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A Word on the Trip Diaries and Their  
Odd Titles

Loie has always taken notes on our trips; I used to struggle with a 
lot of gear and took pictures. At some point she got a small camera 
and took over the photography. Before digital photography and 
personal computers, Loie and I used to make picture albums for 
our trips. Now we’ve gone digital!

As you may have read in the Introduction document and the 
diary for Driving Yo, we’ve been taking trips we call Driving the 
Stone Age. That’s a long story, but we’ve both been interested in 
old stuff for a long time, so we took one trip in 1999, to the Scottish 
Highlands and out islands, looking for what we thought would be a 
good introduction to the beginnings of Western Civilization in the 
Neolithic monuments so prevalent there. We decided we weren’t 
seeing the beginning, but that it was fun nonetheless. (See The Rocks 
in our Heads, Driving the Stone Age I: Highlands and Islands.) And 
we got the Europe bug, so went to Italy and France, sometimes on 
trips that were mainly Driving the Stone Age, sometimes not.

So as the trip diaries and albums accumulated, and when we 
created a Life List of prehistoric sites, I started to name the trips. 
We had DtSAs, and Interludes: trips with few or no prehistoric sites. 

Then, I started to write an essay based on our thoughts garnered 
driving the Stone Age, and a whole lot of reading. Loie didn’t like 
the working title, so I changed it to The Rocks in Our Heads. When 
the Trip Diaries went digital, I decided to munge the two projects 
by including a serial version of the essay at the ends of the diaries.

So now we have The Rocks in Our Heads: DtSAs and The Rocks 
in Our Heads: Interludes, both of which may end with an essay 
installment.

Documentation Notes

In the beginning, Loie wrote out her Trip Diaries in longhand 
in notebooks. For our trip “Driving the Stone Age X, The Oldest 
Stones” she bought a netbook computer and began to write her 
diaries with it. That made formatting the diaries a lot easier!

But there were a few trips since that one where lugging the net-
book was less than congenial, and she went back to hand-written 
notes. 

Her handwriting is beautiful, and I wanted to preserve some 
aspects of it. In the Trip Diaries it has a few short-hand style 
shortcuts. So, when you see + meaning “and,” or @ meaning “at,” 
or “w/” meaning “with” you will know that I have transcribed a 
hand-written diary.

Navigation Tips

These interactive PDFs include… 
a Bookmarks List for Days and their individual events,  use 
the Bookmarks; we hope your device will make that easy; 
a clickable/tappable Table of Contents, and; 
various hyperlinks.

You may also just page through by… 
scrolling, clicking Page Down buttons, or; 
right side tapping/right left swiping; 
depending on your viewing device.

➧  Zoom the pictures to examine details.
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Preparation
A few words on how this trip came to be.

Week One—Hawai’i

Day 1: Thursday, March 3, 1994—Departure
Leaving in the midst of the storm.

Day 2: Friday, March 4, 1994—Northern Hawai’i
We don’t beach.

Day 3: Saturday, March 5, 1994—Southern Hawai’i
Sanctuaries, scenery, shopping.

Day 4: Sunday, March 6, 1994—Waipio Valley
From waterfalls to black sand beach.

Day 5: Monday, March 7, 1994—Anaehoomalui, South Kohala 
Petroglyphs
Ancient and modern carvings.

Day 6: Tuesday, March 8, 1994—Volcanoes National Park
Lava and carvings.

Day 7: Wednesday, March 9, 1994—Lazy Day
Beaches.

Day 8: Thursday, March 10, 1994—Transfer to Maui

Table of Contents

Week Two—Maui

Day 9: Friday, March 11, 1994—No Snorkeling, David Paul’s
Weather poor, supper excellent.

Day 10: Saturday, March 12, 1994—Northwest Drive
Field of heiaus.

Day 11: Sunday, March 13, 1994—Road to Hana
All the way ’round.

Day 12: Monday, March 14, 1994—Whale Watching & Shopping
A true vacation day.

Day 13: Tuesday, March 15, 1994—Haleakala, Beaching
An interesting experience on the mountain top.

Day 14: Wednesday, March 16, 1994—Snorkeling
At last we get amongst the fishes.

Day 15: Thursday, March 17, 1994—Return

The Rocks in Our Heads
 A Theme Emerging

The Rocks in our Heads, Intimations II: Winter Escape  •  Table of Contents
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Preparations

Of course Loie and I vividly remember the Long Winter of ’94, 
so Loie felt no need to record details about it in this trip diary. But 
for those who don’t, or weren’t here, a bit of background may be in 
order.

The autumn of 1993 was seasonable and the beginning of the 
winter mild. We didn’t think anything of allowing our snow 
ploughing to be skipped after the first small snow of 1994 on the 
third of January. Everything indicated it would melt off in a few 
days. 

Loie and I live on a very rural property. You must drive down, 
then up, a private lane from the road a quarter mile to get to our 
house. We had a few days, over the two winters we had been living 
at Lake Drive, where we had to walk in and out from the road to the 
house. Those were kind of adventures.

So in 1994, my firewood pile seemed big enough; we had our oil 
lamps; knew enough to go shopping in advance of any predicted 
storms. We weren’t worried.

When within a week another snow covered that of January 3rd, 
which had not melted off; a storm of icy rain covered that; our 
ploughing farmer neighbor told us he now could not get down 
or up our lane on account of the ice; things went from bad to 
catastrophic. A dozen ice and snow storms fell during January and 
February. A history of Maryland storms calls the Long Winter’s ice 
storms “unprecedented.”

All through this, Lake Drive was usually ploughed and salted 
and passable, but for three months we walked in and out our lane, 
hauled garbage and groceries in a tub bungee-corded to a sled, and 
watched the glacier grow at the bottom of the tree shaded lane. By 
the end of the winter that ice was almost a foot thick.

In the yard around the house, where some sun could shine now 

and then, the ice wasn’t as thick, but it was solid and slick as a skat-
ing rink. We needed a getaway.

When our friend Kinley called and said that she and Paul were 
going to Hawaii, it was just what the doctor ordered. There was just 
one problem…
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Day 1: Thursday, March 3, 1994—Departure 

Aloha! At 4 p.m. Baltimore time & 11 a.m. Hawaii time, we 
are crossing over the Rockies, on our way to Honolulu.

This winter has been long & cold, and in November, my 
Poco died. So when Kinley called six weeks or so ago & said, 
“Paul & I are going to Hawaii—wanna come?” We said YES! 
I was more than a little concerned that we wouldn’t make 
our plane. We experienced the 14th snow event of this winter 
yesterday & last night, and according to the airlines, #15 is 
dumping on Maryland now. It snowed and sleeted all day 
Wednesday, & we closed the library at 3 p.m. Driving home 
was miserable, but Bucky was confident that we’d get out & get 
to Glen Burnie, our game plan being to sleep there overnight.

For a while, it seemed as if everything was conspiring 
against us. Our planned refinancing settlement on Tuesday 
had to be postponed because 1) we failed the well test, 2) 
a deed of trust had not been recorded and 3) there was a 
judgment against a Linda Anderson. “Our” Linda Anderson? 
Points 2 & 3 seemed to be resolved fairly quickly, & after Bucky 
found the inside of the old well cap covered with dead bugs, 
cobwebs & wasps’ nests, a new well cap & chlorination showed 
promise on solving #1. At 5:30 p.m., in a horizontal blowing 
sleet storm, he replaced the well cap, dumped in the Clorox, 
and tried to open the outside hose tap on the back of the 
house: frozen! It required a tea kettle of hot water to flow. But 
by 6, we’d run all the taps so that the Clorox smell penetrated 
all the rooms & we could leave. We’re hoping this system of 
chlorinating and waiting over our trip for it to disperse will 
solve the problem of a slightly, but never the less unacceptably 
contaminated well.

