Hawaii – O’ahu – Day 4 and 5
We arrived in Honolulu early afternoon by switching our Go airlines flight to an earlier one. Doing this automatically targets you for “SSSS” on your boarding pass and a special thorough screening from the TSA who pats you down and hand searches your carry on luggage.  It’s a royal pain for a 30 minute flight, but we weren’t the only ones to whom this privilege was extended.   

We arrived at the airport and this time, both our bags came with us.  Picked up our rental car and drove to the Sheraton on Waikiki Beach, where we’re staying and where the textile conference Jeff is attending is being held.
Wednesday evening, we attended the opening reception for this conference which was held at the University of Hawaii’s campus.  We saw three exhibits, one involving oriental carpets with a magnificent carpet on display which was woven to be wrapped around a pole, another featuring Sumatran textiles whose origin and meaning weren’t explained very well,  and the last one which was a magnificent display of textiles (clothing and artifacts) from several minority Asian tribes, including the Miao and Li, beautifully displayed and explained.  The weaving, hand work and embroidery were magnificent.
Thursday was the first day of the conference and while Jeff attended the sessions, Fern and our former neighbor, now a Honolulu resident, went out to lunch in Chinatown and spent the afternoon sight seeing and shopping.  After all, we do need to boost the economy.  In the evening, we attended a BBQ at their condo complex.  The complex is in Ala Moana and towers about 40 some stories over the city.  They have a marvelous view of the city and the bay from their living room window.  The complex has a number of BBQ areas, complete with grills and tables and chairs that tenants can reserve for entertaining.  We were 9 in all and the trade winds provided a very pleasant breeze throughout the meal, keeping the heat and humidity to a minimum.  
What we didn’t know before we came is that September is the hottest month here in Honolulu.  It’s like August in Washington, DC – a typical one rather than a cooler one. 

