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BLESSED DAMIEN DEVEUSTER PILGRIMAGE 

by William D. Cesaletti 

 

This pilgrimage in honor of Blessed Damien Deveuster, is dedicated to my long-time friends 

Kristin Mills and James Battaglia. 

Kristie died just days before I began the journey. She was overtaken by a cancer which had gone 

undetected for too long. My wife Anna Marie and I met Kristie in Santa Cruz, California in 

1972. We have been close friends ever since. Kristie and I are the same age; she would have 

been 60 years old next September. 

Jamie and I met at The University of Hawaii in January 1976. He and I both came West to 

Hawaii from New Jersey. He from Trenton, my wife Anna Marie and I, from Paterson. 

We grew to be close friends here in the Puna District of The Big Island . Jamie had very detailed 

knowledge of the pilgrimage route from his days of exploring, hiking and camping all over the 

Big Island of Hawaii. We lost Jamie at the time of this writing. 

 

Some Things I have Learned 

1. When you get right down to the basics, living in the moment, living on the knife edge, 

you find that daily life is a series of tiny victories and tiny defeats. These are in perfect 

balance. 

2. A pilgrim never refuses a kindness offered. 

3. A pilgrim requires very little. 

4. A pilgrim has no expectations. 

5. If you want to reduce your social rank, put on a backpack. Your status will 

instantaneously drop to the very bottom. It is truly remarkable.  
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DAY ONE 

WEDNESDAY, NOVEMBER 5, 2008 

 

I awoke at 6:15 am at home in Hawaiian Paradise Park in the Puna District of Hawaii County 

where Anna Marie and I have lived since January 1980.  A light breakfast and a ride to Hilo with 

Anna Marie’s nephew Albert Nejmeh who was visiting us from his home on Marrowstone Island 

near Port Townsend, Washington.  

At Mo'oheau bus terminal in Hilo Town, I learned that buses come to Hilo from Honoka’a in the 

morning and go from Hilo to Honoka’a in the afternoon. So I said goodbye to Albert, shouldered 

my pack and hitchhiked to Honoka’a.  

Almost immediately, a young fellow named David “Mongoose” Morano pulled over for me and 

with his little bulldog snuggled in my lap, north up the Hauma' kua coast road we went. 

We made good time covering the 40 miles to Honoka'a where David and his little dog dropped 

 me at the highway exit. We said our Alohas and so began the first footsteps of this pilgrimage as 

I walked to Our Lady of Lourdes Church at the other end of this quaint, sleepy little place where 

a once loud and bustling business of sugar cane has been replaced by small scale diversified 

agriculture and tourism. I arrived at the church and located the parish center and church office 

where I met Cindy, the parish secretary. I introduced myself, tithed and got permission to put my 

small tent on the grass there in front of the parish center. Cindy returned to her office work, and I 

went out to view the church grounds. 

I sat on the front steps of the rectory across from the church and began to recite the novena of the 

Chaplet of Divine Mercy. Perhaps the nine stations (little churches) along this pilgrimage are 

perfectly arranged to make a novena.  

Pretty soon I discovered that I had lost Anna Marie’s wristwatch somewhere along the way, 

maybe at the community park where I made phone calls. I learned then that all small, valuable 

items must be clipped to the backpack. 

Anyway, who needs a wristwatch while on pilgrimage with the Sun a daily companion. It's 

migration across the sky a perfect time piece.   

I needed to make copies of my web page and letter of safe conduct to give, along with my 

tithing, to people at the churches I would be visiting. Asking around the village shops I learned 
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there is a large format copy machine in an office above the Andrade Butcher shop in the heart if 

the village. I found that to reach the office one must climb an exceptionally long uncovered 

wooden stairway up the side of the old building. The friendly and very efficient office staff 

produced the copies I needed and back down the stairs I went. 

I picked up some avocado and grapefruit fallen from a farm truck on the roadside as I walked 

back to the church. I sat on the front steps of the Priests house and took a simple lunch. 

Then, I met Gilbert who is the maintenance man for Our Lady of Lourdes Church. He is much 

like our own Victor Bestamente at Sacred Heart Church in Pahoa Village. Victor has served our 

little parish family nearly all his life. His is the lawn and garden keeping ministry. How can we 

ever thank these men who do this work without a word or expectation of payment?  Gilbert was 

truly kind to hear of this pilgrimage as he and I raked fallen leaves and swept the walkways 

around the church offices.  He offered me the small room with a cot in the parish center. The 

church secretary. Cindy approved of me using the parish center. There was a bathroom with 

shower for me to use.  

At about 3:15 pm, I sat alone in the kitchen of the parish center planning my itinerary for the 

next day. Not complicated, awaken and begin walking at 6 AM, walk until 10 AM, arrive at the 

next little church and settle in until 6 AM the next morning. I call this my 10X10 program. 

Walking at a rate of 2 1/2 mph I will have covered the 10 miles which is the distance that 

invariably separates the village churches. 

 Either I wait for Cindy to come to work in the morning or I get an early start to Saint Joseph 

Pa`auilo Mission. Cindy also approved my stay at Saint Joseph. I could pitch my tent in the yard 

next to the parish hall, which remains on that property. 

Saint Joseph Pa1auilo Mission itself was a concrete masonry structure damaged during the big 

earthquake we had a few years ago. Unfortunately, the building had to be demolished. 

Father Jerry Avisa Pastor of Our Lady of Lourdes is officiating at a wedding mass in Kona. He 

should return here perhaps around 8:00 pm.  

How loving we can be to one another and kind. We take care of our own sure enough but what 

reception would an out lander get? A real stranger who knows nothing about the local church and 

the Big Island? 
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Parish office water heater turned off, so it is a cold shower for this pilgrim.   “The way of the 

pilgrim is never easy.” but in the refrigerator I found a jar of mayonnaise. I will happily add it to 

my avocado.  “Tiny victory, tiny defeat.” 

 

The blessing and sending off by Father Edgardo Bonghanoy at Sacred Heart Church on Tuesday 

was very sweet. Father Ed is 110% in approval of this pilgrimage.  

