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				To Dad

				Among other things, thanks for bringing me home a brand new board. 420 bucks was a lot back then.

				To Mom

				Thanks for letting Dad bring me home a brand new board and believing it only cost 50 bucks.

				To my Wife

				Thanks for believing the board and rig I bought today only cost a grand.

			

		

	
		
			
				Kim Birkenfeld, Cesare “Cheesaroll” Cantagalli (above), Mark Angulo (below). 
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				Matt Schweitzer, first born King of the Glory Days, from my first roll of watershots.
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				Prologue: God Save the Queen 

				The swell arrives quickly without warning, catching those warming up for the contest off guard. Kelby Anno, champion windsurfer, fashion mod-el, Life Magazine cover girl, stands on her board pumping the sail for all its worth, hoping for that extra notch of speed to make it through the towering waves. With the wind blowing more offshore than usual, their faces seem higher, their curls hollower, dropping like depth charges onto the reef. The wind shears the waves’ crests, showering rainbows of spray off their backs onto the lens of my water camera.

				 Where did Kelby go? Hopefully, she turned back toward shore. The veil of spray cleared. There she is, breaking through a wave, bearing off for speed. On a typical day, she would have expertly woven her way through the surf to make it safely outside of the impact zone, but this was no typical day. The Aleutian born storm’s artillery is taking aim straight at Kelby. The wave marched toward her faster than she had anticipated, closing off any hope of escape. It was too late to jibe. I could see she was not going to make it. Kelby could see she was not going to make it. A scream! Kelby dives into the water just as the wave explodes onto her board. KaBOOM! 

				My first thought was, Dang! I just missed a great shot! But when Kelby emerged, I saw a panicked look on her face. She gasped, hearing the great detonation of the next napalm dropping. Like a hummingbird, her eyes wide open, she looked to me, to the wave, and back to me again. But her wings were gone, the windsurfer already washing up on the rocks ashore. “JON! HELP!” It was okay that Kelby shortened my name. There wasn’t time to spell it out.
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				There were bigger breaks in the islands, but most broke predictably in one spot, with a channel for escape. This was Maui. This was Ho’okipa. When it was big, the waves broke on their terms not on yours. I’d been getting worked myself, even with fins to propel me deeper, so I knew Kelby was getting the same treatment and worse. There was no escape. But I wasn’t looking to escape. This was what I had been waiting for all summer long, for the big dogs of winter to arrive. I desperately wanted to focus on the task at hand, showing the universe this amazing world of extreme action we lived in. But how could I ignore such a precious cry for help? Under we went again.

				When Kelby came back up, gasping for air, I could see the panic written on her face. “Jon, I’m scared! Really. Help me!’

				Another wave exploded right in front of us. I could see her diving, but not deep enough. The turbulence grabbed her, twisting her torso and limbs like a stuffed kitten in a pit bull’s mouth. As another wave approached, she tried to swim toward the channel but there was no channel. The waves were closing out clear across the bay. The rip current carried Kelby further out. I could see she was in dire straits. When you’re being held under longer than you are cut out for, your life flashes through your mind. Kelby might have been zipping back to the days when she was windsurfing the calm waters of 
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				San Felipe, or Lake Lopez. I remembered the first time I’d seen her at those places and developed an immediate Kelby crush, just like many of the guys on the beach. She was so friendly and pretension-free. 

				The thing about Kelby was that she was the dichotomy of being both gorgeous and one of the guys, just like “Choice Joyce,” Joyce D’Ottavio. So, when I thought of Kelby, I didn’t think about her in the same way that I thought about a lot of other girls. Kelby may have just seen you, been talking to you at length five minutes prior, she would turn and say, “Hi, Jon!” Well, nothing wrong with being introduced to Kelby over and again. 

				Kelby was a true fledged member of the God Squad, those sanctimonious cliques you find in most every sport. They were nice born-again’s, many recov-ering from a sketchy past. God was good for them. Kelby was just born that way the first time, pure gospel goodness. As long as I’d known her, she’d never done wrong by anyone and nothing bad had ever happened to her. But it was happening now. God was not going to save Kelby. I had to.

				 “Calm down, Kelby. You’ve done this a million times.” 

				“Not in waves like these! If another wave like that one comes, I’ll drown! I’ll drown for sure!”

				Kelby had won the Aloha Classic the past two years, but that was in smalerl waves. These waves were big wave champion Debbie Brown’s territo-ry. Debbie grew up in these waves so relished these conditions. I took a look around. Indeed, it was getting sketchy, maybe even for Debbie, which meant most guys as well. Another set even bigger broke further outside than the pre-vious. KABOOOM! We dove and dove deep. Kelby was coming up too soon again, getting violently spun by the turbulence. Again, sucked right back out. There was a lull, but Kelby was at wit’s end now.

				 “Kelby! We’ve got to swim toward the peak and ride a wave in. Otherwise, we’re going to get ripped out to sea.

				“NO WAY! I CAN’T”

				“You’ve got to! Just stick with me and do exactly what I do. Stay down till I come up. After the lip of the wave passes over us, it will suck us back up and toward shore.” She shook her head and acknowledged the ardent task. 

				After swimming hard for the peak, an even bigger set of waves rolled in, but by now we had swum into perfect position. I tried to reassure her, “HANG ON! WE’VE GOT TO DIVE DEEP!”

				Kelby took one look at the wave approaching as it lurched toward the heavens. “I CAN’T!” Kelby shouted. “I CAN’T GO UNDER AGAIN!”

				 “Don’t fight it. Look, grab onto me. Hang onto me tight!” 

				“Wait, WHAT?! THAT’S CRAZY!”

				“YOU’LL BE FINE! YOU’VE GOT THIS!”
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				When people tell me to trust them it usually sends up a red flag not to, but Kelby really had no choice. I knew how to get back to the beach in heavy water because I’d been shown the way by a famous surfer, Bill Boyum. Now I was using the knowledge I gained from him to help Kelby.

				“Now, Kelby. UNDER!” We both grabbed onto each other tightly (wait until I told the guys back at the office, but hey, this was my office). We dove deeply to let the brunt of the wave pass, then pushed off the reef into the turbulence. Through the washing machine we churned, yet the forces were carrying us swiftly toward shore. The whitewater following carried us the rest of the way. I made sure Kelby got all the way up onto the beach, her board already plucked from the rocks. She was going to be okay. 

				I was a bit gassed from the swim, but I heard a horn sound. Based on the conditions, they decided to send out the Men’s group and I was in the third heat. I was not just a photographer. I was a competing windsurfer. It was time to shift gears and put the camera away. All in a day’s work.
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				INTRODUCTION

				I was fourteen. Though the 12-foot long One Design Windsurfer had been around since 1968, no redneck had ever stepped foot on one. Bruce Matlack, the first world champion of the sport, had driven all over the country trying to find takers. Found none. He never made it to my neck of the woods, Lake Lanier, Georgia. Then, world class sailor Dave Ull-man brought one with him from California, but neither he nor his crew knew how it worked. I figured it out all right. It sure beat fishing.

				Besides being a novice surfer and budding sailor, one of the reasons I had been drawn to windsurfing was that I was a nature boy, attracted to the com-munion with Earth’s two finest elements, wind and water. Not the cross-legged butterflies and wombats type of communion, but the enraptured feeling one only finds in sports naturally powered. 

				As a youth in Georgia, I was a multi-sport athlete in football, baseball, basketball, and a State champion in swimming. I’d discovered sailing at age 12 and then in 1971, windsurfing at age 14. Cause and effect, that summer I grew my hair long. In the Fall, my coaches told me to cut it. I’d miss playing all but swimming.

				For the next few years as windsurfing became the fastest growing sport in the world, everybody used the same board, the One De-sign Windsurfer. But when it came to creating your very own custom windsurf-er, not many had given it much thought. People were already having too much fun, with upwards of 500 windsurfers on the starting line. Few but the winners even cared who won. It was a family sport, a travel-ing regatta party.

				1975. “Thor.” One 
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				Lake Lanier, GA. On my new board #2024, beating fishing, 14yo. Photo by Dad.
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				Bruce Matlack, First Windsurfer Class 

				World Champion of the Johnny Appleseeds.
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				name, like Pele, flying across the shining un-tamed Hawaiian waters in jungle book at-tire. In Kailua, he met Larry Stanley on the beach and taught him to windsurf. “Stan” jumped onboard with reckless abandon. And Nalani. Graceful, free, Nalani Heen – gliding along, defining free spirit and island beauty. Images of the three cast a spell upon water warriors young and old alike. One image in particular, a poster of Nalani windsurfing naked? The purity of it alone wreaked havoc and burned through best-laid plans. How does one find such paradise? Lit-tle did I know that in the fu-ture, the first photographs that I would capture, on an island called Maui, would have others seeking this nir-vana.

				In Santa Barbara I tried hard to focus on hon-ing my photographic skills at one of the world’s most renowned schools, Brooks Institute of Photography. I taught windsurfing on weekends in the harbor, windsurfed Lake Lopez and Ledbetter Beach. I even journeyed to the Channel Islands several times, an 80-mile round trip. But all the while, I was imagining windsurfing in Hawaii. 

				Along came boy wonder, Robby Naish. Thor and Stan groomed the kid to be King, World Champ at 13. The youngster invented the “rail-ride,” sailing with the board flipped on its side. Yes, even the Hawaii gang were still riding these plastic behemoths unwieldy for surfing. Soon, harnesses and footstraps evolved, as did the idea of creating a sailboard that could efficiently ride waves. I quit photography school and rode that wave, heading back to Florida to create my first custom board, start up a carbon fiber windsurfing factory, and then finally set sail for Hawaii. 

				Those who lived it define1980-1998 the Glory Days. Some claim glory before that, when 600 boards at a regatta was norm. The true pioneers would 
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				Rob, Peter Trombley, Thor.
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				Larry Stanley. 
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				claim much earlier, but there are few left to reminisce. For others it was after, because that is all they knew. Any day I’m upright on a board is golden to me. Windsurfing is not dead. It is very much alive, in fact it is resurging, with thou-sands of participants growing the sport. Google “Wind Defi” or Windsurfer LT World Championships and you will see that windsurfing has not been cancelled. It is alive and well as I write, and I hope whether you windsurf our not, you will enjoy this ride. 

				My story does not come without trial and tribulation, without heartache and loss. Sadly, many people in this book have passed into the great windsurfing sky from causes unrelated to windsurfing. Remarkably, with all the rigs flying around, waves to drown under and big animals to eat you, only one shooting star in this book actually died from windsurfing. Whether he met his maker from the actual windsurfing or foul play remains a mystery. 

				Whether the story can be called fact or fiction is in the hands of the cate-gorical gods. After numerous conks to the head, no memory could serve entirely. At times of doubt, I relied upon the flashbacks of others to ensure they were true. However, as much as I might have stretched truth in some situations, in others, there are no words adequate to describe the terror nor the glory ex-perienced during these tales told. The dialogue that surrounds these events is derived from imagination. The words of these pages are how I remember it, the photos how I pictured it, and somehow I survived all of it.

			

		

		
			
				1981, Jonathan Weston, Ho’okipa, Maui. Photo Bob Condon.
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				 Photos by Dad.
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				THOR (Mike Horgan) Diamond Head sailing The Box, inspiring Wilkings photo for many.
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				Nalani Heen Stanley. 
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				CHAPTER 1: 1980-81

				 WILD BEGINNINGS

				This was the beginning, the infancy of a rapid massive progression from the stock Windsurfer to custom made boards and sails. Though Thor, Stan and Nalani had been windsurfing here for five years already, overnight, Oahu became the center of the windsurfing universe. Every soul cast under the spell of wind and waves migrated here. And so, our story begins.

				Landfall

				As I stepped off the plane, there she was, running onto the tarmac to greet me with a lei. There was no airport security back then. Even if there was, she would have run past it.

				“Woohoo! Jono!” I guess I was Jono now, like Danno and Stevo in Hawaii Five-O.

				“Diane!”

				I’d met Diane at a regatta, in Florida. She was married to a sailing buddy. He had introduced me on a double date to a girl that would be-come my college girlfriend. My girlfriend was good looking all right, but Diane was a knockout. Blonde hair, curves, a great tan; my dad called her Tiger Lady. Diane and I hit it off from day one. We always joked about switching partners. The attraction was mutual, but we put a scratch in that record because we never wanted our friendship to end. 

				Lurking in the terminal were three of Diane’s clan. She first intro-duced me to her lanky cousin from Tennessee. 

				“Hahdy. Ahm Jed.” Two syllables. Jay-id. It came out of his mouth slow like spit chaw. One can never escape the South.

				Jed never said much. Diane’s friend, Kimo, a rotund fellow with an abundace of tattoos did most of the talking. “Eh, Brah. What’s the scoops? How you like Hawaii so far?”

				 “What happened to all the grass shacks?” I asked.

				“No more the grass shack, Brah. Change’m up 300 years ago. But we goin take you out to da kine Westside, Brah. Bumbai (by and by) you see the real Hawaii. Yeah, Brah. Bumbai we going to da kine killahspot, 
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				cuz.”

				There was a tall Puerto Rican guy with them, went by the name, Pono. “You surf?” 

				“A little,” I replied.

				As we walked to baggage claim, Diane told them some cow malar-key about me being the best surfer east of Hawaii, that she’d seen me riding hurricane surf like I was in my bathtub. I had ridden hurricane surf, but the rest was far from truth. She always built me up. Anyway, I was wondering why no one spoke Hawaiian like in the Michener book I read on the plane ride. I soon discovered that nobody and their aunty spoke Hawaiian. Someting tirely diffrint;

				Pidgin was a slang the locals spoke, a mixture of odd sayings mixed with Budweiser and F bombs. I got my first taste as well of another cul-tural aspect called Hawaiian time. We were at the airport waiting for my bags until the sun set. Finally, my windsurf board and rig – they even let the 16-foot mast onboard – came out onto the oversize rack. With its spaceship shape, it looked like something George Jetson would ride. Still, it was far more advanced than the big hunks of plastic most people were riding. 

