
The Kalalau Trail and the Long March Around Kauai.
 
 

Iconic  Scene of Napali Coast   (All dates should read 2/18/20110)
 
Jan, Kat, Frank and I started out from the trail head of the Kalalau about 5:30 AM and pushed 
up the old CCC trail toward the first valley. As with a lot of the old trails on the islands, what 
was once a beautifully crafted trail has been allowed to deteriorate into a rutted, slippery, rocky 
sprawl, and one is forced to pick one’s way along the courses of water run offs. The first mile 
or so is a lot like the upper Manoa Falls trail; wet, slippery, muddy, and plagued with poor 
footing. But as with most of these high tourist traffic trails, the farther one gets in, the better the 
conditions get, and by the time we reached the first stream the way was wide and clear though 



still muddy and slippery from the night’s rains. 
 
[My trip pictures are at: https://picasaweb.google.com/mmuench01/KauaiRunFeb2011?
authkey=Gv1sRgCISPtO6RrJqA8QE#  ]
 
Crossing the first stream seemed a major undertaking, despite the fact that it was not wide and 
pretty shallow. But it was not so much because it was deep, or fast flowing, but because nobody 
wanted to get their feet wet. I found myself coaching the others across and catching bodies that 
had catapulted themselves into the not too distant void of the last jump. 
 
We pushed on and it became obvious that the extra water the girls were carrying was slowing 
them down. I dropped back and grabbed their extra 1.5 ltr bottles and we picked up the pace. 
Here I should point out that though we were carrying full water loads, and each of us was 
packing at least an extra 1.5 ltrs, in the end we were all hurting for water by the end of the trip. 
I consumed over 200 oz of water along the out and back 12 mile trail, as did Frank. The girls 
drank much more than they expected they would. The extra stash that we set at about 4 miles 
was just enough to get us back, but not enough to keep us comfortable. If you do the Kalalau in 
one day be prepared to carry more than double what you would carry on a HURT loop, or go out 
with the knowledge that you must conserve from the start.
 
We were blessed by an early morning where the moon cast a silver glimmer over the north 
eastern ocean turning the breaks into glistening strands. A soft breeze and the morning dew 
brushing our clothes cooled us. Conditions were near perfect. If you plan to hike this trail 
you should plan to do it on a nice day. If you face the possibility of rain storms I would not 
go out knowing now the conditions I would be facing. This goes double for anyone packing 
in a considerable weight for an extended stay. I may be overly cautious in this but there are 
times when caution is a quality that one yearns for, and parts of the Kalalau are well suited for 
yearnings for ignored caution. 
 
As akaBill said in his report, this trail is not for the timid. I would not say I am afraid of heights, 
but I get a bit of vertigo and would prefer not to hang my ass out over a 300 foot cliff, and for 
some reason I am compelled to be a bit more cautious walking a trail along a naked cliff. I was 
often compelled to remind myself that technicality was the issue and that these trails were no 
more technical that Manoa Cliffs or Nu’uanu though sections were bare; stark raving naked to 
be precise!   Recent heavy rains have caused a lot of land slides which washed out the trail in 
many places. These have been repaired now, but the trail often leads over slick red clay shorn 
of any stabilizing plant matter;  stuff that is often slick in dry sunny conditions and seems to 
become quickly coated with a natural kind of KY jelly if a cloud even blows over head. At one 
point I found myself contemplating doing the trail in the dark and rain and decided that it would 
be a great challenge--one I could easily do without. 
 
We were in about three miles when I slipped and went down hard on my back. I was OK but 
the extra bottles went flying, and then after about 20 feet I discovered something was leaking 
from my pack. I checked out the extra water bottles in the pack, my bladder, but nothing. I 
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pushed on not wanting to fall behind the others, and it was only after a half mile or so that I 
realized the sticky mess seeping from my pack was from a busted container of Muscle Milk that 
had exploded on impact. It was a mess but since my ass was all muddy from the fall anyway 
it wasn’t really visible. What I didn’t realize was my nylon vest had soaked up a good portion 
of the liquid. It remained in my pack for another 25 hours before I got around to taking it out----
rancid Muscle Milk smells worse than road kill. 
 
