SUE AND CHRISTOPHER

HAWAI’I TRIP 2011

-OR-

AVOID THE SEVEN YEAR ITCH TRIP
Dudley to Dallas

Sue and I woke at our normal workday time on the morning of February 16, 2011 and left the house without exercising at around 3:15 AM.  We arrived at the Bradley International Airport in Hartford (our preferred airport) a little before 4:30 AM for our 6:00 AM flight.  We received our boarding passes through to Honolulu and didn’t check any bags.  Our flight was American Airlines # 1525 with service to Dallas scheduled to arrive in Dallas at 9:10 AM (all times given in this report are local, so that’s 10:10 AM EST).  The plane was a Boeing 737 and we were in seats 23A and 23B.  I took the window seat and we arrived in Dallas on time.

Since our Dallas layover was 2:05 (read: “two hours, five minutes”) and our departing gate was nearby, we decided to have a bite to eat.  We went to the most promising-looking establishment we could find, called “Champs.”  After perusing the menu, we knew we were in Texas: there wasn’t, as far as I could see, one vegetable listed, nor was there a regular entree that didn’t feature some salty processed meat or big slab of beef.  On a lark, we also looked over the breakfast menu, but that was no more promising.  We finally opted for some chowder and a green salad along with a couple of drinks – after all, we’d made it this far.  The total bill was $56.41, with tip.
[I’ve prepared detailed financial accounting sheets for this trip, but Sue’s asked that I don’t include them directly with the report this time.  However, I will provide the accounting to anyone that requests it from me via e-mail (cyacino@yahoo.com or by using the “Contact” page on the YBH website).  I think it’s very interesting, and I’ve even broken down per-day spending and running per-day averages.  The spreadsheet gives a lump sum for the airfare, hotel and car rental portion of the trip since this was all arranged through AAA and they don’t break it down for us.  However, all daily spending is provided in detail, including the meal above, all tips given, etc.]

The next leg was AA flight #123 providing service to Honolulu, leaving Dallas at 11:15 AM and arriving in Honolulu at 3:50 PM.  That’s a flight time for this leg of 8:35.  Our seats were 40A and 40B on the Boeing 767 with Sue taking the window seat.  I’d recently purchased an Amazon Kindle so that I wouldn’t have to pack my suitcase full of books.  This worked out great for the planes and hotels, though as it turns out I had far less time to read than I thought I would since there’s quite a bit to do in Hawai’i.
I asked the stewardess whether the pilot was likely to alert us when the plane crossed the Tropic of Cancer, but her obvious confusion caused me to let the question drop.  The pilot, sadly, did not alert us to this event.  The first island visible to us as we approached Hawai’i, Maui, could be seen out of the port side of the craft which as luck would have it is the side on which we sat.  We quickly spotted Moloka’i next, visible in the same view as Maui – we initially missed it since we were excited about the rather large volcano that was visible on Maui.  We would have been able to also see Lana’i were it not for the cloud cover over the islands at the time.  Honolulu was only around 100 or so miles away at this point, so we arrived there relatively quickly thereafter.  At first I thought that I was looking at the Big Island, not Maui, but a quick glance at any map of the islands will show you what a silly approach that would have been for the aircraft to take.
Our layover on O’ahu was 1:50, which was a good amount of time.  We had no idea what to do next, and airport personnel don’t man many (or, in fact, any) of the relatively numerous information booths in the Honolulu airport.  We scanned the departure screens for AA flight #7875 but could find no mention of it.  Sue noticed a sign for inter-island flights, so we followed the sign directions, ascending via the escalator to what looked, loosely, like a bus platform.  There was a large, friendly-looking native Hawaiian lady sitting on a bench up there, but we didn’t pay much attention to her since she didn’t look as if she were associated with the airport in any official capacity.

There also were no signs directly indicating: 1) that this was a bus platform, 2) that any buses would eventually materialize, or 3) possible destinations for any such buses.  The native, having by this point noticed our confusion, informed us that if we wanted an inter-island flight, we’d need to get on a bus going to our left (looking out at the street).  Several showed up traveling toward our right, but as each approached, she reminded us we’d need to board a bus going the other way.

We were eventually, after five or six buses approached from our left, picked up by a bus traveling to our left, and it took us around two tenths of a mile (!) to the Hawaiian Air terminal, an airline which partners with AA for inter-island flights.  We received our boarding passes, boarded the plane and arrived at an extremely small airport in Kailua on Hawai’i’s Big Island: the Kona International Airport.  We exited to the tarmac and out to the lobby where we were greeted by a Pleasant Holidays representative (the AAA travel service) and received our Fresh Flower Leis.
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We had to take our own picture.  We were waiting here for the Hertz shuttle, which took us to the Hertz rental car building.  We landed at 6:23 PM which puts the total travel time so far at 19:08.  At Hertz, we rented a Ford Flex (we’d never heard of it either), which was an all-wheel drive SUV-type vehicle and should suffice, we figured, to get us up to the top of Mauna Kea if the weather cooperated.  I’ll write more about this later.
As usual I had printed out directions from all airports to our hotels prior to leaving Dudley.  Our hotel, the Waikoloa Hilton Village, was around 20 miles or so north, and we arrived there fairly quickly.  Speed limits on all of the islands that we visited topped out at around 40 MPH on the larger “highways” and ranged down to 5 MPH on some of the smaller, one-lane “highways.”  (I’ll stop using quotes now around the word “highways.”)  We had to travel a bit toward the coast to find the hotel complex, then check in and park fairly far away from the Ocean Tower where our Deluxe Ocean View room was located.  At the suggestion of the desk clerk, we boarded a monorail that transported us from the lobby to the Ocean Tower.  The monorail traveled at the pace of a leisurely stroll, irritating Sue.  We were in our room by around 7:45 PM.
As soon as we plopped our bags down, we were back outside to the bar/restaurant located down the stairs from our room called the Boat Landing.  We ordered some very disappointing seaweed salad, sashimi, rolls and not-so-disappointing but very expensive vodka & sodas ($11.00 each).  We decided that we should force ourselves to stay up for a short while so that we’d be in the swing of HAST (Hawai’i-Aleutian Standard Time) the next morning, which, for the most part, we were.
Jon Lomberg’s Galaxy Garden
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Jon Lomberg is the principle artist for the television series “Cosmos” written by and starring the late, great Dr. Carl Sagan.  Mr. Lomberg gives lectures on the Big Island and works part time for the Gemini North observatory interpreting raw and abstract data into beautiful representative paintings for public announcements of otherwise difficult to visualize astronomical discoveries.  In his spare time he realized his vision of fashioning a striking model of our own Milky Way Galaxy using plants and other natural items.
Sue and I decided to visit the Galaxy Garden on our first full day on Hawai’i’s Big Island.  We arrived around twenty minutes before opening time so that we could avoid the crowds.  At around 9:00 AM, the head gardener sauntered into view and came to open the front gate.  We were the first ones in and paid our $5.00 each for admission (by depositing the bills into a wooden box with a slot).  The gardener didn’t seem too interested in the money, and there was no one else there.

The gardener gave us an introduction to the place, showed us where the gardens were, introduced us to their bird, Henry (really a girl – full name “Henrietta” – but they didn’t discover this fact until they’d been calling it Henry for a long time), and set us loose, with a map, on the grounds.
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It wasn’t long before the gardener caught up with us to explain where in the garden we’d be able to find the Solar System represented by some jewels mounted on a leaf.  We found it right where it belongs, in the Orion Spur.  The central black hole is represented by a fountain, and there is even a whimsical placement on the opposite side of the galaxy of a jewel representing possible life elsewhere.  We looked around at the other gardens for a while, but the Galaxy Garden was clearly the crown jewel, so to speak, of the Peace Gardens.  We never did find the jewel on the opposite side, but we were told that it was exactly where we were looking.
We said our goodbyes to the gardener after perusing the gift shop and discovering that there were no men’s t-shirts available and scant else offered, and continued along our way to the Hawai’i Volcanoes National Park.

Black Sand Beach
[image: image19.jpg]LM\ “SL}LM;‘

:Jé,\..p" ""
1) Q‘ «_-""’

ey T t,‘( 3

‘





Along the way, we noticed a sign indicating the famous Black Sand Beach, so we made a quick stop.

While there were a number of people at the beach, only a few had towels or chairs set up for a typical day at the beach.  Most were, like us, stopping by only for a few minutes out of curiosity.  The sand was surprisingly soft.  I’d expected a coarser and sharper feel.  You can see from the photo that there is also an indication of lava flow, which can be expected.
Hawai’i Volcanoes National Park

Continuing along the highway, we arrived a while later at the Hawai’i Volcanoes National Park.  This was one of the major sites that we wished to visit while on the Big Island.  This particular day was slightly overcast, but warm.  By the time we arrived at the park it was probably in the mid- to upper-seventies.
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Many people pulled over to take pictures here.  As we were pulling away, a car came in just behind us.

We enjoyed a brief presentation at the Kilauea Visitor Center after paying our $10 admission to the park itself.  Following the presentation, Sue browsed in the gift store (but didn’t purchase anything) and we left to explore the Crater Rim Drive.  Part of the trail was closed due to the recent volcanic activity and the presence of thick “vog,” which is described by the locals as similar to fog, but composed of sulfuric acid and small glass particles instead of the more familiar water vapor.  The brief weather reports on the news mentioned the presence or absence of vog regularly, and we witnessed plenty of it while on the various islands.

The Crater Rim Drive features many interesting stops.  We decided to travel as far west on the drive as was allowed and work our way back.  We did not go into the Jaggar Museum (Sue doesn’t like museums too much, and we decided that we’d rather see the actual sights).  Adjacent to the museum is the Kilauea Overlook, which looks over, as you may imagine, the Kilauea Caldera and the Halema’uma’u Crater.  The actual Halema’uma’u Overlook is in the area that is closed to the public at this time due to the hazardous volcanic fumes.  However, we were able to see the crater fairly well from the Kilauea Overlook unaided, and we had our binoculars for an even better view.  Sue’s worried look in the photo below was partially due to the multiple warnings that we’d received regarding the presence of vog and partially to our being outside without sunscreen for a little while by this time.  Even though it was cloudy, we were well aware that we were in the tropics and shouldn’t be outside for too long without protection.  The shirt that I was wearing is one of the special types that blocks UV, so I wasn’t as worried as Sue, but we still didn’t stay here for too long.
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Our next stop was the Steam Vents.  This area included a couple of fenced off pits from which steam emanated continuously.  The signs warned that the steam was hot but that people may wish to gradually enter the steam to feel it firsthand.  I followed the advice and had my picture taken in the midst of the steam.  I can attest that the steam was, in fact, hot, though not hot enough to scald.
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Across and slightly east of the Steam Vents were the Sulphur Banks (Ha’akulamanu), where we also needed to be wary of hazardous volcanic fumes.  Sulfur builds up on the rocks, forming deposits from the fumes exiting the earth at these points.  David probably knows of the chemistry involved in this process.  Below is a shot of Sue in front of some of the deposits.
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After the Sulphur Banks we drove past the Volcano Art Center Gallery, the Volcano House and (unfortunately and unbeknownst to us at the time) the Kilauea Iki Trailhead.  This is the hike that would have taken us across a crater and steaming lava flows.  Maybe we’ll go on this hike on our next visit to the Big Island.  We also drove by the Thurston Lava Tube (Nahuku).  We’d seen this in the presentation at the visitor center, but decided that neither one of us was too interested in getting into a tube in a mountain through which lava once flowed.  It seemed a little claustrophobic.
We did drive by many bleak lava fields that contained a great deal of the jagged type of lava known as ‘a’a.  We decided to stop at one of these and take a couple of pictures.  The following picture is of Sue gingerly holding a chunk of ‘a’a due to its sharpness:
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And the next photo gives an idea of how eerily stark the landscape is around there:
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Crater Rim Drive joins up with the Chain of Craters Road which leads down to the Holei Sea Arch and some other interesting lava flows.  The sea arch is an area of the coast where the relentless beating from the sea against the lava walls creates huge caves, as can be seen here:
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Despite its beauty, neither Sue nor I felt too comfortable standing on this lookout for too long, so we didn’t.  The road ended shortly after this point due to lava flows.  The lava down here seems to be of the smoother variety, called pahoehoe.  We walked on it for quite a distance trying to find the spot where the lava flows directly into the sea.  However, despite evidence suggesting recent activity (lack of vegetation, dark, shiny and fresh appearance) there was no indication, even through binoculars, of any current activity.
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At one point we found this sign, which we thought was somewhat unnecessary:
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After this exploratory hike that amounted, altogether, to around 4 miles or so, we decided to make the drive back to the Hilton Waikoloa Village.  Along the way we had the opportunity to take a 24-mile round-trip detour to stand on the southernmost point of the United States by taking South Point Road off of HI-11 down to Ka Lae (South Point), but this had already been a long day with around 4 hours of driving and many hours of hiking, so we decided to drive straight through and return to the hotel.