				I had designed the board myself, and a guy named Gary Efferding shaped it out of an old Styrofoam block salvaged from a dock. I called it the Rasta Rocket. It was probably one of the first ten custom boards ever made for windsurfing. Only nine feet long, pretty short for the day, it had a swept back daggerboard glued into the middle for making way upwind, and a giant fish tail twin fin for good looks. 

				A shark would eat anything, Kimo reminded me. 

				Kimo roped Rasta through the windows onto the top of the old Mercury cruiser. It belched black smoke as we tore away from the curb. “Solid, Brah. Guarenz balbearins, we gonna score big kine surfs.” Pono told me. How big is their definition of big, I thought? I would later learn that whatever number was attached to big in Florida, it was twice that size here. 

				We kept the sails rigged to the mast in those days, and a bit of the sail caught and unraveled. We stopped near Pearl City at a Burger King and tied it all back on, then passed a sign that read, “Waipahu.” As I gazed out the murky window, we drove past some areas that could have been mistaken for Cleveland. I’ve never been to Cleveland, but I imag-ined this is what Cleveland looked like. 

				“Wow, you have McDonalds and what’s this? Zippy’s?”

				“Local kau kau, Brah. McDonalds, that’s Haole food,” said Pono. 

				“Where we going, you going to be only Haole around. Only Haole 
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				around for miles, Brah. No Zippy’s. No McDonalds. Stick close by us. We Ha-waiians.” Kimo said.

				“Haoles be us white people if you were wondering,” Diane said.

				I was wondering why we weren’t going to Kailua.

				Makua Beach

				After about an hour, we pulled off the paved road onto a sandy one just wide enough for the Mercury. The headlights revealed scrawny dried up vegetation, not a palm tree in sight. The road narrowed until it became consumed by wild bushes. I surmised from the sign we had made it to Makua Beach, Westside, where real Hawaiians carved their style. We got out and pitched some old Navy-issue tents and lit a Coleman lan-tern. The thing hissed like a dragon on life support. We gathered enough wood to start a fire and cook the ono fish they’d brought with them. Was it Ono or Opakapaka? I learned it was ono, meaning tasty, Opakapaka was the kind of fish and I would never get enough of it.

				After switching back and forth from pidgin to irie, Kimo announced that it was time to “Talk story.” as if he needed to announce that or it had just begun ceremoniously. Maybe it meant that after he was done we would all have a chance to talk. 

				“Got any good surf stories?” I asked Kimo.

				“I don’t surf, I fish. But my cousin, Larry Bertlemann, he da World Champ! You like me introduce you?”

				“Um, shootz!” I was soaking up the pidgin like a sponge.

				“Lemme give you some advice, Brah. Nevah try speak pidgin. You gonna sound stoopid. And nevah nevah look one local bugga in da eyes. They gone say, ‘Wot, eye problem?’”

				“That’s true, Jono,” Diane said. I guess I was going by Jono now. 

				“Kimo’s rahht…they gonna wanna beef,” Jed said. “Keep yore ah-hhs on the grayound.”

				Easy enough for me, I always kept my eyes on the ground. I was constantly on the watch out for those kiawe thorns the missionaries had planted to keep Hawaiians from going bare foot. I had almost always gone bare foot, and even with sandals, those buggas made their way right through to my feet. Jed got in one story about his nuclear sub. It turns out the soft-spoken fellow commanded one of our top nuclear subs down at Barber’s Point. I could better understand pidgin than Jed. 

				“I ain’t worried about them Japanese no more. They kin bahh the island nayow. It’s them Ruushins got mah triggah fingah itchy. Jus gimme the werrrd Mistuh Prayzideyint!” 
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				“Eh, Brah. Speaking subs. You hear da stahree about big Blue Makua?” asked Kimo. 

				“Oh no, here comes that dang shark talk again. Good lord, Kimo. Give it a rest,” Diane said.

				“Big Blue Makua, he one beeg bugga. He one beeg Tigah shahk, the beegest mutha bugga shahk in these watah. He eat plenty fishaman. Big Blue Makua, he bite one boat complete in half! Right here in dese watahs! And you goin go surf out deyah? Wit dis killa gorilla feesh?”

				“Well, it’s actually with a sail. Windsurfing.” I said.

				“That Blue whatever is not gonna catch Jono on his windsurfer. I can guarens ballbearin tee you thayat,” Diane said. “I have seen Jono fly across the water from Santa Barbara to the Channel Islands and back again ten times over. Your sharks ain’t sheeyit to the Great Whites they got out there.”

				“Brah, you betta tink twice befo you go out deya like one fool. Da shahk, he amakua,” Kimo said.

				“Ahhmakewwa,” Jed said. “Yew knaw. Kuhhzins. Back home they call ‘um keesin cousins.”

				“No, Brah! Cousins, dey no kiss li’ dat around heya? Talking AMAKUA, brah. Could be cousin, uncle, gramps, someting li’ dat. One relative. In your case you go out dere and windsurf, you gone be relative to food chain. Git it?” 

				“Hey, brah. I can have your board aftah shaaahk grind yo ass?” laughed Pono. 

				“Oh no, no no. Bumbai Big Blue bite yo board in half too, Jono!” 

				Kimo had a serious look on his face and I could see he wasn’t going to give up on trying to spook my Haole ass. I was all sharked out, so went to the tent and crashed. 

				Diane yelled out, “Zip the tent so the centipedes don’t bite you as well, Jono. Those buggas for real!” 

				Big Blue Makua

				I woke up pretty groggy and walked out onto the beach. Still no grass shacks. The wind had already come up strong, howling straight offshore in rocket gusts. That’s not really good for windsurfing, I thought. Why are my knees bleeding? Oh right, the kiawe thorns. Never mind, the water was so blue. I had to get out there.

				My rig was all set up. A fisherman approached, looked at me for the longest time, then shook his head.
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				“Eh, Haole. You not going out dere are you?”

				“Sure, is there a problem? Don’t worry I won’t scare the fish away.”

				“Oh no no. Wasn’t worried about dat. Jus, wit dat blooood drip-ping down out cho knee, well... you see any boats out dere? Ain’t nobody mess wit da lanlord.”

				“The lanlord?”

				“Of da sea! Land LORD!

				“Oh, I see. You mean Big Blue Makaha. I’ve been warned.”

				“Big Blue Makua, Brah. You see him, say hello my uncle.”

				“I… yeah. Sure thing.”

				“And watch for surf. Flat now, Bruddah. But bumbai wrapping Ka’ena Point. For reals, Brah! Com-ing big, jus’ like Big Blue Makua! FOR REALS!”

				I shirked, picked up my rig and launched off the beach. The wind was really shadowed by the cliff, but I could see big whitecaps in the deeper water. I waited for a gust to hit. BLAM! The gust hit all right, pull-ing me up onto the board as I screamed off the beach. Then, WHAM! Another gust, even stronger hit from further behind, sending me cata-pulting over the booms. Finally, I got going and hit speeds I wasn’t quite prepared for. And just like that, I hit a calm spot. A few more gusts, a few more calm spots, and I moved quite a distance offshore. The water dark-ened to a deep blue, an eerie blue. I decided I’d better get back closer to shore. Maybe Diane had breakfast cooking. 

				The going in the shifting winds was arduous. As I neared the beach, the cliffs grew larger, then they blocked the wind completely. The board sank down into the water as I balanced my weight to stay upright. I looked down. A streak of blood flowed down from my knee into the water. Suddenly, I saw a shadow. Ah, who was I kidding. I was just imag-ining things. Maybe I was dreaming? The light from its steel fin sent reflections across the water. Were I in a protected cage, I would have greatly admired the beast, but here, there was nothing I could do bit try not to panic. 

				Don’t show fear. Right, lesson number one. Yet, I trembled. As the shark’s fin grew nearer, the tremble turned to violent shakes of the boom 
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				as the board began to sink below me, the water now up to my knees. And then, the shark rose slowly out of the water, just like Jed’s nuclear submarine. Big Baloo, Beeg Buggah, what was it? Maybe it was a she. Whatever its name was, it rose out of the water and had me dead to rights. I could hear my own heart pounding, and the shark, it had to be – BIG BLUE MAKUA!

				The water was so clear I could see his calculating eyes. They were calculating where I was on the food chain. I expected Big Blue to start cir-cling, but suddenly, the shark charged straight toward me, my heart bursting through my skin. I could then see myself from a hundred feet up, my wits floating through the sky. If I could only stay there, enjoy the view of the beautiful water, instead of being that fellow down below, one level down on that chain. 

				 Alas, Big Blue darted right by in pursuit of fish, sending a swirl of water, nearly knocking me off my board. It was fish all along he was after. He now disappeared in the direction of the turbulent water. I caught some wind and surfed a swell, the first of the waves wrapping around the point. I rode that wave all the way to shore, and never entered Big Blue’s territory again. FOR REALS! 

				Shaping Sugar Shack

				After a couple of action-packed nights in Waipahu where one guy want-ed to “trow me ovah da railing” for looking at his seesta, Diane had to return to Georgia. I was on my own, or at least thought I was until Pono kept hanging about. We went looking for an affordable car, bought an old Cougar for 200 bucks. Now I’d just need a place to crash. I looked through the newspaper and everything in Kailua looked steep. Pono told me I could find a cheap place near his uncle in a town called Waialua. Jed warned me that I would be the only haole for miles around, but Kimo said that the locals in Waialua were nothing to worry about. Since Big Blue missed the mark, Avalanche would now kill me.

				At the time, Avalanche was the Jaws of Hawaii, the big wave that broke far offshore from the sugar town of Wailua. Surf rolled in there and at a spot called Phantoms upwards of 40 feet. It was too far out to swim for most surfers, but I had seen photos of Thor and Stan tackling those breaks on their plastic fantastic Windsurfer Rockets. I fugured that if they could ride it on those boards, any old custom board would be a better weapon. Yet, I’d need to shape something that could ride these waves with controlled abandon, rather than reckless. To begin that pro-cess, I would need to create the shape from a foam blank. Kimo knew 
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				where I could get one, from his cousin Larry at the Town & Country Surfboards factory in Pearl City. I’d never paid attention to brands, but Kimo said it was tops in the surf world, and nobody was more tops than his cousin. Bertlemann was the top dog. In fact, everyone that worked at the factory were world class surfers first, shapers second, including Glenn Pang, Dennis Pang and Glenn Minami. These guys lived and breathed foam dust. 

				Craig Sugihara, the owner of the Town & Country, started asking me questions about the purpose of the foam blank. A board for fishing? No, windsurfing. Ah, windsurfing. He wasn’t sure if he could sell any in the islands because he’d heard ev-eryone was making their own in their garage. He had a network of dealers and shops in Japan, Tahiti, and New Caledonia. There was a growing demand for windsurfers there, and other places as well. Bring the blank back when I was done shaping. They would apply the fiberglass and fin boxes to it. If it looked good, we’d talk. 

				I set up some lights in my liv-ing room. I’d only witnessed a board being shaped before, by a guy named Dick Catri. He had shaped the plugs we used in Florida at the factory. They served to form the molds – the pre-preg carbon, honeycomb and klegecel skins cooked in giant ovens. That was a far more advanced process than shaping a foam blank, particularly when it came to joining the two halves of the hollow board together. This was a much easier process, drawing an outline with tem-plates (I used Larry’s gun template), us-ing an electric planer and hand planers to carve the foam rails to a desired shape. I didn’t really know for sure what a de-sired shape looked like, so I shaped a fair-ly conservative looking board about 11 feet long. Fortunately, one of the shapers, 
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					First board I designed, shaped by Dick Catri. New Smyrna Beach, Florida. Used as plug for mold. 
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				One of my later shapes on Oahu
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				Mike Maag, cleaned it up before I showed it to Craig. He’d think about it. Carve up another.

				I went back to Waialua, swatted mosquitos and shaped a second board, a ten-foot Diamond tail. He liked the look of it. I was in business.

				Meet Avalanche

				While I was waiting for the boards at Town & Country to be glassed and finished, I couldn’t wait to go windsurfing. I cruised the North Shore, and though Craig told me there were a couple of guys, Tom Peach and Craig Yester, riding every break imaginable. I didn’t see hide nor hair of them. It looked too big for a first go of it at Sunset, and with all of the surfers out, there was no way I was going to plow through the lineup on a windsurfer. But the coast curved around past Haleiwa and once I got to my new pad on the beach, the surf appeared to be dead flat. What better place to get my feet wet than my backyard paradise? 

				There was a good breeze rustling through the palms and the water looked inviting. Not a wave in sight. Was this Avalanche? We had bigger waves in Panama City Beach. The Rasta Rocket being all I had, with a Pat Love 5.7, I launched. As I sailed out, I noticed I was passing over a shallow shelf of reef. The water covered it pretty good at first, but then I became aware of getting sucked out to sea. I was in some kind of ripping river. Carrying a deep draft with my wooden glassed in daggerboard, the water quickly grew shallow, coral heads appeared, and I was weaving my way around the minefield.

				I got out into the blue water, but the rip current was still pulling strong. I was wondering how this was, but thoroughly enjoyed the ride. That was before I saw the waterscape change as quickly as the expres-sion on my face. The horizon lifted. There it was, with a capital A. Av-alanche! 

				True, I had ridden some good-sized swells on the mainland, but this wave was about three stories higher. To see it in a photograph is one thing but in real life for the first time is quite another. I chicken jibed, turning the board as fast as I could to head back to the shore for safety. But the wind on Oahu is not as strong as other places in the archipelago. Even the Rasta Rocket, shaped for speed, was not going to outrun this wave. 

				The wave towered then broke just a few feet behind me. It turned into a hungry growling mass of whitewater. Avalanche, coming on like a freight train, with my feet tied to the tracks. Just ahead of me was that 
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				shallow reef, which had become completely sucked dry by the mass of water feeding this monster. 

				The race was on; the wave was winning. Had I known better, I would have jumped off the board and dove under that wave, but instead stayed on the board as long as I could. It smoked me and that Rasta Rocket right onto the dry reef. I tried to jump and run onto it. I was now digging big gouges in my heels, then my knees, shoulders, and face as I buckled. Board in splinters, mast broken in three pieces, boom bent in half, the sail shredded. Even the rubber Mistral universal was sheared in two. In skiing terminology, it was a complete yard sale.