Two big suitcases had made the hike on Monday. My 

Amelia Earhart suitcase, traveling in a Rubbermaid tub, 
tipped over & went sliding down the yard & into the woods, 
bumping into trees like a silver ball in a pinball machine. 
Two more bags went out on Tuesday. On Tuesday night, we 
decided to ask United how much we could take, since Paul 
was talking about camping out. The airlines said 2, because 
we were on a weight restricted flight. We were aghast because 
we already had six, without the camping gear. I had already 
made a trip to Glen Burnie on Sunday to get the “big” suitcase, 
so now what? Being a doubting Thomas, I called the airlines 
the next day to ask again, hoping to disentangle our stomach 
knots. This time I was told 2 check-ins, one carryon.

We decided to take everything we wanted to take, then call 
United again on Wed. night & take the two best out of three. 
The end result was that we took everything in 6 bags.

But it wasn’t over yet. We checked in OK & were waiting 
for our f light to Dulles when it was announced that it was 
cancelled. Later, we found out that Dulles was closed due to 
icy conditions. At the last minute, we were put on a slightly 
earlier flight to O’Hare with a connecting flight to Honolulu. 
The lady at the ticket counter ran to get a tub to put our bag-
gage tickets in, to get our bags on our plane. We’re keeping 
our fingers crossed that the bags get to Hawaii with us.

We had a 3½ hour wait at O’Hare, arriving there at 9 a.m. 
Chicago time & departing at 12:30 p.m. Chicago time. At 
about 10:30, they announced that our plane, which had come 
in from Maui, had experienced turbulence & dropped 4,000 .ʹ 
Mechanics were checking it for damage, so we might be 
delayed. Luckily for us, there was apparently no damage. We 
finally left 45 minutes late, at 12:15.
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Our f light is supposed to be nine hours, seven min-
utes & right now it’s 11:30 a.m. Hawaii time, with our arrival 
time being 6:15 p.m. We are flying into strong wind, so we’re 
going slower. We just flew over Salt Lake City.
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Day 2: Friday, March 4, 1994—Northern Hawai’i

Sunny, warm.
Our first plan was to have an easy day at the beach, and 

since our hotel claimed to have a beach, we thought we’d try it, 
after a bit of exploratory breakfast & book buying. The “beach” 
was tiny—beautiful water, nice level, soft sand, grass & trees 
on one side, King Kamehameha architectural site at one end, 
but also a parking lot on one side, smelly seaweed all along 
the water and chunky lava rocks in the sand. Huge cruise 
ships were out in the water. A big noisy machine was raking 
the sand. We looked at each other, and said, let’s go exploring.
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Birthsite of King Kamehameha

We walked around the hotel a little, checking out shops, 
Atlantis sub tours, etc., then had the breakfast buffet at the 
hotel restaurant, featuring delicious Kona coffee! We col-
lected our gear & found a bookstore, to get a bird book & also 
a Maui map.

We decided to drive north, to Waimea, to go inland & get a 
feel for driving times. We drove up, over lava fields & through 
fairly desolate countryside. The mountains & ocean were 
misted over, but the sky was blue & the sun hot. We stopped 
occasionally for pictures & scenic views, but made good 
time to Waimea. Waimea is a company town, owned by the 
Parker Ranch. It’s pretty yuppified but pretty. From Waimea, 
we continued north to Hiwi. The road cuts straight thru 
the center of the top point of the Big Island. We got a little 
sidetracked & drove through a pretty run down area. All the 
houses were built the same: square, with big, hat-like roofs. 
The houses & roofs were painted in bright colors, emerald 
green, bright blue, yellows, reds. As we drove down a straight 
road, we saw the ocean, appearing to be high above us. B 
thought it was mountains. But the Kohala Mountain was 
behind us & the ocean in front of us.

We also started seeing mongooses, which were imported 
at some point to eat the rats. But the mongoose is active 
during the day, & the rat at night, so both species live together 
comfortably, increasing in numbers.

We made our first real stop (not including Mango Madness 
Snapple and Cocoanut Cream/Macadamia Nut ice cream 
in Waimea) at Upolu Point, to visit the birthsite of King 
Kamehameha & the Moolinki temple. We drove down a 
bumpy road for two miles to the Upolu Airport, then turned 

left onto a rutted road. The airport’s runway parallels the 
ocean, which is brilliant, crystalline blue as it crashes on 
the lava rock, but not wild here, like the Pacific Ocean in 
California. According to our guide books, this stretch of 
coast is among the wildest & most rugged on the Big Island. 
No beaches had formed yet. Both of the roads to get to the 
sites were one lane.

We passed by the heiau & went on to King Kam’s birthsite. 
There are foundation remains (lava stones, of course) in the 
shape of two large rectangles, almost squares, with a large 
one inside & a slightly larger one outside, creating a walkway 
or hall all around the rectangle. Large stones are inside, 
believed to (possibly) be the actual birthing stones for King 
Kamehameha circa 1752. As the guidebook says, he grew as an 
infant hearing “the temple’s ritual drums & haunting chants 
dedicated to Ku.” (Big Island Handbook). Ku became his god.

We backtracked to Mookini Luakini Heiau, which has 
some interesting, if doubtful, history passed down orally. 
Ali’i alone came to this temple to purify themselves, to 
worship, & sometimes, to offer human sacrifices. In 1963, 
Mookini Heiau became the first Hawaiian site to be listed in 
the National Historical Sites Registry. According to legend, 
the first temple was built in 480 AD, implying it was built 
as soon as the first Polynesian explorers arrived. Scholars 
believe they did not arrive in large numbers until two centu-
ries later. Scholars tend to credit the oral history which says 
the existing ruins were built by the Tahitian high priest Paao, 
“who came with conquering warriors from the south in the 
12th century, bringing the powerful mana of the fiery war 
god Krikail-rmoku.” In this tale, 18,000 warriors, forming 
a human chain 14 miles long from Pololu Valley, passed the 
stones hand to hand, which were used to build the temple, 
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a rectangle 125́  x 250́  with 30́  high & 15́  thick walls. The 
leeward stones are lichen-covered. There is a hump or mound 
which circles much of the structure; it may be the remains 
of an earlier structure. There is also a grass shack, typical of 
traditional Hawaiian architecture, which was not thatched on 
the day we were there.

As we drove back up the road, we saw a pair of silly birds 
who ran in front of the car. They turned out to be Black 
Francolins, about which the bird book says: “Normally it is 
very difficult to flush, preferring to run to escape detection.” 
Running into grass to avoid detection is one thing, and prob-
ably a good idea. But these guys ran right in front of the car 
and alongside it. One was only about 5 feet away. These silly 
birds looked like a cartoon character running down the train 
tracks just in front of the rushing train.

A short while later we saw a female, nondescript brownish, 
but with its characteristics & unmistakable “rusty orange 
nape.”

During our travels we saw birds we had seen the day before, 
but now could identify, using the bird book. Common Mynas 
and House Finches are everywhere; yesterday we also saw a 
house sparrow. Later in our drive, we saw Northern Cardinals 
and a new bird, Yellow-billed Cardinal.
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Mauna Lani Resort petroglyph trail

We continued our drive down the coast stopping occa-
sionally for pictures. We passed through incredible lava 
fields & decided to go into the Mauna Lani Resort in North 
Kona. The road in crosses through lava that creates a post 
holocaust landscape: dark jumbly, burned-looking lumps of 
lava rock strewn for miles, covering the earth. Or, I suppose 
the lava is the Earth! There were supposed to be petroglyphs 
here. We found the petroglyph trail, which started out paved 
with asphalt through lava rock. Our guidebook told us the 
walk was 7/10s of a mile in, and then back out the same way. It 
looked like a civilized walk. We reached a display of modern 
petroglyphs created to allow tourists to make rubbings, in the 
hopes this would protect the real ones.

As we walked on, our civilized trail soon became a real trail, 
if well-trodden, twisting through lava outcroppings, & covered 
with fine soft reddish dirt. It wound through a mimosa forest, 
giving me an impression of Hansel & Gretel in Hawaii. Bucky 
said the image didn’t work for him! Very little visible life 
there. We heard birds, but saw none, nor did we see animals 
nor much plant life.

