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Prologue 

The first week in March, 2012, my mind seemed trapped between sleep and awake as a feeling 

of falling gave way visions of to strange, bewildered faces gazing upon the startled foreigner 

who had dropped into their midst.  Palm trees swayed in the background as gentle waves rolled 

onto a rocky shore.  I struggled to waken to escape the disoriented dream.  For months Fairy and 

I had been planning adventures in the South Pacific and all the planning with its doubts and 

uncertainties was coming to the final climax of departure.   

It had not been without challenges as Fairy bird-dogged agents, airlines, hotels, and travel hosts 

to set the details and make it all possible.  The final weeks had been particular hectic with details 

of the trip changing or reluctantly materializing up through the very last week.  The final blow 

that challenged our resolve came from a broken branch that fell from a tree and shattered our 

windshield as we drove home from our last shopping trip.  The explosive violence sent shards of 

glass through the passenger compartment cracked the rear view mirror, and dented the top of the 

car.  For several moments we were startled and dazed by the impact, but not hurt.  With little 

time for lament, we had to quickly pull ourselves together, remedy the ailing car and complete 



the final details in the five days that remained.  With perseverance and pluck the repairs were 

arranged, the suitcases packed and by Friday, the day before departure, all was in order.   

It really was going to happen.  We would leave  the security of our snug little home to fly to 

Papeete, Tahiti, visit nearby Moorea and Bora Bora, then board the freighter Aranui III for a 

two-week cruise from Papeete to the Tuamotu Islands, the Marquesas (Fenua Henata to the 

locals) and return.  We would ply the waters of the great Polynesian voyagers, trace the travels of 

the great 18
th

 century explorers such as Captain Cook, and follow the paths plod by such as 

Herman Melville and Robert Lewis Stevenson.  Over three years in the planning, the adventure 

would not only take us to these marvelous exotic ports, it would mark our 40 years together in a 

grand celebration of life. 

 

March 10 To the Wild Blue Yonder Sea 

 

Again I awoke to strange sounds and sensations. For a moment it sounded as though rain dripped 

down the drain spouts, and I struggled with the meaning of the sounds as consciousness slowly 

returned.  Soft light filtered from Fairy’s closet and the rain-like sounds emanated from the 

shower.  A quick glance at the clock revealed that it was nearly 2 AM, time to arise to begin the 



journey that would fill an inflated day of travel.  We prepared to depart Florida on March 10, to 

arrive in Papeete 27 hours later, still March 10.    

Soon the car was rolling down the road to pick up Royal and Wanda, friends who were caught up 

in the spirit of adventure and could not resist joining our expedition.  We trundled down the road 

to the interstate, followed the signs to the airport.  To our surprise, we found a parking space next 

to the elevators; important, since we were giving our keys to Fairy’s brother, Tom and his wife, 

Elaine who were flying out to stay at our home to be available to care for her 90-year-old father, 

Willis, who resides in an assisted living facility.   

After check-in, we said good bye to Royal and Wanda who were taking a different flight to Los 

Angeles, where we would join them again at the Air Tahiti Nui terminal for the final flight to 

Papeete.  Fairy and I made our way to gate 46 and watched for Tom and Elaine whose flight was 

arriving at the adjacent gate about 40 minutes prior to our departure.  The courteous counter 

attendant kept us informed of the plane’s arrival.  We watched as the passengers deplaned; Tom 

and Elaine were third from the last to leave.  With a sense of relief of having made the 

connection, we gave them keys, greetings, and hugs, and then farewells in nearly the same 

breath.   

We boarded with the threat of insufficient baggage space for the carry on, so Fairy checked her 

one carryon bag as we boarded.  There turned out to be ample room, however, so we turned our 

attention to seating.  We had been separated with her in a window seat and I an aisle seat one 

row behind.  A gentleman who was to sit next to me in the middle seat gladly traded his assigned 

seat for Fairy’s seat next to the window.  We were able to spend the flight together, and Fairy 

visited with  a friendly lady from Bend, Oregon, who had the window seat  The landing at Los 

Angles was smoother than a baby’s butt and several passengers complimented the pilot as they 

deplaned.   

