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Traveling America (XV): The Big Island
Getting Started
November 9, 2015
Hello from Your on the Street Reporter. It has been a while since I posted a “Traveling
America” report. Chronic back problems are slowing me down. I cancelled a trip to Albuquerque
for a reunion with my fraternity brothers, a big disappointment on my part. Nonetheless, despite
the wear and tear of age, I will continue to send these reports as conditions permit, and I remain
determined to see my college friends before I kick the bucket.
I am visiting and reporting on the Big Island, formally known as Hawaii. In Traveling
America (VI), I submitted a report on the island. Much of the material was about golf in Hawaii.
Brother Tom, an avid golfer, was my guest. Each day, I would ask Tom what he would like to
do. Visit an active volcano? See majestic waterfalls? Ogle the undulating hips of hula dancers?
Smell roses and leis?
Tom chose none of the above. He opted for golf. In between the rounds, I did succeed in
coaxing Tom to take a helicopter ride over the island. During what was a fantastic trek for me,
Tom was checking out the real estate below, “Look,” he said, “There’s a golf course we haven’t
played yet! Hey pilot, put us down by the clubhouse. We’ll rent some clubs, and you can pick us
up later.”
This story did not take place except in a recurring nightmare I have about playing golf.
Tom graciously acquiesced to the helicopter ride, and we managed to play nine holes after the
helicopter ride. Giving Tom his due, he shot 70 a few weeks ago on a par 72 course rated
70.2/128. Tom will be 80 years old next July. In golfing terms, his performance for that round
translates into what my golfing friends tell me is one of their fantasies. Small wonder I prefer
sightseeing, and Tom prefers golf.
“Gather only those winds that will help you sail,” is good advice to all. The Ancient
Mariner should have heeded those words. He would have had a more pleasant voyage if he had
taken-on a different attitude about traveling. Tom seems to have figured out a way to gather
those very winds and circumvent, at least for a while, the ravages of life.
As for my wind-gathering, during the next few days and in spite of my ailments, my plan
is to circumnavigate the lower two-thirds of the island. It will not be an arduous task. I am
driving a new SUV that is outfitted with more electronic gadgetry than Best Buy’s inventory.
Nonetheless, I have social commitments this coming weekend in Kona, Hawaii, that involve,
among other loved ones, my mother-in-law. She is a stickler for adherence to a schedule.
Knowing her fondness for playing around with Will Maker, I am committed to keeping her
happy, so I will adhere to a schedule.
+++
Figure 1 shows the island of Hawaii.1 The letters in red represent sites I plan to
visit (and in writing this sentence in hindsight, I did visit) The letters in blue represent unplanned
occurrences I encountered during this short excursion---and entered retroactively onto this map
to aid you in following the narrative. There were other unsolicited interactions that I had with
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Courtesy of Google, https://www.google.com/#q=big+island+hawaii.
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people along the way. I have taken the liberty to highlight what I hope will be the more
entertaining and informative of these episodes.

(f)

(d)

(e)
(g)

(a)
(h)
(e)
(b)
(a)

(f)

(c)

(b)
(d)

(c)

Figure 1. A map to chronicle the first part of the trip.

Here is a legend, listed in chronological order, that reflects my visits to the Island (Red text:
planned; blue text: unforeseen).
(a)
(b)
(a)
(b)
(c)
(d)
(e)
(c)
(f)
(g)
(d)
(e)
(f)
(h)

Airport and Hertz
Captain Cook’s Monument
Pu’uhpnua o Honaunau
Coleslaw Heaven
Black Sand Beach
The Volcanoes
The Volcano Tree House Hotel
Home on the range
Hilo
The Akaka Waterfalls
The Palms Cliff House Inn
Waimea
Makaiwa Bay and Hilton
Kailua-Kona
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(a) Airport and Hertz:
I will get this first topic off the table and off my chest. I include the subject to not only
vent a bit, but to offer advice to travelers: Always have a confirmation number. Hertz lost my car
reservation for this trip. I called Hertz twice about why they had not emailed me a confirmation.
They apologized and said it was forthcoming, that they were experiencing computer problems.
Having dealt with Hertz for over forty years, I accepted their explanation and left it alone, as
Hertz had never lost one of my reservations. The truth is, I forgot about following up again. I am
positive I made it as I have in my travel folder “Hertz: awaiting #.”
I showed-up at the Kona, Hawaii airport. In short order: (a) Hertz could not find my
reservation. (b) I was offered one of the last vehicles on the lot: a minuscule Chevrolet
convertible that my large and aging body could hardly enter and exit. (c) The cost for this rental
would be $2,300 for ten days, $230 per day. It was as if I were renting a Mazerati.
Someone had made a mistake, Hertz or me. For this story, who make the mistake is
irrelevant. The blame for this mishap is dwarfed by how Hertz handled it: Exploiting a five
decades-old customer to increase…not a modest fee for a “penalty” for my (supposed)
transgression--- but for penalty fees that would be disgusting to anyone who has an inkling of
fair play. It was as if my loyalty was of no importance. I had no recourse but to rent the Chevy
Camaro and go on my way. I had to get to our condo unit to begin work on meeting a deadline to
one of my business associates. Again, I should have known something was amiss when I failed
to receive the email confirmation. But Hertz should have met me half-way.
After finishing the work for my colleague, I called Hertz to complain. I asked for the
billing department, to whom I explained the story:
- “Sorry, Mr. Black, we can’t help you. We do not receive a record of a rental until the contract
is closed out. We have nothing in our database about this rental.”
- “You have dozens of records in your database about my past rentals. Does that not count for
something?”
- “You are a good customer, but the resolution has to be done with the site that rented the car.”
- “But that’s the very site that charged me the usurious rate in the first place!”
- “Mr. Black, their hands are tied. …Company policy.”
I feel sorry for the thousands of employees who are verbally assaulted every day by irate
customers, because their employers are incompetent, don’t care; and most important: do not have
to stay on a telephone line eight hours a day to listen to their customers chronicle the company’s
ineptness. For this situation, I called Hertz reservations. I rented another car at $366.00 for eight
days. I returned the red roadster and was given a full-sized SUV.
After explaining my situation, I sensed the personnel at the Hertz lot realized I have been
ill-treated because of rigid rules. They went out of their way, while conforming to these rules, to
make amends. I sensed what they were doing as the clerk at the desk did some hand actions with
the men who were getting cars ready. She kept me at the counter by giving me hints about two
sights that tourists did not know much about (explained shortly). All the while, knowing other
customers were queuing up behind me. The result? See the figure below: Just look at the
difference in sizes! It is not surprising I could not fit into the small sports car (Granted I’ve made
my case a bit more accentuated than the actual size of the two cars.)
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The size difference is obvious!

I’m staying with Hertz, not because of their insane customer relationship policies, but
because of their empathetic employees.
Enough! We transcend the bastions of car-rental injustices to take on much loftier ideas.
Well, if not all that lofty, then a bit higher than rental car trivia.
Plans for this Trip
I plan to start at the Kona airport, labeled (a), and take routes 19 and 11 south. Along the
way, I will describe my visits to historical sites and my encounters with natives and tourists, as
indicated by the chronology list following Figure 1.
Unlike some of my previous Traveling America wanderings, I do not have unlimited
time, but enough leeway to allow me to take it easy, and divert from the planned itinerary if I
have an itch to do so. Actually, I only have a schedule for the first two days in order to secure
hotel reservations. After that, I am winging it, even though I know the hotels will stiff me for my
late registrations. After all, Conrad Hilton is rumored to have proclaimed, “There is something
liberating in late registrations.” He did not clarify if this claim was about Conrad himself or
Conrad’s guests.
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Traveling America (XV): The Big Island
Captain Cook, Pu’uhonua o Honaunau,
Coleslaw Heaven

(a)
(b)
(a)
(b)

(a)
(b)
(a)

(b)

Airport and Hertz
Captain Cook’s Monument
Pu’uhpnua o Honaunau
Coleslaw Heaven

Red notations: intended stops; blue: non-planned stops.

