[UPDATE: May, 2015—As I gradually go back over my old travelogues, I‘ll be leaving the original text intact but
adding additional comments in boldfaced enclosed in brackets to expand on what was originally said. I‘ll also add some
additional photos to enhance the original travelogues.
I‘ve waited six years (or at least until the sixth calendar year) before revising any of my travelogues. Some of them
have seemed far in the past when I‘ve gotten around to writing the revisions. Others, like this one, seem like they just
happened yesterday. It‘s hard to believe it actually was six years ago that I went to Hawaii. I notice that the original version
of this travelogue was written in an old version of Microsoft Word (with the .doc filename extension), though. At least two
newer versions (with extension .docx) have come out since, and a number of significant events in the world have transpired
as well. I suppose enough time has passed to work on this revision.
I distinctly remember downloading the font that was used for the
main title and daily headers of this travelogue. It‘s called ―Hawaiiah‖ and
was a free download from some website that offers numerous fonts.
While it would be absolutely illegible in any size smaller than what‘s
used here, I love that font. To me the gorgeous tropical flowers were
really more memorable than the beaches in Hawaii. The orchids or
hibiscus flowers that obscure the letters in this font help preserve my
memories of this trip.]
Before 2009, at one time or another, I had been to forty-nine of the
fifty U.S. states. About half the states I‘d say I know quite well, while others
(notably New Hampshire, Connecticut, and Rhode Island) I‘ve only passed
through quickly without actually setting foot on their soil. [I‘ve since spent the
Hibiscus flower
night in Providence and seen quite a few of Rhode Island‘s attractions.]
I‘d actually been within the geographic boundaries of all the states from Alaska to Florida and Maine to California, though—and that
meant there was just one more place in America I hadn‘t been to. My last state would be many people‘s first major vacation
destination, the Pacific paradise of Hawaii. [It does amaze me how many people have been to Hawaii, but haven‘t been to
Chicago—except possibly for making a connection at O‘Hare.]
As is true with many major trips, I‘d toyed with the idea of going to Hawaii for years,
really ever since my grad school friend Sandra moved there in 1993. It‘s never really been at
the top of my list, though. I‘ve very much enjoyed the urban vacations I‘ve done in recent years,
and those were about as far removed from lounging at the beach as could be. [As it would turn
out, this trip would be more of an urban vacation than a beach getaway. It was definitely
not the typical Hawaii surf ‗n‘ sand holiday.]
What put Hawaii back in my mind was our new President. Barack Obama wrote very
favorably of his birthplace in his autobiography Dreams from My Father, and I enjoyed watching
last December when the networks followed his family on their Christmas vacation ―back home‖.
It looked like a very enjoyable place, and certainly not all beach resort. I did some looking and
before long my sister Margaret and I had bought tickets and made lodging reservations for an
extensive trip to both America‘s and my fiftieth state.
We actually bought our airplane tickets at the wrong time, just shortly after Christmas.
Prices had dropped a bit because of the recession, and we thought we were getting the best
deal we‘d get. In fact, oil prices plummeted in the spring, with airfares following suit. [Strangely,
while oil prices have also dropped in 2015, there has been no corresponding decline in
airfares or other transportation prices.] If we‘d booked five months later, we could have
traveled for less than two-thirds what we paid. Our fare wasn‘t bad, though—particularly when

you realize the distance from the Minneapolis to Honolulu is nearly
the same as it to London. I did re-book our main hotel a few
months after making the original reservation. Tourism had dipped
a lot in Hawaii, and pretty much all the hotels were offering good
deals. I was able to book a better room at the same hotel for
about $30 a night less than what we‘d originally reserved.
This year would be a particularly interesting one to visit
Hawaii, because 2009 marks the fiftieth anniversary of the chain of
islands joining the Union. Hawaii has a unique and fascinating
history, having been first a British protectorate and later an
independent country before becoming a U.S. territory largely for
the convenience of American businessmen who ran the sugar and
fruit plantations. The Hawaiian people argued to get full statehood
pretty much ever since they became a territory, but not until
August of 1959 did they actually become a full part of the United
States. I hoped to learn more about the history and also to
experience some of what Hawaiian life was like on this trip.

A news vendor hawks the Honolulu Star—Bulletin
at the time of statehood in 1959
My day began today with a trip to our local Chevy dealer. My eleven-year-old car has had various issues on and off for the
past four years or so, and on a recent trip up to Minnesota to see my brother Steve the exhaust system started rattling and getting
louder again. I had arranged to have the Chevy mechanics look at it while I was out of town—much easier than trying to get in there
during the school year.
I‘d love to trade off my car for something newer, but it‘s unlikely that will happen anytime soon. [I finally did buy a new car
last fall, well after the Metro had topped 200,000 miles.] I was a bit jealous of the ―Cash for Clunkers‖ program the government
sponsored recently, but unfortunately my car gets far too good of mileage to qualify for that. In fact, short of a hybrid (which there‘s
absolutely no way I could afford), anything I‘d trade for would mean a decrease in fuel economy of at least 10mpg. … Oh, well! [The
car I have now gets significantly poorer gas mileage, and I miss the economy of the Metro.]
The car dealer REALLY wanted to give me a ride home when I dumped off my car. I was planning to stop by Hy-Vee to pick
up something for lunch, though, and given that I‘ve walked pretty much everywhere this summer, the ride was completely unnecessary.
It took a bit of doing to refuse their repeated offers, but eventually I was out of there.
We‘d originally planned for me to go over to Margaret‘s before our trip. With the car problems, though, I‘d changed things and
arranged for her to come over here instead. Once I got home I finished packing and pretty much spent the morning just waiting around.
I also started writing on this travelogue. I was planning to try something different on this trip. Over the summer I‘d bought a tiny
―netbook‖ computer, and I thought I‘d see how it went to haul that along and write on the travelogue during the actual trip. The idea
reminded me of our mother taking an old portable typewriter on our family vacation to Alaska back in the ‗70s. She was the inspiration
for writing these travelogues to begin with, and this seems like the modern-day version of what she did on that trip.
… Well, having Margaret come over and pick me up was the PLAN at any rate. Shortly after I wrote the previous paragraph I
got a call from Margaret. Her car (a Geo Tracker three years older than my Metro) had broken down about thirty miles east of Algona.
I spent much of the middle of the day making arrangements to have her vehicle towed and to get mine back so we could take it up to
the Twin Cities. [Not too long after this trip Margaret traded the Tracker for a new Chevy Sonic. She‘s proud that she will be
paying it off ahead of time this summer.]
I met Margaret at the car dealer‘s, and we left from there. We left town about 2:30, and while my car was noisy it was
tolerable. [The Metro rarely did have serious problems, but in its final years I never fully trusted it.] More importantly it got us
safely northward. There seemed to be construction everywhere in Minnesota; they‘re definitely getting their money out of the
government stimulus package [unlike neighboring Wisconsin, which refused to take money from that program]. None of the
construction was really annoying, though, and we made pretty decent time.

Around 5:30 we made it to the Holiday Inn Express in Eagan, where we‘d arranged a park-and-fly deal. This was a strange
hotel [which has since re-branded as a Quality Inn], a big rambling place that appeared to have been built as a convention complex
but has traded down to become a tourist-oriented airport hotel. It was not a bad place at all, though. Check-in was quick and efficient,
and the room was clean and pleasant.
We relaxed in the room a bit, and eventually I
called my brother Paul. His big news was that he and
Nancy had taken advantage of the ―Cash for
Clunkers‖ deal, trading off their old Expedition for a
new hybrid Prius.
We had dinner at the Green Mill, a restaurant
separate from but right next to the hotel. It was
definitely not the greatest place I‘ve ever eaten. I had
some French onion soup that seemed to have been
sitting on the stove for a week; the onions had
disintegrated into bits and the broth was extremely
strong. The lasagna I had was not much better. It
consisted of sheets of pasta separated by cheese.
Bizarrely, the sauce was served on the side, and there
really wasn‘t enough to flavor the pasta. Margaret
ordered a Thai salad that seemed much better, but I
don‘t think either of us would choose to eat at Green
Mill again. [Green Mill is a chain with numerous
locations in the Twin Cities area. I‘ve toyed with
eating
at
other
locations,
but—probably
fortunately—I‘ve never actually done so.]
Back at the hotel we watched a fascinating
program called Magic’s Biggest Secrets Finally
Revealed. The title is self-explanatory. We got to see
how magicians are able to levitate their assistants, do
David Burrow‘s Metro parked at the Holiday Inn Express—Eagan, MN
complex card tricks, and survive underwater for unbelievably long times. Most of the secrets are fairly predictable, but some (like the incredibly complex way they make someone appear
out of nowhere on a ―magic pedestal‖ were quite fascinating.
We watched a bit more TV and had a relaxing night.

I was up shortly before 7:00 this morning and quickly showered and got ready for the day. Holiday Inn Express offers a very
nice complimentary breakfast, including scrambled eggs and delightful cinnamon rolls. I gorged myself, and then Margaret and I went
back to the room to watch the news for a bit.
I was more than a bit annoyed that I appeared to have lost my sunglasses. I couldn‘t find them anywhere and did quite a bit of
thinking to try to figure out where they might be. I eventually remembered I‘d carried them with me to the restaurant last night, but I
didn‘t remember bringing them back to the hotel. I went to the front desk of the hotel and asked the clerk if there was any way to
contact the restaurant. She immediately called over there, and the manager confirmed my glasses were there. When I went over to
the restaurant, I was surprised at how many people they had working at 9am. The place doesn‗t serve breakfast, but there were a
dozen or so employees scurrying about to get ready for lunch. I managed to claim my glasses without any problem, so suddenly the
day perked up.
About 9:45 we checked out. I was kind of pleased to see a lady checking in at that point, since on our return trip we‘d be doing
something similar. We waited a few minutes for a shuttle that serves a collection of area hotels. [Metro Transit has since added an
express bus that runs right past all these hotels. Strangely, though, they don‘t have a stop for them. I‘d consider staying in
Eagan one of the times I spend a weekend in the Twin Cities if the transit connection was better.] It was about a fifteen minute
trip to the airport. I‘d checked in online while waiting for Margaret yesterday, so we avoided the main terminal and made our way to the
skyway security checkpoint. I‘ve used that before, since it‘s conveniently right above the light rail station. There‘s rarely much of a line
there, so without checked luggage it‘s the easiest way by far to get through security. We made it through easily today as well, even
though I‘d forgotten to take my bag of liquid items out so it could be inspected separately. [They‘ve since closed the skyway

checkpoint. It was likely getting increasingly less business anyway, since airlines are severely restricting carry-ons in an
effort to make money from checked baggage fees.]
Our scheduled gate (F-10) was filled with people waiting for a flight to Albuquerque, so we killed quite a bit of time at a nearby
emptier gate. Once the bulk of the Albuquerque passengers had departed, we found a place at our gate and waited. We had quite a
long time to kill. While we‘d left the hotel fairly early ―just in case‖, our flight wouldn‘t actually be leaving until 1:20pm.
MSP Airport has changed a bit since I was last there. It‘s gone from being Northwest‘s headquarters to Delta‘s second largest
hub. They‘ve almost completely re- branded the airport, taking down all the red Northwest signs and replacing them with Delta blue.
Never mind that many of the flights out of Minneapolis (including ours) are still technically operated by NWA. On the schedule TVs they
have little Northwest logos identifying those flights, but they feature the Delta codeshare numbers almost as prominently.
They‘re in the process of changing the
logos on all the Northwest planes. The one we
would fly on (an Airbus 320) did have the new blue
tail, but better than half had yet to be repainted.
Whenever a departure was announced, they‘d say
it was ―operated by Northwest, which is now a part
of Delta‖.
We did quite a bit of people watching at
the airport. The first person who caught my
attention was a mousy middle aged woman who
had just barely missed the flight to Albuquerque.
She had apparently gone to the wrong gate and
implied that she had been misinformed by a Delta
employee. The TVs were quite clear, though, and
she probably should have checked them. The gate
clerk was very accommodating, though there just
aren‘t a lot of flights to Albuquerque on which she
could be re-booked.
Also noteworthy was a Hispanic family
who waited at F-10 the whole time we were there.
They included a handicapped grandfather, parents,
children, and grandchildren. Apparently their seats
Northwest plane attached to Delta jetway
were originally all over the plane, with no two of
Minneapolis—St. Paul International Airport
them assigned to sit together. The gate clerk was able to re-assign them into two blocks—a definite advantage.
There was also a family whose destination was Vancouver. They were apparently booked with an itinerary that had them
transferring in Seattle, but they changed things to a direct flight to Canada. I wondered just how much it costs to change an itinerary at
the last minute like that—it certainly can‘t be cheap.
Also making me wonder were two young women who were travelling together with a toddler. In addition to pondering what
their relationship might be, the main thing that caught my attention was the huge amount of luggage they attempted to carry with them.
They had a stroller filled with tons of stuff for the kid, which I assume they had courtesy checked. On top of that, though, they each had
at least three small travel bags PLUS assorted shopping bags. One of the bags (from a place called David‘s Bridal) was by itself the
size of the one allowable carry-on bag they were supposed to have.
Our plane had originated in San Jose. They started boarding for Seattle/Tacoma at 12:45, and things went pretty quickly.
When Margaret and I were finding our seats, we were briefly delayed by one of the girls in the Hispanic family who was going forward in
the aisle. Rather panicky, she informed her mother that other people were trying to sit in the seats assigned to her and her siblings.
Mom went back with her, and they worked things out without the aid of a stewardess, so it must not have been too big of a deal.
One other passenger caused a bit of a problem before we took off. He was an elderly man seated toward the back. We heard
one stewardess tell another, ―His son didn‘t make it on board, and he‘s VERY upset.‖
This flight was sold out (save one seat next to the old man), and the overhead storage space was almost completely used up
(which made me again wonder about those women with the kid). A surprising number of people were traveling with musical
instruments, and it took more than a little doing to get guitars into those overhead bins. They did it, though.
They closed the doors right at 1:20, and we were pushed back at 1:23. We started taxiing at 1:27, and at 1:36 we were finally
in the air. The lead flight attendant (Ken) introduced us to ―Captain Greg and First Officer Tammy‖—kind of strange to have all the crew
going by their first names. A middle aged blonde woman was the flight attendant for the front of coach, and a too-tanned woman with

an enormous, heavily sprayed fake red hair-do over her tiny face served the back. The tan woman commented that she‘d done the
same safety demonstrations for twenty-five years now.
Tammy kept turning the seat belt light on and off repeatedly through this flight. Theoretically there was frequent turbulence,
but there really wasn‘t enough that you‘d notice it. Overall it was a smooth and rather boring flight. I was in a center seat (15-E), and
Margaret was on the aisle. The window seat was occupied by a young man in a Seattle Mariners cap who spent most of the flight just
listening to his I-pod. There wasn‘t much noteworthy among the other passengers nearby, either.
The flight was about three hours long. They provided drink service in that time and gave out complimentary cookies, peanuts,
or pretzels. They also offered coach passengers the opportunity to buy numerous food items. Margaret and I shared a fruit and
cheese tray. It probably wasn‘t worth its $6 price tag, but it was reasonably good. There were three kinds of cheese (including one that
scared me with its variegated green coloring but turned out to be quite tasty), assorted crackers, a bunch of grapes, two dried apricots,
and a single walnut. [Delta now sells the same cheese assortment for $8.49, payable by credit card only. It‘s definitely NOT
worth that much.]
The clouds broke a bit as we passed over Washington state, and I caught a few glimpses of the beautiful mountain scenery
out the window. I‘m pretty sure I saw Mt. Rainier; at least I saw a snowcapped peak of the right shape in approximately that location.
We turned left over the city of Seattle and landed heading south. Sea-Tac Airport is right next to Puget Sound, almost
completely surrounded by forest. We paused on the tarmac a couple of minutes and then pulled up to the south satellite building, which
is one of the dullest airport terminals I‘ve ever been to. The place houses twelve gates, a newsstand, a duty free shop, an extremely
overpriced Burger King, a Seattle‘s Best coffee bar, a sushi restaurant, and a bar. There were also a few vending machines that
featured such selections as canned pop for $2.50. We had two and a half hours to kill in Seattle, and it was far from the most exciting
place I‘ve ever spent that amount of time. Margaret noted, though, that it was quite a bit nicer than the King Street Station where
Amtrak stops in Seattle. [They apparently have now finished remodeling the downtown Seattle train station. It would be
interesting to go back there and see what it‘s like.]
The most memorable thing about our wait was the gate attendant, a young Asian woman who was barely understandable in
English. Among other things, I wouldn‘t have known she‘d said ―Honolulu‖ if that wasn‘t my destination. What made her most
memorable was that over and over again she repeated an announcement that first class upgrades were available for $250 per person
on this flight. She must have repeated that announcement a dozen times or more. This was the length of flight where a first class
upgrade might have been nice, but I didn‘t care to spend any extra money myself.
Notable among the passengers waiting for our flight was the same Hispanic family who had been on our flight from
Minneapolis. The grandfather in that family used a wheelchair, and the younger kids had fun riding around in it while they waited. Also
waiting at the gate was a high school kid in a Twins jersey and his rather overprotective mother and a middle-aged man wearing a Tshirt that said (in English) ―Karlstad Fire and Rescue Service – Sweden‖. There was also a dumpy middle-aged woman who was either
traveling with her son or seriously robbing the cradle. [I suspect the latter.] The two of them stood out for their clothes. The woman
was wearing what might best be described as ―support pedal pushers‖—a tight-fitting white garment that came to below her knees. The
college-aged boy was wearing extremely tight-fitting jeans and a Diesel T-shirt that was both too short and too tight.
This was a very full flight. There were, however, apparently a few no-shows, and they managed to seat some stand-by
passengers in those seats. We eventually took off with a single empty seat on the plane.
Margaret and I boarded the 757 before they actually got around to calling our row. It‘s a good thing we did, too, since pretty
much everyone seemed to have boarded before we did. We managed to find space for our bags above our seats—just barely. Some
others on board had to store their carry-ons a dozen rows or more away from where they were sitting. There were also some (including
the woman who boarded just before Margaret and me) who the gate attendant stopped while they were boarding and required to check
their bags. This was not the sort of ―courtesy check‖ they do on small planes, where you claim the bag planeside on landing. The bags
would go with the other checked luggage and need to be picked up at baggage claim. The woman ahead of us (whose carry-on was
definitely oversized, but far from the largest I‘ve seen) was extremely upset at having to check her bag. One other passenger saw this
and made a mental note that this would be a way to get around the airlines‘ fees for checking bags, since they don‘t charge for what
they take at the gate. (It would also pretty much guarantee the bags got on the right flight and didn‘t get lost.)
―The new Delta‖ has a very different series of pre-flight announcements than the old Northwest did. On both of these flights
we heard the head flight attendant say, ―We will work together for an on-time departure.‖ [I‘d forgotten that phrase, which I‘d hear
on other Delta flights after this. I wonder if they still say that.] That was the gentle reminder to passengers to get their bags
stowed and clear the aisles. Unfortunately, while we may have worked together, we didn‘t depart on time. The captain informed us that
there was a maintenance issue with one of the flight deck computers, and it took about fifteen minutes for them to get that taken care
of. While we waited to depart the plane‘s TVs played a slide show of Delta‘s various destinations. Perhaps the most unexpected was
Vietnam—a new service they have to Ho Chi Minh City, the former Hanoi. I seriously doubt that‘s a place I‘ll be headed any time soon.
[Most Asian destinations really don‘t interest me much, and Vietnam would be way down toward the bottom of the list.]
They pushed us back from the gate at exactly 5:43pm, and at that point they played a very lengthy safety film on the TVs. I
must confess that in preparation for my first flight over the Pacific I paid closer attention than usual to the part about what to do if we
should crash in the water. [It would have been just a few months earlier when Chesley Sullenberger managed to down US

Airways flight 1549 in the Hudson River after geese flew into the engines on take-off from LaGuardia. That makes me wonder
just how many successful ―water landings‖ there have been over the years. I can‘t imagine many people survived any
crashes that were very far from shore.]
I normally think of Seattle as a very wet city, but I wondered as we taxied if they‘d been having a serious drought. At many
airports the area around the tarmac is overgrown with grass, but here we saw nothing but dirt and dry yellow scrub—very strange for a
place that in my mind should be lush and green. There was also lots of dust in a construction zone where they were building a runway.
[In fact 2009 was one of the driest years on record in Washington state.]
We took off just before 6:00 and rose through the clouds quickly. Margaret was in the aisle seat, and I was in the center. The
window seat was occupied by a middle-aged Japanese woman who was fascinating to watch. She spent the first part of the flight
reading from a blue leather-bound book that looked like a Bible. The book was in Japanese, and it was interesting to see her read from
the back of the book to the front and vertically down the columns of the pages. Later she got out a laptop computer where she was
producing a document that included both English and Japanese text. Her computer keyboard showed just Western characters, and I‘d
be curious to know how she got it to create Japanese on the screen. [This was another topic I researched while preparing this
revision. All modern computers can easily type ―kana‖ or Japanese syllabic characters. There is a standard assignment of
these characters to a western keyboard (important, since Roman characters are also frequently used in Japan). The kana
characters are just like another font installed on the computer. The kanji script, which uses one character per word or
concept, is more complicated to create on a computer. Apparently most Asian word processors work similarly to
autocomplete forms you see online. Users start typing the sounds of the word in kana, and various suggestions pop up,
narrowing as the syllables progress. Apparently the most difficult aspect of rendering Japanese on a computer is the
traditional top to bottom and right to left style. Most word processors actually have the user input the characters left to right,
and then they re-render the finished text after the document is complete. Cell phones will only show text left to right, and
thanks to the popularity of texting, that is rapidly becoming the primary way of writing for young Japanese people.]
This was a very smooth flight, and the five and a half hours it took seemed to pass surprisingly quickly. They offered the same
snack service we‘d had on the flight to Seattle. I had the same fruit and cheese tray, though this time with a slightly different greencolored cheese. Margaret bought one of the two snack boxes Delta offered. The yellow box contained a bag of pita chips and a cup of
hummus to dip them in, a bag of dried apricots, a chocolate-covered granola ―Cliff‖ bar, a tiny piece of Toblerone candy, a bag of
almond slivers, and a deck of miniature playing cards. [Delta has upgraded this snack box and now calls the equivalent ―tapas
treats‖. It goes for $8.99.] Each of us also had a miniscule serving of Ben & Jerry‘s ―Cherry Garcia‖ ice cream (the serving was less
than a single standard size scoop) that came with a little plastic device that would best be described as a microspoon.
I spent most of this flight reading a book I‘d gotten called You Are Here: Why We Can Find Our Way to the Moon but Get Lost
in the Mall. While a few chapters were fascinating, most of the book was really rather dull. It was written by a psychology professor
and in many places came across more like a textbook than a book I cared to read for recreation. It did manage to fill the time, though.
The TV screens of the 757 certainly kept busy during this flight. They showed two movies (an adult-oriented adventure flick
and an animated movie geared to kids) plus an episode from some TV show. Neither Margaret nor I chose to buy headphones ($2) to
listen to the dialogue, but we occasionally got a laugh from the video.
The wide diversity of both the passengers and crew would make a good introduction to Hawaii. Probably half of those on
board were of Asian ancestry, but it would be hard to find an ethnic group that was not represented. Washington state is quite diverse,
and Hawaii is easily the most multi-ethnic place in America. Seventy-five percent of Hawaiians are non-Caucasians, and the mix is
completely different than what you‘ll find anywhere else.
I must say it was kind of cool once we crossed the Olympic Peninsula to look out the window and see nothing but water below.
That‘s not an experience I recall having before. Flying east over the Atlantic, it‘s always dark when you cross the water, and flying west
I don‘t think it‘s ever been clear enough to see the ocean. I could see the Pacific, though, and it was kind of fun.
The flight attendants were friendly and helpful. In addition to the beverage and snack service, they did a separate coffee
service, and Margaret was pleased that the steward who served us coffee made a special effort to go and get her milk. They also
offered yet another beverage service about an hour before landing.
At about the same time as the final beverage they distributed agricultural declaration forms. There were many ways in which
visiting Hawaii would seem like going to a foreign country, and this would be the first of those. Just as I‘d had to fill out landing
documents to visit destinations in Europe and Latin America, so it was with Hawaii. The difference, however, was that these were not
formal customs documents. The front of the form was just a quick checklist of yes/no questions on what live animals, fruits, vegetables,
seeds, etc. we might have with us. The back was a rather prying questionnaire from the Hawaii state tourism board. While some of the
questions are similar, this isn‘t like filling out a customs form, though. They just gather up the forms in bulk and hand them to inspectors
on landing; I‘m pretty sure you could write anything on either side of the form and no one would really care. [Apparently they do go
through the forms quickly before checked baggage is unloaded. If they are anything but routine, the offenders are located
and questioned, and their baggage is either delayed or destroyed. Apparently the things they are most concerned with are
citrus fruits and snakes. The tourism side is entirely optional, though the form doesn‘t make that clear.]

We landed in Honolulu at 8:15pm, about fifteen minutes ahead of generously padded schedule. The plane didn‘t stop once on
the tarmac, and we got to the gate very quickly. It took a while to empty out the front rows, but eventually we made our way through the
jetway and into the airport.
Honolulu International Airport (HNL) is weird. As major airports go, it‘s actually fairly small (about a third the size of MSP).
The gates are spread out over five concourses and cover a huge amount of space, though. Also, unlike most big airports it‘s not a hub
for any specific carrier (except those that primarily serve the islands), instead running fairly frequent flights on almost every carrier to
the hubs those airlines serve. Apparently all the gates are controlled by the airport itself, rather than leased to specific carriers as is the
case at many airports. While some are used primarily by certain airlines, in theory any flight could be assigned to any gate.

Welcome to Hawaii!

The various parts of HNL are connected by open-air skywalks, something that strikes me as absolutely absurd in the tropical
heat. We followed one such skywalk from the ―Ewa‖ (A-wah, meaning southwestern) concourse where we arrived to the main terminal
o
area. It was still 85 out, and after just that short walk we were sweating profusely. We paused a moment to rest and to snap a picture
of a big neon ―Aloha‖ sign on the control tower.
Honolulu is different from just about every other city on earth in that its hotels are literally all in a single district, and that area is
far away from the airport. [That‘s not entirely true. There are a couple of lodging establishments near the airport, but they look
like places that would charge by the hour.] HNL is at the extreme western edge of what most people think of as Honolulu.
(Technically there‘s no such thing as a ―city of Honolulu‖, but we‘ll get into Hawaii‘s bizarre government later.) Waikiki, where the hotels
are, is at the extreme east end—about half an hour away. There are any number of ways you can get from the airport to Waikiki, but
we, like virtually all tourists, took a privately run shuttle service. A dozen or so companies run such shuttles, and they pretty much all
charge the same—$18 per person (plus tip) for the round trip. (Taxis, by the way, run $30 to $40 each way.) [Were I to go to
Honolulu today, I‘d likely take a city bus. Buses from the airport run regularly, take just slightly longer than a shuttle, and
cost a small fraction of the fare. By the time I actually do return to the Aloha state (which isn‘t likely to be particularly soon),
they‘ll likely have completed a new commuter rail system, which will serve both the airport and Waikiki.]
I had booked online with a company called Reliable Shuttle. While I was a bit dubious of the name, I called from the airport
and they showed up almost immediately. Unfortunately, just as the driver was leaving the airport property with us, he got a call to pick

up another group. He also got someone who was just waiting for a shuttle, and then he was paged to get yet another pick-up. Half an
hour and nine passengers later we were finally on our way out of the airport.
All the shuttles seem to take the same route from the airport to Waikiki—Nimitz Highway and Ala Moana Boulevard. I have no
clue why they use that route. Interstate H-1 runs past the airport and has an exit about a mile north of Waikiki. No one seems to take
the freeway, though. Instead they go through stop light after stop light in some of the nastiest parts of Honolulu. [The freeway might
take longer at rush hour, but it‘s easily the better choice after dark.]
I had read that Honolulu looked like both Los Angeles and Miami. Both comparisons are true—and in both good and bad
ways. Tonight we‘d see mostly the bad. Like both L.A. and Miami, Honolulu is a very dense city. There is almost no unused land in
the developed part of Oahu. A large part of the population lives in apartments—mostly two and three story cement block complexes
built around parking lots that look like skuzzy old motels. We‘d see single family homes later in this trip, but most of them were also
small and crammed next to each other on impossibly small lots. [People think of Hawaii as a rich state, but most of the people are
far from wealthy. With the high cost of food and energy, they tend to cut corners on housing.] Most of the businesses are
equally dense. The endless chain of two-story mini-malls reminded me a lot of L.A. We also passed endless warehouses and salvage
yards, the seedy back side of downtown, and the endless port area flanked by a host of adult-oriented businesses.
There‘s a lot of graffiti in Honolulu. Away from the beach it‘s a concrete, stucco, and corrugated metal city—all surfaces that
lend themselves well to tagging. Some of the graffiti is interesting and creative, but the bulk of it just makes the place look tacky.
Things improve east of downtown. We followed Ala Moana Boulevard, which looked like Wilshire Boulevard (the Miracle Mile)
in Los Angeles or the chain of condo towers on the beachfront in Miami. Everything in Waikiki is highrises—condos and hotels with all
manner of businesses on their first two floors. The streets are lined with palm trees and tropical flowers, and traffic races on the
thoroughfares at all hours of the day and night.
The shuttle stopped at a couple of ritzy hotels first, and then it took a back way to drop us off at our destination, the Holiday
Inn—Waikiki. This is about the closest thing Honolulu has to a ―mid-range‖ hotel. The bulk of Waikiki‘s accommodations are resorts
that offer top-level service with prices to match. Away from the beach there are some older locally-owned hotels with lower rates
(though absolutely nothing is cheap here) but questionable quality. The Holiday Inn was sort of a compromise. At sixteen floors and
around 200 rooms, it‘s one of the smaller hotels in Waikiki, and it‘s just a hotel, not a resort. It‘s also about two blocks from the beach—
and clear at the north end of Waikiki, rather than in the action-packed center. It was just about the ideal location for us, though, and it
made a nice home for our four nights in Honolulu.
We got to the hotel right at 9:30. A
jovial Asian man in a green Hawaiian shirt
greeted us with ―Aloha‖ and checked us in
quickly. I had prepaid the room to get a lower
rate, but the man apologized that the state tax
had increased since I‘d paid, so he‘d need to
process the difference (around four bucks) on
my credit card. He then gave us our keys, and
a very fast elevator whisked us up to the tenth
floor.
The room was a small and pretty
standard hotel room. It had two double beds
that had decorative quilts in a palm frond
design. On the walls were pleasant island prints
and mirrors in bamboo frames. There was an
end table between the beds, a bamboo-backed
easy chair, a dresser with a television on it, and
a small table with a large plug on it for wired
internet access (they didn‘t have wi-fi available,
though they would provide the necessary cable
for the hook-up. An enormous bank of windows
looked out at the hotel‘s pool area and at Ala
Moana Boulevard. Across the street we could
Room 1019 at the Holiday Inn—Waikiki
see the towers, immaculate gardens, and tiki
torches of the Hilton Hawaiian Village, one of the oldest and most luxurious resorts in Waikiki.
The worst part of the room was the area by the door. Right beside the door was a funny little alcove that led to the bathroom.
On one side of that alcove was a refrigerator (surprisingly large for a hotel room fridge) and on the other was a closet area without a
door. What made the whole space really awkward was that the bathroom door opened out into the alcove, filling most of that space
and blocking the closet when it was open. The bathroom was tiny, but perfectly functional, and the room as a whole was certainly
adequate for our needs [if perhaps a bit down-market by Holiday Inn standards].

