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  From First Edition
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  Thanks to instructor Skylar Peak, Beckers Malibu retail dude Mitch Taylor, and students Noam and Michelle Geft and their lovely children, Daniel Dolphin and Evan Eagle, for their time and dedication in laying down the instructional part. The best decision I made in the last year was to ask the Gefts if they wanted to be the models. That part worked out perfectly.




  Of course thanks to Alexandra “Aflex” Westmore for shooting all the instructional stuff, and just for being a righteous babe in general. Thanks to Bill Miller at Malibu Kitchen for the bench space. (It’s 12:43 p.m. as I write this and time to clear out!)




  Also thanks to Janet Macpherson and Steve Farbus for the tool shed—sorry about the water bottles.




  And to Sue Peck for the PCH space. And John Ortiz for the peace and quiet on Malibu Road.




  Clay Feeter, Steven Sjuggerud, and Glenn Dubock at Standup Journal were stand-up guys in helping this book along from go to whoa. They were a big help in laying down a lot of history, pointing me to a wide range of stand up paddlers from Maui to the Mediterranean, and providing me with contact lists of people in the SUP industry.




  In SUP Magazine, Sam George talked about this book as it was still being created and said something to the effect of, “The history of SUP is too new to lay down.” Au contraire: Laying down history as it’s happening is important to the future, and the part of this book I like best is the history of SUP. Might not be perfect, but a solid base for others to mutate however they like.




  Thanks to Laird Hamilton for dedicating some water time to a couple of long phone calls to lay down his history and philosophy of stand up paddling. I hope I got it right.




  And to Jane Kachmer for connecting me to the Coconut Wireless.




  Thanks to Jack McCoy and “Gravey Davey” for taking the time to e-mail that “missing link” image of Duke on the Australian surf ski circa 1939 and thanks to DeSoto Brown, Sandy Hall, Geoff Cater, Scott Starr, Nick Carroll, and Jack McCoy for unraveling where that board came from, and its significance—if any. If anyone has anything earlier: Send it! Thanks also to Don Love for permission to use the image.




  Also to Geoff Cater for the khasake clue-in.




  Almost too late, Michael Ah Choy delivered two scoops on the impact of John “Pops” Ah Choy and his brothers Bobby and Leroy on the history of standing up on a big surfboard and propelling it with a paddle. Almost missed that. Glad we didn’t.




  Gerry Lopez contributed in ways he was aware of and not aware of. He gave a long interview that didn’t make it into the book, and that’s a shame, but fifty years from now, some SUP historian will love finding a transcript of Gerry’s words.




  Many others contributed to the history, including Duke Brouwer and Randy French at Surftech. Thanks to them for the historical input, technical information, and for opening their photo files. And thanks to Ty Zulim and the crew in HB for equipment support, and Steve Cranston in Hawaii for letting Noam and Michelle tour the warehouse and borrow some boards.




  Also thanks to Dave Parmenter and Todd Bradley at C4 Waterman/Pohaku Paddles for laying down the west side/Makaha side of the story. Even if we couldn’t use all the best stuff.




  Cameron Farrer was a big help with his eyewitness account of stand up paddling around Privates in the early 1990s. Sam George supported Cameron’s accounts with his own of the early days, as did Scott Bass, who laid down an early history of SUP in San Diego County.




  Many others contributed to the history, including Felipe Pomar, Marshall Coben, Gerry Lopez, Jay Butki, Loch Eggers, Ambrose Curry, Mike Waltze, Jimmy Lewis, Ken Russell and Marlon Lewis, Mickey Eskimo, Roger Mansfield, Chris Power, Charlie Force, Blane Chambers, Chris Malloy, Gary Lynch, Joe Bark, Ron House, Steve Sjuggerud, Clay Feeter, Mickey Munoz, Don King, and Sam George.




  Who else? I’d better look through it right now. I did a FIND for “said” in the history chapter and found Nik Zanella for the China angle, Patrice Grenoule for the Podoscaphe photo, Tom Moore, Ray Kleiman, and also nonagenarian SUP’er John “Zap” Zapotocky—although his quotes and stories were taken from other sources.




  For the retail chapter, apologies to Scott and Leslie Ruble at CoveWater in Santa Cruz—sorry we didn’t make it up there. Same to Jim Smiley at Paddle Power in Newport. We didn’t make it down there either, and stayed close to home.




  Thanks to Mitch Taylor (again) at Beckers Malibu and also Travis Collings for letting us invade the shop and disrupt their shockingly solid SUP sales.
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  From the industry side, “taak” to Svein Rasmussen and Margareta Engstrom at Starboard for opening their treasure chest of photos from around the world. I’ve always said Norway is the best-run country in the world, and it was nice to see some Scandinavian efficiency from Svein and Margareta. They said they would do something and then they did it—right away.




  And the same to Surftech: more good stuff than we could use.
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  Thanks to Dashama and Aflex for the yoga moves on the water.




  For the “Branching Out” chapter, a lot of paddlers from ocean to inland chipped in with stories and photos: Norm Hann from BC with photos from Taylor Kennedy and Brian Huntington. Mike Sandusky from Ontario, Canada, with photos from Michael Shin and Grant Kennedy. Caroline Gleich and Dane Jackson for the words and photos. Eric Stiller and Erik Olsen for the Manhattan visuals. Ken Hoeve from Colorado with his cool GoPro photos—wish we could have run more. And Skylar, Christian, and Morgan for their photos of the adventure from S___ C___ to W___. Hope Tofino goes good, too. (Christian’s playing at Malibu Inn right now. Should I finish this or go?)




  Thanks to Lili Foster and Lucia Griggi, who shot photos of the Gefts in Hawaii at Waikiki, Pua‘ena, and Waimea: That worked great.




  Thanks and apologies to anyone I left out.