November 10, 2015
At last free from Hertz’s car purgatory (a), I took Route 19 south, looking for the Captain
James Cook monument (b). I had known about Captain Cook since my childhood. During the
short drive to his monument, I recalled seeing a movie about the reprisals he levied against the
non-white savages of the Pacific for having the impudence to being savages and, of course, being
non-white. The film showed head hunters eating the enemies they captured, and then stealing
their meals’ former possessions.
It is known that Captain Cook got his goose cooked, and that his bones were stripped of
his soft parts, with the bones taken to a Hawaiian spiritual place. One can only guess if his
enemies were discerning enough to distinguish between a white man’s white meat and a white
man’s dark meat. We shall never know.2 We remain stuck in this enigma:
Many red-blooded Americans and blue-blooded Europeans are puzzled why many
countries on this earth do not look kindly on United States and Europe. Perhaps it has to do with
the “western powers” (the “white tribes”) rapidly decimating and dividing non-white cultures.
These non-white tribes had evolved over eons. Their societies had been in existence for
centuries. Of course, these societies did their own share of decimating and dividing within and
among their tribes. But their schisms tended to be gradual, and it was rare for a division to result
in splitting a people who had long-held a tradition of homogeneous ethnicity.
I do not mean to over-simplify this issue. Sunnis and Shias are Muslim, yet they abhor
each other, and can kill at a moment’s notice (or no notice at all). Some Catholics consider
Baptists as heretics. Some Baptists consider Catholics as apostolates.
2

The history of Hawaiian cannibalism is contradictory and mixed. Most sources of any import claim that if it
occurred, it was rare. In view of the Captain’s surname and his skin color, this part of the essay makes light of a dark
subject.
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Yet the serious blood-letting of our race usually occurs between tribes who are different
from one another. It is surprising British naval Captain James Cook was not killed earlier by the
Hawaiians. He already had two strikes against him. He was white: strike one. In 1779, he and his
men were quarreling with Hawaiians at Kealakekua Bay: strike two. In February of that year,
Captain Cook decided to kidnap the king of the region (King Ali’i nui) to assert the authority of
the British crown: strike three. Displaying the chutzpah that went hand-in-hand with British
arrogant imperialism, the man actually marched into the king’s village, grabbed the king by his
hand and led him away toward his ship! That, my friend, takes cheek.
Speaking of cheek, in this situation, the natives did not turn their other cheek. As in many
times in history, women saved the day. The king’s wives protested so much that the Hawaiians
took matters into their hands, killing Cook and four other British military men.
This account is generally accepted by historians. However, there does remain one point
of contention: Some witnesses say Captain Cook’s goose was cooked with a blow to his head by
a coconut. The other account is that a club brought him down. After his falling prey to a coconut
or club, take your pick, all accounts agree he was then stabbed. I prefer the coconut theory. It’s
more in keeping the noble savage reputation: Don’t kill with a primitive club, kill with a humble
(and noble) coconut.
Across the Bay. The warmhearted Hertz clerk at the Kona airport told me I could not get
to the Captain Cook monument easily. Joining a tour or renting a boat offered the best options.
Otherwise, it was about an hour-long hike from a main road. She also said if I did manage to get
there, it would likely not be worth the effort. The monument was ill-kept and infrequently
visited. Who could argue, or for that matter, disagree? Captain Cook abused the Hawaiians. He
attempted to kidnap their king, an act akin to the king coming aboard an English empire navy
vessel, grabbing Cook by the collar and saying,
“You’re coming ashore!” If I were a British sailor
witnessing the scene, I’d be heaving coconuts and
cannon balls at the king’s head.
Anyway, following the advice from the Hertz
employee, I found the other side of Kealakekua Bay,
which offered a view of the monument, as seen in
Figure 2. There it stands, obscure and alone, testament
to the vacuity and destructiveness of British
imperialism and the amazing tolerance of the Hawaiian
Figure 2. Captain Cook’s Monument.
people for not tearing down this icon to hubristic
colonization.
After visiting the monument from afar, I googled it to discover it had received many
positive comments…about the bay’s beauty and snorkeling delights, not about Cook.
(a) Pu’uhpnua o Honaunau National Historical Park
You will not be disappointed with the Pu’uhpnua o Honaunau National Historical Park. It
commemorates one of the residences of former ali’I (royal chiefs). The area has a massive lava
rock wall that separated the royal grounds from an area reserved for defeated enemy warriors and
other people who had violated kapu (sacred laws). The bay offered shelter for canoe launchings
and landings. With fresh water and ample fish nearby, it was used by kings and prisoners alike
for centuries. It was a safe haven for anyone. Laws forbid blood to be shed there. Even if
Uyless Black 2015
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someone had broken a law, if they managed to swim or paddle to this shore, they were safe,
protected by resident priests, wooden statues, and the spirits of departed kings. However, they
were not allowed to stay at the sanctuary indefinitely. Eventually, they were absolved of their
misdeeds by the priests and sent on their way.
Figure 3 shows a reconstruction of a temple and mausoleum used to store the bones of the
chiefs. It is estimated the bones of 23 ali’i were kept there.

Figure 3. The temple/mausoleum.

In front of the reconstructed temple are two hale o Keawe
(wooden images) shown here. They stood watch over the building and
the bones of their former leaders. Parts of the lava rock wall can be
seen behind the temple, which is ten feet high and seventeen feet
thick. Commoners were not allowed to go inside the royal grounds. If
they even cast a shadow within the grounds, they might be put to
death. Keep an eye on the sunset, Horace. Your shadow is getting longer. Behind this wall can
be found remnants of other dwellings, a fresh water well, and a pond that held fish to be eaten
later by the kings and their families.
Figure 4 represents a reconstruction (one-half scale) of
the framework of the main temple. It is constructed with wood
(mainly bamboo) that is tied together with coconut fiber. I
looked around for a Park Service guide to enquire how the kings
and their bones got into the building but found no one available.
In 1819, King Kamehameha II abolished the traditional
Hawaiian customs associated with religion. The temples, such as
Pu’uhpnua o Honaunau, eventually fell into disrepair and were
abandoned. The king himself considered converting to
Christianity but would not give up a cadre of wives or his love
of alcohol. Further complicating matters was the fact that his
favorite wife was his half-sister, a new take on “kissin’ cousins.”
Figure 4. Model of the temple.

In the early 20th century, Pu’uhpnua o Honaunau became a county park, and in 1961, it
was established as a National Historical Park. It is worth taking time to visit.
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(b) Coleslaw Heaven
As you leave Pu’uhpnua o Ho
Honaunau, the side road from the park will end at Route 11.
At this intersection sits the Kona Coffeehouse and Café, as seen in Figure 5.
It was nearing noon. The
Pu’uhpnua o Honaunau national park, as
interesting as it was, offered nothing in the
way to eat. The truth is, I had been looking
for a bowl of turtle soup. …Don’t get
upset. I’m fond of turtles, likely, just as
you are. I am also fond of lambs, but I
savor lamp chops. It’s a simple Darwinian
truism: Someone has to be the eater and
someone has to be the eatee.
Figure 5. A fine place to stop.