At a division in the trail we found no indication of which 
fork to take. Going by intuition, we chose left and that turned 
out to be the correct way. Maybe both forks eventually led 
to the petroglyhs! Another couple came up behind us as we 
reached the petroglyphs. They had taken our route.

It was an area of relatively f lat, smooth rocks, covered 
with petroglyphs remarkably similar: nearly all human stick 
figures. The rocks sloped up a little bit from the trail, and 
an area bigger than a house was covered with the carvings. 
Some were different sizes, some had arms up or down, some 

had penises or fingers, etc. Most were about a foot or so tall. 
But they were pretty much all the same, and if there were 
animals, we couldn’t see any. Very little is known about these 
petroglyphs. They are, let’s say, enigmatic.

By this time we were getting a little tired, having had a 
pretty busy day on our “lazy” day. We got back to the hotel 
at about 6:30 p.m., showered, dressed & went to dinner at 
Suzanne’s Korean Barbecue, near the hotel. We ate a clear 
broth seaweed soup appetizer, meat grilled on a tabletop grill, 
drank OB (Korean) beer, ate salty (pickled) vegetables & a 
delicious lettuce salad made with sesame oil dressing. By the 
time dinner was over, I was exhausted but B was ready to 
party. We checked out the Billfish Bar & I went to bed. Bucky 
found the spacey guy from Oregon, who told him to try the 
Jolly Roger for music, as the Billfish music shut down at 10:30. 
B had a brief boy’s night out.





◀ Table of Contents

40

(Don’t forget to use your Bookmarks!)

The Rocks in our Heads, Intimations II: Winter Escape  •  Day 3: Saturday, March 5, 1994—Southern Hawai’i

Day 3: Saturday, March 5, 1994—Southern Hawai’i

Sunny, blue, skies warm. Another spectacular day in 
Hawaii!

Having gotten to bed early, I woke up early & decided to 
sit outside at the Billfish Bar & drink coffee. There are a few 
people up at 6:30, including one sunbather. Canoers are com-
ing in, hollering & laughing. The same beach-sand-smoother 
was zipping around the lone sunbather. I thought he might 
run over the guy’s toes. I identified one of the doves as a 
Zebra Dove and pointed it out to B when he toddled down at 
8 a.m. We planned a drive to the south (gas prices range from 
$1.60 to nearly $2.00 a gallon). Also, we’ve noticed that there 
aren’t many insects (until this morning). At dinner last night, 
we ate by an open window & not a single insect flew in. A tiny 
pesky fly was annoying me.

We breakfasted at the bakery while calling Volcanoes Nat’l 
Park to find out if there was any interesting volcanic activity 
occurring. There had been, but was pretty much over. So we 
decided to drive south, looking for macadamia nuts, cof-
fee & exploring. We stopped at a macadamia store & factory, 
which had funky, ancient exhibits, such as a machine which 
removed the outer shell of a nut. The two tiny women staffing 
the store encouraged us to come back near the end of our trip 
to buy our chocolates, not to buy them now. (Turned out to 
be an inadvertently good bit of advice, because we found the 
same brand of chocolates they were selling, much cheaper in 
a grocery store.) The ladies in the store also told us how to 
find the coffee store, so off we went.

 The Royal Kona Coffee Mill turned out to be not much. 
Definitely  for tourists, but it was pretty outside, with lots of 
birds, including many mynahs. The best thing about it was 

further along, at the end of the road:  beautiful Kealakekua 
Bay at Cook Point. There were some people picnicing there, 
but not many. A sign said that this area was a rare area in 
the world where spinner dolphins came, but we didn’t see 
any. We saw incredibly blue, clear water & people snorkeling. 
There really wasn’t a beach, just lava rocks & some coarse 
“salt & pepper” sand, but it was gorgeous. Cook Point rose to a 
small peak at one end of the bay; trees and greenery were all 
along the water.

We were looking for a nearby heiau,* which we found 
down a road to the left. It overlooked a part of the bay that 
was said to be especially good for snorkeling & indeed, we saw 
lots of people in the water. We could see some brilliant yellow 
fish from our viewpoint on the seawall, but due to the waves 
crashing, we couldn’t distinguish their features. Oh! & I had 
to put my feet in the water at the previous spot. We could see 
Captain Cook’s memorial obelisk, at the site at which he was 
killed, but we didn’t go to see it.

The heiau platform was quite large & elevated, surrounded 
by hibiscus & other flowering trees & shrubs. In the shade, a 
cool breeze made sitting quite pleasant while B took pics. I 
bought a sarong from a lady who made them herself, using a 
technique that produces a result similar to batik; but isn’t. She 
said it was done in Tahitian manner. We talked to a couple of 
divers who told us how to find the Place of Sanctuary. 

* Hikiau Heiau.



















Hikiau Heiau.











◀ Table of Contents

54

(Don’t forget to use your Bookmarks!)

The Rocks in our Heads, Intimations II: Winter Escape  •  Day 3: Saturday, March 5, 1994—Southern Hawai’i

Puuhonua O Honaunau National Historial Park

We had to drive 4 miles over a one lane road that was pretty 
rough, to reach the park from our end.

Puuhonua O Honaunau National Historial Park fronts 
Honaunau Bay & displays ancient temples, royal grounds & a 
puuhonua (place of refuge). In ancient times (as is true today!) 
there were many kapus—forbidden things. Many related to 
the king, such as eating a fish designated a king’s type of fish, 
or bringing your canoe up on the kind’s canoe landing. There 
was one penalty for breaking a kapu: death. The reason for 
the strong punishment was simple. The ancient Hawaiians 
tied kapus to the natural disasters which beset them: tidal 
waves, hurricanes, volcanic eruptions. But, “Commoners 
who broke a kapu, as well as defeated warriors and ordinary 
criminals, could all have their lives spared by reaching the 
sacred ground of the puuhonua.” Getting to sanctuary could 
be tricky, requiring a swim through ocean currents & sharks. 
But once inside, priests absolved the kapu breaker who could 
then return home.

The temple was built around 1650 & bones of 23 chiefs were 
buried there, imbuing the sacred spot with their spirits. A 
huge stone wall, built around 1550, surrounds the sanctuary. 
The heiau is called Hale O Keawe. We also saw an ancient 
checkers board (stone), a hand carved canoe, ruins of two 
older heiaus, a fish pond, a petroglyph. In the tidal pools we 
identified two birds, one old, one new. Ruddy Turnstones (we 
know from our beaching at the Outer Banks) and Wandering 
Tattlers or ’Ulili. We also saw many little fish, one that was 
tubby & white with black spots all over, another that was 
catfish-like & blended perfectly into the bottom when still. 
One fish had vertical stripes, another had one horizontal 

stripe. We also saw a small eel-like animal, about 8˝ long that 
threaded sinuously among the rock & seemed to be followed 
by a catfish. We saw black crabs the same color as the lava, 
deep rust colored urchins & spiky maroon-colored urchins, a 
black fish, snails, small black crabs similar in size & shape to 
mole crabs & a small dead red crab.
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Kipahoehoe National Area, Manukā State Wayside

After leaving the temple, we decided to continue south. We 
passed through some stretches of small shops, then pretty 
much nothing, wild areas. The Kipahoehoe National Area, we 
thought, might be an interested place to stop, but there were 
no pull-offs. We reached Manukā State Wayside, I feeling 
wimpy & hungry. It was a pretty spot, with our undetermined 
yellow bird in the trees, plus a couple with two playful dogs. 
We stayed only a short while, then headed north, & home 
again. Once home, we were hungry, it was late for Kona, 
so we decided just to eat, choosing a funky little Chinese 
restaurant with no liquor license in a nearby shopping center. 
The food was OK (garlic broccoli, kung pao shrimp, Szechuan 
beef) & there was an active little girl running in & out of the 
restaurant. Once home we showered, & now to bed.
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Day 4: Sunday, March 6, 1994—Waipio Valley

Today, we decided to go to Waipio Valley. Even though 
we got up relatively early, we still didn’t start out till nearly 
eleven. We had to get breakfast, juice (preceded by a swim in 
the pool & a dip in a cool Jacuzzi), walk through the farmer’s 
market & buy coffee & macadamia nuts, then gorp at the 
health food store. We drove to Waimea, stopped to look for 
a quilt store & wooden artifacts store (both difficult to find, 
given the lame directions in the tourist book) but both were 
closed. Once we reached the Waipio Valley, it took us a while 
to figure out where to start the hike. We parked near a closed 
road, thinking that was the start. A little mongoose was sit-
ting by the roadside watching us. 

