
This morning I caught the plane to Hilo for the Merrie Monarch Hula 
Festival.  This is a trip that I have been on three times before.  Its different when I 
come home for this reason. I lived Hilo all my life and come home twice a month. 
but coming with my halau to dance hula is a different feeling.  Mid way through 
the flight I decided to open my lap top to put some music on my phone.  I down 
loaded “The Best of the Brothers Cazimero” album, which over the past month has 
become my favorite album ever.  While the album plays I scan the plane looking 
at all the people piled into this tin can.  The lady next to me is reading Hana Hou 
magazine and sipping on coffee. I can see mauna Kea in the distance.  I love 
sitting next to the window on the ride home.  It always gives me a calm feeling 
and lets me know that I am back in the place that I belong.  As we get closer to 
Hilo “the beauty of mauna kea” starts playing and gets loud in my noise canceling 
bose head phones. I grab my phone to take a picture, and as I go to take the picture 
of this wahi pana out the window, the music gets louder and the prop blast from 
the jets get drowned by the spiritual voices of Robert and Rolan.  I put my phone 
down and just look.  I just look at her.  She is breaking through the clouds to let us 
know where she is.  Poliahu is stretched across her in a deep slumber.  I look out 
the window facing away from every one else.  The music fills soul and I start to 
cry.   I don’t look out the window because I am ashamed of my tears. I look out 
the window because I want to share this moment with her.  I feel her in my naʻau; 
I feel her in my breath.  I share this moment to let her know I feel her and I hope 
she feels me.  The song fades and my tears fall and bless my lei. I pick my phone 
up take one picture and will forever cherish this moment.  This is my culture.  This 
is my understanding.  This is my kupuna. I AM MAUNA A WĀKEA 
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