I was having no luck these
ese past few days in finding a restaurant that served turtle soup.
After several enquiries,
es, I learned that turtle soup had been taken off
café menus because of the successful lobbing of the SPIT, aan
acronym for the Society for the Prevention of Ingesting Turtles
Turtles. The
society’s motto is “When in doubt
doubt, SPIT it out!”
I should have guessed about
out the respected status that turtles
hold for Hawaiians. One of the first paeans to wildlife I came across
was a statue paying tribute to turtles, as shown to the right.
As an aside, I have never had turtle soup
soup. As a child living
on a ranch in New Mexico, I considered turtles to be my wards. In
my view, eating anything composed of a turtle would be akin to
eating my own kin. I would do it if I were, say, in the Donner Party
and about to kick the bucket. But then, up in the mountains of the
high Sierra,
ra, there would be no turtles, so I would have to content
myself with other pickings.
Anyway, I asked the waitress for a grilled chicken sandwich
and a glass of tea. Off she went to the kitchen. Off I went to take in
the scenery at the patio behind the ca
café,, as seen here. Nothing fancy. Clean. Organized. Quiet.
Peaceful. No 3, 4, or 5 stars to rate the place. Paris
Paris-trained
trained cooks would be as rare at this cafe as
the bloody liver they cook for their unwary diners.
I was served a fine meal of chicken breast and rice.. But it was the coleslaw that stopped
me in my tracks.. I had never tasted such delicious coleslaw. Somewhat sweet, yet a little bitter.
No mayonnaise: coleslaw sacrilege
sacrilege! I asked the waitress if she made the coleslaw.
eslaw. She smiled
and said no. I asked for seconds.
On my out of the cafe,, a gentleman stopped me:
- “How was your meal?”
- Reporter,
eporter, “It was delicious. T
The coleslaw was special. Are you the owner of this place?”
place
- Owner, “Yes, and we get comments about our coleslaw every day. I often eat a plate of it by
itself.”
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- Reporter, “Care to share the recipe?”
- Owner, “Sure, it’s…” [This story is interrupted to inform readers that this reporter recently
conducted research (this evening, as it so happened) on copyrighting recipes. Under certain
conditions, they can be copyright protected.]
- Reporter, “Is it copyrighted?”
- Owner, “Ha! No, we share it with everyone.” [This story is interrupted again to inform
readers that I have borrowed this recipe from the Kona Coffeehouse & Café. Therefore, this
recipe is being held in secret until  pending becomes  granted.]
The owner and I talked for a while about how much we liked the TV reality show,
“Chopped.” I bid farewell, eager to find an Internet hotspot to file a copyright for a certain
recipe. I asked him if he liked the show, “Shark Tank.” He said no. He joked that he loved shark
meat and did not care for the reference to the humans being sharks.
I was tempted to ask his opinion about turtle soup, but I had some business to attend to.
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Traveling America (XV): The Big Island
Black Sand Beach, the Volcanoes,
Volcano Tree House Hotel

(e)

(d)

(c)

(c)
(d)
(e)

Black Sand Beach
Volcanoes
Volcano Tree House Hotel

Red notations: intended stops; blue: non-planned stops.

November 11, 2015
Satisfied with a fine lunch and a money-making copyright tip, I headed south, then east,
then northeast on Highway 11. I was eager to see the Black Sand Beach for the first time and to
revisit volcanoes. I was also intrigued about my website-based reservation for a room (?) at the
Volcano Tree House Hotel. How can a tree house be a room? Maybe a hut, but that idea was
based on my youth when a neighborhood kid’s dad built him a tiny tree “house.” At this stage in
my life, I wanted hot water and other amenities. Curiosity got the best of me, and I decided to
reserve a “room” for the night at this hotel.
Before moving on, I must come clean before I forget my put-ons in the last report. The
owner of the Kona Coffeehouse & Café did give me the recipe for the coleslaw, and I joked that
he should copyright it, but we both laughed it off. We did trade jokes about “Chopped” and
Shark Tank,” and he is not fond of the latter, which I prefer the former.
As you likely know, I did not and will not file a copyright claim for his coleslaw recipe.
As they say south of the German border, Je tire de votre chaîne. (I’m pulling your chain.) Of
course, using the French language assumes French will continue to be the language of choice in
France. Meanwhile, the Islamic extremists vow to make good on their promise to transform
European nations to Muslim caliphates. The first wave of immigrants (first generation) will be
forever thankful. The second generation? See recent killings of cartoonists and Paris bombings.
But who knows? The French-speaking population is slowly diminishing, courtesy of beltbomb-bombers. It may come down to my joking about pulling your chain will be rendered as
'ana sahb silsilat alkhass bik,the Arabic translation of the chain yanking joke.
However, for a while, and to keep the current headlines out of this story, the coleslaw
recipe will be kept secret, if for no other reason than to keep you reading. Nonetheless, after
watching the news this week of the bombings in Europe, writing satirical reports about travel
seems trivial. Nonetheless, satire is one of the best defenses against non-satire. That gem of
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wisdom was rumored to have been written by none other than the bard of satire, John-Paul
Satire. So, off we go again.
I had traveled this part of Hawaii three times. This fourth drive did not seem repetitive or
boring. The landscape is diverse and beautiful. But one note of caution: If you are the sort of
driver who thinks I had lost my marbles for trading the sleek Camaro for the stodgy Honda SUV,
driving around the Big Island might not be your cup of tea. Almost all the roads are two-lane,
with double lines in the middle of them. About eighty percent of the highways I am traversing
post speed limits between 35-50 mph. For those rare fast lanes, signs also state a driver is
required to maintain a minimum speed of 40 mph.
I like the pace on this trip. It suits my mood. Much of the time I have been driving
through rain and fog. Coming from the dry, arid plains of New Mexico, I could not have asked
for better weather. To accentuate the tranquility of my trip so far, the cool and drizzly weather
conditions are keeping the traffic down.
An old saying goes something like this: Seek peace and pursue it. (If only we humans
would take that advice to heart.) I am in the midst of mists of stillness and serenity, in the
enviable position of having peace pursue me. Consider the photos in Figure 6. It surely must at
least be partially true, that peace is not just a state of mind, it is also the place of one’s location.
As I take-in these wonders, I thank the location gods who have deposited me on the Big Island
and instead of Long Island. No offence intended to Long Islanders, but the photos in Figure 6
speak for themselves.

Figure 6. Peaceful landscapes on the Big Island.