After passing through the barricade, & around a large hole 
in the road, we were back on 240, obviously not to the road 
to Waipio. A guy at the Last Chance Store, near where we 
parked, told us about the trail to the “Glass House” and gave 
us some vague directions. So we drove down the other way, 
but that turned out not to be it either. Finally, we found the 
roadhead parking area, & knew we were in the right place for 
all the people, kids, dogs & cats.

The trip down to Waipio Valley can be accomplished by 
driving or walking. We had no choice but to walk, or not go: 
only 4WD vehicles are allowed at all. The grade is 25% but it 
feels like 45%. The road is one lane, bumpy & lumpy, with the 
occasional pull off to allow a vehicle to pass. Vehicles going 
down must yield to vehicles coming up. I don’t know how 
long the down hike was, but the Last Chance guy said his 
parents took 30 minutes going down & 45 coming up. Going 
down was tough enough—hard on the knees. There was a 
surprising amount of traffic coming & going.

At the bottom, we went left, looking for the trail to the 
Glass House. While individual places, such as stores, are dif-
ficult to find in Hawaii, it’s very easy to go from one place to 
another. There are few roads drivable by a regular car, or any 
car, in some cases. So there aren’t a lot of choices, until maybe 
you get there, and find a tangle of trails and dead ends. 

The Hiilawe Falls are visible from the Valley, but especially 
beautiful from the Glass House, so we made the trek there. 
We followed the road upriver, then stepped over the rusty 
chain closing off the disreputable road up towards the Glass 
House. It narrowed to a track of tire ruts, then to a footpath. 
We saw no animals or birds, one butterfly & eventually, some 
mosquitoes, plus gigantic plants with huge fan-shaped leaves.

We passed a shed, a house with a horse in a yard, then 
reached the Glass House on a little promontory that raised 
it above the jungley forest we’d been walking through. From 
the Glass House there is a spectacular view of Hiilawe Falls 
upriver at the head of the valley & the valley mouth in the 
other direction. It was built in the 70s to be a restaurant, but 
due to some (unknown to us) controversy, it wasn’t allowed 
to open & was later given to the Bishop Museum. Hiilawe 
Falls is the longest free falling falls in Hawaii, with a drop of 
over 1,000́ . The falls were in three plumes that seemed to be 
mostly mist at their bottoms.

According to the Lonely Planet guide, Waipio is “the larg-
est & southernmost of the 7 spectacular amphitheater valleys 
on the windward side of the Kohala Mountains.” It is a mile 
wide at the coast & nearly six miles deep. The Waipio Stream 
divides the black sand beach. On the opposite cliff face we 
could see the switchback trail leading to the Waimanu Valley. 
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That trail looked like a 45 degree incline! Waipio means “curv-
ing water”. It was a political & religious center & home to the 
highest chiefs. A very sacred place, it was the site of a number 
of important heiaus, the most sacred of which Pakaalana was 
one of the major puuhonas on the island. Waipio’s taro fields 
were laid out in the early 1500s by Chief Umi and some are 
still in production today. Waipio is also where Kam the Great 
received the war god Kukailimoku.

We started our trek up the road, but had hardly begun 
when a guy in a pickup truck said “Hey mon, wanna ride?” 
Well, of course! We leaped into the truck sharing the back 
with a wet, scared dog. We were followed by our driver’s pal, 
who was also picking up hikers. Some hikers refused. At the 
top we found out why when our benefactor asked us for “a 
little gas money.” We wondered if the ride offering might be a 
regular routine, and if the refusers knew it. I think we’d have 
taken the offer in any case.

Oops! Forgot (writing over a long period of time without 
re-reading) our beach swim. After the Glass House, we 
walked back down river, past the road up, and out through 
a grove of some kind of pine trees to the beach. Black sand 
beach, soft & gorgeous. Nice waves, not pounding, but some 
duckers & some foam floppers, curling in through perfectly 
clear water. The setting was incredibly gorgeous—hard to 
believe it was real. On both ends of the beach, the headlands 
rose right out of the water. No life in the water, so it was clean. 
We swam, walked to the river as it ran out into the ocean & ate 
a papaya on the beach.

Once home, (driving past Mauna Kea Observatory in 
the clouds) we showered & had dinner at the Ocean View 
Restaurant—major nasty! Rotten waitress & lousy food in 
a family style setting. B had so-called “Kahlua pig” which 

was mildly salty shredded pork on a plate. Dry. Room tem-
perature. He also had a bowl of poi—taro pudding. “Tastes 
like library paste. Only not as good.” B has to try everything, 
especially if it’s some local or traditional thing, as his dinner 
supposedly was. But he doesn’t feel obligated to like it!
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Day 5: Monday, March 7, 1994— Waikola Hilton Beach, Anaehoomalui, South Kohala Petroglyphs

 Sunny clear & warm.
We had a lazy morning because we were picking up 

Kinley & Paul at the airport at 10:30 a.m. We came to pool 
side at our hotel to enjoy the Jacuzzi & the pool, but the 
Jacuzzi had been turned off & drained for cleaning the night 
before & it hadn’t really warmed up. It was plenty hot for B. 
We got our breakfast & headed up the road.

Kinley & Paul presented us with flower leis & we took them 
to their hotel, the Waikola Hilton at the Waikola Beach 
Resort—what a place! All open, with huge Asian porcelain 
vases 8 -́10́  tall, a live parrot, canals with commuter boats 
with Love Boat skippers, a tram, etc., etc. It was like being in 
Disneyland! Their room was in the Ocean Tower, overlooking 
a canal. We saw a heron with a big crest & red & white mark-
ings, later, some sort of yellow Chinese chickens with long tail 
fathers. Big Koi in the canals, bridges, cabana chairs & on & on. 
The bellhops wore sarongs or white shorts with knee high 
white socks & white shoes & an aloha print sash. Since we’d 
decided to make this a beach day, we headed for the hotel’s 
beach.

The beach was in a curve of shoreline, with gentle waves 
that a small child could handle. We had to swim near the 
center, where there were no rocks. We floated & splashed. Paul 
swam around an anchored boat. We basically just lounged, 
enjoying the spectacular blue water & white foam, ate choco-
late brownies & drank fruit sodas. At one end of the beach 
Paul found huge (& some smaller) sea turtles in the water, 
eating algae. They were just a few feet from water’s edge.

We decided to walk back up to see the petroglyphs on 
the site. They were interesting & easy to get to. We also saw 

another historical sight, The King’s Highway Coastal Trail, 
which was a Hawaiian road. This petroglyph site is the 
Anaehoomalu, South Kohala site. There was an especially 
good horse & rider, plus some obviously new ones, & some 
dating from the late 1800’s.

We showered at Kinley & Paul’s room while drinking 
beer, then drove up to Waimea to have diner at Merriman’s. 
Expensive (K & P’s treat) but delicious. K & I ate island beef. 
Paul had sashimi ahi: grilled outside, raw inside.

We also saw a few more birds. On the drive at the resort, 
Gray Francolins, Erckel’s Francolin on the way to the petro-
glyph walk, a Black-Crowned Night Heron in a tree behind 
the beach.
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Day 6: Tuesday, March 8, 1994—Volcanoes National Park

Sunny, clear & warm.
Volcano day! We got up early & picked up Paul at 8:30 to 

drive south the Volcanoes National Park. Kinley decided to 
have a beach day, so stayed at the hotel. We got to the park 
at about 11 a.m. & visited the Visitor Center & Volcano House 
before warming up with a Sandalwood Trail hike along one 
edge of Kileau Crater. It’s a big hole. Paul is pretty knowledge-
able about volcanoes & lava, so he gave us some background as 
we toured. On the Sandalwood Trail, we passed many vents 
spewing steam. In the distance, we could see the observatory 
on the Mauna Kea. The trail was short but interesting.

