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I’m never leaving. And I’m spending my honey-
moon here.”

I started calculating the years before a poten-
tial wedding. Let’s see, she’s 11 and if we can 
distract her long enough, she’ll travel in her 20s. 
“Mom! Mom,” my oldest waved her hand in front 
of my face, “Let’s go for a swim.”

The ocean was so warm and clear; I booked 
a surf lesson for the girls at the Island Style 
Adventures Surf School. A bald hunk of muscle 
named Jeff walked up to us.

“Are you scared of the water?” he gruffed.
“No, we’re from Laguna Beach,” the girls 

answered.
The girls looked at him along with their class-

mates, two girls from Fresno.
“Are you sure you’re not scared?”
The Fresno mom whispered to me, “No, but 

we are scared of you.” (Meaning the instructor, 
not my hairy legs.)

Fortunately, we were the opposite of scared. 
An instructor was always with the girls even when 
they were waiting in the water. And lo and behold, 
Jeff and his mates not only got the girls up on the 
board but they rode all the way to shore.

“We just taught a blind man to surf,” Dave, an 
instructor and long board surf competitor told 
me. “You should try it.”

While I appreciated his vote of confidence for 
an unbalanced middle-aged mom, I decided to 
stick with my current mission: finding Hawaiian 
coconut cake.

A FINE DINING FIRST
That night, we hopped into the Banana, our 
nickname for our yellow four-wheel drive jeep, 
and drove to Lahaina, the Laguna Beach of Maui. 
At the Maui Theater, we saw ‘Ulalena, a magical 
Cirque de Soleil-style show about Hawaii’s 
history. The show features Pele, the volcano 
goddess, and her brother, the shark god. 
The girls loved learning about the Hawaiian 
mythology. 

After the show, we headed to the 
Lahaina Grill where we had our best meal 
on Maui. For some reason (perhaps no 
phones?), the concept of fine dining finally 
clicked with my girls.

“This is the first kids’ menu I’ve seen 
with appetizers,” Sara said. Richard, our 
adorable waiter, treated us all like Maui 
Princesses and ordered for us.

After the appetizer, Wagyu Beef 
Ravioli, we could have walked away 
sated, but the feast continued with the 
Maui Onion and Sesame Seed-Crusted 
Seared Ahi and Pasta Bolognese. We 
took so long eating that we closed the 

restaurant. Richard had a bag of desserts for us 
as we walked out.

“Thank you, but I can’t eat another thing for 
days.” Yeah, right lady. He smiled and handed 
me the bag.

THE ROAD TO HANA
Early the next morning, I devoured a slice of 
triple berry pie, dare I say, better than my own. 
In the condo’s designer kitchen, I cooked a 
hearty breakfast to rev us up for the Road to 
Hana, a 52-mile drive along the coast of Maui’s 
northern shore.

“Be sure to bring a lot of water and barf 
bags,” a man in the elevator graciously shared. 
Barf bags? My girls had ridden the 
Matterhorn at Disneyland three times 
in a row. I bought a bunch of water 
bottles and hit the road.

We drove northeast, away from the 
dusty sugar cane fields and into the 
luscious rainforest. “I’ve never seen 
anything like this before,” said Sara, our 
map navigator.

As we gained elevation, the roads 
started to twist and turn with extremely 
blind corners. “Me either,” I added, 
trying to remember everything my 
dad taught me about driving. Slow and 
steady. Honk on the blind turns, some-
thing my girls found absolutely hilarious.

As we got into a jostling rhythm 
winding back and forth, my daughters 
marveled, “This is just like the Indiana 
Jones ride at Disneyland. Mom, you don’t 
need to go on it now.” Forget Disneyland 
I thought. I just hope we make it to Hana, 
one of Maui’s most isolated towns.MAGICMaui’s

HOW I SURVIVED A WEEK OF TWEENAGERS WITHOUT THEIR PHONES

“Mommy, that woman has my exact 
case and phone,” my 12-year-
old daughter, Cat cried. “I hadn’t 

thought about it until now,” Thirty-six hours ago, 
she had kissed her phone good-bye and placed 
it ever so gently in her desk drawer at home.

A six-hour plane flight later, we were hanging 
out by the pool in Maui on our first day of digital 
detox. Sara, my 11 year old, had done the same. 
No phones, iPads or laptops were allowed on 

the trip except for my phone to be used in case of 
emergencies.

“I’ve haven’t missed my phone at all,” Sara added.
“See,” I smugly said, “You don’t need your phone.”
“What? Of course we do.” Tweenage faces 

frowned.
Our first stop in the Digital-Detox-Mother-

Daughter Bonding trip was Kaanapali Alii, a fabulous 
collection of condos right on the northwest beach 
of Maui. When we walked into our beautiful Kelly 
Wearstler style condo, my youngest said, “That’s it. 
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ABOVE:  The Seven 
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Ulalena Show; Surf 
lesson at Kaanapali 
beach; Snorkeling at 
Molokini Crater 
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Cat was our tour guide who read to us 
from guidebook, Maui Revealed, about water-
falls to visit along the way. We drove slowly 
by each stop, but I chickened out, focused on 
crossing the 59 bridges, (46 of them one lane 
wide,) and precision driving the 620 curves.