(c) Black Sand Beach
I was eager to visit the Black Sand Beach. Three times before, I had passed it by, but this
time I had time to check it out. As seen in Figure 7, it seems almost unreal, so out of keeping
with what we think of beach sand: pristine, white tiny pebbles.
For some reason, sea turtles like this beach.
Several years ago, I came across a picture of a turtle
going about its business of crawling onto the shore from
the sea, oblivious to the human activity around it. Nor
did the humans interfere with the turtle. Each gave the
other passageway.
I also read that the beach is fed by a large
underground fresh water river. The story has been told
that many years ago, in times of dry spells, Hawaiians
would get their fresh water by diving underneath the
Figure 7. A black sand beach.
waves, feeling their way toward cold water, then open a
container to force the water to flow into a specially-designed flagon.
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I stopped for a while to take in this scene. Standing next to me were two couples; like me,
gray panthers with white hair. We each bid a hello and talked about the unusual vista we had
before us.
- First in party, “Where in the world did all this black sand come from?”
- Second in party, “It came from the volcanoes.”
- First in party, “Volcanoes erupt with lava. Just look around you.”
- I could not pull myself away from standing closer to the two couples as
they stood on the beach holding black sand in their hands, as I was doing:
- Third in party informed first in party that the sand was at one time, rock,
black rock, as in lava rock. But the constant pounding of the waves rendered the massive lava
boulders into tiny grains of sand.
- First in party, “Well, it looks dirty to me. Look, my tennis shoes are black!”
I moved on and kept my tongue. I am not comfortable with people who associate black
with negative images, but then I have a personal stake in the matter. I left the pristine-clean
Black Sand Beach, eager to visit once again the Mauna Loa and Kilauea volcanoes.
(d) Volanoes
During my travels across this earth, I am invigorated by its wonders. Having been
privileged to visit Niagara Falls, the Grand Canyon, the Great Wall of China, and other marvels,
I remain in awe of their grandeur. To this day, I replay videos and view photos of my visits to
those places. In later times of my life, I will have these memories that will, in a sense, prolong
those past moments and in so-doing, prolong my life.
The same fascination holds true for earth’s volcanoes. During the helicopter ride that
Tom and I took a few years
ago, we passed-over huge
calderas containing red-hot
lava that in the past, had
flowed downhill toward the
sea, as noted in (d) of the
master map. For this visit,
there was no active lava flow.
Before striking-off to
explore the volcanoes and
trails, I paid a call to a local
trading post to buy some post
cards. The store is located
next to a National Parks
Visitors Center shown at the
top of the photo in Figure 8.
Notice the white line running
Figure 8. Part of the park.
east and west across the map.
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It is Route 11, an extension of Route 19 running down the west side of the island. The yellow
line denotes the Chain of Craters road. As seen, it runs from the crater down to the Pacific
Ocean.
Flora and Fauna. The building houses a small museum. One of the exhibits is a stuffed
feral pig, seen in Figure 9. This animal is not indigenous to the Hawaiian Island chain. Before
humans began bringing in other creatures, the Hawaiian Hoary Bat was the only native mammal.
By the 1980s, as many as 75 pigs occupied each square mile of the rain forest parts of the Big
Island. They were decimating flowers, birds, and other indigenous wildlife.
A program was established to fence-in and eventually isolate the pigs. They were
substantially reduced, with the result that birds have returned and the once depleted plants have
recovered and are now at full bloom.
The entire chain of the Hawaiian Islands
must deal continuously with the invasion of
foreign species. According to some brown-skin
Hawaiians, that includes their white-skinned
counterparts. As best I can tell, these cultures
get along, but they do not exude much affection
toward each other. Who can blame them? The
whites killed many Hawaiians, and the browns
killed Cook. Animosities die hard. Just look on
the other side of the globe for the cousinly
relationship between the Muslims’ Sunnis and
Shias.
Figure 9. Public enemy to indigenous wildlife.

I was not surprised when I came across another project built by the Civilian Conservation
Corps (CCC). Here is a sign posted outside the visitors’ center:

I had lunch at the Volcano Hotel. I enquired about renting a room there, but was told the
place is booked up in advance for months. To see why, Figure 10 is a view of a volcano crater
seen from my table at the restaurant. The same view is available from the hotel rooms located on
the floor above the restaurant.
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While taking in the scene, I pictured myself looking out my hotel window before turning
in for the night. My thoughts would have been: If that volcano is not active, then where is that
smoke coming from? Sleep tight.
Even though the volcano is not spewing
lava, it is still active. Geologists keep a continuous
watch on the region. They claim they can predict
within days when the volcanoes in the area will
erupt again. Do those days include nights? I was
content with the idea of staying a few miles from
the smoke coming from that cone.
On my way out of the hotel, I stopped-off at
the curio shop. Having long-since cured myself of
addiction to T-shirts, I occasionally need a
substitute, something akin to a cigarette smoker
having a desire to chew gum or suck on lollipops.
Maybe it was the time of year, or maybe the
location, but like a nicotine rush, I had to have
Figure 10. View from the hotel.
something of lava. But not just ordinary lava. After
all, lava was all over the place. Like a T-shirt addict
or an alcoholics anonymous cast-off, I had an insatiable need for a lava rock ring. And not just
any lava rock ring, the rock on the ring had to be polished.
I pushed myself to the front of the tourist queue, casting aside trivial buyers of
halfhearted replicas of miniature volcanoes and feeble statues of sea turtles:
- Clerk, “Sir, you just broke a hand-carved lava back-scratcher.”
- “No matter, I’ll pay for it. Where are your lava rings?”
- Bemusement, if capable of showing on a face, showed on the clerk’s face, “We have not sold
lava rings for over thirty years. They went out with Cher’s nose.”
- “OK, but I need a lava fix. Is there anything in the store that’s lava?”
- “Besides the back scratchers, we have some lava bracelets…souvenirs for the little ones
(innuendo ignored). There they are, behind you on the rack.”
- “Are the rocks polished?...Never mind. Any rock in a storm. How much.”
- “$6.95 plus tax.”
- “Done, thank you.”
- “Next please.”
In the enthusiasm to tell you this story, I did not push my way to the front of the queue at
this store. While there was a line of customers holding stuffed volcanoes and painted plates of
red-hot lava, they and I waited patiently to be sequentially exploited for our associated curio
store addictions.
However, I did inform the clerk I needed a lava fix (as a joke, to which he grinned), and
a polished lava rock ring. He no longer stocked lava rock rings, so he sold me a lava rock
bracelet, as mentioned. It consists of rounded fragments of lava, as seen in Figure 11. Hm. They
may even be polished.
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So, here I find myself,, standing on an entire minimini
continent of lava,, billions upon billions of lava lumps the
size of my bracelet pieces rest underneath my feet. I
actually bought parts of the most abundant element on the
Figure 11.
Big Island. Supply and demand
emand along with Milton Friedman
are turning over in their graves.
In my defense, the other patrons at the curio shop
were purchasing equally artless artifacts. But not you?
You’re immune to indiscriminate discretionary spending?
Okay, two examples: Have you ever bought a bottle of
water for four dollars when water was available for free?
Ever bought a cup of coffee for $3.85
$3.85? None of that phony bottled water for me. Same
S
goes for
four-dollar
dollar coffee. I’m standing on trillions of tons of lava rock, but none of it polished.
Earth’s Interiors and Exteriors
The drive on the Chain of Craters Road takes about an hour each way at a leisurely pace.
It is a trip through what seems to be another world, yet it is the very composition of much of the
world on which we live.. It is a humbling experience. It quickly displaces my trivial exchanges
about cabbage and lava rocks.
Through earthquakes and volc
volcanoes, our earth lets us know about its composition,
composition about
the foundations on which we live
live. Earthquakes create sudden movements of earth,
earth often resulting
in massive chasms that last for centuries.
An earthquake exposes its innards to earth’s inhabitants. Knowingly
ingly or unknowingly,
take your pick about Mother Nature
Nature; it lets us know how insignificant our lives are. As we go
about our trivial transactions of selecting salads and bracelets, gigantic impersonal tectonic plates
are shifting below us, ultimately to act as indifferent directors of our very existence. We hope we
shalll not see these final acts, but those who follow us will.
Of course, the Big Island owes its existence to volcanoes, but the story about the Black
Sand Beach emphasizes the role the se
sea plays in its history. For now, we return to the story of the
volcano.
Nature’s
’s largest mouth, the caldera
caldera, heaves earth’s insides onto earth’s surface,
surface a throwup of epic proportions. Unlike
ike the earthquake
earthquake, which shows the inside of itself by splitting apart,
the volcano regurgitates its innards but keeps its guts closed to our eyes. Dep
Depending
ending on one’s
view of nature,
ature, these tremors, other than being natural phenomena, instruct us as to how
immense the earth is, of how colossal is its interior, of how unfriendly its core is to its exterior.
What an exquisite contest
contest. The hostile interior of earth’s rock-melting
melting heat encounters an
equally hostile exterior of frigid waves of sea water. The two meet halfway, at least in the sense
of a centuries-long stand-off.
off. Gradually, they accommodate each other. Flowers and trees grow
on lava. Sand pebbles, black from their DNA, ebb and flow in accordance with the ocean tides.
Eventually, external earth adoptss lava as part of its landscape, and lava adapts itself to its new
terrain.
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The Chain of Craters Road
Figure 8 above shows the Chain of Craters road (again, the yellow line in Figure 8). As I
drove down, then up the road, I could hardly comprehend the immense expanse of the lava
fields. Figure 10 shows a small area of the field, with the ocean in the far background at the top
of the photo. The terrain meeting the sea encompassed several miles across the picture. But then,
the entire island of Hawaii is one big chunk of lava, so why was this vista attracting so many
sightseers? The National Park Service likely understood this view would help the tourist grasp
the scope and power of volcanoes. The Hawaiians of old times---even some modern people--thought/think of volcanoes as spiritual miracles.
To which
supposedly erudite
critics have replied:
Nature does not
create miracles. It is
our ignorance of
nature that conjures
up miracles. I
straddle the fence: I
believe nature is a
miracle unto itself.
Easily explained
volcanoes are not
miracles, but they
remain in my mind
Figure 10. A small part of the lava field.
as awesome forces
of nature. Until I or
anyone else comes to understand dark matter, dark energy, infinite space, and black holes, nature
will remain miraculous to me.
On a lighter level, while taking-in this huge lava lea, I was also reading a National Park
Service plaque about the flow. Two other tourists joined me to read the tablet. We exchanged
greetings and made some light comments. I made an observation about my wonderment of the
place.
-