We enjoyed dinner at a Chinese restaurant called Kirin located in the Waikoloa resort.  We meant to make reservations at the Japanese restaurant, but mistakenly made them at Kirin.  It turned out that the meal was very nice with the vegetable dishes prepared deliciously with very light sauces and fresh, crisp vegetables.  We also ordered some delicate and delectable lo mein.  The older couple at the table next to us was fascinated to no end with our ability to eat all of the items with our chopsticks.  They seemed to be having considerable difficulty.  For beverage we enjoyed some traditional hot tea.
Mauna Kea
Another major goal of ours on the Big Island was to visit the summit of Mauna Kea to see all of the astronomical observatories located there.  There are twelve in total located at 13,700+ feet above sea level.  This drive up Mauna Kea was the main reason we wanted to rent the kind of vehicle that we did: one that would be capable of the climb.  Some of the island roads are a bit unsettling, and this was one of them.  Sue tends to express her displeasure toward and about me on this type of drive even though I carefully wend my way along these roads utilizing all due caution and following all speed limits.  She worries, as I suppose that I would were someone other than me driving, that I will momentarily lose control of the vehicle and veer off of the road.  This would be disastrous since there aren’t very many guard rails and a great deal of the road to the summit is dirt.  But I’m getting ahead of myself a bit.
We started off the morning with a stop at the Starbucks just outside of the resort.  We discovered on the previous day that Starbucks offers a delightful spinach, feta and egg white on whole wheat wrap for breakfast.  We each grabbed an Odwalla and a coffee to go with the wrap, rounding off a very satisfying breakfast that cost a total of $14.79.  We’d have difficulty eating this inexpensively at the resort.  I needed to gas up the Flex, too, since the drive to Mauna Kea would be taking us through some sparsely populated areas with little prospect of a gas station.  The drive from the hotel area took us north on HI-190 then west on HI-200 to the John A. Burns Road, parts of which are recommended for 4-wheel drive vehicles only.

I began looking for a gas station on the approximately 27-mile stretch of HI-190, to no avail.  The town of Waimea was located around six miles beyond the junction of HI-190 and HI-200, and since HI-200 didn’t appear to have any towns whatsoever on its entire 49-mile length we decided to continue north on HI-190.  Almost immediately past the HI-200 cutoff there was a gas station advertising a self service price for unleaded.  We pulled in and had to go down a dirt road for around ¼-mile to reach the so-called station.  “Self-serve” is an apt description for this place.  It consisted of two large, cylindrical, above-ground tanks: one containing diesel and the other unleaded regular.  There was no operator on duty and, in fact, no building or hut of any kind associated with this outpost.  I inserted my Citibank MasterCard into the reader and awaited approval…in vain.  It turns out that they don’t accept MasterCard in that area.  They accept only some card, probably locally-owned, of which I’d never heard.  I’d guess that the card that is accepted is of the pre-paid variety, resulting in no service charge levied against the station owner.
We were forced to make our way back out to HI-190, driving toward Waimea still dangerously low on fuel.  We arrived in Waimea and almost immediately found a Chevron station, which took MasterCard.  We filled the tank for $66.45 and traveled back down to the junction of HI-200, which we took out to Mauna Kea.  The drive on HI-200 was around 19 miles to John A. Burns Road and took us over many one-lane bridges on which traffic from one clearly-marked direction is to allow any traffic approaching from the opposite direction the right of way over the bridge.  We also passed by fields of green, stands of pine trees, desolate lava fields, ranches and free-range cattle grazing lands.  There were many signs warning of wild donkey crossings.  We didn’t see any donkeys, but we did encounter some traffic traveling in the opposite direction and can report that the one-way bridges work just fine.

The John A. Burns Road leads to the observatories’ visitor center located at around 9,200’ above sea level.  Numerous signs warn visitors to stay at the center for at least thirty minutes to acclimate to the altitude, and to drink plenty of water lest they risk dire consequences.  We heeded the signs and did both.  I was reluctant to spend so long at the center since I felt fine, but Sue insisted that it was probably a good idea and that she wasn’t going anywhere until the recommended 30 minutes had transpired.  The center had a gift shop from which I purchased a t-shirt, a video presentation area in which a video regarding the various instruments on the summit and the history of the observatories played on a continuous loop and various amateur and small professional scopes available for inspection.  It also had bathrooms and water, so we were able to make ourselves comfortable and hydrated for the remaining 4,500’ six-mile climb.
After exactly thirty minutes, we set out from the visitor center.  The road quickly turned to dirt and consisted of many turns, switchbacks and narrow passes (a bit of yelling could be heard along the way from Sue).  The speed limit was generally five to fifteen miles per hour, which I obeyed.  Around 1/4 –mile before the observatories, the road turned back to two-lane blacktop with guardrails.  I felt fine still, but Sue was complaining a bit about dizziness.  This is what we saw through the car window:
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As you can see, the weather couldn’t have been any more perfect.  Winter weather on Mauna Kea is unpredictable.  We lucked out on this day that the temperature at the summit was a surprising 47F with 9-MPH winds and beautiful clear skies.  I remained in short-sleeves for the summit visit, and Sue only needed her windbreaker.

We came first upon the Gemini North observatory.  You may recall that Mr. Lomberg (Galaxy Garden, Cosmos) works part-time there, though it wasn’t expected that he’d be there on this day.  The Gemini North doesn’t give tours to the public unless it’s prearranged and the group is from an educational establishment, so we contented ourselves with parking the Flex and walking around the observatory, albeit slightly unsteadily due to the altitude.
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Next, we drove to the twin W.M. Keck observatories.  There was what appeared to be a native Hawaiian sitting shirtless outside the building sunning.  We approached him and asked if he’d mind taking a photo of us.  We were, by the way, the only visitors up there at the time.  He took this picture:

You can see that it’s been aimed up in a foolhardy attempt (at my request) to capture both the observatory name and the dome of the Keck I along with our images.  It didn’t work, so we had to take the next two pictures a bit later from the road a bit farther away:
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Before that, though, we went inside the Keck I building to the self-guided visitor center.  We were able to go inside to the actual telescope room in a secure Plexiglas observing cube from which we could see the hexagonal mirror array of the Keck I (the dome on the left in the above pictures).  For me, this was very exciting.

After a bit more driving around up there and noticing that most visitors just took the loop road around the observatories snapping pictures out of their car windows while moving, we started the drive back down the mountain.  This wasn’t as nerve-wracking for Sue since we were on the inside of the road going down.  We stopped at the visitor center to use the bathroom then drove back to HI-200.

We drove to the mountain fairly early in the morning, and the green fields that were noted in an earlier paragraph were just that – green.  However, on the way back in the afternoon we noticed that they had transformed into this:
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That evening, we ate dinner at the Kamuela Provision Company.  The dinner was spectacular, consisting of fresh fish, maybe some ahi poke (on which we practically lived while in Hawai’i) and a dessert called the Mauna Kea, which we enjoyed with a couple of dessert (booze) coffees which I believe were the specialty blend of the KPC.  Here is the dessert:
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Big Island to Moloka’i
We grabbed a quick breakfast/lunch at a resort breakfast stand, similar in setup to a Starbucks, called Kimobean Coffee.  Two tuna sandwiches and two drinks cost $25.94 there, which is much pricier than Starbucks without the enhanced quality one would expect for the additional price.  After that and a “quick” manicure/pedicure for Sue we checked out of the hotel, filled the tank of the rental with gas and returned to the Kona International Airport.  We learned as we were obtaining our boarding passes that on the flight from the Big Island to Maui we’d need to check our bags.  The limit on Island Air for carry-on bags is sixteen pounds and much smaller dimensionally than either of our bags.  The cost for checked bags through to Moloka’i was $10 each.  We had to walk our bags over to the TSA agents, who were stationed in a white tent.  We then went over to the gates and through security.  The gate area, which is located after the security checkpoint, consists of a few shops and some outdoor benches and seating areas surrounded by free-standing doorways in frames leading onto the tarmac.  We chose a seat next to our gate’s doorway since the seating was “open” and we didn’t wish to sit in the back of this plane, which ended up being a DHC-8-100, a twin-propeller plane.
Our stewardess, Jamie, a native Hawaiian, informed us that the plane was to stop in Maui, continue on to Kaua’i, go back to Maui, and then fly over to Moloka’i.  I mentioned to Sue that this is probably going to be the same plane we’d board after our layover on Maui to go to Moloka’i and that our luggage was probably going to stay on the plane for the duration.  This turned out to be the case.  The flight to Maui was Island Air #417 which arrived from KOA (Kailua-Kona) at 4:00 PM.  Since Sue and I had a 3:00 layover while the plane traveled to Kaua’i and back, we decided to grab supper at the airport (OGG), located in Kahului on Maui.
The OGG airport is also small, but larger than KOA.  It has an actual building with shops, restaurants and coffee stands.  Like many, if not all, buildings in Hawai’i, this was an open-air design, so birds and other animals had free run of the place.  This didn’t bother me too much, but Sue gets a little scared when a wren lands on the table and eyes her.
Having visited Cabo San Lucas for our honeymoon over seven years ago, we are somewhat familiar with Sammy Hagar’s establishments.  We ate at the famous Cabo Wabo at least twice while staying in Cabo, and at the OGG we ate at another of his restaurants.  This one is called Sammy’s Bar & Grill, and from what I understand, it has locations here and there, mostly in airports in southern and tropical settings.  The food was OK, but not great, and we had a drink there, too, since it is a bar atmosphere.  We may have had two, but I’m not sure.  The total bill was $87.85 with tip, which didn’t seem too bad to me.

We boarded Island Air flight #125 for our 7:00 PM takeoff to Moloka’i.  The flight seemed longer to me than the stated 25 minutes because it was dark and somewhat bumpy and since we were flying to Moloka’i, which is so sparsely populated that there were not many lights to be seen on the island, or anywhere else, to help with orientation.  This is very disconcerting on such a small plane.  Anyway, we had the same stewardess, Jamie, who didn’t seem to recognize us.  We sat as far up front as we could.  Since the plane wasn’t anywhere near full, weight was distributed by restricting passengers to row four and back.  We chose row four, an exit row, on the starboard side of the craft.  The inter-island flights all seem to approach the islands from the south so this gave us the best chance of good views.  Since the two flights that we took that day were so short in duration, Jamie handed out only one small pre-packaged drink per flight.  In this case it happened to be water on both legs.  One needs to be very careful opening these small cups, as Sue discovered spilling a bit of hers on the trip from Kona to Maui.  I helped her with her second one, but then spilled my own a little bit.
We landed on-time at the Hoolehua (MKK) airport on Moloka’i.  The only other airport on the island is the one in Kalaupapa, which is even smaller and more disturbing and services only the old leper colony (more on that later).  We taxied to the doorway and walked the few yards to the baggage claim area (recall that we checked our bags).  There was no carousel, only a silver bench-like structure.  An airport worker carried our two bags from the plane and handed them over to us.  Ours seemed to be the only checked luggage on the flight.

The Alamo rental counter (the only rental counter at the airport) had a sign directing those wishing to rent a car to walk across the street to their office, which we did.  Moloka’i is very, very quiet.  The rental process seemed normal up until we had to maneuver our white Jeep Wrangler from a grassy area around other rental cars and out to the airport road.  (Renting a Wrangler was somewhat exciting.  They’re quite rugged vehicles, and I’d never driven one before.  Sue didn’t wish to drive it.)  I’d printed directions from this airport to the Hotel Moloka’i, but ran into immediate trouble since there were no streetlights or signs indicating how to actually exit the airport.  I tried the only paved road that I could see other than the one-way road leading into the facility and it led to a dead end.  I backtracked to the Alamo office (which was only a few feet away) and a worker who noticed our trouble walked over and pointed out a dirt road that led up to a paved road above the shop.  He told us to follow that paved road out to the right and it would lead to the highway.
Our hotel was on HI-450 around twenty minutes from the airport.  It came up quickly after going through “downtown” Kaunakakai, a nice little village where Sue and I went a few times for wine, cereal and hiking supplies.  We also did some shopping in some of the eclectic little stores there, though that was not my favorite part of the trip.  The first night we had to stay in a regular room, #109.  This was prearranged since our Deluxe Ocean View room wouldn’t be available until the following day, and was fine since we arrived at 8:30 PM and wouldn’t have enjoyed the room enough to justify its additional cost regardless.  We entered the room and noticed a single bed, TV and small rotating fan attached sideways to the wall.  The bathroom had a shower, sink, coffee pot, refrigerator and clothes rack.  After putting our stuff down we went over to the hotel restaurant, Hula Shores, and enjoyed a few cocktails.  The bar serves as the local hangout for the whole island and was teeming with a typical Saturday night crowd of yahoos having a good time and indulging in round after round of shots.  We had a few rounds of drinks ourselves, probably white wines, and the bill only came to $41.50 with tip.
The next morning we went back to the Hula Shores for breakfast.  Sue ordered a veggie omelet with toast and I had an eggs benedict-style breakfast called the Hula Eggs Benedict (or something similar) that features fresh mahi-mahi instead of ham.  This was just fantastic, but we don’t really enjoy going for big breakfasts every morning, so we ended up purchasing some cereal that we ate in our room for a few days.  We didn’t notice the view from the establishment during the previous night’s visit.  Directly across the ocean, which borders the restaurant, is the island of Lana’i.  Looking out to the ocean we saw one Humpback whale after another.  The water is simply teeming with the beasts.  Every time Sue and/or I looked out to the ocean we saw a spout, jump, fin flap, tail flap or cresting.  The whales were extremely close to the island.  Southern Moloka’i has a shelf that extends a small distance from shore before the ocean depth drops off, but right where the drop-off happens seems to be where the whales traveled.  The views were spectacular.  The only things that were probably upsetting to some during this breakfast were the prevalence of flies in the open-air restaurant and the animals that fly and roam around the tables constantly.

