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Playing in the Rain
by Glenn I. Teves, County Extension Agent, University of Hawaii College of Tropical Agriculture
and Human Resources, Cooperative Extension Service — Molokai
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| was born and raised in Manoa Valley where we had a farm at the base of Woodlawn.
My family raised all kinds of animals here since 1938. Even as this area became
urbanized, we continued to raise animals here into the late 1970’s since we were
‘grandfathered in’ the agricultural zoning. It was a special time to growing up in Manoa
when it was much farther away from the city, and we could even hear and see the
Lurline passenger ship off of Waikiki from our home, without hotels obstructing our view.

My grandfather, Antone Teves, was raised in Ahualoa on the Big Island, one of the first
homestead areas awarded in Hawaii as part of the American Homestead Act. He was
one of eleven children and learned to live off the land at an early age. In the late 1930’s,
he brought his family to Honolulu seeking better opportunities like many families during
the Great Depression.

We had corrals and paddocks as holding areas for livestock on our 3 acre homestead,
including cattle, horses and goats, but would also tether cattle and horses on a very
large empty field that ran from the base of Woodlawn all the way to Manoa River where
the faculty housing now stands.

This land was owned by Richard Wong, an old friend of my grandfather. He also

owned the land where the Manoa Shopping Center now stands. Mr. Wong'’s father was
known as Poi King, and most of this area was in wetland taro production a long time
ago. Remnants of this past production can be seen on One Street where the old auwai
or waterway fed the taro patches or 10’i.

Manoa Valley 2014

Today, you still can see it in the street names in this area such as Lo’i and also
Kaloaluiki or ‘small deformed taro’, probably from the poor water circulation with deep
mud. We would frequent one of these large deep mud holes right below our homestead,
and ride our bicycles or run our horses into the mud hole. In later years, it was our dirt
bikes.
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In Manoa, we raised cattle, horses, pigs, goats, chickens, ducks, geese, and even
pigeons. With my five brothers and two boy cousins next door, we had a team of
livestock farmers and cowboys my grandfather and father could depend on. It was a
way for them to teach us the importance of hard work and also keep us busily engaged,
although we still got into trouble or trouble found us.

My first job in the morning was to fetch our milking cow and bring her to the milk shed.
My father would milk Nelly Belle before heading to work before 7 am. | would also tie
her tail so it wouldn’t swish in my father’s face. On some mornings | would call for her
and she would just traipse up the hill, while on other mornings | had to walk down the
hill through the mud with knee-high rubber boots to fetch her. My job was completed as
soon as | brought the milk pail to my Mom, who would pasteurize it, cool it down, and
refrigerate it.

It was commonplace to see twenty head of cattle tethered in this area. Each day, a
bunch of us would jump on my grandfather’s jeep to carry a jeep-full of 10-gallon metal
milk containers filled with water to each animal daily. Those milk containers came from
a dairy operated by Frank Simoes, an old friend of my grandfather at the end of East
Manoa Road in a hollow below the Chinese Cemetery, adjacent to Okimura and
Okamura family farms where the famous Manoa lettuce grew. Today, this is a
residential area with street names such as Pawaina and Pinao.

Areas adjacent to the Manoa Stream were treacherous places to tether animals
because trees would clog the river at a bend near East Manoa Road and overflowed in
this area, especially on the first big rain of the winter. Especially dangerous is where the
UH Innovation Center now stands. | still remember a really wet year with torrential rains
when two horses drowned near that parking lot along the river.

| still remember when my grandfather took six of us to the University of Hawaii for a ride
on his jeep. | must have been around 12 years old. As we drove down Maile Way, the
entire left side of the road was nothing but pasture and paddocks with animals in them,
much like at home. His prophetic words were, “One day, some of you will be attending
this university.” As it turned out my brother Tubby and | were the first from our family to
attend and graduate from UH.

My grandfather used to bring in herds of goats from the Big Island, 50 to 100 at a time,
for sale to the Filipino market in Honolulu. Families would line up down our road to buy
a goat for $50 each, and the one llocano phrase | learned at a young age was “Calding
la ditoy!” or ‘Goats for sale!”

In order to eradicate goats from the Volcano National Park, the National Park Service
would run them off the cliff at Hilina Pali. There would be thousands of them, so my
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grandfather worked out an arrangement with a friend, Gordon MacKenzie, who would
capture them and haul them to the Hilo Wharf.