-

Reporter, “The amount of lava is hard to imagine.”
Tourist One, “Yes, and to think it came from volcanoes that are miles away.”
Reporter, “Do you have volcanoes in your country?”
Tourist Two responded in a slightly huffy manner, “What makes you think we are not from
America?” They were of dark skin countenance.
“You’re not wearing baseball caps.”
Tourists One and Two, “Ha! Good one,” as they began to check-out the other tourists. The
majority of the men had baseball caps on their heads.
Getting into the spirit of this anthropological analysis, Tourist One said, “Look, there’s
another foreigner,” as he nodded toward a bare-headed man.
+++
“Where are you two from?”
“Canada, but originally Pakistan.”
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-

-

“Have you heard about sinkholes?”
“Yes, we have them in Canada.”
Reporter, “Have you heard about the Hawaiian Sinkhole Saga?”
Seemingly leery from my baseball cap put-on, they slowly replied no.
Reporter, “Take this island, for example. It’s essentially lava that came from far down in the
earth.”
“Yes?”
“Well, the sinkhole theorists say the Big Island’s existence has left a gigantic sinkhole
underneath the sea. Eventually they claim nature will sort of reverse-engineer itself, and
Hawaii will disappear back to where it came from.”
Tourist Two, “Ha! We have those crazies up in Canada, too. They claim the fracking going
on along the U.S.-Canadian border will result in hundreds of sinkholes.”
Reporter, “Maybe parts of Canada will slide into the U.S.”
“Or vice-versa.”
Reporter, “Yeah, reverse imperialism. By the way, some of the conspiracy folks down here in
America are going bare-headed.”
Tourists, increasingly leery, “Why?”
“So they won’t be targeted by resident anti-American terrorists.”
“And you’re not wearing a baseball cap!”
“True. It makes me feel safer when I drive by one of our public schools.”
Tourist One, “Are you sure you’re an American?”
“Catch my drawl?”
“Yes, from the south?”
“Southwest, I’m a typical grousing citizen, but I’m glad to be living in America, and not
most other parts of the world.”
“How about Canada?”
“Too many foreigners.”
They looked at me in puzzlement. “What do you mean?”
Haven’t you heard the joke about Americans? They complain they don’t like to travel to
foreign countries because there are too many foreigners there.”

We had another laugh as we exchanged
business cards and parted company---a refreshing
interlude with intelligent and engaging people.
But then, I’ve found practically everyone is
engaging if you initiate the engagement. Start-off
with a smile. It disarms the most intractable
sourpuss.
On my way back up the Chain of Craters
road, and then out of the park, I came across
scenes such as that shown in Figure 11. There is
a lot of earth’s former interior now resting on
Figure 11. Another view: up the road.
parts of its exterior. That lava did not come from
Mars. Anyway, I heard the Hawaiian Sinkhole Saga joke over thirty years ago from a business
partner while we were at a conference in Honolulu...sitting in a bar drinking rum and Cokes. It
seemed funnier at that bar then, than it did today. Must have been those Cokes.
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As I was driving over this astonishing landscape, my thoughts turned a bit more serious,
and the thought occurred to me that I wished I had taken more courses in geology to have a
better appreciation of the Big Island. I also recalled those times when, as a child, I read about
volcanoes in National Geographic while waiting to see the local doctor.

Figure 12. Changing landscape.

The Landscape Changes
Referring to the master map, after leaving, the
volcanoes (d), I headed for a place to spend the night. The
terrain began to change. While I was still immersed in lava,
as seen in Figure 12, the landscape had more trees and other
plants. As mentioned, the night before, I had done some
surfing to look for sleeping quarters for tonight. Some of the
places were fully booked, such as the Volcano Hotel.

(e) The Volcano Tree House Hotel
I found a website that advertised the Volcano Tree House Hotel (see (e) on the map). I
had come across articles and advertisements about hotel rooms that were built into trees. I
assumed the name of the hotel meant the accommodation would be in a tree. Granted, the
pictures on the website did not appear all that arboreal, but it was worth a try, and I am not a
persistent shopper for much of anything. In hindsight, I do know I could have found a polished
lava rock ring, but my wife already had a wedding ring, so why bother? Besides, the Volcano
Tree House Hotel is located in Volcano City, a further enticement to a tourist.
- Friend of reporter, “Any interesting places to stay on that part of the island?”
- Reporter, knowing the word volcano has a special effect on most humans, especially after
seeing the millionth special effects movie on the catastrophes wrought by spewing ash and
flowing melted rock, “Yes, in Volcano City, at the Volcano Tree House Hotel.”
- Friend, “Tree house?”
- “Yep, in the middle of an island of lava, there is a rain forest, in which is located Volcano
City. At this city (with no city limit signs or other helpful hints, such as “You have just
passed the virtual city of Volcano City) resides a hotel nestled into the branches of gigantic
rain forest trees.”
- “In the trees!?”
- “Yes, that’s why the hotel is called the Volcano Tree House Hotel.”
- “Awesome.”
- “Just like volcanoes.”
After stopping at a gas station (no luck) and then a Thai food restaurant to obtain
directions to the hotel, I meandered my way to actually find the place. I pulled up to the hotel.
There, I passed by a building with a sign advertising the hotel, as seen in Figure 13(a). Hm, the
sign was positioned over what looked like a former garage door. OK, more to see.
I then passed by the tree house that was to be my room for the night, as shown in Figure
13(b). Looking at the positive side of life, it was safely grounded.
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(a)

(b)

(c)

Figure 13. Volcano Tree House Hotel.

