Hawaii Day Trippin

By Christopher Oleata

     Wednesday I woke early to stretch on the wet grass and watch the sunrise above the Manoa Valley. Raina, Robin, and I shared a pancake breakfast and conversation, relaxing as we waited for Bannon to call. I called Joe, an old friend from La Jolla who has a restaurant on the North Shore. I had not seen him in twelve years. We talked about the surf, but he did not have any time to hangout. Then Johnny called and he took us on a road trip to the North Shore.

     The drive to the country was great as our conversations flowed over old memories. I had not seen my friend Johnny in several years. We joked about how in high school Johnny had a crush on a girl that turned out to be a nark, you know, an undercover cop.

     It is exciting, as you come over the pineapple fields and first see the North Shore with its stretch of surf breaks. We came to Hale’iwa, parked and walked on the beach. It was four to six feet Hawaiian, good size, but very stormy. There was a women’s longboard contest going on. It was terrible survival surfing. Over to the left, we saw crazy outer reef sets coming in and soon after the women getting mangled by the closeouts.

     We continued on through Wiamea Bay to stop at Pipeline across the street from the high school. It was bonecrushing and closed out so we continued to Sunset Beach, which looked ridable, but still big and windy, so we chose to move on. On the way out of the North Shore we stopped in Hale’iwa for a shave ice and some cookies. We felt the Hawaiian magic, just happy to be there.

     We continued, driving to the West Shore and Makaha. The drive was wonderful as clouds swirled about the ridge above us. We went to the army base then took the short cut through Kolekole Pass because Johnny had a military ID to get us through. He’s in the Coast Guard.

     The pass is at 1724 feet and is a spectacular area of rock towers, a natural gateway to the other side of the island. The descent is steep and the view stretches below in an amazing panoramic. The plants are very different on this side, as the ridge keeps out much of the rain from the North Shore. Strange desert plants bloomed with a subtle sage blue green. The sky was cloudless and a gentle breeze blew as we came upon the country highway of the West Shore.

     The steep and magnificent Wai’anae mountain range is the backdrop behind the deep Makaha Valley and beach. This was our first time to Makaha, a surf break and community filled with great history and pride. I was a little nervous and very excited as we drove past and did a u-turn to park the truck. The wind was right, waves a solid 2-4’, sets were overhead, and Johnny had three great longboards for us to ride. We wasted no time, waxed our boards and paddled into the crowded water and tropical perfection.

     My surfing book states, “Makaha, long peeling rights. Bowls during big swells. Takes both north and west swells. Backwash. Best winter spot on the leeward side.” Warm gusty offshore winds and consistent sets welcomed us into the warm clear water. The crowd was thick but very friendly as we proceeded to catch a number of waves. I went switchfoot on nearly every wave having fun in the amazing atmosphere. I ride a good wave, trimming through the thick inside crowd and prepare for the powerful backwash near the shore. There’s often a quick curl at the end.

     It was so cool to look back and see my sister Robin catching sets, weaving through the crowd in style. We even got a set together. She was in front trimming perfectly as the curl swept passed her shoulder. I raced to stay just behind her so I wouldn’t crash. We howled together in a moment of pure stoke.

     The view from the water is awesome, with the deep emerald Makaha Valley funneling back from the beach for miles and the high ridge stretching down the coastline. The locals were all very nice and we smiled as the great sets rolled in. We surfed three times that afternoon with Johnny taking a final mile run down the beach as Robin and I dried off under the palm trees.

     It was really a wonderful day and I hope to return to Hawaii sometime, where I drift off into a waking dream, trimming high at a right point in a state of wonder. Time passes and life passes yet one wave here and there will mark the stages in your life and give you a spectacular joy and memory.