After breakfast we checked out of our room (since we’d have to repeat the check-in process for our new room when we returned from our trek) and proceeded to drive along HI-450 toward the extreme eastern coast of Moloka’i.  Along the way we came across one of the big goals I had set for the island: Saint Joseph Church, a part of the Saint Damien Catholic Parish.  Since it was early morning, the lighting was not that great for photos, so we continued on HI-450 figuring we’d stop in on the way back when conditions were more favorable.  Just before the highway became one-lane there was a small country store claiming it was our last chance for snacks and drinks on the highway.  We stopped in to Monae Goods and bought a few things, surprisingly on credit, for $12.10.  Many locals seemed to patronize the establishment.  I don’t remember any other tourists being there.  Half of the pickup trucks on the island had people riding in the beds, which I remember as being pretty fun, albeit not currently a recommended practice.
Moloka’i is famous for its sea cliffs, but not for its cell phone reception.  We’d gone quite a distance and were actually on the eastern coast of the island when I noticed a missed call on my phone from Alana, but no message.  This was on a Sunday, which is when she and Bill were going to check on the house and water Sue’s numerous plants for us, so I figured I’d better call back.  Since we had a cell signal right there, I pulled off the road into a little area designed so that a car traveling in the opposite direction could get by and dialed Alana’s number.  She didn’t answer so I tried Bill’s cell and he answered.  There was some mix-up with the keys but they went out to eat at the Wind Tiki while in the area so it wasn’t a wasted trip for them.  They returned the next day to take care of the plants.  Here I am talking to Bill (it’s not too easy to see in this picture, but we’re pretty high up, probably around 1,100’ or 1,200’.  To my rear is a pretty sharp drop and the island of Maui to my right in the background.)
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Maybe the height is easier to see in the following photo.  The waves down below are huge and onerous.  No one swims on this side of the island.
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HI-450 ends at Halawa Park, which appeared to be freshly mowed when we arrived and consisted of a few trees, grass and a building with bathrooms on about an acre of land.  The water, since it was piped in from so far away and since this was the end of the line, was not safe for drinking.  Just prior to the park is the Halawa Flower Visitor Center and Farm that had a very small hand-painted sign stuck on the side of the road on the ground pointing to an area in the woods.  The farm seemed to be accessible only if one was wearing the proper footwear and was willing to climb over rocks and streams on something of a loosely suggested path.  We weren’t, so didn’t visit, but we did take a photo (I’ve included many photos, including the one to which I just alluded, on the Power Point version of this report).

Where the highway ends a dirt road begins that leads one into an area terminating with a great little horseshoe-shaped beach.  Sue and I sat there for a while enjoying the scenery.  There were two other people on the beach.  Unfortunately, the only picture we took on this beach for some reason is the one below, which doesn’t give one much of an idea of how great this beach is.  Next time we’ll spend some time at this beach and take the flower tour.
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Sue thought it would be nice if we took some photos of the road on the way back to the hotel to give everyone an idea of what some Hawaiians consider to be a state highway.  Here is one of them:
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On the way back to the Hotel Moloka’i we decided to make a couple of more stops to take some pictures.  One scene that I thought would be nice to show people was a typical view from HI-450 looking inland.  The world’s highest sea cliffs are on the north side of the island, and the hotel is on the south, so looking inland one sees the gradual rise of the land toward the cliffs.  Here is a typical view:
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The other stop was our second attempt to get some good shots of me and Sue at the Saint Joseph Church.  We learned a great deal about Saint Damien during our Moloka’i visit but didn’t know too much about him at this point in our trip.  There is a great deal of information about him online and he seems to be pretty popular, especially around Moloka’i.  One of my big goals during our visit to this island was to get photographs of me on the grounds of two churches.  One of them is this one:
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The other involved a much more challenging journey and will be discussed a little later on in this report.

We returned to the hotel since it was after 1:00 PM now, figuring that we could check into our Deluxe Oceanfront room.  We were given room 135 which was markedly different than room 109.  The bathroom served only as a bathroom here, not doubling as a kitchen/closet, and it had upgraded amenities.  There was air conditioning instead of a fan, a queen-size bed, refrigerator, coffeepot, and large glass doors looking out to our private patio and to the island of Lana’i.  The patio had a bench swing, two very comfortable swivel/tilt patio chairs and a nice glass patio table.  There was also an ocean kayak parked next to it, but it was secured to one of the palm trees, so probably wasn’t for our use.  After checking into the room and depositing our belongings, Sue realized that she’d forgotten her running hat in 109.  Despite repeated attempts to recover it from Housekeeping, it remained missing, so she purchased from the hotel gift store a new hat that you’ll see in some upcoming photos.  I also purchased a hat in advance of our big hike the next day, and Sue picked out a bracelet for herself.  We spoke with the concierge, Macy, a young local girl, who arranged the next day’s hike for us and the ferry trip to Maui that we’d take in a few days.  Then we went into town to get some breakfast items, wine and snacks for the hike.  Here is the view from our hotel room, which is one of only four such rooms at the hotel:
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In the evening we enjoyed dinner and drinks at Hula Shores and met a couple of traveling businessmen.  They are based out of Honolulu, and I’m not sure what they do, exactly, but they travel with each other often and don’t particularly enjoy going to Moloka’i.  They only have one drink apiece the night before a presentation since native Hawaiians, according to Joey (I believe the gentleman on the left in the below photograph) have a low tolerance for alcohol and he would have a reddish face the next morning as a result of any over-indulgence.  Sue and I had no presentation the next morning, but we did have a big hike, so while we didn’t hold at one drink, we didn’t outrageously overdo it either.  On speaking further with our two new friends I learned that Bruce enjoys spreadsheets and financial analyses, so I offered to include them both when I send out this report.  The only difference is that I’ll send the financial spreadsheet to them with the initial e-mail announcement since they expressed interest in that from the start.

Bruce enjoyed the Whole Opakapaka for dinner that evening, which I was to try a couple of nights later.  Here is a photo of them with me, in which you can see my newly-purchased hat and Bruce making the ubiquitous Hawaiian “hang loose” sign with his right hand.  The photo is aimed away from the ocean and toward room 109 and the hotel’s “laundry mat”:
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Hike to Kalaupapa
Another major goal of ours while on this island was to hike down the world’s highest sea cliff to the leper colony of Kalaupapa.  The hike must be arranged as part of a tour and we decided to take the tour on Monday the 21st of February.  We had to get up pretty early, have our coffees and breakfast in the room, and be at the Mule Shed located at the end of HI-470 near Pala’au State Park (which we didn’t visit) and Phallic Rock (also not visited) by 7:45 to check in.  There are three options for visiting Kalaupapa: small aircraft to the extremely tiny Kalaupapa airport, mule ride down the trail, or hike the trail.  Any combination of the above is also allowed.  We, of course, opted for the hike in and out, which was a wise decision for us.  However, we did get to see the mules up close prior to leaving.  When picturing mules, for some reason I’d thought of burros or donkeys.  When I saw the mules I was surprised at their size, which of course is nearly that of a horse since their mothers are horses while the fathers are, like fathers in many species, asses.
Hikers, of which I believe there were six out of around thirty tour participants, left the shed around thirty minutes before the mules.  It was a five minute walk to the trailhead through a rough road in the woods past a locked gate that said “No Trespassing.”  At the trailhead there is a sign explaining that those under 16 years old are not allowed in Kalaupapa and that all other visitors must have a permit (we had one).  All those without permits were invited to view Kalaupapa from the lookout at the Pala’au State Park ½-mile to the west of the sign.
Sue and I started on the hike down which consisted of 26 switchbacks over 3-1/8 miles and a descent of, depending on the source, between 1664’ and 1700+’.  I didn’t measure it, but can attest that it’s pretty high.  Here is Sue (wearing her new hat) near the top on what I remember as being the only stretch with a railing since this short length is a bridge built over nothing.  It was a bit unsettling to stand here, and we didn’t linger:
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Kalaupapa can be seen to Sue’s right, and since this is part of the north shore of Moloka’i the waves that can be seen are very large and extremely dangerous.  We were warned that we’d be walking adjacent to the beach down there and that we were to stay off of it for our own safety, which we did.

As you can probably surmise from the figures above, the trip down was very steep at times, and it was also a bit muddy.  There were a couple of spots that were very narrow with, as has been mentioned, no railing.  Sue was particularly nervous at these spots, clinging to the rock face of the cliff while gingerly moving forward.  A great deal of the path, however, consisted of a step-like structure constructed using waffle-shaped concrete sections and wood, which made the hike relatively comfortable both going down and on the trip back up.  I think this can be seen in the below photograph pretty clearly:
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Once we arrived at the meeting area where the bus was to pick us up for the tour we used the bathroom and had some water and snacks.  We were the first to arrive, followed closely by another couple who appeared to have been recently married.  I don’t remember the name of the boy, but the girl was called Sun and appeared to be either Asian or native Hawaiian.  They both seemed relatively healthy, but Sun complained to us after getting back up to the top of the trail after the tour.  She called those who claim that going down is more difficult than ascending liars.  I disagree, but I’ll talk about the trip up a bit later.
We had around a 45-minute wait for the start of the tour.  The bus, driven by Dave of Damien Tours, arrived at around 10:00 with about a dozen individuals that opted to fly into Kalaupapa.  The mules arrived within five minutes or so of the bus with around another dozen tour members.  Dave introduced himself, informed us that the tour would run for around three hours and included lunch (which we already knew) and collected our tickets as we entered the bus.  He doesn’t live in Kalaupapa and like all other visitors needs to have a sponsor in order to enter the town.  Dave went over some of the rules that we’d need to follow during our visit.  They include, but are not limited to, the following:
· We could photograph anything that we wanted and any place that we visited EXCEPT for the people of Kalaupapa

· Several places were off-limits to visitors, including the general store, the post office and the community center

· We were not to wander off on our own during any of the stops

Of course, there were a few arrogant and disrespectful people that violated these, and other, rules during the tour.

During the tour, which could have easily been shortened to around thirty minutes, we made frequent stops, sometimes only a few feet apart.  This was extremely irritating since it took a good deal of time, for some reason, to load the bus after every stop.  Our first stop was at an establishment that Dave referred to as a convenience store, but it was little more than a couple of coolers and freezers, as well as a rack with a few snacks.  The store accepted only cash.  In a corner of the store was an old photograph of the settlement with a few explanatory paragraphs and a shrine to St. Damien.  There were also a few t-shirts for sale.  One of the residents, though seemingly not one afflicted with Hanson’s Disease, ran the shop.
Attached to this shop was a small bar/diner establishment called the Fuesaina Bar.  A small kitchen, probably not Board of Health approved, though I can’t say for certain, was in the back.  Here is Sue standing next to the bar sign:
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We didn’t have anything to drink here, since the bar is open from 4:00 PM to 8:00 PM and doesn’t actually stock too many beverages, adult or otherwise.  Residents often bring their own beer to drink.

Our next stop was probably to the shrine of Blessed Marianne Cope, a nun revered for her organizational skills (a trait reportedly lacking in then-Father Damien) and for her ability to facilitate delivery of supplies and services from the mainland.  She was apparently not genetically predisposed to leprosy, so despite her close contact with patients over many years she wasn’t afflicted with the disease.  She died on the peninsula and was buried at the site of the shrine but her remains were later exhumed and flown back to the mainland because of her beatification.  Apparently when one is being considered for sainthood, one’s remains are treated in accordance with a pre-specified protocol that includes storage of the remains as sacred relics in certain locations.
Vacant fields and building ruins were pointed out to us where this-or-that used to stand, houses were pointed out where people currently live, including those still on the peninsula that have leprosy, and various town offices were pointed out to us.  There was no activity around any of the buildings that I could see.  We drove past, but did not stop at, the library.  We went too fast to get a photograph of it, but it was just a very small building on which a sign that said “Library” was hung.
We stopped in a bookstore, which also took only cash, in which many interesting books regarding the history of the settlement, first-person accounts and biographies could be purchased.  Art relating to Kalaupapa and Kalawao (the original settlement about which I’ll write a bit later) was also on display and for sale, and an interesting display of artifacts was there for our enjoyment.  We didn’t purchase anything here.  I filled my water bottle, though, from an outdoor spigot that Dave pointed out to us for that purpose.  Sue didn’t fill hers at this time.