Victor Bestamente had told me of his Holy Land pilgrimage to the church of The Holy Sepulcher 

as he slipped a fifty-dollar bill into my shirt pocket, “to help with the tithing.” He said, I was 

taking this pilgrimage on behalf of our parish family. He also gave me a highway workman’s 

vest to keep me safe as I walked. 

Alfred Micallef (parishioner of Sacred Heart Parish) told me about the 35 mile pilgrimage he 

joined with many others in Malta some ten years ago. How exciting and satisfying it was for 

him. 

My brothers, sisters, and many friends are all excited about this and supportive. My sister, Claire 

helped me find a fantastic umbrella, not white but very excellent 52" UV blocking canopy. 

I thought at the very beginning, this journey would not be about me. But that it would be for 

other pilgrims to undertake in years ahead. I also thought it must be about the people who would 

see the pilgrim walking and put their hopes and prayers on the pilgrim to carry for them to 

whatever their destination. Surely it would be about Father Damien.   

But already, on this first night, I see that I was wrong. This is most assuredly about me. It will 

change me. I will draw great benefit from it. Perhaps physical but certainly psychological. It is a 

connect between Blessed Damien and me. Subtle at this early stage, but sure to strengthen with 

the miles.  
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DAY TWO 

Thursday, November 6, 2008 

 

I awoke at 6:00 am from a sound sleep, tossing only briefly at a few points. My pillow invention, 

reclaimed parts of a pair of water wings found on a shelf, though suited to a 16th century 

Samurai Warrior, was somewhat of a challenge. Prepared all things for departure including a 

thank you note to Cindy and left our Lady of Lourdes parish center at 7:00 am. 

What does the Saint Damien Deveuster Pilgrimage .com website promise? 

“Walk along a coastline of breathtaking beauty.” Surely an understatement, on a clear sunny 

early morning like this.  

The highway walker has quite a few hazards to be aware of at every step including the possibility 

of a vehicle overtaking and passing another vehicle traveling in the walker’s direction. This 

maneuver puts a vehicle making the pass a few feet off the walker’s shoulder traveling at a high 

speed. The walker has his back to this and has no warning of it. Very alarming. 

A cell phone is very handy, especially during this journey. My wife and I can talk on a regular 

basis. I can let her know where I am so she can be with me.  

My legs became sore right off the bat this morning. Thanks to Albert for the nice water bag. The 

plastic tube and mouthpiece allow me to take water without stopping and taking off the pack. 

The smart wool socks are great too. Perhaps tonight, I will make use of the head lamp he gave 

me. 

Upon arriving at Saint Joseph Pa’auilo Mission, I decided to take refuge on the covered front 

deck the parish hall for the night. This simple though very adequate building has this excellent 

covered deck along its Mauka (Mountain) side. There is a clear floor space for sleeping right 

here in front of the entry door. Amid wooden pews, aluminum frame sliding glass door panels, 

votive candle display, holy water font, folding chairs, lectern and all other things associated with 

a functional church’s furnishings, saved from the building that was lost. The building that was 

ruined by the earthquake sat just across the lawn there on a bit of a rise looking over the highway 

at a magnificent blue Pacific Ocean. Shame to lose a church. 

I had taken an early lunch at the Pa’auilo store “by the overpass.” Very friendly service from the 

young girl behind the counter, unlike the young woman at the store in Honoka`this morning who 
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wouldn't allow me to enter the store wearing my pack insisting I leave it outside. I Couldn't 

comply with her unfriendly demands and take a chance someone might "borrow" my pack 

putting me in a difficult situation. Her manager escorted me around the place as I shopped for 

line to secure my gear. Again, the backpack sends a certain signal. Especially here in Hawaii 

which received a dramatic influx of "hippies" during the late 60's and early 70's. Youngsters 

wanting to "get back the land". These visitors lack of respect for the people living here and their 

property left a bad memory which persists until now. Can't blame these conservative, old school 

folks. The pilgrim must strive to always be sensitive to the local people and their property. 

I ran into Manuia on the front porch of the Pa'auilo store while I sat at the picnic table eating 

Chicken Hekka.  I worked with Manuia in the Literacy Project at Hilo Public Library years ago. 

Very warming to see him again. This sweet man of very few words. Perhaps he learned how to 

read somehow. I certainly wasn't much help to him. 

The Mission Hall covered deck will make a splendid pilgrims rest tonight. There is a hose bib on 

the Makai (Ocean) side for my shower. Very important the pilgrim be clean and smartly dressed 

so a shower at the end of each day is strongly encouraged. 

My mind wanders over so many things while I walk. I catch myself just strolling along   

absent mindedly, not focused on the perils of the road. 

I must try to correct that tomorrow on my way to Saint Anthony Church in Laupahoehoe, A 

Mission of Immaculate Heart Of Mary Church in Papaikou. Tomorrow’s hike might be the 

longest of the entire journey. 

Gilbert predicted 14 miles. I might have to take it in two bites, perhaps sleep in the sugar cane 

one night.  

I was able to contact Anna Marie. I had left my gear tucked in among the folding chairs and gone 

across the village road to the Japanese Mission, the after-school program director Michelle, her 

dad is minister in Washington, let me use her phone. She’ll have 40 kids over there soon. It is 

just 2:00 pm. She was truly kind to let me borrow her phone. 

The Chaplet of Divine Mercy is said soon after I stop walking for the day.   

Do some small chore to improve the resting place in gratitude for the hospitality and to leave it 

nicer for the one to follow. Clean something, pull some weeds, coil the garden hose. 
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These hours of quiet are many and some are very long. Prayer, meditation, journal writing. Not a 

whole lot of eating going on with this pilgrim.  

Perhaps this is what retreat is all about. Not obligated to think about anything. Whereas day to 

day life is somewhat of a series of obligatory thoughts, one problem after another needing 

solution. Distracting from one minute to the next. 

Finished the last of the bento plate I bought at Pa`auilo store earlier. Cold shower at the hose bib 

on the other side of the building. 