We had basically done nothing but
snack all day, and I at least was hungry. I
had noticed there was a McDonalds just
down the street, so I made a quick run there
to get some dinner for Margaret and me. A
note for those who might be planning a visit
to the islands—there are exceptions, but in
general national chains mean expensive
food. These days I really don‘t think McD‘s
is much of a bargain even at home, but in
Hawaii just about every item was a buck
higher than what I was used to paying. A
quarter-pounder sandwich was $4.69, and
the value meal was $6.39. The only bargain
I found on the dinner menu was dessert.
They were featuring haupia (HOW-pee-ah)
pies, deep fried pastry filled with a coconut
custard that is apparently traditional to serve
at luaus. For 99¢ each, I couldn‘t resist—
and they really were quite good.
We finally settled into bed around
eleven, which would be about 4am Central
time. This was an extremely long day, but
tomorrow we‘d both wake up surprisingly
fresh.

Website image of McDonalds haupia pie

I was awake by 6:00 [which would be
11am Central Time in summer] and tossed and
turned trying to get back to sleep. Around 6:45 I
gave up and decided to actually get up. One of the
best things about the Holiday Inn was its shower.
While somewhat cramped, it had good force and
temperature and was both relaxing and invigorating.
Once I‘d showered I took the elevator
downstairs, went out, and walked down the street
and just around the corner. Right there was one of
dozens of locations of a Waikiki institution, the ABC
store. ABC is a tourist-oriented chain of stores that
combines the convenience/corner grocery concept
with a gift shop and liquor store. [The other place
I‘ve seen similar stores is New Orleans, which is
equally overrun by tourists.]
They have 70
locations in Hawaii (plus one in Las Vegas [They‘ve
Ala Moana Boulevard from Room 1019 at the Holiday Inn—Waikiki
now got stores in Guam and the Mariana Islands.]), and I think about 65 of those are in Waikiki. In most places near the famous
beach you literally can‘t walk two blocks without seeing another ABC store. If I hadn‘t gone to the store I chose, I could have just as
easily found one across the street from McDonalds and yet another over at the Hilton Hawaiian Village.
I picked up some juice to drink, but my main purpose in coming here was to buy bus passes. Honolulu‘s public transit system
is creatively named ―The Bus‖, and it would be our chauffer for the next three days. The standard bus fare is a hefty $2.25 [now
$2.50], but they offer a wide range of passes that provide good value. For residents the best choice is a $50 monthly pass, just about
the cheapest transit value anywhere. We instead bought four-day passes for $25—comparatively a lot pricier than the monthly passes,
but we definitely got our money‘s worth. [The 4-day passes are now $35, and it would probably be cheaper these days just to pay
cash fares, particularly since each fare gives two free transfers.] They passes were awkwardly sized hunks of tagboard—close to
the size of a brochure and far too big to fit in a wallet. The front had a blue and white design of waves crashing with a security

hologram at the bottom. On the back (the only side the drivers ever looked at) customers were to scratch off the dates on which they
wanted to use the passes.

Four-day pass for ―The Bus‖
Back at the hotel I quickly thumbed through the complimentary newspaper that had been delivered to our room. Honolulu‘s
leading paper is the Advertiser. In spite of its name, it‘s really quite a good paper, carrying much more international news than I am
normally used to seeing. Both it and the rival Star-Bulletin had much less fluff and more real news than most papers have these days.
We had breakfast this morning at place next to the ABC store I‘d been to, the Wailana Coffee Shop and Cocktail Lounge. The
place is exactly what its name says it is—basically Perkins with a bar. It‘s locally owned, though, and their encyclopedic menu includes
many Hawaiian twists. Both Margaret and I had French toast, which was made with a sweetened bread and had tangy guava jelly
injected inside it. The toast was swimming in butter, but was quite good with coconut syrup on top. [Our first introduction to
Hawaiian cuisine was really quite typical. The local food is sweet, fatty, and starchy. It‘s no surprise at all that Hawaii has
®
one of the highest obesity rates in the country.] I also ordered the ultimate Hawaiian breakfast food: fried Spam . Hormel‘s
canned meat product has been a staple of the Hawaiian diet ever since World War II. [They even serve Spam at Hawaiian
McDonalds.] I don‘t mind Spam, but I certainly wouldn‘t have ordered it except for being in Hawaii. I must say, too, I really didn‘t care
much for this serving. Oddly for as fatty a food as Spam is, this was dry and tough. I was able to sample a local ―delicacy‖, though.
While it is just a coffee shop, the Wailana is very nicely decorated inside. Their furnishings are all bamboo frame, with
plasticized cloth upholstery in tropical floral prints. (Most of the chairs had a green background, but a handful were maroon.) On the
dark wood walls are Gauguin prints, and their tables offer a beautiful view of all the people passing on the street.
Our waitress was a middle-aged Chinese woman who was helpful and pleasant. The clientele was multi-ethnic—heavy on
locals, but with a lot of tourists (from the mainland U.S., Europe, and Asia) mixed in. Some of the locals made some strange menu
selections, like a Swiss steak combo meal—for breakfast. Margaret was amused that one of the customers answered his cell phone
with ―Aloha‖, and I was shocked when the father of a Japanese family at the table next to ours pulled out a money clip to pay the check
and revealed a wad of hundred-dollar bills. Such big money really wasn‘t necessary at the Wailana, where prices were the same or just
slightly higher than they‘d be at a similar place back home.
We used the restrooms at the Wailana (which were very cramped) and then made our way a couple blocks east to Kalakaua
Street, a busy thoroughfare which at this point marks the inland edge of the Waikiki area. (Further south it‘s the neighborhood‘s main
drag.) We crossed the street and walked another block to the corner of McCully, where very quickly we caught our first Honolulu bus.
With a single exception, every bus we rode in Hawaii had frequent and helpful electronic announcements. Each time the door
opened, the recording announced, ―Aloha! Welcome aboard route 2: School Street, Middle Street. Route 2: School Street, Middle
Street.‖ The same electronic voice announced each stop and what could be found there (bus transfer points, touristic points of interest,
parks and recreation areas, schools, government facilities, and major stores and shopping centers). That made The Bus very user
friendly to newbies like us. [The attractions at stops was a particularly good feature of Oahu‘s buses. Other cities would do
good to copy the idea.]
The recordings on The Bus are made by a male voice with a very Hawaiian accent. It‘s hard to describe exactly what makes
the accent Hawaiian, but there‘s no question it is. Hawaiians pronounce long native words slowly and distinctly, usually with very even
stress throughout long words. On the other hand, they tend to be very casual about quick short words. You can hear traces of his
Hawaiian upbringing in our President‘s speech—when he over-enunciates words like ―PAH-kee-stahn‖ but then says ―tuh‖ instead of

―to‖. The bus voice had that same accent, and there was almost a tropical ―de‖ instead of ―the‖ when he said ―the Bus‖. [It‘s definitely
a tropical voice. I could imagine people in Jamaica talking in the same manner.]
One of the most common words we heard (both by the electronic voice and by local people) was the name of the city:
Honolulu. Like most Americans, I‘ve always called Hawaii‘s capital HONN-uh-loo-loo. All Hawaiian words are pronounced with vowel
sounds identical to Spanish, though, so it‘s important that the first two syllables have long ―oh‖ sounds. The initial ―H‖ can be anything
from completely dropped to a harsh sound like the Spanish ―j‖, and the stresses are all over the place. I‘m not sure I ever heard it said
the same way twice.
While it‘s not especially big with tourists, everybody local seems to ride the bus in Honolulu. Almost every bus we were on
was close to full, and some passed by stops because there was no standing room left on board. Many of the passengers are elderly,
and riders are very good about giving up their seats to senior citizens. One quirk of the elderly was that they always seemed to exit to
the front, making those boarding wait to get on. The electronic voice urged people to exit through the rear doors, and all t he younger
people did. It seemed to be obligatory, though, for the old people to use only the front. [Like many modern buses, most Honolulu
buses ―kneel‖ to make for a smaller step by the front door. That‘s probably one of the main reasons the elderly used that
door.]
The Bus also gets a lot of handicapped passengers, and just about every conceivable disability was represented. The front
seats can be folded up to make room for wheelchairs, and the driver can extend ramps to bridge the gap from the sidewalk to the bus‘s
floor.
Virtually everybody who rides Honolulu buses on weekdays uses some type of pass. They flash them to the driver as they
board. We saw only a couple of people pay with cash. One apparently had the wrong fare with him (fares recently increased), and the
driver just waved him back without paying anything.
Passengers on the Bus represent the ethnic diversity of Hawaii. The biggest group is probably Asian (from just about every
country in the Orient), with various Polynesian people (native Hawaiians, Samoans, Tongans, etc.) close behind. There are also some
Caucasians (―haoles‖ in Hawaiian [this is actually a derogatory term similar to ―honky‖ that I never actually heard used]) and a
few African-Americans. What you don‘t see are any people of Hispanic origin, nor immigrants from Africa, Europe, or the Middle East.
The mix is interesting and completely different from that found in mainland cities.
Our ride this morning took about fifteen minutes, and the area we passed through again looked a lot like Los Angeles. This
part reminded me of Hollywood—not the glitzy Hollywood of the stars, but the slightly seedy area in the shadow of the Hollywood sign.
This neighborhood, Maikai, is where President Obama grew up. We‘d explore it in depth later on, but we easily tell from the bus this
wasn‘t the Bush ranch or the Kennedy compound.
Before long we passed the Hawaii state capitol, one of the stranger government buildings I‘ve seen. It was built in the ‗60s
and looks very much of that era. The small and unimposing structure looks more suited to housing a college student union than the
government of a state. It consists of a flat concrete roof atop two glass cones, with pillars around the side. The cones (which house the
two legislative chambers) are supposed to represent the islands‘ volcanoes, and the pillars were supposedly inspired by palm trees.
There‘s a fountain around the whole thing (theoretically representing the ocean), but it wasn‘t running when we were there.
Fortunately the capitol was not our
destination. We got off just west of there and
crossed the street to an enormous public square that
houses the ‗Iloani Palace, the only royal palace on
American soil. (The palace name is normally just
spelled Iloani in English. The apostrophe at the
beginning is called an ―‘okina‖ and represents a
glottal stop or swallowing sound in the Hawaiian
language. The same symbol technically appears in
the official spelling of Hawai‘i—and just about every
other native word. Hawaiians consider it a letter of
their alphabet, but you‘ll forgive me if I don‘t bother
putting it in here most of the time.)
th
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In the 18 and 19 Century Hawaii was a
monarchy, and Iloani was the surname of King David
Kalakaua (kah-lah-COW-ah … as in the street where
we caught the bus), who had this place built in the
late 1800s. It housed the royal family for a little over
a decade until the time businessmen organized an
overthrow and arranged annexation to the United
States. After annexation, the palace housed the
territorial government, and it also served as the state
capitol until the modern structure was completed.

Iloani Palace – Honolulu, Hawaii

On the outside the grey stone building reminded me of county courthouses I‘ve seen in the eastern United States. Inside,
th
though it‘s quite comfortable, it really is a palace—an enormous and grand Victorian home with every luxury a 19 Century king or
queen might want. Among those luxuries, the Iloani Palace was had full indoor plumbing and also was fully electrified and had
telephone service before either the White House or Buckingham Palace got those modern touches.
You can only visit the inside of the palace on a group tour. Before our visit, a dowdy woman in a muumuu (Harriet) passed out
cloth booties that we were to put over our shoes to keep from damaging the floors. That was probably unnecessary, given that nearly
every floor in the place was damaged by a combination of misuse and termites; today the only floors visitors are allowed to walk on
have been reconstructed quite recently. After passing out the booties, she also gave the group instructions on proper behavior during
our visit and introduced us to the ―docent‖ (guide) who would lead our tour. [Whether the booties are strictly necessary or not, I‘d
bet a large part of the reason they exist is to see to it that
visitors have the proper respect for the palace. Just the act of
putting them on forces visitors to be respectful.

David Burrow modeling the booties
Iloani Palace – Honolulu

Most of the palace has been restored to look as it would
have in the time of King David Kalakaua. Some of the furnishings
and accessories are original (in many cases once lost, but then
returned by those who had come into possession of them), while
others are good reproductions. The exception to the single era
restoration is one of the upstairs bedrooms, which has been restored
to the time of Queen Liliuokalani, Hawaii‘s last reigning monarch.
After the overthrow, the queen was imprisoned in that room by the
provisional government (led by Sanford Dole of pineapple fame).
She spent nearly a year there, passing her time with quilting and
composing music. She had a creative way of maintaining contact
with the outside world. Friends would send her flowers regularly, and
the flowers were always wrapped in newspaper—which she used to
find out what was going on outside. [Hawaii has a long and often
rather sad history that involves Polynesian natives who were
victims of both British and American imperialist interests. Were
it not for money that could be made in agriculture and
commerce, Hawaii would likely still be a peaceful monarchy,
much like Tonga is today. It‘s really sad just how many
cultures—not just in the Pacific, but in Asia, Africa, and the
Americas—were overrun in the name of imperialism and
business. As beautiful and prosperous as modern Hawaii is, it‘s
easy to forget that an entire nation was overthrown and nearly
half a million people died (largely from foreign diseases rather
than at gunpoint) to make way for the modern state. Under the
Clinton administration, Congress finally passed an act formally
apologizing for the U.S. overthrow of the Kingdom of Hawaii,
and only under President Obama were native Hawaiians finally
granted limited self-government rights similar to those of
American Indian tribes.]

Our tour concluded in the basement. Part of the basement is the kitchen (surprisingly modern for a place well over a century
old) and the rest is exhibit space showing the jewels, weaponry, and vestments of the royal family. This was definitely not the highlight
for me, but it was interesting. For those who don‘t take a group tour, the basement gallery is all they can see. One young couple had
made that unfortunate choice, and they sort of bumbled around staring at everything with a confused look on their faces.
The people in our tour group were an interesting mix. About half the people lived in Hawaii. One middle-aged woman
remembered seeing the palace when she was in school The guide seemed to think the woman was older than she was, asking if that
was back in territorial days. One interesting family looked like native Polynesians, but apparently lived in California. The guide had
assumed they were local until she found out the school schedule a boy in that family was on. Most schools in Hawaii were in session
th
the first week in August, while California wouldn‘t start up again until the 20 . I never found out for certain, but I wonder if Hawaii
doesn‘t have year-round school, with short breaks scattered around the calendar There‘s certainly no big distinction between summer
and winter here. [That‘s not entirely true, but it‘s close to year-round. In the 2015-16 statewide school calendar, there‘s a sixweek break in June and July. They have a week-long break in October, three weeks at Christmas, and a two-week break in
late March. There are also a few incidental holidays scattered throughout the year. It is also noteworthy that schools in
Hawaii are administered at the state level. There‘s only one school district statewide, which controls urban schools in
Honolulu and remote rural schools on the ―neighbor islands‖. One statewide school system means there‘s also a single
salary schedule for public school teachers. I was intrigued to check it out, since my friend Sandra used to teach in Hawaii.
It‘s a very compact schedule—with lanes for just B.A., B.A+30 or MA (same lane), and doctorate. There are also just three
steps, which grow in five-year increments. The base pay is decent, but Hawaii schools don‘t pay experienced teachers very
well at all. In fact, I‘d actually take a pay cut from what I make at Garrigan if I were to move there.]

The palace was both beautiful and fascinating. While it was
the very first thing we saw, it was easily the highlight of the trip for
me. I learned a lot, and it was also fun to imagine living like royalty.
Seeing this first also made a good introduction to everything else we
saw in Hawaii. It gave a background for the history behind everything
else we saw.
We next went across the street at the south end of the
palace and snapped some pictures of the famous Kamehameha
statue, an ostentatious gilded affair at the center of downtown
Honolulu. {The h‘s in Kamehameha are pronounced, by the way:
kah-MAY-hah-MAY-hah.) Then we again boarded bus 2 for a long
ride to the west edge of town.
We began by making our way through the downtown
business district, such as it is. The Honolulu metro area (i.e.: the
island of Oahu) has just shy of a million people, but you certainly
wouldn‘t know it looking at downtown. The amount and nature of
business is on par with Cedar Rapids—though Iowa‘s second city
has taller buildings. We saw a couple of dollar stores, a pharmacy,
and a Ross Dress for Less. You can find pretty much anything you
want elsewhere in Honolulu, but there‘s not much of anything
downtown. [There actually is significant business (like Ala
Moana Mall) not all that far from downtown Honolulu, and the
fact that there‘s any business at all left in the core puts it ahead
of the vast majority of cities these days.]
West of downtown is Chinatown, an area that Margaret
had really wanted to see before the trip. Once we‘d seen it, neither of
Kamehameha Statue
us saw much of any reason to get off the bus there. While there‘s a
lot of Chinese people in Chinatown (and lots of Koreans, Filipinos, Vietnamese, and Thais) there doesn‘t appear to be much of
anything to see. There‘s a decorated gate at the west edge and a bunch of Asian restaurants. Beyond that, though, it‘s basically just
an ethnic neighborhood—and a pretty sketchy one too.
Beyond Chinatown the bus turned
north, west, north again, and then west again in
rapid succession. In the process we went
around the edge of a large and surprisingly nice
public housing project. I don‘t remember the
name of the place, which the recorded voice on
the bus announced. I went to the Hawaii Public
Housing Authority‘s website in an attempt to find
it. I never did locate the name (though like just
about everything in Hawaii, it‘s named after
Polynesian royalty), but I did find that on Oahu a
single person can qualify for public housing with
an income as high as $41,700—which is more
than any of the teachers at Garrigan makes. I‘d
later look at private rental prices in the ads.
They were actually less than I‘d seen in places
like Boston and San Francisco, but at $1,050 for
a two-bedroom (nearly three times what I pay)
they‘re still mighty steep.
Beyond the housing project we saw a
couple of shopping centers, a Buddhist temple
(far more interesting than anything in
Chinatown), and the headquarters of various
Riders on Bus 2 – Honolulu
government agencies and private organizations.
We then turned west onto School Street and rode a few more blocks. We got off beside a Walgreens and walked about three more
blocks through a very different neighborhood—one that looked almost identical to pictures my mother‘s penpals in Australia and New
Zealand had sent. This area was made up of single family homes, tiny little bungalows crammed onto postage stamp lots. In many
cases a driveway led not only to the house facing the street, but also to another house behind it. The homes were mostly bui lt of
cement blocks, with tin or tile roods. Almost none have air conditioning. Instead they have huge windows that open in horizontal slats
to let in as much air as possible. Most have no real yard, just a small dirt patch punctuated by tropical plants with a fen ce or a cement
block wall around it. The homes that have grass are almost stranger than those that don‘t. They have a strange spongy base with tiny

yellow-green blades that look better suited to a putting green than a lawn. Homes like this march up the hills surrounding Honolulu,
and apparently similar neighborhoods make up the outskirts of Sydney, Adelaide, and Auckland as well.
It was midday, so of course most of the
homes were empty. Where folks were home,
the residents were almost entirely middle-aged
or elderly people of Asian descent. I saw a
couple of retired white people, but other than
that everyone was Oriental.
Our destination was the Bishop
Museum.
Hawaii‘s largest museum, this
institution was the legacy of banker Charles
Reed Bishop, who built it in honor of his wife
Bernice Pauahi (pow-ah-he) Bishop, the last
descendent of the Hawaiian royal family. It was
originally built as part of the Kamehameha
School for Native Boys, which was also
established by the Bishop estate. It includes
several buildings and covers many aspects of
history and science.
Hills lined with bungalows near the Bishop Museum
Unfortunately our visit was one day too early to see the Bishop Museum‘s most famous exhibit, Hawaiian Hall. This enormous
collection of all things Hawaiian was closed for restoration for most of the past decade and would officially open to the public tomorrow.
The day of our visit they were having a private luncheon and special viewing for benefactors. We did manage to sneak a peak, but we
couldn‘t see anything up close. [It would be nice to go back someday and see it.]
We did see the rest of the museum, though, and it was
interesting. The highlight was Polynesian Hall, which I‘d imagine was
similar to what Hawaiian Hall was before its renovation. This is an
―old school‖ museum. The hardwood and glass cases reminded me
of the older parts of the Field Museum in Chicago. It‘s the sort of
place you gawk at relics rather than interacting with technology.
Today‘s kids probably would be bored silly by Polynesian Hall, but I
liked the place a lot. They take you on a grand tour of the Pacific,
including a number of islands I‘d never heard of (New Ireland, for
instance [which happens to be part of Papua New Guinea]). They
have countless artifacts that show what government, business,
religion, and everyday life was like on those islands—both at the time
of their discovery by westerners and in ―modern day‖ (which I‘d take
th
to be the mid 20 Century). I found the whole exhibit fascinating.
We went into another building mostly to use the restroom.
In the process we saw part of the museum‘s vast collection of shells.
Then we went into their science wing, where they had a temporary
exhibit of gigantic robotic insects. [We‘d later see a much larger
exhibit of the same thing at the Calgary Zoo.] Perhaps needless
to say, we just walked through that quickly. We lingered a bit at an
exhibit on the Hawaiian royal family and also spent quite a bit of time
in an eclectic gallery filled with the work of local artists. We
completely skipped their planetarium and the Hawaii Sports Hall of
Fame.
It was also interesting to watch the patron‘s luncheon. They
had decked out their courtyard in tropical flowers and foliage, and the
invited guests (mostly plump middle-aged and elderly women—white,
Polynesian, and Asian) were serving themselves at a buffet line. This
was definitely not the mix of food you‘d see at such a function back
home, though; the meal was very Hawaiian. The low-carb diet has
Margaret Sullivan by a display of tropical plants at the
most decidedly not made it to the islands. Pretty much every meal in
entry to the Bishop Museum‘s Hawaiian Hall
Hawaii—breakfast, lunch, or dinner—includes sticky short-grain rice (usually ―two scoop‖), and there‘s usually other starch as well in
the form of macaroni or potato salad and the ubiquitous taro root that finds its way into lots of menu items (most notably the
paste called poi). This buffet fit right in—with heaping bowls of rice and pasta, various types of pork and beef stir fry, and absolutely
nothing green. There were also various soups and a display of fresh fruits for dessert, but most of them would also have been high in
carbs. About the only ―healthy‖ option was sushi. [It‘s hard to over-state just how much starch there is in the Hawaiian diet. It

also amazed me that as lush as the vegetation is here, fruits and vegetables are comparatively rare on the table. This buffet
was very typical of what we saw throughout the state, though.]
That diet is very likely the reason that Hawaiians of every race (and particularly those of Polynesian descent) are among the
fattest of Americans. While the ABC stores sold calendars featuring bikini-clad bombshells of both sexes, that was not at all what most
Hawaiians looked like. The beaches were beautiful; the bathers (both locals and tourists) not so much. Margaret and I fit right in here;
if anything we were toward the lighter side. [I think that, living surrounded by water, Hawaiians are less self-conscious of
displaying less than perfect bodies than are people in places where beaches are less common.]
We gave the museum‘s gift shop a quick once-over. The shop was mobbed with Japanese tourists, but they all left abruptly
(some just leaving their stuff on the counter) when it came time for their tour bus to depart.
We made our way back to the city bus stop, something that was easier said than done. Most of Hawaii is quite friendly to
pedestrians and those using public transit, but the Bishop Museum is a major exception. The place is definitely geared to cars, and we
literally got lost trying to find an exit that was accessible on foot.
Our next stop was back downtown. Just east of the Kamehameha statue is the Mission Houses Museum. In the early to mid
1800s, Anglican and Congregationalist missionaries came to the Pacific to convert Polynesians to Christianity. Most of these were
sponsored by the London and Boston Missionary Societies, which were alliances of local churches in their respective countries. In my
church at home to this day hangs a painting of a ship (the Morning Star) that was a symbol of our sponsorship of the Boston Missionary
Society‘s efforts in Polynesia. The missionaries were largely successful, and while today Hawaii is very much part of our secular
modern world, Protestant Christianity is still the leading religion there and throughout Polynesia. [It‘s one of the few places in the
world where there are far more Protestants than Catholics.]
The Mission Houses preserve the home compound of the early Hawaiian missionaries. The place is unique in that it looks like
nothing else in Hawaii. The families who lived here came from New England, and they modeled in Honolulu the towns they‘d left
behind. The prim, boxy clapboard houses certainly stand out in this tropical setting.
The most prominent feature in the mission houses area is Kawaiahao (cow-eye-ah-HAH-oh) Church, which was built by Rev.
Hiram Bingham [grandfather of the man who discovered Machu Picchu], the first of the Congregational missionaries. The church
also looks like it belongs in New England. In fact, when I first saw it, the pillars and steeple reminded of the old churches we‘d seen in
Plymouth. There is one important difference, though, which is the material of which it is constructed. Kawaiahao Church is made
entirely out of coral—14,000 slabs that each weigh a thousand pounds. It‘s a beautiful little church, and one of the most historic places
in Hawaii. It served as the ceremonial chapel for the royal family (which is interesting, since it was Congregational and they were at
least officially Anglican), and supposedly here Kamehahameha II uttered the phrase (in Hawaiian) ―The life of the land is perpetuated in
righteousness‖, which remains Hawaii‘s motto today. [At the time it was the church of the royal family, Kawaiahao was actually
part of the National Church of Hawaii, which was independent but recognized by the Anglican communion. Today, like most

LEFT: Kawaiahao Church
RIGHT: Mission Houses Museum
Congregational churches, it is part of the United Church
of Christ.
They had a nice little gift shop at the Mission Houses
Museum, one of the best we came across in Hawaii. Both
Margaret and I bought quite a bit of stuff there. They also had
a restaurant there. I have no idea what they were serving, but
it created a smell that was most unappetizing. I almost got

sick to my stomach just from taking in the awful smell. [It‘s interesting how smells can be set in memory. I‘d almost forgotten
that dreadful odor, but reading this paragraph brought it back. I really do wonder just what that restaurant served.]
We walked east to the corner of King and Punchbowl (The street is named after a volcanic crater that now houses a national
cemetery.) This is the busiest bus interchange in Honolulu, with buses leaving almost every minute to destinations all over Oahu. We
boarded bus #13 (which mostly follows the same route as bus #2), which was extremely crowded. It was standing room only all the
way back to Kalakaua and Ena (one block south of McCully), from which we walked back to the Holiday Inn.
We
dumped
the
stuff
we‘d
accumulated at the hotel and rested just a bit.
Then we set out again. We caught a bus (again
#13) and headed up a few stops to Kalakaua &
King.
Before leaving on this trip I‘d gone to a
website that detailed an ―Obama Walking Tour‖
of Honolulu. We didn‘t do all of the tour, but we
did see many of the sites associated with our
President‘s
childhood.
[The
site,
obamasneighborhood.com, is still online
today.]
Right at the corner of Kalakaua & King
is a building that is now a Checkers Auto Parts
store. You can tell from the odd shape of the
building it was not designed for that purpose,
though. Back in the ‘70s this was a movie
theatre, and it‘s supposedly where Barack
Rainbow striped bus #13 at Kalakaua & Ena in Waikiki
Obama went on his first date [to see Star
(Some
of The Bus‘s fleet have the rainbow design, while
Wars]. Just down the street is what in the ‗70s
others are a plain yellow color.)
was called Washington Junior High (it‘s now
officially a middle school). It was on the concrete playground there that the President learned to play basketball.
We dawdled across the street from the junior high. In a rather run-down minimall there is the place where Barack Obama had
his first job—scooping ice cream at Baskin Robbins for $3.35 an hour, the same minimum wage I earned when I was in high school.
[It‘s interesting that in Chicago, one of the Obama attractions you can visit is another Baskin Robbins, this one the place he
and Michelle went on their first date.] Margaret and I went into Baskin Robbins, which had a ―now hiring‖ sign in its window. A
pleasant Asian girl took our order, and a middle-aged Asian woman managed the place. I had one scoop of the traditional pralines and
cream and one scoop of macadamia nut—since I had to acknowledge where I was. Margaret also went Hawaiian, ordering a scoop of
coconut and nut in addition to something called royal gold swirl.

