
HAWAII – part 3 
 

DAY 40 ï 1
st
 August 2008  

 

This morning we got up very early, since I had a surprise in store for Dominic.  He 

was not too pleased that we had to finish breakfast by 6.30 am, but when I told him 

what we were doing his face lit up! 

 

I had actually signed up for one of the shipôs tours.  Usually these involve stopping 

off at various shops to buy specialised articles, but this one seemed to be exempt from 

that.  It was entitled:  ñKauai:  heaven and earthò.  There were only 7 of us on the 

tour, so after leaving the ship we piled into a mini-bus and headed towards the airport 

perimeter.  There we were given a briefing, and then took our seats in two helicopters. 

 

 
 

This was to be the ñheavenò part of the tour.  Our pilot mouthed various things to us, 

and I knew I had a problem when everyone else nodded, but I heard nothing.  

Dominic then pointed out that I should plug my head-phones in!!  As soon as I had 

done this, all was clear, and I nodded to the pilotôs questions too! 

 

 
 

We then took off for a wonderful tour of the island of Kauai by air.  We covered 

much of the area we had skirted by road, but were able to access nearly the whole of 

the island, getting very close to water-falls, descending into craters, flying over 

rugged mountain-tops, and down along the Waimea Canyon.  The views were breath-

taking, and I am pleased that the whole episode, including yours truly getting into the 

helicopter, has been recorded on DVD as a wonderful souvenir.  Dominic also 

ordered a copy! 



 

 
 

After an hourôs flight we landed, and once again boarded the mini-bus.  Our driver 

was also our guide, and as we drove along he explained that he had been in the Luau 

the night before ï he was the narrator and the father figure.  On stage he had been a 

larger-than-life character, and over the rest of the morning he proved to be a larger-

than-life character in reality. 

 

He was most entertaining.  He taught us to speak many (not just a few) words of 

Hawaiian, he told us the history of the island, he taught us Hawaiian songs, and 

following on from the Luau, he taught us the hula, though Dominic was emphatic 

about not joining in ï I didnôt want him to feel alone, so I sat with him! 

 

 
 

He drove us on more-or-less the same counter-clockwise route we had taken the 

previous day, but he took longer over it, took many detours to show us various sights 

and plenty of explanations about what we were seeing as well as the legends that had 

built up to become part of Hawaiian folklore.  It seemed that everyone on the island 

knew him, and he could talk his way out of any difficult situation (though we did not 

land up in any difficulty). 

 

We had a sandwich together on the northern-most beach that he was to take us to ï 

not Kee Beach, since that would have added probably another two hours at the rate 

that he was driving and allowing for his detours, but Anini Beach.  He explained that 

this used to be called Wanini Beach, but the ñWò fell off the sign, and in the true 

Hawaiian tradition of putting things off until tomorrow, the replacement of the ñWò 

was put off, and put off until it never came to pass, and so the beach was called Anini! 

 



While we were having the bite to eat, the Tsunami sirens went off.  One thing that is 

very noticeable throughout the islands of the Hawaiian chain is that they have tall 

yellow or green towers, with sirens on the top of them.  They are to warn about 

incoming tsunamis, or tidal waves.  Naturally, since the Tsunami Disaster of Boxing 

Day two or three years ago, things have been upgraded here, and hopefully 

throughout the Pacific and Indian Oceans where a tsunami is a strong possibility after 

an earthquake. 

 

I know California had an earthquake a few days ago, but generally a tsunami would 

follow within a matter of hours at the most.  So, when the sirens went off, Dominic 

and others looked a little concerned.  Our guide, however, told us that at 11.45 am on 

the first working day of each month the sirens are tested!  This was only a test, and 

there was no need on this occasion for us to run to higher ground!  [Generally running 

to higher ground in not too far to run ï remember that all the Hawaiian islands are 

volcanic in structure, and the slopes are never too far from a beach!] 

 

 
 

[A rare picture of your truly!] 

 

When our tour ended we had just a few minutes to spare before the time limit for 

getting back on the boat ran out.  No sooner had we got back to the room, than the 

ship was prepared for sea.   

 

This afternoon we attended the last lecture given by the on-board lecturer.  Since there 

was little else to do, his lecture was well attended on that day, but he managed to 

complete his history of modern Hawaii.  By the time he finished we were sailing 

along the same coastline that we have now seen five times (including once from the 

air) and headed for the NaôPali coast where we were given the opportunity to see this 

beautiful stretch of land from the sea! 

