dawn comes up with memories of Waikiki-that-used-to-be

By HOWARD H. GOSS
S—’dumm

otel at the center of the
crescent of that beach caued Waikiki.

The fresh cool air with its mild trace of salt .
and m: bit of seaweed, triggers a great relief
Jjust to huw that l'm here. 1 look through the muted

ht sparkling surf of many years
ago lnd feel the excitement and thrill of David Kaha-
namoku shouting “Jump out keeds! . . . “look out for
the ama,” as we pearl dived on my first canoe ride. T
am ten all over again.

It's a great mood I'm in. Overtume left, near the

ard lockers, stands the Waikiki Tavern

. brown shaked and tilting slightly . . . but with an

undymg character of its own. Many an under- -age beer

was welcomed there. My mind pauses . . . checker
players at the tables shaded by the green awnings.

BEHIND ME the Ewa Wing of the Moana Hotel
looms in my mind. The Moana bathhouse locker
rooms, always damp from salt air and shower water,
housing a few ukuleles and guitars and sometimes a
bass . . . for those impromptu moments when long
fargotten beachboys felt the urge for their casual and
unforgettable music.

And over there is where Clem and I used to belly
skim on the shallow fan of the waves after they hit the
beach and spread themselves up the gentle slope of
the sand.

AND MORE memories

The grassy vacant lot where the Surfrider Hotel
now stands and the old Outrigger Canoe Club. with
nothing but its surfboard lockers, volleyball courts,
palm thatched beach pavilion . . . and the great round
clock standing at least twelve feet high

surfboart
with names carefully pnm(ed on
“Duke”,

",  “Ehu Kn

“‘Eleu”. That five-foot’ clunker of a phnk I fnlmd
washed up on the beach early one morning .

Z slick,
shoulders . . . and then remember the continual blis-

ters that left my nose raw.

THE ULUNIU CLUB with its kamaaina casual
aloofness, next to the monstrous Royal Hawaiian Ho-
tel. The Royal . . . memories of hot afternoons, stand-
ing on the beach, esrly in the war, leaning on the sea-
wall and watching our girl friends dancing with sail-

New 6th Fleet

chief announced

WASHINGTON (UPI) —
Vice Adm. Gerald E. Miller
will assume command next
fall of the U.S. 6th Fleet in
the Mediterranean, the De-
fense Department has an-
nounced
Miller 51 of Quincy, I,

s commander of
an Fleet in the At-
lantic. He will succeed Vice
Adm. Isaac C. Kidd Jr.,
whose new assignment was
mot announced.

mandmarlnzstam;rettlive sounds of Artie Shaw
and Claude Thorrhill.

The sun’s coming up now . . . lights are signaling
movement in the big apartments at Diamond Head
nnd in the many hotel rooms surrounding me. Time to

getting into my Merchant Street clothes
1ami looking at the reality of mday But I linger a little
longer . . .

SELF to a quiet breakfast at the Roy-
:l's Surl Rnom Lanai. Papaya . . . a special taste of
Hawaii . . . conjuring up visions of tropmal islands.

T look across the bay. A few tourists walking slow-
1y’ down the beach . .. a couple of girls in bikinis
with surfboards under their arms, heading for the
water . . . a few early rising surfers already out at
“Queens”’.

THE DAY IS UPON ME. Time to get going. I si
my coffee as I look at the towering m«mbdhﬂnv

. at whatever time in history and for what-
evu remn Be it honeymoon, long anticipated vaca-
tion or just sitting around living in its embrace.

Luck has been with me. Waikiki has been mine, off
and on for almost a lifetime. A little painted up and
gaudier now than I would prefer . . . but maybe that
10-year-old out there climbing into a canoe with his
brothers and the husky beachboy will find his unfor-
gettable thrill this morning if the bow spray of his
speeding” canoe stings his face .. . or he hears the
shout from behind him . . . “Jump out keeds!" . . .
look out for the ama.”
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