  Noam Geft is standing at Malibu Kitchen right now, telling me to finish this later and head out to L___ P___ because the tide is dropping and the wind is coming up. He’d never been on a stand up paddleboard prior to September of 2010, and now he’s all surf stoked and has it wired. That is the effect SUP is having on people, and I hope this book helps put them on the right path.




  All of that for one little ol’ book. Hope you enjoy it and learn from it, and please: Don’t venture into the surf until you have your skills down. It’s very dangerous.




  For Second Edition




  It is 18:00 on Tuesday, the third of March 2015. After lagging big time on this book—it was due in November of 2014—I am reading it through one more time and turning it in tomorrow. Yay. I could have finished the book a long time ago, but in some ways it’s good I didn’t because I have seen and experienced things in Seattle and Hawaii during that lag time that have made this revision more complete.




  For the 2015 revision of The Art of Stand Up Paddling, muchos mahalos to Steve Cranston for hiring a depressed, burned-out writer to work in the warehouse at Surftech Hawaii, and to D___, Carl, and Rance for putting up with my spacey sloppiness. Special thanks to David Legere and the powers that be at FalconGuides for not sending out a hit squad, and then lighting a fire under me to get ’er done. The history chapter was revised with help from Mike Waltze’s SUPumentary That First Glide and also the 2014 SUP the Mag Gear Guide.




  One of the good things that happened during the lag time was Dashama showing up on Oahu in late March, exactly when I needed her. Thanks to her sister Jophiel for driving them both to Ala Moana Park, and to both of them for doing the sunset to twilight paddle. That was fun. And big thanks to Dashama for turning around the SUP yoga chapter in two days. Thanks to the photographer(s) who took all the yoga photos of Dashama, and also to GoPro for making the ultimate selfie machine. Thanks to Jodi Caplan for looking through her yoga photos of Annelise and to both of them for letting me use them in the book.




  For the competition chapter, thanks to Barrett Tester, Mike Ishikawa, Fernando Aguerre, Liam Ferguson, Tristan Boxford, Shannon Delaney, Todd Bradley, Carlos Escaba, Chris Parker, Ron House, Pat Huber, Karen Baxter, Connor Baxter, Zane Schweitzer, and Reid Inouye for input on the evolution of competitive SUP. Thanks to Ben Thouard and Starboard for providing the photos and also to Shannon Delaney, Molokai-2-Oahu, Kuty Hoy, Erik Aeder, and Johann Meya for opening their files. Also thanks to Sarah Euler at Pau Hana for their photos.




  Thanks to Duncan Norris for driving me around Hawaii and to Greg Martin for letting me stay on the Gemini—that was a sublime month in Kewalo Harbor, watched over by Orion, protected by F-22 Raptors, swimming Ala Moana channel in the morning and surfing the reef at night. Thanks to Angel at the Jamba Juice on Ward for the oatmealoha. Also thanks to Barb and George Gronseth for hiring me at Issaquah Paddle Sports for the summer of 2014 and giving me an eye-opener to how popular the sport has become. And thanks to Laird Hamilton and Gabrielle Reece-Hamilton for the interview and photos. Now it’s 18:03 and I have 298 pages to read and proof before my battery gives out and the sun goes down. No shore power on the Gemini. I hope you enjoy the revision.




  INTRODUCTION WHY SUP?





  The original version of The Art of Stand Up Paddling was written between October 2010 and February 2011. Three years later, in March of 2014, Falcon-Guides asked for a revision, wondering if much had changed in the world of stand up paddling in those three years. That revision was supposed to have been written over the summer of 2014 and submitted in September of 2014.




  But now here it is December 20, 2014, and I’m just getting started on revising this book.




  That’s bad, because I have written seventeen or so books since 2001 and I have never lagged on one as badly as this. Lagging is bad, but it’s also good because in that gap from March of 2014 to now—when I was supposed to be writing this revision—I spent a lot of time in Seattle and took short trips to Southern California, New York, and Hawaii and experienced and saw a lot of things in the brave new world of SUP that, added up, justify this revision.




  [image: Issaquah Paddle Sports on Lake Sammamish in east Seattle, where the author worked during the summer of 2014 and saw how popular stand up paddling had become. Ben Marcus, with thanks to the Gronseths]




  Stand up paddling really didn’t exist until as recently as September 12, 2002—when Laird Hamilton went public at First Point Malibu with this new thing he and his friends had been working on. So everything that has happened in SUP has happened in just twelve years, but the popularity of the sport and the development of new techniques and facets has increased dramatically in the last three years.




  Clearly, SUP is a big sensation.




  From March to September of 2014 I worked at Issaquah Paddle Sports (IPS) on Lake Sammamish near Issaquah, Washington, in east Seattle. The people who own IPS are longtime kayakers, and their rental place on the lake began as a kayak rental. But as the summer progressed it became very clear that kayaks and pedal boats were now a sideshow, and SUP was the go.




  Over the course of the summer, Issaquah Paddle Sports increased their SUP fleet to about sixty boards—a combination of Liquid Shredders from Peru, Pau Hana from Los Angeles, and a few boards from Imagine, Surftech, and other brands.




  The people of Seattle cherish their sunny weather, and when the sun comes out, they do all they can to get out in it. And during the summer of 2014, I saw just how popular stand up paddling had become, on one corner of one lake in east Seattle.




  Very, very popular. On a busy, sunny weekend, all sixty of those SUPs would be rented, and there would be fifteen people in line—in various states of sweaty and grumpy—all fiending to try this new sensation.




  [image: Signage for Issaquah Paddle Sports with Sammy the Sammamish Salmon laying down the law. Signage courtesy Issaquah Paddle Sports]




  Mothers and fathers with eager children, teenagers running up with fun in their eyes, older couples wanting to exercise their aching bones, deskbound Microsoft hackers and supply-chain gurus from Costco headquarters taking long lunch breaks from the shady turf of their offices—they all came for the waters, to catch some rays on Lake Sammamish using this new sensation of SUP.