Dressed in Albert’s polypropylene tee shirt a flannel shirt and long pants. Very cozy, although I 

forgot to bring any other socks than the ones I had on my feet. Albert’s smart wool socks, which 

I washed earlier, and which are not quite dry. The problem right now is, I will not have warm 

feet tonight. 

No sleeping bag or the wonderful warmth of the blanket I thought I would carry with me, both 

being too bulky. So, I wear the nice shirt and pants Albert gave me plus my golf jacket. This is 

the best I can do in the face of very cool air rolling down the volcano slope during the night. 

Took four Ibuprofen aspirin tonight and I'll take two more in the morning. Coffee, which I didn’t 

have this morning and I’ll be good to go the distance to Saint Anthony’s in a town called 

Laupahoehoe.  

A dog up the road a way knows I am here at the mission and continues to fuss about it. He'll get 

quiet eventually. 
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DAY THREE 

Friday, November 6, 2008 

 

Awoke to find the stars had disappeared from the sky and more than a few roosters announcing 

dawn.  

Dogs barking at the sounds of the neighborhood becoming active once again. Little Pa`auilo 

bangs up tight when the sun goes down, not unlike every other small town on the Big Island. Not 

a good night for me. 

The wind falling down the slopes of Mauna Kea were relentless and very cool. Makeshift 

bedding didn't’t do the job. I learned that the hardness of the sleeping surface is no match for 

being cold in providing miserable sleeping conditions. 

The drivers of school buses, which are parked in the mission parking lot waiting for a new school 

day to begin, arrived while I was making ready for departure. Noisey busses warming up. 

Shave every morning, secure the resting place and on my way feeling very well and strong. 

No coffee in nearby Pa`auilo store, which was not open for business yet, so on I walked into the 

rising sun.  

Much better gait this morning. Yesterday, I was all over the place. Poor balance, pack not fitting 

my back, not sure footed. 

The tiny store all by itself on the Mauka side a mile or two South of Pa'auilo was open so I 

crossed over and bought good coffee and a pastry. A delight. 

The Hama'kua coast is gorgeous on a clear sunny day. The pilgrim is alone here, in this beauty. 

Better about paying attention to traffic matters today. Saw new bridge construction and the 

wonderful work being done to span the fantastically deep Umauma gorge, the abutments on each 

side waiting to have clear span sections lowered onto them. 

I see a penny on the ground and it’s a call to prayer. I see a lot of other things, eight foot length 

of 3/8” nylon line with loops frapped at each end, pick that up. 



9 
 

Perfectly good bamboo beach mat which might be good as part of the bedding. Avocado, guava, 

passion fruit, munch while I walk. These are gifts of fresh fruit fallen from farm trucks on their 

way to market. 

What lucky cows, to graze on these lovely rolling, peaceful hills, and here’s this unaccustomed 

sight, a person walking along, all alone, big silver umbrella, loud vest. The cows all raise their 

heads, stop chewing, rotate their big scoop ears toward me, every one of them all the way up the 

pasture, my public.  

Walked two gulches between Pa`auilo and Laupahoehoe. Ka`awali`I Stream and then 4-1/2 

miles later, Laupahoehoe Stream. Somewhat frightening, the anticipation and the execution, but 

there is a knack to it which minimizes the danger of walking the roadside in these tight, high 

speed turn situations. A walker can't see the oncoming vehicle until the thing is out of the turn 

and right on you. 

Taking them from the north, I wore the highway workman’s orange vest that Victor Bestamente 

gave me on the back of my pack. Enter the gulch facing traffic, be ready to cling against the 

rocky embankment as the large trucks thunder upon you. 

Continue facing traffic until it is difficult to see oncoming vehicles in their tight turn from out of 

the bottom of the gulch. They will have their foot down on the gas pedal for the climb to the top 

of the bluff. 

Cross to the right side and walk with traffic at your back until the narrow shoulder dwindles up 

from the bottom a bit, now wear the vest on the front of the body, cross to the left side facing 

traffic and climb out. Somewhat nerve rattling. Be alert, and courageous. 

Though the umbrella is an absolute must for the baking sun and rain showers when they come, it 

can be difficult to manage with stiff trade winds against you made even more stiff in the swoosh 

following heavy, fast moving trucks. 

So far, no rain for this pilgrim. 

I stopped at the gas station/quick stop in Laupahoehoe. Bought a sandwich I’ll have for supper 

and a hardboiled egg, which I ate while sitting out back of the place on a picnic table under the 

trees. 

I met Matthew there, a young fellow hitchhiking around the island for a couple of days off from 

his work in Kona. Pleasant young fellow. 
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I overshot Saint Anthony’s by a couple of streets, had to backtrack one mile. I recalled it was a 

street off the Mauka side of the highway, but I couldn’t remember which one. Added 2 miles to 

the journey.  

Now the heat was starting to really happen in my feet. Left small toe especially but toes on the 

right foot too. So, I sat on the steps of the pedestrian overpass there and tended to the business 

Albert had insisted upon. As soon as you feel any heat anywhere on toes or feet, stop and fix it. 

So, I applied sports tape on the damaged toes, one on left foot, one on the right and set off very 

gingerly knowing I was very close to Saint Anthony Church.  

Here it is on the left side tucked back into the slope. Up the pretty walkway between the church 

and its rectory. I met three ladies in the portico. 

This portico I remembered from a Chrism Mass Anna Marie, and I attended here when Francis 

Xavier DeLorenzo was out Bishop. A Friar Tuck of a cleric. Great sense of humor. 

Violet, Bella and Rosalene were arranging Bird of Paradise for the church decor. They were all 

incredibly happy to hear my story. 

Violet sat with me to conduct the little ritual that includes my tithe ($40), giving copies of the 

Damien Pilgrimage web page and letter of safe conduct which served as my passport to be 

signed and dated by church staff of the churches visited. Violet didn’t hesitate to agree to my 

suggestion that I put my tent in the church grave yard tonight. Bella offered to leave the 

spotlessly clean men’s bathroom open for me. 

