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Disclaimer

THE NAMES, CHARACTERS, places, and events depicted in this book are fictional or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or events is coincidental. The author does not intend to represent real individuals or events; any likeness is unintentional. This work is a product of the author's imagination and is not meant to reflect real-life situations or people.
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Dedication

TO ALL MY FOLLOWERS and readers of Pineapple Sam storybooks who enjoy reading and listening to my stories, I am very grateful for your continued support. I hope you will find the chicken stories I share in this book enjoyable, and I will continue selecting my books to add to your library and wishlist. 
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Prepare to be captivated by “Pineapple Sam Talks Kauai Chicken Skin Stories," a spellbinding collection that beckons to anyone who has visited or plans to explore the mystical island of Kauai. This enchanting book weaves together local ghost stories, bringing to life the eerie folklore that whispers through the lush landscapes. Pineapple Sam, a delightful fictional character created by Ismael "Sam" Tabalno, shares not only the tales that have become staples in Kauai's culture but also personal experiences that add an intimate touch to each story.

Ismael, a proud local from Koloa, the island's oldest plantation town, infuses his writing with a deep appreciation for Kauai's rich history and the traditions of "talk story." After a fulfilling military career and global adventures, he returned to his roots, embracing storytelling as a beloved hobby amid the paradise of Kauai. 

As you flip through the pages, you'll find yourself drawn into a world of shadowy figures and unexplained phenomena, making it nearly impossible to resist reading, especially if Kauai holds a special place in your heart. However, a word of caution: this book is best enjoyed with company, during daylight hours, or if you’re not easily spooked. If you're sensitive to the supernatural or find yourself near the very sites of these chilling occurrences, you might want to tread carefully!

Join Pineapple Sam on this remarkable journey filled with quirky adventures and haunting tales that celebrate the spirit of Kauai. You can discover more about Pineapple Sam and explore his eBook, audio, and paperback books online at: www.pineapplesamhawaii.com
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Preface

NESTLED IN THE PACIFIC'S heart, Kauai is celebrated for its breathtaking landscapes and vibrant culture. It is also steeped in a rich tapestry of ghost stories that send shivers down the spine. The term “Chicken Skin” in Hawaiian culture refers to the goosebumps one gets when recounting a spine-chilling tale. These stories, passed down through generations from various ethnic groups that have called Hawaii home since the 1800s, are more than mere folklore; they reflect the island's deep-rooted beliefs and the mysteries that linger in the air. 

From the whispers of ancient spirits roaming the lush valleys to encounters with the supernatural in the shadowy corners of Kauai's night, these Chicken Skin stories capture the essence of fear and intrigue. Locals share tales of ghostly apparitions, haunted places, and eerie melodies that echo through the night, leaving listeners both captivated and wary. Each narrative blends history, culture, and a hint of reality, making them impossible to ignore. 

As you delve into these chilling tales, prepare to be transported to a world where the past intertwines with the present. Every rustle in the bushes, the rancid smell of decaying flesh, the lingering scent of funeral incense, or the sudden chill in the air might be a ghostly reminder of the island's storied history. Whether you’re a skeptic or a believer, the Kauai Chicken Skin stories will ignite your curiosity and perhaps even raise the hairs on the back of your neck. Embrace the thrill of the unknown and discover the haunting melodies that still resonate within the heart of this enchanting island. 

These Chicken Skin stories are a few of the choices I can easily recall. They are of my own accord and experiences; others may be similar, but I have no collaborations with anyone else in these Chicken Skin stories. 
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Whispers of the Coco Palms:  

Echos from Desecrated Ground

The ruins of the Coco Palms Hotel stood on the east side of Kauai, nestled among swaying palm trees and the gentle sounds of the ocean. Once a luxurious retreat for the wealthy, its grandeur had faded over the decades, leaving behind a haunting beauty that whispered stories of the past. With its crumbling facade and overgrown gardens, the hotel had become a canvas for rumors and legends, drawing the curious and the brave.

As I was growing up on the island of Kauai, I heard and listened to many mystic talk stories about the famous Coco Palm hotel that, as of today, stands still in ruins from the last major hurricane, Iniki, on September 8, 1992.  

The prevailing rumor from childhood imaginations was that Elvis Presley's ghost eternally roams the coconut palm grove. When he made the famous  "Blue Hawaii" movie starring Elvis Presley, he got married at a canoe platform ceremony, while being paddled down a lagoon in the middle of the resort with towering coconut trees. The legend goes that his soul is trapped in the hotel grounds because his movie became internationally famous, and the hotel was built on sacred grounds. The sacred grounds were desecrated before any environmental impact statement studies were required, and any hotels on the islands were constructed. His spirit lingers and was supposedly doomed to wander the ruins after the Coco Palms were destroyed in a massive hurricane in 1992. 

It was summertime, but days were longer, and the sun would not dip below the horizon for another couple of hours. Still, it was ready to cast an eerie glow over the property, surrounded by hundreds of towering coconut trees as old as 80-100 years. 

The friends arrived, seeking adventure and a taste of the supernatural. They were drawn by tales of the hotel’s ghostly inhabitants—spirits of the past who lingered in the shadows, forever tied to the place they once called home. 

Among them was Lielani, a skeptic determined to debunk the myths, with her close friends Marisa, Richard, and Stan, all locally born and raised on Kauai.  The property was posted with many "No Trespassing" signs, but that did not deter the group of fact-finding and fun friends. 

