”  Anu 

smiled and handed him the food.  “It’s okay.  He’s just happy.  

We encourage that around here.  Believe me, if you could see 

everyone I get to meet, he’s doing just fine.” 

“Thank you!” he said, feeling redeemed.  “We’re in Hawaii.  

I’m just trying to fit in.” 

“By acting like a tourist?” 

He made a point of looking at her belly and then widening 

his eyes as though to tell Anu, “She’s acting a little crazy.” 

“Where are you two from?” Anu asked the woman. 

 “We’re both from Los Angeles,” she said, “he’s originally 

from Montana.” 

“Mmm, I hear L.A. is great.” 



 “Have you ever been to Montana?” Derek asked. 

 “Of course she has never been to Montana, Derek.” 

“No,” Anu chimed in.  “I’ve never been.  I would love to, 

though.  There’s a lot… No, I’ve never been.” 

There was an awkward silence until Derek held the 

macadamias and cookies up.  “How much do I owe?” 

“Oh, sorry!  That’ll be thirty dollars.” 

“Thirty dollars?” 

“Oh, um, yeah.  Fresh cookies and best macadamias on the 

island.  Sorry, it’s kind of expensive here.” 

Derek hesitated and considered handing the items back to 

Anu, but the woman said, “Just pay her.  This is why we came.” 

The argument ended.  Derek pulled his wallet out and handed 

Anu the cash. 

“So,” he said, “to get to the black sand beach, it’s 

close?” 

“Yep!  Just follow the road until it dead ends.  It’s 

steep, though, just, well, you know.  It’s not an easy hike.” 

“We’ll be fine,” the woman said as she walked away. 

Derek watched her leave and then turned to Anu and said, 

“If you ever find yourself in Los Angeles, look us up.  You have 

macadamias, but we have the best tacos you’ve ever tasted.”  He 

slid a card across the table, which Anu read as he walked away.  



The card said, Derek Johnson, Attorney-at-law, Great Films 

Entertainment. 

She looked up and saw them visiting another booth, and then 

she sat back in her chair and returned to her magazine 

 

 

 Later that afternoon, Anu pulled up to her house but 

stopped when she saw the driveway.  The weeds and overgrowth had 

been cut away and the bushes trimmed back.  The prominent tire 

marks still existed, but the front yard had been cleared for the 

first time since Anu’s father packed a bag and left.  Anu took 

off her five-dollar orange aviators and inspected the house.  

She looked up and down the street to make sure she hadn’t 

suddenly mistaken her home for another.  But there was no 

denying it.  Someone had cleaned up her front yard.   

 “Dad,” she whispered to herself. 

 She pulled the truck around and backed it into its spot on 

the driveway.  She picked up the money drawer but left 

everything else behind.  She couldn’t help but smile as she 

traversed the suddenly manicured yard and entered through the 

front door.  She looked around, no longer hiding the fact she 

hoped her father was right around the corner.  As she made her 

way past the kitchen, the soft sounds of whimpering and heavy 

breathing of someone crying made her pause.  Could it be that 



her father had returned and her mother was crying in happiness?  

She held out hope.  The crying came from her bedroom.  She put 

the money drawer on a hallway table and pushed the door open. 

 Sashi was sitting on Anu’s bed.  She wasn’t sobbing, but 

the tears flowed freely.  Anu noticed she had on an old pair of 

work jeans and a bandana tied around her neck that she would use 

to cover her face.  She had been the one that cleaned up the 

yard.  Anu also noticed she was holding the large envelope that 

had arrived several months ago with her acceptance to the 

University of Hawaii.  She looked around to see if her father 

was hiding in a corner, but he wasn’t there.  It was just Sashi, 

just her mother. 

Sashi didn’t look up when Anu entered.  She clutched the 

acceptance letter and rocked back and forth.  She made an effort 

to not cry, but she couldn’t hold it back. 

“Hi, mother,” Anu said.  “We had a good day today.  

Practically sold out.” 

Sashi nodded.  “You’re leaving me.” 

“No, mother, I’m not leaving you.” 

“You are leaving me!”  Sashi waved the acceptance papers in 

the air.  “You’re leaving me!  College.  I’d love to know how 

you’re going to pay for that.” 

“Mother…”  Anu paused and then walked to the bed and sat 

down.  “I’m not leaving.  I applied just to see if I could get 



in.  I’m not planning to go.  That’s why I didn’t tell you about 

it.” 

Sashi looked at the ground, the evident betrayal preventing 

her from looking up. 

“You should go,” she finally said. 

“What?” 

Sashi took a deep breath.  “You should go.  It’s the right 

thing to do.  You can’t stay here forever.” 

“Mother, I don’t want to leave.” 

“That’s not true.  I know I’m awful to you.  I know you’re 

only here because of me.  I can’t hold you here.  I want you to 

go.” 

Anu was speechless.  She found her mother’s gesture 

jarring, her conscientious view of her behavior disconcerting.  

“Mother, did you clean up the front yard?” 

Sashi laughed.  “Yes.  It’s your birthday, I thought I 

should do something nice for you.  It’s been too long since your 

father last cut everything back.” 

“How did you find the acceptance letter?” 

“I started to clean your room.  I put something in your 

desk and saw it.” 

Anu nodded and stood up.  “Come on, mother, let me cook you 

some dinner.  I’m not going to leave.  I like I there.  I want 

to be with you.” 



Her words did not appease Sashi, who stood up to join her.  

They hugged for the first time since Anu’s father had left.  

“Happy birthday, Anu.  How about I cook for you tonight?” 

 

 

The next morning, Anu awoke when the sun flowed in through 

her window and filled her room with light.  Confused, she rubbed 

her eyes and then picked up her flip phone and snapped it open.  