I pushed on and soon decided I was tired of carting three 1.5 ltr bottles. I found a place that I 
thought could be recognized easily on the return and we stashed two bottles in some stag-horn 
ferns under one of the few Ohia Lehua trees I had seen along the trail. There were a couple of 
big rocks by the trail, and Frank identified some DLNR stuff a ways along that would alert us to 
the stash. With the weight gone I rejoined the group. Frank had been leading through much of 
the darkness, but his knee began to bother him a bit. Jan pushed on ahead,  and I played the 
go between, moving along with Kat for a while, keeping an eye out for Frank, and then pushing 
ahead to catch Jan. 
 
There is a place where one comes around a ridge and hits the official Kalalau Reserve. A 
big gated barrier is erected there as a means of controlling the goats or the pigs or both. 
Beyond that the first major valley opens up and the trail leaves the ocean cliffs for a while. The 
occasional stops to take pictures and grab a drink allowed us to regroup and stay together. This 
is not a trail where one wants to get too far ahead of your companions. You can slide off and be 
fifty feet down the scree in no time, and unless someone is looking for you it may be some time 
before you manage to get help. However I should mention that we were passed by two lone 
runners while we did our out and back. 
 
I found much of the run to have the ambiance of a mixture of running the upper Nu’uanu 
sections, Maunawili, and some sections of Peacock. In many places it would be hard to tell you 
were not running the back eastern Maunawili valleys with their Lauhala trees, water fall seeps, 
dark cliff faces and bursts of sunny humidity. At other times it was like the back valleys of the 
Peacock Crossover. And where one finds stunning distant views of the ocean along Maunawili, 
one looks straight down into the surf along the Kalalau. For those of us who run Hawaiian trails, 
the Kalalau is special, but not really unique. 
 
We came down to the shore line on a few occasions. The surf was breaking beautifully along 
the entire Na Pali Coast, and there were a half dozen occasions where I just stopped and 
watched the breaks unfold. At more rock bound cliffy sections the waves would hit hard, 
producing that WhaaumpFFFhhaaaaa that would send a shock wave of pressure up the cliff 
which one could feel in the chest. Experienced people know that sound as wave talk for ‘Your 
ass is ours if you are dumb enough to come play with us!’   At one beach there is a neatly 
carved sign that notches more than 72 people who have not bothered to listen to that warning. 
 
We had been hitting some pretty steep cliffs where a thin trail edged along precarious drops. 
Small washouts were not uncommon; fans of gravel and mud that dropped fifty feet down a 
300 foot cliff. These required caution, but were not technically beyond a good HURT runner’s 



experience. However perhaps six miles in we made our way down a steep set of switchbacks 
that suddenly brought us to an awesome sight. Here the lower third of the valley wall had simply 
slid away into the sea below leaving nothing but barren rock, red clay and fans of scree. The 
trail narrowed, steepened and became littered with loose rock and gravels. Far below I could 
make out a narrow trail carved into the barren rock wall on the western side of the valley. It 
threaded out toward the far ridge and disappeared. From high on the hillside this tread like line  
looked a near impossible, if not insane traverse. Even farther below the thin thread of trail the 
blue ocean churned up a frothy concoction against the vertical rock cliffs at the ravine bottom. 
 



 
 I said something about my conclusions to Jan and her comment was ‘Come on Mikey it will 
be fun!’ and she jogged on down the scree strewn steep trail. Now Jan has tried to convince 
you that this was all child’s play. Quite frankly. She’s...a bit... exuberant at times. And as if to 
prove the point she moved down the slope at a pretty rapid rate;  she may have been skipping. 
I followed, at a more modest pace. The trail itself was actually not bad, but it was steep and it 
had a lot of loose stuff on it. The situation was complicated by the fact that at least of third of 
my vision, as I  looked down at the trail, was filled with the churning ocean far below. I chided 
myself for the vertigo I felt,  took a few deep breaths, and marched on. Half way down the trail 
made a hairpin and I pulled out my camera and snapped a few shots. There was a hiker ahead 
and I wondered how I would get by her. Fortunately for me she sat down on a narrow bench of 
rock and I squeezed past. She was weighted down with a copious assortment of stuff and the 
trek down the hillside did not appear to be the best experience of her life. I assured her that the 
trails were not really difficult and we both laughed at the ridiculousness of that fact. I moved on, 
unable or unwilling to spend anytime standing in one place for more than a few seconds. 
 
