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[ lr.\:.E O LONO. Molnkai—

It is a _ Brigadoon:-like
change, a metamorphosis that
happens here only twice a
vear when the center of the
Hawunun canoe paddling
world 15 @ lonely harbor sur
rounded hy rocks and thurns
and red. red dirt

Hale O Lot s where ti
worlkd s best paddlers come (o
challenge cach ather—and the
aften angry Molokalr Channel

g A Bmile race to tahe

Ihe women came heoe o,
September The men wen
here on Sundd:r

1t oas o carmival of Liora, neg
prene and nyvlon, of hrightly
colored fiberglass “rocket
hoats™ 1lime green, orange,
vellow, blood red and blue)
and of dark koa wood boats,
boats with a sensual, spiritual
feel to them.

ALL AROUND are paddlers
scurrylng with final prepara-
tions. Arms windmill about In
an cffort to warm stiff mus
cles
The mormng sun, bright
atid pust o off the horlzon,
sendds their shadows daneing

It is a carnival of lycra, neoprene ond nylon; of

brightly colored fiberglass ‘rocket boats’ (lime

green, orange, yellow, blood red and blue); and

of dark koa wood boats, boats with o sensual,

spiritual feel to them.

along the shore

A paddler sands the blude
ol his paddle. ane can only
wonder why

Relief paddlers dash 1o e«
curt bouls o stare vear amd
then dash bark ta help pat g
canoe in the water

Rigging is checked andg v
checked, Nylon spray-guards
that keep the water oul of
the boat are double scaled
with duct tape and silicon
gell.

HALE O LONO is alive with
a sense of joy, a sense of mis-
sion, with the lure of the
channel.

“If we beat you., you golta
buy the beer.”

“Where's the sun screen”

“Just redax gang '

“Myowrist hurts

Dont worry, vou'll du
fine

OId - friends  greel each
other once apaim. Handshakes
all around Buek slapping and
nervous Linghter

Lhe sure words o an old
paddler settes o crew, hraces
e tor tbe challende ahead, for
housesized swells that some
times march through the
channel

“You can duv 1t Don't be
afraid. You got to be {Jt.‘.?h.‘ng.
gua‘mng, pushing. When 1t

urts you have to push more.
For this club, for yourself.
Concentrate and find that
happy feeling.”

+ Another crew receives |ls
final instructions.

“Open up your mind. You
arce the master. Concentrate
on what you're doing  Listen
only  to o yeur captun Do
whatever s requested of yvou
Pay attention 1m0 every stenkye
vou pull’

EVERYWHERE THERE are
culmkeras. Click, click, click,
click.

One d*,'oung, paddler leans
forwar on his paddle,
thoughts perhaps straying tn
paddling's peculiar brand of
pain.

And then there are Hawai.
1an prayers, dotted here and
there with words that refuse
to translate: Australia, Canu
. lhnois

And singing. Hands ure clasp
ed all around for "Hawaii
Alvha. Seme of the voices fil)
the wir with  anspiration,
uthers should only he heard
111 shower stalls i

THE CAMERAS keep click:
uu‘:. Click, click, click, click

Vith the closing of the last
verse, a cheer goes up and
the paddlers head for thelr
canoes.

They slip them Into the
water with the tenderness of
a lover and head for the start-
ing line, for lure of the chan-
nel.

As the last escort hoat slips
oul nf the harbor entrance a
silence grips the cnastline.

The red dirt blows in the
wind

Physical and mental
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pre-race preparation is demaonding