A perfect pilgrims rest in every way. Thank you, beautiful Sisters. 

They drove off leaving me there on the portico relaxing on a comfortable chair, cell phone 

charging at the power outlet nearby.  Pretty soon, I was able to raise Anna Marie to let her know 

I was a Saint Anthony parish and in good shape. 

In a little while I’ll go across the highway to the 50’s Restaurant, Carol Ignacio’s son, Chris 

owns and operates. Anna Marie and I ate there a few years ago when Carol’s husband ran it. 

Smart little shop, good food, right price. 

Meanwhile, sitting here at the front door to Saint Anthony Church I recite the Chaplet of the 

Divine Mercy. 

What made me do all this? What else but the Holy Spirit? 
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The Holy Spirit got under me like a rising tide. There’s no way to resist it, no way to stop it, if 

you’re on a rising tide, you’re going up. 

I was very interested in the Great Pilgrimage, The Way of Saint John when I first saw it featured 

on But Wolf’s PBS travel series, Travels and Traditions. 

Then I saw a repeat of it during the week the Pope announced his intention to see Blessed 

Damien canonized in one years time. This would allow pilgrims to make arrangements to travel 

to Rome from all over the world. 

I spent many hours dreaming of a pilgrimage here on the Big Island in honor of  Saint Father 

Damien DeVeuster to emulate the Way of Saint John.  

The extremely remote and inaccessible Kalaupapa Peninsula on the North coast of the Island of 

Molokai was chosen as a quarantine for Hanson's Disease sufferers for exactly this reason, its 

terrible remoteness and inaccessibility. 

We would all be greatly honored to visit that inspiring place but we can't get there. So, I decided 

that since Damien DeVeuster's first assignment as a Roman Catholic Priest was right here on the 

Windward side of The Big Island of Hawaii, Why shouldn't we have a pilgrimage right here. 

A visit to GoDaddy, web hosting and domains found the domain name Saint Damien Deveuster 

Pilgrimage available! I was flabbergasted. Why hadn’t the church already secured this domain? 

So I bought it. The web page followed a short time later. Homegrown as it was, it was good 

enough for a start.  

By this individual pilgrimage and by this journal I’m preparing myself to meet with anyone at 

any time to discuss it in all its potential. Please let the learned ones of the Diocese of Honolulu 

find merit in it. 

Finished charging the cell phone and went over to the 50’s Restaurant for fish and chips. Sweet 

little shop and the supper was just right. 

Back to Saint Anthony and up in the far corner of the church graveyard found a very suitable 

spot of grass with slight depressions for hip and shoulders where I set up the tent. Showered off 

at the graveyard water spigot, and now the bad toes must be fixed up for another big push 

tomorrow, a bit shorter than today, but still quite huge for me. Lights out very early when on the 

road like this. 6:30 PM now and already dark. 
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DAY FOUR 

Saturday, November 8, 2008 

 

Awoke at 5:00 am, ate the ham and cheese sandwich I had carried from the quick stop yesterday 

and began preparations for departure. Repack, deal with the tent and all other gear in its turn. 

Thank you for your hospitality my departed brothers and sisters, Rest in Peace. 

Had a shave in the spotless bathroom and then began the days walking into a splendid sunrise 

scattering magenta across the horizon and turning the dark surface of the ocean to a silvery 

glitter. 

Feeling very well except for the left small toe. 

With a crown in the road, facing traffic, the left small toe is repeatedly crushed against the side 

of the boot. I try to step off black top onto dirt and grass as often as possible to relieve the 

punishment. 

Maulua Gulch was the trickiest of the three. But now with two previous gulches behind me, I am 

somewhat better prepared for it. 

Several bridges all along here. Water tumbling, cascading down these verdant slopes to the 

sparkling sea below. These are dramatically deep, steep sided gorges, not overly wide but 

hundreds of feet deep. 

The bridges have a narrow “sidewalk” formed of concrete 10 or 12 above the roadway and stout 

concrete railings maybe 30 inches high. With the speeding trucks two feet off your right 

shoulder, things can feel somewhat precarious. Out at the middle of the span it’s very windy plus 

the trucks, I strike the umbrella not to become like Mary Poppins and go sailing away. 

Perhaps a lighter pilgrim wearing a tall pack might carry the thing like a suitcase while crossing, 

lowering their center of gravity. 

Quite often found myself just strolling along not paying attention again. 

Things started to hurt at about the ninth mile. Left small toe, right and left knee. However, the 

right knee not as bad as the left. 
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And then some pretty strong warnings from the right Achilles tendon. Oh yeah! Very sore 

muscles adjacent the shin bone of both lower legs not the calves strangely enough.  

Maybe the calves will complain tomorrow. Albert reminded me that I put on a pack and started 

walking, with no training. This is the result. 

I was looking for the Honomu turn off desperately when a tan Mercedes touring car came flying 

by, horn blaring and a head out the window, blonde hair whipping in the wind, calling out to me. 

My friends, Reni and Frank looked for me in their travels. They knew I would be walking. Frank 

and Reni practice Tai Chi with Anna Marie and me. 

Their greeting renewed me and then, there was the sought after Honomu turn off. It would not be 

long now until I would find Good Shepherd Honomu Mission and rest. 

Up the steep village road, I climbed past the silent old dog on the right who charged as I drew 

abreast of him. His chain stopped him short, and I slid past on into the little village past the 

village store fronts and the small boys who pointed excitedly the way to the church, the last short 

climb up to the mission and there, just ahead, the Good Shepard stood, staff in hand, lamb draped 

across his shoulders, I had reached Good Shepherd Church. I knew I was safe for another night. 

The mission church and rectory are very tidy and well cared for, as I made my way between 

them and there, against the wall of the garage, a sitting bench. Thank you, Dear Lord. 

I called out a greeting a few times and a youngish Filipino man emerged from the back door of 

the rectory. This is Father Lovell Soller. Pastor of Immaculate Heart of Mary Church in 

Papaikou and its two Mission Churches. Saint Anthony in Laupahoehoe and Good Shepherd here 

in Honomu Village. 