  Some SUPistas were first-timers who didn’t have a clue, and we would get them started on their first steps—making sure they didn’t have their fins jammed into the sand when they climbed aboard, and giving them basic instruction: Don’t be sideways to the wind, paddle on your knees to get a feel for the board, have some speed when you get to your feet, place your feet close to the carry handle to find the sweet spot, place your hand over the top of the paddle, pull with your core, not your arms.




  [image: Why SUP? Because it’s a way to connect with nature and get quality time with loved ones. Pro kayaker Elaine Campbell and friend on a Pau Hana Big EZ Air. Photo: Pau Hana]




  Newbies climbed aboard thinking they were going to suck, going to fall, going to drown, going to be rescued. We reassured them: “You’ll go out shaky and come back strong.” That was our advice to one and all, and it proved to be true. What I learned on Lake Sammamish in the summer of 2014 is that SUP is a very flattering sport. Beginning SUPistas might go out like newborn colts on shaky legs, but within an hour they come flying in like Laird Hamilton, skim the boards right up to shore, and hop off like World War II fighter pilots. All jaunty-like. Got it dialed in, in an hour.




  And the reason they SUP was right there on their sunburned faces: smiles. Stand up paddling is a lot of fun. More fun than kayaks or pedal boats, apparently. Some people would go out in the middle of the lake, fall off, and have splashing paddle battles. Others would paddle over to the sandbar to the left of the beach and goof around on that all day.




  Others looking for adventure were instructed to try their skills on Issaquah Creek: walk their boards over the sandbar that separates the lake from the creek, get back on their board in the creek, and paddle up-creek until they heard banjos. On Issaquah Creek there was a submerged log they had to paddle over, and then an arched “limbo log” they had to paddle under. There was a bit of current and some forks in the creek, and it was all pretty adventurous. Issaquah Creek presented an interesting challenge course for people on SUPs. They came back all smiles and said they would return soon—with friends.




  Issaquah Paddle Sports had a lot of repeat customers throughout the summer and especially into the dog days of August, when the weather in Seattle is sublime. A lot of the customers were Microsoft workers who made a lot of money and could most likely have bought their own boards, paddles, leashes, and accessories, but they didn’t. They came to IPS to try the variety of boards and paddles—and also for instruction.




  There was a small platoon of ardent paddlers who would come to Lake Sammamish and launch their own boards. Some of these were serious competitors, training for the Around the Rock SUP race event in the fall. Others were just workers and parents wanting to clear their heads. Over the summer I got an eyeful of how many SUP brands are out there, and the bewildering array of boards that are being produced for cruising, wave-riding, racing, tandem—even SUP fishing.




  [image: Why SUP? Because in this crowded world, five guys on one board on one wave makes economic sense. Photo courtesy Starboard]




  [image: Why SUP? Ask the steersman in back. Photo courtesy Starboard]




  [image: Lindsay Lambert throws down a scorpion on Lake Sammamish during the summer of 2014. Photo courtesy Lindsay Lambert and her cell phone]




  And even SUP yoga. When I was assigned this book, I asked around to people who know, wondering what was new in stand up paddling. The answer I got more than any other was: yoga on stand up paddleboards. In lakes, bays, rivers, swimming pools, and reservoirs around the world, men and women are liberating themselves from the confines of sweaty, stinky yoga studios and taking to the water on stand up paddleboards to try their asana.




  That was happening on Lake Sammamish this summer, as a shockingly limber yogini named Lindsay Lambert lead SUP yoga classes in the morning and afternoons. But it wasn’t just Lake Sammamish, as SUP yoga appears to have spread around the world, from Malibu to Maui to Monaco to the Maldives.




  I was busy at Issaquah Paddle Sports all summer—which is why I didn’t write this revision—but during that time I also took three road trips to do signings for a book called 365 Surfboards: I did a signing at the Coronado Library in Southern California in June, the Patagonia store in New York City and Water Brothers Surf Fest in Newport, Rhode Island, in July—by way of Long Island—and then Waikiki in August.




  Three short trips, but guess what I saw everywhere?




  Stand up paddlers all over Southern California, from Malibu to Huntington Harbor to Dana Point to Coronado Bay. Cruising, racing, riding waves in harbors, lakes, and out to sea. And doing SUP yoga in quiet harbors and out in the surf.




  I’d never been to Long Island, and when I got there in July, I found it was a target-rich environment for stand up paddling: from the calm summer waters of Peconic Bay, to the ferocious tidal race of Shinnecock Inlet, and back to the calm waters of Lake Montauk. Long Island has a zillion nooks and crannies for stand up paddling on both sides and through the middle. And in the summer of 2014, there were stand up paddlers all over Long Island.




  [image: Why SUP? This is Billy Rossini, founder of Nocqua Adventure Gear, maker of SUP lighting accessories. He is on the Pau Hana Big EZ Angler, which is a SUP made for fishing. Photo courtesy Pau Hana]




  Clearly, stand up paddling is a big sensation from coast to coast and a lot of places in between.




  In August I went to Waikiki, rented a board, and paddled out at Publics—the same place where Greg Brady wiped out in that long-ago episode of The Brady Bunch. Although Publics is in Waikiki, it’s a little hairier than I thought. Like Greg Brady I wiped out, lost my board, and had to swim over coral heads. Fun.




  At Waikiki I got a lot of stinkeye from surfers at Queens as I wobbled around on my rented SUP. It was obvious there was more than a little friction between stand up paddlers and surfers along the reefs and beaches where stand up paddling evolved.




  Waikiki put a hook in me, so I went back to Seattle to finish up at Issaquah Paddle Sports and then moved to Hawaii, mostly to escape those dreary Seattle winters, but also to do further exploring along the Oahu coast—and maybe start writing the revision to this book.




  I now work in the warehouse at Surftech, a company that made the first production stand up paddleboards back in the early twentieth century and now makes a wide variety of high-tech SUPs for cruising, racing, wave-riding, even yoga.