I reached to rock ledge on the far side of the chasm and was surprised to find it had only 
moderate technicality. But unlike Jan, I was having such an enjoyable experience that I took 
my time and enjoyed the changing textures of the various lava’s that made up the ancient cliff 
face. Looking back before I rounded the ridge I could see that Kat and Frank were moving 
along in the came caressing fashion as I. Beyond the ridge the trail was washed out again but 
not to such a dramatic degree, and aside from a couple of more recent slides and cave-ins the 
path was only moderately technical, though it still wandered along 300 feet up a bare vertical 
cliff. I just kept moving knowing that it was the best thing to do. I had to laugh at myself at one 
point when a thin verge of grass appeared along the trail on the edge of the sheer slope, and 
despite the drop it seemed far less dangerous than the section just before it. The few blades of 
grass gave the trail greater definition and seemed to reduce the edginess and mild vertigo I was 
feeling. Jan had run ahead along this section and seemed to be having a great time. 
 
A quarter of mile on we came to place where we could rest and regroup. Jan was ecstatic 
about the section saying how much she loved it. Kat and I both agreed that our love was best 
expressed by the amount of cliff hugging we did. I believe it was here that Jan jumped up on a 
rock and peered over the edge. At one point she put her arms out and stood on one foot while 
peering down into the ocean 200 feet below. Well, like I said she tends toward …..exuberance. 
But be aware, the cliffs of the Kalalau, like the oceans below them, demand a great degree of 
respect, and to go lightly in that area may result in quick retribution from the trail gods. 
 
We moved on but began to spread out again. Kat went on with Jan and I stayed back with 
Frank who was having some knee issues. At one point we came around a bend on a bit of  
level ground about 150 feet from the sea. There was an emergency helicopter pad there and 
some campers had spent the night. Off behind this an area was posted No Camping. Just 
behind the sign a bearded, long haired modern day Hippie was busy grilling up pancakes over 
a wildly smoking fire. We gave the guy a nod and moved on, but the image remained. We were 
definitely along the Kalalau, and the Hippie era free living dope friendly world that once existed 



along the far reaches of this trail still survive, if only in the comical form of Pancake man and his 
few buddies. After we passed Pancake Man we moved through a few small valleys, negotiated 
another set of steep ridge line trails and finally found ourselves at the overlook to the Kalalau 
Valley where we could see our goal of the pali cliffs at the end of the beach a couple of miles 
away. 
 

 
 
The trail takes an abrupt descent down a steep red clay ridge toward the high meadows to the 



east of the beach. There were goats along the trail and Jan enthusiastically chased them over 
the edges of the ridge and off into the steeper portions of the eroded slope. I believe she got 
the picture she was after. The rest of us made our way a bit more cautiously down the the long 
steep red clay slope. Here I have to point out that conditions were actually excellent. The recent 
rains had dried leaving the trails mostly soft and sticky. Traction for the most part was excellent. 
We could walk most anywhere without fear of major slips or slides. This varied with the dews of 
the morning, the rains of the late afternoon, and the damp darkness of the back valleys, but in 
general we were blessed with good footing by the trail gods. 
 
There is a nice stream flowing out of the wide and broad Kalalau valley with clear running water. 
One could probably take water for treating from the stream if you moved up stream a ways. 
There are a group of people camped near the stream and it was unclear how they used it. 
People are friendly and I doubt you would have much trouble finding out where the best water 
is if you needed to fill up. The beach at Kalalau is a long wide expanse of white sand. The surf 
was breaking nicely but given the warnings of vicious currents I would be hesitant to venture 
into it. Fins would be a must and a boogy board a nice asset. Still, there are some obvious rips 
and nobody around to give you a hand if you screw up. Beached on the shore was the biggest 
monk seal I have ever seen. It was perhaps eight to ten feet long and seemed quite healthy. I 
didn’t get close to the animal as  pictures of the critters are easily obtained on the web. 
 
We made our way past a sign that said we had come about 11 miles from the trail head and 
continued on toward the end of the beach which was perhaps another mile farther. At the far 
end of the beach and inland a small water fall cascades down a steep rocky cliff and empties 
almost onto the beach. Of all the water sources available this is said to be the safest. Frank 
mentioned that many people who camp on the beach use this water source untreated. In any 
case you shouldn’t be hit by major cramping until you are beyond Cliff Hugger on the return. 
Again ask the long stayers where they are getting their water, and have something to treat it 
with if you want to be very safe. 
 