We greeted each other. He sat with me on the bench while I told him the story of the Damien 

Pilgrimage and my progress so far.  

I made my tithe. Gave him my letter of safe conduct and asked if I may put my tent here on the 

grass behind the church and be gone before sunup. With arms folded across his chest He 

suggested I go into the village to the bakery and see if I could find a room there. 

John, a man who joined our conversation and who Father Soller introduced as a member of this 

congregation and a liturgical minister he too with arms folded across his chest agreed that I 

should go ask if there was a room available in the village. 
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I was very tired, this rejection disturbed me. I yanked on my pack once more and back down into 

the village I went to hear what I already knew, there are no rooms available in the village of 

Honomu. 

I called my longtime friends, Sunny and Michael, who live on the slopes above Honomu. 

Sunny drove down to the village and carried me up to their home on the hill above the Mission. 

Certainly not the reception I was hoping for at the mission but the Holy Spirit wants this thing 

exactly the way it is, and so it shall be. 

The pilgrim must have no expectations. I fell into the expectations little trap at Good Shepard 

Mission. 

Father Soller opened the church for me so I could visit the Blessed Sacrament and gave me water 

and some fruit. For this, I am grateful. 

Meanwhile, at Mike and Sonny’s I’ve had a hot shower and a cold glass of beer and Sunny gave 

me some moleskin to fix up the small toe for tomorrow. So nice, and then a supper of backed 

chicken, potato, and garden salad.  

I helped Sunny remove ice from her freezer, the “small chore.” Feed for the horse, kibble for 

Angus, the dog, and pull the tail of Amigo the cat. 

Early to a soft bed. Mahalo Sunny and Michael. 
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DAY FIVE 

Sunday, November 9, 2008 

 

Awoke from a satisfying night’s sleep at 5:00 am. Made ready to get back down to the highway 

by way of a ride from Sunny and her fantastic dog, Angus. Angus will go for a walk after I get 

dropped off at the Pepe`ekeo Gears (sculpture in remembrance of the Pepe`ekeo Sugar Mill. 

Now, once again, I set out into the beautiful morning sunrise toward Papai`kou and Immaculate 

Heart of Mary Catholic church. 

My left small toe is on fire now, lower legs not strong, ache all over plus the right-side hip joint 

talking to me. Oh boy. Sports tape on the right Achilles tendon may have helped with that threat. 

Any of these physical complaints are a big threat to the pilgrimage. 

I arrived at the church 8:30 am for a 10:00 am service. 

I watched as the parish family assembled for mass. I know some of these people; George and his 

wife, Marie, whom Anna Marie and I met a Marriage Encounter in 1990. Marie and her mom 

from Malia Puka O Kalani Church Anna Marie I attended when we first came to Hilo in 1975, 

Elinore from downtown Hilo early office days. Father Soller presiding. 

Moved by the music, a beautiful service. Greeted the good father on the way out, he wanted to 

know where I slept last night. I told him I stayed up the hill above the village and left him there, 

greeting his flock at the door after the service.  

Some equipment failure as I began walking. Al’s nice water bag, the mouthpiece broken and one 

of the main shoulder straps let loose on the pack frame. Quick fix on the strap right there on the 

lawn beside the statue of Mary, the Immaculate Heart and off I went toward Hilo town. 

By now, I am feeling pretty sore in the lower legs and feet. However, knowing I would soon be 

safe at my quiet office on Kamehameha Avenue kept my spirits up. 

I cam across the "Buzzin" Bridge into a quiet Hilo Sunday afternoon, up the familiar stairs to my 

tiny office, plopped down my pack and got in the reclining chair. What joy. 

 



16 
 

The Chaplet of the Divine Mercy and then called my wife to let her know I am safe in Hilo. Then 

get in touch with our longtime friends, Charlene, and John. 

John did not hesitate to drive down and fetch me up to their home on the slopes above the town. 

Now I was able to wash and dry my clothes, showered, and made these entries in my journal. 

A wonderful supper of Ahi, a garden salad, rice, and some red wine. 

Charlene and John are both excited about the pilgrimage. Even to the point of asking their friend 

Peter Sur, Hawaii Tribune Herald, to “put some ink on it.” No ink was put on this story. 

The small toe is now inflamed. But loves being free from the shoe. Walking the crown in the 

road has thrown my whole body out of alignment. 
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DAY SIX 

Monday, November 10, 2008 

 

Awoke from a good night sleep at 5:00 am. Recited the Chaplet of the Divine Mercy. Then write 

a bit of this journal. 

I know that many people want to be a part of this pilgrimage and want to be involved in it. 

Though I am afraid their involvement will change this individual pilgrimage in some way, I must 

allow it. 

By now, my left small toe is very tender. Right second toe from small one is tender on top. Once 

again, a wrap with sports tape on toes and tendon. 

I got to the kitchen first. Got a “cowboy” style drip pot of coffee set up. Charlene and John came 

in together. Charlene hurried to fix New Jersey Bulls-Eyes for us and some starfruit. The Bulls-

Eye is a slice of buttered bread with a golf ball size hole into which an egg is cracked as the 

frying happens. 

Caught a ride with John to my office on Kamehameha Avenue. Dropped my pack and walked up 

to Saint Joseph church. Just flip flops this time to give the toes a rest. 

The church was closed to visitors. However, I found Robin on duty at the church office. She 

accepted my tithe and copies, very businesslike. There are rooms in the town so there was no 

reason to talk about pilgrims rest here on church property.  

Made good time walking Hilo bayfront and out through Keaukaha to Malia Pika O Kalani (Mary 

Gate of Heaven) Mission. 

My friend Natalie greeted me. How sweet! Soon, Father Joe Cavanagh came down to the hall 

below the rectory and we had our little ceremony. They were both excited about the pilgrimage. 

Natalie said I might have stayed in the church for the night or even in one of th rooms in the 

rectory. 

These people have known me for many years, I still wonder how a stranger would be received. 