The hotel owner greeted me:
- Reporter, “How did you come to name your hotel the Volcano Tree House Hotel? I’m
standing on level ground.”
- Inn keeper, “You’ll see when you go the second floor, that’s where you’ll sleep.”
- Reporter, “But this floor is where I will be spending my waking hours and not in a tree.”
- Inn keeper, who ignores my comments, “By the way, the Wi-Fi is weak here. Also, please do
not wear your shoes or boots inside the unit. Leave the kitchen as you found it, else there is a
fifty dollar fee for clean up. Breakfast is part of the plan. But breakfast is not served here. It’s
down the way at our other facility.”
After listening to the directions from the dorm proctor, I brought in my baggage, took off
my shoes, then thought about fresh fish for dinner…but there I remained. This part of the Big
Island experiences a lot of rain fall. It was late in the afternoon. A torrential rain was coming
down. I had been on the road for a while. I am relatively hearty but not young. I did not have the
heart to try to find the Thai restaurant. I had before me a complete kitchen, admittedly with
warnings of usage that would scare Julia Child, but I had brought in nothing to cook.
Thanks to the females in my life, Holly, my mom-in-law, and Milli, (dog Milli being an
exception, as she contends for my food stuff), they had insisted that I take a paper bag filled with
fruit, cheese, crackers, Snicker bars, and a bottle of wine. I told them there were likely scores of
eateries along the way. Thus, the food was unnecessary. Being females, they used their
genetically endowed intuitions to insist that I would need a set of provisions to sustain me as I
foraged out of our condominium to take on volcanoes and feral pigs.
Cutting to the present: I’ve just finished as good a meal as can be had in a non-tree tree
house, volcano tree house hotel room: Camembert, fresh tangerines, crackers, Pinot Grigio, and a
Snickers bar. The Wi-Fi is almost non-existent. The rain attenuates what is likely already a weak
signal. It does not matter. I’m headed for upstairs and to bed, ready and eager to sleep to an
incessantly pounding rain storm. I had very little experience with rain in my early life and like
any deprived human, I long for what I have never had. Taking a bit of license with Gene Kelly,
“I’m Sleeping in the Rain.”
In the morning, I wake up and take a look at the scenery from my second story balcony,
as seen in Figure 13(c). Fair enough, it does look a bit like being in a tree house. Inn keeper, if
you will fix the Wi-Fi and not make me leery of dirtying a spoon or lighting-up the oven, I’ll be
back.
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Traveling America (XV): The Big Island
Home on the Range, Hilo, the Akaka Waterfalls,
and the Plams Cliff House Hotel
November 12, 2015
I left the tree house early this morning, skipping a breakfast site that I would have had to
locate somewhere in a rain forest. Yesterday, the innkeeper informed me I was due a breakfast at
his bed and breakfast hotel, but not where I was staying. Directions: “It’s located a few blocks
from here.” I was eager to continue the trip around this entrancing island and not spend time
searching for the other place. My itinerary was to at least make it to the Akaka Waterfalls. This
part of the trip is shown here:

(d)
(g)

(f)

(c)

(c)
(f)
(g)
(d)

Home on the range
Hilo
The Akaka Waterfalls
The Palms Cliff House Inn

Red notations: intended stops; blue: nonplanned stops.

The highway from the volcanoes to the city of Hilo is two-lane with speed limits around
35 to 45 mph. Still, I was in no hurry. I had only a short drive to the Akaka Waterfalls. I planned
to stop in Hilo, the largest city on the island, then to Akaka. Afterwards, to another hotel, which
was another shot-in-the-dark: the Palms Cliff House Inn. I discarded the notion of finding a hotel
situated on cliffs with palm trees hanging around. Commercial websites often weave inaccurate
webs about themselves.
I had settled in for a slow, pleasant
drive toward Hilo, as seen in Figure 14.
The previous days and nights of heavy rain
seemed to have cut down vehicle traffic, or
perhaps the commercial traffic of 18wheelers was not allowed on this road. In
any case, I was once again ensconced in a
tranquil part of the world, with no
Figure 14. The drive to Hilo.
mercantile buildings or vehicles to spoil
the scenery. It was as if the Hawaiian tourist bureau could read my mind.
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Had I some foresight, I would have brought along a CD of Don Ho’s music. I have long
enjoyed this musician (of Hawaiian, Chinese, and Portuguese descent, he passed away in 2007)
and wished I could listen to his music on this drive. Ho combined western pop with Hawaiian
ukulele themes. As I made my way down the highway, I started humming and trying to
remember this song:
♫♪♪♫
Tiny bubbles
In the wine
Make me happy
Make me feel fine
Tiny bubbles
Make me warm all over
With a feeling that I'm gonna
Love you till the end of time
So here's to the golden moon
And here's to the silver sea
And mostly here's a toast
To you and me
So here's to the ginger lei
I give to you today
And here's a kiss
(words & music by Leon Pober)
More Mammals!
I was more or less asleep at the wheel, silently singing those parts of the “Tiny Bubbles”
song that I could recall. Suddenly, I passed by a buffalo and a Texas longhorn. Imagine my
surprise. I was under the impression all mammals except the Hawaiian Hoary Bat were not
allowed (except for fenced-in cattle). I turned the car around to check out what I thought might
have been a senior moment of optical illusion. I saw what I thought I saw. See Figure 15.

Figure 15. Competition with the feral pig.
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The two animals were standing side-to-side, apparently awaiting their fate, to be
determined by a future purchaser. I did not like their chances. Feral pigs have not fared very well
here. Some people like pork at their luaus. Buffalo burgers and T-bones might be in the offing at
a café in Hilo someday. Or perhaps the For Sale sign was advertising the pasture and not the
animals.
During this interlude, who should appear before me but that master of ballads, Bob
Dylan. As many readers know, Bob and I have engaged in assorted conversations and songfests
for several years:
- “Hello, Bob. I had been singing along with Don Ho. All of a sudden, I encountered a buffalo
and a Texas Longhorn. I thought I was dreaming.”
- Bob, “Well, you’re dreaming now dude. That’s why I’m here. So, what brings me up in your
mind?”
- “I was thinking you might compose a ballad to commemorate the scene before me. See it?”
- Bob, “Yeah. Far out. A buffalo and a Texas Long Horn. You’re not delusional dude, at least
not about those critters. I can’t speak for other times when you are not conjuring me up.”
(Bob uses folksy words, such as “critters,” to keep him tied to the country roots where he was
born in Duluth, Minnesota.)
- “Good, I was worried for a moment or two. If I can conjure-up you, maybe…”
- “Yeah. I understand. Conjuring is my strong point. Anyway, what’s on your agenda?”
- “Would you mind singing a ballad about a buffalo and a steer who live in a pasture in
Hawaii, but with a bit of Don Ho thrown in? Maybe include some sea turtles and feral pigs?”
- “Sure!”…as Bob fires up his guitar and vocal cords:
♫♪♪♫
Oh, give me a home where the buffalo roam,
where the steer and sea turtle play.
Where seldom is heard a discouraging word,
‘cause these critters don’t know what to say.
Home, home on the range,
where the feral pig used to hold sway.
Just give me a home, where the sea turtle roams,
And the skies are often cloudy all day.
I gave my silent thanks to Bob, as he faded from the scene, and I made my way to Hilo.
(f) Hilo
Hilo is the largest city on the Big Island. It overlooks Hilo Bay, and as the master map
indicates, it is close to Mauna Loa and Mauna Kea volcanoes (with Mauna Loa shown in the
background in Figure 16.3) Its first human inhabitants were from Polynesia and arrived around
1100 AD. Thus, Hilo is older than the oldest foreigner-established city in North America, St.
Augustine, Florida.
3

Courtesy of Wikipedia. I did not have time to take a boat into the bay for taking such a lovely photo. I support
Wikipedia and am a monetary contributor. It should be used with caution. If you use it for a factual source, go to the
relevant footnote. Find the original source and verify it…then use it, if appropriate.
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I drove around the city for a while, walked a
few streets, and noticed a couple museums in the
downtown area. After this morning’s encounters
with a buffalo and steer, and my concerts with Don
and Bob, I was running short of time if I wanted to
see the Akaka Waterfalls before the day grew late.
So I kept my visit short and stopped at a local grill
for a quick late lunch.
An old saying goes, “Don’t judge a book by
its cover.” And don’t judge a restaurant by its front,
or for that matter its interior. There’s a limit, of
Figure 16. The bay of Hilo.
course. Some places that are run-down serve rundown food. Nonetheless, in these Traveling America series stories, I have had many pleasant
experiences by choosing off-the-wall cafes, especially in lieu of the fast food chains.
Today I stopped at a local diner. The front did not look all that enticing, nor did the inside
of the place, but a sign proclaimed that the Kiwanis Club met and ate there. The Kiwanis are
alive and thriving, which was good enough for me. Besides, nothing ventured, nothing to eat. I
went inside. There, I asked the waitress if they had any fresh fish. In the past, I had developed
the habit of ordering Mahimahi without considering any other offerings.
My reasoning is scientifically and academically based: I like the Hawaiian sound of
Mahimahi. OK, I savor its taste and texture, and I’ve only recently learned how to spell
Mahimahi because I looked it up in a dictionary a few moments ago. The spellings vary,
depending on the dictionary or menu you are consulting. Some use Mahimahi; others use Mahi
mahi; others use Mahi Mahi. Thankfully, all are pronounced the same.
-

With hope, my initial question was followed with, “I hope you have some fresh Mahimahi.”
Waitress, “Not today, but we do have fresh Ono.”
“Ono?”
“Yes, you may know it as Wahoo. …I just had some. I recommend it.”
“OK.” I discovered the restaurant not only had a fine cook, but it also chose fine fish. It
would be difficult to mis-cook Ono. Its flavor and texture are almost immune from wrongfryings. Give it a go, if you have a chance. If you like delicate white fish, you will love Ono.
By the way, the word ono is the Hawaiian word for delicious.

