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Lumahai Beach on Kauai (above). If you’re searching for magnificence, don’t pass

lemaumau Crater (left), which is housed in a still-active volcano.

Charter a private plane or a helicopter for a panoramic overview of the 50th
state’s eight-island ambiance, and then air-hop to Kona Village (below), an exclu-
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of lively entertainment there and along
Kalakaua Avenue; and if you go over to
Queen’s Surf, a giant show-and-supper
center, you'll have a threefold choice of
Polynesian jive dancing, Hawaiian caba-
ret and mainland-style rock groups.

Save the other things you want to see
and do on Oahu—and these could include
anything from a hike through the Koolau
mountains to riding the big surf at Wai-
mea Bay—until you return from the out
islands. There’ll be plenty of time on the
way home to tour Pearl Harbor or even
to take a boat out and watch the divers
plunge for the coins flipped by tourists
coming in on the liners. You'll notice that
the old pros won't go after anything
smaller than a quarter.

HAWAII

By far the biggest of the Hawaiian ar-
chipelago and, relative to size, the least
populated, Hawaii is perhaps the most
intriguing island of them all. It has few
beaches. Much of the coast line consists
of sheer cliffs of multilayered lava. Its
hotels are, with a few notable excep-
tions, useless; but never mind, 1t has
Kilauea and Mauna Loa, Hawail's two
active volcanoes.

In 1960, the island grew by another
500 acres formed when lava broke out
near the village of Kapoho, destroyed it
and flowed to the sea. Nine and a halt
years earlier, a fissure opened in the
southwest flank of Mauna Loa and in 23
days disgorged enough lava to pave a
four-lane highway four and a half times
around the globe. From the air, these
newer flows look like gigantic blots of
black ink spilled across the land, while
the older ones, grown red and gray with
age, are dotted with the hardy ohia, the
lava tree, usually the first plant to take
root in the inhospitable pumice.

There’s a hotel on the rim of Kilauea
— Volcano House—and it has the dis-
tinction of being one of the world’s few
hotels that use volcano steam in their
steam rooms. If you want to see Kilauea,
which is currently the most active, I'd
recommend booking a room there so that
you can watch the action at night, when
it's even more dramatic. You can drive
there directly from Hilo Airport in less
than an hour. If you haven't seen an
active volcano before, take my word and
be prepared to spend an hour there.

For a complete guide to the other bi-
zarre attractions of the Hawaii Volca-
noes National Park, stop at the National
Park Headquarters, where you can watch
movies of a full-scale eruption and pick
up maps and guides. If you return to
Hilo (rather than follow the highway
around the southern perimeter and north
to the resort beaches of Kailua-Kona), go
back via the Chain of Craters Road and

y take the little-used coast highway that

runs across the lava plains, past the
black sands of Kalapana and through
what used to be Kapoho village, now
nothing more than a level field of cin-
ders. You can rejoin the main highway
north of Pahoa, an old town whose false-
fronted wooden buildings and uneven
planked sidewalks suggest a frontier cat-
tle town. A few doors along from the
one-room office of the Bank of Hawaii—
its only furniture, a high wooden desk
and a wall calendar—is the town bakery,
inscrutably identified by a sign that reads
RESTAURANT; the proprietor turns out
nifty doughnuts and Japanese pastries.

There are no hotels in Pahoa, and
Duncan Hines might faint from shock
if he passed this way; but if youre not
too fussy about decor, you can get an
appetizing meal of local food in one of
the town’s small and friendly cafés.

Getting back to Hilo, you should try
to time it so that you don’t spend the
night there; though if you do stay on,
give the Naniloa Hotel a miss—it’s dull
and impersonal and the management
maintains the offensive and impractical
policy of asking guests to pay in ad-
vance. For dining in town, go to Roy’s
Gourmet, a big bare—but friendly—barn
of a place that's much to be preferred to
the overpriced hotel restaurants. Before
you leave Hilo, try to get up to Akaka
Falls: It's an impressive sight and sound
and is perhaps the most spectacular of
all the accessible waterfalls on the 1s-
lands, with a sheer drop of 420 feet.