This is the challenge, to open yourself to the stranger in a sincere way. Exceedingly difficult 

indeed. 
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I walked on to my friend Charles’ house across from four-mile beach. What luxury, hot shower, 

washer, and dryer. All my cares drift away in the quietude. 

Typically, I have been walking 10 miles in the cool early hours of the day. From 6:00 am to 

10:00 am. Arriving at the next little church where I will remain until perhaps 6:00 AM THE 

NEXT DAY. This schedule has provided me a substantial period for meditation and the “small 

chore” associated with the rest. Resting in the long afternoons, not sleeping though, that activity 

being reserved for the long nights. 

Anna Marie rolled up at about 4:30 pm. Albert arrived soon after. John and Charlene arrived just 

after dark. We all sat together in the breakfast room eating a most excellent Mousaka, eggplant 

casserole that Anna Marie had prepared at home. We also had good bread, a garden salad and 

wine of course. So delicious. 

Dinner chatter was diverse and joyful. At close to 10:00 pm, we broke it up. Anna Marie and I 

stayed the night, though we did not get much sleep. Strange bed and the wild pigs snorting and 

carousing in the yard below our window did not help. On awakening at 6:00 am or so, I found all 

Anna Marie’s things necessary to get drip coffee going. We took a tiny breakfast of cold cereal, 

and fresh squeezed orange juice. 

Mike walked in holding my cell phone I had forgotten it at his house the night I spent hith him 

and Sunny.  Thank you, Mike! 

The pilgrim will find Arnott’s Lodge on the Makai side of Kalanianaole street about a mile from 

Ken’s Pancake House. Here, there is tent camping, a hostel, and food. 

We cleared out of Charles’ house in good order. Anna Marie drove me to the corner of 

Kamehameha Ave. and Volcano Highway to continue the walking. 

Now I am wearing Rockport walking shoes Anna brought with her from home last night. What a 

difference. The soft sides of the shoes are very comfortable for my injured toes. 

An incredibly good go, the 9 miles from bayfront up to Kea`au and holy Rosary Mission. This 

stretch of road is rather hemmed in by trees close by and does not afford the sweeping vistas the 

pilgrim enjoys through the Hamakua districts above Hilo. It is a long, straight mediation the 

whole way. 

Found the little Holy Rosary Church locked, no one about, I was prepared for this and had made 

arrangements with Don Seaton, Greenhouse Specialists nearby, for a pilgrim’s rest at Don’s 
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work place on the bypass road just below the village. Then I walked around behind the church 

and as I crossed the fence line, I found a most perfect rest. 

A small storage building with an open sided, covered parking area all along the side and there 

against the wall of the building, in the shade, a wooden bench. Once the pack came off, I had a 

moment to release the kinks in my body. I noticed an exceptionally fine, double basin stainless 

steel sink mounted in a small counter mounted on the wall of the building, water okay, and on 

the other end of the covered area, was a garden hose coiled on the asphalt pavement. Perfect! 

There is even a live electrical outlet for charging my cell phone. Too good! 

I took the time to rest and recite the Chaplet of the Divine Mercy. Then I called Anna Marie to 

let her know I’d arrived here safely. 

Reviewing some Vicariate information I had in my backpack, I came across Dave Decleen’s 

name associated with Holy Rosary parish family. I called and he told me to slide my tithe and 

copies under the door of the Sacristy. He’d pick them up later when he would be at choir 

practice. So that is what I did. 

The little country churches have very adequate accommodations for the pilgrim. Our Lady of 

Lourdes in Honoka`a has a covered lanai down behind the garage they use as a cook house. 

There is a sink in it. 

Saint Joseph Pa`auilo Mission parish hall is surrounded by beautiful lawns for a small tent 

overnight. There is a hose bib on the highway side of the building which affords privacy for 

showering after hours. 

There is a graveyard next to Saint Anthony, Laupahoehoe Mission which flattens out up top in 

the far corner for a tent. There are two water spigots in the graveyard.  

Good Shepard Honomu Mission has beautiful lawns plus a covered breezeway between the 

rectory and parking garage. There is a nice laundry tray type sink.  

Immaculate Heart of Mary in Papa`ikou, I do not know about yet. Perhaps, in the future, if the 

pilgrimage gains popularity, parishioners of these little churches who live in the surrounding 

village will provide pilgrims rest on their private property. 

There are at least two hostels in Hilo and many hotel rooms, so Saint Joseph’s church isn’t called 

upon to allow a pilgrim rest as are the far-flung churches up along the coast. 
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Malia Puka O Kalani church has a very spacious covered parking area between the church, 

rectory, and parish hall. Water is available and so much Aloha. 

Again, the pilgrim does not expect anything, is very thankful for any kindness offered and has 

only one need, a safe place to lay down for the night. 

I walked across the village road to the Farmers Market in Kea`au village where I took a plate 

lunch and a sandwich for later. On up to the credit union for some cash at the ATM. Turned back 

down through the village and made my way to Don Seaton at Greenhouse Specialists. 

Don is an officer and a gentleman. He did not hesitate to offer me safe rest before I began my 

trek. He wasn’t at his shop when I got there but I met his son, Scott who greeted me on his dad’s 

behalf and with a wave of his arm invited me to put my tent wherever on the property I thought 

best. I chose one of the vehicle parking stalls in the gravel yard under one of those pipe/tarp 

temporary canopies you often see. Took advantage of some large cardboard boxes lying nearby 

as tent underlayment. Nice small victory the cardboard. 

I think about so many different things as I walk. Thoughts that go all the way back to my 

childhood. Some defeats, plenty of wins, a mixed bag, but I will bet it is all in perfect balance 

somehow. Perhaps that is the purpose of this journey. Walk away from the old baggage and get a 

new start. 

Saint Damien Deveuster Novena website, saintdamiendeveusternovena.com. Where do novenas 

come from? Someone must write them. I will have to check on this. 

Look at this, Scott Seaton just came back from town bearing everything needed for a steak 

dinner for two. Scott is here from Oregon helping this part of his family run the business and he 

is living here in rooms above the office. He let me take a hot shower while he fixed up the steaks 

on his George Foreman grill, steamed broccoli, artisan bread and half a yam with butter and 

cinnamon. WOW! 