There were perhaps a dozen people camped at various points amidst the groves that lie back 
from the beach. Camp sites are designated, but the ‘No Camping’ signs went unheeded in any 
case. I would imagine that more people live up valley, but it’s hard to say. Camping and hiking 
both require a permit, but it appears that quite a few people ignore this petty detail. The beaches 
and campsites have recently been cleared of decades of hippy-dippy crap that has been carted 
in. It now looks to be  a pleasant place to stay. Quite frankly, there is a boat that will bring you in 
and drop you off. If I was planning on staying there for any length of time I’d do that rather than 
cart a heavy load along the trail.
 



 
 
We sat on a rock ledge at the end of the beach, filled our water bottles and camels, and had a 
bit to eat. It would have been a nice place to spend some time, a nice place to camp for a few 
days, but we were doing an out and back, and time was a-wasting. We packed up and took an 
inland trail back toward the other side of the valley. 
 
When we were ready to head back across the stream it quickly became apparent that Frank 
was having a major bonk. We held back a bit  but by the time we were at the bottom of Long 



Red Hill he had disappeared. I told the girls to go ahead and I slowed my pace as I marched up 
hill. About a third of the way up I spotted him as he began his ascent. When he finally reached 
the top he was worn thin. We spent a few minutes attempting to get his electrolytes balanced 
and his nutrition load increased. Frank has been at this game for a long time, I knew he had 
been through this kind of bonk before and could pull himself out of it. We headed off, each doing 
our own paces, but with me waiting at the ridges or hollows that afforded some place to stop. 
Frank plodded on, slowly increasing his pace. 
 
There was light traffic headed out the trail. Couples mostly. Most seemed akamai, while others 
seemed totally lost. I passed one couple edging along the far slope of a small valley. ‘Do you 
know where you are going?’ I shouted to them. ‘Not really’. was the reply I received. Well 
the trail is over here, I offered in response. ‘Ohh. OK, thanks,’  was the almost uninterested 
response. I left them there, edging their way along a near vertical wall; two kind-of-overweight 
hauli tourists dressed in safari outfits climbing up the wrong side of a small valley along the Na 
Pali coast in the graying afternoon light. I had my own concerns. 
 
The weather began to change into the afternoon and in one of the major valley heavy dark 
clouds obscured the tops of the cliffs and a light curtain rain wavered along the upper slopes. 
We were still an hour out from Cliff Hugger and I became a bit concerned over the possibility 
of negotiating it in the rain. I pushed the pace as much as I felt I could, knowing that Frank 
was not only fighting a bonk but had some serious knee issues as well. He hung in there, 
continuing to pick up his pace. We negotiated Cliff Hugger, and pushed up the clay and scree 
slope on the other side of the valley just before the rain started to hit us. In the upper reaches 
of the valley’s switchbacks we passed a large group of heavily laden backpackers. New gear 
abounded. Young washed faces grimaced under the heavy loads of new packs. A few seemed 
experienced, the rest may have been doing their first long trek. 
 
‘I hear the trail gets rough ahead. How far to the difficult part’ asked the guy in the lead. 
 
‘Right about now!’ I said still feeling the relief of leaving the last of the naked switches behind. 
 
“What?”
 
“The hard part starts now,”  I said with a grin. 
 
“Ohhh,” he said a bit taken back. “And how long does it last?” 
 
“From here to there, and back to here,” I said straight faced. “You all should have a great time. 
Wonderful views.” I said looking at the line of hikers. “Just take it slow and easy. Good Luck!”
 
We were a  couple switch backs up when I heard the first few screams of astonishment and fear 
as the group hit the naked slopes of the lower ravine. They faced some wet and possibly dark 
times along the worst sections of the trail. 
 



I suddenly was running low on water. I sucked down a load of electrolytes with my last swigs 
of water. I ate my last energy bar dry. We were closing in on the stash but not as quickly as 
I would have hoped. At the stash I let Frank help himself to the water as he was obviously in 
need of it more than I, and we moved out over the last four miles with renewed energy. 
 