				The injuries would take weeks to heal, pulling chunks of coral out of my forehead. The wave at least kindly deposited the whole mess close enough to the beach where I could swim it all in. As I dragged it up, there was Pono, laughing his ass off. “Brah! You was shred-ding!” 

				Waikiki

				Being young and curious, I wanted to see what Waikiki was all about, so I cruised down there with Jed and Pono. Right on cue, a gang of locals sitting by a fountain near that pink hotel. The biggest guys kind of hung back, but as we passed, the smallest one jumped down and started walking backwards right in front of me, puff-ing out his chest. I did what Jed told me not to do. I looked at him. Right on cue, here it came. “What, Haole? Eye problem? You like beef?” I want-ed to tell him that I did have some pte-rygiums developing, yellow callouses from surfer’s glare, and I was think-ing about being a vegetarian. But before I could open my dumb haole mouth, Pono just told him we weren’t looking for trouble, and they let us pass. Jed then took us down a path and then between some alleys like he knew exactly where he was going, shook hands with a bunch of charac-ters, then sat down around some picnic tables. There were a bunch of fighting cocks in cages, and all sorts of crowing and gambling going on. 

				Then we all split up, vowing to meet back at the car at midnight. Jed was going to some strip clubs, but I wasn’t interested in shoving dollar bills in panties when I was young enough to get it for free. Besides, I was 
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				looking for love. Someone like Nalani.

				Was I imagining things, or was a fine-looking island girl walking right up to me? She passed by, but stopped and lit up a cigarette. That kind of ruined it for me. Then I noticed another guy who mozied up to the girl, seemed like he knew her. The guy looked like the cartoon char-acter, Doonesbury. They both turned their attention to me, came over and struck up a friendly conversation. Coming for the South, this was nothing unusual. Doonesbury asked me if I wanted to come over to their house nearby and party. Foolishly, I followed. I wasn’t there more than ten minutes and they asked me if I wanted to relax a bit more. Perhaps a massage? From the girl? Sure. Well, both wanted to participate. I told them I was only interested in the girl but would like to get to know her better. Perhaps a date? They laughed, then made me one of those Mai Tais. It wasn’t long before I started feeling really funny. After hanging around with Diane, I thought I could hold my liquor better than this. But I, I still had my wits, my wits. Wits about me. Quick to exit. Stage left. Where’s the door? Somehow, I managed to stumble my way out of there.

				I walked around Waikiki looking at people without looking at them. Pimps, hookers, hustlers, tourists. I felt like they were all after whatever I had, which was nothing. I was lost for quite a while amongst the tall buildings, but eventually found my way back to the pink hotel and the beach. I found solace among the longboards put to sleep for the night, awaiting the morning’s tourists. I sat on that beach for a couple of hours, chugging milk and woofing down malasadas, something like donuts. That took the edge off of whatever those two had served me. 

				I saw two guys sitting under a palm talking story, using their hands to picture the glory of waves gone by. Craig Sugihara would reminisce to me about the legends of surfing, both shapers and riders – the Waikiki Beach Boys. Were these them? Perhaps it was Rabbit Kekai and Ben Aipa, whom Craig had actually introduced me to. I sat under the moon in the warm gentle breeze, imagining the Duke and his rescue of the many sailors. All was well again. I regained my senses. I promised myself I would finally take the fork to Kailua and follow the road now better travelled. 

				Just before midnight, the fireworks began. People were lighting strings of firecrackers from the top of high-rise balconies, cherry bombs exploding all around me. The smoke grew thick, I was caught in a war zone. I could barely breathe and got further lost, but full circled back to my car. The trunk was popped, my precious Hasselblad and three expensive lenses ripped off. There went any hopes of a backup plan in 
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				photography. 

				To top things off, when I got back to my pad, it had been broken into as well, my wallet and anything left of value gone. Then I figured it out. Pono. I reported it to the police, but they were not going to do a thing about it. Perhaps I should have thought twice about being the only Haole in a local enclave. Wise up. Move to Kailua. So, I did.

				Kailua

				The dynamic duo of windsurfing bohemia, Thor and Stan, the origi-nals, the molds that were created and broken by some divine windsurfing god… I wondered if they were mythological creatures or if I could reach out and touch one. I figured I would need some sort of Da Vinci code (had he invented windsurfing?) to be able to do so. What runes would I need to uncover, what cave must I search for the holy grail, inside a clue to find them? Instead, I called up the Windsurfing Hawaii shop.

				“Hello, this is Stan.” 

				“Hi, yes. I was hoping to speak with Larry Stanley – or Mike Horgan?”

				“Well, you’ve got Stan here. How can I help you?”

				“Yeah? Oh! Stan? The Stan?”

				“Yes, how can I help you?”

				“Right, right. I just expected…” 

				I had not expected one of the deities would be so easy to reach or speak to. Where was the heavenly music playing when he spoke? The bohemian mix of harmonic convergence chill speak? In fact, he spoke without accent, which to me was Californian. Stan agreed to meet up with me in Kailua Bay with Nalani. Nalani! The phone became slippery. She was the beauty gracing the most famous windsurfing poster, not a lei on her. 

				Driving toward Kailua, I had imagined the seas to be tempestuous just like in the photos, roaring like white horses upon the blue. Would I be able to hang on, and hang with, these incredible deities? When I drove through the rain forest of Manoa, I stopped at the Pali Ridge Lookout. A fresh shower passed across the ridge. Then the clouds cleared to reveal the eastern shore. I’d seen it in pictures, but this was spectacular. Clear 
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				blue waters, tiny islands and greenery beyond belief. Even though I’d never been here before, driving down the twisting road through the tun-nels, it felt like I was going home. Arriving at the beach and seeing all of the windsurfers, I kicked myself for not moving here before.

				This was the place to be, windsurfer or not.

				But for a windsurfer and particularly an innovator of windsurfing design, you had to be here. The peculiar thing about Kailua as a proto-typical think tank, the ideas swirled around with the wind, catching fire then quickly burning out. At first thought, if you were lucky and bottled lightning, you wanted to put the cap on tight. But before you could take credit for the solution, somebody would one up your idea. Each top rider had their own agenda, their own garage, their own method to the mad-ness. One day you had to ride this, and the next day you had to ride that. 

				When I pulled up to the beach, Larry was eyeing the lines of a new board he called “The Spoon.” You could stick a fork in it, the thing was shaped just like a spoon. I was doing my best to not lay eyes on the shape of his girl, Nalani, and any thoughts of spooning her.

				“Hey, you must be Larry.”

				“Yep. Have you met Nalani?”

				“Haven’t had the pleasure. Sorry if I’m a little giddy. You guys are 
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				Kailua Windsurfer Fleet #35, 1974 BRN (before Robby Naish). Skipper’s meeting; regatta at Kailua Boat Ramp. (l to R) Thor, wife Cathy, Ogden Naish, Marvin Western, Jim Frierson, Dennis Davidson, Ken Kleid, Larry Stanley.
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				both legends where I come from.”

				“Nah, we’re just windsurfers like you and everyone else. We just found ourselves in the right place at the right time – before the rest of the world dis-covered it.”

				“Well, sorry. In my book you’re living walking. Can’t believe my toes are sharing the same sand.”

				“We bleed red on the reef, just like everyone.”

				“Why, I’d still be in Georgia picking peaches if it wasn’t for the first time I saw a movie of you guys windsurfing right here, in these very waters. It was up on the big screen at the Windsurfer International regatta.”

				“Ah, that was the Worlds in Florida they couldn’t actually call the Worlds, right?”

				“Right. Last time I rode a stock Windsurfer actually.”

				I looked at Larry’s board. It was a Trombley, about 9 feet long and too narrow for at least what I understood about boards. 

				“Nice board. Pretty short though isn’t it? No way could I uphaul that thing.”

				 “You can’t waterstart?” Larry asked.

				“Waterstart? You mean–”

				“Yeah, I heard Mike Waltze was the first to do it. While down in the water, you somehow swing the wind up under your sail to pull you back up onto the board. No uphaul needed.”

				“Man, that would be amazing. Just think!”

				“Another day, another path opens.”

				“Wait, Mike Waltze? Where’s he doing that? Some hidden beach?”

				“He’s living in a West Maui treehouse or something but windsurfs at Ho’okipa. You’ve heard of Ho’okipa, right?”

				“Ho o what?”

				“Ho’okipa. Could be the next big place.”

				“Took me long enough just to find Kailua. And evidently, now I’ve 
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				Larry Stanley. No footstraps no problem. 
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				got to learn how to waterstart.”

				“Well, it would enable a person of mass like yourself to ride a smaller board like this one. May-be even smaller. Can you imag-ine how much easier it would make things in the surf?” 

				“Do you think you could show me?”

				“C’mon, rig up. We’ve got breeze.”

				We launched off Kailua Beach near Larry’s house and windsurfed up to Flat Island. Na-lani was riding one of the Wind-surfer Rockets they scooped nose on. I never would meet Thor. He was one of the first, even taught Larry. I guessed he was jilted by all the people invading his private paradise, no longer had the place to himself. Or maybe my timing was all wrong, but I still never saw him outside of that shop. 

				The wind was up all right. It was surreal, windsurfing along the small waves of Kailua Bay, Stan and Nalani buzzing back and forth around me. Then the wind backed off and we just sat on our boards. I tried my best not to stare again at Nalani, but I’m sure I did a poor job of it. That poster was indelibly etched, but in person, on that windsurfer, she ascended to a heavenly lev-el of beauty. I thought, perhaps I should submerge and practice that waterstart.

				Kailua didn’t have the big-gest waves in the islands, but some days the swells rolled in quite nicely. It was a blast to jump them and though the waves were mushy, you could ride the swells a long way. There were a couple of gnarly breaks out by the Twin Mokes once in a blue moon, but for the most part, you just cruised around in the area between Lan-
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				 Rick Naish, Dennis Davidson, Robby Naish,

				 Dave Foy, Pat Love, Larry Stanley in Jamaica.

				 Larry Stanley Family Archives.
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					Hugh England. Look, Mo! Footstraps!
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				ikai and Flat Island. Having finally found Kailua, I spent the next few weeks enjoying stress free windsurfing and meeting the folks that had stuck around after the 1980 Pan Am Cup packed tent. 

				I’d missed that iconic race with the first custom race boards. It was to date the wildest windiest race. The race Robby dominated. The race where Bruce Matlack got shellacked by a wave, was blown to smither-eens, swam miles for his board separated from the rig, only to be boat rescued by Robby’s Mom. 

				The King

				On Kailua Beach, I found a growing population of windsurfers hanging out waiting for the wind near the boat ramp, their boards still hovering around 10-12 feet in length. A great buzz was swarming around one par-ticular board and young rider. As I approached, there was no mistaking the aura around this mop headed blonde beach kid. I’d seen him once before, at those ’79 Internationals, but never spoke to the young star. People were keeping their distance even now; I threw shyness to the sand and just walked right up. His dad, who I recognized as Rick, and some local guy, were in serious conversation about the board’s fins. 

				“Nice board,” I said. 

				“Cool, yeah,” replied Robby. 

				“Never seen fins like that on a board. What do you call them?” 

				Rick gave a quick shake of his head to Robby, but Robby replied, “It’s the donkey fin.”

				“I see. Kind of swept back like a donkey ear. Tried it yet?”

				“Not yet. Hope to get out there today but it’s not looking too good.”

				 “What’s the con-cept behind the donkey ear?”

				Rick stepped in. “Who’s asking all the questions? We’ve got some work to do here, so…”
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				Robby Naish, Mike Eskimo, Randy Naish.  

			

		

		
			
				RETURN TO THE IMPACT ZONE

			

		

		
			
				25

			

		

	
		
			
				“Pleasure meeting you, Robby. See you out on the water some-time.”

				Another guy came up to me, looked a little like Robby but rougher. Didn’t need any introduction. I knew it was his brother, Randy. 

				“The donkey, it’s low draft, high resistance for better tracking and maneuverability – at least in theory. They say the Earth is round, in the-ory. The Earth is flat,” said Randy.

				“I don’t know about that donkey, but the surf at Flat Island sure looks flat.”

				“South Swell. A bunch of us are heading over to Diamond Head to catch it. What are you riding?”

				“That Diamond tail over there, the Town & Country. I designed it.”

				“Oh.”

				We walked over to my board and Randy eyed the rails.

				“Not bad.”

				“Yeah, I just made it.”

				“Huh. Listen, if you want some advice, I’d ditch the Town & Country gear, Brah.”

				“Really? Why’s that?”

				“Outsiders, Brah. They’re just jumping on the bandwagon. Get one of our boards, they rip. You see that guy with my Dad eyeing the rocker? That’s Harold Iggy. That dude can shape. And from Robby’s input–”

				Another blonde guy walks up, slightly older but not by much. 
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				Matt Marshall, Craig Yester, Rene Baumann, Suzanne Gedalyoo, Richard Whyte, Ed Angulo, Pete Cabrinha, Charlie Smith. Pan Am Cup waiting for wind. 
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				“Have you met Angus?” Randy asks.

				“Haven’t had the pleasure.”

				“Ello. Angus here. And you might be?”

				“Ah, Angus. I’ve heard about you. You’re the windsurfer from Germany, right?”

				“What? Bloody HELL, Man! German? Were you born under a rock?”

				“Sorry, I thought with the blonde locks.”

				“Ah, you thought I was Jurgen Honscheid. I’ll take that. Let’s try this again. Name’s Angus. Angus Chater. This is my Swiss friend, Rene Baumann. Guess where he’s from?”

				 “Sweden? Hey, wherever you’re from. Have you guys heard about this waterstart?” I asked.

				“Heard about it? We’re doing it,” Rene said.

				“Are you?” I said.

				Angus flipped his hair. “Well, I’m still working on it. Who wants to head over to Diamond Head with me and give it a go? I heard through the grapevine the trades are really up over there.”

				Randy, tossed up some sand into the still air. “Coconut wireless. What are we waiting for?”