Around 5 pm, we crossed the finish line, 
arriving safe and sound at the Travaasa Hana, 
a resort located at the end of the official Road 
to Hana. The property spans 69 acres and 
was originally built in 1946 after the sugar 
cane boom.

“Girl power!” I said as we high fived each other. “We did it.”
Lei, a sweet smiling valet, greeted us with a cold cloth, fresh guava 

juice and KuKui nut leis. Now that’s what I’m talking about.
After a swim in the hotel pool, we had dinner at Travaasa’s Ka‘uiki 

Restaurant where I finally found my coconut cake. There was no 
custard filling, just a light whipped cream covered with coconut. 
Perfection.

“Mommy, I feel so sorry for that lady.” Cat nodded her head at the 
table behind us. “She’s been waiting the whole meal to talk to her 
husband who’s on the phone.”

I turned around and sure enough, there was a wife patiently waiting 
for her husband’s attention. I tried not to smile; not only did my tween 
notice it, but she was having empathy for the wife.

The next day, we hopped onto horses at the Hana Ranch Stables 
and headed out for a ride along the rugged and spectacular coast.

“Guess who owns this land?” asked Joann, our guide who was born 
and raised in Hana.

“Oprah?” I guessed. She owns an organic farm in central Maui, so 
maybe she owned this field of wild grasses and weathered banyan trees.

“Somebody was going to turn this all into a golf course, so 
Oprah bought it. We’re allowed to ride, camp and fish here.”

I looked at my girls sitting on their horses, watching the ocean crash 
against the lava rock on Oprah’s field. A tropical shower cooling us down.

“Mom, can you take my picture?” Cat handed me a camera we 
had dug out of my desk at home. Taking pictures with a camera, not 
a phone, was so freeing. There was no agonizing over whether it was 
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right for Instagram, Pic Stitch or the rest of the 
world. It was just a picture. That’s all. Easily 
deleted or shared at a later date.

In the afternoon, Cat and I had mother-
daughter massages (Sara was too young). This 
was Cat’s first spa experience and she was 
beyond happy, following the steam room, ice 
bath and shower directions to a tee.

“Are all spas like this?” she asked excitedly. 
I could see she was quietly planning her spa 
treatment future. 

That night, we met Joann at the Hana Ball Park, 
right behind the resort, for the softball semi-finals. 
We bought dinner from moms selling chicken 
katsu, a Japanese style deep-fried chicken, and ice 
cream sundaes out of a portable trailer.

“This is the original food truck,” I told my 
girls, so happy to be off the beaten path and 
hanging with the locals. In a town of 1,250, it 
was clear we were tourists.

“Everyone’s looking at us.” Growing up 
in Laguna Beach, we were used to being the 
locals, not the tourists.

“That’s okay. Just smile,” I said.
Back at the hotel, I ascended into 

mommy heaven. My tweenagers hopped 
into bed with me, wanting to cuddle and 
hang. It had taken 63 hours without a phone 
to dissolve the cone of electronic isolation.

WATERFALL DREAMS
The next day, we bid Hana goodbye and 
headed out of town. We stopped at the 
Wailua waterfall where the girls jumped off 
a rock and into the fresh pool.

Guidebook
Maui Revealed: The 
Ultimate Guidebook by 
Andrew Doughty, with 
photographs by Leona 
Boyd. In its sixth 
edition, published 
in April 2013, this 
is one of the best. || 
$13.67 from amazon.com

Kaanapali
[ stay ]  Kaanapali Alii Resort  
|| 50 Nohea Kai Drive Lahaina, 
HI 96761 || Book with Classic Resorts 
(877) 935-0353 || kaanapalialii.com

[ eat ]  The Lahaina Grill  
|| 127 Lahainaluna Road, Lahaina, 
Maui, HI 96761 || (808) 667-5117  
|| lahainagrill.com

[ do ]  Tennis Lessons  
|| Dan Vanpoucke || Book with 
Concierge || (808) 667-1400 

Surf Lessons || Island Styles 
Adventure School || 2435 Kaanapali 
Pkwy || Lahaina, HI 96761 ||  
(808) 244-6858 || isasurfschool.com

Hana 
[ stay ]  Travaasa Hana Resort  
|| 5031 Hana Highway, Hana, HI 96713 
|| (888) 820-1043 || travaasa.com/
hana/

[ eat ]  Ka‘uiki Restaurant  
|| Travaasa Hana Resort
|| Local food stands on Hana Highway 
and next to Softball Field

[ do ]  Horseback Trail Ride || Book 
through Travaasa Concierge

Wailea
[ stay ]  Wailea Beach Villas Resort 
|| 3800 Wailea Alanui Drive, Wailea, 
Maui, HI || Book with Destination 
Resorts || (866) 384-1366  
|| waileabeachvillasresort.com

[ eat ]  The Grand Wailea Resort 
Champagne Breakfast in the 
Grand Dining Room || 3850 Wailea 
Alanui Drive, Wailea, HI 96753 || 
grandwailea.com 

[ do ]  Molokini and Turtle Arches 
Snorkel Eco Cruise || Pacific 
Whale Foundation || (800) 942-5311 
|| Book online and save 10%  
|| pacificwhale.org

Special Treat 
‘Ulalena Show at The Maui 
Theatre || (808) 856-7900  
|| mauitheatre.com
‘Ulalena Show & Lu’au  
|| Makena Beach & Golf Resort  
|| (808) 891-4024  
|| makenaresortmaui.com

Tips for a Digital Detox
 p Share the no electronics policy 

about a week before you leave.
 p Leave the electronics at home. 