  I have been in Hawaii for two months now, working in the warehouse at Surftech, living on a sailboat in Kewalo Basin, and enjoying the perfect weather and warm water of Hawaii.




  At Surftech I am getting an up-close and personal look at the state of the art in stand up paddleboard design, and at who are using what boards. The beach services and resorts like Disney’s Aulani love the Surftech Universals and Softops, because those boards can take a beating from weather and malahini and keep on ticking.




  And on the other end, I have had to unload shipping containers loaded with Surftech Dominators, Downwinders, D2s, and other high-end racing boards as big as 14 feet that fly out of the warehouse, bought by men and women training for the Molokai-2-Oahu Paddleboard World Championship, the Catalina Classic, the Battle of the Paddle, and other long and short races in Hawaii and around the world.




  Along with SUP yoga, SUP racing is a facet of the sport that has skyrocketed in popularity in the last couple of years. And so that too will be detailed in this book.




  In the morning and evening I paddle from Kewalo Basin to Ala Moana Park to clear my head, and on weekends I go all the way to Waikiki by way of Ala Moana, the Ala Wai Canal, and Ala Moana Bowls and spend the day riding waves, soaking up the sun, getting exercise, feeling better.




  Waikiki is the spiritual and physical home of stand up paddling, and so it’s perfect that I will be paddling there every day as I write this revision to The Art of Stand Up Paddling. In fact, I just got out of the water at Ala Moana and that left me clear-headed enough to get started and write this introduction.




  I saw and did a lot in the last six months: I helped Dashama write a press release for her new SUP yoga inflatable from Starboard. In August a giant swell hit Southern California. The waves at Malibu were scarcely to be credited, and it was cool to see Laird Hamilton catch a bomb and ride it through the pier, almost twelve years after he first paddled out there on that 12' × 24" tandem board with the American flag attached to his paddle handle.




  [image: Laird Hamilton uses his paddle and fancy footwork to spin a helicopter on his SUP in the surf at a private surf break. Mike Nixon]




  If this intro reads a bit jumbled, it’s because I’ve seen a lot in the last six months and talked to a lot of people, and now it’s time to quit lollygagging and making excuses and get to folding all of that into a revision of The Art of Stand Up Paddling. In the following pages—laid over the exceptional original—you will read updated chapters about history, equipment, and instruction, and fresh chapters on SUP yoga, SUP racing, and anything new about SUP that has emerged in the past three years.




  Sorry it took so long, but I was busy out having fun on my SUP.




  Ben Marcus




  The Surftech offices at Queen and Ward




  December 20, 2014




  [image: The author paddling around Pillar Point Harbor, toward Pillar Point and the Air Force station that overlooks the surf spot Mavericks. Marc “Dad” Marcus]




  [image: A tupista at Huanchaco, Peru, dropping into a wave on a reed boat the residents of northern Peru called a tup and the Spanish conquistadores renamed caballito de totora. This modern man standing up and paddling into a wave on a reed boat is practicing something that goes back at least 5,000 years. International Surfing Association (ISA) CHAPTER 1]




  THE (CONTROVERSIAL, UPDATED) HISTORY OF STAND UP PADDLING





  1777: The Most Supreme Pleasure




  In 1777 Captain James Cook was on the island of Tahiti in the Polynesian archipelago he dubbed “the Society Islands” when he made the first comment on Polynesian wave riding by a European person—which is still one of the best comments on wave riding by any person (and is attributed by some to William Anderson, the ship’s surgeon on Cook’s Resolution):




  I could not help conclude that this man felt the most supreme pleasure while he was driven on, so fast and so smoothly, by the sea. . . .




  Well said, Cap’n (or Surg’n). Was that Tahitian man standing up in his canoe and stroking into waves using a paddle? Maybe yes, maybe no. Whether it was Captain Cook or Surgeon Anderson who recorded this incident, they wrote “sat motionless,” so it’s probably no, he wasn’t standing.




  The form and function of standing up and propelling a small watercraft with an oar, paddle, or pole are being proven with plastics and carbon fiber here in the twenty-first century, but these sensations are not new. Stand up paddling is called “beach boy surfing” by some, as it has roots that go back to the Waikiki beach boys some time in the early or mid-1900s. What the Hawaiian beach boys innovated on large surfboards as a way to watch over tourists and photograph them—and keep their hair and cigarettes dry—is a small craft technique that goes way back: to the gondoliers of Venice, to the hasake riders of Israel and Arabia in the eighth century AD, to the paddlers of the caballito de totora of 3000 BC, and maybe all the way back to the beginning of humans making small boats.




  3000 BC: Caballitos de Totora




  Along the coast of Peru, and especially at a beach called Huanchaco, modern-day Peruvians and adventurous travelers practice a form of stand up paddle surfing (SPS)—that dates back as far as 5,000 years. At Huanchaco local residents use paddles to propel reed boats in and out of the surfline. The Peruvians typically paddle on their knees or in a sitting position and do not stand until they are riding a wave. Children will often stand, but the caballito’s stability will not allow comfortable standing until it picks up speed.




  According to Peruvian surfing champion Felipe Pomar, the northern Peruvian name for the reed boat was tup.




  Odd that the local name going back thousands of years is one letter away from SUP, but the craft were rebranded when Europeans arrived in northern Peru, according to Pomar: “When the Spanish conquistadores arrived and saw the fishermen riding on the waves, they called it caballito de totora (little reed horse) because they were used to riding on horses.”




  [image: Still in Peru but 5,000 years later, a modern stand up paddler takes the drop at Chicama, considered the longest left point in the world and a surf spot on the SUP-it list of many. Photo Margareta Engstrom]




  The tup was designed to ride waves and used for fishing and for sport. Different designs and sizes were used according to the size of the waves. On bigger days riders took smaller tups and paddled with their arms. On smaller days they used the bigger tups and paddled with a paddle.