When the rains increased they slickened the trails making them much more difficult to negotiate. 
Both Frank and I began to take regular slides and falls. There was one section where I think 
I went down four times in forty yards, which is a good indication of what you can face in wet 
conditions. With the exception of the last stream crossing we made very good time. We made 
the trail
head by about 5:30PM , which was 12 hours on the trail,  and were surprised to find that the 
girls had only been back at the car for just over a half hour. 
 
It took us an hour to rest,eat and drink, change into our road gear and load up with fresh 
supplies. I had brought poles as I recalled how much they had helped over some portions of the 
Big Island two Seas two Summits, but in the end I carried them for most of the first night. Some 
people used poles on the Kalalau. I think it would help for the most part, but if you go down I 
don’t know if it would help to have those things strapped to your hands....a HURT runner all the 
way I guess. 
 
We began our trek back to the hotel at about 6:30 PM and waved good bye to the girls a few 
minutes later. 
 
Its about six or seven miles to Hanalei from the trail-head. The roads are narrow, without much 
of a place to walk and with verges that are often only ditches filled with grasses and water. 
Traffic was moderate but not pushy. Darkness began to close in on us pretty quickly. It took us 
about two hours to get to Hanalei, and another hour to move back into the valley and climb up 
and out toward Princeville. The last section is nasty and there is no choice but to stay to the 
right along the steep hillside and hope for the best. I found that my red blinker light was quite 
effective in alerting traffic to our presence, though it was still a difficult and stressful march. 
Quite frankly, almost the entire march around Kauai turned out to be difficult and stressful. 
 
We hit Princeville just after 8:30 PM, what appears to be the mandatory closing time for most 
Kauai stores and gas stations. We spent a bit of time trying to get some food, and finally just 
moved on because it was obvious we were wasting time. We still had a good amount of water 
and pushed on. I had dropped stashes along the road so it was just a matter of making it from 
one to the next. Traffic always seemed to be in lines of four or five cars moving quickly down 
the road. Most would move out away from us, the occasional driver would slip closer to us as 
if drawn to my warning blinker like a moth to a light, and every one hundredth would drift out of 
the lane while engaged in some stupid activity. That’s the car one has to watch for, and it’s the 
one that keeps you on your toes. An additional problem with Kauai traffic was that there is an 
abundance of big wheeled vehicles that pass with very high spikes in the decibel level. Not only 
is it unnerving, after a while it becomes painful to the ears. A virtual physical assault every time 
a truck thunders by. If you run the highways now a days it is best to consider wearing earplugs. 



 
We had scoped out a detour along a section of Kilauea road and it proved to be the highlight 
of the evening. About six miles of quite, empty road. It was our one chance to enjoy the night. 
There were no dogs along that section and we walked the roads in peace, unworried about 
cars, people, or animals. 
 
Around eight or nine hours into our trek Frank’s feet finally gave out on him. He had been 
struggling valiantly with them, and with knee pain as well, but finally he couldn’t even hobble any 
farther. We called Jan for a pick up and slowly pushed on. When we came to a well lit store I left 
him and pushed on alone. On the way back from picking up Frank, Jan stopped and gave me a 
bag of chips and a Coke. It was a great treat. 
 
There is a bike path that goes north about 10 miles along the coast from Kapa’a. I finally 
got access to it about seven miles out. It made the trek much easier as the road traffic was 
constant, though the concrete path did a number on my already sore feet. By the time I reached 
the end of the path in Kapa’a I was sleep walking, bending over every hundred yards to reorient. 
The final two miles along the road was through heavy road construction and early morning 
traffic. I reached my hotel room just about 6:20 AM, washed my running gear, took a shower 
and crashed. The alarm went off just after I closed my eyes; an instant passage of three hours. 
 
As I had told Frank, I wasn’t in a race and intended to take the round Kauai at a more leisurely 
pace than Maui. Hence the stop for a shower, three hours sleep and a change of clothes. I’m 
not quite sure when we left the hotel. I believe it was just after 12:00 but I can not be certain. 
The sleep had done me world of good, the day was bright and sunny and I was on top of the 
world. Frank had arranged for Stephine to come over from the Big Island to crew. Frank was still 
recovering from the previous day and night so I had two people to crew me;  a rare event which 
I enjoyed. However the traffic was so bad that I felt it was unwise to stop more often than once 
every hour, so I ended up humping my camel anyway, though it was considerably lighter than 
what I had been hauling the day before. 
 