				Diamonds in the Rough

				It was my first time at Diamond Head. We walked down the long path to the narrow strip of sand that bordered the cliffs. The wind was up all right. There were a few windsurfers already out, but lots of surfers as well. Diamond Head was a prism, a short-lived era of windsurf-ing that hosted much of the sport’s innovation. Robby, Larry, Thor, and Cort Larned had really pioneered the place. 

				Then came King Robby, walk-ing down the beach with his procession. Written across the back of his harness, NAISH. Normally, he launched from his girlfriend’s oceanfront home, but some days he mixed it up with us mortal. His subjects rigged up his board, he took off into the sky, jibed around and destroyed a wave for good measure. Robby had that volcano on the verge of another erup-
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				tion. I wondered if he knew how to water-start, because he never fell.

				Angus introduced me to an exceptionally good-looking couple, Richard Whyte and Suzanne Gedayloo. They were in all the commercials.

				“Have you guys tried the waterstart?” Angus asked.

				“Suzanne’s got it down pat,” Richard said. 

				“I don’t like the idea of chumming. Lots of hammerheads out there. Got chased by one the other day,” said Angus.

				“Don’t’ worry, it’s super easy,” smiled Suzanne. “You just have to get the board and wind situated in the right direction, swing the rig forward, sheet in and up you go.”

				Angus and I were trying and trying inside the waves but neither of us were getting it, eventually drifting out through the channel. Once we were outside of the waves in cleaner wind, it began to come together. I started to move the mast into the wind, as I’d learned to do righting sailboats.

				“Keep at it, we’ll get it,” Angus said.

				“Hammerhead!” I said.

				We swung the mast more forward, and both popped up onto our boards at nearly the same time.

				When we got back to the beach, Randy was hammering a ham-merhead with his boom ten feet from shore. Then as local resident Jim Nabors (Gomer Pyle TV Star) walked past on the beach, Randy bare ass mooned him. I could see this guy indeed was on another wavelength from Robby. He didn’t have a reputation at stake or cameras following his every move, so the guy threw caution to the wind.

				At Diamond Head, I found plenty of other windsurfers to hang out with, particularly Pete, Julie DeWerd, Mickey Eskimo, and Sun Star. Sun Star would bring his red zinger hibiscus tea, which was a lifesaver because nobody ever remembered to bring water. We all drank out of the same jug. It wasn’t free love, but free water it was.

				Of all the people sailing in Robby’s shadow, Pete Cabrinha found 
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				Mickey Eskimo Nice board, Brah. 
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				his place in the sun. Pete, the epitome of style, tweaking his new Local Motion boards, which were getting smaller and smaller by the day. 

				Batmobiles

				The second time I’d heard about this place called Maui was when some bearded hippy dropped by the Pearl City factory. I was just showing Craig a new shorter but wider board I had shaped that I thought would work well at Diamond Head. He wasn’t buying it. “Why don’t you guys just ride simple pin tails?”

				I explained it had to be shorter to be ma-neuverable but also wide enough to get up on a plane quickly for a jump. Pintail wouldn’t float venough. Craig thought I was off my rocker. “It looks like the batmobile. Let’s go meet this dude from Maui. He wants your job. Keep shaping boards like that and I might give it to him.”

				“Hey, what’s the haps,” the guy said. 

				“What can we do for you?” Craig replied.

				“I was wondering if you might be looking for a board designer for windsurfing,” the guy said.

				“We’ve already got one right here,” said Craig. “I’m afraid you’re too late.”

				“Can I show you some photos of my board anyway? It’s a hap-pening board. Maui. That’s where it’s happening.”

				“Yeah, sure. Show us. What do you got?”

				The first picture was just of the board. It looked like it had been shaped with a hacksaw. If my board was the batmobile, this was the batmonster. Craig gave me his caca look. “We make high quality boards here. This is Town & Country. You might want to try Local Mo-tion. They make good boards as well. Lots of guys getting free ones.”

				“I’m looking for more than free boards, man.” Then the guy turned the page. His bat truck was nearly 40 feet up in the air, launched off a wave at some place happening he called Ho’okipa. “This… is the haps.”

				While the guy hadn’t really turned Craig’s head, he turned mine. I asked him, “I never got your name. What was it?”

				“Name’s Malte. Malte Simmer.”

			

		

		
			
				Second board I shaped. 

				Didn’t go over well with boss. 
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				Boxer Bolster

				Windsurfing had been a new thing at Town & Country, so I was not only an outsider in the Kailua windsurfing scene, but at their surfboard facto-ry, too. One of only three haole’s in the entire place, I didn’t have anyone to talk to other than an interesting guy named Warren who worked up in the hot attic. Warren loved to make fun of me, the island greenhorn. He had a somewhat manic intellect, seemed wiser about the surf than ten white owls, yet here he was making only five bucks a pop for boxing boards. It seemed like a lot of work. I guessed there were a lot of smart guys, even with Ph.Ds doing whatever they could to stay afloat in Hawaii just to be there. 

				When I first started shaping wide-tailed boards, something I could get some speed up through the lulls at Diamond Head, Warren came strolling into the room with his head down, not really looking at me. It was the first time I’d seen him out of the boxing attic. He paced back and forth, then finally shouted over the planer noise,

				“You’re not very good at that.”

				I turned the planer off. “What was that?” 

				“Don’t quit your day job, you’re no good at that. You’ve got no feel for it.”

				“Thanks. But this is my day job. I’ll keep at it.”

				“That thing. That looks like a spaceship. Where’s George Jetson?”

				“Um, it’s hard to explain but it’s not like a surfboard. When you stand on it, it has to float so you can pull the sail up. Hopefully this one floats just enough and jumps up on a plane real fast.”

				“I may not know a damn thing about windkooking, but you need to go a little thinner on that tail.” 

				Next time I saw Warren, he asked me about the 11-foot windsurfing boards he was boxing. “Gomer, why are these things so huge?”

				“Well, not everybody knows how to waterstart, and these boards were made to plane in the lighter winds. They’re for Tahiti.”

				“Well, Goob. We’re gonna need bigger boxes to get them to Tahiti.” 

				“Just put two together. That’ll work.”

				“Boy genius. You say you waterstart them now? You raise the sail right out of the water? Who thought of that? Not you I’ll wager. What’s with these all these goober leash cups?”

				 “To hook the Velcro around. To hold the footstraps on, for jump-ing.”

				 “Oh, right. Yeah, I’ve seen a guy surfing with these once. Wanker. Why don’t you just put Velcro on your booties? Or glue yourself to the 
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				board.”

				“I don’t think so.”

				“You say you get air on these things? What, like tricycle air? Two feet?”

				“Yeah, sure. Two feet.”

				Craig noticed my odd friendship developing with Warren and re-membered my mentioning something about a derailed interest in pho-tography. He showed me a stack of Skateboarder and Surfer Magazines. Look at the covers. Look at the name on the photo credit. Bolster. War-ren Bolster. Up until just the year prior, he was even the editor of Skate-boarder.”

				“Wow. That’s crazy. Dogtown and the Z Boys. This guy’s legend!”

				“Right, a legend. But when the magazine went down and he had a fallout with Surfer, he hit rock bottom. I’m giving him a chance but as you can see, his chip’s a bit of a challenge. Maybe you can take him out to Diamond Head with you one day. Introduce him to Robby Naish. Get him to take some shots of you as well. I’ve got some connections to set him up with some photo gear and a water housing.”

				When the gear arrived, I took Warren out to Diamond Head the next time the wind was up. Robby was off winning some contest in Eu-rope, but I introduced him to Pete Cabrinha. One look at Pete shredding had Warren slapping his camera back in a water housing and getting wet for the first time in years. He took some great photos of both Pete and even of myself. The difference between Warren and the other pho-tographers was that he could hang in the impact zone, get right in there up close and personal. Craig would soon have to save someone else from self-destruction and get them to box those boards.

				Pan Am Whammy

				For a couple of crazy weeks on Oahu, windsurfing’s focus shifted from waves, short boards and freedom to longboard competition. The tradi-tion had been running for a couple of years, which pretty much harked around herald-ing King Robby. Craig, (the owner of Town & Country) got wind of the event as post-ers were plastered on phone poles around the island. “Why aren’t we in this?” At 
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				Robby Naish, Ken WInner, Jurgen Honscheid.

				Photo courtesy Carol Naish Archives. 
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				the same time, I got a call from Alex Aguera. He and his brother Greg were looking for a board sponsor, at least for the event. 

				Greg and Alex were actually signed up to be on my team at a previ-ous company I had lucked upon starting at age 23 in Florida. We were all set to produce vacuum bag molded, oven cooked pre-preg carbon fiber boards when a military general eyed our masts for antennas. There was a half million-dollar investment in the operation, and had it flown, we would have been way ahead of our time.

				No crying over spilt milk, there was no possible way I could recreate honeycomb pre-preg technology on a shoestring and build a 15-foot-long oven in which to cook them. I would need 3 months just to develop the molds. I had two weeks.

				Scouting R&D beach (Kailua), I noticed Ken Winner and Robby were already set and practicing on boards now stretched out to 14 feet. The more waterline, they claimed, the faster they went. To make the boards lighter, Robby told me, they channeled out the foam before glass-ing. I returned to Craig with the news.

				“Then we’ll shape a couple of 12 footers and one 14-foot board, channel the foam and use a Kevlar/Carbon combination; one for you, Alex and Greg. We’re going to put T&C on the map.” 

				The challenge came with the daggerboards. Not specifically the blades themselves but the trunks that housed them. It was a weird sci-ence. We hired outside help to construct the trunks.

				Race day arrived quicker than we anticipated. After pulling an all-nighter, the boards were finished the morning of the race. We never got the chance to actually test them out. Had it been super windy like the year before, we might have been okay, but it was super light. I did so so, but there was a big problem with Alex’s board. The trunk leaked into the channels.

				I was sitting on a chair in a corner feeling pretty bummed, read-ing a magazine when two girls walked up to me. One of them was a splendid brunette I’d seen on Kailua Beach. She had a ballet dancer’s figure. Slayed the plie out of a red one piece, enough to buckle any guys’ knees. Chatting with her was Rhonda Smith, the windsurfing rock star I’d known slightly from racing in Florida. Rhonda was long and svelte, had a sultry voice and country music star looks. What I liked most about her of course, was her charming Southern personality. 

				“Hey, Jonathan. Haven’t seen you since Clearwater. How’d you do out there today?” 
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				“Not too good. Can’t count that high.”

				“Aww, that’s okay,” said Rhonda. “It’s just the Pan Am Cup.”

				“Yeah, right. Have you seen Alex around? I think I need to drop out and give him my board. The one I made for him leaked through the trunk into the channels.”

				“I think he’s out on the beach with the Florida gang. Oh shoot, I should have introduced you. This is my friend, Marla. Want to go join them?”

				 It was all giddy walking with those girls, didn’t know what to say. I didn’t even try to shoot for the stars with Rhonda, she had always been Jesus Cort Superstar’s girl. Rhonda and Cort. Matt and Kelby. Jill and Pete. Suzanne and Richard. They were the power couples. I imagined not even a hurricane could blow them apart. 

				The Canadian girl, what was her name, Maple? Her boyfriend, I learned, had just returned to Quebec or wherever they make syrup.

				“Cheer up, man. Get oot of those spirits. You’re in paradise for god’s sake!” said Maple.

				Rhonda skipped on the sand and splashed her feet in the water. She turned and looked back at me. “Yeah, Jonathan. Sometimes when things go wrong, you just have to rewrite your movie.” 

				“You mean like, bring more wind?”

				Marla laughed. “Wind, no wind. This scene doesn’t get much better than this. Say, do either of you believe in destiny?”

				“I do if it means more wind,” I said.

				We found Alex, Cort, Doug and Janie sitting on the water’s edge. Janie was the dreamboat, but she never talked much, at least not to me.

				“Dude, I’ve been looking all over for you. I need your board for tomorrow,” Alex said.

				“You got it. Sorry we didn’t have more lead time, Alex.”

				He just shrugged. “It’s cool. Things move fast in this sport. I’m sure you gave it your best.”

				Marla pulled my arm. “Come on, let’s change this scene up. Keep on walking,” Rhonda stayed with the gang.

				We didn’t say much to each other but after a while Marla spoke. “Rhonda will be following that windsurfing circuit. I’m staying right here in Hawaii. What about you?”

				“Me? Who would ever leave this place? Look at those mountains towering above the sea. White sand beaches, blue water. It’s paradise, like you said.”

				“That’s the spirit,” Marla said. Or was it Maple? It didn’t mat-
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				ter. We headed to a beach bar for a couple of Mai Tai’s. I had a Pina Colada.

				“Pretty girly drink. I like that.” said Maple. Maple was sweet, but she liked to have the upper hand in a relationship. I didn’t remember being in a relationship, and being from the South, I wasn’t used to any flavor of domination. So, I let her know that I was the one who would be doing the courting. 

				“We’ll see about that,” Maple said.

				“We’ll see about what?”

				“We’ll see how you feel after I show you the toys I’ve got in my closet.”

				“What do you have? Naish? Local Motion? T&C?

				“Mmm, more like S&M.”

				Well, help me Rhonda, I was out of there quicker than Robby Naish off the starting line.

				Sunset Beach

				For Craig Sugihara to stay onboard with windsurfing, I needed to cave in to his demands for the pintail. So, I set upon the task of designing an 8’6” floaty pintail, working with shaper Dave Hill, who lived right there on Sunset Beach. By then, I was getting pretty good at shaping boards, especially my own surfboards, but Dave had a long history of shaping for big name surfers, and the collaboration was beneficial for the end result. The best board I ever shaped was my round pin for surfing Sunset, but from riding that board, I thought for certain I knew right where to place the volume and how wide or narrow of a board I could get away with and still semi-float. Dave would nail the rails and rocker.