  Ancient Peruvians riding waves standing up or sitting down or kneeling or whatever are problematic to surf historians, as claims by the caballistos that surfing began in Peru in 3000 BC are troublesome to the vast majority of surfers, who prefer to think of their family tree planted in soil on the shores of Polynesia and the Hawaiian Islands: “Good luck selling the idea that anchovy-trolling Peruvians were the first wave-riders,” Matt Warshaw wrote in his History of Surfing. “Surfers choose their collective past and when it comes down to Hawaii or Peru, the tropics or the desert, the sport of kings or the sport of fishermen—well, that’s hardly a choice at all.”




  [image: A modern tup / caballito de totora wows a mob of Peruvians with flashes from their ancestry during the Billabong World Surfing Games at Punta Hermosa, Peru, in October 2010. International Surfing Association (ISA)]




  [image: Joel Smith with a quiver of caballitos de totora at Huanchaco, Peru. An average caballito is 12' × 2' and weighs 90 pounds—which makes them 1 inch shorter, 7 inches narrower, and 60 pounds heavier than the Surftech / Ron House Laird Hamilton Tuflite model, which is 12'1 × 31 and 30.5 pounds. Photo courtesy of Joel T. Smith]




  Eighth Century AD: The Hasake





  Fast-forward halfway around the world and 3,000+ years from 3000 BC Peru to the Mediterranean coast around the eighth century AD: “Here’s the hasake,” Arthur G. Klein wrote in his 1965 book Surfing.




  A rather distant cousin of the [Australian surf] ski, the hasake or hasaki is found off beaches of Israel at the eastern end of the Mediterranean, which the Romans once called, with a justified smugness, Mare Nostrum [our sea]. Hasake, which comes from the Arabic, is pronounced something like “khasakay”; the first sound is a guttural, throat-clearing one.




  This craft, suited to gentler surfs, is used more for pleasant paddles through and beyond the surf than for actual surf riding toward shore. A full-sized hasake, such as the author has often watched meandering among the swells, may be 12 to 13 feet long and 31⁄2 to 4 feet wide at the center and weigh 130 to 155 pounds. In construction it resembles a small sailboat hull or a large, hollow surfboard.




  Riders stand erect, wielding paddles of great length—as long as 10 feet—with rather small paddling surfaces at either end. A solo rider usually stands aft of the center. Two paddlers stand so as to maintain trim and keep out of each other’s way.




  The hasake as described here is about the same length as a stand up paddleboard, but much wider at 42" to 48", and also much heavier. At 130 to 155 pounds, the hasake is closer to a boat than a stand up paddleboard, and the width suggests a very stable platform: for transporting goods, rescuing, and fishing. What the ancient riders of the hasake understood is the same thing modern-day stand up paddleboarders are learning—there is a world of difference between sitting astride a board or in a boat and standing tall on your own two feet. The difference in elevation is only a couple of feet, but the difference in what you can see is everything.




  

    WITCH SUP




    According to historian Sandra Kimberely Hall, during the English civil war of 1643, a woman was seen doing something similar to stand up paddling across the River Newbury. The troops of the army of Essex were confounded when they saw her riding: “a plank overshadowed with a little shallow water.”




    The woman was a witch, obviously, and in the 1600s witches were still fair game in the UK and not protected as they are now: “She’s a witch, shoot her!” But the soldiers were further confounded when they fired their rifles to no effect: “But with a deriding and loud laughter at them she caught their bullets in her hands and chew’d them.”




    Laughing at soldiers and chewing their precious, hand-poured bullets is a bad idea at any time, but especially during a time of civil war, which can be fatally uncivil.




    As the woman approached shore, one soldier gamely dispatched her with a handgun: “. . . discharge[s] a pistoll beneath her eare, at which she straight sunk down and dyed, leaving her carcass to the worms. . . .”




    That would not be the last act of incivility shown to a stand up paddler.


  




  [image: A fisherman on Inle Lake, Myanmar (Burma), paddles his small boat with one leg wrapped around a paddle, as his ancestors did 900 years ago. Shutterstock]




  Twelfth Century AD: One-Legged Paddlers of Inle Lake, Burma




  Inle Lake is a shallow lake in the Shan Hills of Myanmar, the military dictatorship formerly known as Burma. The depth of the lake is between 7 and 12 feet in the dry season, and it is home to a culture of fishermen who propel their canoes standing up, with one leg wrapped around their paddle.




  The practice dates to the twelfth century, according to Debbie Jefkin-Elnekave, who wrote about these fishermen in Inle Lake: A Magical World Afloat:




  If there is one aspect of Inle Lake that fully captures its spirit, it is the legendary fishermen. They are best known for their standing, one-legged rowing technique. The origin of the technique is uncertain, but it is believed that the practice began in the 12th century to enable the fishermen to navigate their flat-bottom wooden boats above the floating gardens.




  . . . Now just past dawn, it is time for the fishermen to leave the cold solitude of the lake and return to their villages with last night’s catch. With one leg firmly planted on the stern and the other leg extended to power the oar, they make their way toward the lacy network of canals that will lead them home. They row with such mesmerizing grace that they appear to dance to a timeless tune.




  1866: Mark Twain Goes Hawaiian—and Venetian




  Mark Twain was something of a waterman himself. His real name was Samuel Clemens, but his nom de plume came from his work as a river pilot on the Mississippi River from 1859 to 1861. By 1863 Clemens was working as a newspaperman in Virginia City, Nevada, when he used his handle for the first time: “Mark Twain” was an expression he brought west from his days working on the Mississippi, because those are the two words the leadsman would call when his leadline showed they were moving over 2 fathoms (12 feet) of water.




