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A Personal View of the Molokai 
Kayak Race 

I wrote this story especially for the mem
bers of the Oubigger Canoe Club and also 
for all my friends who so kindly helped and 
supported me with my lOth Kaiwi Channel 
Race. 

This year's race is the most special in 
my heart. It was all based on God's help. In 
past races, I relied on my husband for 
physical help and Aunty Iwalani (Eva) for 
spiritual guidance and prayers. 

Well, this year my husband was training 
also, so most of the household responsibili
ties were mine alone to allow him to train 
as much as his time would allow. 

Since Aunty Eva went up to heaven last 
year, I decided to just meditate and see 
what God had in store for me. Que sera 
sera! 

Eight week before the race, just before 
dawn, my friend Sandy and I went for an 
early morning paddle. We walked down 
the road from my home to Waimanalo 
Beach in the dark. While we waited for the 
sun to rise, I started to do some Tai Chi. I 
gave my thanks to God for such a beautiful 
morning and my friend being able to join 
me and for the wonderful earth we share. 

In my grace, I asked Him to please give 
me an answer for the Molokai race facing 
me. I felt the wind dance on my face. I re
alized it would be blowing downwind. At 
that moment, Pueo flew and fluttered its 
wings right above me. I knew then, Aunty 
Eva never left me. You see, before Aunty 
Eva left us, she gave me one of her many 
Pueo. She prayed that Pueo and all the 
heavenly birds would guide me and my 
family and that aumakua shark would pro
tect me in the waters of Hawaii Nei. I knew 
then, my training would be in the hands of 
spiritual guides. 
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Many hours were spent in my solitude 
in the ocean, absorbing the sun's energy, 
watching the playful dolphins and whales 
entertain me-just meditating the island of 
Molokai drawing to me-the almost magic 
forces of nature completely encompassing 
and embracing me with their approval of 
our very fine relationship. 

Three weeks before the race, I saw a 
little green bird with white rings around its 
·eyes building a nest on a little potted fichus 
tree right next to the entrance door of my 
home. Days later, I saw two little bluish 
eggs in the nesL The day before I flew to 
Molokai,a bird was born-a heavenly mes
sage. 

That night my children and I lit a candle 
in prayer for a safe crossing. We went 
outside and looked up into a cloudy sky and 
asked God to protect all the paddlers in the 
race. In a matter of seconds, the clouds 
parted, exposing the vast starry heaven and 
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the fluttering wings of Pueo were heard as 
he flew by. 

While waiting for the race to begin on 
Molokai, after the Kahu came by to give 
my husband and me his blessing with salt 
for our boats, a mysterious lady with flow
ing silver hair, whom I had never met 
before, but felt I had known, approached 
me and told me she had seen a little Pueo on 
the roadside with his eyes closed. She 
murmured other things, however, at that 
point, confidence was instilled within me 
and I had a flow of new strength that could 
only come from above. 

From the beginning of the race to the en
trance at Portlock, I was guided by two 
birds (I walani). You know, my escort boat 
had lost me for over an hour or so. In my 
gratitude to everyone for their support and · 
monetary assistance, I thank God and Aunty 
Iwalani for their own "special navigators." 
Aloha. 

STARTS BOlD, 
fiNISHES ClEAN, 
REFRESHES 
COMPIETEIY.YM 

ONE TASTE AND YOU'LL DRINK IT DRY.'" 
~~~~~Ytw. 
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