7:34.  She propped herself up on an elbow and looked around.  

Her mom hadn’t let her sleep in on a Sunday for years.  It 

wasn’t even a new development following her father’s 

disappearance.  Sunday’s weren’t for sleeping in, they were for 

chores and family.  Sleeping in was considered rude. 

She fell back on her pillow and relished the feeling.  She 

felt rested.  But why had her mother allowed it?  More birthday 

gifts?  Seemed like a reasonable assumption, based on the 

birthday-dinner miracle.  Their relationship had made a 

significant breakthrough the night before.  Over eggs and bacon 

and a bottle of Port, they talked.  They talked about the last 

year and about Anu’s dreams.  They talked about Sashi’s behavior 

and how proud she was of her daughter for keeping the household 

and the business running.  They talked about college, which 

Sashi again encouraged her daughter to attend.  It reminded Anu 

of the afternoons they would sit on the roof and weave necklaces 



for the market or the nights they would hike down to the beach 

to listen to the waves crash while they looked at the stars.  

Lailani had been right.  It just took some time, but Sashi, for 

whatever reason, had snapped out of it.  She was ready to be a 

mother again. 

Anu rolled out of bed and walked out of her room in her 

sweats.  She went to the kitchen, but there was no sign that 

Sashi had been there.  Had her mother actually slept in?  Anu 

shrugged and made a pot of coffee as a matter of routine, 

plugging it in and listening to it gurgle when she walked back 

into the hallway and to the back of the house.  She softly 

knocked on her mother’s closed door. 

“Mother, are you awake?”  When there was no response, she 

rapped on the door harder and in a louder voice said, “Mother, 

are you okay?  I’m coming in.” 

Anu gently opened the door and peaked into the darkened 

room.  Her room faced north and didn’t get the light that Anu’s 

received.  She saw a lump in the bed and opened the door 

entirely.  “Mother.  Wake up.” 

Her mother remained silent.  Anu walked around the bed and 

noticed the stillness of the blankets; Sashi’s breathing didn’t 

rustle the sheets.  Anu took a step forward, but as she did, she 

kicked an empty plastic bottle.  She looked down and picked it 

up, one of several that laid empty on the carpet.  She 



recognized the bottles.  They were her dad’s depression 

medication.  She didn’t know her mother had kept them.  Four 

bottles.  Empty. 

“Mother,” Anu said softly, her voice trembling as reality 

sunk in.  “Mother, time to get up.”  Her voice quivered, her 

brain continuing to push denial of the situation. 

She stepped closer and pulled the blanket down.  When she 

saw her mother, she froze.  She didn’t panic or cry or scream.  

She didn’t run away or cower in a corner or attempt to shake the 

lifeless body back into the living.  She just stared.  Her 

mother’s face was blue and dark black circles formed around her 

eyes.  Her eyelids were cracked open and a white film had formed 

over pupils.  When Anu reached for her hand, it was warm and 

stiff.  

“Mother,” she said again, gulping back the slowly-forming 

tears, “mother I made the coffee.  I’ll get you a cup, okay.”  

She gulped again.  “I just want you to know, I had a really nice 

time last night.  It really meant a lot to me.  But, also, I’m 

not leaving you, okay?  So, when you’r ready to get up, just let 

me know.” 

Anu dropped the hand back to the sheet and looked around 

the room.  On the bedside table, she saw a large cookie wrapped 

in plastic.  A piece of paper sat underneath.  She picked up 

both and read the letter. 



Anu, my dear, happy birthday.  You are an amazing woman.  

Don’t let anyone tell you differently.  This is the only way I 

knew how to let you go.  Enjoy your life.  Enjoy your cookies. – 

Mom 

Anu nodded and finally succumbed to her tears.  She knelt 

beside the bed and said, “Mother, there was another way.  There 

was always another way.  I need you to come back now.  Can you 

come back to me, please?” 

Sashi, of course, lay lifeless, at peace, her daughter no 

longer bound to her Hawaiian prison. 

 

 

Several months later, Anu helped Rick setting up the tables 

for the farmer’s market.  She hadn’t seen her Banyan trees since 

she left for school, but she would forever feel at home under 

their shade.  She didn’t have her own booth anymore, but she 

made four batches of cookies and set them up in a corner of 

Lailani’s booth. 

“It’s so nice to see you,” Lailani said, her hand over her 

heart.  She walked up to Anu and hugged her again, one of 

several since they saw each other for the first time the night 

before.   

“It’s really nice to be back,” Anu replied.  “I didn’t 

realize how much I’d miss it here.” 



“Well this is your home.  These are your people.” 

“Yeah.”  Anu nodded, wishing her people still involved her 

parents. 

“It hasn’t been that long,” Lailaini said. “Have you been 

back to the house?” 

“Yeah, I stayed there last night.  Oven still works, which 

is good.  It’s all overgrown, but, it’s still the house.  Kind 

of weird, I guess.”  

“It’ll take time.  It’s good that you kept it.” 

Anu nodded again and straightened out her tank top across 

her slimmer belly.  She signed up for Nutrition and Fitness as a 

class at the University and began a regular regiment of Pilates 

with some new friends.  Regardless, she found a good bakery and 

gets her cookie every Saturday morning. 

“Hey, Anu,” Rick said when Lailani walked away. 

She looked up at him and smiled.  “Yeah?” 

He looked nervous.  “Do you maybe want to come over for 

dinner tonight?  Afterward I can walk you around the farm.” 

Anu nodded.  “Sure.  I’d love that.” 

As she said that, an early guest arrived.  Mainlanders 

eager to beat the crowds. 

“How much for the cookies?” 

Anu sighed as the nostalgia settled in.  “These are Sashi’s 

Specials,” she said.  “Five dollars a bag.” 