Scott is a very well chaptered and versed Christian. He shared his insights and scripture 

references as we ate our delicious dinner. Now it was time for Scott to call Oregon and check on 

his wife and kids. I thanked him and walked out the door into the most stunning early evening 

full moon.  

This trek was planned to begin on November 5th, the first quarter of the Moon and proceed as 

the moon waxed full and so here it is, the eleventh of November, two days shy of the full moon. 

A gorgeous evening, Veteran’s Day, so perfect. Thank you, Dear Lord. 
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DAY SEVEN 

Wednesday, November 12, 2008 

 

It is 4:50 am. A bit early but having been in the tent since 7:00 pm, I had quite enough sleep 

time, besides, it takes quite a while to put everything back together for the walking.  

Left a thank you note for Scott and onto the Kea’au bypass road I went. Very soon after the 

traffic lights, where Don’s workplace lies, is a vestige of the Olaa Sugar Mill access road, 

perhaps 250 or 300 yards south of the intersection. This might serve as an anonymous rest if rest 

at Holy Rosary Church does not work out. 

I felt well and strong there in the early part of the morning. Hilo bound traffic quite heavy. So, I 

stayed on the right side of the road, traffic at my back and Victor’s bright vest facing rear. 

I met my friend Carlos at the Shower Drive bus stop. Carlos knew I was planning to make this 

journey, but he did not know exactly when. No one knew about the pilgrimage, let alone when I 

would make it. Carlos was a very sweet person, fantastic sense of humor. He was a parishioner 

of Sacred Heart Church in Pahoa Village.  

He was overly excited and happy to see me walking. He told the me a story of his friend Daniel. 

He was homeless. He was killed in Pahoa during the past week. God bless you, Daniel. 

I decided to take a coffee break at the Orchidland General Store. I still had half of the sandwich I 

had bought in Kea`au the day before, so I sat on the curb outside the store and looking down on 

the highway, had my little brunch. 

The other half of that sandwich was breakfast at 4:50 am in the tent. Finally learned the tricks 

needed to deploy and recover the tent this morning. 

A good long pull to Pahoa on Highway 130, past highway work crews with their loud diesel 

exhaust vehicles rumbling and snorting as they build turn out lanes for the Makuu Farmer’s 

Market. 
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Certain short prayers from the Chaplet of the Divine Mercy are helpful to my meditation. 

  Holy God, 

   Holy Might One, 

    Holy Immortal One 

   Have Mercy on us and on the whole world. 

 

Repeated in the cadence of the walking, over and over, mile after mile, or this, 

For the sake of His sorrowful passion 

Have Mercy on us and on the whole world. 

again and again, also from the Chaplet. How many of these can be said during eighty miles of 

walking? Surely there will be a novena to Saint Damien which will be very suitable to this 

pilgrimage. 

Perhaps the nine intervals between these ten little churches recommend the name of the journey. 

“A Pilgrimage novena to Saint Damien DeVeuster.” 

Fatigue hitting on me now as I closed the distance to Pahoa Village. Lower leg muscles sore, 

right Achilles tendon threatening once again, though not as demanding as before. 

Finally step from the highway onto the Pahoa Village Road. Some rain sweeping up from the 

sea. 

Puddles of water force the walker to slow way down and be more aware of what every vehicle is 

doing. This umbrella is so necessary to the trek, allowing me to proceed in comfort and a feeling 

of safety. A pilgrim could live under this thing, it is so excellent. This is the second rain of the 

trek. The first was during early morning hours in the graveyard of Saint Anthony’s Laupahoehoe 

Mission.  

Now I see the statue of the Sacred heart, arms raised, outstretched, welcoming. I had arrive at 

Sacred Heart Church and as I walked across the parking lot to the parish office I could see Charla 

Irvine, Victor Bestamente, Nancy Robbins, and Queenie Carter standing on the sidewalk outside 

the church office. I was greeted very lovingly by my brothers and sisters of my home parish 

family. How sweet! 
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Victor saw that I was wearing the safety vest he had given me. He was extremely pleased. Charla 

led me into the office where we conducted the small ritual of tithing, giving the copies of the 

web page and letter of safe conduct. The original letter is signed by Charla and dated. I will keep 

this as my passport and souvenir of the journey. 

Charla gave me a nice plate lunch and hovered while I ate and recounted ethe evolution of this 

pilgrimage and some of my thoughts on it so far. 

Still pretty early in the day, 1:50pm. I will stay in the church hall when Charla closes the office 

at 3:30 pm. I will wait there for Father Ed’s return. Meanwhile, I sit on one of the wooden 

benches on the church portico. Recite the last of the Chaplet of the Divine Mercy and meditate a 

bit. Quite cool now with a sideways mist drifting through here. 

I will have a shower soon enough, hot or cold, no matter but that’s the only other thing a pilgrim 

really needs besides a safe place to rest for the night. 

Sacred Heart Church in Pahoa is surrounded by acres of fruit orchards. Very easy to find a space 

for a small tent for the night. Water spigot there too, in the cemetery next to the little statue of 

Saint Francis. 

Charla is done for the day. She left the hall door open for me, so I heave on my pack and walk 

over to the resting place. I sit at a table by the front window and strip off shoes, socks, and sports 

tape from all over both feet. This is good. 

Do a small chore in here, sweep the floor, scrub a couple of spots where things spilled.  

Perhaps I will clean and wax this floor for the holidays ahead. I will make a date for that after the 

trek. 

Tomorrow, Anna Marie’s nephew Albert will walk the last leg of this pilgrimage with me. The 

road from Pahoa up onto the Volcano's Southeast Rift has narrow shoulders so it will want our 

concentration. Albert and I will see about that in the morning. 

The children are being picked up from the little school that operates in the building behind the 

church hall. I am looking forward to the quietude ahead. Pretty soon all kids and teachers are 

gone for the day. It is about dark enough for a shower at the hose bib on the read wall of the 

building. A check of the hot water faucet in the hall kitchen and sure enough, thre's hot water.      