The ―Presidential‖ Baskin-Robbins – 1618 S. King, Honolulu
The other customers at Baskin-Robbins were pretty much all residents of the surrounding Maikai neighborhood—working
class and middle class people from all of Hawaii‘s many ethnic groups. I wondered if they knew the significance of this particular ice
cream parlor. I also thought about the thing I like most about Barack Obama. He, more than anyone before him, has proved the old
adage they told us back in grade school—in America, if you work hard enough, anyone really can grow up to be President. […And

that, even more than his race, seems to be what his opponents have against him. While they sometimes call him ―elitist‖,
nothing could be further from the truth. Obama is very much of the people. He worked his way up far more than any of the
sons of business.]
A couple blocks north of Baskin
Robbins, at the corner of Punahou and
Beretania, is the newest building to be listed as
a National Historic Landmark. The Punahou
Circle Apartments is a boxy ‗60s highrise that
looks a bit dated but is in remarkably good
shape for its age. This concrete and glass
building was the boyhood home of our fortyfourth President. Obama is the first President to
have grown up in an apartment, and he actually
lived in two different apartments in this building
(and a third in a much more run-down building
east of here). For most of his childhood he lived
with his grandparents (Stanley and Madelyn
―Toot‖ Dunham) in a tiny one-bedroom unit (500
square feet) on the tenth floor. They apparently
curtained off part of the living room to provide a
separate ―room‖ for their grandson. This is a
condo building, and the Dunhams owned that
apartment. For some time after her second
divorce, Obama‘s mother (then named Stanley
―Ann‖ Soetero) and his stepsister Maya moved
in, and the Dunhams sublet a larger unit three
floors below. There‘s really not much to see at
Punahou Circle, but I was still glad to go there.
Punahou Circle Apartments
[Actually the building has both rental and condo units. In 2015 the only available unit was a rental, a two-bedroom
that was going for $1400 a month. There is an additional $45 monthly fee for a parking pass in an adjacent surface lot.
Apparently heat (but not air conditioning), water, and high speed internet access are provided free of charge.]
There‘s a Buddhist temple next door to Punahou Circle, and across the street is the extensive grounds of Central Union
Church, which is notable on the tour as the place where Obama‘s high school baccalaureate was held. (The President notes in his
autobiography that his mother considered herself atheist, and his grandparents were pretty much a-religious.) Central Union is also
noteworthy because it is basically the result of the missionaries‘ work, the ―mother church‖ for Congregationalism in Polynesia.
About three blocks to the north is the Kapiolani Medical Center for Women,
a cement tower that fits right in with all the apartment blocks in the neighborhood. It
was here forty-eight years ago this week that the future President was born here. (A
surprising number of weirdos don‘t seem to want to believe that, but if there were
some conspiracy to cover up his birthplace it would have involved the editors of both
of Honolulu‘s newspapers and the Oahu county recorder back in the ‗60s, the
modern-day Republican governor of Hawaii, and even an OB nurse who worked at
this hospital and says she distinctly remembered that delivery because there just
weren‘t a lot of black people in the islands in 1961. I‘ve used the people who claim
Obama was born elsewhere as an example in my statistics class of failing to pass the
test of Occam‘s Razor, a claim that is too unreasonable to possibly be true. [It‘s
kind of sad that I still use that same example in class all these years later, and
the students still see it as a current example.])
We crossed the Lunalilo Freeway (amusingly called an ―interstate‖, H-1) and
went a few blocks further north. We were basically following the route ―Barry‖ Obama
used to walk to school each day. The main reason why his mother sent Obama to
live with his grandparents was that he could get a better education in Hawaii than in
Indonesia, where she and his stepfather were living at the time. He received an
academic and need-based scholarship to attend Punahou (POON-ah-hoe) Academy,
a very prestigious private school that fills several buildings on a beautiful tree filled
campus at the north end of Maikai. [A scholarship would be necessary for
anyone who is not extremely wealthy to attend Punahou. In 2015 the annual
tuition is $22,050. While that includes a few perks (like the yearbook and a
Obama‘s birthplace,
laptop computer), it‘s still more than a little hefty. I have trouble even compreregardless of what the lunatics may say
hending tuition that high. At Garrigan our tuition is about one-tenth that amount, and there are many families that struggle
with that. Our total cost of education is less than one-third of what Punahou charges for tuition. Unless they pay their

teachers far more than the Hawaii public schools, I can‘t even conceive of what would make a Punahou education cost so
much. Costs are obviously higher in Hawaii, but Fr. Damien High School (which is also located in Maikai) charges a tuition
less than half that of Punahou. The website for Obama‘s alma mater (which, as far as I can tell, mentions none of their
alumni—including the President) mentions that the school has an endowment of $215 million. If they follow the standard for
non-profits of disbursing 5% of the fund each year, they could offset a huge part of their budget without even touching the
principal—which again begs the question why do they need to charge such a ridiculous tuition?]
Punahou was established by the
Congregational Church primarily to serve the
children of the missionary families. It long ago
shed its sectarian beginnings and now mostly
serves the children of Hawaii‘s business
community. While it is located in Makiai, most
of its students are far better off than the
residents of that neighborhood. In fact, Obama
remembers being literally the only kid from the
area in his class.
In addition to top-notch academics,
Punahou is known for its sports.
Sports
Illustrated does an annual ranking of the top
high schools for sports nationwide, and this
school perennially tops that list. The President
was on the state champion basketball team at
Punahou in 1979, and they consistently contend
for titles in every sport—boys and girls. The
girls soccer team was practicing when we went
Soccer practice at Punahou
by the Punahou campus, and I wondered what their fortunes would be this year.
We turned around at Punahou and walked back through Maikai. The north end of the area (near the school) is definitely
wealthier than the south end, but the whole place is very much middle class. It‘s also almost entirely apartments. While it‘s very urban,
it‘s also quite a livable neighborhood, though. Lots of trees and flowers keep it from feeling like a concrete jungle.
I already mentioned Central Union and the Buddhist temple, but we also saw
about a dozen other places of worship in Maikai. While they may not have taken
advantage of any of them, the Dunhams certainly didn‘t lack for choices on where to
worship. Except for Central Union, all were quite small, but I don‘t known when I‘ve seen
such a variety all in one small area. I know for certain we saw Catholic, Methodist,
Baptist, Presbyterian, Unitarian (where Grandma ―Toot‖‘s funeral was held), Mormon,
Episcopalian, Assembly of God, Jewish, Congregational, and Buddhist. There were
probably others, but I can‘t remember for sure.
Our next stop was not officially on the Obama tour, though there‘s a good
chance the President frequented the place when he was a kid. We went to the Maikai
branch of Foodland, Hawaii‘s largest supermarket chain. This was a weird store. Along
King Street is a bare cement wall with a ―Foodland‖ sign on it. There‘s no entrance there,
though—just a bus stop and a bunch of less than savory characters leaning against the
wall. We walked past them and then along the west side of the store, another bare wall
that faces an alley. The alley leads to a parking lot, and the actual entrance faces the
lot—clear at the far end of the north side. You walk past a florist and bakery at the
entrance, both of which appear to be separate from the main grocery store. Both this
and another Foodland we‘d visit later had other self-contained departments, where you
paid for your purchase right there rather than at the exit.
We‘d heard that grocery prices were very high in Hawaii, and Foodland
definitely confirmed that. Absolutely nothing was a bargain, and some things were
unbelievably expensive. Milk, for instance, cost around $6.50 a gallon, and little bricks of
cheese were over $5. You couldn‘t touch canned goods for under a dollar, and many
were over two bucks a can. Cereal, bread, pasta, and chips were all double what they‘d
cost at home. Even produce (which you‘d think would grow well in a favorable climate)
was through the roof. I was surprised that things were more expensive, comparatively,
than they‘d been in Alaska. Hawaii actually is farther away than the Last Frontier,
though, and things like canned corn and Cheerios are heavy to ship.
We bought a small amount of stuff, assorted snack foods with a uniquely Hawaiian theme. Most interesting were some locally
produced animal crackers. Instead of lions, tigers, bears, monkeys, and elephants, Diamond Bakery makes animal crackers

(technically they call them ―cookies‖) in the shape of various sea creatures. They bear about as much resemblance to sharks,
moonfish, humpback whales, dolphins, and octopuses (or is it ―octopi‖ [it‘s interesting that spell-check recognizes both plurals]) as
those red and yellow boxes of crackers we all remember from childhood did to all the circus animals.
When we got to the checkout, the cashier (a young Polynesian man) presented both Margaret and me with ―Maikai cards‖,
which immediately made us members of Foodland‘s savings program. (―Maikai‖, by the way is a fairly common word. Like a lot of
Hawaiian words, it has a number of different meanings. The most common appears to be ―beautiful‖.) We may not have been frequent
shoppers, but we got the loyalty discount anyway.
Our next stop was a true cultural experience, and definitely not a place many tourists go. When walking around Honolulu, you
can always tell tourists because they carry white and blue bags from the ABC stores. The locals carry bags as well, but theirs don‘t say
ABC. Instead they have yellow and black bags from Don Quijote.
Hawaiians pronounce the first word of
Don Quijote just like ―Don Ho‖, but the last one
is all Spanish: kee-HO-tay. [Local people
actually call it ―donkey‖, and their main
website is donki.com.] Don Quijote is a chain
of ―hypermarkets‖ (like a Super Target or a WalMart Supercenter) run by a Japanese
conglomerate. (The same company operates
the ―Do It‖ hardware and home improvement
franchises you see everywhere.) Why they
came up with such a stupid name, I have no
clue. [I read the origin on their website, and
still have no clue. Mostly they note that they
were the first ―real‖ store in both Tokyo and
Honolulu to be open 24 hours a day.
Apparently that was ―tilting at windmills‖.]
Perhaps it‘s telling that the same company also
operates a chain of Japanese convenience
stores called Picasso.
There are almost 200 Don Quijote
stores all over Japan, plus four in Hawaii.
Don Quijote – Honolulu, Hawaii
[There are only three Hawaii locations today.] Except that the language of business is officially English in Hawaii (though that might
be debatable), it‘s the same store. They sell pretty much everything
here, and since they have the cheapest prices in town, pretty much
everyone comes to buy it. The place is an utter madhouse, but honestly
that‘s part of the fun.
Margaret and I picked up some more Hawaiian snacks at Don
Quijote. One of those things every tourist is supposed to buy is
chocolate and macadamia nut candy (though I must confess I find
macadamias to be about as tasteless as any food there is). We had
seen this candy in the airport gift shop in Seattle—packages with two
little ―turtles‖ in them for two bucks each. Things were a little bit cheaper
at ABC and other tourist-oriented places in Hawaii, but at Don Quijote
such candy was downright cheap. You could get a whole box of candy
for what the little two-packs cost in Seattle. We also picked up genuine
Kona coffee for about half what ABC was selling it for, only a little more
than we‘d pay for coffee back home. In addition we got some strange
Japanese snack foods (like naturally made jelled candy with a
consistency like gummi bears, but in strange flavors like ginger.) I also
got a free Japanese newspaper from a rack outside the store. I can‘t
read a word of it, but it‘s an interesting souvenir.
I also did quite a bit of shopping in their various dry goods
departments. I got some flip-flops for the beach (something I absolutely
never wear at home [I‘ve actually found a use for them—going out to
put laundry on the line when it‘s cold out]), a calendar of island
scenes, a mug, a toy ukulele (the ultimate souvenir), and a whole bunch
of postcards. The locals were stocking up on appliances, furniture, and
electronics, but that would be a bit much to take home as carry-on
luggage.

Strange sign by the cart corral at Don Quijote

We took the bus back to Waikiki (which would actually be within walking distance of Don Quijote [though a rather long walk])
and then walked down Ala Moana to the Holiday Inn. I bought some juice and string cheese at an ABC store, parting with nearly ten
bucks in the process. Since we‘d bought all the Hawaiian food, we didn‘t go out for dinner and instead just spent the evening snacking
in our room. We even had evening entertainment, a fireworks show over at the Hilton Hawaiian Village that was perfectly visible from
our hotel as well. I got out my little red computer and made notes of everything we‘d done today. I didn‘t actually write any text (now
or the rest of the days we were in Hawaii), but those notes made the writing go a lot quicker. [What I normally do when I travel is
make a bulleted list of things I want to mention in my travelogues. That‘s really just an electronic version of the notes I‘d jot
down in spiral notebooks before I began traveling with a laptop.] We looked up other things we wanted to see in guide books and
plotted bus routes on how to get to them. Then we just relaxed and enjoyed a tranquil evening.

I was up before 6:30, probably because my body still had a bit of jet lag and wanted to function on Central Time, which is
definitely not the time zone they use in Honolulu. The islands used to be in the same time zone as Anchorage and Fairbanks, but about
two decades ago most of Alaska moved its time up to be more in step with the rest of the country. Now for half the year Hawaii shares
its time zone with the Aleutian Islands, two hours behind the West Coast. In summer there‘s an even bigger difference because Hawaii
(which has days of roughly the same length year round) doesn‘t use daylight saving time. So when I got up at 6:30 it was already lunch
time back in Iowa—five hours later.
While they didn‘t offer a complimentary breakfast (―nice‖ hotels pretty much never do), the Holiday Inn did have a restaurant
on-site. It was called China Buffet, and the cavernous place served all-you-can-eat Oriental food to a handful of Asian people at for
$10.99 at midday and $15.99 in the evening. They also offered a breakfast buffet for $7.99—still overpriced, but an amount Margaret
and I were willing to pay. [Actually, even then this was a pretty reasonable price for a hotel breakfast. Ten bucks is pretty
typical, and I‘ve been to hotels that wanted as much as $24.99 for breakfast.] We made our way down there this morning.
This was certainly one of the strangest breakfasts I‘ve ever had. About a third of the items were the sort of thing you‘d find on
the free breakfast bar at a Comfort Inn or Super 8—boxed danishes, frozen waffles, and little individual packs of cereal. They also had
traditional hot breakfast items such as severely undercooked scrambled eggs, bacon swimming in grease, link sausage, and sliced
spicy Portuguese sausage (a Hawaiian favorite). All those were supposed to be hot, but their steam table heated unevenly at best,
leaving pretty much everything lukewarm or frigid.
What made the breakfast particularly memorable was that about half the offerings were Asian foods, and things I‘d normally
think of having for lunch rather than breakfast. There were heaping bowls of white rice and a beef and vegetable stir fry to go over it.
They also had fried rice and several varieties of long cellophane noodles. I tried a tiny bit of almost everything, but I found the only
thing I really liked was a selection of fresh pineapple and melon.
It was also disappointing that the only beverage they served was water. They didn‘t even offer juice and coffee at an
additional price. We went back to the hotel lobby, where they had complimentary coffee for guests. I must say, though, it was a pretty
nasty brew. It was hot to the point of barely being sippable, and had a flavor Margaret described as ―weak and bitter, all at the same
time‖. It was like they‘d added water to yesterday‘s coffee and then heated it to boiling. The insulated pots they served it in had
pictures of hula girls on them, and I hoped the Kona coffee I‘d bought at Don Quijote wouldn‘t be quite so repulsive. [Like most
Hawaiian specialties, Kona coffee is remarkably flavorless. It‘s not bad, but I‘m not sure why it‘s famous—aside from being
the only coffee grown on U.S. soil.]
There was a bus stop on Ala Moana right in front of the Holiday inn. Since we‘d walked a lot yesterday, we figured we‘d just
catch a bus there. Unfortunately this was Saturday, when service was less frequent than on weekdays. [There are also multiple
routes out of Waikiki, but only one route in, so there are fewer buses headed downtown on Ala Moana than there are headed
the other way.] We got bored after about fifteen minutes of waiting and decided to instead walk to Ala Moana Center, a major
shopping mall nearby that serves as a major bus interchange and would have been the destination of any bus we‘d caught at the
Holiday Inn. Perhaps needless to say, as we were walking no less than three different buses (two of them with the same number)
came barreling down Ala Moana. [Chances are at least one of those came on a different route and had turned onto Ala Moana
past the Holiday Inn.] Each time we were too far from a bus stop to board, so we just kept walking. Oh well!
Ala Moana Center was almost exactly the same distance from the hotel as Kalakaua, about three overly long blocks that
added up to roughly half a mile. We made a brief stop at the McDonalds I‘d been to the first night to get some better coffee ($1.99 a
cup), crossed the Ala Wai Canal that divides Waikiki and central Honolulu, and then waited practically forever at one of the busiest
intersections I‘ve ever been to. I have no idea what street we were crossing, but it was wide and jam-packed. When the walk light
finally came on we started across, but we could barely even make it to the center island before the light turned red. We waited there for
another cycle and then barely managed to scramble across the other lanes on the next walk light. [I‘d hate to think what someone in
a wheelchair would do there.]

While we‘d researched the route ahead of time, we were still
not entirely certain which bus we wanted to board at Ala Moana. That
was partly because the buses were described by nautical words like
―leeward‖ and ―windward‖ instead of common directions like ―east‖ and
―west‖. It was also because two different buses seemed to be
appropriate. We were planning to make a grand tour of Oahu, and two
buses (#52 and #55) had ―circle isle‖ as their route destination. A
book Margaret had read said that one of these went clockwise and
the other counterclockwise, while the system map produced by The Bus
showed both routes running halfway around and terminating at the north
end of the island. It turned out that what happens is the same physical
bus does circle the island all the way, but the number changes at the
north end. The circling buses are called #55 on the east (windward)
side of the island and #52 on the western (technically called ―central‖)
route. You can start out either direction at the southern end, and the
bus will just change its number at the north.
Among those we were waiting with was a middle aged couple
who were obviously tourists. They were headed for Pear l Harbor (a
major tourist spot we never made it to) and were rapidly growing tired of waiting. A stretch limousine happened to pass by, and the
driver lowered his window and offered them a ride to Pearl Harbor for twenty bucks. (That‘s actually a very good rate, since the
distance is farther than the airport.) The husband hemmed and hawed trying to haggle, but the wife almost instantly got out a $20 bill.
Soon they were racing westward in the limo.
Signs at the bus stop at Ala Moana Center

We didn‘t wait too much longer ourselves. The announcer said, ―Aloha! Welcome aboard route 55,‖ and a jovial young
Polynesian man glanced at our passes and nodded. We boarded and took a seat. We had been debating what ―windward‖ and
―leeward‖ meant, and we still weren‘t entirely certain which way we were going. Confusing that even further was the fact that while this
bus would ultimately take us to the east coast of Oahu, we started out heading westward to downtown.
Bus #55 ran along Ala Moana to the port area and then re-traced the route we‘d taken through downtown and Chinatown
yesterday. When we got to the public housing complex, we didn‘t turn west, though. Instead we continued north on Pali Highway
(pronounced ―Polly‖), a multilane pseudo-freeway that has both exits and traffic lights. Signs say that the maximum speed on Pali
Highway is 45 mph and the minimum is 40mph. That‘s a pretty tight range, and a bus stopping to pick up passengers would seem to
violate it.
Pali Highway runs straight up a mountain north of downtown Honolulu. About two-thirds of the way up the recorded voice
announced, ―after the next stop this bus will run express to Kaneohe (kah-nay-oh-hay). [It happens to be where the Obamas go
every Christmas.] We still weren‘t entirely sure what the route was, and neither of us had a clue where Kaneohe was, but we hoped
we were on the right route.
Even if this hadn‘t been the right route,
I‘d have been glad we took it. We soon entered
a series of tunnels and emerged in an
absolutely gorgeous rural landscape of
mountains covered with lush tropical greenery.
The island of Oahu is much more rugged than
I‘d imagined. The mountains there don‘t rise to
commanding elevations, but they are definitely
mountains.
The surrounding countryside
reminded me of the area around Machu Picchu
in Peru. I gawked and snapped picture after
picture, none of which really did justice to how
pretty it all was.

Mountain scenery along Pali Highway on the way to Oahu‘s windward coast

Kaneohe turned out to be an upscale
suburb located on the east coast of Oahu about
the same distance from Waikiki as the airport is.
There are large single-family ranch homes and
split-levels that reminded me of the
neighborhood where I grew up in Mt. Pleasant,
plus the same shopping strips and minimalls
you‘d expect in any American suburb. Except
for the tin roofs and scraggly lawns, this place
could fit in as easily in Illinois or Virginia or
Oregon as in Hawaii. [A surprising amount of

Hawaii—particularly the settled area—doesn‘t really
look tropical.
The towns look sort of vaguely
western, but aside from MAJOR developments like
Waikiki, you don‘t really get a beach resort feel. I
was expecting something like Cancun, but most of it
felt more like northern California or Oregon.]
We took a rather convoluted route through
Kaneohe and then began our trip up the coast. We had
moved to the right side of the bus, and those seats put us
in the perfect position to admire one gorgeous view after
another. Windward Oahu is mostly undeveloped. It‘s a
place of small towns filled with fishermen and retirees,
and dotted with narrow beaches too small to
accommodate the crowds they get at Waikiki.
It was hard to believe we were taking a ―city‖
bus through this mostly rural landscape. Technically,
though, this too was Honolulu.
The only local
government in Hawaii is at the county level, so all of
Website picture of windward Oahu
Oahu is incorporated in the same jurisdiction. The patrol
(quite a bit better than any of the pictures I took)
cars in the little towns say ―Honolulu Police‖, the fire trucks say ―HFD‖, and while service is not as frequent as in the congested areas,
The Bus connects all the little towns just like the urban neighborhoods we were in yesterday. It was strange to hear the recording
announce stops for state parks, camping areas, and beaches, but they announce them just like the major cross-streets and shopping
centers in the city.
You could definitely tell it was a weekend from the riders on board bus 55. I mentioned earlier that on the weekdays pretty
much everyone on The Bus had a pass of some sort. Today we saw a lot more casual riders, people taking the bus to get to
recreational destinations. Lots of people paid with cash today, and many got off at the beaches we passed. About a third of the riders
were dressed in beachwear (usually a T-shirt or towel over a swimsuit and flip-flops), and a number carried boogie boards, snorkel
masks, or other water accessories with them.

Views out the window of Bus #55
(The boys above rode the bus to the beach.)
It certainly makes sense that local people take the bus to get to these beaches, since the coastal road (Kamehameha
Highway) is awful. It was built with a minimum of engineering and follows every curve and inlet of the coastline. For much of the route
there‘s a cliff to the west and a sharp drop to the water to the east. The whole thing is two lanes with no shoulder, and in addition to
heavy motor traffic there are lots of pedestrians and bicycles. The scenery is beautiful, but it‘s definitely not a road that would make for
pleasant driving. [At one time I‘d thought about renting a car on Oahu. I‘m VERY glad we didn‘t. While a couple of times we
had to wait longer than we wanted, the buses in Honolulu were very easy to use, and driving there would be a nightmare.]
Something that surprised me as we rode along was all the tent campers we saw. No one has a trailer or motorhome here, but
tent camping seems to be an extremely popular weekend activity in Hawaii. Camping is free on the state beaches (which make up most
of the coast), and we saw dozens of tents pitched in the sand at every beach we passed. I‘d think that would make a fun geta way, and
it would certainly be a change from an urban apartment.

We rode about an hour and a half before getting off,
and we still were less than halfway around the island. The
time was increased by stops, of course, but I‘m pretty sure
even in a car it would take an hour or so (and with little
opportunity to pass, it might take the same time as on the
bus). Shortly before we got off I leaned over to Margaret and
said it seemed like we should be getting close to our
destination. What do you know—the next stop the recording
announced was ―Kamehameha Highway and Polynesian
Cultural Center‖, the place where we were headed. We got
off the bus, and I was amused to see a mailbox with a lei of
fresh purple flowers hanging over it by the bus stop. We then
made our way across the street and through a large parking
area to the entrance.

Another beach view from bus #55

The Polynesian Cultural Center is the biggest
privately-owned attraction in Hawaii. That‘s saying something
in such a tourist-oriented place. One guide book describes
the place as a family-oriented theme park, and that‘s not all
that far off. While it was far from my favorite thing in Hawaii, it
was interesting to see the place.

It surprises many people to find that the center is run by the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints. Mormons are among
the biggest churches in the Pacific, and there is some logic to their success here. A basic LDS belief is that their members are directly
descended from the ancient tribes of Israel, who somehow found their way to North America. That is where the church‘s emphasis on
genealogy comes from. A common, but rather loose interpretation of the Book of Mormon further says that the Polynesian race was a
―lost‖ tribe that had been in America and then went to the Pacific. Shortly after the Anglicans and Congregationalists, the Mormon
missionaries set sail, and being able to tell the Polynesians they were a chosen people made the process of conversion easier.
Mormons today are the majority in places like Tonga and Samoa, and they‘re one of the few churches in Hawaii that‘s actually growing.
We should have read our information more carefully when planning our day. If we had done so we‘d have waited for bus #52
down at Ala Moana and done the circle backwards. Unfortunately we arrived at the Polynesian Cultural shortly after 10am only to find
that they didn‘t open their doors to general admission until noon. (The main grounds are open all afternoon, and they encourage guests
to stick around for an evening luau—at additional cost, of course.) Since we had nothing better to do, we paid an additional $10 to see
the international Maori festival that was taking place this morning. We took our tickets and made our way to the pavilion where the
festival was located.
The Maori are the native people of New Zealand (or Aotearoa, ―the land of the long, white cloud‖ as it‘s called in their
language). They are a Polynesian people, and native Maori look (to my eyes at least) indistinguishable from native Hawaiians.
Surprisingly, many of those participating in the event (particularly the men) didn‘t look much like Maori at all. I‘d imagine the treat things
much like we do with various Indian tribes, where even a small percentage of native blood qualifies a person as part of the group.

Maori festival at the Polynesian Cultural Center
The Maori festival was basically an amateur dance
competition. Various groups of people clad in fake ―grass‖ skirts
(made of strings of wooden or plastic beads) took turns performing
what presumably were traditional native dances from New Zealand. Most of the dancers were college aged, but they ranged from
elementary kids to people about my age. Some were very good dancers, but a lot of them really weren‘t that good. Some of the
younger kids especially didn‘t seem to know their routines very well, and a lot of the dancing was accompanied to discordant shouting
and grunting that I assume must be traditional Maori ―music‖. The show killed the time, but I wasn‘t particularly thrilled at having to pay
extra to see it.

A lot of the dances were performed with various accessories. The men mostly used long bamboo batons, while the women
used little balls wrapped in white plastic film and connected by strings. They could swing these or clack them together to make a
rhythmic sound. I‘ve never seen anything quite like them before.
The most interesting part of the show was a demonstration of traditional Maori warrior skill. This is basically a martial art that
uses those bamboo batons both for assault and defense. I gather it was traditionally done only by men, but some in the group who
were demonstrating it were in fact women. A commentator gave a ―play by play‖ throughout the demonstration (in an almost whispering
voice like a golf announcer), and it was fascinating to see.
MC‘ing the show was a heavy woman with bleached blonde hair who was obviously from New Zealand. Her accent combined
British pronunciation with a nasal twang and was more than a little grating. Often the acts were not ready to perform when scheduled,
and she had to fill time by telling bad jokes.
Bad as the MC may have been, she was infinitely
better than the elderly gentleman who spoke on behalf of the
judges. His job was to thank the cultural center and all the
people who made the event possible. Unfortunately, he just
wouldn‘t shut up. He went on … and on … and on. Margaret
and I left before he was finished, so we never did find out who
the winners were.
It was lunchtime, so we made our way to the Banyan
Tree Café, an open air snack bar right by the entrance to the
main grounds. While they serve traditional amusement park
foods like hot dogs and nachos, most of the Banyan Tree‘s
menu is made up of traditional Hawaiian plate lunches. Since
plantation days, the plate lunch has been a Hawaiian staple. It
invariably consists of an entrée and two scoops of rice.
Traditionally there would be potato or macaroni salad on the
side, but at the Banyan Tree we instead got whole kernel corn
(I think fresh sweet corn shelled from the cob). At the center
of the plate was a big hunk of taro root, which tasted a bit like
sweet potato but was deep purple in color. Pretty much every
Teri chicken plate lunch
restaurant in Hawaii serves plate lunches. They‘re equivalent to the ―menu del día‖ in Spanish-speaking countries and provide by far
the best value for money. Here in a tourist spot we paid about eight bucks for our lunch, but many local restaurants have plate lunches
in the $5 range. [As long as you‘re not looking to cut carbs, you can eat quite affordably in Hawaii. The trick is to stick to
those plate lunches, filling up on lots and lots of rice.]
Both Margaret and I chose the ―teri chicken‖ plate lunch, which of course was short for ―teriyaki‖. When I worked at the Iris in
high school we served beef teriyaki (considered exotic in Iowa in the ‗70s), which was basically steak that had gone past its prime that
we marinated in soy sauce. The chicken we had at the Banyan Tree may have been past its prime, but its flavor was definitely not soy.
Instead it was a very sweet dish, chunks of chicken slathered with something close to the sweet and sour sauce you get in Chinese
restaurants. The chicken was also very fatty, and overall this was probably the worst dish I ate in Hawaii.
Sweet flavors are very common in Hawaii. A lot of foods that I would prefer salty or sour are spiked with sugar in the islands. I
had a slush with my lunch, for instance. Back home most slushes have a tangy flavor like lemon-lime or sour berry. That tartness is
part of what makes them refreshing in hot weather. The weather is certainly hot in Hawaii, but there‘s nothing tangy about the drinks.
The choices tend toward tropical fruits, and if the mango I had was any indication, they all basically taste like candy.
The park opened just as we finished lunch. The grounds really are gorgeous. It reminded of a nice zoo, with paved trails
leading through manicured ―wild‖ vegetation. To some extent the exhibits feel like a zoo as well, except that the animals visitors gawk
at are human beings. At various ―islands‖ throughout the park traditionally dressed Polynesians make handicrafts and perform music
and dance.
My bet is that if I were to visit Tonga or Fiji or Samoa today those places would look much like other Third World countries I‘ve
been to—with people in T-shirts and jeans who live and work in cement block buildings with tin roofs (if they‘re lucky enough to avoid a
wooden shack at the edge of a squalid city). That‘s not the image the cultural center wants to convey, though. A visit there is like
seeing the pages of an old National Geographic come to life. You get the feeling every roof in the South Seas is thatch, all the clothes
are loud prints (and often minimal, especially for the men), and everyone spends their days doing nothing but singing and dancing.
Most geography books have moved beyond that ―strange lands and funny peoples‖ view of the world, but that‘s still the view they
present at the cultural center.

ABOVE: National Geographic covers on Tahiti and Micronesia from the 1960s
LEFT and RIGHT:
Hawaiian music presentation
Polynesian Cultural Center
By far the best thing we
saw at the Polynesian Cultural
Center was a presentation in the
Hawaii exhibition. The man who
gave it was a twenty-five year
veteran of the cultural center who
also happened to be the father of
Natasha Kai, the first Hawaiian to
be part of the U.S. national
soccer team. (He joked that she
became so fast because he used
to chase her with bamboo sticks
when she was little.) He was
both entertaining and very
educational. I learned a lot about
Hawaiian music and Hawaiian
culture, without feeling like I was
at school. He showed us a wide range of traditional Hawaiian instruments—the conch shell, drums made of gourds, and those bamboo
sticks which are a percussion instrument. He also told us the origin of the ukulele (oo-koo-lay-lay) and steel guitar, which even today
provide the background for Hawaiian music.
After showing us all the different musical instruments, Mr. Kai talked about the hula. He said that the fast-moving, hipswinging sexy dance that is most often portrayed as hula was something Hollywood found in French Polynesia rather than Hawaii.