Our next stop was at St. Francis Church in the center of the town.  There is a meeting hall adjacent to the church with many old photographs and text boxes regarding the history of the place.  Dave gave a little talk in here, of which I listened to about half.  (We were getting a little weary of this town by now.)  There were also some nice mosaic images leading into the yard.  Here I am with a couple of them:
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And here is Sue with one of Saint Damien:

[image: image40.jpg]SAINT DAMIEN
CATHOLIC PARISH

&)

_ 4)

e
6 loved “\""“\®

SAINT JOSEPH
CHURCH

KAMALO
BUILT BY SAINT DAMIEN IN 1876





We were parked near the general store and the gas station (one pump, no attendant, no customers) and Dave pointed out a nice place from where we could view the switchback path that leads down from the top of the sea cliffs, but warned us to stay on the pavement since the area near the pier that is concrete can be somewhat dangerous.  On this side of the island, extremely large waves can crash without warning and often sweep across the pier area (where the concrete is).  Several people from the tour decided to go out onto the concrete pier regardless (Sue and I did not), and a few people went up the ramp to sit right outside the door of the general store.  Some people feel entitled to do whatever they want without any regard whatsoever for the wishes and comfort of others.  Sue and I respected the wishes of the residents and the warnings from Dave and stayed away from both places.
Once we were all back aboard the bus, we headed across the peninsula on Damien Road toward Kalawao, the site of the original settlement where lepers were brought, against their wills for the most part, to exile.  At the time it was the only way known to arrest the spread of the disease, which is, of course, quite a horrible affliction.  (Now the disease is easily controlled and treated through multi-drug treatments, and if caught early enough the disfiguring symptoms can even be reversed.)  On the way we stopped at a settlement site of early native Hawaiians that was just under 1000 years old, and at a small church called Siloama that is part of the group of churches in the Saint Damien parish that is used on a rotating basis for weekly services to this day.  Father Damien preached at this church while he served in Kalawao.
Remember that I had two major goals regarding church photos on this island.  Well, the second goal of the two was our next stop: St. Philomena.  Father Damien built the entire structure and his original gravesite is adjacent to the main building (his body was later moved).  Sue took a photo of me in front of the famous church:
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A cleaning woman who must have been a resident of Kalaupapa was present at the time, so we were able to also go inside, which isn’t always the case.  You can see the original gravesite of Saint Damien to the right of the church image.  The black cross that can be seen in front of one of the trees marks the spot.  Here is the inside of the church:
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After looking around in there for awhile, we again boarded the bus and headed for the site where the boats previously dropped off the leprosy sufferers.  Sometimes the afflicted were thrown from the boat and forced to swim to shore.  That’s where we ate lunch.  It’s in a small harbor near Okala Island at the very end of Damien Road.  The views were just great.  Dave handed us each a lunch containing a sandwich, chips, cookies and water.  My sandwich had ham on it (which I discarded), a slice of processed American cheese and a slice of iceberg lettuce on low-quality wheat bread.  Packages of mustard and mayonnaise were included, which I used.  Sue’s sandwich had turkey on it.  She gave me a slice for my sandwich and kept a slice for hers.

We took a picture of Sun and her husband for them and Sun took a picture of us in return (or vice versa):
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I took a picture of Sue in front of our bus:
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I thought that was an interesting tree.  You can see that Dave hung a bag on the door of the bus for our trash.  He said that it would all be separated back at the shop so that recyclables would be processed properly.

So that was it.  After lunch, people were dropped back off at their various starting points.  The hikers were released first along with the mule riders then the others were taken back to the extremely small airport to board their craft(s).  Sue and I were the second couple to head back onto the path up to topside Moloka’i.  There were two ladies that were worried they’d miss their ferry (which leaves for Maui at 4:00 PM daily) so they took right off at a slow jog to ascend the 1700’.  We went to the bathroom and took off shortly after them.  Sun and her husband were the third couple.  Mule riders left after us.

Hiking back up was, I thought, more fun than the hike down.  I got into a nice bounding rhythm going from the ball of one foot to the ball of the other.  It turns out that this was quite an exhilarating method for climbing and I was well into the extreme aerobic workout range after a few switchbacks.  Sue wanted to slow it down a bit, so we did after that, but it was still pretty strenuous.  We never saw the first two women, so they must have made it OK, and we didn’t see Sun and her husband until we were at the top.  We saw only one mule with its rider, one of the guides, but not until we were almost back to the mule barn.  They were in a pretty fast trot, almost a gallop but not quite.  I’m sure that the tour group members were back quite a distance.

We took several pictures on the way up, but you probably got the idea from the pictures on the way down of the steepness and beauty of the climb.  I’ll show only a couple here.  More can be seen on the Power Point presentation.

First, here I am nearing the top (only a few more switchbacks):
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Second, looking down from the same point at some huge waves around 1600’ below:
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Papohaku Beach
After returning from our hike and stopping by the Moloka’i Minimart for some wine and Starbucks coffee drinks ($11.76), we had dinner at the Hula Shores.  We didn’t stay up too late on the 21st since the hike had been somewhat taxing.

The next morning we went for a drive out to the west coast of the island to Papohaku Beach, a three-mile stretch of nearly deserted, beautiful Hawaiian beach.  We parked in an area that was described by road signs as the Papohaku Beach Park.  It consisted of a grassy parking area, a building with bathrooms and surfboards and an area where a group of people appeared to be camping.  We locked our valuables inside of our Wrangler and made our way to the beach itself.

We were immediately struck by the sheer lack of people and the vast stretch of deserted sand to our left (the south).  We’d entered the beach at the extreme northern end.  A quick look around with the binoculars located eight other people along the entire length.  The beach itself would be just perfect if one could get into the water, but the huge waves and roiling undercurrents were unnerving enough to cause us to keep our distance from the edge.  I ventured as close to the water as I felt was safe, and Sue stayed back around twenty feet from that point.

We didn’t stay for too long, but we took a number of pictures.  Here are a couple of them:
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I could sure get accustomed to this place.

Anyway, we decided to explore a bit farther south since we’d heard that there was a beach past this one at which we could swim and which was equally deserted (typically).  We made our way back to the Jeep and continued down the road.  In a few miles we saw a sign that indicated “Beach – Public Right of Way.”  We figured we’d found the right place, but the below photo shows what was referred to on the sign as a beach:
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The grain is a little coarse for my liking.

Anyway, shortly thereafter we came to the place for which we’d been searching.  It was a nice little beach in a cove.  The dangerous waves broke well out in the mouth of the cove and the water at the beach area was calm, warm and clear.  There were two other couples there when we arrived, and we had plenty of room to sit and relax for awhile, enjoying a snack of pistachios and water.  I was the first of us to get into the water here (and, in fact, from what either of us remembers of our lives, into the Pacific Ocean).  Sue took a dip shortly after me.  I swam out as far as I felt comfortable, about halfway to the mouth of the cove, and Sue stayed closer to shore.  Here is a picture of me coming out of the water:
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After we each swam a couple of times and relaxed for awhile, a couple of families showed up with dogs and children, so that was it for us.  We packed it in and headed back for the Hotel Moloka’i.  We both needed to wash some laundry since we’d each packed for this sixteen-day trip in carry-on bags.  I thought we’d just send out laundry once and take the monetary hit, but after looking over the list at the Hilton Waikoloa Village I noticed that each pair of underwear cost $2.00 to launder, with other items increasing in price from there.  The minimum charge was $75.00.  Believe it or not, the two hotels that followed the Hotel Moloka’i charged even more, with underwear costing $4.00 per pair.

We previously noticed that the Hotel Moloka’i had laundry facilities (one washer and one dryer located outdoors near the housekeeping room and public restrooms off of the Hula Shores restaurant.  The front desk person informed me that the gift store sold detergent but that he could provide me with the quarters that I’d need for the machines.  I went inside the gift store and purchased a sandwich bag of pre-measured powdered detergent for $1.00 and changed three dollar bills in at the front desk for quarters.  The washing machine cost $1.50 for a load and the dryer cost $1.00.  We fit all of our clothes easily into one load.  Total cost: $3.50.
While our clothes were washing we enjoyed lunch at the Hula Shores, then drove into town to get some more wine at the Moloka’i Minimart followed by dinner at the Hula Shores (there aren’t many restaurants on Moloka’i).  This was the night that I tried the Whole Opakapaka.  It’s an entire fish battered and deep fried, and it looks like this:
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I found it to be quite tasty, but I don’t think that Sue would have been happy with it.

Moloka’i Museum and Cultural Center
Sue and I decided to spend an hour or so visiting the Moloka’i Museum and Cultural Center on our last day on the island.  We arrived early and were the only ones there except for the curator and some guy sitting in the corner amusing himself, so it seemed, with some craft work.  We paid $5.00 each for admission and were shown around the museum which contained artifacts from the sugar mill, old photographs of the sugar mill, a great deal on Father Damien and Kalaupapa and some photos and artifacts related to the Hawaiian monarchy.  We were then sat in front of a television and shown two videos about the island and its history.

Following our perusal of the museum offerings, we again met with the curator who handed us a couple of self-guided tour pamphlets for the adjacent R.W. Meyer Sugar Mill (c. 1878).  We’d just seen a video on the mill, its founder and his family, the role that sugar played on the island and the process of producing sugar from cane, so we were well-prepared for our tour.  Walking through a field containing a draft horse used to run the “Crusher” and a chicken or two, as well as an outbuilding that housed the visitor bathroom, we arrived at the sugar mill and looked over all of the equipment, much to Sue’s annoyance.  After that we took a couple of pictures and left.

Our last stop on the island was the main street area of Kaunakakai.  Sue wanted to do a bit of shopping in some of the artsy-craftsy stores located there.  I went with her into the stores, and the most interesting thing, in my opinion, was artwork (large and expensive) that a local artist, who was present at the time and with whom we spoke a bit, made using various shades of red that she created using the local soils as bases.  She’d mix up these different shades and then paint scenes, most with a local theme.  It is very nice work, but would have been difficult to fit into the carry-on luggage.
Ferry to Maui
As I mentioned before, we were to take the ferry from Kaunakakai Harbor, Moloka’i to Kelawea, Maui.  The trip is around 35 to 40 miles from port to port and took around ninety minutes.  The ferry leaves Moloka’i daily at 4:00 PM and serves both tourists and commuters.

We checked out of our hotel at the last minute since we were in no big rush and went to the Alamo rental place at the airport to return our Wrangler.  We previously arranged for a cab to the ferry which we shared with a few other people.  Our share, with tip, was $15.00.  We purchased our ferry tickets on the 20th through the hotel concierge (Macy) for $61.46 each, and were let onto the craft without incident.  We opted to sit on the upper deck so that we could better see the sights, including the constant and ubiquitous whale activity.  Sitting there turned out to be a more interesting choice than we’d have thought.

The weather was great for the ride over.  The sky was mostly overcast, so it wasn’t too hot, and there were no storms in sight.  Most people seemed to have opted to sit on the upper deck for, presumably, the same reasons we did.  Once we were out of the harbor and traveling between Moloka’i and Lana’i toward Maui in the open water, though, the seas seemed to steadily increase in amplitude until, by my estimates, the waves approached 8’ or so.  This led to a great deal of unsettling rocking and to some splashing.  I watched one wave in particular roll in from a distance and knew it was different than the rest.  When the boat hit that wave, which it did at a slight angle, the splash completely drenched everyone on the upper deck, which was great since it really thinned out the crowd.  Sue and I stayed above and were relatively dry by the time we reached Maui.  One female passenger, who decided to stay above, screamed with delight every time she saw any whale activity, which was annoying.  Here’s a picture of us on the ferry:
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We arrived on Maui in Kelawea, a nice little coastal town that contains many little shops and restaurants, as well as some cottages that appear to be of the rental variety just a short walk from the beach area.  We were going to grab a cab or bus to Kahului, site of the main Maui airport at which we previously enjoyed a dinner and at which we were going to now pick up our rental car.  We looked about ourselves when we disembarked from the boat for the bus station and were immediately accosted by cab drivers.  One offered a reduced fare of $60 to the airport that could be further reduced if we found others with whom to share the ride.  However, we’d spoken on Moloka’i with the owner of the shop that sold the “red” paintings who informed us that a cab is very expensive and we’d probably want to take a bus to the airport.  So we walked quickly away from the cabbie toward the town, where we asked a street vendor how to get to the bus.
We found the bus stop (there was no station) and walked up to a gentleman who appeared to know what he was doing.  I told him what we wanted to do and he said that the bus for which everyone (there were around twenty individuals in line) was waiting is the one that we, too, needed.  However, he explained that we’d have to change buses at a mall to board the bus to the airport.  I asked how to pay for the bus and he told me that we’d each need a $1 bill for this bus and a $1 bill for the next for a total of $4.00.  With no tip necessary (or expected) that saved us around $61, although it took us probably twice as long for the journey, but we were in no rush.

We arrived at the airport and took a shuttle to Hertz.  Through AAA, we’d requested an SUV since we expected to travel the famous “Road to Hana” the next day.  It turned out to be the largest vehicle that I’d ever driven (excluding the trucks that I drove for various companies and the MA Air National Guard): a Chevrolet Tahoe.  It seats eight but was remarkably comfortable, easy to handle and smooth.  It was also totally unnecessary, as you’ll find out later on.