(g) The Akaka Waterfalls
By mid-afternoon, I had made it to the Akaka Waterfalls, located 11 miles north of Hilo.
It is administered by the state of Hawaii. The most imposing part of the park is the waterfall
itself, called Akaka Falls, which 442 feet tall.4 However, the park of 65.4 acres is a beauty unto
itself. I took a half-mile footpath loop to see the waterfall and other parts of the park. It is not an
easy walk (for the elderly), but one that can be done if you take your time. Part of the path is
shown in Figure 17(a). The view is from up-to-down. Remember, going around the loop entails
down-to-up as well. Figure 17(b) is a photo of the waterfalls. I took this shot to give you an idea
of its height. The footpath will take you closer, which is shown on the left side of the picture.
4

Some literature states the waterfall is 422 feet tall. It appears 442 is the accurate number because that is what the
park signs and rangers claim.
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(a)

(b)

Figure 17. Scenes from the Akaka Falls State Park.

One of the most remarkable spectacles of this park is a
fish. It is named the ‘o’ppu ‘alamo’o (or ‘o’opu), and is a
common Hawaiian species of the goby fish. A picture of this
fish is shown in Figure 18.5 I have marvelled at the tenacity
and strenght of salmon. This small fish (five inches) is even
more impressive.
The fish lives in the Kolekole Stream and the Pacific
Ocean. Its life begins when an egg is laid in the upper parts of
the stream. After the egg hatches, the embryo uses the current
and the downward flow of the waterfall to reach the Pacific Ocean. Here, it remains for six
months. It begins its journey back to the stream by first swimming 2.5 miles upstream and then
climbing 442 feet up the rocks on the sides and beneath the waterfall. It has a suction disk on its
stomach and powerful pectoral fins to make its way up the falls to the stream. There, it stays to
lay eggs for the next generation of ‘o’opu.6 What a marvel of nature. The fish is a beautiful
example of one of the tenets of nature: Persistence is the mother of success.
If you happen to be in the east Hawaii Island someday, don’t miss visiting this park.
Taking leave with a Robert Herrick poem: Gather your memories while you may, as time is
always flying.
Figure 18. The ‘o’opu.

(d) The Palms Cliff House Inn
My night’s lodging was located a few miles from the park. I did not know what to expect
at the Palms Cliff House Inn. As with most hotel advertisements on websites, the viewer is led to
believe he is going to experience a stay that will be unsurpassed. For my stay there, I will not go
to that extreme, but I will say, once again, if you are in the area, make it a point to spend at least
one evening at this exceptionally fine hotel. Not only are the views of Pohakumanu Bay
beautiful, so are the rooms.
As I pulled up to the hotel, I beheld what looked like an old, restored mansion, as seen in
Figure 19(a). I checked in, walked around the building and grounds for a while, then went to my
room where I took in the views from the balcony (Figure 19(b)). I lasted until an hour or so past
sunset, then I was out like a light.

5
6

Courtesy if Google. Key-in Oopu alamoo.
Thanks to the Hawaiian Park Service for this information.
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(a)

(b)

Figure 19. The Palms Cliff House Inn

November 13, 2015
It is early in the morning, nearing 6 am. The sun has yet to make its appearance on the
stage of one of earth’s more impressive plays: Hawaii. Yet, faint light can be seen across the far
horizon, hiding behind what appears to be
low-lying clouds or a large fog bank
(Figure 20). It is too dark to know which
cover is disguising the sun’s sunrise and its
entrance onto this scene.
No human sounds can be heard, not
even from the nearby kitchen. I was told by
the hotel staff last night I would be the only
diner for their breakfast. I am just
egalitarian enough to feel uncomfortable
Figure 20. Early morning.
with a complete hotel kitchen being open to
serve one solitary meal to me. I would feel like those effete folks who eat in formal wear while
the hired-help stand nearby (likely savoring what they can only see). Downton Abbey comes to
mind.
I told the night clerk to have the cook and waitress/waiter take the morning off, but only
if someone would deliver two large glasses of milk tonight for my breakfast in the morning.
Almost before I hung up the phone, a smiling milkmaid was standing at my door.
She was sufficiently attentive to ask how cold I liked my milk. I replied that I liked it
very cold. She turned her attention to a rather obscure dial in the refrigerator located in my room,
and turned it to high. While dialing-up more cold for my milk, she explained, We keep the dial
low to save electricity. Charity is a two-way street. I gave them time off. They gave me cold
milk, and I know nothing in life I like to drink more than ice cold milk.
As I write, I have one hand on the milk glass, one grateful mouth on its glass, the other
hand on my keyboard, with both eyes feasting on the impending sunrise. All in all, it’s a filling
and delicious breakfast.
The sea is calm, yet the slowly undulating waves breaking against the cliffs in front of
my room proclaim its power and force. As with volcanoes and waterfalls, I understand how
waves work, but this knowledge does not diminish my respect of their beauty and brawn. As I’ve
grown older, I’ve also grown wiser about how far away I swim from shore. I’m more careful
about my selection of beaches and any surrounding peninsulas that intrude onto what is
otherwise a straight beach. This topology can create deadly currents.
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Yes, wiser, but also weaker and knowing it has become time for this man to take in a bit
of sail. But not now and never entirely, at least at my own volition. For now, lessening my sails
can wait a bit. For a while, safe from surf and wind while standing on my balcony, I’ll watch this
formidable act of nature while I bask in the illusion that I am the youth of long ago; foolish
enough in those days to think I could cope with the ocean’s moods and its vast repertoire of
changing waves and winds.
This arrogance comes from a man who did not see the ocean until he was well past
puberty. This self-importance stemmed from someone who had never swum against a cross
current or riptide. His only experience with fighting the waves had come from the thrashings of
semi-swimmers in a small swimming pool located in southwest America’s arid high plains.
In the time that I wrote the previous paragraphs, the water has gone through a sea-change,
so to speak. The sun peeked-out momentarily then retreated behind an incoming fog bank. The
wind picked-up almost instantly, with white caps forming a tango in partnership with the heavy
breeze. The tree leaves began a swaying dance in concert with their other partners across a
stunning panorama of one of nature’s nearly infinite stages.
All here for me, and I did not even request it. I like the old saying, “He that will learn to
pray let him go to sea.” I am not big in the prayer department, but I cannot forego giving silent
thanks when I am privileged to witness nature’s acts, as if their scripts had been written for this
sole observer. Volcanoes, waterfalls, and oceans, all there for our awe and usually our pleasure,
even if we do not make a request for their presence.
I recall a scene from a movie once in which a haughty actor read the line of, “Man is the
only animal that can be bored.” The scriptwriter had it wrong. Man or woman is the only animal
that should never be bored.
I’ve exhausted my supply of milk. I’ll reluctantly leave my room and search-out for what
I hope is an empty kitchen to make myself a pot of that famous Kona coffee. Then, it will be
time to continue my short circumnavigation of the Big Island.
You might sense I am reluctant to leave my “cliff dwelling.” I’ll take the approach of that
of the most intrepid of explorers, Henry David Thoreau. Interspersed with his lamentations about
civilization, he took frequent short walks to the local market to stock up on what nature’s
Walden Pond did not have on sale that day. I’ll also venture out into the great unknown for a few
more moments, next to my Walden for a brief time: my balcony overlooking yet another of
nature’s gifts to us humans.
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Traveling America (XV): The Big Island
Waimea to Kaluia-Kona
November 13, 2015
In the first piece to this essay, the following map and accompanying legend was shown,
as seen here. I have been using sections of this map as I traversed the island. I repeat the full map
to remind you of where we have been and the experiences I have shared with you.