According to him hula is all about telling a story with the hands. To illustrate he called his assistant, who I believe he referred to as ―the
beautiful Jennifer‖, to do a dance. This full-figured young lady did a very nice job, and while her hips were certainly moving, it was her
upper body that was the focus of attention.
While nothing about the Polynesian Cultural Center overtly tells its Mormon roots, the hula girl was one of many little things
that gave that away. Her costume was one of the most conservative dance outfits I‘ve ever seen, a long skirt and a loose blouse that
revealed absolutely nothing. All the women‘s costumes at the cultural center were extremely modest. Many of the men were allowed
to go shirtless, but they too were more covered up than the people you‘d see at the beach. Everyone had that ―clean-cut all-American‖
look you expect from Mormons—just with darker skin than you typically see in Utah.
The Hawaiian presentation was nice, and we were hoping the rest of the ―islands‖ at the park would have similar shows.
Unfortunately that was not the case. [I think the shows alternate from island to island, in the hopes that people will schedule
return visits to the park.] Our next stop was at the Marquesas, an island chain I know mostly as the setting for one of the seasons of
the reality show Survivor. There were no people at all there, nor much of any signs to explain what if anything we were supposed to
see. [Signage is badly lacking throughout the park.] It was basically just a bunch of empty grass huts. There was somewhat more
at most of the other islands. In Aotearoa, for instance, they had a formal procession that supposedly the Maori traditionally did to
welcome guests. (I‘d actually bet a fair amount of it was borrowed from British pageantry.) We also saw them teaching a family game
that involved throwing sticks back and forth. None of that held our interest for more than a couple minutes, though.
They have boats that travel in canals through the park, and it might have been interesting to take a ride. Unfortunately there
was nothing to indicate if the boats were included in the regular admission or if there was an additional charge for them. Nor did there
seem to be any indication about exactly where people were supposed to board. In the end, all we did was walk. [After about twenty
minutes of digging on their website, I did mange to find that the boat rides are included in general admission. There was still
no information about exactly how to go about boarding them, though. Pretty much all pricing information is buried on the
website, and they really feature the deluxe packages that cost up to $200.]
After Hawaii, we spent the longest time at the Tonga exhibit. When we arrived the visitors who were already there had been
divided up by sex. The men were being taught how to throw spears and had a competition to see who could throw one closest to a
target. Meanwhile the women were learning how to weave palm fronds into the shape of a fish. We arrived just as these two e vents
were ending but joined the group in going over to an amphitheatre for a musical presentation. I had really enjoyed the presentation on
Hawaiian music and was looking forward to this one. Unfortunately, it wasn‘t nearly as good. The Tongan presenters didn‘t really
teach us anything. They just banged on drums and then had various
participants from the audience (young men from Texas, California,
and Korea) try to copy the patterns they were banging. Having not
been given any instruction, all the participants made fools of
themselves in the process. I think Margaret liked the show a bit
better than I did, but I can‘t say I cared for it all.
The last ―island‖ we saw was supposedly a mission
settlement. Whether the mission was intended to be Mormon or not
was unclear, and except for its name there‘s not much religious about
the place. I would not have minded learning about the LDS‘s efforts
to convert Polynesia, but oddly they didn‘t have anything about that.
The buildings that make up the mission compound house another
snack bar and an extremely overpriced gift shop.
As we left I was glad we had come as early as we did. It
was now prime time for arrivals, and everyone who showed up in the
mid-afternoon was greeted with leis and forced to have their picture
taken with bare-chested ―native‖ men before they could enter. They
were then told the pictures would be for sale at the exit. Something I
found really tacky was that after each picture was taken they insisted
on taking the leis back so they could be re-used. Leis are supposed
to be freely given, conveying the spirit of aloha. What‘s more when
the admission rates start at forty bucks, you‘d think they could give
back a buck or two in the form of plastic lowers. [Admission now
starts at $49.99. The premium packages do include a lei you‘re
allowed to keep, though you‘d probably be better off buying one
in any of the tourist stores around Oahu.]

David Burrow by a concrete statue
Polynesian Cultural Center

Lei, by the way, basically means ―necklace‖ in Hawaiian; it
doesn‘t have to be floral. The most common leis for sale are made of
nuts and stones, and the chokers made of shell bits that are popular
with kids these days would properly be called leis as well.
We made our way to the exit and crossed Kamehameha

Highway to that same bus stop by the lei-draped mailbox. We must have just missed a bus, because we had a long wait this
afternoon. Buses are supposed to come about every forty-five minutes on Saturday [it‘s every half hour on weekdays on this
route], but we waited even more than that before one showed up. For most of that time we were waiting together with a college girl
(probably a student at the nearby Hawaii campus of Brigham Young University) who spent her time reading a book.
I
did a little
exploring in the
neighborhood, though I dared not venture too
far for fear the bus would show up while I was
gone and I‘d have to wait another forty-five
minutes. [Since this was first written, cities
across America have started adopting ―next
bus‖ displays at major bus stops that use
GPS technology to show when buses will
arrive. Other cities have a number you can
call on your cell phone to get that
information. I don‘t‘ know if Honolulu has
added either of these features, but it would
certainly be useful on an infrequent but fairly
heavily used route like this one.] The area
around here is built up with single-family homes,
dumpy little bungalows much like what we saw
in western Honolulu. The strangest thing about
it is that the homes are stacked three deep
between the highway and the beach. One
home faces the street (though it‘s invariably
blocked from view by a fence or wall), and a
driveway leads back to a second behind it and a
third that is right on the beachfront.
ABOVE: Lei-draped mailbox near the Polynesian Cultural Center
BELOW: Bus stop on Kamehameha Highway

Margaret is badly affected by heat and
direct sunlight. Many of Oahu‘s bus stops
(particularly in the city proper) have little shelters
with fake thatch roofs to provide relief from the
sun. There was no such shelter here, though,
and the only shade was a narrow shadow
created by a telephone pole. [While this is a
fairly major stop, few tourists use it. The
passengers who board and get off here are
mostly college students who work at the
cultural center.] I felt sorry for Margaret as she
attempted to cool down in that tiny bit of shade,
but there wasn‘t a lot we could do to improve
things. While it was hot and sunny, the setting
near the bus stop was pretty. The yards nearby
were filled with coconut palms. pineapple
bushes, and banana trees, and hibiscus flowers
grew in trees just beyond the wall by the bus
stop.

It was a long, long wait, though, and
the wait was made more annoying by the fact
that countless tour buses showed up to drop off
visitors at the cultural center while we waited.
We‘d get hopeful each time we‘d see a bus pull
around the curve to the south, only to be
disappointed to read ―Polynesian Adventure Tours‖ on its side instead of ―The Bus‖. [This is one of the biggest destinations for
package tours in Hawaii, and of course bringing tourists here also gives visitors the view of the coast road. It‘s interesting
that the island tours the cultural center itself runs take the inland route northward (stopping at the Dole Plantation en route)
and only go down the beach road after the luau is over at night.]
We ended up boarding the exact same bus we were on this morning—not just the same route, but the same vehicle with the
same driver. The driver recognized us and basically waved us on board without even looking at our passes. We passed the Mormon
temple just north of the cultural center and then set out to see the sights of Oahu‘s north shore.
The north shore is much drier than other parts of Oahu, and it also seems to be poorer than the rest of the island. Laie (LYEyeah), where the cultural center is located, seems to be a dividing line, and the area north and west of there comes across as ―the

wrong side of the tracks‖. The towns
have a ratty, almost Third World look
to them, and the vegetation seems
more like harsh savannah than
tropical paradise. Even the beaches
have a wilder feeling to them than
what we‘d seen further south. It was
still interesting to see, though, and
fascinating that there should be so
much difference on this little island.
[It‘s amazing just how different the
climate is in different parts of the
islands. Oahu‘s north shore gets
about the same rainfall as western
Iowa—a bit more than 30 inches a
year. Just a few miles south on the
windward side of the island they
get 80 – 90 inches a year, and the
east face of the mountains get over
200 inches a year.]
Traditionally
this
was
agricultural land, though many of the
farms have been abandoned. We saw
a few pastures with cattle grazing, but
nothing much in the way of crops.
They used to grow sugar here, but the
old sugar mill near the northern point
Website photo of Oahu‘s north shore, looking inland
of the island has been converted to a shopping mall. We did however see sugarcane growing wild in ditches the same way you might
see volunteer corn back home.
As we drove along the north shore we saw an amazing number of yard sales. The homes around here are quite isolated
(though they are, of course, served by the bus), and it‘s hard to imagine drawing much of a crowd to look at the same old jun k
everybody else has. It‘s certainly strange to see yard sales out in the middle of nowhere, but it seemed to be the thing to do in northern
Oahu this weekend.
Eventually we reached Turtle Bay, a
resort oasis at the extreme northern tip of Oahu.
The bus probably stops here mostly to bring
workers to and from their jobs.
It was
interesting to see the place, and it looks to be a
lovely resort. I went to their website while
writing this to check out their rates. It‘s amusing
that they give them as ―per person – double
occupancy‖, which makes the rooms sound half
as expensive as they are. When you do the
math, though, it works out to $300 - $400 per
night for a room [still the same price range in
2015]. That would pay for about three nights at
the Holiday Inn, so I‘m glad we made the choice
we did.
Turtle Bay was the first of several
places in Hawaii we‘d see blue stop signs. All
the stop signs at Turtle Bay look almost like a
negative image of a normal sign, with a blue
background instead of red. I just got done
typing ―blue stop sign hawaii‖ into Google‘s
search form and confirmed that these signs are
all on private land rather than rights of way
Blue stop sign
where the government puts up signs.
The
Hawaii state code (Section 291C-36) states that it is illegal to ―place, maintain, or display upon or in view of any highway any
unauthorized sign which purports to be or is an imitation of or resembles an official traffic-control device or which attempts to direct the
movement of traffic.‖ While this was intended to keep shady businesses from misleading people onto their property (we‘ve all seen
those signs that scream ―STOP‖ with something like ―for big values‖ written in tiny type below), until quite recently this was interpreted
to mean that only the government could put up ―real‖ traffic signs. That‘s why landowners who had a need to control traffic on their

property had to put up signs that were different from the official ones. Recent court rulings have clarified things, so today the blue signs
are just an amusing remnant from the past. We did see quite a few of them, though.
While we just stayed in our seats, the bus officially changed from #55 to #52 at Turtle Bay. The driver flipped a switch, and
suddenly the welcome announcement said ―Aloha! Welcome aboard route 52: Honolulu, Ala Moana – route 52: Honolulu, Ala
Moana‖. Presumably the digital readout on the front changed as well.
We saw a few other sights as we continued around the north shore. One of the most interesting was a church with a big
banner advertising their annual luau. I tried an internet search to find just which church this was. It was probably the Liliuokalani
Protestant Church (Episcopal), but I can‘t be certain. That‘s because pretty much every church in Hawaii has an annual luau. It‘s the
equivalent of the KC catfish fry or the lutefisk a Lutheran church might hold back home.
We went past a really dumpy looking cemetery where I can‘t imagine anyone would want their relatives to spend eternity. I
had read that most Hawaiians are cremated rather than buried, and it may be cemeteries like this that are the reason. It‘s traditional to
scatter the ashes of loved ones either in the sea or in volcano craters. The custom has spread to Hawaiians of all races. In fact, then
President-Elect Obama did that when his grandmother died last fall.
Oahu‘s north shore is best known for surfing.
Any tourist film in Hawaii will include footage of tanned
young men riding the waves at places like Sunset Beach.
While the beaches were crowded with sunbathers and a
few folks had boogie boards, no one was doing any real
surfing on Oahu today. The big waves come in winter.

Hawaii statehood stamp, with surfer and canoers
between islands—perhaps good for the surfers, but definitely bad for us.

Some people were hopeful that there might be
some good surf early next week—thanks to Hurricane
Felicia. A tropical storm off South America when we left
home, Felicia had grown into a Category 4 hurricane (the
second highest class) and now appeared to be heading
straight for Hawaii. They don‘t get many hurricanes in
Hawaii, and this was a BIG news story. Reaction
seemed to range from panic to amusement. We were
certainly hoping the storm would either fizzle out or
change course, but for now the forecasters had it hitting
Hawaii right about the time we‘d be trying to travel

We got off the bus at the North Shore Marketplace, which is in the
extremely touristy town of Haleiwa (hah-LAY-wah). The place reminded me a
lot of the Okoboji area just west of where I live. There‘s no real town here, just
gift shop after gift shop and restaurant after restaurant—all in ―quaint‖
buildings that were probably built new a couple years ago. Travel books
recommend Haleiwa, and it appears to be very popular with both tourists from
outside Hawaii and local families spending a weekend outside the city. I don‘t
know that I‘d care to spend much more than the time between two buses
there, though.
The main reason we went to the North Shore Marketplace was to see
the Surf Museum, which happens to be located in a remote corner of this
minimall. Though badly organized and kind of trashy looking, it is an
interesting place. It‘s also free, which makes it a much better value than the
Polynesian Cultural Center. While I can‘t imagine actually surfing myself, it
was interesting to find out about the sport. They have a lot of old surfboards
(many of which have actual historic value) and novelties like the first
snowboard ever made. There are also countless photographs and newspaper
clippings, plus a little room filled with lawn chairs where you can sit and watch
surfing videos on TV.
I went through the most of the place in fifteen minutes or so, and then
I spent another ten minutes watching one of their films. Margaret would have
been done in about the same time, but she got caught up in a long
conversation with the proprietor, an apparently famous surfer by the name of
―Hurricane‖ Bob Brown. Mr. Brown has been getting the senior discount for
quite a few years, and as a retired military man he doesn‘t fit most of the
stereotypes about surfers. I wandered around staring at everything else in the

Surf Museum on Oahu‘s North Shore

LEFT: Website image of
Hurricane Bob Brown
RIGHT: Aloha shave ice
area (not much of which was
very interesting) while he and
Margaret chatted.
We
had
an
afternoon snack at the North
Shore Marketplace. We had
another classic Hawaiian
treat at the Aloha General
Store, shave ice.
This
concoction combines all your
favorite cold treats in one.
The
most
common
combination (which we had)
starts with a scoop of vanilla
ice cream in the bottom of a flower-shaped plastic dish (like the one shown at right in a picture I got off the internet—apparently this is
unique to Aloha; styrofoam cups are more common). You can also get sweet Japanese azuki beans as the base, either instead of or in
addition to the ice cream.
Once the base is in place, a machine literally shaves ice off a block to a texture finer than what you‘d find in snow cones back
home. The ice is formed into a big ball and placed on top of the ice cream and/or beans. Then you can choose one or a combination
of several flavor syrups. I had banana, coconut, and lime, while Margaret had pineapple and passion fruit. The syrups are not too
sweet, and they really do taste like the flavors they‘re named after. Once the syrup is added, you can choose to add a ―snow cap‖,
which is condensed milk drizzled over the top. They give you both a straw and a wooden spoon to consume shave ice. As the i ce
melts into the ice cream, it becomes a messy, but delicious flavored cream—really very good. Aloha is a well known shave ice stand
located in big tourist spot, so they charge a premium ($4.25) for their product. You can find roughly the same thing for under two bucks
in the neighborhoods of Honolulu, though.
We savored our shave ice while waiting again for the bus (probably the second one to pass since we got off, since there was a
long wait to get the shave ice in addition to the talkative guy at the museum). Interestingly, our companions this time at the bus stop
included a family (a father and his two young sons) who had accompanied us on our bus ride across the north shore. They‘d gotten off
one stop earlier than we did, but apparently they made their way down to this stop and (like us) were planning to continue further south.
The bus came fairly quickly this time, and this one actually had a different driver. The most noteworthy of our fellow passengers was an
elderly woman in a wheelchair. She apparently found the bus‘s air conditioning cold (I found it a relief from the hot day) and wanted to
put on a sweater. It was an elegant white sweater in almost a lace design, but she had great trouble putting it on. Eventually a girl
sitting in the seat behind her held the sweater stable while the woman placed her arm in the sleeve. I‘m not sure if the handicapped
woman even realized she was being assisted, but it was nice of the girl to help out.
We spent about fifteen more minutes heading along the north shore. It was late afternoon, and pretty much all the people who
boarded here had spent the day at the beach. I‘m pretty sure this was the first time in my life I‘ve seen anyone other than small children
who were barefoot or shirtless on public transportation, but swimwear was the norm for both men and women boarding here. It seemed
weird to me, but no one local raised an eyebrow.
One guy from the beach really stood out because he sat right by us. Margaret and I were in the front-most forward-facing
seat, and he sat in the side-facing seat just in front. He was wearing only swim trunks (which were wet when he boarded but mostly
dried during the ride), and he must have had a dozen tattoos and piercings on the visible part of his body. Both Margaret and I
pondered one of the tattoos. It was written in a stylized script and difficult to read. It said ―Be … (something).‖ What that something
was we couldn‘t really figure out. I thought it looked like ―pure‖, though it would be hard to find an adjective that was less fitting for this
guy. Margaret though it might say ―true‖, but that didn‘t really seem to fit either. It would be interesting to find out just what the word
was.
A very multi-ethnic group of high school boys (black, white, and Asian) boarded at the beach and headed down to the western
suburbs of Honolulu. They reminded me of articles I‘d read about President Obama‘s boyhood days. Apparently his friends at
Punahou considered him to be an expert at the bus, and he would lead them on semi-devious excursions to destinations all over the
island. (Apparently one time the group actually did get lost and got in a bit of trouble for their adventure, which is what the article I read
was about.) I tried to imagine President Bush or even President Clinton riding public transportation, but I just couldn‘t imagine them
feeling comfortable there. I like having a President who grew up riding the bus and is not far removed from riding the ‗L‘.
We soon turned inland. It‘s not actually possible to circle the entire coastline of Oahu; there‘s a break in the road on the
leeward (west) side. If we were driving we could have continued a little father before turning back, but that wasn‘t possible on the bus.
Kamehameha Highway veers inland to avoid a steep mountain range [and a military reservation] along the coast, and that‘s what bus
#52 follows back to Honolulu.

Away from the coast the landscape rapidly became very agricultural. Central Oahu is home to the Dole Plantation. In addition
to pineapple we saw sugar and a surprising amount of corn. There were orchards producing tropical fruit and fields or interestinglooking crops I didn‘t recognize at all.
There were also lots of strange trees, some planted and others growing wild. The strangest appeared to be related to palms
and had fern-like leaves. They were shaped like evergreens, though, almost as if they were a tropical attempt at Christmas trees.
[They actually may have been Norfolk pines, though why those would be planted on Oahu I have no clue.]
At the far end of the agricultural area was Mililani (mill-ee-LAH-nee), the start of the Honolulu suburbs (and, just like all the
rural areas, technically part of the city). We got the grand tour of Mililani, literally making a complete square of local streets as we
detoured to serve a park-and-ride there. While it‘s heavier on apartments than most suburbs, other than the mountain views and
tropical greenery, there‘s nothing about the place that would indicate it‘s Hawaiian—it‘s just a generic suburb.
From Mililani the bus ran express on the H-2 and H-1 freeways. Interstate H-1 in particular is certainly massive. Much of it is
ten lanes wide, rivaling the biggest freeways in L.A. It‘s built on practically no land, though. Almost the whole thing is elevated (in many
places with another highway beneath it), there‘s no median at all, and the surrounding development practically touches the shoulder.
The leftmost lane on H-1 is reserved for buses, carpools, and motorcycles. Our driver planted himself there and stayed there until we‘d
passed the airport. Beyond there we exited and followed a different route (Dillingham Street) into town. This was somewhat nicer than
Nimitz Highway, but it would be stretching it to call the route scenic. We passed such sights as K-Mart and Costco, the Honolulu blood
bank, and the Oahu County Jail.
As the recorded announcements implied, normally bus #52 circles the island and goes back to Ala Moana Center. When we
reached downtown, the driver announced that this bus would be terminating early, ending its run at Ala Wai I really don‘t know where
that is [there‘s a street of that name near the Holiday Inn, but that would be beyond where the bus normally ended], but I knew
it wasn‘t my destination. It apparently wasn‘t anyone else‘s either. We had a nearly full bus heading to downtown, but after Punchbowl
there was nobody left on board.
The early termination confused a number of Japanese tourists who were on the bus. They knew they weren‘t where they were
supposed to be and didn‘t know which bus they needed to take to reach their destination. Any number of buses go to Ala Moana, but I
wasn‘t certain myself what numbers those were. I did know that while buses 2 and 13 didn‘t go to Ala Moana, they did go to Kalakaua
on the far end of Waikiki, so I suggested to Margaret we take one of those. We left before the Japanese tourists did, and I do hope they
made it to their destination without incident.
It was roughly dinner time as we headed down King Street, and before long I noticed a place I‘d wanted to eat. I asked
Margaret if she was game, and we pulled the cord and got off. We had dinner at a true Hawaiian institution, Zippy‘s. Descriptions I‘d
read made Zippy‘s seem a lot like Perkin‘s or Country Kitchen, a sit-down family restaurant with a menu that catered to Hawaiian
tastes. That‘s actually not quite right. Of chains around here, Zippy‘s came across most like Culver‘s (though the food is totally
different). You order your food at a counter, wait for it to be prepared, and then either take it to go or eat at booths and tables in their
dining room. The food is served in foam boxes with plastic flatware. You could think of Zippy‘s as fast food cooked to order or a family
restaurant without the waiters. [They also have things like sushi you don‘t expect at a fast food place.]

Zippy‘s on King Street – Maikai district, Honolulu
Almost everything on Zippy‘s menu is a variation on plate lunch. I had their garlic miso chicken plate, which had delicious
marinated chicken served over coleslaw. Margaret had mahi-mahi with a flavored butter. Both plates came with ―two scoop rice‖ and
macaroni salad. At $5.49, I thought the chicken plate was an outstanding value. Margaret‘s fish was about two bucks more, but still not

badly priced. We each also had Portuguese bean soup,
which also had pasta and vegetables—more like
minestrone than what I‘d call bean soup.
It was
seasoned with spicy Portuguese sausage and really quite
tasty. I also had iced tea, and Margaret had passion fruit
juice. It really was an outstanding meal, one that made
me wish there were Zippy‘s locations on the mainland.
We stopped briefly at a 7/Eleven next door to
Zippy‘s where I picked up some drinks. That took longer
than I‘d imagined, because while I was there they had
someone drive off without paying for their gas. It
honestly surprised me that they‘d let them pump gas
without pre-paying or using a credit card, particularly on a
weekend night. You can‘t do that in most small towns
back home these days, let alone in a big city.
It should come as no surprise that gas is
Website picture of Zippy‘s gift card
expensive in Hawaii. When I left Algona, Casey‘s was
9
(Note they feature a plate lunch on the card.)
charging $2.49 , and it was in the 2.50‘s in the Twin
9
Cities. Everything in Honolulu was just over three bucks (I think this 7/Eleven was $3.09 ), and I saw prices in the 3.50‘s on the north
shore. It‘s sad to think that those prices didn‘t really seem all that terrible to me. After all, I paid over $3 a gallon consistently when I
was out East a couple years ago and over $4 in Chicago in the summer of 2008. [The difference is actually less in 2015. Currently
9
gas is $2.54 in Algona, and according to Gas Buddy most places in Honolulu are around $2.96.]
We made our way to the bus stop, and almost immediately bus #2 came along. This particular one was a ―bendi-bus‖, a
double-length vehicle with a rubber accordion section in the middle that bends when it goes around curves and corners. I‘ve been in
rail vehicles like that on a number of occasions, but I think this was the first time I‘d been on a flexible bus. We sat right by the bending
part, and it was interesting to watch the mechanism work.
We soon were back at Kalakaua and Ena, and this time we took a different route back to the hotel. Ena Street wraps around
the back side of Waikiki, joining Ala Moana closer to the ocean. There wasn‘t anything of great interest on this route, and it took forever
because we got behind a group of very slow-moving Japanese tourists. It did provide a bit of variety, though.
Back at the hotel, I went to get some ice. Strange for a large hotel, they only had a single ice machine in the building. It was
located on the second floor inside a laundry room. Only a room key would open the door to that room. It seemed a bit weird to guard
the ice so closely, but I suppose they must have their reasons.
th

th

I rode back up the elevator with a blond guy in a swimsuit who was staying on the 14 floor (actually the 13 , but they skip the
number 13 in their floors) and a black man in a business suit who was staying in the penthouse. I‘m not sure I‘d ever stayed in a hotel
that even had a penthouse before; I basically think of ―penthouse‖ as the name of a dirty magazine. The man was a systems analyst
and was apparently staying there for three weeks while he inspected various computers around Honolulu. His company had booked
the suite for him—must be nice.
I went back upstairs, had some juice on ice, and pondered what we‘d do tomorrow.

I was up around 6:45. Margaret was slower this morning, and we dawdled around the room until nearly 8:00. We paused
briefly at the bus stop by the hotel. Seeing nothing, though, we decided to again walk to Ala Moana Center.
This time Ala Moana was our actual destination. This mall bills itself as ―Hawaii‘s oldest and largest shopping center‖ and ―the
largest open-air shopping center on earth‖. The first statement is almost certainly true. It‘s both an old and an enormous mall. The
place opened in 1959, about a month before Hawaii joined the union as the fiftieth state. It‘s been kept up very well, though, and struck
me as more pleasant than a lot of malls I‘ve been to that were much newer. The place has been added onto numerous times, and
while it‘s not Mall of America, it‘s definitely a major shopping center.
The statement about being an ―open-air‖ shopping center is stretching things a bit. Ala Moana probably was open-air when it
was first built. Over the past fifty years, though, they‘ve completely surrounded the place with various parking ramps. While the stores

might have once looked out on daylight and fresh air, they now face cement pillars and exhaust fumes. Even if that is ―open air‖, I don‘t
know that it‘s anything to brag about.
While you don‘t really notice it from the street, Ala Moana is apparently built on a hill. Different parts of the mall are on
different levels, and they don‘t connect well with each other. We had a very strange journey through three sides and three d ifferent
levels of the parking ramp trying to find our destination. In the process we saw a cop try to move a homeless woman on her way. She
responded by saying she was at the mall ―socializing‖ and that Margaret and I had asked her for directions (which we hadn‘t). She was
perfectly harmless, but I can understand why the mall wouldn‘t want her hanging around.
While there were some, there were actually fewer homeless people in Hawaii than I‘d imagined there might be. There were far
fewer than in places with similar climates like California and Florida and less even than northern cities like Chicago, Portland, and
Vancouver. The police try hard to keep the homeless away from the main tourist spots (which are, of course, the places they want to
do their begging). More than once in Waikiki we saw the cops moving people along. Elsewhere in the city we saw a few bums sleeping
at bus stops or camping out in alleys, but not really all that many.
Our destination this morning was the Ala Moana
Foodland store, and more specifically the Beard Papa stand
just inside the entrance to the supermarket. I had read about
Beard Papa, a Japanese cream puff maker, when I went to
New York in 2007. They have a number of locations all over
Manhattan, and I thought it would be interesting to eat at one.
Unfortunately, try as I might, I couldn‘t actually find any of
them. (Quite possibly they, like this one, were actually inside
other establishments—which would have made them hard to
recognize from the street.) When I found out they were also
in Hawaii, I again wanted to try to find one. The walk through
the mall was confusing, but there was a sense of
accomplishment at the end. It made a pretty good breakfast,
too.
Beard Papa bakes the shells for their cream puffs
fresh daily. They only fill them when customers order them,
which keeps them from getting soggy. The pastry is okay,
but the filling is outstanding. We each had a vanilla and a
chocolate puff. I thought the vanilla was the best. It‘s
obviously made with real vanilla beans rather than extract—
really good flavor.
[Not long after this was written, Beard Papa
opened a location across from the old Marshall Field‘s
Margaret Sullivan ordering cream puffs
store in Chicago. I ate there two or three times, but they
Beard Papa – Ala Moana Center, Honolulu
closed just a year or so after they opened. They‘ve apparently closed all their New York City locations as well. However,
they‘re doing a booming business on the west coast and just opened in—of all places—Wichita. They‘re also opening soon in
Russia.]
We got our cream puffs and also bought coffee from another stand inside Foodland that called itself the Coffee Bean & Tea
Leaf. We sat at a bench on ―the sidewalk‖ (the edge of the parking ramp) and enjoyed a bit of breakfast. It really was quite good.
Most of the mall was not yet open, but we had fun window-shopping in a
few of the upscale stores. The only place we actually bought anything was one of
three Ala Moana locations of the ABC store. I just picked up the Sunday paper,
but Margaret seemed to buy out the place. She got gifts for friends of hers and
souvenirs for herself, as well as a pair of Hawaiian-themed flip flops. I don‘t know
what the final total was, but I‘m sure they appreciated her business. [I actually
got a few Hawaiian souvenirs from ABC‘s online store after we got back
from the trip. That really worked quite well, and it avoided the problem of
having to haul things around.]
I snapped the picture at right as we walked past the Waikiki McDonalds
on our way back to the hotel. All over Waikiki they had stands set up renting
these little three-wheel go-carts. Surprisingly, the things are legal to drive on the
street. They look like they‘d be kind of fun to putt around in, though the price ($39
for three hours) is as much as they want for a day‘s rental of a ―real‖ car.

Mini-car for rent in Waikiki

When we got back to the Holiday Inn we were surprised to find the maid was already servicing our room. We excused
ourselves and snuck in briefly to change into the flip-flops we‘d bought. Our next excursion would be a bit more tourist-oriented than
most of what we‘d done. It was time to walk down Waikiki Beach.

LEFT: Rainbow Tower at the Hilton lagoon
RIGHT: Self portrait on the beach
BELOW LEFT: Waikiki Beach, with Diamond Head in the background
BELOW RIGHT: A lifeguard station, with the guard‘s surfboard in front

We crossed the street and walked down
to the yacht harbor. Then almost immediately we
were at my favorite stretch of the beach. The
Hilton Hawaiian Village has a series of lagoons
along the shoreline that make a gentle transition
between the numerous resort towers and the
actual beach.
Both the lagoons and the
oceanfront are open to the public; you don‘t need
to be a Hilton guest to be there. The water in the
lagoons is gentle, the sand is fine, and the view is
unmatched anywhere. While there‘s no way I‘d
have afforded a room at the Hawaiian Village
(they range anywhere from $250 to $800 a night),
it was nice to be just across the street.
The rest of Waikiki I could honestly take
or leave. It‘s not a bad beach, but it‘s definitely
not the best one I‘ve been to (that would be Ship
Island in Mississippi). I was surprised that most
Resort meets the beach at the Hilton Hawaiian Village
of the sand was very coarse on Waikiki Beach. It almost feels like small gravel rather than sand. There‘s also a big undertow in the

water, big enough that I was knocked over while wading. I got completely soaked and almost lost my flip-flops in the process. The sun
is oppressively hot (this is the tropics, after all), and the further east you go the more crowded it gets. [If I were to go back to Hawaii,
I‘d love to take a day or two exploring the beaches along the coast road, bu8 I doubt I‘d spend more than an hour or two back
at Waikiki—and that would probably be mostly at the Hilton‘s lagoons.]
We made our way
down the beach but were
forced to turn around when
we reached the Royal
Hawaiian. The beach there
is
apparently
private,
reserved for the exclusive
use of that hotel‘s guests.
According to the hotel‘s
website this is ―the most
coveted spot on Waikiki
Beach.
Within
six
beachfront cabanas await
unrivaled panoramic views
of Diamond Head, premier
beachfront,
and
the
sparkling Pacific Ocean.
These singularly captivating
seaside retreats are attend
by discreet Royal Beach
Club servers, ready to
provide
you
with
an
exceptional
experience—
whether you wish for a
repast of gourmet bites,
refills of a refreshing elixir, or
an
oceanfront
lomilomi
massage.‖
From that
description I have a feeling
that even if the place were
open to the public, it
wouldn‘t be for me.
I
actually got that feeling just
looking
at
the
Royal
Hawaiian beachfront. It was
just line after line of white
deck chairs, side by side
covering the entire beach. I
got
claustrophobic
just
glancing at it; you‘d have
more privacy in a tanning
salon.