 

 



 

I then treated myself to a relaxing massage before going off to the on-board theatre 

for an evening of music from the shows and musicals.  It concluded with an 

opportunity to thank some of the crew who trooped onto the stage. 

 

Our evening finished off with a return to the steakhouse on board, where Dominic had 

the lobster and I had the prime rib!  The next few hours were spent packing and re-

packing our bags.  They needed to be ready for collection at midnight.  We only just 

made it! 

 

 

DAY 41 ï 2
nd

 August 2008  

 

Today started with the sad news that Father John Dermody had died.  May he rest in 

peace!  I was pleased that I got to see him before I left on my world tour, and was able 

to talk to him before I left.  However, I have been receiving reports about his 

deterioration on a regular basis, and last week I knew that I would not have the chance 

to see John again.  Now I wonder if I will be able to get back in time for his funeral.  

Needless to say, he will be remembered with great fondness and prayed for at Mass. 

 

I received the message about Father John in the early hours, when we were near 

enough to land for the mobile phones to pick up signals from land again ï at sea we 

are ñout of touchò for much of the duration between the Islands.  But since this was 

our last day on board, I had intended to get up a little earlier than usual. 

 

By 6.30 am we had docked in Honolulu and our cruise was almost over.  We had 

breakfast, and then by 8.00 am we were on our way off the boat for the last time, with 

our hand baggage in tow.  Our main luggage was waiting to be claimed on the quay-

side, and then was put directly onto the bus that we were to use for most of the day. 

 

We had booked an excursion which would end with a drop off at our hotel in Waikiki 

beach.  So, once the luggage of all on the tour had been stored on the bus, we set off 

for Pearl Harbour.  This, of course, has so many connotations, following the Japanese 

bombing of the harbour on the 7 December 1941.   

 

 
 

The story of that fateful day is recorded in photographs, commentaries, film, and 

naturally visiting the site.  Todayôs memorial is actually the sunken battleship USS 

Arizona, which was hit by a torpedo bomb (developed in the UK, but copied by 

Japan).  The torpedo actually hit the armaments magazine on board, and the whole 



ship blew up and sank within 9 minutes.  The other battle ships were either sunk or 

severely damaged, but over 1,100 lives were lost on the Arizona alone.  Attempts to 

recover the bodies proved impossible, and so a decision was made to leave the 

Arizona where it sank, so that it would become the grave and memorial to those who 

lost their lives. 

 

 
 

After seeing a documentary, we were able to cross to the memorial and stand above 

the warship.  It was a poignant moment.  I was already upset because of Father Johnôs 

untimely death, and the sight of the names of so many young servicemen was very 

emotional.  Even today, you can see the oil from the USS Arizona still leaking and 

breaking through every now and then on the surface! 

 

 
 

Afterwards we went to see the USS Missouri, a battleship that survived the war, and 

on which, while moored in Tokyo Bay, the surrender of Japan was accepted.  It was 

interesting to see just how cramped the living conditions were on board ï especially 

after having come off a cruise ship.  Indeed, the crew would rarely have seen much of 

the sea ï there was little difference from being on a submarine ï since the majority of 

the ship is made over for its fighting role, and crew quarters were really an after-

thought! 

 



 
 

Finally, after touring the USS Missouri, we set off for downtown Honolulu to see 

some of the sights that those of us who grew up with ñHawaii 5-0ò remember.  By the 

way, it was only today that I realised that the ñ5-0ò referred to the 50
th
 State!! 

 

 
 

In particular, we stopped at the Iolani Palace ï the only royal palace on US soil ï 

which was used in the TV series as the office of Steve McGarrett (ñbook him, 

Dano!ò). 

 

 



 

We also visited the statue of King Kamehameha the Great, about which our lecturer 

had spoken much.  This statue also appeared frequently in ñHawaii 5-0ò. 

 

By this time I was beginning to get a little grouchy ï being stuck on a bus with 

similarly grouchy people ï and so we were fortunate that our hotel was the second on 

the drop-off list.  We checked in, freshened up and had a good meal to round off the 

day.  Tomorrow we leave Hawaii for San Francisco, our last port of call on our round-

the-world journey! 