We gathered our bags then commenced the hike to the Tom Bradley Building where foreign air 

carriers were serviced.  Fairy and I checked in and then had Mexican food while waiting for 

Royal and Wanda to arrive.  Finally, we had Mexican food that tasted like it was supposed to and 

not the strange-tasting simulation that we find in Florida, and we relished our meal.  While 

dining, we noticed several police officers with a dog perusing the dining area, complete with a 

SWAT member carrying an automatic rifle covering their back.  We never did learn what their 

mission entailed, but it did raise several eyebrows.  We were glad that they were on our side.     

Royal and Wanda arrived later, checked in after some repacking to meet weight limits, and then 

had lunch from the same restaurant that we had enjoyed.  Then we gathered our belongings, 

stopped to get hosed at the currency exchange for CPF (aka XPF), the Tahitian currency, and 

passed through security to await our time to board, some 17 hours after awakening.  



 

Our boarding gate was full of passengers awaiting the departure of a China Airlines 747.  After 

they departed, we took our place to await our flight.  I took photos of the massive 747 departing 

and of the arrival or our lovely blue aircraft with the white Tahitian flower, the tiare, painted on 

its vertical stabilizer and we awaited the next part of our adventure.   

The fight crew arrived with female attendants unmistakably Tahitian with flowers in their hair.  

We were beckoned to board in both French and English and made our way to seats 26 A and B 

while Royal and Wanda had seats on the opposite side of the plane.  Blue seats had blankets, ear 

plugs, headphones, eye blinders all wrapped in plastic for the eight and a half hour flight that lay 

before.   

The plane raced the sun westward over the broad Pacific, 

slowly losing as the day faded to dusk.  We  had two meals, 

listened to music, read and slept the time away.  Outside, 

Alpha and Beta Centauri appeared to point the way towards 

the Southern Cross.  Later the Moon arose and cast its 

glowing spell over the wing and the rippled waters below.  

Finally the announcement of our arrival came over the 

speakers and we were about to complete the 27 hour day 

that was March 10, 2012. 

Rain showered the runway and we dodged drops as we 

deplaned on to the tarmac at Faaa, Tahiti.  Customs agents 

checked our passports and forms with few questions about 

details, then we gathered our baggage and after a flower lei 

greeting were directed to follow our driver to the Marama 

Tours van.  She drove quickly through traffic, interchanges 

and rain to the Hotel Tahiti Nui in Papeete where we 



unloaded to cat-calls from some less-than-desirable locals.  Young people came and went 

through the lobby as music throbbed in the background of the smoky lobby.   

The clerk was quite helpful, but our reservations had been made by a less than helpful travel 

agent, who only arranged for one room for the four of us though we had been charged for two.  

Fairy and Wanda produced the papers to prove our plight and we ended up in a lovely suite with 

separate bedrooms.  Exactly how the reservation problem arose we can only surmise, but Fairy 

eventually got to the bottom of it, and with the help of another travel-agent friend, Kim, 

straightened things out.   

Dimly lit elevators carried us up to the 6
th

 floor where dark blue lights barely illuminated our 

way, and we searched for signs to show us to the room.   Once inside we found a very nice suite 

with kitchen and living area on the lower floor and two bedrooms up some stairs.  Curiously, we 

had to leave one room key in a slot for the electricity to come on, so it was quite warm in the 

room.  After figuring out how to operate the air conditioning, planning the packing for the next 

day’s 15 minute flight to Moorea, and commiserating about the curious room situation, we 

settled in for the night’s , morning’s , or whatever-the-hell time it was to sleep.   
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The “Moorea” waiting to carry us to Papeete, Tahiti 
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Greeting leis 