(f)

(d)

(e)
(g)

(a)
(h)
(e)
(b)
(a)

(f)

(c)

(b)
(d)

(c)

Figure 1. A map to chronicle the trip.

Also, here is a legend, listed in chronological order, that reflects my visits to the Island (Red text:
planned; blue text: unforeseen).
(a)
(b)
(a)
(b)
(c)
(d)
(e)
(c)
(f)
(g)

Airport and Hertz
Captain Cook’s Monument
Pu’uhpnua o Honaunau
Coleslaw Heaven
Black Sand Beach
The Volcanoes
The Volcano Tree House Hotel
Home on the range
Hilo
The Akaka Waterfalls
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(d)
(e)
(f)
(h)

The Palms Cliff House Inn
Waimea
Makaiwa Bay and Hilton
Kailua-Kona

(e) Waimea
The drive from the Palms Cliff House Inn to the small community of Waimea took me
through more populated areas than other places on the Big Island, except Hilo. I had left the inn
late and reluctantly. I had also traded my breakfast this morning for two glasses of milk, which
had long since flowed away from my stomach’s “I am not hungry” gauge and ebbed into various
parts of my body.. It was lunch time when I passed through this small town.. I was thinking, “Oh,
for some fresh Ono!”
I walked around a while, and entered an ice cream parlor. There, I asked the clerks if they
would recommend a nearby restaurant. Without hesitation, they gave me directions---walk
directions
out
the door, turn left, proceed one block
block---to the Paradise Café.

Figure 21. Paradise Restaurant.

Figure 22.
In 1940.

They said, “Don’t be fooled by how it looks.”
Little did they know I was an old hand of not judging
a book by its cover or an
n eatery by its external
fixtures. In I went, to encounter a small room that
was furnished by chairs and tables identical to those
we used in our family kitchen in New Mexico during
the mid-1950s, as seen in Figure 21. Sitting at a
plastic and laminate dinette
ette set, it was if I were in a
time warp. I hoped the food was fresher than the
furnishings.

Being close to noon, the place would soon be
full, no empty tables. The waitress instructed me to
sit at an occupied table. That
hat was the practice at the
Paradise Restaurant:: single diners did not start off by
taking up an empty six-person
person table. I seated myself
at a table occupied by a young couple. We
exchanged alohas, and I glanced around, checking
out several old pictures of the café that were hung on
the walls. One photo showed the Paradise and staff
that was taken in 1940, as seen in Figure 22.

The couple came to Hawaii eeach year. They said they were let down by the rainy
weather, but they remained
ained cheerful about the matter and were curious about my circling the
island. All in all, they were pleasant dining companions. I started to ask if they belonged to the
Millennial Generation. I had been doing research on this age group (born between 1980-2000).
All studies I came acrosss stated the Millennials were more optimistic about life, very social, and
overall a cheerful lot. I decided to remain silent, as the question would be akin to asking
someone their age.
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During this interlude,, I came across a
wall menu advertising the specials
pecials for the day,
day
as shown in Figure 23.. There it was, the third
entry on the menu: Ono!! The Hawaiian
Tourist Bureau was once again traveling with
me on this trip.
The Ono was served fried, along with
shrimp and chips. I like
ike shrimp and chips. But
shrimp, however delicious, is a poor substitute
for Ono. Shrimp is almost devoid of calories
and full of protein. Ono has more of both, but
is still considered a healthy meal. Besides,
once tasting it, who cares about these small
differences?

Figure 23. Ono on the men
menu.

Shortly, the waitress came over.
-

“Hi honey. Decided yet?”
“Definitely. Could I get the Ono
Ono, but without shrimp, and with rice instead of chips?”
“Sure thing honey. Anything to drink?”
“Iced tea. By the way, have you seen that cartoon about the ‘honey’ joke?”
“Nope, tell me about it.”
“It shows a waitress taking an order from a male customer, who is looking at her in a very
friendly way. She says, ‘Don’t get your hopes up honey. I call everybody honey.’ ”
- “Ha! That’s a good one, honey.
honey.”

The food was soon served. Look at those
lovely chunks of Ono in Figure 24. Chunks! The Ono
was not only delicious and fresh, it had been fried
with a scrumptious mixture of spices and seasonings.
It was the best tasting Ono I had eaten on this trip.
I asked the waitress if Paradise would give me
the recipe. She said it was a secret and was never
given to anyone. Pulling an ace out of my sleeve:
Figure 24. Ono and rice.

- “Recently, I was given a recipe for coleslaw from a restaurant on the south end of the island.
I wouldn’t pull your leg. It makes for the best coleslaw I have ever eaten. Nothing comes
close. There’s not even any mayonnaise in it.”
- “Nice try, honey! Want any dessert?”
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Nothing ventured, nothing gained. I left the Paradise Restaurant and the town of Waimea.
I headed for Makaiwa Bay where I would spend my final night on the trip at the Makaiwa Bay
Hilton.
(f) Makaiwa Bay and Hilton
Figure 25 shows the Makaiwa Bay from the sea and an airplane.7 I was running out of
time and did not have the opportunity to explore this part of the Big Island on this trip. I had
arrived in late afternoon and checked-in to the
Makaiwa Bay Hilton. One of my favorite pastimes is
snorkeling and this part of Hawaii has beautiful
places for snorkeling. In fact, the Big Island is noted
for its abundant and attractive snorkeling sites. It
seemed my clock was always slow on this trip.
Suddenly, it came to be that I had run out of time.
But that was fine by me. I had purposely sloweddown my clock and my pace. It was only on this last
Figure 25. Malaiwa Bay.
day that I sensed my clock had begun to run faster.
I mentioned I stayed at the Makaiwa Bay
Hilton. I recommend the hotel. The attractive rooms
are large with balconies offering fine views of both
water and land. The hotel is gigantic, so large that it
has a tram and small boats to transport guests around
its grounds, shops, restaurants, and several hotel
buildings, as seen in Figure 26.

Figure 26. Malaiwa Bay Hilton.

(h) Kailua-Kona
The most attractive city (town) on the Big Island is Kailua-Kona (or Kona). It was
scheduled to be my last stop before joining my family at our condo, where they had been visiting
with other relatives on my wife’s side. I was granted a kitchen pass during these past few days.
Thus, I was able to write this story. Alas, a visit to Kona will have to wait for another time, as
will a report on snorkeling in the Big Island waters.
As some of the readers of the Traveling America series know, I take some of my trips
alone. I am not a hermit by any means, but I am one who knows the value of solitude, even when
the solitude of my space is inhabited by others. It is the anonymity that comes with being a
stranger in a crowd that is salve to the soul. There is no need to chase popularity or seek opinion.
Paraphrasing an old saying, The soul of a solitary journey is the liberty to think and do as
one pleases.8 Thank you for taking this journey with me. I trust what I wrote pleased you as well.
7

Photo from Airphotoa.com. Go to https://www.google.com/search?q=makaiwa+bay.
William Hazlitt, “On Going on a Journey,” Table Talk, 1882. Secondary source: Leonard Roy Frank,
Quotationary, (New York, Random House, 2001), 875.
8
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