Next we drove around the crater, stopping frequently for 
views & pictures. The landscape was unearthly, like total 
devastation: lava rocks & pumice everywhere. But a few plants 
were trying to grow, even ferns. The crater continues to 
change as volcanic activity continues. For example, it’s not as 
deep as it once was. We could see 4 people walking across the 
bottom. Paul said that’s an interesting walk.

We saw a new bird. White-Tailed Tropicbirds or koa ’e kea, 
“often seen soaring in Kilauea Crater.” We saw lots of Asian 
tourists on buses, but the park is so big that it didn’t seem 
crowded. And, with lava rock everywhere, we never saw worn 
out, well traveled trails for many tourist feet. At the observa-
tory’s top we saw Hawaii’s state bird, the Nene, or Hawaiian 
Goose—closely related to Brant & Canadian geese. There is a 
small population of these birds & many road signs warning 
motorists to watch for Nenes. Many are killed by cars. The 
ones in the parking lot were very tame, & like many “wild” 
animals in tourist places, incorrigible beggars. We saw all 
types of lava & all types of land formations as a result of the 

lava flows. Amazing.
Then Paul suggested we go down the highway to the place 

on the coast where the lava was flowing into the sea. 
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Volcano, petroglyphs

As we drove down, towards yet another incredible view, we 
saw a plume of steam rising into the air. This is the spot where 
the highway is closed due to lava flows, most recently in April 
and May ’93. Because this road is closed after having been 
covered by lava, you can’t drive all the way around the island! 
When you get to this place from either the north or south (we 
were coming from the south), you have to turn around and go 
back.

We parked along the road among a lot of other cars. As we 
walked along, we could see lava spewing into the air over by 
the water. Wow! Bucky was  thrilled. We had been discussing 
whether he should use his want* on an eruption. Asking for 

* Bucky adds: The story of having Wants began with my mother. One time, while 
on a beach vacation, we went to dinner with Yo, our pet name for Mother. We all 
walked out on a pier in the bay to see the beginning of the sunset over the water. 
Yo told us she heard someone saying otters lived along the shore there, but we 
were disappointed in our desire to see them. On the walk back along the pier, Yo 
suddenly said, “OK, I want to see otters and I don’t have much time, so I want to 
see them now.” She meant we were due back at the restaurant for our reservation, 
but of whom she thought she was demanding otters, no one knew.

Well, less than one minute later, just as we were near the end of the pier, an 
otter swam by. Imagine. Of course there was great to do and hilarity over that 
coincidence. If indeed it was a coincidence. Because, later on, I had Wants while 
we were traveling. You’ll read about some of them later on.

At first, Loie assumed something had been giving me little gifts. I’ve never 
thought I had, or deserved, such luck. We came to believe I was having little 
f lashs of precognition: not making something happen, just knowing it would. 
Deliberately expressing a Want as if it were a first-star-of-the-evening wish never 
worked. Only those Wants that sprang unbidden to mind and were blurted out 

an eruption could be risky. But in any case, we got a show. 
Apparently the lava tube is now right by the water, building 
its way into the ocean. We sat on a mound of lava, far from 
the coast, but as close as the rangers would allow. About every 
15 minutes lava flew into the air. It looked like blood spraying. 
When an eruption was about to occur, we’d see more steam, 
then a few pieces flying, through a series of eruptions.

The lava we were sitting on was still hot underneath. If you 
stuck your arm into a crack, you could feel the heat. The lava 
was still black & shiny. In some places it was smooth & humpy, 
in other places ropey, like Pele’s hair. A park ranger was way 
down the lava flow, near the place where the lava was coming 
out of the tubes. We stayed as long as we could, watching. 
Our next stop was petroglyphs, and we didn’t want to wait 
too long and lose the daylight. So we headed back to the car, 
and drove back the way we had come.

At 5:30 p.m., parked in the lot at the trail head, we weren’t 
sure if a two mile hike to Puuloa, Panau-nui, Puna, was 
doable after a long day, and facing the prospect of darkness. 
We started, hesitated, started again. Then Paul said “Let’s do 
it!” & took off running. There was a boardwalk in the glyph 
field for protection & viewing, so at first the trail was perfectly 
easy to follow. There were many cups cut into the stone on 
each side of the trail. Researchers think a cup was bored to 
hold a piece of a newborn baby’s umbilical cord, which was 
then covered with a stone. This helped ensure long life. The 
walk out was the most interesting of all through petroglyph 
fields because eventually the boardwalk ended and we had to 
walk over lava. If the trail disappeared occasionally, it didn’t 

without premeditation came true. Eventually, perhaps after we had analyzed the 
phenomenon too much, Wants ended. 
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matter, because others had built marker heiaus: little piles of 
rocks.

By the time we’d finished the walk back to the car, the 
sun was going down, so we headed for home, after a quick 
Volcano House stop to use the phone there to leave a message 
for Kinley. A burger at Quina’s; returning Paul home, then 
home ourselves.
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Day 7: Wednesday, March 9, 1994—Lazy Day

Sunny, warm clear.
For our last full day on the Big Island, we decided to 

have an easy one with Kinley & Paul, since they were to 
leave at 5 p.m. We met them at 10 a.m. at their hotel (we 
tried the Trend Bakery this morning—better than Buns in 
the Sun & cheaper) & walked around the hotel, visiting the 
dolphins, looking at the sea, taking pictures. Then, a sit by 
the pool, which had to have been the biggest pool I’ve every 
seen. Really, there were a series of three pools, all connected. 
One of them had water slides and playground. One had an 
artificial grotto.

We had drinks & Kinley took me to the water slide—fun! 
Our last trip was to the Hapuno beach (state park) for a final 
Big Island swim. The ocean was much wilder there. And, 
there was a nice dog named Pugslie, who liked to chase sticks 
into the ocean, but liked chasing & eating popcorn more. 
We’d put popcorn out for the ghost crabs, but Pugslie found 
it right away & scarfed it up. We almost got everything soaked 
in a wave, but Paul sounded the alarm just in time. Then, it 
was time to go to the airport.

We saw Kinley & Paul off, then headed back to Kona. For 
the first time in a week, weather was building up. We decided 
to drive to Holualoa, into the rain. We found it, and a beauti-
ful view of the coast from the side of the mountain. The sun 
made like a fireball over the sea.

A lazy hour in the Jacuzzi, lounging in the room, catching 
up on the travel diary, drinking beer, doing laundry, packing, 
dinner. Then tomorrow—on to Maui!

I asked B to read over the diary, and he reminded me that 
one morning, and now we can’t remember which, we walked 

around our King Kam hotel, looking at all the antiques it has 
for decorations. We saw wooden bowls, which are apparently 
a prized local craft. Some of them were cracked, and repaired 
with little butterfly bandaids made of wood. These bowls are 
the most highly sought, because the repairs, which haven’t 
been done for ages, prove the antiquity of the bowl.

We also saw a quilt show. We didn’t know that quilting was 
a local craft. Some of the quilts were for sale, and were priced 
in the thousands of dollars. One was $5,000! They were 
incredibly beautiful, though. The designs of the quilts weren’t 
patchwork. Each was a full sheet of one color, mostly pastels. 
The design was in the actual quilting stitching—elaborate 
floral patterns of minutely tiny stitches, all by hand. We think 
there was some information about how long it takes to make 
one, but can’t remember. Months, was it?
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Day 8: Thursday, March 10, 1994—Transfer to Maui

Sunny, warm.
Because we were leaving for Maui at 2, this was a “free” day, 

with little time to do anything but prepare to leave. We got a 
little breakfast at our new bakery, then went in search of a koa 
wood bowl for a local craft. B had marked 3 possible places in 
the Hawaii This Week book—found one for us, a little bowl, by 
Straka, at a shop called the “Grass Shack,” for $110.00. B was 
very pleased to get it, as he should be—it’s lovely. We followed 
this with lunch at a downtown Kona seaside restaurant. Our 
waitress was bemoaning the fact that she had been working 
since 6 a.m., & it was now 11:30 a.m. Worse, she had to work 
until 2 p.m.! Quel dommage.