Saturday traffic was heavy and constant. The road noise was very harsh. It was a long way to 
Waimea from Lihue, and the cane haul roads never seemed to clearly run along the main road, 
so I was reluctant to get on one and have to back track. I just pushed on hugging the verge, 
watching the lines of oncoming traffic for idiots and flinching as the decibel levels screeched 
way past sane. It is up hill to Lawai, then down to Port Author. There are a few points where 
one can get a nice view of the island, but for the most part the road affords little in the way of 
scenery. Its a long slog.
 
In Port Arthor I wound my way down into a stream ravine. Off in the Keawe trees I saw an 
incredible sight,  an egret rookery. There were thousands of egrets nesting in the trees, their 
chicks in various stages of development. I would have stood there for an hour but for the need 
to move on. Asit was it was getting dark by the time I left Port Author. The road out to Waimea 
was a bit less traveled but the it seemed to narrow, driving the traffic closer and the noise levels 
higher. I had my strobe light but not my usual running lights, and as the darkness closed in I 



began to feel vulnerable and disoriented. Somewhere out there just outside of Waimea I came 
to the conclusion that this kind of road run was just too much of a hassle. Oahu traffic is better 
as the roads are more rural and residential. I pushed on because I said I would do a perimeter 
run but it no longer meant much. It wasn’t just some bonker’s way out of being committed, it was 
my honest conclusion. Running around Kauai, running through Ka’anapali on Maui, threading 
through Waianae and Kapolei on Oahu, much of the Big Island, may once have been sport to 
run. Now it is just insanity, pure madness. There is only hardship and very little payoff. Better to 
plan trails, run trails and leave the island loving it. 
 
Waimea is a nice little town and retains much of the charm that Kauai once had. It is changing 
but seems to be a bit more reluctant to do so than Kapa’a or Lihue. It was a nice stop. Waimea 
has much history. It is where some of the first explorers and traders stopped. It is where 
Kaeokulani traded, and where Kaiana Ahu’ula hitched a ride to China. I enjoyed walking through 
the town where so many of men I have studied lived and even walked along the same general 
paths. 
 
It is a long straight flat road from Waimea to Pulehale, my goal. Ten miles, three hours at my 
pace. The day began to wear on me, the strains of the previous day showed themselves. 
I trudged on down a road that seemed to have no end. Much of Barking Sands is a bird 
sanctuary. At night it is just flat dark land offering little or no visual stimulation. Occasionally I 
would pass a  horse tether to the side of the road. The first one was quite a surprise for me and 
the Mule. Not knowing what it was I was quick to shine my lights on it. All I could make out was 
something almost six feet tall, its eye’s ablaze, staring back at me. When I realized what I was 
looking at I lowered the light and said a few soothing words. The mule was evidently as relieved 
as me as he probably never had a man come up on him out of the dark as I had. He made it 
clear that staying out there alone on that wide verge in the middle a swamp was not his idea 
of fun, and he did what he could to come along with me. I stood there and quieted him down a 
bit, and then moved on. I passed four or five horses along that stretch, though none of them as 
responsive as the mule. 
 
Shift change was taking place as I gained on the Barking Sands gate, so suddenly there was 
intermittent traffic in both directions. Fortunately the strobe can be seen for miles and by the 
time the cars came up on me they were trying to figure out what the hell was out there along 
side the road in the middle of nowhere. Most would slow and move to the center of the road. 
 
Traffic died past the Barking Sands entry gate. I was alone again. I moved on until Frank and 
Steff pulled up to tell me that the road to Pulehale was washed out and the car could not cross 
the muddy ditch that had once been a stream crossing. They drove off to reconnoiter another 
approach in as I pushed on. When they came back Frank told me he could find not other access 
point. I had the option of going it alone down a road with unknown characteristics toward a 
beach park whose location I had only a google idea of, or calling it quits. I had already done 
an extra 12 miles on the Kalalau, so I had distance in the bank. It was about 1:30AM and I had 
been going for over 13 hours. If I went in it would be dawn before we finished, and Frank and 
Steff would be waiting for me to come back for hours. That did not seem particularly fair. 