				Being on the T&C team, I had been most fortunate to receive a free pass to surf at Sunset, an E Ticket to ride. It was a lineup of big hitters not easy to slip into. I’m not going to say that I wasn’t scared out there. I spent most of my time trying to get into position with all of the big names. It was one place where waiting for a wave was riskier than riding them. And riding them was a high-risk affair. There were surfers out there like Shaun Tomson, Tom Curren and Ken Bradshaw, a bar-rel-chested big wave surfer with the Guns of Navaronne. Ken was on the T&C team, along with Dane Kealoha, the world champion at the time, and both were big dudes. You didn’t drop in on those guys, or certain-ly one of the Black Shorts Gang. Youd didn’t drop in on anyone.That meant you had to get right on the peak and not blow it. Plus, there was the constant scratching for the outside. It seemed as if the waves were 
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				always breaking outside of where I sat. Sometimes I’d go a good hour without catching a wave, just scratching my balls off, my heart beating a million miles per hour. That’s like one million, six hundred and nine thousand kilometers per hour for those outside the US. 

				I’d stay out till past twilight, waiting for everyone to go in so I could catch a wave without fighting for it. Shaun was the only one still out on one particular big day, and we both started paddling for the same wave. He looked over at me and said, “Go for it, mate!” Of course, he’d already deciphered that the wave was closing out to the right, but I still caught it, and I rode that table scrap for all its worth, staying as high up on the wave as I could. It was one of the best rides on a surfboard I’d ever had up until that point, but it ended very poorly, my board and body racking up pinball points against the coral heads. 

				I was having so much fun I almost forgot all about windsurfing. The more I surfed, the better I windsurfed. I was addicted now. It was a long drive to Sunset from Kailua, but I continued to surf there a few days a week until my blood pressure lowered as I assimilated to the ferocity of the place. Eventually, I felt comfortable enough to tackle the big waves windsurfing on the pintail, imagining what it would be like to have the power of the wind in my hands with that board under my feet. Larry Stanley had made one run at it on his scooped Windsurfer Rocket but was shouted out of there by the surfers. Sunset was usually shadowed by the point and the more popular spot where Craig Yester and Tom Peach windsurfed at Backyards. I don’t know why I never joined them. But one day the wind shifted more to the north, which meant perfect sideshore for Sunset. It blew with enough gusto to blow out the surfers. Here it was right before my eyes, calling my name and only my name, a big juicy wave which for once I did not have to battle the best in the world for a spot in the lineup. I didn’t have to paddle with all my might to drop in and ride. I’d already be up and riding. I went for it. 

				It was easy to get out through the channel, sail a bit upwind, and then catch a ride in on the big swells. Before the wave broke, I jibed out a few times to get my nerves and my disbelief in check. Was I really out here windsurfing Sunset? I’d never seen it done. Then I caught a beefy monster and kept riding past the point of no return, the wave thunder-ing behind me, riding that roller coaster up and down, hoping the wave would never end. And it seemed like it never would, until it emptied out into the channel for an easy path back out. 

				Craig was right. The pintail absolutely rocked. It was far and be-yond superior to anything else I’d ridden, on a right reeling wave that was better than anything anyone had ever ridden, at least that I knew of. 
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				The design and volume of the board put me in full control. I rode and rode until the wind backed off and the sun began to actually set. If a few surfers had not paddled out, I might still be out there, my mind blown into the stratosphere.

				I went back to work, not returning to Sunset until a couple of weeks later, as the North wind had subsided. If I never windsurfed again, I would be okay with knowing I had windsurfed Sunset. But someone saw me, the word got out. It was okay to windsurf Sunset. So guys tried it when it wasn’t clear of surfers. Ken Bradshaw came up to me with a furious look on his face. I thought he was going to tear my head off. I reminded him that we were both on the T&C team. He said he knew I had paid my dues at Sunset, had seen me get worked many times. It was okay if I rode there when it was blown out. But… “Tell your little wind-surfing buddies they aren’t welcome at Sunset!” It was okay. I’d already made other plans.

				Sailboarder

				 The same company that produced the original Windsurfer also published the first and only windsurfing magazine at the time. Published in SoCal, it was called, you guessed it, Windsurfer. Windsurfer began as a newsletter mailed out to about 25 Johnny Appleseed’s but had grown with the sport into a full color glossy mag featuring images, racing tech-nique tips and regatta reports subscribed to by thousands. Still, the maga-zine seldomly focused their editorial on what was really happening in the sport, high performance Hawaii. The wavesailing aspect of windsurfing was perhaps, in the Windsurfer company’s opinion, not healthy for the sport, too geographically limiting. It certainly did not serve the purpose of selling One Design Windsurfer regatta boards. Yet, wavesailing was where the sport had evolved, appealing to an adrenalin loving audience seeking a higher dimension. I was not alone in believing that the thrilling aspects deserved the limelight, so I approached Surfer Publications with my idea for a new magazine. Since the name Windsurfer was already under trademark, the new magazine would be called Sailboarder. 

				Surfer Publication’s Publisher called me a week later. My enthusiasm for the sport must have engaged him. He was on board with Sailboarder. “Pack your bags, you’re moving to San Juan Capistrano.”

			

		

		
			
				MAUI GLORY DAYS

			

		

		
			
				36

			

		

	
		
			
				[image: ]
			

			
				
					Cameo on Windsurfer (far left, big hair) at Cal State Championships, Lake Lopez 1978. Ken Winner followed by Scott Shoemaker, ?, Paul Hengstebeck, Doug Halsey right).

				

			

		

		
			
				RETURN TO THE IMPACT ZONE

			

		

		
			
				37

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				Bruce Matlack, Rhonda Smith (Steve Sakamoto photo). Hoyle on board #1, Hoyle and Di-ane Schweitzer, Matt Schweitzer. Schweitzer family archives.
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				CHAPTER 2: 1981 

				 California DREAMIN’

				When I got to San Juan Capistrano, I wondered if I’d made the right move coming back to California. It was foggy. There were too many people, too much traffic and everything seemed congested. It smelled like oil, making me feel like I’d just con-tracted a bad cold. Nevertheless, I intended this to be a great career move for me as Chief Editor of a magazine covering what soon would become the fastest growing sport in the world. Imagine the travel to ex-otic places, the people I’d rub elbows with, the prestige. The possibilities were endless!

				Sailboarder

				The secretary showed me into the office of Surfer Magazine’s Publisher. The burly executive type offered his hand and told me to have a seat. The air seemed stagnant, heavy; something seemed wrong. I did not ex-pect what he was about to say. “Im afraid I’m going to have to recant my job offer as Chief Editor of our new Sailboarder Magazine. My industry insider sources in Hawaii – they say you don’t even know how to wind-surf. An imposter.”

				I didn’t quite know how to take this. I looked at the callouses on my hands. I looked around the room for a candid camera. “What? Is this some kind of a joke?”

				“No joke, they say you’re a fraud. And they’re my future advertising base.”

				“I never said I was Robby Naish, but just look at these photos. Warren Bolster shot them of me and a guy named Pete Cabrinha.” I plopped the slides on his desk, twenty in a plastic sheet: ten of me, ten of Cabrinha. Table tops, off the lips, big jumps, they were all there.

				“Hmmm. Bolster’s shooting again? And windsurfing? We’d given up hope on that guy.”

				This was not going well. Aside from the buzz of fluorescent lights, the office was silent. My stomach tied up in knots. He placed the slide page onto his light table. 

				“Impressive photos, I’ll admit. But they’re kind of backlit. It might be you, might not.”
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				“That’s funny because I placed 4th at the World Championships, you can check the results. Call Town & Country, they’ll tell you who I am.”

				Listen, these industry insiders that doubt you, they’re going to be a big part of my advertising base, so I’m bringing in the assistant editor at Windsurf magazine as the editor.”

				“Look, if you’re telling me I don’t have enough editor experience for the job, I might understand. At least you could have told me before I quit my job and got on a plane. Besides, I know that assistant editor and she’s probably never even put her foot into a footstrap. Doesn’t that de-feat the purpose? You’re just going to have the same magazine covering lakes and course racing as Windsurf.”

				“I’ve made my decision. If you are who you say you are, go back to Hawaii and prove yourself. Pick up a camera. If you went to Brooks Institute of Photography like your resume says, I’m doing you a favor. Besides, you’d hate it here anyway.”

				I walked out of Surfer Publications stunned. What was I going to do now, pump gas? Maybe I’d find a surf shop and box boards for a living.

				Up in the Air

				 All I had with me was a few bucks and my old gear bag, but did I have an ulcer as well? The blow I had just received sent a fireball burning through my gut. I paced up and down the curb, then bent over. If this was what an ulcer felt like, I’d prefer the flu. I needed to eat something. Two choices, a Whataburger and a Weinerschnitzel. What the heck, I chose the Whataburger, which helped empty most of the acid into the john. Somebody had left one of those knock-off yellow pages in the rest room. I thumbed through to the W’s. “Windsurfing. See Hangliding.” UP Sports, a hangliding company over in Lake Elsinore, wherever that was. I rang them up. A dude answered. “UP Sports, how can we hang you?”

				“Hey, maybe I’ll take you up on that,” I said. “But first, I wanted to talk to someone there about hiring me to design windsurfers?” I gave them my name of course, fully expecting a quick hang-up. After all, I was a fraud. 

				“What do you have to offer us?” the guy said. “We just happen to have started making sails for windsurfers. I windsurf myself. Here, I’ll connect you to the owner, Peter Brock.” 
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				His name sounded familiar. Wasn’t he a race car designer? We talk-ed briefly. I gave him my elevator pitch. He said the whole team was just about to head up to the Hanglider World Championships in Owens Valley, up near Mammoth. Would I like for him to pick me up in his gold Mercedes? We’d talk about it on the way.

				Let me check my plans, I thought. Hmm. Calendar seems empty.

				I hopped in the back with a laid-back Japanese fellow named Yu-suke. The guy riding shotgun was their wing and windsurfing sail design-er. The board part they hadn’t had time to focus on, but the guy thought he could handle that himself. I had five hours to convince them that unless you live in Hawaii, you can’t stay on top of the game. 

				Over a full week of testing the Mercedes on the worst back roads of California, we chased the hangliders from the top of the mountains to Janie’s whorehouse at the finish line. I think their motto was, “Fly in for more than a soar.” Along the way, I got to know this Yusuke fellow pretty well. He was willing to spot me for the sores – not what I needed – but as far as a sponsorship or a job designing windsurfers, that was up in the air.

				“Steer”-ing in the Right Direction

				In the meantime, some of the biggest windsurfing competitions were about to take place in California. Hawaii was too removed from the public eye and big sponsors, and California was where the sport had begun. My ulcer was gone, replaced by a serious case of anxiety that the windsurfing movement was leaving me behind. I called Craig at Town & Country and told him what had happened, but he had already hired my replacement. Still, he agreed to ship my 14-foot race board to San Francisco for the Golden Gate Crossing competition. 

				As the Mercedes had already left for the day’s hangliding events, I took the short walk across a cattle field hoping to catch a small plane in Owens Valley to San Francisco for the event. Along the way, an entire herd of bulls emerged over the hill. They moved slowly at first, and then something spooked them. Thus began their stampede in my direction. I ran for my life back toward the hotel, holding my bags, flip flops flinging steer dung everywhere. I could not make this stuff up. 

				Yusuke opened the hotel door, breaking out into laughter. Perhaps he thought the stories I was telling him about windsurfing were covered in it as well. But seeing me covered head to toe, we both began laughing at the absurdity. Maybe there was something cultural about being cov-ered in bullstuff. Humility, that was it.
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				After hiring me a cab to get me to the airport, Yusuke let me in on a little secret. He was the Prince of Osaka, Japan, and the silent own-er of UP Sports. He bankrolled the whole thing, and pulled them out of bankruptcy, eventually to dominate the hanglider industry. He gave some thought to dominating the windsurfing industry as well, but that was a far more complex task. Most anything could be done with money, but it would take a lot of cash to buy Robby Naish.

				I told him about the windsurfing event coming up, and another even bigger event happening in Hurricane Gulch the following month called the Hang Ten World Cup. 

				“Ten,” he said. “that is your magic number! “If you place overall in the top ten, UP Sports will sponsor you to research and design boards. If not, you full of bullsh__!” Then I thought of the number 1111, Robby Naish’s sail number. That was one spot already taken. Matt Schweitzer, Pete Cabrinha, Mike Waltze, Ian Boyd, Cort Larned, Ken Winner… I was already psyching myself out.

				“On Maui?” I asked.

				 “Sure, okay. On Maui,” Yusuke promised.

				 Suddenly, a lot was riding on my __it. 

				Waddell Pete

				Pete Cabrinha’s buddy, Steve Magnuson, picked me and Pete up at SFO. We would crash on the floor at Barbara Ockel’s house, found-
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				Dan Wilson on my Town & Country pintail, Seal Beach. Photo by his Dad.
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				er and sailmaker for Pacific Surf Sails. Pete said, “We gotta hurry. Not much light left.” 

				Odd, I thought, I’d never known Pete to be in hurry. We weaved our way through Bay Area traffic headed South on 101.

				“Um, Pete. Isn’t Crissy Field up by the Golden Gate Bridge? My map says that’s North.”

				“I’ve gotta check out this spot. Heard from my friend, Barbara, that it was the next big spot on the Left Coast. Lots of wind. Big waves.”

				Weaving through Hwy 17 through Santa Cruz and up North Hwy 1, we followed the coast between farmland and the Santa Cruz moun-tains, passing Davenport then came over a hill. There it was. Wind. Wild surf. Waddell Creek. 

				We were too late for today. The sun already was setting, and I want-ed to conserve my energy for the race that would begin the next morning. Pete lived for the moment.

				“I don’t know, Pete. By the time we rig up, it’s going to be dark. You know, as in Great White Shark? They don’t call this the red triangle for nothing.”

				“Damn. I wanted to sail this place.”

				“That would be insane.”

				Pete heard enough of my shark drivel, grabbed his board out of the back of the truck and rigged up.

				“What are you doing, man? Are you crazy?” 

				Yep, Pete was crazy, but in a good way. He launched off the beach and sailed away toward the growling surf. 

				In the twilight, I still could see Pete’s yellow sail against the sky, his board drawing iridescent lines through the waves. I walked along the beach and ran into some seals. Something smelled funky, like a sea lion, bitten in half.

				It became increasingly dark. Too dark. Steve and I waited and wait-ed, turned the truck around to face the waves, then turned the lights on. There was Pioneer Pete styling on a wave, riding it’s pitch black face all 
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				Hamming a 360 and a swim at Lake Lopez on Dan’s Maui Sails.
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				the way in to the shore break. 