My grandfather also got George Hansen, the boss of Young Brothers (YB) to allow us to
construct a little chain link corral near the bow of the barge to contain about 100 goats
on their trip from Hilo to Honolulu. The only condition was that we had to be at the wharf
ready to receive them before the barge docked.

It was inevitable that a few would escape by climbing up the chain link fence and they
would jump from roof to roof of cars on the barge. Our job was to apprehend them
before YB workers attached the ramp to the barge so they wouldn’t run around the
docks and create chaos. We would climb up the side of the barge, which was so
exciting, and rope them.

The goats didn’t like the rain in Manoa and some would catch colds and die, so my
grandfather tried to sell them as quickly as possible. If the veterinarian, Dr. Chung came
over to care for sick or injured animals, we all had to be there to watch and learn,
because the next time this same malady occurred, we were expected to take care of it
such as injecting, worming, treating and sewing up wounds or even making casts.

In addition to raising animals in Manoa, we also raised cattle in Kipapa Gulch in Central
Oahu in the 50’s, Lualualei and in the back valleys from Hahaione to Kamilonui in
Hawaii Kai in the 60’s, and Kuliouou Valley up to the late ‘70s. The herds in Kipapa and
Hawaii Kai would exceed 300 head of cattle. We started to downsize to less than 100 in
the late 70’s as urbanization swallowed a lot of the prime ranch lands in Honolulu and
Oahu as a whole, while pineapple and sugar held the rest, but changes were about to
happen in these areas as well.

| remember carrying rolls of barbed wire wrapped in old army blankets into the back of
Kuliouou Valley with my brothers as we fenced 160 acres there. If the area was
accessible, we could use pack horses to haul fencing supplies into the mountains, while
other times we had to carry everything in on foot. In fencing, the trick was to dig a hole
for a fence post where you wouldn’t hit a rock or lining up trees, especially strawberry
guavas where you could nail barbed wire onto trees and not have to dig a hole.

When each of us was born, my grandfather gave us a horse, and we would learn to ride
at a very early age. Before long we rode bare back with nothing more than a piece of
rope tied to the neck and looped around the nose, called a ‘panuku’.

Many of the horse terminologies my grandfather used were in Hawaiian, even horse
colors. Although he was pure Portuguese, he could understand Japanese and
Hawaiian, which was important in communicating with first generation Japanese or
Issei, and even Hawaiians, many who spoke their native tongue in those days.
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We could trade our horse in for another one at any time since he used to bring herds of
Molokai Ponies from Molokai to sell in Honolulu. When the next shipment of horses
arrived, it was a good time to trade in your horse for a faster and smarter one, and take
the pick of the herd.

We always had the fastest horses on Oahu and would sweep all the timed or gymkhana
events, especially relay races, barrel racing, pole bending, and keyhole race, especially
at 4-H Horsemanship Shows. Even expensive Quarter Horses were no match for the
Molokai Pony in short distance races and quick turning events, although they dominated
in the quarter mile.

According to my father, the Molokai Pony was a Welsh breed and probably came from
England, although some people I've spoken to think they were brought from Mexico.
Although the first horses to Hawaii arrived around 1831, | don’t know if these were some
of them.

In the 1950’s, they would roam East Molokai in herds from Waialua to Halawa Valley.
Because they were isolated in this area, they interbred and maintained this short stature
and pure blood. Most of them were less than 13 hands high, considered a very small
horse, but they were tough, sure-footed animals and were easy keepers because they
didn’t eat a lot. They were also excellent climbers in rough terrain and were fast on their
feet.

We would ride like the wind through the hills and flats of Manoa, even up to Manoa
Falls, and our friends would hang out at our house so they could ride them. We would
play Cowboys and Indians with horses and tie each other upside down in the mango
trees when we captured the other side.

My grandfather used to say, “These horses can stop on a dime, and give you nickel
change!” | experienced this when | went flying off the front of one of them. | remember
when my grandfather brought in about 50 Molokai Ponies in a barge shipment, and we
spent the whole day hauling them from the wharf to Manoa.

We placed them in paddocks on our homestead, and my grandfather and father would
separate the tame or trained ones from the wild ones. We would watch intently and we
could tell there was an art to this, and you couldn’t just go in the paddock and grab one
of them.

My grandfather was like a horse whisperer and could look into a horse’s eye and tell
you its life history, whether it was abused, or skittish, or lazy, or not to be trusted, just
like humans. We realized that day that if you looked into a horse’s eye, it could tell you a
lot about the animal. Another part of the horse that told you a lot was its ears. If it put its
ear’s backward, it was on alert and ready to kick you, bite you, or buck you off.