I fill a large pot from one of the cabinets with hot water and carry it our back for a really nice 
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shower. Put my sleeping mat on some lauhala (woven pandanus mat) on the floor. Plugged in a 

table lamp I found and took up some fascinating reading material related to the secrets of Fatima. 

Lights out at 8:00 pm 

Plenty of wind driven rain tonight. 
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DAY EIGHT 

Thursday, November 13, 2008 

 

I awoke on the last day of this journey from a solid two hours of sleep. The rest of the night was 

a time check every hour. 

The feet seemed okay as I put more and more weight on them. I might be good to go for today’s 

walking. 

Anna Marie and Albert will meet me here in a little while. Good time to get my gear separated 

for carrying in the day pack on this final stretch and what stays behind in the trunk of Anna 

Marie’s car. 

I walked across to the church portico and wait for services to begin. A rather young gal named 

Jeanene is here. She slept on one of these wooden benches through a pretty miserable night. She 

seems to have done this before. 

Alfred arrived, asked me if I would be lector. Anna Marie and Albert were among the very tiny 

congregation. 

After mass, we decided on breakfast at Luquin’s Mexican restaurant in the village. From there 

Albert and I will set out for the Painted Church in the light misty rain.  

Made an amazingly fast go of this last leg of the pilgrimage due to not carrying much weight, 

downhill most of the way and the companionship. Companionship is rather a two-edged sword 

here. It certainly does seem to shorten the distances but the meditative, prayerful, aspect of 

pilgrimage disappears. 

This is a beautiful country once again. Ohia growing from lichen encrusted a’a lava, wild orchids 

and as we dropped down the south side of the rift the plume from hot lava entering the sea 

became visible. This exquisite vista. 

 

Al and I talked of the pilgrimage, his firefighting and technical rescue work in Tacoma, our 

families, faith matters, so many things as we walked. Perhaps this too is a meditation. Here is 

Star Of The Sea Church already. We found the church wide open for visitors, so we took off our 

packs and went in. 
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The “Painted Church” is the perfect culmination to a pilgrimage in honor of Saint Damien 

DeVeuster. Plenty of literature and photographs on display related to the Saint’s service here in 

those early days. Again, here is a wonderful rest for the pilgrim. 

A tent can be placed behind the church. There is water and portable toilets. 

My concern now was to find Robert Keliihoomalu aka Uncle Robert, the father of the great 

Keliihoomalu Ohana and de facto President of the Kalapana Ohana Association which owns 

The Star Of The Sea Church. Bishop DeLorenzo sold the church building to this community 

organization for $1.00 when it was moved from its original location about two miles South of 

here. It would have been destroyed by a lava flow had it not been moved. 

Albert and I continued our hike the short distance to Kaimu where the road ends right smack up 

against a wall of lava 20 feet high and there was one of Uncle Robert’s son, sitting at a 

refreshment bar. He told us we would find his father “in the back.” 

We walked up the sinuous driveway through the Keliihoomalu Homestead past many cottages, 

vehicle parking structures and animal coops and pens, calling Robert’s name and aloha as we 

went to find him. Finally, we heard Uncle Robert’s voice greeting us in reply and we were able 

to home in on his exact location. 

What an honor it is to be with this man. Still the tall robust Hawaiian man I remembered, and he 

seemed to remember me though it’s been years since we were together. He invited Albert and me 

to join him on this cozy back porch of one of the cottages, so we sat with him there, gave him the 

copies of the webpage and letter of safe conduct and made a donation to the K.O.A. (Kalapana 

Ohana Association). Uncle Robert is a deeply religious man. We saw statuary and pictures of the 

Lord and various saints everywhere as we walked up the driveway.  Now he told us of his hopes 

that the church would return to the Pre-Vatican II Council practices he cherished so strongly. He 

told us of his hopes that the bishops of the world would follow the Blessed Mother’s instructions 

to the children of Fatima, that they join simultaneously to consecrate Russia to her Immaculate 

Heart. 

I told him we miss him at Sacred Heart Church. I asked him if he missed us. He really didn’t 

make a reply to that, just smiled in his gentle way. He told us he attends the Tridentine Mass said 

at Borthwick Funeral Home once a month. 
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I spoke of Simeon Enriques and the drafting of a pavilion with kitchen and accessible bathrooms 

I had done for K.O.A. under Simeon’s guidance years back. Uncle Robert asked if he could have 

copies of my work. I hold him, yes, I will do it tomorrow. Al and I said goodbye. 

Robert gave us big fat oranges from a bowl on his table. Very nice. 

Once Saint Damien is canonized, people will come to the “Painted Church.” Uncle Robert must 

prepare his Ohana for it. 

Anna Marie met us at the Painted Church to take us home and my pilgrimage was done. 

“Amen and thank you dear Lord and Blessed Damien for giving me the experience of a 

lifetime.” 

Saint Damien served the Kohala district of the Big Island in those years as well as the Puna and 

Hamakua districts. 

A pilgrim may choose to begin an individual pilgrimage in Kawaihae on the Kona coast or begin 

from Sacred Hear Church in Hawi or perhaps Annunciation church in Kamuela. 

Any of these start points would add considerable distance to the pilgrimage shown on the 

website map. 

My individual pilgrimage was designed to include certain churches within the present-day East 

Vicariate of the Big Island. 

I walked the highway throughout my journey to minimize the distance between churches. 

A pilgrim with more time to spend might walk secondary roads or even trails linking the small 

parishes. 

This would be the ideal pilgrimage of course. The pilgrim would meet and interact with people 

who live along the route thereby establishing a rapport between pilgrim and resident which 

would give rise to “pension” type rooms in the villages surrounding the churches. 

Thank you for your interest in this Pilgrimage 

If, before I die, I see a Pilgrim walking the roads here on the on The Big Island.  

I will have great joy. 

William D. Cesaletti  808 982 6974 

A Damien Pilgrim 