				Pete threw his board back in the truck and the three of us drove north the long way on Rt. 1 to Barbara’s in San Francisco. Pete kept his Victory wetsuit on, its branded “V” written all over his face. 

				San Francisco

				 The next day we stopped by the Bay Area legend, Glenn Taylor’s shop to buy a wetsuit and a couple of missing parts that didn’t make it with my board.

				Glenn was a quiet guy but earned a giant reputation for his mas-tery of the Windsurfer in San Francisco Bay’s boister-ous winds. He was legend-ary alright. But looking at his shop, time was passing Glenn by. A single board, the Windsurfer, was displayed in the middle of his shop like a showpiece. For years Glenn had been the main dealer in NorCal and sold a ton of them. It was, however, akin to selling Kodak film today. He said he made most of his money teaching lessons in Foster City anyways. Hundreds of boards on the line every Thursday night. But it seemed to me that progress had yet to visit Glenn’s store and I was out of luck for modern, custom parts. I’d have no choice but to scrounge something up on the beach from the competitors coming in from Hawaii.

				The Golden Gate Crossing got underway too soon for me to get my act together and I got out there with far too big of sail, along with way too big of a board (the 14-footer I had designed for the Pan Am Cup). I was late for the start and just about catching the tail of the fleet when a giant container ship peeled right through the middle of the course. 

				If I could cross in front of the ship, I’d be in good shape. If I waited, I’d be out of the race. I tried to make it in front. With perfect timing, one 
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				UP board designer and UP gear, duck jibe KanahaI 

			

		

		
			
				MAUI GLORY DAYS

			

		

		
			
				44

			

		

	
		
			
				of those famous SF gusts came rocketing through. I hit a wave and got launched off my board into the water, right in front of the tanker. Wa-terstart! Waterstart! The sail had flopped in the wrong direction, forcing me to go back in the direction from which I came. The tanker barely missed me, and I waited long minutes for it to pass before I got on with the race. Robby Naish and Cort Larned were already racing back in the other direction, having crossed the bay.

				The following day after there was a new event, a race from Cris-sy Field, following the same course across the bay as the Golden Gate Crossing, but then peeling East all the way to Berkeley. This time, I put on a smaller sail that I could control, got a great start and rounded the mark ahead of the fleet near Sausalito. This was it. This was going to be my race! The only problem was, I had no idea where I was going.

				Instead of dropping back and waiting for Robby (drop back and wait for Robby? Was this a dream?) I stretched out my lead, riding a swell past the city and under the bridge. The wrong bridge. Where did the fleet go? Oh crap! I shot myself in the footstraps.

				I turned around and sailed back, and finally caught the fleet mid-pack only to fizzle altogether when I hit the light winds in Berkeley. May-be I should just forget about racing. I had one more event to place top ten though, the Hang Ten World Championship in San Pedro, CA. A multi-disciplined event, that would be a whole lot tougher to place in.

				Hanging Ten

				 I reconnected with Dan Wilson, an old sailing buddy who invited me to stay at his house in Long Beach house for the event. I got invited because Dan and I became friends at the first major windsurfing event I attended in ’74 at the US Sailing Center on Lake Ontario. When we got to Dan’s house, I realized Dan had invited everyone. People were sleep-ing in his house, in his yard, in their vans parked in his driveway. Nobody but Jesus Cort Superstar could afford a hotel. 

				On the drive down to Dan’s house, we stopped to camp and wind-surf at my old stomping grounds when I went to photography school in Santa Barbara – beautiful, windy, Lake Lopez. This had once been the site of big Windsurfer regattas. I’d already packed my gear and shipped it back to T&C, so I’d ride Dan’s board with the nice, soft, Maui sail made by that Spanier fellow.

				UP Sports gave me a quiver of sails and Yusuke paid for a few 
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				boards to be shaped for me by some guy in Newport Beach where UP’s flagship shop was located. Once there, I met up with Steve Walden. This had turned from a nightmare to a dream. I had been riding Steve’s long-boards while on vacation in Florida as a child. I’d even worn the Walden Surfboards t-shirt throughout high school, along with my G&S and Velzy. Most kids thought I was in left field. But here I was in Cali, and all I had to do was draw out the template and watch the master perform his art on the boards I’d be riding in the competition: a 10-foot slalom board, an 8-foot semi-sinker swallow tail, and a short 6-foot pin tail. The Hang Ten World Championships consisted of three events: Trian-gle racing, slalom, and wave riding. Walden didn’t have the tech to make a daggerboard trunk, so I’d basically have to scratch the course racing.

				Traditional regatta course racing came first. The men and wom-en raced together. I didn’t fare too well upwind without a daggerboard or true race board but managed to stay in the game on the downwind reaches. I believe Ted Huang won out over Robby, a surprise to us all.

				When it came to the Slalom event, My board was working really well for these one-on-one match races, and I managed to advance a few rounds. My toughest races in the early breeze were against none oth-er than Rhonda Smith and World Champion, Nancy Johnson. Things were looking up until my heat against Mike Waltze, as the wind backed off a minute before the start. I misjudged the strong current and drifted downwind of the start line. Then as the gun went off, Mike was off to the races. As he rounded the second mark, I just threw up my hands and went in, happy enough to have made it as far as I did. Bad move, because Mike sailed the wrong course.

				The wave competition was the last and most prestigious event, one of the first wave events ever held. We were to be marked on our ability to jump high and do whatever we could on the short waves to impress the judges. I’d have to knock out a lot of big names to get that top ten placing. Fortunately, my double-wing swallowtail was the perfect board for that location and ahead of its time, offering terrific maneuverability as well as good float. I advanced far but then I heard this little kid, the next Robby Naish, was going to kick my ass. I’d have to get past Ian Boyd into the semi-finals which were scheduled to be held the next day (At age 14, Ian would win the O’Neill Classic at Ho’okipa). Somehow, I got past.

				After the bunch of us slept at Dan’s house that night, the next morning, we took on a couple of more passengers and their gear, piling boards and rigs ten feet high onto our car. As we headed back to the event site, I could see from the swaying palms that the wind was up! The wind was so powerful that it caught one of the sails and broke the roof 
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				rack straps causing my sweet Walden board to hit the pavement hard. The impact had snapped off all three glassed on fins. Worse, our gear managed to contact another car parked roadside, from which several of the locals emerged, pointing to the dents on their car – claiming my boards had done the damage. We apologized in our worst Spanglish and quickly piled everything back onto the rack, holding the board straps in hand all the way to Hurricane Gulch.

				I tried to glass the fins back on, but there wasn’t enough time, thus relegating me to my 6-foot pintail, which clearly was not the right board for taking on Matt Schweitzer in the Semis. Adding further insult to inju-ry, I stepped on a big hunk of beach tar as I ran the board into the water at the start of my heat. I couldn’t get on the board and drifted into the jetty. True, Matt would have had to be the one to step on the tar to beat him. It was a top ten embarrassing moment.

				However, my results overall were good for 7th place. Considering the breadth of competition and my adversity, at least I had proven to myself that maybe I knew how to windsurf after all. And, I had suc-cessfully achieved the goal the Prince of Osaka set of me, now officially sponsored by UP Sports, maker of not only hangliders but now cus-tom windsurfing boards as well. More importantly, I was on my way to MAUI! 
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				Upper left, Mike Waltze, “King of Ho’okipa.”

				He dominated this playground for many years and was always in tune with the surroundings. Left, Craig Maisonville, trying out the Edgy approach to clearing room for a wave. The high foot sails didn’t last long. Below, Gary Eversole approaching the frontside of a juicy lip at H Poko. Alex Aguera at Kanaha. 
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				CHAPTER 3: 1981

				 Maui AT LAST

				As I stood on the bluff at Ho’okipa Beach Park observing the cor-duroy lines marching toward shore, my big 80’s hair whipped into a furled frenzy. Pete Cabrinha, my traveling companion, was busy trimming his nails. Only a handful of windsurfers were on the island when I first arrived, each one here to brave these waters. Mike Waltze and Gary Eversole in Mike’s old beater Chev pickup were the next to roll down the steep embankment to the dirt lot. Boards and rigs were piled sky high in the pickup’s bed. Mike’s door hinges groaned as he got out. A piece of rust fell off for good measure.

				The Parking Spot

				“Hey Pete! Howzit, Brah!” Mike shouted over the roar of the surf. “You f“Hey Pete! Howzit, Brah!” Mike shouted over the roar of the surf. “You finally made it over!” Then he looked at me. “Nice bouffant, Brah. That your car? You’re in my spot.” 

				“Your spot?” I replied.

				“My parking spot.” 

				“You’re kidding, right? Didn’t see your name on it.” Of course, anybody could park anywhere. The whole bluff was wide open. 

				“He’s kidding,” Gary said. But it was hard to tell. “Don’t let it get to you. Does it to me all the time.” Mike always wore a half-smirk, half I’m about to attack a wave look about him. But toward me, half-frown, half go home Georgia boy. 

				Gary, from Coconut Grove, Florida, was a true Southerner. Wel-coming. I hadn’t seen him since he’d won the freestyle everything in Florida with his patented move, the Everoll. Gary was just as compact as Mike, built like a little bull. Braided sinew twisting from his neck down through his shoulders. Popeye forearms and hands like worn leather. But there was always a smile on his face. A come what may attitude. Mike wanted the world to come to him.

				“Dude. Looks totally sideshore. It’s pumping EPIC!” Mike.

				Pete held his hand out, admired his nails. “Looks maybe worth go-ing.” 

				Gary looked over at Pete and gave him a shove. “Hey, Pete. Could you just pretend to not look so cool, calm and collected for, I don’t know. One minute of your life?”
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				These guys acted like this was nothing of a day. I didn’t want to seem like I was chicken, so I leaned over to Gary and spoke timidly, “Yeah, I don’t know, Gary. You think it’s doable?” 

				Mike overheard. “What, Brah. Scared? I thought you surfed big Sunset.”

				Mike and I, we’d both surfed bigger breaks on Oahu’s North Shore, but those spots broke predictably in one spot, with a channel for escape. Here at Ho’okipa, I could see that every time a big set came through, the waves closed out the channel. There was no room for error, no escape. Not from those gnarly rocks anyway.

				“Hell no, I’m not scared. It’s just that I’ve already broken three masts this week. And, I‘m down to one board, my 6-footer. Kind of small for this big stuff.”

				I knew why Mike was directing stink eye toward me. In one of the first issues of Sailboarder, Mike had pinned the growing migration on me, after I had penned an article titled, “The Diamond Head Dilem-ma.” The story centered around the conflicts between surfers and wind-surfers, something that was commonly occurring at the popular spot. At the end of the article, I gave a list of suggestions on how windsurfers could defend themselves, with the final advice: “Move to Maui, I did.” Mike wrote a letter to the magazine that was published in the following issue. He wanted people to know that moving to Maui was not a good idea. He wrote that I was simply running from my problems, or myself. I don’t know. Maybe it was all the above, but at least I was running in the right direction. 

				Mike was already grabbing his boards out of the pickup. Gary reas-sured me, “Fear’s a good thing. You just have to know your limits.” 

				I pulled Gary aside. “Hey, Gary. I’ve been out here a few times be-fore but never this big. Can you give me some pointers on how to make it out safely? And maybe back in?”

				“Sure, man. In between the really big sets, look at the channels there and over there, in between each of the breaks. Those are the nee-dles you’ve got to thread to squeak outside during the lulls. Sometimes, yeah, the sets roll through and there is no channel. You just have to wait for your break and charge.”

				“What if your timing’s bad?”

				“Depends on where you’re at. You can see the place is made up of three distinct breaks. You see that break up there?”

				“Yeah, the one with all the surfers?”

				“That’s Uppers. Stay the heck away from there. You’ll get killed. 
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				But see that middle section there? You know what that’s called?”

				“Yeah, Middles. Very creative.”

				“Simple yet genius. A mistake at Middles dumps you into calm wa-ters where you can gather your wits, waterstart, and make it back out without a sweat. Mike and Matt have that wave wired.”

				“Weren’t they the first windsurfers to discover this place?”

				“Well, no. Some dude named Carl sailed it first, but yeah, Mike and Matt were the first to actually rip it.”

				“What about Lowers? That wave looks juicy.” The wave indeed broke with more shape, curling from top to bottom. 

				“She is tempting, eh? Riders on the edge sail Lowers. Like Craig Maisonville and David Ezzy? Know them?”

				“Don’t know this Craig guy, but I know Ezzy. First time I met him Colin Perry was kicking him out of the shop at Windsurfing Hawaii for trying to return too many of those snapped rubber universal joints that hold the rig and board together. Not an easy guy to like but I admire his establishment bucking.”

				“Yeah, well. That’s why we call him Edgy. He tries to buck Lowers as well, but that’s a devil of a wave to ride the edge on, Brah. Also known as H Poko, don’t ask me why on that one. H Poko cracks like lighting clear down to the reef. Screw up there and you get worked. Be prepared to get the gnarly snot knocked out of your ass if you try. Then be ready to swim fast for your rig before the next wave takes it onto the rocks.”

				“So how do I keep the board and sail from getting ripped out of my hands?”

				“Grab that sail by the mast and dive it as deep as you can get it, then hang on like a gator on fish, Bubba. 

				“But, what if Bubba can’t get to his rig fast enough?”

				“Look, right on cue. There goes Malte Simmer. Let’s help him out.”

				Malte swam hard for his rig, but the current was faster, pushing his gear right up onto the sharp and slippery rocks. A maelstrom of water pummeled him twice before he was able to limp up the red clay shore. Gary picked Malte’s rig up and I grabbed his board.

				“Thanks, Gary!” Malte yelled. And, “Hey, I remember you. You’re the board designer for T&C, right?”

				“Yeah, I was. I ride for UP Sports now.”

				Gary, Malte and I were standing there on the dry side of the rocks, Rene Baumann came washing up as well half bare assed, the cloth ripped from his shorts by the opii shells. 

				“Woohoo! Hey, Jono! A little bigger than Diamond Head, eh?”