Bring a camera for taking pictures 
and video.

 p Bring your phone, but for emer-
gencies only. Keep it out of sight, 
out of mind. 

 p Allow for a movie on the airplane 
and a few hours of television before 
going cold turkey.

 p Keep your kids busy with fun 
outdoor activities and adventures.

 p Discuss how it feels to be 
without a phone or electronics. 

 p Be patient with the process. 
(Remember you are used to 
checking out, too!)

“This is a dream 
of mine,” Sara shared 
excitedly, jumping in 
feet first. Cat followed. 
As they swam to the 
waterfall, my eyes welled 
with tears. Just four days 
ago, I had been mean, 
anti-phone mom and now 
we were fulfilling dreams. 
The waterfall mist washed 
away my tears as the girls 
climbed out of the water, 
chattering with excitement.

We continued on to the tourist-filled Seven Sacred 
Pools. Swimming in the pools is no longer allowed, 
but it’s still worth a visit. After a quick hike around 
this National Park, the true adventure began as we 
braved the unofficial road out of Hana, a single lane 
dirt road. (Most tourists turn around and go back on 
the official Road to Hana). No worries. By then, we 
were a well-seasoned team traversing the one-lane 
bridges and cliff side blind turns.

“Is that a cow, or a piece of lava?” I asked as we 
turned into a valley at the base of Haleakala, the 
largest dormant volcano in the world.

“It’s a cow!” my girls screamed. “A whole bunch 
of them.” Sure enough, we were driving right in the 
middle of a herd. You could reach out and touch them. 

DETOXED AND HAPPY
We giggled all the way to Wailea Beach, the posh 
southwest end of Maui’s coastline. A serene Asian-
design condo with standing and sitting Buddhas 
awaited us at the Wailea Beach Villas.

“This is bigger than our whole house,” I said. We 
wandered around the three- bedroom villa, checking 
out the cool plunge pool, outdoor lava rock shower 
and walk-in closets. I jumped into my fluffy duvet. 
“That’s it, I’m never going home.”

CLOCKWISE FROM ABOVE:  
The Banana Jeep; The pool at Travaasa Hana; 
The Wailua waterfall; Our Wailea Beach villa; 

Trail riding in Hana



1 2 2  C O A S T  K I D S

The next day, we woke up early 
and headed to the Ma’alea Harbor 
for a snorkeling excursion to the 
Molokini Crater with the Pacific Whale 
Foundation, a non-profit dedicated to 
protecting whales, dolphins and the 
ocean habitats.

Cat and I had snorkeled before, 
but Sara was a newbie. We jumped 
into the water and practiced breathing 
through our snorkels. In no time, we 
were cruising along the crater’s coral 
reefs taking pictures with our rented 
underwater camera, of the parrotfish 
and red pencil coral. Another magical 
moment; but no tears. I was afraid of 
fogging up my mask.

Next stop was the Turtle Arches, 
an area where endangered Green 
Sea Turtles, Hawaii’s only indigenous 
reptile, are thriving. Hawaiians regard 
the turtle as a sacred symbol of the 
life force and protectors of children. 
I paddled around in search of them. 
I had about given up, when a turtle, 
the length of my torso, swam directly 
underneath me. In my own Ariel 
moment, we swam together for five 
magical minutes.

Our final day arrived and I was 
not ready to go home. We stuffed the 
suitcases full of t-shirts, macadamia 
nut chocolates and, most importantly, 
wonderful memories.  I bowed down 
with deep gratitude before the five-
foot smiling Buddha in our Wailea 
Beach villa.

“Mahalo,” I said. Thank you in 
Hawaiian.

We returned the Banana to Budget 
Rentals and boarded the bus for the 
terminal. In the security line, Cat 
tugged on my sleeve and nodded 
to a baby in a stroller playing on an 
iPhone.

“Can you believe that?” she said. I 
looked at the parents who were prob-
ably exhausted and out of options. 
Still, my kid was in the middle of a 
teachable moment.

“What did you learn this week?”
“I realized that I don’t need my 

phone” Cat said. My jaw dropped. 
“For a week,” she added. “I don’t 
need my phone for a week.”

“That’s a great start.”
“I learned you can have fun 

without electronics,” Sara shared. 
“Especially if you go to Maui.”

I couldn’t agree more. We’ve 
already made plans for our next 
Hawaiian honeymoon, no phones 
allowed. z
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