  In 1866 the Sacramento Daily Union sent Twain to the Sandwich Islands (later called the Hawaiian Islands), where Twain wrote one of the earliest descriptions of the wave-riding sport the residents of this northern Polynesian franchise called he’e nalu:




  In one place we came upon a large company of naked natives, of both sexes and all ages, amusing themselves with the national pastime of surf-bathing. Each heathen would paddle [by hand] three or four hundred yards out to sea (taking a short board with him), then face the shore and wait for a particularly prodigious billow to come along; at the right moment he would fling his board upon its foamy crest and himself upon the board, and here he would come whizzing by like a bombshell! It did not seem that a lightning express-train could shoot along at a more hair-lifting speed.




  Round round get around, Mark Twain got around. After his three-week trip to the Sandwich Islands, Twain went the other way, from the sport of Kings to the Queen of the Adriatic. Venice, Italy, is a city built on and around the water, and a Mississippi kid like Twain most likely felt a kinship with people who lived on the water and got around in boats large and small.




  At first, Twain was disappointed by the gondoliers of Venice, whose tradition could date back before the establishment of the Church of San Jacopo in AD 421, when the Romans identified the incolae lacunae—lagoon-dwelling fishermen populating the marshy islands that would become the city of Venice. Twain wasn’t digging the romance, as he wrote in chapter 22 of The Innocents Abroad (1869):




  We reached Venice at eight in the evening, and entered a hearse belonging to the Grand Hotel d’Europe. At any rate, it was more like a hearse than anything else, though to speak by the card, it was a gondola. This the famed gondola and this the gorgeous gondolier! The one an inky, rusty old canoe with a sable hearse-body clapped on to the middle of it, and the other a mangy, barefooted guttersnipe with a portion of his raiment on exhibition which should have been sacred from public scrutiny.




  Twain sounds as if he is describing the 1860 version of a hip-hop kid walking around with his pants falling down and his underwear showing. But he spoke too soon—maybe it was ship lag or culture shock—and he soon got swept away by the romance of Venice, and the men who paddled their boats around, standing tall:




  But I was too hasty. . . . The gondolier is a picturesque rascal for all he wears no satin harness, no plumed bonnet, no silken tights. His attitude is stately; he is lithe and supple; all his movements are full of grace. When his long canoe, and his fine figure, towering from its high perch on the stern, are cut against the evening sky, they make a picture that is very novel and striking to a foreign eye.




  Had Mark Twain seen a parallel between the stand up gondoliers of Venice and anything he had seen the “heathens” doing over the reefs of Waikiki that same year, that comparison would have provided a missing link in the evolution of stand up paddling: proof that Hawaiians were doing it as far back as the 1860s.




  [image: A modern-day gondolier works the waters of Venice. Lucia Griggi]




  [image: A stand up paddler, or supoliere, cruises the byways of Venice, going places the gondoliers can’t go. Photo courtesy of Starboard]




  But Twain didn’t find a parallel between the gondoliers of Venice and the hui o he’e nalu wave riders of the Sandwich Islands, because in the 1860s the gondoliers had been there for centuries, while the Waikiki beach boys were still about fifty years away. When Twain traveled to the middle of the Pacific in the 1860s, a trip to the Sandwich Islands was like a trip to the moon. Only people with time and money on their hands—and a sense of adventure that disregarded danger and discomfort—traveled to that part of Polynesia. And it wasn’t until the turn of the twentieth century that an increase in tourism to what was now called the Hawaiian Islands inspired the need for the Waikiki beach boys—whom the Romans would have identified as magnus felix icis brunneo mocae, or swarthy, brown happy braddahs.




  1900: Hawaii and the Waikiki Beach Boys




  By 1900 the Sandwich Islands were called the Hawaiian Islands and the centuries-old monarchy had been overthrown by American commercial, military, and spiritual interests. In 1900 Hawaiian exports, mostly sugar, were valued at $20 million. In current dollars, that is more than $500 million worth of sugar in one year. The Hawaiian Islands were a giant ATM in the middle of the Pacific, and Uncle Sam had decided to steal the entire building. Matt Warshaw detailed the demise of the Hawaiians—and of surfing as a part of Hawaiian culture—in his History of Surfing:




  By any measure, the nineteenth century was a disaster for surfing. By 1890, however, the worst was over. The Hawaiian immune system had toughened up. The missionaries were gone. The sport now entered a second incubation. It lasted just a few years. There were no big changes in technique, or board design, or the number of participants. But the sport and its practitioners looked different somehow—at least to the world at large. Surfing had been described by Reverend Hiram Bingham in 1820 as the pastime of “chattering savages.” Now it was about to be reintroduced by swashbuckling writer Jack London as nothing less than “a royal sport for the natural kings of the earth.”




  The population of the Hawaiian Islands fell from an estimated 400,000 to 800,000 when Captain Cook arrived, to less than 40,000 only 130 years later, and surfing died with the natives. By the turn of the twentieth century, surfing was practiced in only a few places in Hawaii, with Waikiki being the main spot. And it was at Waikiki in the early 1900s that a different breed of haole breathed life into the sport of kings: the Waikiki beach boys.




  So, at what point did the beach boys of Waikiki pick up paddles and step onto oversized surfboards and begin to innovate “beach boy–style surfing” with paddles?




  To answer that question, it might first make sense to determine when they weren’t seen doing it.




  In 1907 Jack London sailed to Hawaii aboard the Snark and updated the surfing experience in a story for Woman’s Home Companion depicting the “royal sport for the natural kings of earth.” London was taken under the wing of George Freeth, a Hawaiian-Irish waterman who was one of the first of the beach boys, a loose affiliation of canoeists, sailors, surfers, swimmers, and ukuleleists who took tourists into the pounding surf, showed them some Hawaiian-style thrills, and made sure they stayed safe.




  Jack London wrote about surfing with Alexander Hume Ford and then George Freeth. He had his successes and failures, but nowhere did he describe Ford or Freeth hovering around him, standing on a big board, and propelling it with a paddle.