				“Yeah, just a bit, Rene. You’re bleeding you know.”
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				“Ah, minors. What are you waiting for? Rig up!”

				Malte said, “Yeah, man. It’s happening!” 

				I always rigged up a little more slowly than the other guys. Maybe it had something to do with being from the South. After Avalanche, I’d learned to be patient and spock the place out, to look before I leaped. Alex Aguera, Mike Waltze and Matt Schweitzer were tackling the big surf pretty well on their small boards, so I figured I’d be okay. Ken Win-ner and Cort Larned had just come in for a rest, taking seats on the rocks adjacent to the narrow spit of sand where you launched your board. They called the small break in the reef The Gauntlet. It provided an entry point to the waves, just between Lowers and Middles. As I picked my board and rig up and proceeded toward this spit of sand, walking past Ken and Cort, I knew some peanut gallery comments were coming. 

				“First time launching at Ho’okipa on a big day?” Ken inquired in his low Ken doll voice. I nodded, nervous to have such an esteemed au-dience. I’d raced Windsurfers with both back in Florida. Ken was one of the top racers in the world now, a true pioneer of wavesailing. Jesus Cort Superstar had led the charge at Diamond Head, his photos splashed across product ads in every mag. He was making far more money than most guys just on his looks alone. He didn’t even have to sail worth a crap, but he was good all right, and already had this place wired.

				“Piece of cake,” yelled Cort, as the shorebreak crashed hard onto the sand.

				“Hmm, better watch your timing.” Ken always talked under his breath with a deep voice, but I heard his advice.

				“Wait for it.” Cort. “Okay, go now!”

				I took one step into the ocean as a wave engulfed me. To say I got my bell rung would be an understatement. The mast broke in three plac-es. “Ohhh. That’ll cost him a few tacos,” laughed Cort.

				“Looks like the whole enchilada.” Ken chortled.

				Cort was nice enough to lend me another mast and I rigged up again. I made it out through the shorebreak to the surf this time, rode a some decent waves at Middles and got a couple of what to me were hairy jumps on the way back out. The wave at Middles was great, but Lowers was calling me, like Gary said, a temptress. 

				“Come hither, look at me. Don’t I seem delicious?” the deviI wave called. Twice I took a pass, jibing back for the outside before it broke. On the third attempt, I drove down the wave at what seemed like Mach speed, skipped out on my bottom turn, and crashed into the lip. Af-ter getting pummeled by the turbulence, I swam quickly for my rig and 
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				grabbed the mast just like Gary had coached. Upon impact from the following wave, the mast broke first. I could hear the crush of fiberglass underwater. Hanging on to the top of the sail, the next wave snapped my rubber universal joint. The board and rig separated as the whole yard sale plowed into the rocks. I swam into the minefield, foolishly trying to gain footing as I grabbed my board. The waters sucked back out and I tried to hold ground, instead wedging my ankle between two big boul-ders. The ensuing whitewater laughed as it bowled me down, a perfect strike. 

				Ken and Cort pulled my shorn rig and board off the rocks and consoled, “Not bad for your first time out,” chuckled Ken. “Happens to the best of us.” 

				 Cort added, not too curtly, “I wonder if they make those Ampro Gold masts as fast as you break ‘em. Maybe you should try to get your nose wet at one of the tamer spots down the coast, you know, before you borrow another one…unless you win the lottery.” 

				Pete was still broke and so was I, so we slept on the floor where Barry Spanier, Geoff Bourne, and Debbie Brown lived on the beach in Sprecklesville. Debbie was from a royal Haole family, an amazing sail-or. She seemed to be royally mastering the big breeze out in front of their house better than most guys I’d seen. The waves at Sprecklesville aren’t too shapely and the water as blue, but the ramps are clear for take-off. Pete was styling some stairway to heaven jumps. Where were all the Oahu surf photogs? They could capture Pete, and I could maybe make the wipeout page, mastering the art of ejection, bailing like an electrocuted bug. From there, I’d watch the whole kit and caboodle fly downwind doing end over end flips for the swim. Essentially, my board was looping without me.

				The next night Pete and I slept at Bill and Peggy King’s in Kula and the following on Mike Waltze’s floor in Kuau with famous Aussie larrikins Scotty O’Conner and Mark Paul. Mark had innovated short board sailing, and Scotty took that short board to the next Stratos. But of course, Mike took that idea and went to the moon and back. He was that good.

				Mike woke us up at 4am. We were headed to Haleakala. For sun-rise? All I had was flip flops, so Scotty told me I’d better grab some of his socks. We drove up and up, above 10,000 feet. I got out of the car in my shorts and t-shirt and my socks froze to the ground. Mike’s laugh hung in a cloud of frost.

				I spent the following two weeks at Kanaha Beach Park, about 7 miles down the coast from Ho’okipa. The breaks there were much mel-
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				lower and broke far from the shore. There were only a couple of other sailors out I didn’t recognize, Pat Walsh and Charley Dale. They were riding the locally made Maui sails, getting some really big air and ripping up the mellow waves. Now this was fun!

				By the time I got my wings and felt confident to head back up to Ho’okipa, the surf had died down for the summer. Pat told me that things were shifting to the south, so if I wanted to get some really big air, head over to the Kihei side. I had no idea where this Kihei was but no-ticed in the Maui News Classifieds that places to crash there were much cheaper than anywhere else on the island.

				South Shore Sampling

				Kihei may not have been the coolest spot to live both temperature and status wise, but it definitely was cheap and I was tired of sleeping on people’s floors, particularly when rats and worse, centipedes crawled on my body at night. I’d get one sting in the armpit, throw the culprit across the room, and then it would come back to bit the other. At least the heat seeking missle wasn’t targeting my ass like some other poor saps. 

				Hardly a soul lived in Kihei and even Wailea was comprised of only a couple of old crumbling and vacant hotels surrounded by Kiawe trees and cactus. A desert so deserted, you could set up a lawn chair in the middle of the Kihei Road, slap on your shades and read a book, preferably something written by Jack Kerouac. If you don’t know Jack, you won’t understand that reference and are probably reading this digi-tally. It’s okay, it’s the system’s shortcoming, not yours. Read on.

				Some of the most beautiful beaches with clear water and Cop-pertoned buns stretched just south of there, but in the heart of Kihei where I could afford to live, the water was shallow and murky, the reef mushroomed with coral heads awaiting tender feet. Thanks to the sea-weed stench, there were few tourists about. But the deal that sealed this place for me, of course, was the wind. Chances were ten times greater that you would be hit by a flying coconut than being attacked by a Tiger shark just off shore. This wind gruffly eliminated all tourists. After being squeezed between the two massive volcanoes, the Venturi effect released the hounds, churning the water into whirling plumes of furious spray. To the common observer, basking in such stew would be a form of harsh punishment. But for me, it was windsurfing soup for the soul. 

				I didn’t own a watch, radio or TV, but when the palms began to sway and shout, I knew it was time to play. 
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				Riding that Bertlemann surfboard was a completely new sensation. With not much for floatation beneath my feet, the lightness of being re-quired extreme acclimation. Looking down on Maui from 30 feet up in the air also took a bit of getting used to. Ground control was not always sending the right signals to Major Tom. My first week out, I managed to nail every coral head possible, and implant the entire urchin population in my now fashionable, spiked heels. One learned quickly that in these shallow waters, after reducing the tail inch by inch until it became whit-tled down to nothing, the tail-first landing would not do. The board wsa so short, the tip of the nose is where the universal joint was mounted. This made nose first landings problematic. I would at least need to stay in the straps at all costs and land flat as a pancake if I didn’t. After the first quill of urchin pierced my heels, I decided to allow the board take the brunt of the impact at any cost. But there were times when it was so windy that I just exploded in mid-flight and needed to call on my best imitation of flying squirrel. 

				I had been on the swim team from youth, and as my brother was coach, he also enrolled me, against my wishes, on the dive team. In my age group, we had no other options but me. I sucked at diving, so I tend-ed to gainer into a back flop at every meet, just so our team could gain a point or two. This turned out to be great training for windsurfing in Kihei. If I jumped too high, lost control and bailed, the pancake landing kept those urchins out of my heels. Alas, disaster struck: just as I got it all down pat I snapped the board clean in two.

				I finally received delivery of my new UP boards, and my Mazda as well. I didn’t remember the car being that beat up before I left it to my friends Richard and Sun Star. There was a note on the dash: “Sorry, Brah. Had to give it some island style.” Oh well, at least the boards were in good shape. That’s all that really mattered.

				 I was the only windsurfer out for the first month, but then I spotted another sail about a mile up the coast. I could see him making his way down to meet me. We hit the shore, set our rigs down and, as if from the same species but another tribe, exchanged greetings.

				“Hey.”

				“Hey.”

				“You windsurf.”

				“Yeah, me windsurf. You windsurf, too.”

				“Where from?”

				“Squamish.”

				“Squamish?”
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				“British Columbia. You know, Canada?”

				“Lots of Canadians here.”

				“Canada cold. Maui warm.”

				His name was Peter Boyd, a great looking kid. Guessing from the scraggly blonde goatee, maybe 18? 

				“I’ve seen you jumping from afar. You jump pretty good for being on this crappy gear,” I said.

				“Yeah, well. I used to be into gymnastics. Kind of translates but not really. Got a lot to learn.” The kid looked away. There was something a little off about him, as if he had just been beaten, or robbed a bank. I couldn’t decide which. Perhaps both. 

				“We’ve all got a lot to learn. Listen, I’ve got an extra board and some sails if you want to try them. Pretty scary to think how good you’d be on those.”

				“Cool. You got a car?” 

				“Yeah, if you can call it that.”

				“I’ve been dying to go to Ho’okipa. If the swell comes up over there, would you give me a lift?”

				“Sure. I live in that condo up on the hill. The unit overlooking the pool. Where do you live? With your parents?”

				“No, hey, gotta go. See you around.”

				 A week went by and boy Boyd dropped by. We went to Ho’okipa but being Summer, the waves were small, hardly breaking. There were no windsurfers out but still, plenty of surfers. There were no rules back then (five surfers on a peak, no can windsurf, Brah), and as the day got windier, the smarter surfers just moved east toward the wind sheltered point. Where were Matt and Mike, Malte and Fred? Out for adven-tures we guessed. Peter and I had the entire beach all to ourselves.

				All this sailing had made us parched. Peter wanted me to buy him some beer, so we headed to the nearest town. It was Paia, a ghost town. Only a couple of struggling boutiques and a general store were open, but the general store was all we needed for the amber refreshments. There was a little outdoor window where you could order some kau kau, food, so I decided to order some fish to have something to wash down.

				 It took a while to get the cook’s attention, but once I did, I said, “What kind of fish is in your fish burger?”

				“Wot? WOT KINE FISH? Come from OCEAN, Brah. Whatevahs come from ocean, das wots in one sanwich.”

				 “Well, I don’t like Mahi Mahi. Can I get an Ahi burger with a little 
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				mayo and teriyaki on the side, hold the pickle, double lettuce?” 

				 “You like one scoop rice or two?” 

				 “No, rice. Can I can I just get the chips with that?”

				 “Come with one scoop, two scoop rice. I give you two. K den. Get one mahi burger right up.”

				“Ahi, no mahi.” Mahi smells like fish. I like ahi.

				 In about half an hour, my order was up ; a patty melt with two scoops rice. I ask them to take it back. “Can I just have one of those mahi mahi burgers?”

				 “Oh, we all out o fish li’ dat. You like wait o’ wat?”

				Peter got his food right away. It was a patty melt with two scoops rice. 

				I got to know more and more of Peter through our windsurfing adventures. He hardly had any gear to ride but he had high ambitions. On the bathroom mirror was painted in big letters, red lipstick, “World’s Greatest Windsurfer.” I guessed that’s how you got to be one. I wondered if Robby Naish did this, but decided if so, it was probably done with something other than lipstick. Hmm.

				Wolf Boyd

				Back in Kihei. A knock at the door. I was only a few days late on the rent. I opened, glad to see it was just Peter Boyd. I was already up anyway, plucking some old urchin spines from my heel I’d failed to remove.

				Peter was wide awake, all lit up. “Ho’okipa’s going off, man. I mean, going off! I can feel it in my bones.” 

				 “Are you quite sure? The trades, they don’t kick in till noon. Only on rare occasions does it blow in the morning.”

				“It’s rarely, Man! The first big swell of the year. You got your car working again?”

				“Yeah, barely. But my board’s all gooped up. I nailed a coral head yesterday.”

				“Oh no, that’s not good,” Peter said, inspecting the repair. “Don’t think you added enough catalyst to that resin, man.” His fingers were now stuck to the fiberglass, peeling away with his hand. 

				Peter’s housemate had told me that it was hard to imagine, Peter’s such a sweet kid, but he spent his youth in juvenile detention, a really rough upbringing. He used windsurfing as an escape but turned to al-cohol as a demon quencher. When he drank, it was good to keep a dis-tance. But here he was in my small condo and there was nothing I could do short of entertaining him.

			

		

		
			
				RETURN TO THE IMPACT ZONE

			

		

		
			
				57

			

		

	
		
			
				Peter had such a perfect body; you couldn’t help but notice one im-perfection. His right arm, seemingly shortened by a cut bicep. Danced around a lot of questions, but not that one. He’d put his fist through a glass window. It seemed he couldn’t let go of his past. Another thing he couldn’t let go of was the idea that we were heading to Ho’okipa.

				 “Eat breakfast?” I asked Peter, thinking food might mellow him out.

				 “Yukon Jack, Man. A side of bacon and it’s breakfast where I come from. Here, have a swig. We’re gonna rip!”

				“No ripping before I’ve had my donuts.”

				“You know what, Jono man? You need to loosen the donut hole up.” 

				“Can’t you see, Peter. I’m all dinged up. I can barely walk, much less windsurf.”

				“That’s it? You’re going to miss the swell of the year just because you’re dinged up? What about your husband, lady. Can he go?”

				Maybe he was right. I was just tucking tail. But Ho’okipa, if it was big, was a wild and challenging break that hadn’t always ended well for me the few times we had ventured over there. Besides, we hadn’t seen anybody else sailing there for weeks. Matt and Mike were still chasing the Windsurfer circuit. Everyone else was trying to make a buck.

