
 

 

 

Long Forgotten.  Cleaning up the other day, I came across a length of long 

forgotten muslin. It has been sitting in a pile, always near the top, for over two 

years. It was purchased in Los Angeles with Giae and Rosie on one of those 

great ideas that gets put to the side. I had in my mind to make a Hawaiian 

version of the kesa – the traditional wrap that is part of the priest’s formal 

attire. Once home, it sat there near the top of the good ideas pile, waiting to be 

cut and sewn, but then it looked too white so it would need to be dyed, and … 

there it sat. I once hauled it with me on a trip with the deluded thought that I’d 

hem it along the way. Hauled it across the ocean and hauled it back. And there it 

sat.  

 

I needed to not work for the whole of today, so I picked up 

the length of long forgotten muslin. Two days ago, I cut a 

sample length and tested an idea that I had a long time ago 

and never acted upon. Puehr tea as dye! The traditional 

Chinese fermented tea that is stored in caves for years. The 

only tea that gets better over time. Complex and ancient in 

taste and smell and color. While the idea was proved out, it 

showed that timid attempts would yield timid results. Bucket. 

A solid three-inch disc of puehr. Two pots of just boiled 

water. Tea – too dark to drink and fragrant! Pull out the 

leaves. Submerge the cloth. And walk away… checking each 

hour.  Five hours later, gently squeezed excess tea and hang 

to dry. With just a bit of moisture left, I put the fragrant cloth in the dryer to set 

the stain.  

 

Tomorrow I’ll iron, turn and stitch the edges by hand.  Hand-sewn edges are 

naturally pliable and worth the effort. There is work to be tended to tomorrow, 

so the sewing may take more than a day. No matter.  Long before there is any 

public reason to put it on over the formal robes, this Chinese tea dyed Hawaiian 

version kesa will be done.   

 

How fitting that it would take the upending of normal times to create the opening 

for long forgotten muslin to be cared about and purposed. Normalcy holds too 

many things, too many priorities that are all too important until suddenly they 

are not. Somewhere, near the top of a pile, will be the something that takes time 

and care and joyful effort that only you can provide in the way it should be, can 

be.  And when you do, the doingness will awaken happiness in these abnormal 

times.  It will find you, forgotten no longer.   

Me ka ha‘aha‘a. Norma Ryuko Kawelokū Roshi. 4April2020. In Kalihi, still.  


