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Our home for 2.5 weeks in the woods outside Hilo; a rural neighborhood called Hawaiian Acres.

Complete with rainwater capture system for drinking and showering.



  

It rained for 2 hours every day, so we hung out/napped under here a lot.



  

We ate guavas, passionfruits, bananas, and coconuts off of the surrounding trees. Delicious.



  

Treecast Cave, named for the cast of a long-since burned away tree visible in the wall.



  

Lava tubes are porous. When it rains on the surface it rains in the cave. Vines penetrate.



  

We explored and mapped a bunch of caves in the Kilauea caldera, Halema uma u.ʻ ʻ



  

Hiking to the edge of the inner crater by special permission from the NPS.



  

Lots of toxic hydrogen sulfide vents.



  

Too hot and toxic to enter.



  

Others were quite safe, though.



  



  

Then we reached the edge of the inner crater. What a privilege to get this close view.



  

This is frequently molten. We turned around and right behind us was a cave...



  

Postal Rift Cave, billowing steam. Don Coons and I went in first. It was probably 120°F in there.



  

Once in the dark zone it was like an opaque cloud, no visibility. Coffee-hot water dripped on us.



  

Eventually the steam 
cleared and we were 
in white-crusted 
borehole.



  

Lava helictites.



  

Occasional skylights.



  



  



  

Time to tourist around.



  

Hollow tube where lava burned out a tree.



  

Kehena Beach. Black sand, warm water, clothing optional. Amazing.



  



  

Cockscomb Cave, in the jungle.



  



  



  

Lava gutter feature. 
Usually on both sides 
of the passage. 
Formed by high-
speed flows.



  

Snorkeling at South Point.



  



  



  

The Greensand Beach. Made entirely of olivine (or peridot, when gem-quality).



  



  

Andrew and I took the highway until it was swallowed by lava.



  

Then we hiked out across the lava to Pu'u O'o.



  

Pu'u O'o, where the lava from Kilauea exits lava tubes and falls into the ocean.



  

There are signs telling you not to get any closer than this. Psh.



  

At dusk the color of 
the lava started to 
come out. We moved 
closer.



  

Occasionally a giant chunk of this spot falls into the ocean and kills a bunch of tourists.



  



  



  

And then we crossed over the first lava tube entirely and walked to the second.



  

By the time it was completely dark, we had moved right on top of the lava tube.



  

A 40' wide river of lava running under our feet, pouring into the ocean 5 feet in front of us. 



  

A really dangerous place to stand. A change in wind direction could have poisoned/suffocated us.



  

But oh was it an incredible experience. The hike back in the dark with failing lights was rough. 



  

At the entrance to 
Kazumura Cave. 
Technically closed, so 
we were dropped off 
on the side of the 
highway and ran into 
the woods sneaky-
like as the car peeled 
away.



  

Kazumura is the 
longest straight-line 
distance cave in the 
world. The two 
furthest entrances 
are 25 miles away 
from each other. It's 
also the deepest 
cave in the US from 
highest to lowest 
entrance at 3700 
feet. 



  



  

The full through trip 
requires 17 pull-
down rappels, and 
25 miles of walking. 
The map is a multi-
page book. We only 
took two 
photocopied pages of 
it, to find our way 
through the two 
crawlway sections.



  

Andrew bodyweight-
belayed me as I 
rappelled since all I 
brought was a mini-
rack that couldn't fit 
doubled ropes.



  

Many drops had twin 
rooster tails of frozen 
lava a couple of feet 
tall at the top, left as 
lava exploded over 
the edge at high 
speed. The crusts of 
the lava pools at the 
bottom, often a foot 
or more thick, were 
usually cracked like a 
big stone pie and 
collapsed after the 
lava underneath 
flowed out.



  

Many entrances 
along the way, some 
accessible, some not. 
Nothing but jungle 
visible.



  



  

It seemed to go on 
forever. We would 
zone out and not 
speak for an hour at 
a time.



  

We encountered 
multiple human 
skeletons along the 
way. Old Polynesian 
burials with artifacts. 
Very creepy 
experience.



  

The biggest drop was 
70 feet. You can't 
place bolts in lava, it 
was all natural 
anchors. Sometimes 
the only thing 
available was a nub 
the size of your 
thumb. Sketchy.



  

I am completely 
wrecked here. 
Previously we had 
used an entrance at 
the 15-mile point to 
stash food and 
sleeping gear in 
advance. We were so 
tired after 20 hours/ 
15 miles/17 rappels 
that we yelled in 
terror as the sight of 
our stuff snapped us 
out of our trance. At 
the time it was the 
hardest thing I'd 
ever done.



  

While we were 
asleep, Pat and Don 
came in to check on 
us. We were groggier 
than we'd ever been 
in our lives and they 
told us they had 
donuts in the car. So 
we bailed on the 
final, entirely 
horizontal, 10 miles. 
I regret that to this 
day. Still, an epic 
trip. 



  

Rainbow over Kilauea.


