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For John and Peggy, who took me places I never expected to go.

For my children and grandchildren. You make me so proud.
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Everyone carries an idea of paradise. For some, it’s a cabin in the mountains; for others, a beachfront villa where the days melt into sunsets and the only worry is whether the glass has enough ice. For me, it was Hawaii in the mid-1970s—at least until I tried living there.

This isn’t a travel guide, and it’s not meant to be a cautionary tale. It’s a memoir of chasing a dream, stumbling over it, and discovering that even spectacular failures can be stepping stones. My adventure began with two blissful weeks in Kauai—days of tennis, snorkeling, and laughter, and nights filled with tropical breezes and romance. I caught Hawaii Fever hard, so hard that I convinced myself paradise could become home.

So we sold our house, packed our lives, and moved to Honolulu with more hope than plan. What followed was a season of odd jobs, cultural missteps, unlikely friendships, and one particularly memorable firing on Christmas Eve. Paradise, it turned out, came with its own sharp edges.

Now, I see more than the humor. I see how easy it is to mistake a vacation for a vision of life and how disorienting it can be when the dream doesn’t match reality. But I also see how even the detours—the disappointments, the dashed expectations—can lead you exactly where you’re meant to go.

That’s the heart of this book. It’s about the joy of discovery, the sting of miscalculation, and the grace of second chances. It’s about learning that paradise isn’t just a place—it’s perspective. And sometimes, the path to it runs straight through failure.

So, pour yourself something tropical, settle in, and join me in revisiting a season when the sunsets were dazzling, the lessons were hard-won, and the stories—thankfully—were unforgettable.

Welcome to Adventures in Paradise.
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​Kauai Fever: Two Weeks that Changed Everything
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​When paradise got under my skin
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The sun sets on the beach in Kauai, Hawaii—photo courtesy Vecteezy.com and Md Imranul Rahman

November 1974, Kauai, Hawaii

With the United Way campaign all wrapped up and the shock of going back to my old job reading meters—it felt like time for a vacation to reflect on the meaning of life. It just so happened the stars were in perfect alignment, and I was about to take a vacation like no other.

It started with my wife's father, who believed paradise was best enjoyed in generous portions. He had previously bought (two) two-week timeshares in Hawaii, which I think were valid for 40 years. 

They asked if we'd like to join them, which meant we had fourteen uninterrupted days in paradise, where even the pigeons looked relaxed.

I had never taken a real vacation before. Our honeymoon had been three days at the Oregon coast, three hours from our home in Portland. 

Two weeks anywhere would have felt extravagant, but two weeks in paradise that we didn't have to pay for? It was beyond comprehension.

My wife had lived in Honolulu for nearly two years after college, so she knew the islands weren't just a vacation paradise—they were a place where real life happened too.

But Kauai was paradise. From the moment I stepped off the plane and breathed in that warm, heavy air scented with plumeria and sea salt, I was gone. In the Kauai airport I caught sight of a blond beauty twenty something. She had a very loose, revealing blouse which was incapable of hiding her massive double DD’s. I couldn’t help myself but stare at her for as much as I tried not to. Oh my God, I thought to myself, this really is paradise. It was a 180 from Portland in November: gray, damp, and bone-chilling. It was warm, sexy, and so inviting; I felt like I had died and gone to heaven.

Kauai was like stepping into a dream painted in Technicolor. The greens were impossibly green, the sky a shade of blue that almost hurt to look at, and the ocean shimmered like a postcard that didn’t need airbrushing.

Our days fell into a rhythm so perfect it felt orchestrated by some benevolent Hawaiian deity: squeegee off the night rain and play tennis in the morning until the sun chased us off the courts, a quick plunge into the pool, then afternoons spent reading or exploring the island. 

We had our own little kitchenette unit and a lovely Lanai with an ocean view

We hiked through lush valleys where waterfalls appeared out of nowhere, drove around in a rental car that smelled permanently of coconut sunscreen, and swam in water so clear it felt like being suspended in light. 

We snorkeled in quiet coves with schools of neon-colored fish darting around us, and one time when a sea turtle appeared, I grinned like a ten-year-old seeing magic for the first time.

Evenings were a softer kind of enchantment: dinners at hole-in-the-wall restaurants with unforgettable, often Italian food, where bringing your own wine was SOP, or grilling fresh fish on a lanai while the trade winds kissed your cheeks and ruffled your hair. 

One special evening began in a hush of anticipation, just after dusk, when the sky still held the faintest trace of orange and purple. My in-laws took us out to dinner at a famous plantation known for their extravagant dinner shows.

It started with a young man in traditional costume who appeared at the edge of the path, bare-chested, his skin gleaming in the torchlight. The drums began their beat.

He carried a flaming staff, and with deliberate, almost ceremonial steps, while running, he lit each torch along the walkway leading to the pavilion. 

The flames flared to life one by one, marking our passage from the everyday world into something timeless and exotic. For a mainlander, it was nothing short of spellbinding—the kind of sight that makes you believe you’ve stumbled into a postcard.

We had already been served a feast that felt as extravagant as the setting—platters of roast pig, fresh fish, tropical fruits piled high, and desserts so sweet they seemed invented for tourists. Just as plates were being cleared and cocktails refreshed, the show began. 

Drums throbbed with a low, steady rhythm, and hula dancers, dozens of them, swept onto the stage in bright skirts and flower leis, their hips swaying in unison. The music was both strange and familiar—half lullaby, half heartbeat—and the dancers seemed to embody the islands themselves: playful, sensual, and endlessly alive. 

Looking out over the large crowd gathered under the plantation’s open-air roof, I felt both a part of something communal and a little stunned, as though Thanksgiving had been reimagined by a culture that understood celebration far better than we did.

My wife and I rediscovered each other in ways that only happen when life slows down to a tropical crawl. Tennis, swimming, sex, reading, ocean swims, naps—it was a cycle of indulgence so flawless I began to believe this was how life was meant to be lived.

I had never had a vacation remotely like it before. Two weeks of everything lining up so effortlessly, of each day sprinkled with gold dust. I was hooked. I caught Hawaii Fever hard, and by the time our flight home took off, I was in love with an island and a way of life.

I was facing some big decisions on my return, mostly along the lines of what I was going to do with my life. The contrast between two weeks of paradise and the prospect of returning to my meter-reading routes was jarring. 

I'd tasted something different—not just Hawaii, but a way of living that felt expansive rather than constrained. 
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