Sign for revival meeting near Hilton Hawaiian Village
We gradually made our way back to the Hilton Hawaiian Village. The most memorable thing we saw on the way back was a
Christian revival service taking place right on the beach. The preacher was testifying to about a dozen people, most of whom seemed
to be looking past him at the view beyond. I might have completely forgotten about the service, but later in the day when I was
scanning through the paper I came across the obituary of a woman that asked that memorials be given to this very ministry.

We returned to the Holiday Inn and spent a bit of time browsing through the gift shop there. I had been presented with a
coupon at check-in that theoretically provided a discount on gift shop purchases, so I figured it was worth checking out. The Asian
salesclerk was quick to point out that the discount excluded any items already on sale as well as postcards and a few other things;
basically it did not apply to anything we wanted to buy. We did pick up a few things, though, and it was nice to enjoy the hotel‘s air
conditioning after the stifling heat of the beach.
We put on real shoes and made our way back to Ala Moana Center where we had a surprisingly brief wait for another
northbound bus. Waiting with us was a white boy in a baseball cap with a backpack. He looked like a nice enough young man (and in
fact resembled my baseball-playing friend Brad), but he stood out because he was almost totally covered with tattoos and piercings.
The strangest one was in his right ear. The piercing had been stretched to a gaping hole, and he had a big black cone-shaped piece of
plastic inserted through it. I assume he gradually pushed that cone further and further to stretch the piercing more and more. It
reminded me of pictures we used to see in National Geographic of African tribes that stretched their lips and inserted disks in them. I
have no clue why a ―haole‖ kid would want to do that to his ear, but if he‘s not harming anyone, it‘s really not my business.

[This is apparently called ear
gauging, which stretches a hole in the
earlobe to wear disk-shaped jewelry. I read
that it‘s popular among the white hip-hop
crowd. Perhaps they should do a ―strange
lands and funny peoples‖ feature on them.]

Our destination was a place we‘d been
through on the bus yesterday and heard
announced by the recording, so we boarded bus
#55 assuming we could get their easily. Soon
after we set out, though, we found out that for
some reason this bus did not have the recorded
announcements all the others had. While we
knew the approximate area we were headed,
Tattoo and piercing boy aboard bus #55
neither Margaret nor I had a clue what address
or cross-streets were. We figured this bus wouldn‘t work very well for us, so we got off downtown and waited for another. [This is
what I hate about buses. On a train you can be certain it will stop without you needing to signal.]
The next bus that showed up was bus #57-A. We knew bus #57 would take us where we needed to go, but we weren‘t certain
if 57-A was significantly different or not. We decided to board, and in fact its route in Honolulu was identical to that of the other bus.
We retraced the route we‘d done yesterday through downtown and up Pali Highway, only this time we pulled the cord when the
recording announced we were at the Queen Emma Summer Palace.
The driver actually stopped one stop later than where we wanted to get off. I think it‘s probably hard to stop on Pali Highway,
and he had to slow down before he could actually let us off. It took us a little while to figure out exactly where we were, but we soon
made our way back to the actual palace.
Like most of the things we‘d seen, admission to the Queen Emma Summer Palace was covered by a ―Go Oahu‖ card I‘d
bought ahead of time. This prepaid card allows gives you free admission and at some attractions also allows you to skip to the front of
the line. I‘d gotten Go Oahu cards last Christmas for both Margaret and me, and we‘d purposely planned our itinerary to include pretty
much only those prepaid attractions. Unfortunately Margaret had left her card back in Decorah. Given the issues with both of our
vehicles, it just wasn‘t practical to go get it, so she ended up paying (basically a second time) for all of her admissions. We revised
some of the things we were planning to see to avoid the most expensive places (the exception was the Polynesian Cultural Center),
and in the end I‘m not sure I got the full price out of my card. Most of the time it did make things more convenient, though.
I mention the card here because the clerk at the Queen Emma Summer Palace, a Japanese woman with very limited English
skills, had never seen the thing before and had no clue how to process it. She was, however, almost overly eager to give Margaret any
kind of discount imaginable. She settled on a AAA discount, since she was a year shy of being a ―senior‖ by their definition. By the
way, eventually a different employee was able to deal with the Go Oahu card.
The name Queen Emma Summer Palace pretty much tells you what the place is. It was a retreat for Kamehameha IV and his
wife until the king‘s death in 1863 and continued to be the queen‘s residence until 1895. Located high up the hillside north of downtown
Honolulu, the temperature there is several degrees cooler than in the city center. It‘s a small and rather modest home, a peasant place

but not really what you‘d call a ―palace‖. It was interesting to see, though, and in the process we got to see one of Honolulu‘s better
neighborhoods (much newer and larger single family homes) up close
The summer palace is maintained by
the Daughters of Hawaii, a group founded by
descendants of the missionaries.
[It was
Queen Emma who petitioned the Church of
England to create a separate Church of
Hawaii.] They purchased the palace to avoid its
demolition for the construction of a baseball
field. The women operate a gift shop in a more
modern building in back, and there are
restrooms in that building. It was clear from the
restroom what sort of group operated the place.
It‘s not often you see a vase of flowers and a
bowl of potpourri in the men‘s room.
I bought a carved wood miniature
surfboard at the gif shop. That has absolutely
nothing to do with the place itself, but it‘s just
about my favorite souvenir of Hawaii. [It‘s
actually one of my favorite souvenirs I‘ve
gotten anywhere.] Margaret picked up several
things there, and she spoke at length with the
clerk. A pleasant old lady, she had apparently
at one time run a gift shop at the International
Marketplace in Waikiki (which we‘d check out a
little bit later). She lamented the way the place
changed ―when the hippies came‖—an interesting perspective on things.

Queen Emma Summer Palace

We had another long wait, but eventually the southbound 57-A came by. Oddly,
though, this particular bus had the wrong read-out on its digital sign. It listed its
destination as a place on the windward coast (where it had come from) rather than Ala
Moana (where it was in fact heading). The ―Aloha‖ recording said the right destination,
though, and Margaret and I boarded. At the next stop an old lady boarded and pointed out
to the driver that the sign was wrong. He thanked her, as he hadn‘t known and apparently
she was the first person in a thirty-mile trip to point out the error.
We passed a number of churches in northern Honolulu. Something that stood
out was that all of them were very small. In most big cities there‘s a wide range of sizes of
church—some with thousands of members and some with only a handful. Here, while
here were many different churches, all of them looked tiny. Even the Catholic churches
were amazingly small. [There also don‘t appear to be the big fundamentalist
churches you find some places.]
We got off near the Iloani Palace downtown and walked south. In local parlance
the direction we actually walked was ―makai‖ (MAH-kai) or ―toward the ocean‖, a word
contrasted with ―mauka‖ (MOW-kah) or ―toward the mountains‖. Makai, by the way is a
different word from Maikai, the name of the neighborhood where Obama grew up. As I
almost always do when walking, I automatically chose the sunny side of the street. This
annoyed Margaret, who as I mentioned earlier doesn‘t deal well with direct sunlight.
We made our way to the Aloha Tower area. In the days when most people
arrived in Hawaii by ship, the Aloha Tower greeted visitors at the dock. Those days are
long gone [kind of strangely, Honolulu is not a major cruise destination at all], and
th
apparently the surrounding area became very seedy in the late 20 Century. It was
revived a few years back as the Aloha Marketplace, one of those malls with nothing in
them that is supposed to appeal to tourists. In this case they seem to be appealing
primarily to Japanese tourists. With only a couple of exceptions pretty much everybody
there was Japanese, and many of the signs and brochures were in Japanese only.
There was nothing much appealing among the merchandise for sale, but we did
stop in at a candy store and ice cream parlor called Sweet Memory for a snack. The clerk
(an elderly white gentleman who just might be old enough to remember the kind of parlor

Souvenir wooden surfboard

he was trying to recreate) was ridiculously slow, but eventually we got some very tasty berry smoothies. I think he lost some business
in the process, though, as a number of people walked in and out of the shop while he was serving us.
We went outside and admired the tower itself, which is
lovely. It was built in 1926 in a style called Hawaiian Gothic, and
both those words actually do describe its architecture. It was
apparently built as a lighthouse but soon became more a
landmark than anything else.
We were surprised to find we could actually go up in the
tower—for free. A young guard who looked Hispanic but might
have been Asian or Polynesian carefully searched our bags and
then directed us to the elevator. That alone was an experience.
The elevator had a brass plate above it with a dial indicating the
floors. It reminded me of going up in the Empire State Building.
The views from the top were nice—not spectacular, but certainly
pleasant. While it was all on a whim, I‘m glad we went there.
There was a fun little reminder of home just west of
Aloha Tower. Anchored in the harbor was a ship named the
Golden Bear. Garrigan‘s sports teams are the Golden Bears, so
of course I had to see the ship up close. It‘s apparently a training
ship where new Navy men learn the ropes—both literally and
figuratively.
We walked back through downtown, passing a number
of buildings that had lovely mosaic murals in their entries. We

Aloha Tower – Honolulu
then caught bus #13 back to Kalakaua & Ena.
On a whim we decided to take another bus
down to Kapiolani Park at the far end of Waikiki.
The next bus had ―NOT IN SERVICE‖ on its
digital readout, but it stopped at the bus stop. It
was a bendi-bus like the one we‘d been on
yesterday, so I asked the driver if it was the #2.
He said it was, but he was going out of service.
He asked where I was going, and then gestured
for us to get on board. A short time later we
were at our destination.
Kapiolani is a beautiful city park just
inland from the beach near Diamond Head
Mountain. It‘s across the street from Waikiki
Beach, and we went over and did a bit more
exploring. We went out on a pier overlooking
the water and snapped a few more pictures of
the coast. It was too busy to really have much
fun on the beach itself, but we did enjoy going
there.

We waited a while and eventually
caught another bus that took us through the
business area of Waikiki, a very different area
Training ship Golden Bear – Honolulu Harbor
than what we‘d been on before. The stores here are very upscale, the sort of thing you might see on Rodeo Drive or Fifth Avenue.
There wasn‘t much of anything I could have afforded there.
We got off again at the International Marketplace, a big collection of touristy gift shops in an indoor ―market‖ that‘s supposed to
seem like what you might find in Europe. About the only thing ―international‖ about the place is that all the trinkets are made in Asia, but
it was still kind of fun to see. The only thing we bought there was another snack, tiny cones of Dole Whip, which is pineapple flavored
soft-serve ice cream. I was a bit skeptical at first, but the stuff is really good. It‘s probably a good thing it‘s not available back home.
[Apparently the only place they Dole Whip outside Hawaii is at the Disney theme parks.]
We walked around a bit more and then caught bus #8, whose destination sign said ―Waikiki & Hotels‖. It didn‘t lie. It took just
about as convoluted a route as the airport shuttles, but eventually it stopped near pretty much every hotel in town. The final one they
stopped at was the Holiday Inn, and Margaret and I got off and went back to our room to relax for a few minutes. Then we walked back
up to Kalakaua Street and set off again.

Instead of turning left and heading up to McCully, this time we turned right and went down to Pua Street. We waited in front of
a Tony Roma‘s rib restaurant in hot, bright sunshine. Eventually bus #4 came along.
We had a very short ride on bus #4. Almost certainly our destination was within walking distance, but the bus made so many
turns I couldn‘t possibly have walked it if I tried. Soon we ended up at our destination, the corner of University & King in the
collegetown area for the University of Hawaii—Manoa.
We had come here to check out one of several locations of a restaurant chain I‘d come across while planning for this trip,
Blazin‘ Steaks. Located in yet another minimall, this is a tiny hole-in-the-wall restaurant (seating for about ten) that offers good food at
outstanding value. The place was really busy. We were the only non-locals there; in fact the manager knew what most people wanted
before they ordered. While I may have felt a bit out of place, I‘m very glad we came here.
Like so many Hawaiian restaurants, Blazin‘ Steaks is a plate lunch place. This
time the foam canisters contained ―two scoop rice‖ and a delightful little tossed salad—
the only time in Honolulu we actually saw green on our plates. The restaurant lives up to
its name, too. The main course is actual steak (thin ribeye or sirloin) cooked to order on
a flattop grill and then sliced into bite sized pieces so you can eat it with just a fork. (They
also serve chicken and fish, but both Margaret and I had the steak.) It‘s properly cooked
to the doneness you want, and it really tastes quite good. Is it haute cuisine?—No. but
Is it tasty, wholesome food for one of the lowest prices in Hawaii?—At six bucks a plate,
you‘d better believe it. What‘s more, you‘d be hard pressed to get a real dinner that
cheap anywhere else in America, either. [The steak plates are $8.95 in 2015 (chicken
and pork are less), but that‘s still a pretty good deal.]

Pork plate
(from Blazin‘ Steaks website)
They had a variety of sauces in a condiment rack by the drink machine that you were supposed to use on your meat. I instead
opted to try them with the rice. (Plain white rice just isn‘t something I find terribly appealing, particularly the sticky Japanese rice they
serve in Hawaii.) One of the sauces was a Korean barbecue sauce. I‘m not sure I‘d care for it on meat, but it tasted wonderful over
rice.
We had another long wait for the return #4. This
time the bus stop was shaded, though, and it was a more
lively and interesting neighborhood. When we got back to
Waikiki, we spent a bit of time in a pleasant little park with a
statue of King David Kalakaua, for whom the main drag was
named. We then walked past Fort DeRussy, a gorgeous
park-like facility that is used as a ―U.S. Army Recreation
Area‖.
This was our last night in Honolulu, so back at the
hotel we spent some time packing things up and getting
ready to leave tomorrow. We watched the news, which was
almost all about the progress of Felicia. It had been
downgraded from hurricane to tropical storm, which meant
wind should not be a problem. They were, however,
expecting heavy rainfall which could cause flooding on the
Big Island while we were there and on Oahu when we were
flying home. We tried to have a pleasant evening in spite of
the forecast. [Hurricanes are actually amazingly rare in
Hawaii. I‘m not really sure why that is, but the islands
seem to get nether the Asian typhoons nor the
hurricanes that hit western Mexico and central America.
They get a lot of rain, but not really much in the way of
heavy weather.]

Statue of Kalakaua – Waikiki

I really didn‘t sleep very well last night, but I actually slept a bit later in the morning. It was after 7:00 when I finally got up.
After showering and making sure everything was packed, I ran over to McDonalds to get some coffee and a bit of breakfast for
Margaret and me. I checked out quickly and easily, and we waited in the hotel lobby for our shuttle to arrive.

While we waited the lobby rapidly filled up with a flight crew from Japan Air Lines. Since there are no airport hotels, the
airlines are forced to put up their crews in Waikiki. I‘m sure they look at both cost and at having a hotel at the end of Waikiki that is
closer to the airport. Holiday inn would fit the bill on both counts. Strangely, almost all the JAL stewardesses looked alike. I wonder if it
isn‘t a requirement that they present themselves almost like geisha. That was certainly the feeling I got from them.
The stewardesses and their escort (a middle aged man who really did seem like a chaperon) left in a minibus, and then
promptly at 8:00 Margaret and I recognized the van from Reliable Shuttle. We went out to the drive to get on, as did a young couple
who was staying at the Holiday Inn. The driver was confused, because his pick-up order said there would be one group at the Holiday
Inn, not two. Both groups had return vouchers, though, and he let us all on.
There were four other people in the van when we boarded (a married couple and two men traveling together who I think were
from Australia), and the driver told us he had one more couple to pick up before going to the airport. He then drove to a ritzy hotel at
the far end of Waikiki. It was a bit difficult for him to park there because a bus from Polynesian Adventure Tours (which is apparently
operated by Gray Line) was blocking most of the driveway while they picked people up for an excursion. Our driver did manage to find
a place, and he went around looking for ―Shelley‖. He spent about five minutes searching for that party, even going to the hotel desk to
inquire. He came back rather disgusted. ―He‘s finishing his shower,‖ the driver said as he drove away. The Shelleys had apparently
wanted the driver to wait a few minutes, but he had a schedule to keep. ―You can get another,‖ he apparently told them, and when they
said ―Another shuttle?‖ he responded, ―Another flight. At rush hour there‘s no way you‘ll make it on a later shuttle.‖ I can‘t say I was
upset to have a bit more space in the van, but no doubt the driver would have liked the income from the extra people. Why th ey
couldn‘t be ready on time, I have no clue.
The driver took a round-about way through the back streets of Waikiki, eventually getting back to the McDonalds on Ala
Moana. Again he avoided the freeway (though I‘d think outbound traffic wouldn‘t be all that bad at rush hour [actually it might be,
because the main industrial district is west of downtown]) and took Nimitz Highway out to the airport.
Our driver visited at length with the various people in the shuttle. He was a middle aged Filipino immigrant who seemed to be
very much a family man. The driver thought the young couple who had boarded with us was on their honeymoon. It turned out they
were ―engaged‖ (but hadn‘t even set a date yet), which made the driver quickly change the subject.
The driver wanted to know where everyone was going, and it turned out all of us had inter-island flights. The young couple
was headed to Maui, where they‘d stay at the resort of Lahaina [the main town on Maui]. The driver said, ―Oh, Lahaina—that‘s very
expensive!‖, which made me wonder just how much it must be, given how much things were in Honolulu. [Some quick checking
shows that actually things cost about the same on Maui as on Oahu, though there may be a higher percentage of stuff in the
―expensive‖ range and less that could be called ―cheap‖.]
The couple was flying on Go! Airlines, while everyone else was taking Hawaiian (to Maui, Kona, and Hilo). [Go! Airlines has
since gone bankrupt, leaving Hawaiian as the only major inter-island carrier.] The airport is set up so that normally Hawaiian
would be the first drop-off. However, since the couple‘s flight was leaving at 9:30 and everybody else‘s was in the ten o‘clock hour, he
agreed to let them off first and then loop around again to leave the rest of us. I had no problem with that, though it did seem the couple
was cutting things very close. They‘d get to ticketing less than forty-five minutes prior to departure. The airlines typically recommend
an hour at a minimum, and while it‘s rare that the recommended times are actually needed, I‘d hate to cut things so close.
That said, Margaret and I arrived about an hour and a half early and ended up waiting almost that whole time. We had
checked in online, and the hotel let us print our boarding passes on their printer. That meant at the airport we just walked straight to
security. There was a small line, but it moved right along. The officers were efficient, but also very friendly. That‘s tricky to pull off, and
other TSA inspectors could take lessons from the ones in Hawaii.
Hawaiian Airlines is in its own terminal (connected to the others by another open-air skywalk) clear at the west end of the
airport. We found our gate (#56) and claimed a couple of chairs there. I bought some coffee at a Burger King that was one of the most
expensive food outlets I‘ve seen anywhere. They seem to combine Hawaiian prices with airport prices. The coffee wasn‘t too bad
($2.59 I think), but their food selections started around four bucks and just kept on going up. Both the breakfast and lunch menus were
posted, and they had ―value‖ meals at lunch that were over $10 each. It‘s too bad Blazin‘ Steaks doesn‘t have an airport location.
From our gate we looked across the tarmac at, of all things, a federal prison. I might not have known what it was, save for the
windows, little tiny slits identical to what they have at the Metropolitan Correction Center in downtown Chicago. I checked on the
Bureau of Prisons website when I got home, and sure enough, the Federal Correction Center—Hawaii is at the Honolulu airport. I‘m
not sure if that makes it convenient for detaining people with immigration problems or if they can then transport prisoners to the
mainland easier of what. It certainly seems an odd location to me, though.
The Hawaiian ―holding area‖ (their term) at HNL is a very busy place. Hawaiian Airlines runs a shuttle jet service roughly
hourly to all the airports in the islands. At our gate a plane arrived from Hilo at 10:15, and we took off on the same plane at 10:40.
Pretty much every gate has a similar turn-around, with planes taking off almost literally all the time.
All the announcements in the Hawaiian terminal are made in both Japanese and English. They are also both said and appear
in writing on TV screens at the same time. It was kind of weird to watch the Japanese crawl on the TV screen. I also got a laugh out of
the fact that in both languages they ended every announcement with ―mahalo‖. Mahalo (ma-hollow) is the Hawaiian word for ―thank-

you‖. It is used constantly, nearly as often in writing as in speech. I joked with Margaret that ―mahalo‖ must be the word for ―trash can‖,
because every garbage receptacle in Hawaii has that word on it.
Almost the second the plane from Hilo reached
the gate the ground crew sprang into action. Before they
even started de-planing they were refueling the plane,
and a cleaning crew was on board before the last
passengers were down the jetway. They loaded and
unloaded baggage simultaneously, which allowed them
to have the plane ready to board at about 10:25—ten
minutes after it landed. We boarded quickly and left the
gate about five minutes early. We were in the air before
the time we were scheduled to leave—something that
almost never happens these days. [I don‘t think I‘ve
ever seen an airport operation that worked more
efficiently than the Hawaiian terminal at HNL. It really
was pretty amazing.]
Our plane was a Boeing 717, and I think this
was the first time I‘d ever flown on that particular model.
It‘s a real jet, but a small one. They can accommodate
twelve passengers in first class (though there were none
whatsoever on this flight), and there are twenty rows in
coach with five seats (AB and DEF) in each row.
Margaret and I were in 15 A and B, right over the wing.
This flight was probably about three-fourths full, but there
were enough empty seats that it didn‘t seem jammed like
so many planes do these days.
You get a clue of just how small Hawaii is when
you fly between the islands. The flying time from
Honolulu to Hilo (the longest inter-island flight there is) is
thirty-one minutes. That‘s actually less time than you‘re
in the air flying from Mason City to Minneapolis, though
mostly because the Hawaii service is with a jet instead of
a prop plane. The distance is 259 miles. We rose
quickly to cruising altitude, leveled off for about ten
Japanese message at Gate 56 – HNL Airport
minutes, and then landed. Most of the flight we were
above clouds, but I did catch a glimpse of a couple of islands (probably Maui and the big island of Hawaii) from the air.
The only service on the flight was POG juice. This sweet tropical mixture is the drink of Hawaii. POG stands for passion fruit,
orange, and guava. It‘s actually most often called pass-o-guava, and it‘s overly sweet, pink, and pulpy. I can‘t say I cared for it much,
though Margaret seemed to like it more than I did. Back in the ‗80s POG leant its name to the collectors‘ items called pogs. The juice
was packaged in single-serving bottles that were sealed with wax covered cardboard disks. The bottlers (pretty much every dairy in
Hawaii) started printing unique things on those disks, and they became a popular thing for kids to collect. About the time I started
teaching the trading card companies were printing pogs (minus the juice bottles) just for the sake of collection. I don‘t think they even
make POG in bottles these days. We mostly saw it in various sizes of wax cartons, and Hawaiian airlines served four-ounce plastic
cups sealed with metal. (By the way, in addition to the free POG juice, they announced that passengers could also buy mai-tais for
$6.50 each. As far as I could tell, no one did.)
The captain announced that he expected we would have turbulence on landing, which certainly made sense in the wake of a
hurricane. He also said that it had been raining in Hilo—again no real surprise. It turned out that we had a very smooth landing, and
the skies were partly cloudy. We couldn‘t have asked for nicer weather.
While it‘s theoretically international (I think they deal with cargo planes from abroad), Hilo is not at all a large airport. The city
of Hilo is smaller than Dubuque, and while air is just about the only way to get to or from there, the airport would be comparable to
Cedar Rapids. It does have one very annoying aspect, though. Virtually everything at Hilo airport is open-air. We walked down a
jetway from the plane to the gate, but the gate itself was just a covered walkway with exposed sides like those open-air skywalks in
Honolulu. The ticketing area, baggage claim, all the stores and restaurants, and the rental car kiosks are also all open air. Most have
roofs (essential since this is a very rainy area) but no real walls. About the only thing that is fully enclosed is security. Perhaps there
are people who like to bask in the tropical heat, but as for me—give me air conditioning!
We had a long walk (entirely in open air) from the gate to the car rental area. The Alamo agent, a young Asian girl, was on her
cell phone when I arrived, apparently making a reservation for her own personal travel. She finished that up before bidding me ―aloha‖.
Once she did finally serve me, the paperwork went quickly and she directed me to stall #12 in the lot just beyond the little shack that
served as her ―office‖.

I went over to the lot, but there was no car in stall #12. The girl seemed annoyed when I went back and assured me it was the
Ford Focus. I pointed out that the Focus was in stall #13, and she seemed to think it was my fault that I couldn‘t figure out which one
she meant.
The girl had told me to carefully look for potential damage and to be sure to report it to ―the lady at the umbrella‖. I did look
carefully at the car, which appeared essentially new. There might have been a couple of scratches on the trunk, but it could as easily
have been dirt. I went over to an older Asian woman sitting under an enormous umbrella and gave her the contract. She was also
concerned that I make sure to report any possible damage, lest I be charged for it on return. I told her there might be a couple
scratches on the trunk, and she carefully made an ―S‖ on the rear end of a car diagram on the contract and initialed it.
All the concern about damage made me more than a little bit worried. I‘d read horror stories of people who had gotten
ridiculous charges while renting cars in Hawaii. The big scam seems to be charging to clean sand people tracked from the beach off
the carpets of returned vehicles, and in fact my contract specifically said in bold face there would be a $50 charge for ―excessive sand
or mud‖. ―Excessive‖ is a pretty meaningless word in that context, and I wondered if I‘d get hit up for that too. There wasn‘t a lot I could
do, though, so I took my copy of the contract, and we were on our way.
The car we rented was a blue Ford Focus, which appears to be one of two cars that are commonly rented on the Big Island,
the other being a P.T. Cruiser (which I think is considered one size larger). Blue also appears to be the most common color for rentals
here. That surprised me, since most of the cars I‘ve rented before have either been silver or white. If you look closely, you can always
identify cars that are rentals. They invariably have a bar code taped to the front window on the driver‘s side. Outside of Hilo I‘d bet
nearly half of the cars we saw on the Big Island were rentals, and the vast majority were either Focuses or P.T. Cruisers.
Something very unique about Hawaii is that every car has local plates. Virtually all Hawaii plates are black on white with a
rainbow design (though in pastel colors that make a spectrum that goes from pink to teal) behind. There are also a series of holograms
that say ―07‖, the year this design was originally issued. All cars have both front and rear plates, and (just as in Iowa) the rear ones
have a sticker with the current year. I saw a couple of different plates and thought they might be from somewhere else. In every case,
though, they were some sort of specialty local plate. You don‘t see many of those, either. Just about every car has the rainbow tags.

Rainbow license plate on the rented Ford Focus
Rainbows are a very common symbol of Hawaii, supposedly because
they‘re frequently seen in the tropical showers and mist. For most of their
history the University of Hawaii‘s sports teams were the Rainbows. Then
briefly they were the Rainbow Warriors. Perhaps trying to avoid confusion with
both gay pride and Greenpeace, they‘re now just the Warriors—with a fighting
native logo. [These days the University of Hawaii uses a stylized ―H‖ for
its logo almost exclusively. No doubt this is similar to the issue with the
University of North Dakota—where the NCAA felt the mascot might be
offensive to native people, even though no native actually complained.]

One of many Ford Focus rentals in Hawaii

Hilo Airport is located right on the ocean, southeast of the harbor. On
maps it looks to be about midway north to south through the city. We were
headed southwest of town, and I figured we‘d have to do quite a bit of city
driving. It surprised me when we turned off the airport access road and almost

immediately came to Prince Kuhio Plaza, the big mall in Hilo, which on maps appears to be right at the edge of town. Hilo was
definitely a smaller place than I expected. [Hilo has a little over 40,000 people, which would make it roughly the size of Mason
City and Clear Lake combined. It seems more compact than Mason City, though. I‘m not really sure why that is.]
We stopped at a Pizza Hut across the street from Prince Kuhio Plaza, mostly because it was easy to get to. In particular I
wanted to stop somewhere to get my bearings before we were out of town. We turned in there easily, but before we could park we had
to battle speed bump after speed bump in the lot. We found speed bumps everywhere in Hawaii, and there really doesn‘t seem to be a
lot of reason for them.
We had the Pizza Hut lunch buffet, was one of the more expensive meals we ate in Hawaii ($10 each, I think). While this is
theoretically the same buffet you‘d see at midday in any Pizza Hut in America, the selection here was very different than what I‘d expect
at home. There was, for instance, no basic cheese or pepperoni—not even the Canadian bacon with pineapple thrown in. [Canucks
call that ―Hawaiian pizza‖, and it‘s just about the most popular pizza in our neighbor to the north. As far as I can tell, no one
in Hawaii actually eats it, though.] There were, however, a variety of different kinds of sausage pizza, including some made with
slices that had been cut from some kind of link sausage. They also had a number of pizzas made with sliced tomatoes instead of
tomato sauce. The salad bar options were also different. There was plain rice (which you‘d never see on the salad bar at th e Algona
pizza hut) and a couple kinds of rice salads, plus multiple versions of the potato and macaroni salads that are omnipresent in Hawaii.
There wasn‘t much in the way of vegetables: iceberg lettuce, shredded carrots, and sliced cucumber was pretty much it. They did
have a wide selection of melon cubes, though. Something that seemed odd to me was that they also served rather obviously canned
pineapple chunks.
After lunch we continue west on highway 11, the southern route of the Hawaii Belt Highway. In Hilo this is a four- to six-lane
highway with stoplights about every half mile. The stoplights end at the edge of town, but it continues to be multi-lane all the way to the
turn-off for Puna, the densely developed southeast part of the island.
We turned off right at the edge of Hilo to make a stop at the Panaewa Zoo, which was one of my favorite things on this trip.
Not a lot of towns Hilo‘s size have a zoo, and those that do (like Hattiesburg, Mississippi, where I went to college) tend to have places
that are better forgotten than visited. The Hilo Zoo is worth a side trip, though. It‘s a wonderful place to visit, and—perhaps best of
all—it‘s free.