Maui
When I researched the various islands for our trip to Hawai’i, I realized from all of the literature that was given me both from AAA and from the tourism centers on the islands themselves that the two islands that would appeal to Sue and me the most were Moloka’i and Kaua’i.  This turned out to be true, but I also realized that there were several points of interest on both the Big Island and on Maui that made visits to both places worth our time.  Maui had the added advantage of being a ferry-ride away from Moloka’i, a mode of transportation that we were both interested in trying.

The three activities on Maui that we loosely planned to do while there were:

· Travel the “Road to Hana”

· Bike down Puu Ulaula (El. 10,023’)

· Search for the “hippie village” of Pala, recommended by Rich (this last would have coincided with the Road to Hana trip since it was on HI-36, which we would have traveled to get to HI-360, the Road to Hana itself)

Our plans changed.

I drove up to the main entrance of the Hyatt Regency in Lahaina, located in a resort setting on the beach.  Sue stayed in the car while I went inside to check into our room, our usual procedure.  I approached the desk and was welcomed warmly by the hotel clerk, Kim.  He saw that we’d reserved a Deluxe Ocean View room that he cooed is a very nice room…but, he’d like to give me an upgrade.  I was suspicious and asked a number of questions skillfully designed to ferret out Kim’s real motivations.  He remained calm and polite and answered each of my questions to my satisfaction.  It turned out that, due to the luau that was taking place that night, the hotel was completely overbooked.  He said our arrival time was just right since they’d just started this upgrade process and that five parties behind us would also be offered upgrades of various degrees.  Our original room is one of the best rooms at the hotel EXCEPT for the rooms on what is known as the “Regency Club” level, and that is what Kim offered to me at that time.
Kim explained that the Regency Club includes an upgrade from an angled ocean view on the 14th floor to a face-on ocean view on the 22nd floor, an “Aloha Kakahiaka” continental breakfast, an “Aloha Ahi Ahi” Hors d’oeuvres and a “Cordials and Desserts” hour.  The alleged continental breakfast included smoked salmon with brie, red onion and capers, boiled eggs, egg-white spinach & feta omelet, every type of bagel and spread imaginable, fresh bread for toast, most pastries that can be imagined as well as some that can’t, a variety of fresh fruits, many tropical, all manner of breakfast drink including cappuccino, espresso, coffee, hot chocolate, milk, juice and adult beverages (for a small extra cost).  After three plates of food apiece, Sue and I estimated eating breakfast here two mornings in a row was worth no less than $250-$300 combined.  That was included with the room.

The Hors d’oeuvres presentation was equally stunning.  We each ate handsome amounts of food at that, too, and had we realized the extent of the offerings we’d not have made reservations for dinner at the great restaurant, Japengo, that was on-site.  After dinner at Japengo we went back into the club to enjoy their beautiful array of dessert offerings.  You get the idea.
I get ahead of myself, though.  I went back out to the car with our room keys for 2214, asked the valet whether the self-park lot was full (as I was told to do by Kim), and after the valet informed me that it was I handed over my keys and let them park the behemoth of a Tahoe for us.  The $15 charge normally associated with this activity was waived since the lot was full.  Sue and I then headed toward the elevator through a lobby like I’d never seen.  It had tropical forest areas, grasslands and well-manicured lawns in addition to its regular lobby-like seating areas, concierge and front desk areas.  We didn’t hang around since we wanted to go up to our room (I hadn’t yet told Sue of the upgrade).

We stepped into the elevator and I had to swipe the room key in order to press “22,” the top floor.  I think that we shared the elevator with someone at this time that exited on floor 14, and the female voice of the elevator said “fourteenth floor.”  We then proceeded to floor 22, and even the elevator voice seemed surprised when she said “twenty-second floor – REGENCY club!”  I led Sue out of the elevator through a plush seating area (one mustn’t be uncomfortable when waiting for the elevator) to the railing with an absolutely amazing view of the lobby:
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We walked around the railing to the opposite side where our room was located.  I swiped  the card to let us into the room and we were both amazed at the lavishly-appointed bathroom with top-of-the-line products, including complimentary toothpaste and mouthwash, massaging soaps and beautiful shampoo/conditioner products.  Next we walked into the bedroom area where there were two beds: one king-size and one queen-size.  There was a table with chairs near the deck and a full walk-in closet near the bathroom with bureaus and a safe.
Finally we went out onto the deck which was roomy and had a great triangular glass-top patio table (which we need to get for our own deck) and two very comfortable chairs.  But the best thing by far was the incredible view of Lana’i and the North Pacific in general.  Here is one example:
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By the way, our original Deluxe Ocean View room is visible in this picture.  The wing on the right, top floor…yeah, way down there.

After we recovered from our shock, we decided to head downstairs to grab some dinner at Japengo.  As we made our way through the lobby we noticed a sign that said, to the surprise of the both of us, “PLEASE DO NOT FEED OR HANDLE PENGUINS.”  Up to this point in my life I’d had no intention of handling or feeding penguins:  the thought had never crossed my mind.  To our delight and amusement, we were soon to discover the reason for the sign:  a group of seven or eight African penguins seemed to have relatively free range of the lobby, including a series of comfortable-looking shelters and re-creations of what I presume is typical African penguin habitat.

At the restaurant we enjoyed the best seats in the house as well as some great ahi poke and some sashimi offerings.  We may have had a bottle of wine, too, but judging from the bill ($90), probably just a glass apiece.  We decided to make reservations for the following night, too.  After dinner we went back to the room and sat on the deck with some more wine to enjoy the scenery.

The next morning we enjoyed the continental breakfast, available only to those staying at the Regency Club level, and spoke with a lady who advised against traveling the Road to Hana any way but with a tour.  She said that the road is so bad in so many areas that the driver can’t enjoy the scenery at all, and it does take a while to travel.  We took her advice and put this off until our next Hawai’i trip.  We also, after speaking with the aforementioned owner of the little shop on Moloka’i, decided against the bike ride down the mountain.  Apparently the road is not too safe and traffic is not very forgiving.  The bike ride that we took down the Waimea Canyon road (on Kaua’i), on the contrary, was well organized and quite safe.  Traffic was minimal and never passed us without the van behind us, driven by one of our guides, allowing the cars to go around the entire group after we’d all pulled safely to the side.  Even then we only had to do that two or three times.  I’ll go over this tour when I write about Kaua’i below.
So you can tell from the above that our new plan for the day was to stay put and enjoy the beautiful resort.  After breakfast we donned our bathing attire and made our way through the lobby containing the previously-mentioned penguins and a variety of large tropical birds.  Since it’s an open-air lobby many other smaller birds were around, too.  Alana would probably really enjoy this place.
As part of the day, Sue wanted to take a walk along the great beach that stretches from the Hyatt Regency all the way down the resort strip.  She decided that we should walk the entire length.  Despite the beautiful, warm day and such a picturesque Hawaiian setting, crowds were minimal and even I, who despises walking along crowed beaches, enjoyed this walk while looking at the sites and hearing the sounds.  In fact, the beach was far less crowded than even Ocean Park’s Beach on a typical summer day, and the water was much more inviting.  There is one area, however, along this stretch where the land’s directional heading suddenly changes from north-western to northern, where the surf seemed particularly dangerous, and nearer to our resort the water seemed to have more rocks in the shallow parts.  But most of the stretch, which I’d say went on for at least 1-1/2 miles, was very inviting indeed.  I took a number of swims in several places, and Sue joined me for a swim near the far end of the beach.  We could tell we’d reached the end of the beach because we saw this…
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…whereas the rest of the beach looked more like this:
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The remainder of the day found us exploring the resort and enjoying a couple of cocktails at a place called the Grotto Bar, which was in a hollowed out area by a waterfall that connected two sections of the resort and two sections of the pool.  People were able to swim and walk through this dark but cheerful establishment, and the fish tank was quite entertaining with a great variety of wretched but colorful souls, one of whom made a constant and tragic circuit of the tank in a vain search for a way out.  What he’d do once he got out isn’t at all clear.

We also enjoyed the hot tub over the course of the day, although supervised children were allowed to use the thing, too.  It was vacation week on the mainland, so there were a few of those (children) around.  After lounging our way around and through the resort, we made our way through the lobby to get ready for our hors d’oeuvres at the Regency Club and for our dinner at Japengo.  Along the way, we again greeted the penguins:
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Japengo was fabulous again, and a waiter took our picture near our perfect table:
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The next morning we again enjoyed both our continental breakfast at the Regency Club and the resort itself until checkout time.  Our flight to Kaua’i, Island Air flight 441, left Maui at 12:40 PM and arrived at Lihue Kaua’i at 1:40 PM.  During the flight we were treated to spectacular views of Moloka’i, O’ahu and Kaua’i.  We made sure that we were first in line for this open seating flight and chose the front two starboard seats, which I knew would afford us the most leg room and the best views during our flight.  It is just a little unnerving sitting here since the immediate view out the window is the massive, 8’ diameter propeller spinning directly AT the window.  I’m sure that we must have paid the $10/bag-checking fee, but I see no record of it on my spreadsheets.  I’ll have to investigate that, as I’m positive that we checked bags.  (Note: Following the investigation, the $20 charge now appears on the spreadsheet.)
Kaua’i
This is the final island of our Hawai’i vacation.  After retrieving our bags, we took the shuttle to Hertz for our rental.  I explained to the agent that, although we still wanted to rent an SUV, preferably 4-wheel drive, we didn’t wish to drive anything nearly as large as the Tahoe that we rented on Maui.  She found a much more reasonably-sized vehicle called a GMC Arcadia, which was perfect.  It was mid-sized, comfortable, and seemed to do reasonably well with gas mileage, though I admit that I didn’t keep very careful track of mileage during this trip.  It also handled the mountainous terrain quite admirably.  We thanked the agent and made our way to the hotel, the Grand Hyatt Resort in Koloa.
We pulled up to the main entrance and, as usual, Sue waited in the car while I checked in.  The front desk clerk explained what a nice room the Deluxe Ocean View is and that there is again both a king-size and a queen-size bed in there.  I have to admit that when I first saw the view I was a bit disappointed after coming from the Regency Club on Maui, but it had a certain charm:
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We looked over the restaurant offerings and decided to make reservations for that evening at a place called Tidepools.  After that we went right to the concierge to have her make some activities arrangements for us for the next few days.  We were staying on Kaua’i from 2/25 through 3/3 and had a list of things that we wanted to accomplish while there:

· Run a 10K at the Waimea Town Celebration (the 34th Annual Captain Cook Caper Fun Run)
· Take a kayak ride to the Secret Falls
· Ride a bike down the Waimea Canyon road

· Attend a luau

The concierge, Alicia, quickly and easily arranged all of these activities for us (except for the 10K) and we made sure that we’d have plenty of time to also enjoy the resort and to strike out on our own if the mood struck.

Tidepools
We arrived a few minutes early for our 5:30 reservations at the Tidepools restaurant located adjacent to the extensive pool area of the spectacular Grand Hyatt Kaua’i resort, so we had to wait a few minutes to be seated.  Sue and I made all of our reservations at the earliest times available, which all happened to coincide with the opening of the restaurants for dinner, since we like to eat our dinner early.
At 5:30 we were shown to what must be the best seats in the place in a quiet corner of the establishment overlooking the koi pools that were just teeming with the creatures.  We also had a view of the sunset off to our right as we looked out to the ocean, but we were a bit early for that.  We noticed as several other parties were seated that children were mainly absent, and the few that were filtering in with families were both well-behaved and seated in an entirely different section of the restaurant.  I don’t know whether this was intentional on the part of the staff of Tidepools, but it was certainly a welcome touch.

Our dinner started out with ahi sashimi, which is a local variety thought up by the Tidepool’s brilliant chef.  It contained Hawaiian hearts of palm, beets, shiso and white soy-yuzu-habanero sauce.  The marinade and dip added just the right touch to the tuna, never overpowering it.  We each tried a salad before dinner.  All of the salad offerings were unique and interesting – no iceberg lettuce offerings here.
I’m not clear on what we ordered for dinner.  I may have ordered the grilled Hawaiian ahi, and Sue may have tried the macadamia nut mahimahi.  I know that I ordered my selection rare, which leads me to believe that I had the tuna, and I know that Sue ordered something different.  Regardless, we both enjoyed our meal tremendously and vowed to return, though we didn’t.  We didn’t partake of any adult beverage or dessert that evening since we had a 10K to run the next morning.
Waimea Town Celebration or Captain Cook Caper Fun Run 10K
The next morning Sue and I woke very early, had our coffee and hopped in the Arcadia traveling west toward Waimea for the CCCFR 10K.  We arrived early, around 5:45 AM, since we hadn’t yet registered and needed to board the bus to the start line at around 6:15 AM.  We found the area that served as the heart of the celebration easily, parked and walked toward a booth that had a sign indicating that was where registration for the race takes place.  We were met by a gentleman in a white pickup truck who informed us that we should follow him, instead, to the area where we could register and from where the bus would be departing.  He waited for us on the road for a short while (a deserted HI-50) while we climbed back into our SUV, but oddly didn’t wait for us to start our engine and catch up with him.  Luckily, before he left he told us that we just needed to look for a fence on our left up the road and that we “couldn’t miss it.”
We missed it, and after a short time decided to turn around.  We pulled into the first place, now on our right that had a fence and found a dimly-lit porch on a cottage well set back from the road.  The porch had two tables set up on it with a coffee pot and cups on one of them and a strong box and pad of paper on another.  There was a person there that must have been a volunteer for the race, but she had no list, no numbers and no chips and could not sign us up for the race, so we waited.