We made it to our plane in plenty of time & had a 25 minute 
flight to Maui. The airport in Maui was funny. It had no walls, 
only thatched roofs on posts. It was a collection of wall-less 
huts. Can it really be such nice weather here all year long that 
there is no need to keep out rain? Wow!

On the way to Lahaina we found a Cost U Less store 
for wine & cigarettes. Wailuku/Kahului is a big urban 
area & Lahaina is like Ocean City back home, filled with 
tourist shops filled with tourists. Our hotel, the Maui Islander 
is a bit dumpy—no view, no Jacuzzi, pool locked till 8 a.m., 
complimentary coffee but no decaf. Kind of overgrown with 
jungly plantings and worn paint here and there. But OK for a 
short stay when we plan to be out and about most of the time.

We walked around Lahaina, feeling exhausted & zoned, 
& looking for dinner, which we found at the Lahaina Cooler. 
It turned out to be a delicious meal. By the time we got home, 
it was near 10 p.m. & we both fell asleep almost immediately, 
planning to get up early to go snorkeling with Kinley & Paul. 

Apparently this is one of their favorite things to do on Maui.
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Day 9: Friday, March 11, 1994—No Snorkeling, David Paul’s

Sunny & warm with some clouds.
(From a dream, awake at 3:30 a.m: A woman’s voice, say-

ing “It doesn’t matter where you are on the island. Your only 
choice is surrender.”)

But alas, snorkeling was not to be. K & P arrived on 
time & ready to go at 8:30 a.m. They said they had snorkeling 
gear, but then I said I needed a prescription mask, so off we 
went in search of a dive shop. When we got there, Kinley 
said that we needed to get flippers, too, because they didn’t 
have them for us. While we were getting our equipment, they 
took off for a short look ’round. By the time we were ready to 
go, Paul decided he needed flippers too. Then we needed to 
get some breakfast. At our snorkeling spot, the weather had 
changed. In fact, by the time we’d left the dive shop, it was 
clouding over.

At the snorkeling beach, the rain had really started plus 
the wind was starting to howl. We tried the beach at the Maui 
Hyatt Regency, which has a $2 million art collection, but it’s 
spread out all over the hotel. There were also black-footed 
penguins in a pool. The weather still seemed iffy. We drove 
on, heading to another beach, as the weather seemed to be 
clearing. We passed a beautiful little pond filled with water-
birds, and saw Black-Crowned Night Herons, and a new bird: 
Black-Necked Stilt or Ae’O—total state population is 1,800. 
So that was a good spotting. We were rained out again at the 
beach, so we drove back to Lahaina.

In Lahaina, we walked until we found an open bar on 
the water. There was a nice lei dog who wandered down the 
street & made her way through the restaurant looking for 
treats. We all drank island drinks, except B who had a beer. 

We strolled a little more, saw a rainbow, shopped a little. 
K & P left & B & I went back to our hotel to relax & have a swim 
before birthday dinner. But the pool was deserted, & for good 
reason—the wind was blowing hard & it was cold for Hawaii.

So now, off to dinner.
Our dinner (for birthdays, today is mine!) at David Pauls 

turned out to be expensive but delicious. We had an appetizer 
at the Lahaina Cooler first (crabcakes). At David Pauls we 
shared a cold seafood appetizer. I ate raw tuna, B ate 2 of the 
oysters on his plate of a half dozen, the second of which had 
shell pieces in it & neither of which were cut thru the muscle. 

B told our waiter: “I’m not sure about here, but back home in 
Maryland this wouldn’t be right.” Our waiter agreed, & about 
5 minutes later, B was presented with a plate of a dozen oys-
ters, all perfect. That was good service!

I had a salad, then a fish called Opah, which the waiter 
checked, as it wasn’t on the menu. He said it was an oilier, 
heavier fish. It was rolled in sesame & grilled with a topping of 
yellow tomatoes & green onions with jasmine rice—delicious! 
B had duck—the best he’s ever had, according to him. Then 
dessert, cognac, scotch & coffee—we were stuffed!

After dinner, we chatted with our waiter for awhile—he 
told us he works 5 hours a day! In his spare time he plans his 
vacations (the next one to see Kodiak bears in Alaska), scuba 
dives next to humpback whales, plays golf, etc. He also said 
that there are lots of specials being run all the time on flights 
to Honolulu, where there are lots of cultural events available.

And we were not charged for the oysters, at all.
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Day 10: Saturday, March 12, 1994—Iao Valley, Northwest Drive

Sunny, very breezy, warm.
The wind howled & whistled outside our window last night, 

but we woke to a nice day. We had made plans to go to the 
Swap Meet in Kahului, & meet K & P. It was raining there, 
so not too many vendors were out, & except for fruit, f low-
ers & vegetables, there wasn’t much there of appeal. K said she 
wanted banana pancakes for breakfast, so off to breakfast we 
went, then a drive up to Iao Valley. Even though it was rain-
ing pretty hard, it was beautiful, with a big waterfall & several 
small falls. Apparently, just because of the way the weather 
comes over the island, it rains almost all the time in this val-
ley. It’s one of the rainiest places in the world!

We walked up to the viewing shed for the Needle, then 
explored a little, going over a narrow bridge crossing a 
stream. Paul had run up a trail on which he said there were 
some hieroglyphs. B took that to mean petroglyphs & showed 
interest, asking if they were old ones. Paul hemmed & hawed, 
saying they weren’t very old. When we found them, they were 
painted on, with gold paint! Oh, brother! There was, however, 
a nearby ruin—a foundation. Kinley said a park official told 
her it was an as-yet unsurveyed archeological site. So the 
“hieroglyph” side trip was worth while.
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Northwest drive

B & I were getting antsy about hanging around in the 
rain—in Hawaii!—so we said we’d like to drive to Lahaina 
via the northwest route—K said she wouldn’t do it, it was 
boring—all cattle ranches—&  that the road was washed 
out & you couldn’t get around. She was going to Paia & then 
upcountry to shop & suggested we could do that & then have a 
barbecue at our hotel. We vacillated a little, but decided to try 
the West Maui loop. She wanted us to be back by 4:30 but we 
said 5.

Boy, did we ever make the right decision! We made a 
drive beginning at 1:15 & were back at the hotel about about 
4:15 & along the drive we saw some unbelievable scenery. 
Just like the rest of Hawaii, nothing is marked. We just 
drove & drove on a winding road, sometimes only one lane, 
pulling over to look down valleys & along the coast. The views 
were spectacular! But our favorite spot was a windy, rolling 
area that went down to lava rocks & the sea. It was covered 
with many different small colorful flowers, & people had built 
hundreds of miniature cairns all over the grassy slopes & on 
the rocks. Down at the sea there was a lava outcropping which 
looked like a natural cairn. Though the hillside was steep, it 
was apparent that vehicles drove down there. But today, we 
had it all to ourselves.*

Down on the lava rocks, we had views of pounding white 
surf & plumes shooting up into the air, cascading back into 
blue water. We could see up & down the coast; down to a 
huge chunk of mountain. We think the place will be the 
best one on Maui—there were very strong feelings there. The 

* Just north of Kahakuloa Bay with its little beach.

wind was strong, making me feel as if I couldn’t fall over—it 
would hold me up. I felt as if I dived over the edge, I would 
take flight. The first time I went down, alone, I saw a tropic 
bird—the same species as we’d seen at Volcanoes National 
Park. Being closer to it, I could see the black wing markings 
distinctly. I also saw seabirds flying, which we identified as 
Black Noddies. We didn’t want to leave, but we had no idea 
how far along the drive we were, though a couple we met at 
an overlook shortly before said they did the drive every year, 
that they’d never had any trouble, & that we were only 20 
miles from Lahaina. Turns out they were right.

