‘Hana Reborn

After years of decline, one of Hawaii's best-loved resorts, the Hotel
Hana-Maui, has been given a luxurious new lease on life by the owners
of the Post Ranch Inn.STEPHEN DRUCKER checks in
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HO JUST KISSED ME?

a summer cocktail party. It
wasn't a peck. Nor was it the
red stamp of the favorite aunt

me as a boy. It was more of a
breath, a warm passing breath,
and it came from a woman in a long dress with a maternal aura
and a fragrant flower in her hair.

Who just kissed me? The concierge just kissed me, in the
driveway of the Hotel Hana-Maui. It happened without warn-
ing, after she whispered “Aloha” and wrapped a wreath of pink
flowers around my neck. I needed a kiss; that was quite a drive.
Between Hana and the rest of Maui lie several hours of switch-
backs, precipices, and blind curves; an increasingly ominous
series of signs warning SLIDE ZONE, FALLEN ROCKS, ONE LANE
BRIDGE, NARROW WINDING ROAD, and SPEED LIMIT 10 MPH;
and the occasional overripe mango dropping from a tree into
my convertible.

[ can't really say why, but that was not just another kiss.
A few days later someone tried to explain it to me: “To be
Hawaiian, to give your breath—you know, it's a very big thing
to give."”

I COULD HARDLY BELIEVE this was the same Hotel Hana-
Maui I had visited eight years earlier. The legendary resort at
the end of the twisting
road slipped into a coma
and nearly expired during
the 1990's, but it has made
a miraculous recovery. In
2001 it was bought by Pe-
ter Heinemann and
Michael Freed of San Fran-
cisco, who couldn’t bear to
watch its decline any
longer. Lawyers turned
hoteliers, partners of the
Post Ranch Inn in Big Sur,
partners in the Jean-Michel
Cousteau Fiji Islands Resort,
they wanted to create a styl-
ish Pacific retreat where,
Heinemann says, “people

The hotel's lobby fountain,

can get in touch with their souls.”

No need to be uncomfortable while getting in touch with
your soul, of course. They wanted the hotel to be luxurious,
though there was no going back to the Cristal-and- shoulder
pads glamour of the 1980’s, when Rosewood remade the hotel
into the definitive beige love nest. They also wanted it to be a
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It wasn't the air-kiss of

who squeezed the life out of

litle earthy, but not the calculatedly homey family affair that
Paul Fagan ran here in the 1950’s and 60's.

The new Hana-Maui is gentle, sophisticated, and very Hawai-
ian, a quality not always easy to find in Hawaii. It's smaller than
before, with only 66 rooms—some the original Bay Cottages,
clustered around a pretty lawn, but most the larger Sea Ranch
Cottages of the Rosewood era, with lanais and Jacuzzis and
ocean views. The public areas feel clubby, with a lovely bar, a
ravishing pool lighted by flaming torches, a small library that
you won't use but which sets the right tone, and, by fall 2003,
a big spa that will be reason enough to make the long trip. There
are new chefs and impressive new menus in a very relaxed din-
ing room that's never crowded, as well as another restaurant at
nearby Hana Ranch.

For your own good, some things have been left out. There
are no televisions, no clocks, no radios, and no air conditioners
in the rooms, and there’s no USA Teday in a plastic bag on your
doorknob each morning. The mini-bar contains only water,
juice, and Coke, and it's all free. The pool scene is low-key, and
the golf scene doesn't exist. And then there’s the staff, not the
usual recent graduates of Happy School, but almost entirely
Hawaiian. Hana is their universe.

It took a moment to accept being deprived of CNN and The
Sopranos, and another to convince myself that a ceiling fan would
really keep me cool. Then I discovered that the mattress was
topped with a feather bed, and the pillows had just the right
loft. And before I knew it, my eyes were closing. When I awoke
to the fragrance of the lei I had left on the bedside table, I was
already thinking that four days would not be enough.

“IT'S JUST A LITTLE BIT...rustico,” says Hunton Conrad, the
interior designer responsible for the hotel’s redecoration. A
third-generation Hawaiian, he knows how he likes Hawaii to
look: the period from the twenties to the forties, before it all
became cartoonlike, back when mainlanders arrived on the SS
Lurline and took up residence in Honolulu's Royal Hawaiian for
weeks. Conrad has designed many a house but just one other
hotel (Waikiki's Coconut Plaza), and he says, “My innocence as-
sisted me.” He does not believe that a great resort begins with
giant sofas. “I wanted a residential scale. I wanted people to
feel they could live in these rooms.”

I'd never seen colors quite like his. The greenish yellow of
bamboo, the reddish orange of volcanic earth, the fresh green of
new tropical foliage, the particular blue of the Pacific—such
Hawaiian colors. Conrad designed all the new teak furniture,
not highly polished but rough-hewn and even cracked, as
well as bedspreads with the feel of bark cloth and curtains with
traditional kapa patterns. You read yourself to sleep propped
against a headboard of padded raffia, and walk around your
room barefoot on lauhala mats. Some of the details are simply
amazing: the bathroom sconces have shades made of young-