Molokai Native Hawaiian Beginning Farmer Program — December 2014 Newsletter _

You could tell by the length of its fetlocks, or the portion from its hoof to the ankle joint
whether it would give you a comfortable ride or a rough one. From the frog of a scab-
like, hoof-like oval on its leg, you could tell the health of the animal, and by the color of
its hoof, you could tell whether it had soft or hard hooves. White hooves were more
susceptible to hoof rots, especially in Manoa, while black ones were more tolerant to
stinky bacterial rots, and striped ones were somewhere in between. You also learned to
keep their hooves clean to prevent rots as well.

One of our neighbors across the street, the Arizumis, owned Manoa Bakery and we
would pick up 55 gallon drums of old pastries each week to feed to our pigs, but Aunty
Millie Arizumi always made it a point to wrap some fresh goodies in newspaper on the
top of the drum, such as Apple Pie, biscuits, donuts, or long johns.

| know what pastries can do to your waistline after seeing 3” thick back fat on some of
our pigs which we slaughtered at home when we cooked Kalua pig in an imu in the back
yard, and even laulau for the holidays. Aunty Millie made the best chocolate chip
cookies, and gave us a huge bag every Christmas. My grandfather taught a lot of the
neighbor’s kids to ride and train horses, and the Arizumis were no exception.

Most of these special places and situations are just memories, and both my grandfather
and father are gone, but | thank them for this special lifestyle and unique experiences
they created for us that few families were able to experience in Hawaii, especially on
Oahu. To have one foot in the city and another in the country gave us access to both
worlds.

| guess they wanted to teach us the importance of hard work, and being self-reliant as
we had many chores each day, always arriving late to Little League baseball practice at
Manoa Field each day, much to the dismay of our coach, Pop Eldredge. That was until
he visited our homestead and saw what chores we had to perform each day. The ethic
of hard work is getting rarer each day as many try to find the easy way out and not have
to ‘live by the sweat of your brow.’

In Manoa, if there’s one thing you can count on each day, it’s the rain. Tuahine is the
name of the famous misty rain of Manoa Valley and it’s often accompanied by an
arching rainbow and light breezes. The tiny windblown droplets of the Tuahine rain will
sometimes reach beyond the valley walls as far as south of Punchbowil.

We each had to learn the Manoa Elementary School song. ‘Rain Tuahine O Manoa’,
written by my Aunty Mona Teves’s grandmother, Julia Walanika Paka. My Aunty still
lives next door to my Mom in Manoa, and was married to my father’s brother, Uncle
Freckles, who passed away several years ago.

Lyrics to Rain Tuahine o Manoa include:
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Wehiwehi nei pua na’u e kui
Ke kipona ‘ia me ka ma'o

A he pua kapu ‘ia nd ka manu
Né& ka 'i’iwi polena o ka uka

Kaulana e ka ua i Wa'ahila

I ka hehi i ke oho o ke pili
Ho okahi no “oe o laila

Me ka rain Tuahine o Ménoa

Interpretation: These flowers I'll string as an adornment, combined with the yellow flowers of
the coftton shrub (ma’o), a blossom sacred to the birds, the honeycreepers of the uplands.

Famous is the rain at Wa'ahila falling upon the pili grass, you are the only one there, with the
Tuahine rain of Manoa.

In the Hawaiian realm, there’s more than one meaning to a song or phrase, referred to
as kauna or hidden meaning. One meaning of this song is a women crying for her loved
one, and when she really starts crying, watch out below because Manoa River will swell
and overflow its banks, inundating lower Manoa all the way to the University of Hawaii.

My mom named her oldest grandchild after the mists of Manoa. On the morning of her
birth, my mom called Tutu Mary Pukui, who lived across the valley from us on the
western wall, and mentioned to Tutu that the mists were sitting on the mountain tops of
Manoa.

Tutu Pukui looked out her window and was surprised to find the mist encircling her
home. With this meeting of minds, Tutu gave her the name ‘Kaohukaukuahiwi O Manoa’
or ‘the mist that rests on the mountain tops of Manoa’.

Growing up in Manoa, if you stopped working every time it rained, you wouldn’t get any
work done. We learned to look at the rain as our friend and companion, and worked
around and with the rain each day, even riding our horses in the river, and playing in the
mud.



