A tale of the original Molokai Hoe
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‘Craziness
now in its
35th year

By Steve Medwid

Special to The Adcertiser

Had it not been for the dar-
ing of three Hawaiian crews
34 years ago, the Molokai Hoe
might never have become a
reality.

“People thought it was a
crazy idea,” recalls 83-year-old
A.E. “Toots” Minvielle, who
first proposed the inter-island
crossing in 1939. The 35th
Molokai-to-Oahu race is Sun-

day.

“They said it was too dan-
gerous,” Minvielle said, “but
the old Hawaiians and King
Kamehameha's fleet of warri-
ors had already paddled from
Molokai to Oahu.”

He persisted, and in 1952 the
directors of Aloha Week offer-
ed to sponsor the race if he
could get three crews to enter.

None of the big clubs, in-
cluding his own Outrigger
Canoe Club, would support the
cause.

However, powerhouse Wai-
kiki Surf Club, described by
teammate Moke Perkins
Miranda as “just a bunch of

Club of Molokai and Hawaiian
Surf Club of Oahu, a hastily
*formed crew from Ala Moana
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Advertiser graphic by Greg Taylor

History was made in 1952 when three canoe clubs dared to challengé the ocean and the 40.8-mile distance between Molokai and Oahu.

Park, were also interested but
had no canoes.

Minvielle loaned the Molokai
club a patched-up, 30-foot fish-
ing canoe he had found on a
beach in Kona, He borrowed a
“heavy old surfing canoe”
from long-time outrigger
sportsman Dad Center, and

loaned that to the Hawaiian
Surf Club. Neither canoe was
fully equipped to race across
the rugged Kaiwi Channel.
Francis Brown, another
noted sportsman, donated $500
and a trophy for the winner.
Aloha Week: directors added
prizes of $300 and $100 for the

runners-up.
The three crews gathered on
Molokai on a Friday afternoon
but were ill-prepared for the
38.2-mile (it is now 40.8) jour-
ney.
“We had no chow and just
partied it up,” said Miranda,
who now lives on Maui. “We

had our beer and just drove
from Kaunakakai without even
knowing the setup or how we
‘were going to start the race.”
Virtually without help, the
men lugged the heavy canoes
down a treacherous path of
gullies and ridges to the beach
at Kawakiu. Someone shot a

deer, which they ate half-
cooked, and they drank under
the stars. For breakfast, con-
cerned locals provided them
with crackers, chocolates and
coffee.

A brief religious service was

See 35th on Page D-5
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