Eventually, the correct person showed up and we handed over our check and were issued numbers, but no chips.  We were told that chips would be handed out at the start line.  We were also told that we’d need to get our t-shirts after the race at the booth at the main celebration area (the first place we stopped).  We had to wait a while to board the bus, so we used the bathroom that was associated with a restaurant area in the back of the cottage.  We also moved our car to an unlit grass field adjacent to the cottage.

We boarded the bus at around 6:15.  Those running the 10K were told to sit in the back, and those running the 5K were told to sit in the front.  For the most part, this happened.  However only one school bus was used for transportation and it filled quickly.  Many individuals packed the aisle for the ride.  Sue and I climbed aboard the bus early and easily grabbed a seat in the rear.  The 5K people were dropped off first, and then we were brought farther along HI-50 to the 10K start, which the bus driver missed and to which we arrived after the driver turned the bus around.
It’s no surprise that she missed the start since it was not lit, looked exactly like every other portion of the highway, was marked only with a lonely orange cone off to the side of the road in the grass and a small white line labeled “10K” and had no other signs of being a race start area, such as a portable toilet.  Obviously the absence of the toilet was both uncomfortable and distressing.  While the race’s start time of 7:00 AM is fantastic, especially for early risers in a tropical climate, the lack of facilities in which to relieve oneself prior to the start was extremely troubling, especially for the ladies present.  (We boys have and easier time, overall, with that sort of thing.)

Some irritating persons and couples warmed themselves up for the race by running – you know the type.  One gentleman complained of the race’s short distance and after the race I believe that he ran back to the start and did it again (total: 18.6 miles).  I may have the details wrong but it was something ridiculous like that.  Sue and I just stood around waiting for our chips.  Finally a small car pulled up and two ladies got out (the two that were on the porch).  It remains unknown why the chips weren’t handed out with the numbers.  They set some things on the hood of the car and called everyone over.  They handed chips out according to our numbers and told us to wrap them around our ankles.  These chips were on a Velcro band and were pretty easy to put on, but some had trouble anyway – you know that type, too.
Oddly, there was no starting pad, so the race wasn’t timed in the traditional “chip time” that many of us have experienced.  No one was ever told to line up, so all of the racers were just milling around the starting area when the man from the white pickup truck (you remember him) yelled “Well, OK GO!”  So we went.  Very disorganized.
I never was able to say goodbye to Sue like I normally do before the start of an organized race, so I wasn’t to see her for quite a while.  A short time after the start, which must have been somewhere near Kokole Point on the south end of the Pacific Missile Range Facility, the Sun began to rise.  Since we were running west to east, Sol was directly in front of us for the entire time.  Luckily we knew that would happen so we had our sunglasses, which I donned at this point.  It was a comfortable run, flat, with the ocean to our right.  I passed my usual number of people, percentage-wise, including many of those who were part of the 5K group.  I crossed the finish line with a timing-pad beep at, according to the digital clock at the finish, 48:04, which is a good pace for me.  When I looked at the official results, though, I saw that I was listed as 48:33.  This doesn’t make too much sense to me.  If anything, one would think that the time would be less than that displayed as is the case, usually, with chip time.

Anyway, I was 18th of 89 finishers for the 10K.  The first-place finisher came in at 37:10, and he was surprisingly in my division (M40-49).  Usually someone from the younger set wins these things.  I’m not authorized to mention Sue’s time or finishing place, but if you’re interested the results are available online.
Sue and I can be seen in this brief video about the run:  http://www.hawaiistream.com/video/34th-annual-captain-cook-caper
We waited around at the awards ceremony (as you can see in the above video) and then went over to the Town Celebration site to get our t-shirts.  Our shirts didn’t have the race listed on the sleeve since we didn’t pre-register, and even our numbers don’t identify the race, so we actually have no memorabilia from this race at all, save for our listing on the results page and the short video.  We had to wait until the Waimea Town Celebration opening time of 10:00 for our t-shirts, and even then were told by the booth people that they couldn’t give us shirts.  Thankfully a fiery Hawaiian woman aged over 70 years convinced the people that we could just sign for our shirts (she was sick of waiting, too).  We signed a pad of paper, listing our names and bib numbers alongside our signatures, grabbed our shirts, and left the celebration.  Here is what the celebration looked like:
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We decided that for breakfasts and lunches over the next few days we’d purchase some supplies since we don’t enjoy going out for those meals too much.  We stopped at a small grocery store in Waimea called Ishihara where we purchased cereals, milk, sandwich rounds, hummus, mayo, red onion, cheese, tomatoes and bananas for four days’ worth of eating.  We also grabbed six bottles of wine for our deck and some bowls out of which we could enjoy our cereal.  Sue made off with some plastic-ware from the deli, so we didn’t have to pay for that.

When we returned to the room we made some sandwiches and I called the concierge to make reservations at Yum Cha for dinner, 5:30 of course.

Yum Cha
Yum Cha is located next to the resort’s golf course in the clubhouse.  It is billed as an “Asian Fusion” restaurant.  We again had to wait a few minutes to be seated since we arrived to the establishment a couple of minutes early.  We waited in the bar area, but didn’t order anything to drink at this time.
We were shown to a two-person table with a view of the links in the foreground and a Kaua’i mountain in the not-so-distant distance.  The landscape hinted at a promise of spectacular coloring as the Sun set.  We ordered a bottle of wine and some ahi poke.  The poke is, without any doubt, the best that we’ve ever had.  By this time we’d become aficionados of this appetizer.  This recipe used a great marinade with sesame seeds.  Maybe Sue could explain it better.  It seemed nice and salty, but not overpowering.  In retrospect, we both agreed that we should have just ordered plate after plate of this dish.
Our server offered to take a photo of us with the mountain in the background upon which the setting sun was shining, but it didn’t come out that great.  After dinner we went back to our room which was about a ten minute walk from the restaurant and enjoyed a little bit of wine on our deck.  We didn’t want to stay up too late because our bike ride down Waimea Canyon was scheduled for the next morning.

Waimea Canyon
The tour was to depart from an establishment that was around a ten minute drive from our hotel, so we left with fifteen minutes to spare and arrived in plenty of time.  We signed our waivers and met the tour guides: two chatty gentlemen, one of whom we learned was the manager who didn’t normally go out with tours.  They were both real beach-bum and nature-lover types, which is perfect for this sort of thing.  They seemed quite knowledgeable both about the canyon in particular and Kaua’i in general.  The manager was to ride his bike in the front of the group and the other tour guide was to drive the van and trailer in the back of the group.

After signing our waivers, we were given a quick lesson on wearing our helmets properly, then on the bikes we’d be using.  They were beach bikes which have very comfortable, wide seats and brakes on the handlebars.  We were each made to perform a couple of figure-eights in the parking lot in front of the tour guides on the bicycles, and then we boarded the van for the ride up the canyon road.
The ride took around 45 minutes or so and the two guides talked the whole way about Kaua’i, the canyon, coffee plantations, island history, etc.  People in the group (other than either Sue or me) egged them on with questions.  Eventually we reached the area from which we’d be descending which was a few miles before the actual end of the road.  We used the bathrooms and enjoyed the view from a lookout:
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The guides then told us it was time to get started, so we got back into the van for a two-minute ride to the actual starting point and the guides unloaded all of the bikes.  We picked our bikes and formed up in a line.  We were told to stay two bike lengths in back of the person to our front and that we were not to pass anyone.  Sue and I were third and fourth behind the manager guide.  They told us that we’d be mostly just using the brakes, but that there was one very brief section where we’d need to pedal.  They also told us that if we did need to pass someone we’d have to wait until we were pulled over and change the order at that time.  In addition they went over some simple hand signs they’d be using to communicate with us during the ride.
Needless to say, I endeavored to stay exactly two bike lengths in back of Sue (I decided to bike in back of her so that I could be sure of her safety), but Sue was many times that distance in back of the person in front of her.  The manager guide was something of a daredevil, and the couple that decided to be next in line after him stuck right with him.  We found out that they were partial to adventurous vacations and activities, and that the following day they’d be taking part in an open-door helicopter tour of Kaua’i.  That’s right – open-door.  Sue and I were not going on any type of helicopter tour this trip.
We made a number of stops to view scenery and received during these stops various lectures on local flora, including one plant that had a “Juicy Fruit” aroma and one with a sasparilla/root beer aroma.  Sue knew the name of the latter plant, and the guides were duly impressed.  She credited her younger years in Nature Camp for her knowledge.  We also saw a plant that inspired Theodore Geisel (a.k.a. Dr. Suess) to draw those little tufted balls on the top of so many of his characters’ heads.  The plant also inspired the story “The Lorax” and its environmental message.

On the final stretch of the ride we were told that we’d be able to really open the bikes up and go as fast as we’d like, so I decided to get in front of Sue for this portion.  I thought that I was really cruising along, but I still could not (or would not) keep up with the front three.  However, I was only ten to twenty bike lengths behind, not the several hundred marked by the group that Sue led for this leg.

The ride ended at a little store that had for sale several shell necklaces made by residents of Ni’ihau (the Forbidden Island).  The ladies that painstakingly construct these master artworks are of a rapidly dwindling breed, so the necklaces themselves now sell for many thousands of dollars (for the most part).  Of course, some lesser jewelry can be purchased for a few hundred dollars, but the necklaces are the crowning achievements.  Photographs were not allowed of these pieces of jewelry; however I’m sure that examples can be found online.  We didn’t buy any at this time.
The tour guides also gave us a little lecture on the island of Ni’ihau.  It seems that the island is owned by one family and has 800-900 residents right now.  The native Hawaiian language is the principle one used there, and if I remember correctly there is no electricity or other modern conveniences.  Helicopters can be arranged, mainly for hunting purposes, and the craft are allowed to land in specified areas for very short periods of time.  Tickets on such an excursion cost between $2000-$3000, and one boar and one deer are guaranteed to each participant.  The guides said that after the helicopter lands, those animals gather around the aircraft and people need only step outside and shoot.  No one asked how the animals thus slain were then transported back to the mainland, so I don’t know.

For breakfast we had cereal in our room, and for lunch we enjoyed sandwiches and fruit, also in our room.  At night we were going to the luau at the Grand Hyatt, so on our spreadsheet for trip expenses the only entries for this day are the tips for the maid and for the tour guides.  One can argue that the costs of the tour and the luau should have gone on this day, but the charge was made two days prior with the hotel concierge, so that’s where it appears.
Here’s one more photo of Sue and me on the tour:
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Sue was very unhappy standing so close to the edge, but she puts on a good show.

On the way back to the tour office in the van, the guide pointed out a place that had a great many Buddhist shrines placed all over a hillside that was open to the public very rarely.  We found out that it was open only two Sundays per month, and this happened to be one of them.  It was still before noon when we got back into our Arcadia, so we decided to drive back out the five minutes to this place and take a look.

Lawai International Center
The shrine is called the Lawai International Center and is open the second and last Sundays of each month, which probably causes people some confusion on months with five Sundays.  The place is pretty interesting to see and we would have loved to walk around for longer, but we were immediately accosted by two ladies explaining that the lecture would start in around thirty minutes so we could head down to the tent then.  They also said that they guessed it would be OK if we wanted to walk around a bit first, so we did.  Sue used the bathroom before we started, which was just a portable toilet, but she decided that it was so unique she’d take a few pictures.  Here’s what it looked like inside on that day:
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Once Sue returned to me I told her that we’d need to quickly tour the hillside and get right out of there.  We were both too hungry for a lecture, even though it may have been of some interest.  So we walked up and down the hill and peered inside a few of the structures pictured here:
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If you look carefully you can see the people up there, so one can get a sense of scale.  There are more photos on the Power Point presentation of this trip, so I won’t put any more here.

Luau at the Grand Hyatt
For many, a luau is one of the main events planned during a Hawaiian vacation, and we are no exception.  Of the four main Hawaiian islands, the luau at the Grand Hyatt on Kaua’i was billed as the most “authentic,” whatever that means.  It was also slightly more expensive than the one on either of the other two main islands that we visited, but not much more, so we decided that we’d attend this one.  As everyone knows, we arranged for this event with the concierge within an hour of our arrival at the Grand Hyatt.  Most of the time this event is held outside, and after returning from our bike tour we walked around the resort and witnessed a small army of workers setting the tables, chairs and stage up in one of the grassy areas outside of the hotel.
But this was not to be.  A rain system finally found its way to Sue and me and really drenched the place.  While it stopped raining many hours prior to the start of the celebration, the grassy area was sufficiently soaked so as to potentially transform, with the throng of expected guests, into a frothy mud pit over the course of a luau.  Luckily the resort has a backup plan, which is to hold the luau in one of its spacious ballrooms.