On the opposite side of “Big Island”
from Hilo is the Kailua-Kona coast;
Kona is the island’s main beach-resort
and big-game-fishing area. Kona itself 1s
a pleasant, languid town with one main
street and one of the liveliest bars in the
Pacific, Akamai Barnes. From Kona. you
can either drive down the coast until you
reach Ka Lae, the southernmost point of
the United States, or, if you want to lose
sight of a steering wheel for a few days,
hop aboard a Royal Hawaiian Air Serv-
ice Cessna and fly to Kona Village, a
unique hotel made up of thatched huts
grouped around a short stretch of beach.
There is no road to Kona Village (though
there are plans to build one in the near
future). You land on the hotel’s own air-
strip and taxi right up to the reservation
cottage. Service is relaxed and informal:
American plan, which means that meals
are included in the cottage rates.

Kona Village is built at the site of
Kaupulehu, an old Hawaiian village
that has long since been obliterated. One
of the few remaining traces is the com-
munal eating place, still littered with sea
shells from the last meal consumed
there. A few yards away, partially ob-
scured by a big slab of lava, is the en-
trance to the burial caves. Nobody seems
to know very much about these caves,

even the guides from the hotel. There
are skeletons inside, men lying on ca-
noes, women and infants on planks and
in rough coffins. Four of the men are
bound and gagged. It's believed they
were crew members of the Fair Ameri-
can, a ship that put into Kaupulehu in
the 1790s. Their lanterns lie by their
bones; one man has a pipe, another
wears a gold watch around his neck,
stopped at 10:45. An old bottle bears
the raised lettering SARSAPARILLA, MYER
BROS., BOSTON, Mass., which suggests that
the men were New England whalers. It’s
not known why they were bound and
gagged and there are the usual legends
about white men abusing the islanders’
hospitality and being put to death after
an argument over a theft.

If the idea of crawling around with a
flashlight in somebody’s grave doesn’t
appeal to you, there’s skindiving at Kona
Village and the necessary equipment for
shallow underwater exploration. They
have luaus often, minimum of ceremony,
maximum food satistaction. Make sure to
book well in advance; next to the Mauna
Kea Beach Hotel at Kamuela—construc-
tion of this Xanadu cost $100,000 for each
of 154 rooms—Kona Village 1s the most
exclusive hotel on Hawaii.

KAUAI

Kauai is the most westerly of the main
islands and, so far, the least developed.
It is perhaps the greenest of any Pacific
island and probably prettiest in the state,
which is why many tropical epics—among
them South Pacific, Sadie Thompson and
Naked Paradise—were filmed there.

Things grow on Kauai. There are miles
of golden beach, glassy lagoons, deep, im-
penetrable valleys and wide brown rivers
that low from the mountains and into the
sea. There’s mile upon mile of sugar cane
and pineapple, and Waimea Canyon,
which is justly described as the Grand
Canyon of the Pacific. Unless you hike,
jeep in or take a helicopter (the best
service is located just outside Lihue Air-
port), you won't see the finest scenery.
The highway encircles most of the is-
land; but up in the northwest corner, it
stops suddenly, frustrated by Na Pali
Cliffs, a tract of unnegotiable mountains
and canyons. There’s not a building of
any sort in sight, nothing but sheer cliff
and trackless forest and maybe a sparkle
far below, where the sun suddenly hits
the water.

“Down there,” said my helicopter pi-
Jot, pointing to a vast, wooded section
that ended at the sea’s edge in a steep
drop of several hundred feet, “down
there lives our hermit, Dr. Wheatley,
Ph.D. He's a philosopher. Nobody sees
him but once a year. And over there is
what we call the Valley of the Lost Tribe.
Bunch of hippies moved in and settled
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