(We saw five rainbows today! Maui is called the “Rainbow 
Isle” deservedly. Some were partial, some were small & perfect, 
one was wide & brilliant. Bucky found the 1st partial over 
the Lahaina Harbor, & when we excitedly told the waitress, 
she said “We get a lot of rainbows here” & went back to the 
book she was reading. Funny to think of being jaded over 
rainbows.)

We continued our drive & soon were on a double lane 
road, then saw a sign saying “Lahina 10 miles.” We were still 
under cloud cover, but by the time we reached Lahaina it was 
clear & sunny! Now we’re poolside, waiting for P & K.

Almost forgot our other new bird of the day—Pacific 
Golden Plover or Kolea, driving around the northern end 
of West Maui, before seeing black noddies. Sat p.m. chicken 
barbecue carryout in a little park with K & P.
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Day 11: Sunday, March 13, 1994—Road to Hana

Sunny, warm, not so breezy.
This would be our day for driving around the big part of 

the island. We started the day off badly—I couldn’t find my 
sunglasses. I suppose they fell out of my pants pocket in the 
barbecue area or during our Lahaina stroll in the evening. 
So the first thing we had to do was search for glasses, then 
buy flip-up shades. We still got a relatively early start reach-
ing Paia, having breakfast, & leaving around 11:11 a.m. We 
started out, punching the trip meter as we started. The Hana 
Highway at 365, Mile Post 0.

At first the road to Hana was interesting & not a bad drive, 
though very winding & slow in spots. Through dumb luck, we 
drove on a Sunday & no road destruction crews were working. 
Maybe because it was Sunday, there also wasn’t the kind of 
traffic we expected. Everyone we had talked to made the drive 
sound harrowing, telling us about hairpin turns and bad 
roads and crazy traffic. So far it was idyllic, with plenty of 
pull off viewspots and little side roads to attractions.

We passed Hookipa Bay, just pass MP8; it is a surf-
ing & boardsailing spot. Past MP10 were pineapple fields. At 
approximately MP16, the “real” Hana Highway began & we set 
our tripmeter to 0. We drove down a dirt side road, the Huelo 
Road, to see Kaulana Pueo, a 150 year old church. It was in a 
beautiful setting, but otherwise ordinary. (It is claimed that 
the cornerstone was passed from one man to another from 
the shore below—apparently an old Hawaiian story!)

All along this part of the drive we saw plants we couldn’t 
identify—large, tropical looking things & flowers. Some were 
easier to ID using guidebook & pamphlets. For example, Java 
Plum trees were easy to pick out. We also saw several types 

of Eucalyptus trees, the most unusual one being the Painted 
Eucalyptus. Bucky stopped to take a picture & got into a con-
versation with a very chatty woman. At MP12 we stopped at 
Kaumahina State Wayside, to get a great view of the coastline. 
We walked up in the forest a little, & found huge philodendron 
growing around tree trunks.

Past MP13 we reached the Honomanu Valley, one of the 
prettiest spots on the Hana Highway. A pull-off provided 
beautiful views of the valley. We drove down to the beach—
black sand—where there were guys surfing (not giant waves), 
“Chatty Cathy” & her husband, & the man who didn’t bring 
his camera lenses.

At nearly MP19 we stopped at the Wailua Valley Lookout—
at first not seeing the stairs up—but got a wonderful view of 
the valley & two distant waterfalls in one direction, and taro 
ponds & one pig, plus the ocean. Along the Hana Rd we passed 
many waterfalls, crossing bridge after bridge. Near Hana, we 
stopped at Waianapapapa State Park, to see a magnificent 
ocean—beach view. There was also a lava tube & ruins, but we 
needed to push on. We saw noddies flying here. We stopped 
at a Ranger Station to check on the road going the south route. 
We were informed that it was dry & possible; it was about 3:30 
p.m. (Note: on one part of the H. Highway, the cliff side & a 
tree collapsed onto the road, but we crept around the mess).

Driving the southern route was wonderful. Most of the 
road was poorly paved & slow going; about 5 miles was rutted 
gravel—possible but very slow going. B said he supposed 
this part of the road was what we had been warned about. I 
wondered if, because we were supposedly passing along a very 
scenic stretch where celebrities had hidden enclaves, they left 
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the road in bad condition as a deterrent to snoopy tourists?
But the drive was worth it. We passed dry gulches, includ-

ing Ohe’o & the so-called “seven Pools”—Haleakala’s eastern 
extreme at the ocean—panoramic coastline/valley views 
from narrow, winding roads, beautiful ruggedly rolling 
mountainsides with grasses streaming in the wind, pink 
topped grasses & cows grazing—some even standing on the 
road. According to the Lonely Planet guide, the road is “very 
reminiscent of how the entire road from Kahului to Hana 
used to be until recently improved.” Also, above Ohe’o Gulch: 
“Kipahulu Valley, in the mountains above, is a protected, 
uninhabited valley remaining in flora and fauna much as the 
entire island was in times long past.” The pavement ended 
just 2 ½ miles past Ohe’o Gulch.

There were actually a fair number of people living on the 
southern route—related, we supposed, to the cattle ranches. 
The terrain changes from rain forest to desert, the cattle 
ranch Ohea area getting 85 inches per year. We reached the 
Kanpo Ranch, then the Kaupo Store & a spectacular view of 
the south rim of Haleakula—it looked collapsed.* We also 
saw cattle-egrets along the drive, including one standing on 
the back of a cow! 

A surprise! Leafing through the bird book, I discovered that 
we saw a new bird: Red Jungle Fowl or Moa just before Oheo 
Gulch. The bird book says Moa were brought to Hawaii by the 
first Polynesians & were once widespread. We saw an interest-
ing sunset as we rounded the bottom—the sun behind clouds, 
then reappearing from the bottom of the clouds & dipping 
behind another cloud bank. Once we reached Ulupokolua, 
the road was great again & we traveled fast. It was dark & we 

* It was: erosion caused the Kaupo Gap.

were getting pretty tired—our drive started at 9:30 a.m. & we 
got home at about 8 p.m. Backtracking to Lonely Planet 
guide for missed notes: At Haipuanea Falls, the guidebook 
describes a “gentle little waterfall with a wonderful pool for 
swimming” that they suggest using for a nude swim, because 
they said it’s not visible form the road. The pool was about a 
100 yards back & murky green. On the Hana Rd, as soon as 
someone pulls off to stop, other people think there must be 
something to see so the site crowds up quickly. We were back 
there 5 minutes when a guy with a camera came racing along. 
Did he think he’d catch us skinny dipping?

The rocks here were slippery—B lost his footing & almost 
lost the camera & tripod into the rocks & water.

At the Puaa Kao State Wayside Park, MP22.5, a “tranquil 
waterfall empties into a pool & then f lows downhill into a 
ravine. This one’s a treasure.” It was tranquil & pretty, but 
most noticeable were the many feral cats. There were 5 or 
six grayish striped ones at the rest facilities & another 5 or 6 
blond & black ones by the waterfall. People stopping there 
thought they were cute, they acted like Cagney.

There is a Hawaiian word, hoonanea, which means “to pass 
the time in ease, peace & pleasure.” Sounds like words to live 
by. Makai = towards the sea; mauka = towards the mountains, 
inland. Interesting to have these specific types of directional 
words.

After so long a drive, we went home to call K & P about see-
ing the sunrise from the summit of Haleakala. The forecast 
didn’t sound great, so we decided to go Tuesday, no matter 
what. For Monday a.m., B & I would try a whale watch cruise, 
then meet K & P somewhere. Not going to Haleakala on 
Monday was fine by us, because we were exhausted, & not 
relishing getting up at 3 a.m. to begin the long slow drive up 

http://www.tourmaui.com/kaupo-maui/
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the mountain. We checked out possible cruises, then had a 
light supper at the Pioneer Inn.