We lined up, knowing that the seating is first-come-first-choice and wanting to be near the front, about twenty minutes before six.  At six promptly the doors opened and we were draped with shell leis and handed mai tais.  We nearly knocked down an elderly gentleman and his wife who were, up until this point, slightly ahead of us and obtained seats front row center.  The front half of the hall filled in pretty solidly, and the back half a little more sporadically, but it was a pretty good crowd (for a Monday) of around 200.

The luau is an “All You Can Eat / All You Can Drink” entertainment extravaganza.  The emcee made sure that we all knew that, to a rousing round of applause, and then introduced the band, who played a couple of songs while people situated themselves and obtained another round of drinks.  After a while, the emcee reappeared and told us about the history of the luau, a bit about himself (he grew up on Kaua’i with a native mother and a father from New Jersey, which he’s never visited) and a bit about the show that we were about to see.  It turns out that a luau covers traditional dances from a few of the “Polynesian” islands including Samoa, Polynesia and Hawai’i.
There were four main male dancers and four main female dancers who performed strikingly different styles of dance from all of the islands discussed by the emcee.  Of course, I had my favorites, as did Sue, no doubt.  At one point audience members were chosen to participate on stage with the dancers.  A younger student of hula dancing, a girl of around twelve, also performed and when she chose a young girl of around her own age from the audience it was obvious that the level of skill that she has so far obtained is markedly advanced compared with any amateur.  All of the people brought up onto the stage seemed to enjoy themselves, though none were very good at hula dancing.

At one point during the Samoa portion of the dancing, the emcee mentioned that dancers would traditionally perform for kings of other tribes upon the tribes’ first meeting.  The style included a great deal of sticking out of the dancers’ tongues followed by the main dancer (male) throwing down a small bundle of leaves tied together in front of the king, then the dancer sticks out his tongue and waits.  The king (or leader) decides at this point whether or not to pick the bundle of leaves up, indicating a desire for inter-tribal friendship.  It turns out that the dancer chose me as the leader of the luau and threw the bundle down in front of me, sticking out his tongue with a fierce expression on his face.  At the urging of the emcee, I decided that the audience tribe should pursue a friendly relationship with the dancer tribe, and picked up the bundle of leaves.  At this point, the dance was resumed to great effect and to the delight of all in attendance.  This particular portion of the dance was a big celebration, no doubt of the fact that our tribes had declared their friendly intentions, and included a great deal of fire being tossed about (on the end of sticks, of course).  One of the dancers crouched down right next to me for the whole time, probably in order to protect the audience if there was some sort of a mishap with the fires.  Here is a photo of this portion of the proceedings:
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Here is another luau picture:
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As the leader of the group, I also was able to have my picture taken with a couple of the other dancers:
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That’s the bundle of leaves that I needed to pick up, and you can also see my shell lei.

The emcee at one point prior to the meal being served suggested ways that we might try poi, since according to him no native and very few visitors seem to like it.  One of the things that he suggested was to dip the pork into it prior to eating the meat.  I found that doing this really made the flavor of the pork, especially the great saltiness, POP.  I didn’t mind the poi by itself, but apart from its nice lavender color it is fairly nondescript, much like plain mashed potatoes, which I love.

Finally, the only other notable happening at the luau was when the emcee sang renditions of several songs that people usually associate with Hawai’i.  Among these was “Tiny Bubbles,” made famous by the late Don Ho.  I was chosen to sing the opening words, though Sue at this point was nowhere to be found.  It turns out that the waiter wasn’t supplying her with wine quickly enough, so she went up to the bar to get a couple of glasses for us and thus missed my big debut.

Anyway, that’s a luau.  It was great to be able to experience one, but probably unnecessary to attend one again, but we’ll see.

Stevenson’s Library
The next day we had no big plans, so after breakfast we decided to find a trail on Waimea Canyon Road that was farther on than where we started our bike tour the day before.  But first, I thought that the sunrise looked nice off our deck so I snapped this:
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We drove back up the road, but due to clouds literally rolling across the street and reducing visibility to inches, we decided to forego our planned hike along the knife-back trail that looks down to the ocean on one side and the canyon on the other.  We did stop off at some other lookouts, though, so the trip wasn’t wasted.  At one of the stops we decided to take a photo of this small friend who is part of the many groups of free-wandering roosters and hens on this island (much like on Moloka’i):
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We ate lunch in our room and decided to go to Stevenson’s Library for dinner.  This was the upscale bar at the resort that was built to resemble Robert Louis Stevenson’s own library, complete with pool table and some beautiful seating areas and woodwork.  The wood used in the place was a type of hardwood that was pointed out to us by our bike tour guide on the Waimea Canyon tour.  We were shown the actual tree type from which the wood came and told that Stevenson’s Library had a large amount of the wood in its furnishings.  I had no means by which to take notes on the bike ride, though, and had difficulty finding information on the exact type of wood on the World Wide Web.  Maybe someone could find out so I could include specific information here.
The feature that evening at Stevenson’s Library was “Martinis and Sushi” which suit us just fine.  We enjoyed some nice ahi poke, of course, along with some trays of delicious and fresh rolls.  I ordered up a couple of Gibson martinis, neat with a twist for the two of us, and we enjoyed those along with our abundant meal and spectacular view for the next hour-and-a-half or so.

Kayak Tour and Secret Waterfall
The next day started early with Sue and me enjoying a cereal breakfast on our deck, watching the sun rise.
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We didn’t need to be particularly early to the starting point of our tour today; sometime around 8:00 if I remember correctly.

We arrived a bit early and were the first ones there.  The trip took us around thirty minutes from our hotel room and the meeting point was close to the start of the tour.  The kayaks were already loaded on the vehicle, so as soon as the other group members arrived we all took off.  This time there was one guide and six pairs of people.  We had to share two-person kayaks (except for the guide), so we had a quick lesson on how to behave aboard the craft and who was the captain of each boat.  (As most probably know, the person sitting in the rear is the captain since he/she is the one that steers.)  Instead of making this a gender issue, the guide suggested that the individual in each pair with the strongest upper body strength should be the person that sits in the rear.  Sue agreed that due to my steady performance of heavy exercise this should be me.  The launching point was about a five minute drive from the shop.
The boat ramp used for this tour is a busy place and several kayak tour companies launch their Secret Falls trips here.  It is also a docking area for river barge tours that appear to serve adult beverages, have live entertainment and are used for such purposes as weddings and other celebrations.  There is also a very dismal and dingy bathroom there for those not wishing to stop in the woods.  We received one more set of instructions as we finished unloading our kayaks (when it was our turn to do so): we were to always travel together as a group, we were to stay on the far side of the river (from the boat ramp) both going to the waterfall and coming back, we were to cross at the guide’s direction and we were to stay within 20’ of the river bank.

The Wailua River, Kaua’i’s (and possibly Hawai’i’s) only navigable river, is a zero-class rapids river, meaning that the paddle up and the paddle down would be similarly easy.  Sue and I had no problem physically with the paddle, nor did we (surprisingly) get along poorly with each other.  We easily and harmoniously made our way up and back down the river, making all of the necessary adjustments with simple commands when necessary, but usually automatically.  The river is very wide and calm with nothing but vegetation, wildlife and cliffs as we made our way the 2.5 miles upriver to the landing point from where we’d embark on our 1.25 mile hike to the Secret Falls.  Unlike the bike tour down Waimea Canyon, we were allowed to pass those traveling more slowly than our ideal speed, which we did.  But although we could travel at our own speed for the most part, we were told that once we reached a fork we were to wait there for the rest of the group, and for the guide who was taking up the rear.
We reached the fork, which split the Wailua River into the North Fork and the South Fork.  The North Fork, since the mouth of the river (near to where our journey began) is on the eastern side of the island, veers to the right, and the South Fork to the left.  It turns out that we would be going right for as long as the river would support craft such as ours.  The disembark point wasn’t too far after the fork, and followed a narrow area and a small section with somewhat “quicker” water, which took some fancy paddling to get through.  We made it the farthest of any in the group, coming within feet of where we’d be pulling our kayaks up onto some banks in preparation for our hike.

All of our gear, including our camera, was stowed up to this point in a dry bag provided by the tour operators for that purpose.  We had only our sunglasses with us for the paddle upriver.  I hopped out of the kayak just before the bank and pulled Sue, still in the craft, up to the bank, where she hopped into the river mere feet from the dry land.  I landed the boat and we started to retrieve the things from our dry pack that we’d want out during the hike.  I’d be carrying the pack on my back for the hike.  The guide warned us that because of the recent rains, we’d be walking ankle-deep in mud for much of the hike.  Most had the sense to bring some sort of foot covering with them, and put those on at this time.

Our next task was to walk a few feet up the stream to a point where there was a rope and a felled tree leading the way across the river and to a bank up to a path on the other side.  Just before leaving, the guide approached me and told me that I should now put some footwear on since there are some sharp rocks and other dangers along the hike, especially in the water.  Thinking of the mud comment a short while back and realizing that the only pair of shoes that I had, while extremely well-suited to hikes in all kinds of weather and conditions, was the pair that I’d be wearing out to dinner after this adventure, I assured the guide that that wouldn’t be happening, and that I’d go barefoot and take my chances.  He expressed that he didn’t think that this was a great idea, but wished me well.
The river crossing was hazardous, but I took my time, avoided sharp rocks and felt my way with due caution, making sure that I took every step carefully while holding onto the handholds provided.  Both Sue (who opted to wear her shoes, even though the first thing that we did was step waist-deep in water) and I made it across to the path safely and relatively easily.  Some others struggled, but all made it.  The hike was pleasant and flat, with numerous muddy spots, and my feet were caked with the mud by the time we reached the waterfall.  But I was otherwise unharmed, and advocate hiking thus unshod as long as one is careful.  I wouldn’t have wanted to get a cut or some other problem that would have prevented me from continuing, though, so I also advocate extreme caution.

Anyway, we made it fairly easily in an hour or so and everyone was ready for some lunch.  We prearranged the sandwiches that we’d want, Sue and I both opting for vegetarian.  I made sure that we grabbed our two first because I figured that someone would screw something up.  Sure enough, a woman who hadn’t ordered a vegetarian sandwich took one, even though we were told to take the sandwich we’d ordered.  Eventually, noticing the consternation on the face of another hiker, she came over and confessed that even though she’s a vegetarian, she didn’t order the sandwich and gave it back to the woman who did.  Outrageous.  The guide cut up some onions and had a few other condiments to hand out for the sandwiches, and we enjoyed chips, cookies and fresh pineapple for dessert.  All of this was eaten on the banks of the Secret Falls pool.
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As you can see, it’s quite a nice place, albeit noisy.  And even though it was secret, quite a few people found their way here, including one daring acrobat female who was putting on quite a show for everyone.  She was balancing and performing other acts of derring-do to the great pleasure of many in the crowd.  Many, I assume, strangers were snapping photos of her while she was doing all of this dangerous stuff, but Sue and I were a little more interested in eating, though we did watch the show.
After lunch I decided that I should get into the pool and mill around.  The water was extremely cold and the fall was very loud.  There were exceptionally sharp rocks all over the bottom of the pool, which was otherwise clear and refreshing.  I stepped lightly about myself, but the water was far too cold for me to dip under.  I’d have enjoyed standing under the falls, as a few did, but was too scared since our guide warned us that rocks routinely break off from above, especially after an extended period of rainy weather, such as just happened a week prior.  So after wandering about for a while, I got back out and made my way with Sue back up to our dry pack.  A fellow kayaker took our picture:
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We took his, too, but don’t have a copy of that one.
Once back above, we prepared for our hike back to the kayaks.  On the way back, we ran into another group of which the guide was a fellow bare-footer (female).  I felt a bit better at this point about my decision, and in fact, ran into no trouble during the entire time.  It may not have been the most enlightened decision, but it ended up working out quite well.  To save anyone undue suspense, our dinner plans worked out equally well, me in nice dry socks and shoes.  But we’re not at that point in the story yet.

On the way back downriver, the guide told us that we could go at our own pace, but just to wait for everyone to cross the river as a group back to the boat ramp.  Sue and I took off first, since I figured we’d probably go the fastest, which we did.  We also decided to bring the camera to snap a few photos of the river.  Sue took quite a number, but here is a representative one:
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There are, of course, many others of this kayak adventure, including one of my muddy feet, which you can see on the Power Point presentation of this trip.