Rainforest scenery
Panaewa Zoo – Hilo
The animals are almost incidental to the place. They could re-label it a botanical garden, and it would be just as worthy of a
visit. The east coast of the Big Island is native rainforest, and the zoo is full of the type of lush foliage you‘d expect in the tropics. [It‘s
the only zoo in the United States located in a rainforest.] It‘s not jungle, though. Everything is meticulously cared for, and it comes
across as just a big enormous garden. It‘s really hard to describe how beautiful it is.
The animal collection is small but fairly diverse. They‘re most proud of their white Bengal tiger [which apparently died in
2014], and they also have some unique animals like an anteater. A large part of the zoo is devoted to tropical birds, and there are also
assorted monkeys and other small mammals, some strange small animals that looked like squirrels (and are apparently native to the
island—we saw them wild elsewhere), llamas and horses, and a strange species of deer. Something that I personally find kind of nice
about a small zoo is that they have relatively small traditional cages for the animals. While I won‘t win friends with animal rights people

for saying that, from a visitor‘s point of view it means the animals are always on display rather than hiding out of view in the heat of the
day.
There‘s a good reason why they feature birds
and amphibians at the zoo. There are no mammals
native to Hawaii. Every big animal here (including
human beings) have come here by sea (or more
recently air) from somewhere else. It‘s kind of strange
to think of a place where something as common as deer
is foreign and exotic, but things are different in the
islands. The number of native plant species is also
surprisingly limited.
I should mention something else we found
pleasantly surprising here and throughout our trip.
There are practically no insects in Hawaii. Whenever
I‘ve been in tropical places before I‘ve battled
mosquitoes, and usually roaches, flies, and other
insects were also omnipresent. In the zoo the only
insects we noticed were butterflies that had their own
enclosed aviary.
We encountered almost no
mosquitoes anywhere in Hawaii, even in places that
Thank you for not smoking sign
really seemed like jungle or swamp. No other bugs
Hilo Zoo
bothered us either. I wish I could say the same back
home. [Roaches apparently are a major problem in Hawaii, though we never dealt with them.]
It had been partly cloudy when we left the airport, but by the time we left the zoo it was totally clear. When we stopped at the
gift shop the middle aged Japanese woman who worked as the cashier there told us she had heard on the radio that all watches and
warnings had been lifted for Hawaii County. The hurricane had tracked north and might be a problem on Oahu and Maui, but not on
the Big Island. That was definitely good news.
Our destination today was Volcanoes National
Park. Travel books imply that the park (and indeed
pretty much all of the Big Island) is remote. They note
that there are no services inside the park and urge
visitors to make sure they‘ve filled up with gas in Hilo.
With that in mind, it surprised me that it was about half
an hour of easy driving to get from the zoo to the park.
It‘s pretty much uphill all the way. Mile 0 of Highway 11
is at the coast in downtown Hilo, while Mile 30 at the
park entrance is over 4,000 feet. Even with the rise,
though, it was no big deal getting there. It‘s a good twolane highway with wide shoulder. The gas needle didn‘t
move in those thirty miles (though I probably used more
than a gallon). If I had needed gas, there would have
been half a dozen chances to buy between Hilo and the
park boundary. If the writers think this is remote, I‘d
love to see them cope with the Yukon—or even
northern Minnesota, for that matter.
We got to the park, paid our admission ($10 to
Highway 11 southwest of Hilo
admit a car for seven days), and made our way to the
visitors‘ center. We gave the exhibits a quick once-over and then went outside to listen to a presentation by a volunteer ranger. The
ranger was a young Japanese woman who said she had come to Hawaii, fallen in love with the beauty of the place, and decided to
move to Volcano Village, a little hamlet just outside the park. I wondered just how this ―volunteer‖ managed to support herself, but I
suppose that‘s her problem rather than mine.
She gave us a good orientation to the park, with detailed background information presented in layman‘s terms. That‘s a trick
to pull off, and it has to be a real challenge in a language you don‘t speak natively. She gave us the geologic history of t he Hawaiian
Islands, a long chain that extends northwest from the Big Island almost from here to Japan. A few of the smaller islands are historically
important (notably Midway), but most are uninhabited and uninhabitable. Seven large islands at the eastern end of the chain are what
most people think of as Hawaii. Hawaii is technically just a big mountain chain in the middle of the Pacific, and measured from their
base on the ocean floor to their peaks, they‘re the highest mountains on earth.
All of the Hawaiian Islands were formed by volcanoes fed by a ―hot spot‖ just off shore from what is now the Big Island. The
hot spot is like an open sore in the earth‘s crust from which magma ―bleeds‖ continually from inside the planet. At the time they were

formed all the islands were located right over the hot spot, and over billions of years they have slid northwest to make room for newer
islands. The Big Island is the newest of the islands and the only one that still has active volcanoes. There‘s actually a new island
forming right over the hot spot now. Most of its base is already formed and shows up clearly on relief maps of the ocean, but the island
won‘t rise above the surface of the water for about 80,000 more years.
A number of volcanoes make up the Big Island. The biggest (Mauna Loa and Mauna Kea) both rise over 14,000 feet above
sea level and measure more than 50,000 feet from base to tip. Those peaks are snow-capped in winter, and the Big Island even has a
lake fed by permafrost—very unique in a tropical setting. The volcano around which most of the park is built is the most active one on
earth, Kilauea. Kilauea doesn‘t really look like a mountain. Its core rises only slightly higher than the surrounding landscape, and on a
relief map it‘s sort of like a wart on the side of Mauna Loa. Until quite recently people thought it was actually part of the bigger volcano,
and there probably are underground connections between the two. Kilauea has been erupting continually throughout the time humans
have been in Hawaii, which has made the volcano an important part of native Hawaiian religion. The volcano goddess Pele (pay-lay,
like the soccer star) figures prominently in many legends, and offerings continue to be given to her today.
The volcano also continues to erupt today. Most of the park is filled with hardened lava flows. They post signs with the date of
th
each one, and almost all are from the 20 Century. You may remember Hilo being in the news back in the ‗80s when lava threatened
to destroy part of the city. It actually stopped just short of town, but there a number of suburban subdivisions (mostly in the Puna district
I referred to earlier) have been destroyed and continue to be threatened today. (The difficulty of getting fire insurance in the area was
the biggest issue n the news while we were on the Big Island.) Fresh lava from Kilauea is constantly flowing into the ocean about
twenty-five miles south of the visitor‘s center, adding thousands of acres of land to the Big Island each year. At present the lava flow is
outside the boundaries of the park. It‘s possible (though a bit awkward) to drive there and see hot lava. Unfortunately the road was
closed today. It was unclear whether that was do to precautions they‘d taken due to Felicia or because of elevated sulfur dioxide levels
that were a problem throughout the area. It might have been open tomorrow, but our schedule didn‘t allow us to get down there. I
guess that‘s a reason I‘ll have to try to go back someday!
While flowing lava can and does destroy things, the big safety concern from the volcano is sulfur dioxide. In addition to lava,
Kilauea gives off a stinky steam that pollutes the Big Island‘s air with ―vog‖ (volcanic smog). Most of the time the trade winds blow the
vog to the west, away from the park and most of the population. When winds are lighter or in a different direction, though, you can
literally suffocate from breathing the sulfur-laden air. Interestingly, it doesn‘t have the rotten egg smell I think of as sulfur. Instead it
smells (in the ranger‘s words—we only got a whiff of it once or twice) like striking a match. They constantly have people with detectors
checking air quality throughout the park and are quick to close off sections whenever there might be a problem. [In addition to being
harmful to humans and other animals, vog has caused serious problems for agriculture on the Big Island. Shortly after our
visit eastern Hawaii County has been was declared a federal disaster area due to loss of sugar and nut crops because of vog.]
When we finished at the visitors‘ center we
went across the street to the Volcano House, a
historic hotel and restaurant that has been part of the
park for most of its history.
In its various
incarnations lots of famous people have stayed
there, including Mark Twain, Franklin Roosevelt, and
Queen Liliuokalani. The Volcano House is also the
concessionaire for ten ―camping cabins‖ that are
located in the national park‘s developed
campground. We had reserved one of those ahead
of time to save money on our Big Island trip, and I
needed to check in and get the key and bedding for
the cabin.
I went up to the desk and explained my
reservation, and the clerk (I think actually the owner,
Mr. Ken Fujiyama) giggled and said, ―Oh yes, you‘ve
been upgraded.‖ That confused and concerned me
a little, since I certainly didn‘t want to pay the rates
the Volcano House charged for rooms (they vary by
quality and location, but many are over $200 a
night). The other clerk (Mrs. Fujiyama, I think)
sensed my concern and explained what was up.
Camping cabins where we had arranged to stay
The National Park Service had closed the
campground (I‘m still not certain why, but I think it was in anticipation of the hurricane. Since they couldn‘t put me in the cabin I had
reserved, they were putting us in a guest room for both nights I had booked at the same rate as the cabin would have been. This was
really a very good deal, and I certainly had nothing to complain about. It was also probably good business for them, as the room we
were in likely would have been vacant Monday and Tuesday nights anyway and by putting us there they also managed to get us to pay
for a meal at their restaurant.

I had prepaid for the first night of the cabin (required with the booking), and they explained that I would need to present a credit
card for the second night—which they assured me would be billed at the cabin rate. The woman also apologized repeatedly that
because Hawaii‘s tax had gone up since I‘d booked, they‘d need to put the difference on my card as well. That difference amounted to
less than a dollar, so it would hardly break me. What‘s more, even at the increased rate, tax in Hawaii is really quite reasonable. The
rates are actually bizarre decimals, rather than whole percents. Lodging tax works out to about 11%, which is about 5% less than most
places in the Midwest charge these days. The regular sales tax (technically called excise tax) is one of the lowest in the country at
4.212% (4.712 in Oahu). Apparently income and property taxes are high in Hawaii, but (unlike so many allegedly ―low tax‖ states) at
least they don‘t milk the people who can afford least to pay.
Most of the reviews I‘d read about the
Volcano House were in no way complimentary,
and very likely if I‘d been paying their full rate I‘d
also have felt somewhat cheated. For the cabin
rate, though, our room was fine. What makes
most people complain is that the Volcano House
is quite literally a trip back in time. This was
definitely like no other hotel I‘d been to in
America.
We walked into our room and
immediately saw that we had two twin beds—
not two double beds or two queen beds, but two
twin beds like a children‘s bedroom might have.
I‘ve seen that configuration in Europe and Latin
America, but never in this country. In the room
we were assigned, there really wouldn‘t have
been space to put larger beds. The two twin
beds, a bamboo chair, and an end table pretty
much filled the room.
Even more noteworthy, the room had a
telephone and a small alarm clock, but no TV,
radio, or internet access. The telephone was
probably unnecessary, given that they also had
My bed at the Volcano House
very strong cellular reception. It was certainly
strange to have no television, though. I‘m not sure I‘ve ever been in a hotel room without a TV in my life. The only place I can think of
where that might have happened was Russia, but even there I think all our rooms had TVs. Sometimes in recent years I‘ve been in
rooms that had more than one television in the same room. I‘m sure they get reception in the park (after all, it‘s just thirty miles from the
second biggest ―city‖ in Hawaii), so I suppose they must just be trying to maintain the historic feeling. We also had no air conditioning
(and while it wasn‘t hot, it was very damp), a shower but no tub, a toilet that was tricky to flush, and just the minimum of toiletries and
extra supplies. There was, however, a small and eclectic selection of books we could read if we wanted to, and there was a sitting
room upstairs with a fireplace where we could relax. There really wasn‘t anything more we needed, though, and it worked fine for our
needs.
I‘m sure when the famous people
stayed here they were in the historic part of the
building, in rooms that had views of the Kilauea
crater. Ours was a much less desirable room.
We were in the Ohia (o-HE-ah) ―wing‖, which is
actually a separate building that used to be the
park ranger‘s station. The upstairs rooms in this
building are said to have ―garden view‖. Our
room was in the basement and looked out at a
concrete drain that let in just a tiny bit of light
from above. I could guarantee you ours wasn‘t
the room Franklin Roosevelt stayed in when he
was here back in the ‗30s, because there‘s no
way you could get a wheelchair down the
narrow stairs even with assistance.
They
reminded me of the staircase my brother Steve
had in the old house where he and Terry lived in
Decorah.

Steam rising from the Kilauea crater – Volcanoes National Park

We dropped our bags in the room and
then set out to explore Volcanoes National Park.
We started out right at the Volcano House.
What the place lacks in amenities it more than

makes up for in location. The main building is right on the edge of the Kilauea crater. The immediate foreground has vegetation, but
then there‘s a drop-off to bare black lava below. In the middle a steam plume rises hundreds of feet in the air, the closest thing to an
eruption there is at
Kilauea.
The steam
plume
and
various
steam vents near the
outside of the crater are
what spread that sulfur
dioxide vog.
Several
parts of the park,
including most of the
aptly named Crater Rim
Drive were closed due
to poor air quality, and
watching that steam
spread out I could
understand
that
decision.
Our next stop
was at the Jaggar
Museum,
which
is
basically
a
second
visitors‘ center a short
distance south of the
main one. The purpose
of the museum is to
explain how volcanoes
work, and much of the
information they had
duplicated what the
ranger had told us
earlier.
The most
interesting thing here
was a display on seis-

―Vog‖ closure sign in Volcanoes National Park
(They also use changeable digital signs like the ones that show road conditions.)
mographs that included two that were set up so that they would
sense people‘s motion on the floor. We could jump up and down and
make them record an ―earthquake‖.

Next we went down Chain of Craters Road, the main drive in
the park. We stopped at just about every point of interest along here
and did as much hiking and sightseeing as we could while it was still
daylight. The scenery along here is constantly changing, due to the
many different lava flows and also varying elevation. It ranges from
lush forest to scrub that looks like the African savannah to bare rock.
Theoretically the different types of lava all look different as well, but I
must confess that subtlety was lost on me.
One of the most interesting things we saw was a lava tube.
This is essentially a cave that was formed by hardened lava. When
lava is flowing, the top cools more quickly than the bottom. If
conditions are right, this causes a ―roof‖ to form at the top of the tube.
Another interesting feature was the Devastation Trail. This
Lava Tube
is a walk along a cinder cone from the 1959 ―fountaining‖ of Kilauea-Iki (or ―Little Kilauea‖, a smaller crater within the main volcano).
The volcano totally wiped out all the vegetation in the area, and it is only very slowly starting to make a comeback. Steve and I hiked
through a similar area at Mt. St. Helen‘s years ago. At the side of the Hawaii trail you can see lush vegetation (mostly ohias, the
flowering trees for which our building at the hotel was named). [Ohias are apparently a type of myrtle, and they are one of the
most common plants in the Pacific.] Then there‘s a sudden border with just jagged black rocks. Every once in a while a lone tree
has taken root, but mostly it‘s barren as far as you can see.
While we did not choose to do so, it is possible to hike right along the floor of the Kilauea-Iki crater. It‘s a long hike with a
steep descent and ascent. Particularly in the heat of the day that wasn‘t terribly appealing to either of us. It was king of fun to look
down at the caldera and see the little ant-like people making their way across the trail, though.

Devastation Trail
We continued driving southward
and passed lava flow after lava flow. It‘s
amazing just how recent many of them
th
are. The oldest are from the late 19
Century, and there are a lot from 1950 –
st
1980. The 21 Century flows are further
south than we got today, but the volcano
continues to dramatically altar the shape
of the island.

ABOVE: At the edge of the Devastation Trail – Volcanoes National Park

Our Focus and a van from ―Nature School‖ at a lava flow
At several points on our drive we came across nene crossings. The nene (naynay) is the state bird of Hawaii, and an endangered species. They have pictures of the
Nene crossing sign
birds on the nene crossing signs, and sometimes their names as well. We did see birds on the road, but I can‘t say for certain these
were the ones we saw.
Toward the south end of the road we played ―leapfrog‖ with a couple of vans that had ―Nature School‖ printed on their side.
The vans seemed to be full of adult tourists, and I have no idea what ―nature school‖ may have been, but it was interesting to see them.
The last place we stopped was a poke (poe-kay) or volcanic sinkhole. These have traditionally been sacred to native
Hawaiians, and when we saw floral offerings arranged around it, we thought this might be a sacred place. A ranger told us later,
though, that in fact it was most likely Japanese tourists who left the offerings. The Japanese do similar things at Mt. Fuji and other
volcanoes, and it was likely their own traditional gods rather than the Hawaiian Pele they were attempting to appease.
It was just about sunset when we got to the poke, so we turned around and headed back up the road to the Volcano House.
Since we had eaten plenty of pizza for lunch, we decided we didn‘t need a real dinner; nibbling at our Hawaiian snacks would more
than suffice. We did need something to drink, though. We went to the gift shop at the Volcano House, but all they had for sale there

was bottled water and guava juice. So we drove
into Volcano Village to see what the offerings
might be. We stopped at the Kilauea General
Store, a rather rustic convenience store with one
pump outside that sells Aloha brand gasoline.
They were surprisingly well stocked for
groceries, though, and we managed to pick up
some pop and juice. I also got some string
cheese—paying three bucks for what would
likely be about $1.29 back home. It was a nice
change from the animal crackers and
macadamia candy, though.
I also bought the Hilo newspaper, and I
picked up a free brochure from the local
homeowners association. There were two big
stories in the paper, the hurricane and the
Akaka bill. The latter is a bill that U.S. Senator
Daniel Akaka has introduced in Congress
several times that would have the U.S.
government treat native Hawaiians in the same
way they treat the native groups we used to call
Indians. I‘m honestly not totally sure what
privileges this would give them that they don‘t
currently have, but the bill is very popular in
―Selfie‖ (before the term was popular) on Chain of Craters Road
Hawaii. What put it in the news was that President Obama announced that if the bill passed Congress (which it likely will), he will sign
it. This is a big change from President Bush, who strongly opposed the bill—though it‘s not really clear why. Republicans in generally
seem to oppose it. In fact, in doing a bit of research, the only Republican I could find who favored it was Linda Lingle, Hawaii‘srelatively
moderate governor (and one of only a handful of Republicans the state has ever elected). [Senator Akaka is now retired. Governor
Lingle ran for his seat and lost overwhelmingly. Originally from St. Louis, she has since moved to downstate Illinois and is
now an assistant to that state‘s Republican governor, Bruce Rauner. Hawaii‘s current governor is Democrat Neil
Abercrombie, and the state‘s entire Congressional delegation is Democratic. Twenty-four of twenty-five state senators and
forty-three of fifty-one state representatives are also Democratic, making Hawaii the bluest state in the nation.]
Receiving surprisingly little coverage in the Hawaii papers was the
whole health care mess. That‘s probably because Hawaii already has
something quite similar to what is being proposed nationwide—a mandate
for insurance and public coverage for those who can‘t afford private
insurance. While radicals on both sides were going bonkers elsewhere in
the country, the whole thing was sort of a non-issue in Hawaii. [The Hawaii
health insurance mandate has been going for forty years. It is
primarily an employer mandate, with even most part-time employees
insured by their employers. The state has been cited as an example of
the success of universal insurance because while it has one of the
highest cancer rates in the country, its death rate from cancer is
significantly lower than the national average. That‘s because with
good insurance people get early and thorough treatment.]
The free brochure I picked up was also kind of interesting. It was
encouraging people to build their homes ―in harmony with the forest‖. In
particular they wanted people to build with as little destruction as possible,
clearing a minimum amount of space and leaving the forest mostly intact.
They also wanted them to avoid ―invasive exotic species‖ of plants, instead
opting for those plants that were native to Hawaii. I‘d noticed earlier that
Hawaii had a lot of kudzu, the Japanese vine that covers trees (in some
cases killing them) all over the American South. Kudzu wasn‘t mentioned in
the brochure, but they warned against many ornamental plants. One of
these, ginger, was something I didn‘t even know was an ornamental plant.

A crater on Chain of Craters Road
Volcanoes National Park

We couldn‘t watch the news on TV tonight [something I almost
never do at home, but always do on vacation], but we did relax and read
a bit. While it was both stuffy and clammy all night, it was nice to have a
real bed and a real bathroom.

I was up before 6:30 this morning, before much light shone in through our window. I went to the bathroom and turned on the
shower. It took nearly ten minutes before any hot water came out. I think it must have come from the main building—or perhaps all the
way from the steam vent of the volcano.

We set out for the day about 7:15. We‘d worried about the weather, but even any remnants of the storm had clearly passed.
It was gorgeous out, cool and sunny.
Our goal today was to circle the Big Island and see as much as we could in the process. While there‘s a reason it‘s called
―big‖, the island of Hawaii is still not all that large. We‘d come thirty miles from Hilo, and the big tourist region of Kona on the west side
of the island was only a hundred miles away. While we rarely did more than 45mph, there still wasn‘t much more than five hours of
driving time all the way around the island. We stopped frequently, which lengthened that to a full day trip.
I‘m going to insert a map here [on the previous page in this revision] (which I pretty obviously stole from a website) that
should make it easier to see just where we went. The map shows almost every road on the island of Hawaii. We took every just about
all of the Hawaii Belt Highway (the main circle route), as well as a couple of side roads. The only major road on the island we didn‘t
take was the so-called Saddle Road that runs between the two big volcanoes.
Something a little annoying about our Ford Focus was that it did not have cruise control. I‘m pretty sure this is the only time
I‘ve ever rented a car that didn‘t have cruise. [I‘ve since rented at least one other car that didn‘t.] While there are no freeways at all
on the Big Island and few long, straight stretches, cruise control would still have been useful. I would have particularly liked to have it
when going down hills, to keep from going much faster than the posted speed limit.
I should mention here a few of the quirks of driving in Hawaii. The single most annoying thing is the signs. There are WAY
too many of them, and they all look alike. Where most states use shape and color to differentiate signs, the vast majority in Hawaii are
black on white rectangles. It‘s the only place I‘ve been in decades, for instance, that still uses ―Do Not Pass‖ and ―Pass With Care‖‖
signs. Those signs closely resemble the speed limit signs. They also have minimum speed signs and signs that are exactly the same
size and shape as a speed limit sign that say things like ―Reduced Speed 35‖, the purpose of which is to inform you that a 35mph zone
is coming up half a mile or so ahead. It got to the point that I pretty much ignored all the black and white rectangular signs, and it
appeared pretty much everyone else did as well.
All those different speed limit signs seem to bear little if any relation to the actual road conditions. The basic rule seems to be
when in doubt, drive 45. There are hilly, curvy sections that are posted 55mph where you couldn‘t possibly drive that past and straight
rural sections where the speed is as low as 35mph. There were school zones we were allowed to race through and suburban areas
where the signs told us to go 25. At one point in an agricultural area the speed limit briefly went from 55 down to 35, and all we could
see anywhere around were some cattle grazing in a fenced-in pasture. Probably because the limits are so silly, it seems as if no one
really observes them—even in town.
Adding to the proliferation of rectangular signs is the ever-changing elevation. Hawaii seems even more obsessed with
elevation than places like Colorado and Nevada. Every time you go up or down 500 feet, they feel compelled to mark the occasion with
a sign. On the road from Hilo to Volcano we passed eight such signs, and on today‘s roller-coaster route I couldn‘t begin to count how
many there were.
Hawaii also likes road spikes. Like California and Washington, they use raised reflectors for their lane dividers instead of just
painting the lanes. In addition to that, they also tend to put a wide variety of little bumps in the middle of lanes—sometimes to indicate
some sort of warning (like an intersection or severe curve ahead) and sometimes for no reason any sane person could figure out.
Almost no one in Hawaii seems to use their turn signals. This can be a problem elsewhere, but it seemed to be endemic in
Hawaii. On multi-lane highways they‘ll change lanes without warning, and on two-lanes the main indication you have that someone is
about to turn is brake lights.
Even with that complaint, I must say it was basically pretty easy to drive in Hawaii. People tend to leave lots of space between
themselves and other vehicles. They‘re almost always patient, and they‘ll usually let other drivers do what they need to do. Guide
books and brochures advise visitors to ―drive with aloha‖. While I made jokes about that line whenever someone didn‘t, for the most
part the drivers really were quite friendly.
People may ignore the speed limits, pass where they please, and turn without signaling simply because the risk of being
caught is pretty much nil. While we had seen Honolulu police cars all over Oahu, we never saw a single cop anywhere on the Big
Island. Even in Hilo and Kailua, the island‘s two ―cities‖, there were no police to be found. I assume you can call 911 if you need a cop
(and there‘s strong cell reception everywhere in Hawaii); you certainly won‘t happen onto one by chance.
I complained about the traffic signs, but something else that was nice about driving in Hawaii is that the state has completely
outlawed billboards. What‘s more, unlike some of the eastern states with similar laws, they haven‘t replaced them with little blue
highway signs that are nearly as intrusive. Businesses can‘t advertise off their own property—period. That really should be the law
everywhere.
We passed the campground where we were supposed to be staying last night. A car was pulling out when we went by, and
there was no indication that it was actually closed. I wasn‘t complaining about having the hotel room at a cheap rate, though.

Interior of Hana Hou restaurant
Highway 11 got narrower and curvier west of Volcanoes National Park.
The surface was still good, though, and we made pretty decent time.
After about an hour we stopped for breakfast t in the town of Naalehu
Sign at Hana Hou Restaurant – Naalehu
(nah-ah-LAY-hoo). Margaret had read about a little café in one of the guidebooks that sounded decent, so we decided to stop in there.
The place was called Hana Hou (hah-nah-ho), which wefound out later means ―do it again‖ in Hawaiian. [Hana Hou, interestingly
enough, is also the name of the Hawaiian Airlines inflight magazine.]
What we didn‘t know until we stopped was that this also happens to be the southernmost restaurant in America. That‘s only
because it‘s across the street from the only other restaurant in the southernmost town in America, but it was still kind of cool. I was
amused by the sign and snapped a picture of it, but I didn‘t actually read it in full until I inserted the picture here. Apparently the owners
are Drake and Patty Fujimoto. That intrigues me because we saw Patty (the restaurant is basically part of her home), and she‘s a very
Caucasian woman about my age. I assume Fujimoto is a Japanese name (which does appear to be the #1 ethnicity in Hawaii), but with
a name like Drake, her husband must be at least second generation American.
Later in the day Margaret would describe the Big Island as trapped in a time warp, and this restaurant (in addition to our hotel)
was certainly part of that. It was the sort of little café where the farmers all gathered in Iowa back when I was a kid. These days the
farmers go to McDonalds or the Hy-Vee deli, and those old eating establishments dried up when their owners passed on. While there
aren‘t a lot of farmers in Hawaii, the concept of the small town café still seems to be going strong there.
The café itself was basically an attachment to a wood frame home. It was painted peach and pink on the outside and mostly
light blue and light green inside. There was a mural of an island scene painted on one wall. The tables were had metal bases and
formica tops, and the handful of patrons sat at straight metal kitchen chairs with blue vinyl upholstery. The light fixtures had ceiling
fans, and a couple of round paper lanterns provided decoration. A vase of fresh flowers was at each table, as were a bowl of sugar
packets, salt and pepper, coffee creamer, and a bottle of soy sauce. It seemed fitting that the whole time we were there they had a
radio station on that only played ‘70s music.
In addition to the owner (who appeared to be the cook) there was a single waitress, a young woman with long black hair who
would best be described as ―ethnic‖, though I can‘t really say for sure just what her ethnicity might be. [A lot of Hawaiians—including
President Obama—could be described that way.] Several people came to get take-out orders while we ate, but the whole time there
was only one other table occupied.
I had the bakery special, which featured a slice of ham, eggs cooked to order, and banana bread for $5.49. Margaret had the
trucker‘s special (an interesting name, since I saw almost no truckers anywhere in Hawaii). That was a bigger breakfast: four half
slices of French toast, bacon, and eggs. I think her meal came to $6.99. We both had some very good coffee, and it was quite a
pleasant breakfast overall.

Shortly past Naalehu we saw signs that warned us we were in a fault zone and to watch for cracks in the roadway.
Fortunately nothing opened up and swallowed us. Beyond there we stopped at a ―scenic point‖ where there really wasn‘t much to look
at. However the place did remind me of the Akaka bill I‘d read about in the paper. It was full of native Hawaiian people selling
handicrafts, the same thing you see Navajo and Hopi doing at the rest areas in the Southwest and the same thing we saw the Inca
doing at overlooks in Peru. I must say the Hawaiians were very unobtrusive about it. They were there, but they didn‘t seem to
approach anyone looking for a sale. Neither did Margaret or I feel compelled to buy anything.

North end of road to South Point, Hawaii
Before long we turned off on a side road, the little line
that dangles off the word Naalehu on the map I inserted earlier.
While on the main highway we felt like we were pretty much in
the middle of nowhere, the side road was surprisingly
developed. We passed a range of odd businesses (like ―Tax
Doctor‖), a youth hostel, and a couple dozen suburban looking
ranch-style homes on large flower-filled lots.
The side road is good for its first half. Then, about the
place where you see the jog in the little line on the map, the
settled area peters out and the road becomes one lane—actually
about one and a half lanes, still a paved road, but not really
room for two cars to pass. It‘s built on a lava flow, and most of
the time there‘s a fairly steep drop off at the side with jagged
rocks below the asphalt. Fortunately there was almost no traffic,
David Burrow at South Point
and when we did meet a car we found a wider spot where we
could stop until they got by. Technically our rental contract forbade us to drive on this road. That was much more buried than the sand
charge, though, and there was nothing about the road that in any way damaged the car. The biggest issue in driving here is wind.
They get very gusty winds on the south coast of the Big Island, which made it the site of wind farms long before they became popular
elsewhere in the country.
Our destination was South Point
(it also has some Hawaiian name, but I
forget it), which is the southernmost point
on the Big Island. That also makes it the
southernmost point in the state of Hawaii
and the southernmost point in the U.S.A.
Beyond that, South Point is historic as the
site where the oldest artifacts in Hawaii
were discovered. It is very likely where
human settlers first arrived in the islands.
The road ends rather abruptly
just shy of South Point. From there you
walk out on the lava flow which becomes
a cliff at the edge of the ocean. The view
is absolutely gorgeous, with deep blue
crystal clear water as far as you can see.
Wind farm near South Point
The wind is fierce, though, and it was no
small chore to negotiate my way to the edge on the rough, uneven lava. I‘m glad we went, though. It‘s pretty cool to say I‘ve been as
far south as I could go.