  London’s stories of surfing and his other adventures in the Hawaiian Islands were serialized in American magazines and also in his 1911 adventure book The Cruise of the Snark. They inspired a great deal of interest in travel to Hawaii, and as hotels filled, the need for the beach boys’ services grew.




  The Royal Hawaiian was the second major hotel to open in Waikiki, in 1927. By then, the beach boys were well known, and the promoters of Hawaiian tourism used photographs and illustrations of Hawaiians surfing and canoeing, often with screaming tourists on the waves with them.




  [image: Podoscaphe in France, early 1900s. Photo courtesy of Patrice Guenole]




  [image: SUP in France today. Photo courtesy of Starboard]




  

    FRANCE CIRCA 1900—PODOSCAPHE




    Patrice Guenole is a dedicated stand up paddler who runs Gong SUP in Bastia, on the Mediterranean island of Corsica. Contacted for this book about how SUP made it to the home of Napoleon Bonaparte, Patrice sent an intriguing image of a stand up paddle-board–like device from France: “Look at this sport in the 1900s,” Patrice said in an e-mail. “It is called podoscaphe. They did it with a double paddle or a single like we do in SUP. Funny, no?”




    Funny, oui. Très amusant and more proof—going back to the turn of the twentieth century in France—that the more sportif were propelling themselves through the rivers, canals, and maybe even on the beaches, standing up with a paddle. These days, the French are getting into stand up paddling along with the rest of the world. The surf photo was taken somewhere along the Basque coast of France, a place famous for its smooth, glassy beach breaks.


  




  In Hawaii’s Bishop Museum there are hours and hours of moving images of the Waikiki beach scene available for viewing—and also on YouTube. Sit through those hours and hours of moving images from 1906 through the 1930s, and you will see images of Hawaiian beach boys in the water with tourists: paddling and steering canoes, riding tandem with haole girls, and teaching honeymooners how to surf.




  But in all of those moving images and still photos from 1906 until World War II, there is not one image of a beach boy—or anyone—standing up on a big surfboard and propelling it through the water with a paddle or an oar.




  Until you watch Blue Horizon, that is.




  1939: Blame Australia? Duke Does Stand Up




  Blue Horizon is a 2004 surf movie made by Jack McCoy for the Billabong clothing company. In the history section of that movie, there is a vintage black-and-white clip of Duke Kahanamoku doing something that looks a lot like stand up paddling. At first he is seated on the bow of what appears to be a very large surfboard, because there are three other people seated on the board behind him.




  Duke clowns for the camera a bit, then stands, holding a two-bladed paddle in his hand. There appears to be a leash from the nose of the board to Duke’s waist, or maybe the paddle. He paddles forward as his three passengers balance behind him. Then Duke shows some serious skills paddling a huge board with four people into a wave, and riding the wave until one of the three passengers shifts their weight wrong, and the board wipes out, out of frame.




  [image: Duke Kahanamoku with a two-sided paddle in his hand and a leash connected from the paddle to the nose of the surf craft, doing something pretty close to modern-day stand up paddling on an Australian kayak (surf ski), circa 1939. Image courtesy of Don Love, Malama Pono Ltd.]




  Is this the missing link showing one of the origins of stand up paddling on a surfboard?




  A YouTube clip of Duke doing that went out in an e-mail sent to Hawaiian/Australian filmmaker Jack McCoy, California film historian Scott Starr, Australian journalist Nick Carroll, Australian surf historian Geoff Cater, Australian surf historian and Duke Kahanamoku expert Sandra Kimberely Hall, and Hawaiian Bishop Museum archivist DeSoto Brown.




  It returned very fast responses: “Australian Kayak, Not a Surfboard GET IT STRAIGHT!” Jack McCoy stated emphatically in the e-mail subject line:




  Yeah mate. . . . I got that clip off of a news reel I bought. . . . It’s stretching the truth that it’s SUP, the board was an Australian kayak that was taken to HI and obviously got the Duke’s attention. I’ve got photos of Aussie guys standing up on their kayaks too—way before the Duke if you want to open that can of worms.




  

    CROATIA, 1938




    Svein Rasmussen is the founder of Starboard, a Norwegian company that morphed from sail-boards to become one of the leading innovators and suppliers of stand up paddleboards.




    Svein Rasmussen submitted this odd photo and explained that it’s not the fjords of his native land but something even stranger: “This is Delnice Creek in Croatia, around 1938. It was January 5, 1938, to be exact.”




    Curiouser and curiouser. Sven didn’t have much of an explanation for why a well-dressed man was stand up paddling in a reservoir surrounded by other well-dressed men, in a Croatian reservoir in 1938—but there it is.




    [image: A stand up paddler on Delnice Creek in Croatia, 1938. Photo courtesy of Svein Rasmussen/Starboard]


  




  Scott Starr has an enviable collection of vintage surf movies and knows his surf history. He confirmed McCoy’s thoughts in an e-mail a few minutes later:




  That footage you saw of Duke is from about 1939. I actually have color footage of Duke on a stand up around the same time . . . same board, probably different day . . . he is riding by himself. Oh also these stand ups were big in Australia around the same time. I have footage of guys riding them there in the ’30s too. In my head I can see them sitting down riding them. Not sure if the footage actually shows someone standing up after catching a wave . . . but maybe . . . they were, I think, sit down paddle boards but Duke and others would stand up.




  And then this e-mail from Nick Carroll, one of the top surf historians Down Under in God’s Own Lucky Country:




  What you’re seeing is an Australian surf ski. This craft was invented by a bloke in Port Macquarie, New South Wales, around 1912, after he’d become intrigued by the idea of riding waves and discovered his uncle’s open canoe wasn’t too good at it. (In bumpy Australian sandbar waves, canoes fill with water.) The surf ski was a hollow, wood-constructed craft which was paddled with a twin blade paddle from a sitting position, but a lot of ski riders got into standing up on ’em while riding waves. . . . Duke was given one by a touring Aussie surf team in 1939.