We ended up waiting for several minutes, perhaps as many as fifteen, for the remainder of our group to catch up with us across from the boat ramp, but it was a very nice day and we floated and talked and watched the goings on of other kayak groups, of others in our group and of barges taking off.  After crossing the river, I washed my feet off and donned my socks and Merrills.  I also helped the guide load all of the kayaks onto the trailer.  Once that was complete, we rode back to the store.  I tipped the tour guide (who seemed surprised and pleased), Sue purchased a t-shirt with a filthy saying and we were on our way farther up the highway toward the Kilauea Lighthouse, Hanalei and the Napali Coast.
Napali Coast
We’d heard of a dangerous but beautiful hike along the cliffs that we wanted to attempt.  The drive up HI-56 past the lighthouse and eventually through Hanalei (of “Puff the Magic Dragon” fame) after the road turned into HI-560 was uneventful.  The towns seem to be quaint and expectant of and relying on tourists, not unlike Old Orchard Beach in a way.  Many others had the same idea that we did, and by the time that we reached Ha’ena State Park at the end of the road, which was full of one-way bridges and 5MPH zones, many of the parking lots were full.  We eventually parked, though, and walked past some dangerous-looking formations that are vast cave-like structures carved into the sides of the mountains, old lava tubes and a fairly nice-looking beach on the way to the trailhead.  The trailhead sign gave approximate times to various lookouts and attractions along the way with the nearest being twelve minutes and the farthest being two to four hours (one way).  We set out figuring we’d go in around an hour or so, and then head back.

We made it to the first lookout fairly quickly.  This is called the Ke’e Beach Overlook, and looked back down at the beach by which we’d recently walked.  Here’s Sue in front of the view:
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She loved it, but was too near the edge for comfort.  The next part of the hike was an extremely steep, smooth-rock ascent that was progressively getting more slick with trickling water by the second.  After several minutes heading up at a 45-degree angle, I turned to Sue and said I wanted to go back down before things got worse.  She reluctantly agreed, but later on realized that we were both pretty exhausted from our kayak and hike (7.5 miles total) from which we’d just came, and had we gone any farther we may have had a tough time getting back.  We carefully descended and decided to stop by to look at the beach.

We poked our heads onto the beach and noticed a few people, but not many, getting into the surf.  As you can see to the left of Sue’s image above, the water is fairly calm for a short distance out, but then gets pretty dangerous.  Apparently, those waves can come crashing in with little warning, so people are advised to stay out of the water on this, the northern side of the island.  We heeded that warning.  In fact, signs warned separately of the following things at that beach:

· Waves Break on Ledge

· Rip Currents

· High Surf

· Sudden Drop Off

· Strong Current

· Slippery Rocks

The separate signs had nice little drawings depicting a hapless individual embroiled in turn in each situation.  We got back in our car and headed back out to the highway.

Sue had read about an eating establishment around Hanalei called The Dolphin that seemed as if it had things we’d eat, so we stopped there at around 4:00 for dinner.  We were told that they’d open for dinner at 5:30 but that we could eat from the bar menu.  We chose some ahi poke (three or four varieties) and some rolls.  I had some lemonade and Sue had some water.  The food was passable but not great, the lemonade equaled the food, and the waitress seemed distracted as if from some substance or other, but the dinner was overall enjoyable.  After all, we were in Hawai’i.
We skipped dessert and headed right back to the amazing Grand Hyatt resort, stopping in a little shop near the lobby of the resort called Lamonts.  This is a little sundry store that is part of the hotel where things are, believe it or not, very reasonably priced.  We chose a bottle of wine and a couple of ice cream treats (total: $18.93) to bring back to our room.  I don’t think that we stayed up too late this night.

Dondero’s
March 2, 2011 was our last full day of vacation that wasn’t also a traveling day.  We enjoyed a nice breakfast in the room and then went out to enjoy the resort.  We lounged in the hot tub, went for a swim in the regular pool and in the amazing salt water lagoon and enjoyed a couple of cocktails at the Captain’s Bar.  We went back to our room for lunch and made dinner reservations at Dondero’s, the Italian restaurant in the resort.  We ended up going back out to enjoy the salt water lagoon before dinner.  In order to appreciate the resort, short of going there, I’ll have to refer you again to the Power Point presentation, but here, at least, is one photo of Sue in the salt water pool:
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It’s really a place of breathtaking beauty and an amazing architectural achievement that wowed us every time that we walked through it or used any of its wonderful amenities.  If any of you reading this ever visits Kaua’i, this is the place to stay.

Swimming in the salt water pool convinced Sue that she now needs a salt water hot tub.  Nothing else will do, so you will be seeing that as part of the next phase of improvements at the YBH in the near future.  Anyway, after this bit of fun, we headed back to our room to get ready for Dondero’s.

We arrived early, of course, and were among the first to be seated, again at the best seats in the house, overlooking a great ocean view.  Our server, Jose, was perfect.  We started out with Eggplant Involtini (Grilled Eggplant, Burrata Cheese, Tomato Coulis, Parmesan Crisp) and we each had the Asparagi (Grilled Asparagus, Avocado, Boiled Egg, Lemon Vinaigrette) for our salads.  For dinner we shared some Risotto Ai Funghi Di Bosco (mixed exotic wild mushrooms, truffle oil and pecorino cheese), I had the Capesante (seared sea scallops, procsiutto, apple and fennel salad, celery root puree, tarragon vinaigrette) and Sue doesn’t remember what she ordered.  Of course, we had a bottle of wine with our dinner and lots of water.  I’m sure that we ordered desserts, too, but I don’t remember what.  Everything was mouthwatering and beautifully presented.
After dinner we returned to our room and relaxed on the deck briefly before turning in.

Kaua’i to Dudley
Our flight to Honolulu from Kaua’i wasn’t scheduled to leave Lihue until 3:41 PM so there was no need to rush to checkout or to return the rental car.  The airport was only around twenty minutes from the resort.  We each had a bowl of cereal, albeit a somewhat small one since we were just about out of food in the room.  After we enjoyed that and the abundant coffee left by the housekeeping staff we set out to the resort’s breakfast place called Espresso for second breakfast.  I’m glad that we didn’t discover this place sooner.  We each ordered a delicious spinach and feta quiche and sat in the very comfortable seating area enjoying the breakfast and the beautiful but stormy ocean view.  The rain rolled in overnight and gave us the only steadily stormy stretch of weather since we’d arrived in the state.  Being a tropical rain, though, and since we were leaving that day, it wasn’t bothersome in the least.

After breakfast we went back to the room and sat out on the deck for a while.  We then packed our suitcases and prepared for checkout.  However, we’d decided to grab some lunch before checkout at The Dock, a poolside self-serve restaurant that had some fantastic choices for wraps and sides of which we took full advantage.  I’m glad that we didn’t try either this place or Espresso before this day since we saved a substantial amount of money eating breakfast and lunch in our room.  Both places, it turns out, were as outstanding in their own ways as were the restaurants that we enjoyed for our dinners while at the Grand Hyatt.  We took the sandwiches back to the room and ate on our deck.  At 11:55 we gathered our things and went to check out.  The lobby, as you may recall, was a 4-1/2 minute walk from our room, so this would get us to checkout by 12:00, which was the appointed time for this activity.
It was pouring outside, which means in was also pouring in the lobby.  This was quite a sight to see.  I tried to capture this in a photograph, but was unsuccessful due to the limitations of our camera and of me as a photographer.  Here’s the best that I could do:
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Even in the large version of this picture, which you can see in the Power Point format, the rain is not that easy to see, but suffice it to say that it was pouring in back of Sue.  Of course the lobby needed to be somewhat covered, and the area that can be seen in the background is where the front desk, the concierge and the valet stations are located.

After we checked out, praising the resort and vowing to return, I was handed an umbrella from the valet so that I could go retrieve the car.  Sue waited under the overhang with the suitcases.  We rolled out toward the Lihue airport at around 12:15.

The airports all over Hawai’i, including the largest one in Honolulu, are shockingly small.  Because of this there is never any trouble finding anything on the grounds.  We pulled into the Hertz place a few minutes ahead of when we said we’d return the car (filling the tank on the way) and waited for the shuttle to the gates, which arrived in a couple of minutes.  The driver didn’t bother to help out with bags or anything, so we didn’t bother to tip.  We finished off a couple of waters and snacks, and then went through security after checking our bags.  On the inter-island flights such as this Hawaiian Air flight we were about to board, a checked bag cost $10.00.  Hawaiian Air is a partner of American Airlines, and indeed, the flight had an AA number associated with it on our itinerary.  I assumed that we’d need to pay the AA checked bag fee of $25/bag starting in Honolulu, and told the ticket agent that we’d collect our bags there and carry them.  He assured me, however, that we’d bypass the usual AA fee by checking bags all the way through to Hartford at that point, so we gathered what we’d need from our bags and sent them on their way.
We were able to get good views of Waikiki Beach and Pearl Harbor on the way in to the Honolulu airport, arriving on time at a few minutes after 4:00.  Our flight to the mainland wasn’t scheduled for departure until 5:55 PM, so we had a little while to relax, which we did at an eating and drinking establishment named Dewar’s.  I couldn’t pass it up, so I ordered a double (Dewar’s, of course) and Sue did the same.  She, in particular, was warned by our server that Dewar’s is, loosely, scotch, which we knew.  The portion was generous and not overpriced.  We also ordered some nice vegetarian sandwich plates and finished right on time to get over to the gate for the start of boarding.

As many of you know, I keep track of the amount of time per day that Sue and I spend together.  Keeping track of this on this day and the next proved to be somewhat tricky since we’d be in the air as we moved through several time zones, the most significant being the one during which we’d switch days.  It happened that at HAST 2250 or so, we were in the Alaska Time Zone, so it was 2350 when I could see the lights of Los Angeles.  Once I could see the lights I knew that we had just flown into PST, or 0050 on 3/4/2011.  That’s the time.  So since I round to the nearest quarter hour, Sue and I spent a 22.75 hour day with each other on the 3rd.
But now, were we to stay in PST for the day, this day would be 23.25 hours long.  But that was not to be.  We arrived in Dallas (CST), after having flown through MST, on time at 5:10 AM, which reduced the day’s theoretical maximum to 21.25 hours.  However, arriving one time zone away in Hartford (EST) at 11:50 AM set the day to 20.25 hours.  Combined with the previous day’s total of 22.75 hours gives 43.00 hours, or five hours less than what the two-day total of 48.00 hours normally is.  If you remember back to the first day of the trip, 2/16/2011 was 29.00 hours long.  This neatly made up for that gain and put us back on track.

We worried, of course, that our bags may have been lost or that we’d have to stand around and wait for them at Hartford, but they were coming around the carousel the minute that we walked up to it.  The shuttle came quickly (after we donned our heavier outer layers from our suitcases prior to going outside to wait) and we were dropped off at our car a few minutes later.  It started right up and we went to the gate to pay.  At Logan, parking for 2-1/2 weeks would easily have cost around $300.  The price at Hartford: $90.  Fantastic.

We arrived home just before 2:00 PM, and thus ended our Hawai’i Trip 2011.  For those keeping track, our total round trip travel times follow:
· Flights: 26:28

· Layovers: 11:04

· Total: 37:32

That doesn’t include any ground travel.

Hawai’i Birds
Here are a few of the birds that were omnipresent in Hawai’i and that Sue and I grew quite accustomed to seeing on a daily basis:

· Zebra Dove

· Common Myna

· Red-Crested Cardinal

· House Sparrow

You can look these up on the World Wide Web if you’d like, but an interesting note is that the Red-Crested Cardinal is an import from Brazil.  It turns out that much of Hawai’i consists of species of flora and fauna that were imported from other countries.  In fact our guides on the Waimea Canyon bike tour informed us that very few native species remain anywhere on the islands.  As you know, once species that have no enemies in an ecosystem are introduced to an area, it is extremely difficult for the native species (and their enemies) to survive.

News, Traffic and Weather
Watching the news most mornings Sue and I were struck by several things.  All news originates in Honolulu and reporters from the other islands call in, oddly enough, with no video feeds.  Most of the called-in reports consisted of social announcements and high school sports stories.
The news, even in Honolulu, consisted mostly of new restaurant reviews, social stories including high school sports, and traffic.  Very little time is dedicated to national news, even though they have a dog in the race, so to speak, in President Obama.  A great deal of time is dedicated to traffic around Honolulu, which is nightmarish, and especially to the H1-H2 merge, which appears to consist of around ten lanes of extremely slow-moving traffic.  Many alternate routes are suggested by the traffic reporter throughout the morning.

Weather reports are nearly non-existent, and when they happen they seem to be an almost an afterthought. Weather graphics are crude.  We’d typically have the news on for nearly an hour while we did other things and would see perhaps one to two minutes of weather in all of that time.  There was daily talk of the “trades” returning soon, finally giving HI some good weather!  I can’t remember one helpful weather report that Sue and I could use for our daily planning.  We eventually realized that we should just assume that it would be gorgeous and plan accordingly.  This strategy worked nearly flawlessly.

The Governor, the President and Moloka’i
The Governor seemed remarkably popular.  Many individuals walked around shamelessly promoting him on t-shirts and other apparel.  He is a democrat, so certainly not my cup of tea politically, but from the little that I saw of him on TV I decided that he seemed a likeable and affable sort.  I don’t know much else about him, but I can see why Gov. Abercrombie is so well-liked.

When Sue and I were on Moloka’i, I asked about the governor and the president and whether they ever visit the island.  The governor apparently does visit Moloka’i on occasion, and is generally well received by the residents.  Most of his visits are centered on parades and celebrations.

The President never visits Moloka’i.
The End
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