 
I was done with the night. I walked a mile back to the Pulehale sign and we took a few pictures 
at the sign. A rather inglorious end to a very difficult ‘Round Kauai run. 
 

 
With long runs like this things often don’t conclude with movie-like endings. You have been 
keeping it together for hours with nothing but will power and when you stop running that will 
power is still keeping you together. It is almost inappropriate to get emotional. After all you still 
have to get back to the hotel, deal with all your gear, shower, and finally climb into bed. 



 
So there was no shouting, no jubilation. There was just admitting it was over, a sense of relief, 
and a couple of hand shakes, hugs,  and Thank You’s. I didn’t feel defeated, I didn’t feel any 
sense of failure, I had done more than the distance, more than 110 miles. A couple more miles 
of dark lonely road would not matter one way or the other. It was just time to pull the plug. I 
drank a few muscle milk and we piled into the car and headed back to the hotel. 
 
Next stop the Maui Charm.  
 
Addendum:  
 
I wrote this small piece in my head while running.  It is one of those things that usually never get 
written down.  But I saw a facebook reference made by Bob McAlester which concerned night 
running and I caused me to set these thoughts down.  
 
Night Road Running Tips 
 
After 400+ night miles on Hawaii Roads here are some simple tips.
 
A reflective vest and bright clothing are a must but not enough. Wrist,leg, and shoe reflectors 
are static but move and add to visibility.  High powered red blinkers (@ <$10 each) are great 
for getting attention (front and rear set at rapid blinker setting). The VERY BEST is a Strobe 
Flash light! (in addition to your head lamp) (Even the blalahs can get see you being krazy for 
running on da side of the road Brah!)  Strobe the oncoming traffic from a distance and then 
point the light toward the ground 30 feet ahead or into your head lamp beam to minimize the 
strobe effect on drivers eyes and  your own eyes as well.   This gets drivers attention without 
blinding them. Keep in mind that lines of traffic mean that 3rd and greater cars may not even 
know you are out there ahead.  Flash the traffic with the strobe intermittently to alert following 
drivers.  (Use your wrist to add to the strobe effect, You can partially strobe traffic with a 
regular handheld by vibrating your wrist as well.)  No matter how visible you think you are you 
would be amazed by how limited your visibility is to the average driver. 
  
Always know if there are reflectors on the outside of the lane.  Keep an ear out for the popping 
of tires on the reflectors as you can respond quicker to this added input.   Run against the 
traffic.  It is a hassel but you can watch for problems. Run with the traffic and a starboard 
overhanging mirror, or board, or cannoe a'ama, may cause you to lose your head. Big trucks 
have very little leeway.  You just got to bail for the Garbage Man, or the Cane Haul Truck!  
Getting off the road is a sign of respect for big wheels and momentum.  If you are running with 
traffic keep alert for the sound of Big Wheels coming up on you.  Get off the road far enough to 
avoid unseen out hanging gear.
  
Run as close to the verge as possible without sacraficing good footing.  Drivers can see you are 
trying to stay clear of the road and will respond accrordingly.  Get too brazen by running near 



the traffic lane and a few drivers will take it as a challenge and come close just for the sport of 
it.  It's not wise to challenge a hopped up meth freak driver to a daring contest.   Wave a hand 
to acknowledge a dirver who hits the Doctors Dobs Dots along the center line.  Drivers who 
give right of way need to know how much you appreciate it. 
  
Finally, remember that YOUR right of way is just theory. Most dirvers are not runners and 
they don't think you belong on the roads. Many believe that if they hit you it is an unfortunate 
accident that their insurance will take care of. Felony Manslaughter is not in their mind. Always 
keep an awareness of what is on your left  (off road)  so you can bail if necessary.  And keep 
in mind that the real crazies will come up behind you on the wrong side of the road and get all 
huhu when they spot you late on that drunken swinging wide pass along a narrow stretch of 
blind curving hilly road on a nasty wet and windy  night....... 
  
Remember.....You only have to be in the wrong situation ONCE.  What ever you can do to 
lesson the odds of that is just plain smart.  Spend the money, take the time, protect yourself 
and survive to run another night.
 
 
 
 
 
   
 
   
  
 
      
 
 
 
   
 
 
 
  
 