They were armed with only their cameras, flashlights, and bare skin coated with mosquito repellent. Leilani led the group through the unkempt once-manicured grounds, now littered with rotting fallen trees and branches and overgrown with invasive plants and trees. 

The famous lagoon once had clear spring-running water but is now filled with algae, mosquitoes, and trash. Lielani's group started on the south side of the property, where there was less traffic and fewer people to see them entering the private property. They followed what looked like a sidewalk pathway towards the bungalows and curved around towards the center, main building, and main ballroom. 

Their friendly laughter and happy attitude echoed against the wooded area and sparse buildings. But as they ventured further into the resort grounds and buildings, the air grew thicker with an unsettling chill, and whispers of the past began to swirl around them. The cool breeze no longer felt like it did when they started a couple hundred yards ago. The talking between them reduced somewhat, and they all watched where they were walking or glanced around the area, expecting anything at any moment. 

Then, they stumbled upon the main building and strolled towards the grand ballroom, where the echoes of a long-forgotten luau resonated in the air. Each recalled the Conch shell announcement, the beating of the drums, and the lighting of the area torches to signify the beginning of the luau dinner and entertainment. The flickering sliver of sunlight slid between the tree branches and buildings. The area began to darken, with less light getting into the buildings once lit by giant chandeliers and hallway lights. 

Suddenly, someone glimpsed something like a figure, shimmering and translucent, dancing gracefully in the shadows. 

"What was that?' Marisa exclaimed. The rest of the group startled in unison, "What, where?"

Leilani felt an inexplicable pull toward the spirit as if the stories of the Coco Palms were coming to life before her eyes. 

Little did they know that the hotel held secrets far darker than ghostly apparitions. As dusk began to fall, they soon realized that some stories are better left untold. 

As they delved deeper into the history of the Coco Palms hotel, Leilani and her friends unearthed not just tales of love and loss but a profound connection to the land itself—one that resonated deeply with Leilani, who had grown up on Kauai with Hawaiian ancestry roots. She felt the weight of her ancestors' stories pressing down on her as she recalled the legends passed down through her elders, friends, and family. 

The land beneath the hotel had once been sacred, home to ancient Hawaiian royalty and revered spaces that held the echoes of a vibrant culture. Palaces, residences, and temples adorned the area, along with burial grounds that honored those who had come before. However, the ambitious hotel expansion in the 1950s and 1960s led to the desecration of these sacred sites, erasing centuries of history to make way for modern luxury. Months and years of protest by the local Hawaiian groups were ignored. 

As Leilani shared her knowledge with her friends, stories passed down from her relatives, a sense of guilt washed over them. They had come seeking thrills, but now they felt complicit in the disrespect shown to the land that had nurtured their ancestors. “This isn’t just a ghost story,” she said, her voice filled with urgency. “It reminds us how we must honor our past, not erase it.”

That evening, the group had gathered along the side road of the hotel, the sun casting a silver glow over the hotel’s crumbling facade. They could hear the whispers of the wind, carrying stories from the land, pleading to be heard. Leilani suggested they perform a small ceremony to acknowledge the spirits that had been disturbed and honor those who had once walked the land. The rest of the group wanted to leave, but LeiLeilani's commitment to explore more was more convincing. Besides, they thought they were locals, not outsiders deliberately desecrating or ignoring the historical site, but they learned more from personal experiences. 

With reverence, they unconsciously gathered some wild garden flowers and placed them at the base of a large palm tree, a silent tribute to the past residences and all those who had lived and loved there. They spoke softly of their thoughts and sadness about the ruins, hoping to understand the past and present gap. 

As they stood in the stillness of the evening, the atmosphere shifted. A sense of peace enveloped them, and for a fleeting moment, they felt the presence of the spirits around them as if the land itself was responding to their tribute. But as they turned to leave, LeiLeilani felt a sudden chill. The air thickened, and shadows flickered at the edges of her vision.

“Did you feel that?” she asked, her heart racing. 

The others nodded, their senses heightened. Dusk was beginning, and the energies of the Coco Palms were awakening, ready to share their truths. But would they be prepared to listen? As Leilani and her friends continued their exploration of the Coco Palms Hotel's history, she shared tales about foreign dignitaries like the Shah of Iran and local celebrities like Dean Martin, Jerry Lewis, Bing Crosby, and Frank Sinatra, a few who once graced its luxury halls of fame.

Rumors swirled that the desecration of the sacred land had brought misfortune upon those who had tread upon it. Elvis Presley, a beloved figure, tragically passed away on August 16, 1977, at the young age of 42 years, leaving behind a legacy intertwined with the island's spirit. Some locals believed that his untimely death was a consequence of the disrespect shown to the ancient grounds, a punishment for the builders who dozed the landscape of lava around Heiau's, collected piles of structured rocks mixed in with human bones found, and erected the hotel without acknowledging the lives and stories that existed long before.

The friends listened intently as they had previously read newspaper clippings recounting Elvis's time at the hotel, his singing melodies accompanied by our local entertainer Larry's singing and laughter echoing through the halls, and their music voice resonating in the lush surroundings. Yet, they couldn't shake the feeling that his spirit, like Elvis, had become trapped, wandering the ruins of the hotel after the 1980s hotel destroyed half of the hotel, and then later, Hurricane Iniki devastated the property in 1992. The storm had ravaged the land, leaving behind a shell of the once-grand hotel, further entrenching the belief that the spirits of those who had once thrived there were restless.
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