  Sandra Kimberely Hall is a resident of Hawaii and one of the foremost experts on the life of Duke Kahanamoku. Sandy was kind enough to proof this history and added this:




  Nick Carroll is right, except it wasn’t a surf team. They were handpicked surf life savers, many of whom Duke knew from his Olympic appearances and his Down Under Tour of 1914–1915. People like Harry Hay, who was the team captain in 1939, and Lou Morath. The team was sponsored by AMPOL (petrol) and they brought their humungous surfboats and surf skis with them [easier to do when you traveled by ship].




  Geoff Cater is another dedicated historian of Australian and all surf history, and he filled in some of the blanks:




  When SUP first appeared in the media sometime in the 1990s, one company or commentator suggested that this was the re-introduction of an ancient Hawaiian technique. At the time I viewed this as unsupportable and simply a marketing attempt to give the product some historical credibility.




  As for the film of Duke Kahanamoku standing up on a board. Rather than a “giant surfboard,” the craft is undoubtedly the Australian surf ski that was sent to him by the Walker brothers from Manly Beach sometime in the 1930s. Judge Adrian Curlewis, a long-time president of the Surf Life Saving Association and Palm Beach boardrider, noted: “The Walker Brothers sent a surf ski to Duke Kahanamoku at Honolulu and members of the Australian Pacific Games team which visited Honolulu in 1939 say Duke was often seen paddling around on his ’ski from Australia.”




  DeSoto Brown is the collections manager for the Bishop Museum in Hawaii, home to tens of thousands of still images and hundreds of hours of moving images of old Hawaii. Brown has looked at most of it, and he has also written a book about surfing, using the images from the Bishop Museum collection:




  The shot of Duke comes from a 1938 Hawaii travelogue produced by Castle Films. He’s not identified in the film; it’s just a generic surfing shot in which he happens to be on the wave. The board that he/they are on looks odd, as I remember it. I have seen another film showing paddleboarding in the 1930s or ’40s, but I can’t remember where I saw this, who had it, or anything else about it—which aggravates me. I only recall thinking at the time that this was a significant early view of the sport. And that’s all I can remember.




  Questions answered, but still questions: Was Duke stand up paddleboarding? Is it possible that SUP/SPS originated with the Waikiki beach boys, inspired by the gift of an Australian surf ski in the 1930s?




  Controversial stuff—which could get a careless historian spitted and boiled in the Hawaiian Islands—but important in establishing a link in the evolution, because what the beach boys were doing in Waikiki from the 1950s on was absolutely an ancestor of what Laird Hamilton, Dave Kalama, Brian Keaulana, and Mel Puu were doing in the Hawaiian Islands and California from the 1990s into the twenty-first century.




  They were all inspired by Duke. But where did Duke get the idea?




  1950 and After: The Two Johns




  As stand up paddling morphed from obscure Hawaiian side note to international sensation, SUP historians began looking for the roots of the sport.




  A story titled “Upright” by Pohaku Beachboy Paddles and C4 Waterman founder Todd Bradley in a 1996 issue of The Surfer’s Journal featured one of the earliest images of stand up paddling. Taken in the 1980s by Bobby Ah Choy, a member of one of Waikiki’s most respected beach boy families, the photo shows the classic Diamond Head backdrop to surf riders in the foreground, but one of them is a silver-haired man with a supremely pleasurable smile on his face and a paddle in his hand—being driven along smoothly and swiftly by the sea on a large surfboard.




  “Upright” begins with Todd Bradley talking with 65-year-old Waikiki beach boy Bobby Ah Choy: “I have asked him if we could talk about the origins of ‘beachboy style’ or ‘stand-up’ surfing,” Bradley wrote.




  As one of the growing number of surfers addicted to this hybrid sport of standing on an oversized surf-board and paddling, catching waves, and surfing with the aid of a lengthened canoe paddle, I wanted to hear something about its past from one of its originators. Many surfers mistakenly think stand-up surfing is a new sport, yet, like so many other water activities in Hawaii, there is concealed behind the new-fangled super-light boards, featherweight paddles, and snappy maneuvers a tradition that goes back a hundred years or more.




  Bradley’s personal experience witnessing beach boy surfing went back to the 1970s, when he was growing up on the beaches of Waikiki:




  I remember Bobby, along with his brother, Leroy, and father, John, stand up paddling around Canoes with a pack of cigarettes wrapped in his sleeve and a Nikonos dangling from his neck, barking lessons at the tourists and taking photos of them as they stink-bugged past him. Sometimes, if he was tired or had had a festive night, he would set a stool atop his board and use his long canoe paddle to scoot around the lineup.




  In the story, Bobby Ah Choy admitted that it was laziness and bad habits as much as anything else that inspired him and some of the beach boys to start stand up paddling, “. . . it enabled them to remain high and dry while taking snapshots of tourists—and also kept their cigarettes dry.”




  1950 and After: Jzap Takes the Baton from Duke




  On April 29, 2010, the Honolulu Advertiser ran a story called “A Stand-up Guy,” written by Paula Rath. The subtitle explained the story: “John Zapotocky, 91, recently got back on a paddleboard at Sand Island, after a four-year hiatus. His stand-up paddling was a familiar sight in Waikīkī for decades.”
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The Naish Ohana cruising in Kaneohe Bay on the southeast
side of Oahu. Katie Naishis on a Naish Alana 95" wood
while Robbie and Christina are on a Naish Nalu 10'10" AST.

Stephen Whitesell, courtesy Naish SUP.
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Lindsay Lambert throws down a scorpion on Lake Sammamish during the summer of 2014.
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Why SUP? This is Billy Rossini, founder of Nocqua Adventure Gear, maker of SUP lighting accessories. He is on the Pau Hana Big
EZ Angler, which is a SUP made for fishing.
Photo courtesy Pau Hana
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