They have two port-a-potties set up at the end of the road at
South Point, and they were a bit of a point of interest themselves.
You can see the brand name and motto in the picture I‘ve inserted
here. Presumably they mean ―head‖ in the nautical sense. The
double entendre was only one reason why I mention the port-apotties, though. Inside there was a sign that said:
If you would like to contribute to the
maintenance of this toilet, send to the
following address making check
payable to:
OKK (’O Ka’u Kakou)
P.O. box 3 5
Pahala, Hi 96777
Mahalo for your kokua!
This toilet is funded by OKK, Jungle Express Ka’u Kamaaina
Fishing Assets and the Hawaiian Hale Club

Port-a-Pottie at South Point, Hawaii

For some reason there was a piece of white-out placed
between the 3 and the 5 in the post office box number. I have no
clue what their actual address is, so your donation may not make it.

But wait, there‘s more! There was also a big sticker inside the toilet with the logo of the Portable Sanitation Association,
International. What was most peculiar about that sticker was its purpose. It gave the rated capacity of this toilet. Be warned that it is
―unsafe and dangerous‖ for more than TEN people to occupy this ―head‖ at once. Perhaps in a college prank you could cram that many
people into a little plastic hut. I‘d certainly hope that no more than one would use it at a time, though.
I used one of the port-a-potties. Margaret wanted to as well, but unfortunately they had no toilet paper. Apparently they didn‘t
get enough donations for that.
I‘ll make a mostly unrelated comment before moving on. The toilet poster mentioned the word ―Kamaaina‖ (com-ah-AYN-ah),
which is the Hawaiian word for people who live in Hawaii—not just the native Polynesians, but also the Japanese, Chinese, Samoans,
Filipinos, and Caucasians who call themselves Hawaiian. You occasionally will see that word in small print at stores or attractions.
That‘s because it‘s not uncommon for places to offer a kamaaina discount—which of course means they‘ve jacked up the prices for
tourists but are charging local people what things actually cost.
We attempted to see
one more thing in the South
Point area. Just east of there is
a beach famous for its unique
green-colored sand. I had read it
was possible to drive near there,
but if it is, it would surely require
a four-wheel drive vehicle. I
don‘t think I‘ve ever personally
driven on such a horrible road.
While technically asphalt, there
was barely a difference between
the road and the lava flow. I
drove about a mile and a half
before giving up and turning
around north. It was fascinating
to see the area, but there was no
way we could proceed in our
rental car.
We made our way back
to highway 11 and continued on
west. Our next stop was at
Road to Green Sand Beach near South Point, Hawaii
Puuhonua o Honaunau (poo-oohone-oo-ah oh ho-now-now), which is known in English as the Place of Refuge. This is a National Historic Site that preserves and an
ancient native site. Ancient Hawaiian society had a Byzantine collection of regulations governing social interaction among the people,
and violating those laws could lead to the execution not only of the guilty one, but also of his family. However, if a lawbreaker could

elude those seeking him and make it to a Place of Refuge (which was purposely difficult to get to), he could perform various rituals and
earn forgiveness. Places of Refuge were also where warring tribes made treaties to settle their differences. They have a nice selfguided walking tour that takes you through all the historical
reconstructions and also provides wonderful views of the
beach and ocean.

ABOVE: Sign at Puuhonua o Honaunau
BELOW: All-terrain wheelchairs

An interesting sight at Puuhonua o Honaunau was
the wheelchairs they had for handicapped people who
wanted to go around the place. The trail was a combination
of asphalt, boardwalk over the sand, and just a bare path
over the lava flow. It was not all that rough on foot, but it
probably would be impassible in a traditional wheelchair.
What they had instead were chairs with extra-wide balloon
style tires. We‘d seen similar tires on recreational vehicles
they had for rent on Waikiki Beach, but it was certainly
unique to see them on wheelchairs.
The road degraded in quality and rapidly got much
busier past Puuhonua o Honaunau. We made our way up
the west coast from there through the Kona area, a chain of
small towns that is traditionally an agricultural center and
has morphed into one of the biggest resort regions on earth.
Through most of this area highway 11 is a bad two-lane
road, and they could really use a freeway. Compounding
things was occasional construction. Some of that was
resurfacing, but most often the signs read ―mowing‖.
Mowing doesn‘t mean quite the same thing it would back
home, since there‘s no real grass in Hawaii. Indeed, in
Kona there really isn‘t any real soil for grass to grow in.
What mowing means here is taking a big mechanical
machete and slashing through the scrub at the side of the
road.

We made a couple of stops in the town of Captain
Cook, which is just north of Honaunau. First we went to the
Royal Kona Coffee Mill and Museum. There have been
coffee plantations on the Big Island since 1829, when
cuttings of coffee plants were brought in from Brazil.
Weather conditions are ideal here, but arable land is scarce,
which makes Kona coffee one of the rarest and most expensive varieties in the world.
Royal Kona has a few windows where you can peek into the mill and a few
faded posters that constitute their ―museum‖. They have about a dozen thermoses with
different varieties of coffee that visitors can sample free and a coffee bar where you can
buy espressos and cappuccinos if you want. (We didn‘t, but others were doing so while
we were there.) I tried five different types of Kona coffee and Kona blends (which
means 10% Kona and 90% cheaper South American or African beans). Kona coffee
supposedly has low acidity and a full-bodied flavor, but to me it basically tasted like
coffee. In fact my favorite of the samples was a flavored concoction they called
―pumpkin pie spice‖ that tasted identical to the ―sinful cinnamon‖ coffee they sell at Kwik
Trip convenience stores.
We stopped for lunch at another place that was lost in a different era. I‘d
come across the Manango Hotel on some website I‘d come across. The place is an old
small town hotel, like a Hawaiian version of the Harlan House in downtown Mt.
Pleasant. In addition to rooms, they‘ve been serving three meals a day in their dining
room since the 1920s. Several people had reviewed the Manango favorably, and it
seemed an interesting place to have lunch. [Were I to return to Hawaii, I might
consider staying overnight at the Manango. It‘s really quite affordable ($50 - $70
a night, depending on room type), and fairly well located for west coast
attractions.]

Manango Hotel – Captain Cook, Hawaii

The Manango is right in the heart of downtown Captain Cook, and it was a bit
of a chore to park nearby. There‘s a city park across the street that has a parking lot in
it, but signs clearly say that the lot is strictly for those using the park. We ended up

parking in a lot behind the hotel that was built on the hill that goes down to the beach. The hill makes a severe angle, and we park ed
sideways across it. I was half afraid the car would roll over and fall into the sea while we were eating.
We made our way up the hill to the wood frame main building and went past the hotel desk to the dining room. The waitress
seated us by a window where we enjoyed a nice breeze and had a view of the hotel‘s ―new‖ wing (basically a motel from the ‗60s) and
beyond that the ocean. When we arrived there were a couple of occupied tables, plus a group of twenty-five (a service club, I think)
that was seated at several tables that had been put together into one long line. Several other customers, both locals and visitors,
stopped in while we were eating.

Highway 11 in the southwest corner of the Big Island, of Hawaii
There was nothing in any way elegant about the Manango, but it still came across as pleasant. Like the café where we had
breakfast, the Manago had metal and formica tables and blue vinyl chairs. In addition to sugar, creamer, salt, pepper, and soy sauce,
there were also big twelve-ounce bottles of Tabasco on the table. Each place was set with a rice bowl on a saucer that had a blue and
white Japanese design. The bowls looked like elegant china, but were in fact melamine. All the food was also served on well-worn
hard plastic, mostly in a muted pink color identical to what I‘ve seen used in a number of church kitchens. Margaret said the place
reminded her of places our parents stopped when they traveled around the country in the ‘50s. That‘s before my time, but I definitely
got an old time vibe from the place.
The Manango posts their complete menu on a small black board with changeable white letters, the sort of thing that might
usually be used to inform customers they should wait to be seated. They offer a couple kinds of fish, steak, teri chicken, teri beef, liver,
burgers, and the dish everyone agrees is their specialty—pork chops. Margaret and I both ordered the pork chops. They were just
simple grilled chops with light seasoning, but they were made with the kind of high fat, juicy pork you rarely see these days—definitely
not a diet food, but most tasty.
Instead of the traditional plate lunch, the side dishes for our meal were served family style. They were certainly memorable.
In addition to the ubiquitous sticky rice, we had seaweed salad with tomato and onion, a pasta salad with ahi (tuna), and a dish of
marinated cellophane rice noodles—not the sort of stuff you usually see back in Iowa. I can‘t say I was overly thrilled with any of them.
The seaweed salad was probably the best. It was flavorful, but the texture was like eating clumps of hair.
Margaret described the waitress as a very westernized semi-Asian girl, and that‘s not too far off. Whatever ethnicity she was,
she was extremely efficient. Only one person served the big group and all the smaller tables, yet she made everyone in the place feel
like they were getting special treatment. It‘s amazing how some waitresses can do that, while others seem challenged by a single
table.
As we were paying our bill at the counter, I happened to notice that the Manango had a karaoke license on display. It never
occurred to me that karaoke would require a license, but apparently in Hawaii it does. This one was issued by the state board of liquor
control. It didn‘t allow them to serve alcohol (and I don‘t think they do), but it did allow performances of karaoke to take place on their
premises. [I checked their website, and indeed they don‘t serve booze. They still push their karaoke, though.]

Traffic picked up rapidly north of Captain Cook, and we fought heavy traffic all through the Kona area. The main center of
Kona is the town all Big Islanders call Kailua (called Kailuna-Kona by the post office, to distinguish it from other Kailuas on Oahu and
Maui). Kailua is where my friend Sandra from college lives. While I have her address, I wouldn‘t have a clue where her place actually
is. What‘s more, she‘s away on long trips as often as she‘s home, so my chances of finding her there would be slim. With no offense
to Sandra, I can‘t say I cared much for her town. Kailua basically looked like a suburb of a city that didn‘t exist. [Sandra was probably
very much at home there, since she moved there from central Florida—where pretty much every place looks like that.] I‘ve
never been a fan of suburban development, and being in Hawaii did little to improve it.
My attitude was probably also affected by how incredibly hot and dry it was. The temperature was in the mid 90s, and the sun
beat down mercilessly all along the Kona coast. There‘s very little vegetation in the area (which is basically built on a lava flow), so
there wasn‘t anything to break the summer heat.

Shell graffiti on the Kona coast
North of Kailua, near the Kona airport, we saw a fascinating sight. Highway 19 (the north belt highway) is basically an asphalt
strip atop a jet black lava flow. The landscape is pretty much only black everywhere around there. One thing broke up the blackness—
some of the strangest graffiti I‘ve ever seen. Instead of painting things, all over the lava flow people had arranged white shells or
stones [apparently it‘s mostly coral] to spell out their messages. Having the letters spelled out with white dots made it look like digital
graffiti, but I suppose people are used to looking at stuff letters formed from dots these days. The shell graffiti was absolutely
everywhere. Normally I find graffiti disgusting, but the uniqueness of the form and the fact that the landscape is really quite ugly
anyway made this oddly appealing. The messages themselves were the same stuff you‘d see anywhere: who loves whom, which high
school class rules, and what people were here. I assume most of it is done by local people, but one of the messages said ―CAL TECH
A.D.‖; I wonder if his employer knows that.
[I did a web search for ―shell graffiti‖ while writing this revision. In recent years local volunteers have apparently
been working hard to remove the stuff. They‘ve hauled tons and tons of the stuff away, particularly from the most scenic
locations. This has actually proved controversial with frequent tourists, who see the graffiti as a memorable part of Kona.
Some tourists have made vicious comments on message boards complaining that the ecology-minded volunteers are
―defacing‖ the manmade landscape.]
I must say it surprised me looking at Kona and at the Kohala Coast north of there that this is the place all the resorts are. The
east side of the island is really much prettier. They get copious rain in the east, which makes Hilo and its environs lush with tropical
foliage. The west side is extremely dry [much of it is literally desert] and to my eye not very pretty at all. The coast is still nice,
though, and I suppose that‘s all most tourists are looking for. I also suppose people don‘t want to worry about possible rain on their
vacation. Personally, I‘d rather look at the scenery, though.
Just north of the Kona urban gash we stopped at Puukohola Heiau (poo-oo-ko-ho-lah hay-ow) National Historic Site. (On the
map this is straight west of Waimea, along the Kohala Coast.) The place is really quite historic. Kamehameha the Great consulted a
kahuna (alternately translated as priest of fortune teller) who told him that if he built a temple (a heiau) at this location, he would unite
the Hawaiian Islands. Kamehameha built the temple and proceeded to do just that. In theory it sounds like a fascinating place. Partly
o
due to the heat (now up to 98 ) and partly because what‘s there is basically just a pile of rocks, I can‘t say I was terribly impressed. I
think Margaret liked it better than me, but she didn‘t linger all that long herself.
We bought gas at a Union 76 station in the town of Kawaihae (cow-Y-ha-yay), which is just north of Puukohola Heiau. We had
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noticed that gas got steadily more expensive the further we got from Hilo. It hit a high in Kailua at $3.59 . Fortunately we were headed
9
back toward Hilo now, and it was a little less expensive--$3.46 . [There‘s really no reason gas should be so much more expensive
in Kona. Kailua is no farther from Hilo than Algona is from Des Moines, so it‘s not like shipping costs should be a serious
9
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factor. Still, as I write this revision gas is $3.09 in Hilo and a minimum of $3.39 in the Kona area. I suppose it‘s basically just

a ―resort‖ surcharge. Even Okoboji in summer isn‘t that much higher, though.] I also bought a bottle of cranberry juice ($2.99)
which helped me deal with a bit better with the heat. Fortunately, it would get rapidly cooler as we continued through the afternoon.
We continued north on highway 270, which runs along the northern Kohala Coast. Kohala means ―humpback whale‖. I can‘t
say we saw any of the namesake creatures, but we did have a beautiful view of the coast with its crystal clear blue water and sheet
black cliffs. We also saw the mountains of Maui looming off in the distance across the channel.
It‘s less than twenty miles from Kawaihae to the north tip of the island, and it was fascinating how to see the landscape change
in that short time. It was pretty much bare rock at the south end of the road, but we were back in the jungle by the time we got up to
Hawi. The sky went from clear to overcast in those same twenty miles, and the temperature fell dropped nineteen degrees.
Hawi (pronounced like a guy‘s
name, Howie) used to be a sugar
processing town. When the mill closed it
re-invented itself as an artist‘s colony and
tourist trap.
As such places go, it‘s
actually fairly nice. It comes across sort of
like an old mountain town in the Rockies,
just rough enough to not be sickeningly
quaint.
We made a stop in Hawi at a
place all the guidebooks recommended
called Tropical Delights that combines that
combines an ice cream parlor, a coffee
bar, and a candy shop. It was the ice
cream counter we patronized. It was
horribly overpriced (partly because even
their ―single‖ size has two scoops in it),
but very good. I had their Tahitian vanilla
flavor, and the homemade ice cream was
obviously made with actually fresh vanilla
Typical building in Hawi, Hawaii
beans rather than extract. I can‘t say it was worth the $4.50 they wanted for it, but then Dairy Queen charges an arm and a leg these
days too.
We had taken the coast road up to the
north tip of the island, so we went back down on
the inland road. Another state highway (#250),
this one is definitely not a road to make any time
on at all. It‘s narrow and rather rough, and it
winds its way through serious mountains. It‘s
only twenty miles from Hawi down to Waimea,
but it took the better part of an hour to cover that
distance.
Once again it was hard to believe the
constantly changing landscape we went
through. We went from lush tropical foliage at
the north end of the island to a savannah area
part way up the mountain. Toward the top were
in pine forest, and then on the other side there
was range land followed by true desert (with
cactus and sage brush) and then green grazing
land—all that in twenty miles. It was foggy at
the north end of the road, clear in the middle,
and raining at the south. The variety really is
amazing.
On the other side of the pass was
Waimea (Y-may-ah) , the third city of the Big
Inland route from Hawi to Waimea
Island, and the only place of any size that is away from the coast (about ten miles away in two directions, but in Hawaii that‘s a lot).
The post office calls this place Kamuela (again to confusion with other places of the same name), but absolutely no one here calls it
that. All the road signs say ―Waimea‖, and that‘s what everyone calls the town. Waimea looks like a small city in the West, perhaps
Helena or North Platte or Gallup. The land west of Waimea is dry ranch land (much of it owned by a company called Parker Ranch that
is apparently combines commercial agriculture with a tourist enterprise), and east of there is reasonably well watered farm land. The
town is oriented toward agriculture, and it is known for its paniolos or Hawaiian cowboys.

Like a lot of western towns, Waimea was strung along the highway for miles and seemed to take forever to get through. It took
even longer because they were doing a construction project right where highway 250 intersected with highway 19. We waited about
five minutes before we could make a left turn there, but eventually we were on our way again.
While it‘s near the west edge of the island, Waimea is only about 55 miles from Hilo. About halfway between the two cities we
entered Hilo district (a governmental region like a township back home). Almost immediately we left the farmland behind and were
back in the rainforest. Before long we were completely surrounded by beautiful flowers (orchids and other lavish flowers, just growing
wild), fern-like trees, and the kind of tropical plants I‘m used to seeing as ornamental house plants. It also started raining—first
sprinkles, then showers, and finally torrents. The rain lasted fifteen minutes or so and then gradually let up. We caught a glimpse of
Hawaii‘s famous rainbows when it did.
About ten miles north of downtown Hilo we turned off on a very steep side road that reminded me of the highway that went up
the mountain from Cuzco, Peru. There was a junky suburb about halfway up, with scrubby farmland beyond (mostly abandoned sugar
fields with some volunteer cane still growing) beyond that. At the top was our destination, Akaka Falls State Park.

LEFT: Akaka Falls
RIGHT: David Burrow among the tropical foliage at Kahuna Falls
The state park allows visitors to make a short hike to two
different waterfalls, Akaka and Kahuna Falls, plus several smaller
cataracts. We parked in the central lot and made our way down the trail
together with a van load of tourists, all of whom were black. The kids on
that tour were being loud and obnoxious as they hiked, and they made
everybody within earshot aware of the fact that they fully expected to be
bored. When they got to Akaka Falls, you could almost literally see their
mouths drop. ―This is hot!‖ they said, and their expression made it
clear that ―hot‖ was modern black-speak for what I would call ―cool‖. Both waterfalls are really spectacular, and being in a true jungle
setting only adds to the effect.
Hiking to the falls requires quite a bit of exertion. In fact, it‘s 140 steps on a series of stairways from the Kahuna Falls viewing
point back up to the parking lot. The hike to Akaka isn‘t quite so vertical, but it‘s longer in distance. Both of the big falls are definitely
worth the side trip, though, and the setting they‘re in is indescribable. It‘s almost other worldly in its beauty—and again, tropical beauty
without the bugs!
Tropical songs started going through my head on the hike back. More than anything, the scenery I was looking at reminded
me of the Caribbean-themed song from Joseph and the Amazing Technicolor Dreamcoat. That long includes the line ―Joseph is
straighter than the tall bamboo‖, and after hiking through the rainforest by Hilo I know exactly what that means. I‘m not sure I actually
realized before that bamboo was a tree, and I certainly had no clue how big of a plant it was. [Apparently bamboo is botanically
considered a grass, but it grows taller than many trees and actually looks a lot like birch.] The trunk of a bamboo tree can grow
as wide as two feet in diameter, and I couldn‘t begin to estimate how high it grows—clear to the top of a very high forest. It is arrow
straight, too, straighter than any other tree I‘ve ever seen.
We made our way back to the parking lot and were pleased to find the Focus still intact. That was especially good since the
park they had signs advising visitors to lock all valuables out of sight. There was nothing about the place that made it seem a high
crime area, but apparently it is.

We used the restrooms at Akaka Falls State Park. I used the restroom quickly and came out to find Margaret complaining that
once again there was no toilet paper in the ladies‘ room. There was paper in the men‘s room, so I went back in, tore some off, and
gave it to her. After she was done, Margaret said that while she often packs tissues for such purposes when she travels to foreign
countries, it never occurred to her that she might need them in Hawaii. While this is less a problem for men, I couldn‘t help but think
when she made that comment that there have been many times I‘ve encountered American restrooms with no paper. It‘s happened in
rural areas, big cities, and even at malls, airports, and suburban fast food places. Maybe they maintain the women‘s rooms better—I
don‘t know. [I suspect they do pay more attention to the ladies‘ rooms, and I certainly hope they do. I‘ve encountered a
number of truly horrible men‘s rooms around the country.]
Something that did stand out to me about the restrooms in Hawaii was their obsession with toilet seat covers. If there weren‘t
any toilet paper, I think you could always make do with the endless supply of waxed paper circles. Hawaii is not alone in this
obsession; I‘ve seen it before in California and the West Coast in general. Margaret tells me this is because the humidity can cause
dampness on the seat. If that were a problem (and I surely never noticed it) I would think people could just wipe off the seat. Pretty
much every public restroom in Hawaii has a dispenser of waxed paper seat covers, though. Come to think of it, they even had them in
the port-a-potties at South Point.

Tsunami evacuation sign
It had been a long day, and I was
almost driving on autopilot as we made
our way back to Hilo. I got a jolt and was
rapidly conscious again when we hit a
very slippery metal deck bridge. It‘s been
a while since I‘ve been across one of
those, and with the recent heavy rain this
one definitely took all my concentration.
Our next stop was in Liliuokalani
Park just east of downtown Hilo. While
this particular park has been here for
nearly a century, much of the Banyan
Drive area around it used to be densely
developed but has been reverted to
parkland. The area around downtown
Hilo has been hit by two major tsunamis in
th
the 20 Century. In 1960, after the
second tidal wave in 14 years, they
abandoned the low-lying residential areas,
turning them mostly into parks.
The
modern airport is also on what was once
flooded residential land. The downtown
business district was also flooded by the
tsunamis, but being built mostly of
concrete it wasn‘t destroyed. Downtown
still exists, though there doesn‘t seem to
be much going on there. I‘m pretty sure
that‘s because of Wal-Mart and the Prince
Kuhio Mall rather than the tidal waves,
though.

Margaret Sullivan in Liliuokalani Park – Hilo, Hawaii

Liliuokalani Park is just across the street from the coast, and it was flooded in both the tsunamis. The park pre-dates them,
though. It was built to honor the Japanese workers who were brought to Hawaii to work the sugar plantations. The park is very
Japanese in its design, and it‘s a lovely green space.
From Liliuokalani Park we drove down Banyan Drive, which was the zone that was abandoned following the 1960 tsunami.
The area nearest the coast is still parkland, while further away they‘ve built large modern buildings (apartments, hotels, and government
buildings). These are still in the evacuation zone, and I couldn‘t help but notice that all of them were built of cement.
Our last dinner in Hawaii was at another well-known restaurant. Officially called Ken‘s House of Pancakes, the namesake
food is really incidental to their encyclopedic menu. It‘s a family restaurant that caters mostly to locals, and the offerings are almost
exclusively Hawaiian favorites.
Ken‘s looks like a dump on the outside. It‘s a white-washed cement block building next to a tiny parking lot full of speed
bumps. It‘s much nicer inside, though still something from another era. Their sign and menu says ―jammin‘ since 1971‖, and the
change doesn‘t seem to have changed a lot since then. (Even with that comment, it was the most up-to-date place we ate today.) It
reminded me of the Big Boy restaurant I went to in Burlington when I‘d go to visit my mother in the hospital there. (The place has been
closed for about twenty years now.) It‘s also a lot like a Happy Chef. Everything was immaculately clean, but the atmosphere was in
no way pretentious. Most of the seating was at booths, with fake wood on the tables and pink vinyl upholstery on the benches. The
chairs that weren‘t at booths had a pink and green floral pattern. The whole restaurant had a false ceiling of acoustical tile, and hanging
from that were chandeliers identical to what is above the ―dining area‖ (where the computer is) in my apartment. [Ken‘s website
boasts that they have been serving delicious food around the clock since 1971, and I don‘t think much has changed since
opening day.]

The intersection of highways 11 and 19 – Ken‘s House of Pancakes – Hilo, Hawaii
I had a Hawaiian favorite at Ken‘s, chili with rice. Texans would likely be disgusted with this dish, which Barack Obama has
apparently served at the White House on multiple occasions. It‘s Midwestern church parlor chili (beans, hamburger, tomato juice, chili

powder, and vinegar) ladled atop rice (I chose brown over the classic sticky white), topped with onions and cheddar cheese, and
broiled. [Apparently most versions of Hawaiian chili use Portuguese sausage in addition to hamburger. I don‘t know if Ken‘s
did that or not.] They serve pretty much the same thing at Steak & Shake with spaghetti instead of rice as the starch. I really liked the
dish, but then if you put melted cheese on anything I‘d probably eat it.
Meanwhile Margaret had keki min wonton, which meant the children‘s portion of wonton soup. I think her children‘s portion
would have fed octuplets. She had an enormous bowl of broth, filled with vegetables and little pillows filled with mystery meat. If she‘d
wanted, she could have ordered either ―regular‖ or ―sumo‖ sized soup. I think ―sumo‖ must be the entire stock pot.
We both had coffee, which was served in those ―bottomless‖ thermal pots you used to see all the time in restaurants. It‘s been
quite a while since I‘ve been to a place that served it that way. [Even most family restaurants have gone to having the waitresses
refill cups from Bunn carafes.] To finish out our Hawaiian theme, we also ordered macadamia nut pie a la mode. This was really the
most disappointing part of the meal. It was like pecan pie, but without flavor.
We got to meet a lot of the help at Ken‘s. I had read that the place was often quite busy (enough that parking is frequently a
problem), and a middle aged man who may have been the owner apologized that it was so quiet on Tuesday night. That certainly
wasn‘t a problem for me, and I think Margaret preferred the subdued atmosphere as well. An older Asian woman who was bussing
tables also had a lengthy conversation with us. She talked and talked, mostly making negative comments about men—odd when one
of the people she was talking to was male. Our waitress was a young Asian or Polynesian woman (I‘m not really sure which) who was
pleasant, but also rather talkative and almost too helpful.
Margaret had requested a senior discount, which they gave to the entire bill, including my meal. She had read in the menu
that identification was required to get the discount, and she got out her passport to prove her age. The waitress couldn‘t have cared
less about identification, and Margaret nearly left her passport in the booth when we left. I happened to see it, and I‘m certainly glad I
did.
We both used an ATM near the entrance at Ken‘s. Like all bank machines in Hawaii, this one had a service charge. They
apparently charge tax on the service fee, as the machine had a sticker that disclosed some unusual amount of money ($2.09 I think) as
the charge.
We then went next door to the Wiki Wiki Mart. (―Wiki‖ means ―fast‖ in Hawaiian, and the word was borrowed for the name of
the fast research website Wikipedia.) This was another place that was nicer inside than out. When I saw the combination of cement
blocks and rusting corrugated metal, I was expecting a very sleazy store. It turned out to be a fairy nice place, though. I picked up a
couple beverages and also today‘s paper. Like every convenience store in Hawaii, this one had a very limited selection of beverages—
just a couple of kinds of juice (mango and orange, I think) and two or three kinds of pop. [It‘s interesting that Iceland, which has a
smaller population and a larger land mass than Hawaii, seems to have a wider selection of snack foods.] One of those (which I
picked up) was grape soda. I don‘t know when the last time I saw that was—it‘s certainly been a while. The counter girl was very
friendly, and that made up for Wiki Wiki‘s lack of choices.
It drizzled as we made our way back up from Hilo, and by the time we reached the national park there was steady rain. The
rain was noisy as it drained into the gutter near our window, making it seam like more of a storm than it actually was.
We packed up our stuff, being pleasantly surprised that we could still fit everything into carry-on luggage. I read the paper and
snacked on some Kona chips I‘d bought in Captain Cook. They were probably the best potato chips I‘ve ever had, thick and crunchy
and full of flavor. That‘s another of those items that it‘s probably good they don‘t sell back home.

We got up early (around 6:45) today because we wanted to cram a bit more sightseeing into our last day in Hawaii. After
showering we put our bags into the car and made our way over to the main building of the Volcano House.
The clerk had a bit of difficulty checking me out. She had two credit card numbers in the computer, the one I‘d used for the
advance deposit and the one I‘d left at check-in. She apparently tried the former to settle the bill and told me it had been rejected. The
second went through fine, though. Both numbers actually were associated with the same account. A couple months ago the cred it
card company changed my number because apparently their computers had been hacked and the old number might have been
vulnerable to theft. I guess that‘s a good thing, but it does create confusion in situations like this. [This has since happened
frequently with virtually every credit card. One of the chores of modern life is making sure that subscriptions have a currently
valid number on file, since the card numbers are constantly changing. No one seems to put much effort into actually
preventing hacking—it‘s all in response to attacks that have already happened. I really wish they‘d take precautions like
asking for ID when you use a credit card or requiring a PIN number (like they do in Canada), but businesses complain that
such things would slow down the payment process.]

Breakfast isn‘t included at the Volcano House, and certainly not with the rate we paid. [It always seems that the more
expensive a hotel is, the less likely they are to include amenities like breakfast in the rate. Expensive hotels charge extra for
everything, and the Volcano House was a very expensive hotel.] We decided to have breakfast there today, though, as much to
check out the view from their dining room as anything else. It also turned out to be a pretty good breakfast, more worth the $13 they
charged [$18 in 2015] than the Chinese place in Honolulu was worth the $8 they wanted for breakfast. They had just about anything
you might possibly want on their buffet: eggs, three different kinds of sausage, corned beef hash, hash browns, assorted types of
danish, pancakes, waffles, French toast (all available with maple, berry, and coconut syrup), hot and cold cereal, melon, and fresh
pineapple. There were also four kinds of juice, various varieties of milk, and coffee. I went back for seconds and ate enough that I
wouldn‘t need lunch later in the day.
The food was good, but the real point of eating here is the view. The
dining room overlooks Kilauea, and even though the room is lined three deep
with tables everybody at breakfast was sitting by the windows. When we
arrived the only window table left was a table for six, but Margaret and I were
not embarrassed to nab it. Fog lifted off the crater while we ate, providing a
unique and spectacular view.
When we finished breakfast, we each got a cup of coffee to go. That
was probably a mistake. The paper cups they had by the coffee advertised
that they were ―green‖ cups that were fully biodegradable. The problem was
that just putting coffee in them seemed to start the degradation process. They
cups were barely holding together by the time we got out to the car. I took a
sip and threw most of the coffee out to keep from spilling it all over the car,
which pretty much defeated the purpose. I have no problem with not putting a
plastic coating on the cups, but they should at least make the things thick
enough to be practical.