Saw barn owl fly across road—near end (last 1/3) of drive.
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Day 12: Monday, March 14, 1994—Whale Watching & Shopping

Sunny, warm, breezy
Monday would be a lazy day & a beach day. Still, we got up 

early, at 6:45 a.m. to go down to the pier to try to get tickets 
for a whale watching boat. We booked on the Whale Mist, 
leaving at 8 a.m. for a 2 hour trip. We called K & P to let them 
know our plans. We agreed to meet them in Paia between 
11 & 11:15. But we were a little late, because our sailboat was 
late leaving (no crew). Our cruise was pleasant, but we didn’t 
see a lot of whales, just a tail here & there in the distance. The 
water was cobalt blue—incredible—if you lost something, you 
could see it fall a long way. There was a lady from Honolulu 
on the trip who talked about whales as if she knew all about 
them. Since we left late, we got back late & so were late getting 
to Paia.

We did some shopping in Paia after lunch—B & P bought 
Aloha shirts, I bought 2 tank tops, K brought a tee shirt at 
Ukeleles. Then we went to the beach—another gorgeous 
beach. After swimming & sunning we had drinks & pupus, 
then B & I came home to do laundry & have a late supper at 
the Lahaina Coolers.



Not our boat, but a pretty one!
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Day 13: Tuesday, March 15, 1994—Haleakala, Beaching

Arose at 3 a.m. to go to Haleakala—dark! 
We got up after 3 hrs of sleep, to drive to Haleakala. Driving 

from Lahaina over the isthmus was fast for once—after leav-
ing at about 3:25, we reached the beginning of the Crater 
Road by a little after 4. The drive up the mountain was almost 
spooky—in the dark looking at the lights of Kihei so far away, 
and driving the narrow, winding road through clouds, the 
slopes invisible. We stopped right in the road to pee because 
we couldn’t wait any longer—turned out that we were nearly 
there. We didn’t want to pull over because we could barely see 
the road, but we knew there were steep drops.

At the top, it was eerie—a few people ghosting in the 
dark and the clouds, then more cars pulling up & shining 
their headlights around the parking lot. It was extremely 
windy, cold & wet. The weather did us in, because the parking 
lot & the trail to the viewing spot became icy, & the ranger 
decided to close the top of the mountain. He started using a 
loudspeaker to tell everyone to get into their cars & leave. We 
were only a few minutes away from sunrise. He told us there 
were lookouts 2 miles & 5 miles lower—where the cloud cover 
would obscure the sunrise. People drove down a short way, 
then started pulling over. We thought we’d see the sunrise 
from there, because cars were still going up. We thought they 
would keep the ranger busy but just a few minutes before sun-
rise, down he came. We went down, turned around & came 
back up. No go—he made us turn around on the road & leave. 
We were way pissed.

In the end, it would have been safer for everyone to just 
have stayed out until the sun came up and burned off the 
little bit of icy glaze, rather than trying to go back down in 

the dark and slippery conditions. Oh well, we tried.
Once the sun was up, the drive down was beautiful—we 

saw a double rainbow, reversed, ate breakfast midway down 
then went looking for a beach in Kihei. We found one past 
Waileia* & had several pleasant hours swimming & sunning. 
We sat on a grassy hill for lunch, (B, P & I walked through 
the resort a little, looking at a large lava stone that had been 
tossed onshore in the ’82 hurricane. Every now & then a big 
wind came screaming down the coast). All of a sudden, Bucky 
spotted whales. We each got to see one leaping completely out 
of the water & rolling onto its back. We saw a few fins & backs 
after that, but no leaps. We made plans for snorkeling on our 
last day in Hawaii.

Shopping, dinner at Cantina, & thinking, unfortunately 
about going home. No little Poco pup is waiting.

* Polo Beach Park.
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Day 14: Wednesday, March 16, 1994—Snorkeling

Sunny-partly cloudy in early AM, breezy (windy!)
After charging around for most of our vacation, we decided 

our last full day in Hawaii would be relaxing—snorkel-
ing & beaching. We got up at 8 a.m., got breakfast at the 
Sunrise Café, mailed some things home & walked back to 
meet K & P at our hotel. Then Paul had to rent fins, then 
(despite the previous day’s agreement that we’d pre-breakfast) 
we had to go to the bakery to get K & P breakfast. B & I had 
gotten picnic supplies the night before at Safeway and we still 
had a bottle of Chardonnay.

Our first stop was north at Black Rock Beach near the 
Sheraton—strictly a snorkeling spot that day—it was still 
cloudy & the water was cold. But we saw great fish! Mostly 
smallish, with electric blues & yellows & greens & reds. Also 
anemones in black & red. The water wasn’t absolutely clear, 
but clear enough to see the fish. My prescription mask worked 
very well. I could see above & below very well—that was a big 
thrill for me. One lady on the beach said there was a moray 
eel, but we didn’t see it. Near the surface, long skinny fish 
with a horizontal blue stripe swam in schools. We saw another 
school of fish, while others just poked along on their own.

Because it was cold, we decided to move south stopping 
at MP14 (one of Capt. Nemo’s suggestions), on the roadside 
beach. The beach was dirty & there was lots of noise from cars. 
K didn’t even get out of the car. We continued on, to try the 
beach we couldn’t do the day before—Ulua. It was crowded, 
but lovely, and warm, with just a slight breeze. It is incredible 
how different the weather can be just a few miles south.

Snorkeling at Ulua was great too—some of the same 
fish; some different; all seemed larger than at Black Rock. 

Lots of people were snorkeling—though the water was 
rougher & muckier—sandier & more debris. We sunned 
ourselves, then moved up to the grassy knoll behind the 
beach for lunch—barbecue chicken wings, vegetables & dip, 
cheese & crackers, wine & fresh pineapple. While sitting there, 
Bucky chanted Kinley’s “Jump, whales, jump!” whale calling 
mantra & before too long we saw a jump.

Returning to our hotel, K & I showered & headed out to 
shop before dinner. On our last day in the hotel, K found our 
bathroom door.

All week we had wondered how to close the bathroom door. 
Or rather, where it was. There just wasn’t a door there. Kinley 
saw right away that it was a pocket door! But the handle to 
pull it out was so small and plain we never recognized it as 
such. B & I didn’t need a closing door, so we just forgot about 
it.

 We repaid K & P’s Big Island dinner to us with a dinner at 
the Avalon Restaurant near Front Street.

We packed that night & then B lay down—he didn’t fall 
asleep—he fell into a coma! He’s been doing a lot of driving.
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Day 15: Thursday, March 17, 1994—Return

7:10 p.m. West Coast Time, due at SF at 8:18 p.m.; f lying 
above the clouds & the sun is setting. St. Patrick’s Day.

We got up at 8 a.m., got breakfast at the Sunrise Café, found 
the Healing Stone, looked for the Post Office & checked out. I 
wanted to buy macadamia nuts at a store near the airport. Our 
final moments were a bit unpleasant—when B turned in the 
car, they charged the upgrade to his VISA. He was sure he’d 
paid when we picked up the car, and I remembered that, too. 
But, neither of us asked for a receipt, and the cash payment 
was not noted on the rental form. Apparently the clerk just 
pocketed the cash B gave him and never entered the payment. 
So we got ripped off, with no way to prove otherwise. We’re 
just way too trusting.

On to San Francisco and then home.
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A Theme Emerging

We didn’t plan beforehand to visit many ancient sites in Hawaii, it 
just kind of happened. After the fascinating sites in the Southwest, 
seeing more of such was natural. At least for us!

There were superficial similarities in the petroglyphs and stone 
structures between Hawaii and the southwest, but that was eas-
ily attributable to their both being simple designs. If anything, 
Hawaii’s antiquity was even more basic. 

Yet even in this paradise of weather, abundant food sources and 
possible ease, there were war and places of sanctuary. A sobering 
thought.

Whatever it might mean, antiquity continued to call us.
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