ABOVE: Cairn marking petroglyphs trail
BELOW: Petroglyphs – Volcanoes National Park

We drove across to the visitors‘ center, where they still had sulfur
warning signs up. I wondered how they would inform guests at the hotel if
sulfur conditions got too high. The creeping fog last night didn‘t smell of
anything at all, but it probably could trap gasses fairly easily.

A very talkative ranger gave us directions for our sightseeing, and we set off back down Chain of Craters Road. This time we
flew down the road quite quickly, not stopping until nearly the end of it. We descended more than 3,000 feet in less than twenty miles,
and the gas needle didn‘t seem to move a bit the whole way.

While the purpose of Volcanoes National Park is mostly geological, our destination this morning was a historic site. On an old
lava flow near the south end of the park they have discovered petroglyphs (drawings in the rocks) that were a means of communication
for the ancient Hawaiian people.
To get to the petroglyphs we had to make a fairly serious hike. There isn‘t a real trail here at all. Instead you just walk right
out over the lava flow. To indicate the way they have little cairns of stones placed every 100 to 200 yards, close enough that if you
know what to look for your can see the next one from the one you‘re at. (The cairn pictured above has a ―Newcastle Ale‖ bottle littered
on it, which is really why I took the picture.) It‘s about three-fourths of a mile each way, going both up and downhill over very rough
terrain and with no shade whatsoever. The round-trip took us about forty-five minutes, and I don‘t think we could have gone any faster
if we‘d wanted to.
Once we got there the petroglyphs themselves were really quite interesting. I had certainly never seen such a thing before,
and Margaret said this was a first for her as well. The desert climate (less than ten miles from rainforest) has left them remarkably well
preserved, and while I couldn‘t begin to figure out what messages they were trying to communicate, they were fascinating to look at.
In addition to the drawings, there are thousands of little holes bored in the lava scattered all over the site. We read that
ancient Hawaiian parents would apparently leave their children‘s umbilical cords in these holes as an offering for good luck. How the
archaeologists figured that out, I have no clue—and I probably don‘t want to know.
We made our way back up Chain of Craters Road and then back down the Hawaii Belt Highway toward Hilo. This morning we
frequently encountered other traffic hazards that I hadn‘t written about earlier. Both bicyclists and pedestrians are very common in
Hawaii. On the road to Hilo there are good shoulders, which makes this less of a problem, but elsewhere both bikes and foot traffic can
cause some major traffic jams.
I mentioned the constantly changing landscape we saw in Hawaii. This morning it seemed to look different still. Were it not for
splashy tropical flowers in the ditch, I‘d have sworn I was driving in Canada. The scrubby forest along highway 11 was a dead ringer for
the Canadian Shield area in northern Ontario. The road is built a lot like the Trans-Canada Highway, too—a wide two-lane that gets
very heavy traffic.
We got to Hilo about 10:15 and paused across the street from Prince Kuhio Plaza (right next to the Pizza Hut we‘d been to the
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first day) to buy gas. I was originally going to pull into a Tesoro convenience store that was charging $3.23 , but when I saw the Aloha
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service station across the street was $3.19 , I made a quick change of plans.
We had a quick little hop over to the airport and turned in the car quite easily. The final bill was exactly the price I‘d reserved,
with no unusual charges. [I never have had any unexpected charges on car rentals, but I‘ve read all kinds of horror stories from
other people.] We walked past a lei stand to get to the Hawaiian ticketing counter (which, as I mentioned before, is open air at Hilo
airport). They had three different self-service machines there, but everybody else seemed to be going to the clerk at the counter. I
used one of the machines and got out boarding passes almost instantly. The line cleared up once I had them, and we paused to ask if
it might be possible for the clerk to issue boarding passes on our connecting Northwest flight. (We thought it might be a possibility,
since Hawaiian and Northwest code-share their flights and share their frequent flier miles.) The guy in Hilo couldn‘t do it, but he said we
should be able to go to the counter at any Northwest gate in Honolulu and get our passes without leaving security.
There was no line at all at the security check in Hilo, and we got through very quickly. Apparently Margaret got scolded for
putting her passport in the tub that went through the X-ray, something she said an officer at a different airport had told her to do. I think
I‘d object to doing that even if I were told. My ID and ticket never leave my hands at the airport—period.
While we were re-assembling our stuff and putting on our shoes, a woman behind us was pleading with the officers not to
confiscate some jars of tropical fruit jelly she was attempting to bring in her carry-on luggage. While the stuff was certainly harmless, it
did clearly violate the rule that any liquids you bring through security must be in sizes of three ounces or less. It‘s a stupid and arbitrary
rule, but the officer was certainly right to enforce it. The officer suggested he could leave it by the security area and the woman could
arrange to have someone mail it to her (which is what she probably should have gotten the store where she bought it to do). My bet is
she never contacted anyone and the jelly was eventually just thrown in the trash. [The TSA rules are some of the silliest regulations
ever devised, and there‘s little evidence to indicate that things like banning liquids has prevented any terrorist incidents. That
said, the rules are quite well publicized, and anyone who is flying should be aware of them. One of the things I‘ve bought
from the website of ABC stores is jelly, the same thing the woman in Hilo was trying to get past security,. There‘s no reason
she couldn‘t have waited to make her purchase as well.]
While we were waiting for our flight, the power went off at the airport. We happened to be sitting right across from a vending
machine at the time, and the biggest consequence of the power loss seemed to be a woman losing change while she was trying to buy
candy for her daughter. I couldn‘t help but wonder, though, what happens at security when there‘s a power outage. It took about five
minutes for them to get things back to normal, but even that could be a real issue for an airport.
We waited again on the open-air concourse, but before long our plane arrived from Honolulu. This time the turn-around was
even quicker, because they didn‘t bother cleaning or refueling it in Hilo. [I assume they do all their maintenance in Honolulu.]

The plane itself was probably less than half full.
One person had gotten a first-class upgrade (why, I have no
clue), and there were a lot of empty seats in coach as well.
In fact there was only one person (a college-age Asian boy)
sitting in the ten seats of the two rows in front of us and no
one at all in the three seats across the aisle in our row. It‘s
been a while since I‘ve been on a plane with that few
people, and I must say it was kind of nice.
Given the empty plane, it‘s worth noting that
Hawaiian is the only airline based in the United States that is
currently profitable. That‘s particularly interesting, since
their fares struck me as lower than most airlines charge.
The airline was in the news this week because their pilots
were threatening to strike. I‘m glad we got our flights out of
the way before they did. [Most airline cash flow issues
have little to do with current income and everything to
do with poor decisions in the past. Far too many
airlines (Northwest among them) decided to spend the
money that had been allocated to their employees‘
retirement funds, assuming they could offset the money
with future income. When a combination of numerous
Tropical plants on the open-air concourse at Hilo airport
retirements and tough economic times came, they couldn‘t make ends meet. It‘s amazing that there aren‘t stronger
regulations on retirement funds, but corporate lobbyists have kept that from happening.]
The most noteworthy passenger on our flight was a man toward the front of coach who needed to store crutches in the
overhead bins. He had quite a time making them fit, but eventually he managed it. [The Americans with Disabilities Act requires
airlines are required to accept crutches without counting them toward the carry-on luggage. That would have created major
problems if this had been a crowded flight, though.]
The flight to Honolulu was smooth and uneventful. They served bottled water in
addition to the POG juice this time. The in-flight magazine said coffee was also supposed to be
available, but the stewardess didn‘t bring it around and never implied she had it.
We left Hilo at 11:50, about ten minutes early, and arrived at the gate in Honolulu right
on time (which means our official landing was probably about five minutes early). We had a long
walk from the inter-island terminal to the main part of the airport. We didn‘t have to go through
security in Honolulu, but there was a brief pause while the Hawaiian agricultural inspectors Xrayed our bags.
We noticed on the board that a Northwest flight (bound for Detroit, I think) was leaving
from Gate 14. That was conveniently one of the first gates we saw in the main terminal, and we
made a bee-line for it. I explained our situation to the gate attendant, and after briefly checking
our ID, he quickly issued boarding passes for our flight. I gather this is something people do all
the time, but it never occurred to me that you could go to a different gate than the one where
your flight was scheduled to get a pass.
Our flight time was still four hours away, so we still had quite a bit of time to kill. The
pass told us the departure would be at Gate 13 (which despite the nearby number was in a
completely different part of the terminal from 14), so we made our way down there. We had
great fortune because, unlike many gates at HNL, the waiting area for this one was completely
enclosed and air conditioned. The layover was boring, but at least it was not uncomfortable.
When we got to the gate the Transportation Security Administration officers were
having a meeting in an empty area off to the side. This was actually the second time in Hawaii
we saw a TSA meeting, something I‘d never even thought of before that I suppose they do at
every airport before each shift. It would have been fascinating to dawdle there and hear what
exactly the officers talk about, but we had no desire to have the cops take an unusual interest in
us.
One at a time both Margaret and I would leave to explore the airport. A couple gates
down from ours there was a flower shop that mostly sold leis. They had all types of them for
sale, and at every conceivable price. Surprisingly, this was the first place I saw in Hawaii that
had leis made of silk flowers. I‘d seen real ones (both expensive and perishable) and plastic
ones (cheap and cheap-looking), but nothing in between. They had a wide variety of silk leis in

ABOVE: David Burrow
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the $10 range, and Margaret and I each bought ourselves a souvenir. My garland of white flowers is right up there in practicality with
the beads I got in the Easter parade in New Orleans, but nothing says ―Hawaii‖ better. [I don‘t think I‘ve ever worn the lei since
leaving Hawaii, but I still have it, and I enjoy the souvenir.]
In my explorations, I also came
across Honolulu‘s famous ―wiki wiki
shuttle busses‖. While I mentioned the
Hawaiian word for ―fast‖ earlier, it was
actually these buses that gave Wikipedia
their name. Doubling a word in Hawaiian
makes its meaning more intense, so the
idea is that the ―fast-fast‖ shuttle makes its
way down its elevated guideway at
lightning speed. While we never checked
it out, everything I‘ve read implies that‘s a
lie.
Apparently walking through the
skywalks is usually just as quick as taking
the bus. To their credit, though, at least
the inter-terminal shuttle is all on the
Wiki-wiki bus – Honolulu International Airport
secure side of the airport. [There are few
things more annoying than airport transit systems that require you to go through security to make a transfer.]
I made one other purchase while exploring the concourses. I browsed through a gift shop and picked up a bottle of coconut
syrup. It‘s stupid that while you can only carry tiny liquid bottles past security, once you are on the secure side, they can sell you any
size they want. My bottle held twelve ounces of sweet white liquid.
At the gate they were playing Hawaiian style muzak, and the TV played a slide show of tourist spots all over the islands. Even
the restrooms had Hawaiian language labels on them, not to mention pictures of a woman in a muumuu and a man in a floral print shirt.
We continued on that theme by snacking on the last of the Hawaiian foods we had left.
For all the Hawaii-ana, it stood out that the announcements at this gate (unlike those in the inter-island terminal) were all made
in English only and by very Anglo voices. It was also interesting that while Minneapolis had been completely re-branded for Delta, the
signs by our gate in Honolulu were all still labeled Northwest.
The gate area gradually filled up with people. It was interesting that the same Mexican family who had flown out with us were
returning on this flight. I found out as they had their grandfather‘s wheelchair tagged that their ultimate destination was Houston.
Many people at the gate were looking for places to plug in their laptop[s]. There appeared to be exactly one plug-in in the
entire gate area, and two passengers quickly nabbed it. Just about everyone else with a computer looked around and around,
scouring every wall for a power source. There were numerous hook-ups (with conceivable size and shape of plug-in) available free of
charge on the main concourse. The problem was that the main concourse was not air conditioned, so not a lot of people wanted to
spend their time there.
Among the other passengers we noticed while waiting was a family of four that had two ―smarte cartes‖ piled high with their
carry-on luggage. Charging for checked luggage has made people‘s carry-ons bigger and bigger. It seems to me that airlines need to
either enforce their carry-on rules or do away with the charade. [I‘d really rather they go back to including luggage charges in the
standard fare.]
A boy in gym shorts sat with his back to us at the game. He stood out because he ―entertained‖ us (perhaps ―serenaded‖ is a
better word) with his video game. Another interesting passenger passed in front of us to use the bathroom (which, awkwardly, was not
only by our seats but also right by the actual boarding area). What made him noteworthy was his clothes: a nice dress shirt, crisplypressed khakis, and flip-flops. A lot of younger people seem to wear flip-flops in public these days. I must be way over the hill,
because it‘s hard for me to imagine anything more tacky. [I also find flip-flops uncomfortable. I‘m not sure what the appeal of
them is.]
For no reason anyone could figure out, the TSA officers were randomly ID-ing people as they boarded. It really did seem
pretty random, too—no profiling due to race, age, or income. The young officers were almost overly friendly, but the whole concept
struck me as silly. Normally all you need to board a plane is your boarding pass; no one asks for identification once you‘re past
security. It might make sense to ID everyone while the board (which they did for a while following the World Trade Center attack, but
then went away from), but just asking people at random seems to accomplish nothing other than slowing down the line. I‘d read an
article not long ago about ―security theater‖ that gives the illusion of safety without actually accomplishing anything. That‘s exactly what
this seemed to be.
The random ID thing seemed even sillier given that Honolulu International Airport had other security issues I couldn‘t help but
notice. Those open air skywalks and concourses mean pretty much anyone who wanted to could just jump down and be out to the
tarmac. There are signs telling you not to do that, but I‘d think that might just encourage some people to do the opposite. They would

have already gone through security, but you still shouldn‘t have the generally public that close to the planes. I can only i magine what
some lunatic might do.
We were flying this time on an Airbus A330, which is a very large plane. We seemed to wait forever and again boarded before
they called our row. This time, though, we actually had gotten on too soon. All the rows in front of ours were empty. It was a bit of a
chore to store our luggage even with the bins empty. For some reason they have a huge amount of overhead space in this plane, but
very shallow bins. There‘s also limited storage under the seats, because a box holding the computer equipment and wiring for their
entertainment system occupies about half of that space. [This is a problem on many modern planes. They seem more concerned
about the electronics for their entertainment systems than with practical matters like legroom or luggage storage.]
This was a completely full flight. In fact they announced that it was oversold by four. I don‘t know whether anyone volunteered
to be bumped, but it certainly appeared that every possible seat was full. The A330 has a 2-4-2 configuration, and I was glad we were
on the side with just the two of us. It would have been a very long flight in one of the middle seats.
This plane had flown in to Honolulu
from Tokyo. We could tell it was designed for
international flights, because there was a dutyfree catalog in the seat pocket.
Further
evidence was that the safety video they showed
and the information they presented on the
speed, ETA, etc. were all in Chinese and
Japanese as well as English.
They closed the gate about ten
minutes early, and we were pushed back right at
the scheduled departure time. We had a long
taxi and ended up on a runway that was right at
the edge of the airport with just a rock wall
between us and the ocean. We got a nice view
of the beach as we took off to the south.
The most noteworthy passenger on
this flight was a young black man sitting in the
aisle seat directly in front of Margaret. He was
traveling with a dog in a pet carrier (something I
didn‘t even know was legal, but we saw another
person doing it on this trip as well). The dog
Airbus seatback TV with information in Chinese
was surprisingly well behaved. Unfortunately
the same could not be said of its owner. He was constantly bothering the flight attendants, and the three screwdrivers he drank ($7
each) seemed only to make him more annoying. He started singing along to music he was listening to over headphones, sharing his
dubious talent with everyone on board.
The flying time from Honolulu to Minneapolis is 7 hours, 10 minutes, which is about the same time it takes to fly from the USA
to Europe. They treat this like an overseas flight, too. It has to be just about the only domestic route that still has complimentary food
service. We had a very nice dinner consisting of tossed salad with Thousand Island dressing, beef teriyaki with rice and mixed
vegetables, crackers with Tillamook cheese, a large rye roll, a brownie, and hot and cold drinks. We also had additional drink services
before and after dinner.
It got dark at about 7:00 Hawaii time. At the time we would have been straight south of Alaska, in what used to be called the
Yukon Time Zone. Local time there would be 9pm, and it would have been midnight at our destination in Minneapolis.
I used the restroom shortly after dinner. That was memorable because the toilet was running. I didn‘t even know it was
possible for an airplane toilet to run, but this one had a problem. In addition to being a waste of water (or whatever chemical they use in
those things), it must have been incredibly annoying for the people seated right by it.
I spent much of the flight entertaining myself by watching the plane‘s route on the in-seat video monitors and checking all the
vital statistics they showed there. Eventually I got to recognize which statistic was which even when they appeared in Asian languages.
They showed the flight path on a world map, a map that showed just the Pacific and North America, and a close-up map of the
approximate area where we were now flying. The charts showed our air speed (around 600 mph), the outside temperature (at times
more than 70 below zero) in both Fahrenheit and Celsius, the distance traveled and distance to our destination in both miles and
kilometers, the tail wind speed (anywhere from 20 to 100mph), the local times in both Honolulu and Minneapolis on both standard and
24-hour formats, and the estimated arrival time (which kept getting moved up to as much as half an hour early).

LEFT: Flight plan labeled in Japanese
(The airplane icon appears to be flying backwards.)
RIGHT: David Burrow‘s Acer computer on
a tray table aboard the Airbus A330
I finished reading the You Are Here book, the last chapters of which are deadly dull. Then I got out my little red computer and
did some writing on this travelogue. The computer fits perfectly on an airplane tray table (I could even fit a drink beside it), and it‘s
surprisingly easy to type on. The battery life is amazing, too. I had it on most of the night, and there was still more than three hours of
life remaining when we landed. Fully charged, it says there are about nine hours of life. For comparison, the laptop they assigned to
me at school is lucky to get three hours from its battery between charges. [I‘m hoping the new netbook I bought will get even close
too that battery life.]
Since it was still evening rather than night in Hawaii, pretty much no one slept on this flight. Some rested a bit, but others were
really quite lively. Most annoying was a person about eight rows forward who kept pressing the attendant call button over and over and
over again—sometimes three or four times in rapid succession. Margaret felt that the stewardess should have responded more quickly
than she did, but I felt the passenger was just being a jerk.
It became midnight local time (the Pacific Time Zone) when we were just a little ways west of San Francisco. That makes a
good place to declare this day over and move on to the next.

We passed San Francisco at 12:25am and then gradually made our way across the mainland United States. At 4:20am
(Central Time) they turned on the cabin lights and declared it morning. The flight attendants went around and served us a breakfast
consisting of a blueberry muffin, a strangely-shaped tub of yogurt, and a choice of juice, coffee, and water. It intrigued me that while the
plates and napkins for the dinner had been labeled ―Northwest‖ everything at breakfast had the Delta logo.
While breakfast was being cleared we started our descent for landing. After they told the flight attendants to take their seats
(meaning landing was coming very soon) two people—the black guy in front of Margaret and a kid sitting a few rows back—got up to
use the restroom. It amazes me how little attention some people pay to directions.
o

We had a very lengthy approach and seemed to turn almost 360 before we finally came in to land. It looked as if there was
lightning nearby (although when we left the airport is was partly cloudy and dry), so perhaps we were maneuvering around a storm. It
turned out to be a very smooth landing, and we ended up right next to the Lindbergh terminal, so we didn‘t have to taxi very long. The
approach had used up a lot of the time we‘d gained in flight, but we still arrived at gate G-6 slightly early.
We got to know a couple of other passengers while we were waiting to deplane. Across the aisle from Margaret was a woman
who had been in Honolulu on business but then extended her stay into a week‘s vacation. We should all be so lucky to have such
business. Next to her was a young Asian man from Hilo who worked as a marine biologist.
Once we got off the plane we had a long walk through almost every part of the airport to get to the place from which hotel
shuttles depart. I called the hotel about 5:45am but was told that the shuttle would not be able to pick me up just then. A group had
scheduled a departure at 6:00, and the shuttle had to be at the hotel at that time. It makes sense that a departure would take

precedence over an arrival, but it was certainly annoying to have to wait. We ended up waiting more than half an hour before the van
finally showed up.
Jack, the shuttle driver, was very friendly—a bit more chatty than I really wanted after flying across that many time zones. He
was apologetic for the delay, but frankly I wished he‘d just shut up and get us to the hotel.
We arrived back at the Holiday Inn Express at 6:35am, which would be 1:35 Hawaii Time. We had actually booked a two-night
stay after our trip—the previous night (while we were actually on the airplane) and the coming night. That allowed us to get there and
just crash as long as we wanted. It was pricey to do that, but probably the wisest decision. [Some hotels will let you arrive in the
morning if you have booked a stay that evening, but that would depend on whether there were vacant rooms at the time of
arrival.] If I were doing it again, I might book two nights at a cheaper hotel nearby (one without a shuttle, but where we could drive to
in minutes) rather than at the same location where we‘d done the park-and-fly.
Our key was ready when we got there, and check-in took no time at all. There was a bit of confusion, though, because they‘d
―upgraded‖ us to a suite with a king bed and a sofa sleeper. I had to go back to the office (a rather long walk) to find out where the
sheets and blankets for the sofabed were. I then went out to get a bag I‘d left in the car. When I came back my key didn‘t work for
some reason, and I had to go back to the desk again to get it re-programmed. Finally, a little after 7am, we were able to settle in for the
―night‖.
The sofa sleeper was in no way comfortable. I tossed and turned a lot but did manage to get a bit of sleep. Around 11:45 I
just gave up and got up.
The car dealer had said they‘d contact us with a confirmation of the charges and to get permission to proceed with fixing
Margaret‘s car. Neither Margaret nor I had gotten either a phone call or an e-mail from them, though. I went to their website around
noon and e-mailed them asking what was up. They called us later, saying they‘d sent an e-mail to Margaret earlier. Either it never
went through (which does happen with some e-mails) or she accidentally deleted it. The estimates for both her car and mine were
expensive, quite a bit more than I really wanted to come up with just now. We both gritted our teeth and agreed to go ahead with
whatever it was, though. They said Margaret‘s car would be done around noon tomorrow, and I could bring mine in for service at that
time.
I spent most of the afternoon writing on this travelogue. It rained much of the day, so it was probably as well that we were just
th
resting at the hotel. Around 5:30 we drove to the 28 Avenue park-and-ride, which is just south of the airport and east of Mall of
America. My car rattled horribly while we drove, and it also appeared that just one of my headlights was working—every time I started
the car, it seemed to get worse.
We waited a while at the light rail station and caught a train downtown. They happened to be having a farmer‘s market on
Nicollet Mall, and it was interesting to see Midwestern produce again. Many of the farmers were also selling flowers—not the tropical
blossoms we‘d seen in Hawaii, but pansies, daisies, roses, and lots and lots of sunflowers. I don‘t think I‘d ever seen bouquets of
sunflowers before, but they were selling them (or at least trying to) in Minneapolis.
We had dinner at the downtown Minneapolis Panera, where each of us had a
combo meal featuring Greek salad and black bean soup. Supposedly the combo had
half portions of both the soup and salad, but what we were given was enough to feed
an army. It was really good, too. [Panera used to have ―half‖ salad and soup
combos, and I honestly preferred that. I‘d rather most restaurants went to
smaller portions at lower prices. The problem is that food is only a small part of
the cost associated with a restaurant. They can seem generous by offering big
portions, which comparatively cost them nothing.]
We took the next train east to the Metrodome station. We didn‘t go to the
dome, but rather walked a few blocks north to the new location of the Guthrie Theatre.
Our original plan was to see a show at the Guthrie the night before we left for Hawaii.
In the midst of all the car problems, I called to change the reservation to tonight. We
got our tickets and then went into their main auditorium.
The show we saw was called When We Are Married. It‘s a British comedy that
is really quite funny. The premise is that three couples who are celebrating their silver
anniversary suddenly discover that the clergyman who wed them was not actually
qualified to perform marriages. The show was funny, but honestly I was too tired to
really enjoy it as I should have. I got some coffee at intermission, which helped a bit,
but I was still very tired.
The most interesting thing about the show was that this particular performance
was being signed for the deaf. We had seats just a few rows back, and a man and
woman were standing right in front of us, interpreting the entire show. The two of them

were true actors. Each played several characters, and in addition to signing the dialogue that was happening on the stage, they
interpreted the characters with their facial expression and body. Even the way they held their hands while they signed helped tell the
story. I‘d love to have my speech students see the job they did; the kids could learn just how much communication can be done
without words. [I honestly don‘t remember a thing about When We Are Married, but I recently saw another show in St. Paul that
was also signed, and I had the same reaction to that.]
The play got out about 10:15, and we made our way back to the Metrodome. Trains run infrequently late at night, so we had a
long wait at the station. The most interesting thing we saw there was a teddy bear sitting on a bench that some child had apparently left
behind. Strangely the teddy bear happened to be right beneath a security poster that said ―If you see something, say something‖,
advising people to report any suspicious activity or unattended packages. I‘m pretty sure there was nothing sinister about the bear, but
the juxtaposition did make me wonder.
I was annoyed on the ride home because the train we were on had an advertising wrap on the outside that completely blocked
the windows. I like to see where I‘m going when I travel; there are few things I like less than being cooped up in a vehicle I can‘t see
out of. We did make it back to the park-and-ride without incident, though. [This is becoming a frequent problem on transit.
Advertisers, of course, like the look of covering an entire car, and transit operators sell it to passengers by claiming that the
ad provides shade and makes the car cooler in hot weather. It really is annoying to look out windows that have been covered
over, though.]
While my car started fine and the both headlights were in fact working, the ride back to the hotel was a bit more complicated
than I‘d anticipated. For no reason I could figure out, the ramp from I-494 east to I-35E south was closed. We ended up going north a
mile and a half on 35-E and winding through the next exit to turn ourselves around and head back south. That added time to our trip,
and it was about a quarter to midnight when we finally made it back to the Holiday Inn Express.

I chose not to open up the hide-a-bed last night, and just sleeping on a regular couch was much more comfortable. I slept
well and long, not waking up until about 8:15. We showered and got a bite of breakfast and then set out back home. My car ra ttled
horribly all the way, but we did make it back to Algona safely.
We dumped my bags at my apartment and then went out to the car dealer. Unfortunately Margaret‘s Tracker still wasn‘t
ready, so we had a bit more time to kill. We went back to my place and had some lunch, and I also got everything unpacked. We went
back out to the dealer, and Margaret‘s car was finally done. She settled things up, and I left my car. She then drove me off at my place
and then was finally on her own way home.
They certainly took plenty of time getting my car fixed. I finally got it back a full week later, on Friday, August 21—which just
happened to be the fiftieth anniversary of Hawaii‘s joining the union. Supposedly the delay was because they‘d ordered parts intended
for a car with power steering, not realizing mine (like most subcompacts) did not have that feature.
I spent the rest of Friday, the weekend, and most of the next week getting back into the swing of things. I had no choice but to
do that. After getting back on Friday, our workshops started at school on Monday and classes were back in session Wednesday (which
I think is the earliest date we‘ve ever started school). [We‘ll be starting more than a week later this year, thanks to a new law that
restricts when the school year can begin.] I don‘t think I‘ve ever scheduled a vacation so close to the start of school, and this is
definitely one of those times I feel like I need a vacation to recover from the vacation. It really was a great trip, though.

Did you like Hawaii?
Yes. In fact, I had a much better time than I thought I would. I expected Hawaii to be extremely touristy and kind of
superficial, but I was willing to put up with that to chalk up my fiftieth state. While there are touristy things in Hawaii, that‘s not really
what the state was like. The most noteworthy things about Hawaii are its spectacular, mostly unspoiled beauty and its friendly, downto-earth people. I loved both of those, and while I can‘t imagine I‘ll afford to return soon, I‘d love to go back. [I liked Hawaii much
better than other tourist spots like Florida. It‘s definitely one of my favorites among the places I‘ve been to.]

What did you like the most?
It‘s really hard to settle on just one thing, and since this is my travelogue I‘m going to cheat and pick two different places: the
Iloani Palace (by far the most historic place we went and the one where I learned the most), and the rainforest area around Hilo
including the zoo and waterfalls (among the most beautiful places I‘ve ever seen). [What is most memorable years later are the bus
trip around Oahu and the circle drive around he Big Island. The constant change of landscape on both islands was the easily
the most memorable feature of Hawaii.]

What did you like the least?
Again I‘m going to pick two things, and they‘re two of the biggest tourist spots in Hawaii: Waikiki Beach and the Kona region
on the Big Island. I‘ve never been a crowd person, and even in an off year for tourism, both of those places are very crowded. Kona is
also far too dry for my taste, and the sand at Waikiki was annoyingly rough. Lounging at the beach is rarely my top choice for a
vacation, but if I were forced to do it, I‘d much rather go to the Gulf Coast than to Hawaii. [I‘d also rather do it at one of the
numerous state beaches where the locals go than at Waikiki.]

What are the Hawaiian people like? Are Hawaiians rich or poor?
I‘m going to include these questions, which normally are part of international travelogues, because Hawaii is almost like a
foreign country. I said to Margaret that going to Hawaii is a lot like going to Canada or California—it‘s both different and familiar at the
same time. I must say it was kind of strange to spend a week in a place where I was visibly in the minority. I times I imagined myself in
Japan instead of the central Pacific.
The Hawaiian people we dealt with were almost all very middle class and very down to earth. They‘re also very friendly, and
they don‘t seem as jaded by tourists as people in similar tourist spots like Florida. The aloha spirit you hear about is for real.
[Hawaiians really did seem genuinely friendly. There was almost that ―southern‖ hospitality that doesn‘t exist in the South.]

What will you remember most from the trip?
Sometimes I struggle with this question, but it‘s pretty straightforward on this trip. I‘m pretty sure I‘ll remember the almost
infinitely many landforms and habitats that are packed into such a tiny space. Both when we took the bus around Oahu and when we
drove around the Big Island, it seemed as if every couple of miles we were in a completely new climate zone. Had we wanted t o, we
could have seen even more than we did. For instance, the Saddle Road on the Big Island runs past a lake fed by tropical permafrost,
the only one of its kind on earth. On the mainland I can drive all day without seeing much of a change, but in Hawaii there‘s so mething
new four or five times an hour. Nowhere have I seen such a vast array of ecosystems so close together. It‘s a truly amazing place, and
I‘m very glad to have gone there.