				 “Do you have a phone? Maybe Pat Walsh or Charley Dale will pick me up.”
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				This photo of Craig never got published. Guess his fin’s not out far enough.
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				“Nope. You don’t have a phone, either? Then how do you know it’s blowing dogs off chains? Blowing poi dogs or gold-en retrievers?”

				“Pit bulls, man! I just get that feeling. Here, let me show you how to get your board fixed quick.”

				Like a mad scientist, Peter mixed up ten times the prescribed catalyst to make a hot batch of res-in right there in my living room, applying it to the fiberglassed ding. It start-ed smoking.

				 “Grab that Bertlemann board. Let’s go.”

				Sure enough, the surf was flat, the wind barely blowing. I sug-gested a sobering swim before we drove to the new shop, the only one on the island, Sailboards Maui. It was owned by Mike Waltze, Fred Haywood and Bill King. Fred was there. He introduced us to a guy shaping fins in the back, Jimmy Lewis. Jimmy didn’t say much, but he sure could shape stuff. Fred told us to come back when we had money to burn.

				Back to the Gauntlet

				Two weeks went by and Peter knocked on my door again. This time, however, he wasn’t crying wolf. It would be nothing short of an epic day; winds howling at 25-30kts, the waves building to mast high. From Kuau up to Ho’okipa, the ocean was in full bloom. By now, there were over 50 guys and gals out. It was hard to find room to rig up.

				Ezzy was out riding the edge as usual. That was one reason most in the clan referred to him as Edgy. I just referred to him as Edge. Be-ing Edgy involved some miraculous makes, some horrendous wipeouts. He swam his gear over the rocks, walked up to the rigging area, then slammed his board on the ground. “Damn! This sail isn’t working.” 

				“What a dweeb. At least it’s the sail you made and not the board’s fault. Maybe, just maybe, if you didn’t biff into every other wave…” 
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				Dave Ezzy, from my first story published with photos in Windsurf.
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				said Craig Maisonville, maker of the Hi-Tech board (Craig’s new brand).

				“You’re one to talk.” Edge said.

				“That’s the third board you’ve destroyed this month. I’m not shap-ing you another one.”

				“Sure is a nice day, guys,” I interjected. They ignored me.

				“Craig,” pondered Edge. “What do you think the solution is? Sup-pose we raise the sail up the mast a few feet. The lip of the wave might not catch it.”

				“Worth a try. But if you cut me off one more time, I’m going to shove you up the mast more than a few feet.” Craig looked around and noticed a crowd had gathered. “Get out there and do it again, Donkey-brain,” Craig laughed. “We’ll be waiting by the rocks.”

				Craig and Ezzy may have been an odd pairing, but it took both types to make the glue that held the place together. Without Batman, there could be no Robin. Edge had edgitude, all business, while Craig was a hoot, dishing out insults in a way that was so absurd, he had you rolling on the sand laughing. It took me awhile to realize that the greater the insult, the more like and respect Craig had for you. Edge, in his own world, a serious sort. Nothing was good enough. Not the gear. Not his performance. Not even the perfect wave and wind conditions. There was always something better, and that’s what drove him. That’s what drove them both.

				Craig and Edge could not have looked any more different than each other. Edge was short, stocky, dark in complexion. A tough guy, his Brillo black hair packed tight, a nose shadowing thin lips that typical-ly wore a stern perch. Craig was tall, blonde, handsome, built like a Nor-dic Viking underwear model. Nobody knew what Edge’s background was besides being a Canadian skier. Craig? An asphalt relocation engi-neer from Michigan. Craig once built highways, and he was then laying the first tracks for the empire that would be world known as Hi-Tech. Edge? Working for Malte Simmer at the time, who had worked for Barry Spanier. Easy to see the direction his path was taking.

				With Craig’s brute strength you’d think the guy ate ten steaks a 
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				Greg Aguera, Peter Rafftery, Craig Maisonville, welcoming tourists to Paia.
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				day, but when not plow-ing foam or a a giant bot-tom turn, he was motor-ing through not meat, but a loaf of bread and block of cheese. The same lunch mixed with a bit of nose dripping salt, day after day. I’m not sure what Edge ate. One thing I did know, he ate the proverbial on ev-ery wipeout. Kind of like Gary Busey in the film, Big Wednesday, Edge threw himself head first into the oven. In that way, we were a lot alike. There’s a fine line between crazy, brave, confident, skilled and stupidity. We rode that line.

				Craig had his act together but drove a Maui beater just like every-one else, the rusted parts held together mostly by fiberglass. Craig was not only popular for his wit, but for the innovative boards he shaped. In a Paia shed was his shaping room where he innovated the can opener, an asymmetrical board with a can opener shaped cutout in the tail meant for carving heavy turns in the thickest soup. Any friend worthy of his brand got a board at cost, and to some he sponsored free of charge, as long as they charged the big sets. 

				Edge was one of those lucky chaps. When Edge rode a wave, he took it right to the peak, testing how late one could approach the brunt of power, make a radical turn, and escape alive. His turns were quick as a whip. This would have earned him big points with his peers, but Edge was gaining one for “stealing” waves. When zoned out, he had little re-gard for your existence. Steve West, great writer for what would become the magazine, Wind Tracks, described it as “the vacuum effect.” While he might have the appearance of someone with their knickers in a wad, Ezzy was just sucked in to his own passion. But he lived by his own rules. 

				The unwritten rule of any type of surfing is that the first one on the wave closest to the peak gets the wave. With windsurfing, that rule can be confusing. but generally the most upwind rider on the swell had rights to a wave. One can be riding a swell a long way from the outside before it peaks, approaching the wave from behind the peak with a lot of riders on it and generally things would just naturally shake out to the person closest to the peak gets the better part of the nugget. So, there you would be in perfect position, and Edge would simply snake it. 

				At 6’3” and 185 pounds, I was big enough and faster than most on 
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				Alex Aguera in the Quonset Hut, Paia.
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				one of Craig’s boards, so that if Edge cut me off on a wave I just sailed right around him and got out of sync for the next wave. I was in my own vacuum called speed and a happy place. 

				Craig, who had the meanest hard carving fin out bottom turn in the business tried to coach me. “Slow down, Dweeb. It’s not a race.” I banked on the fact that “Dweeb” was an endearing term, something he called you if you were in his fold. Speed wasn’t always a factor when you rode waves – you often wanted to slow yourself down, time the approach to the lip and hit it just right, but often Edge was right there in the crest of the wave where you wanted to be. If he wiped out, those fins can be sharp and pointed, just like Craig’s jokes. 

				By now I knew better than to go full steam down a wave. I need-ed to stall at the top and take more of an arching bottom turn in full control. Enough skipping out for me. On my Walden board, I was dig-ging in to my turns better than I ever could while surfing, but in bigger surf when Craig let me try out his can opener, there was a new kind of energy. On those fast and furious bottom turns, I felt glued. Too bad I couldn’t have one and I certainly wasn’t going to copy his design.

				Paia Drifters 

				One by one, windsurfer types drift-ed in to Maui, turning Paia from a ghost town to what Malte would call “a happening place.” You could spot windsurfing stars both old and up and coming incogni-to, weaving their way around Paia characters like Steve Omar, pitch-ing his ten-cent surf rag (most featuring stories of himself… oh wait), Eddie Floate painting the town plain Aire style in brilliant watercolors, or later the twisted sisters doing that sexy whirlish deva dance. 

				Anchoring this scene at one end was Paia Hwy and at the other on Baldwin Ave., the Quonset Hut – a half circular tin tube chock full of fellows that would shape our sport. The most memorable residents were Craig Maisonville, Alex Aguera, Pat Walsh, and Gary Eversole. These 
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				guys were the way pavers. Next door to the Quonset Hut, in a loft above what would soon become Hi-Tech, later Mana Foods, there was a guy that would become recognized as Paia’s unofficial mayor. A guy that when you wanted to know what was going on with anything or anyone in Paia, you just asked him. 

				This guy was Joe Cool. His name wasn’t Joe Cool from birth. From birth it was something like Keuhl or Kohler. He earned the name. Not a pretense about him. Not the guy trying to impress you with his moves. A guy that when you had questions about the universe, you just asked Joe. A guy that when you just shredded your sail on the rocks, you just asked him to piece it back together. A guy that when your life was falling apart, and you needed some empathy, you found a palm to sit on and ask him.

				Joe: “Dude, I heard you and your old lady broke up. That’s kind of harsh.” 

				You: “Yeah, man.” 

				Joe: “Well, at least you didn’t break your new board or something.” 

				Our commonality lay in our Florida roots (Joe of Key West) before coming to Hawaii. This Florida bond even came with its own hand sig-nal. Most guys even fresh off the plane used the broke finger chaka sign. Drive or walk past any bird flocking Floridian feather like Gary Eversole, Alex Aguera, Doug Hunt, or Joe, and you’d get the secret gesture. It 

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				RETURN TO THE IMPACT ZONE

			

		

		
			
				63

			

		

	
		
			
				looked something like a cross between Mafioso and the Spanky and the Gang high sign. We’d have to kill you to tell you what it really looks like. 

				Basically, Joe was one of the only guys out there without a spon-sor unless you considered a once in a while free Maui Wanna popsicle sponsorship (Maui Wanna, Party for your Face). But that mattered little. Craig would throw him a Hi-tech bone once in a while to keep him afloat, but he basically sustained himself on sail repairs from so many washups on the hungry Ho’okipa rocks.

				Joe lacked all agenda, a go with the flow kind of Joe. Many of the clan had this big ego to go with their agenda to be the best windsurfer on the planet, and nothing would stand in their way of this goal, other than Robby Naish. Most guys were pretty easy to get along with, all being cut from the same cloth. Others lost focus on the hyper reality that here they were, in the golden era of hanging out at the beach and dancing upon the crystal blue waters. Wherever Joe went, so revolved the sun. 

				It wasn’t like he was life of the party. Joe was the party. Joe could sail along with the best of them and was plenty fast on the water. While he wasn’t at the same level as some of the top dogs, he could hang on the bigger days at Ho’okipa. His riding wasn’t what made him so popular. Joe could walk the small talk like any mayor but there was actually some substance to what he said. The substance may have gotten lost in the flavor, especially when he started talking about kites, but that mattered none. Like a great session in the surf, when you talked to Joe, you walked away feeling better. Kites, who knew.

				For fun and his own use, Joe made one off sails. Some looked like a bit of scrap off the rocks or a Kenny Niezman (Lahaina Street Artist) detox, but once in a while he came up with something one of a kind cool. He also made some really cool Hawaiian shirts. There was not another one in the world like it. Kind of like Joe. 

				Joe’s loft had a nice table for laying out repairs, with a built-in sew-ing machine, like a miniature real sail loft. Considering the structure it was built upon, it’s amazing the whole thing did not just fall through the floor. What was more amazing would be if Joe had your sail repair ready on time for you to go out and destroy again. Joecrastination. It’s a real thing.

				Chatting Cathy

				Back in Kihei, with a few more skills under my belt, I should have been feeling over the moon. Yet, I was feeling a bit lonely. The physical and 
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				even emotional relationship one can have with their board can only take you so far. I needed a girl. The condo I had rented was strategically lo-cated above the pool not just for the ocean view, but for that very reason. A pink and white striped bikini was clinging to a heavenly figure that kept glancing up at me. I pretended to be examining the lines of my board but it was the tan lines I was examining as she lay on her stomach topless. Next to the tan lines lay her boyfriend, a very white Harry Potter lookalike. The pair didn’t seem well matched in my humblest of opin-ions, and it was getting rather hot in the Kihei sun so I decided it was a good time to take a dip, and dabble in possibilities. 

				It would have been forward of me to speak directly to the smile, so I asked Harry, “Hey, another rough day in paradise, eh? Where you guys from? Let me guess. Seattle?”

				“From my tan, right? A few hours north of there.”

				“Never been. You must be loving this sun.”

				“She loves the sun. I can stand about ten minutes.”

				“You don’t like the sun and you just moved to Maui?”

				“That’s love for you. Both are blinding. I can’t even study my accounting books out here.”

				I thought I’d use my Jedi powers. “Well, I guess you’d better go back inside.”

				“Yes, I guess I’d better go back inside.”

				 It wasn’t long before I was chatting up Cathy, and in short fashion she sent the accountant back for his umbrella. Cathy and I moved in together to another condo up the coast toward Maalaea, right across the street from a perfect windsurfing spot. It was the beginning of my first Maui relationship, and the condo also served to be the start point of one of Arnaud de Rosnay’s race competitions, the Maalaea Speed Challenge.

				Enter The Baron

				Arnaud Louis Fromet de Rosnay was the only windsurfer I came to know with more names than a pedigreed Pomeranian. The young-est son of French-Mauritian painter Gaëtan de Rosnay and his wife, the former Natacha Koltchine. Arnaud had previously been mar-ried to Isabel Goldsmith, heiress to a Bolivian tin fortune, and a granddaughter of Doña 
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				Maria Cristina de Borbon y Bosch Labrus, Duchess of Durcal. Umbrel-la drink to that.

				Through icy waters, Arnaud had crossed the Bering Strait between Alaska and Russia in 1979, his sail colors a mix of Soviet and American flags. Was he trying to unite the two nations under one windsurfing god? Perhaps. He then attempted to sail from Tahiti to the Marquesas. That time, he used an archaic version of a kite. Perhaps this was the beginning of kiteboarding? Whatever it was, the adventure was shrouded in doubt, as the likelihood of him covering 900 km is as absurd as some of his swashbuckling outfits. He was found lost in the middle of the Pacific. Or lost and found. Then, he silenced his doubters, breaking the record for crossing the English Channel in July 1981.

				Whether windsurfing across the Pailolo Channel or decked out in Chanel, swinging a gold-knobbed walking stick, arm in arm with elite rock star’s wives, Arnaud wore charisma well. Windsurfing looked as good on him as Bianca Jagger. I wondered if Mick thought so, too? His playboy “head slaps dandy” reputation, as the members of the surf press dubbed him, didn’t matter a Rolls Royce lick to us. True, he took flam-boyance and arrogance to an art form, always needing to be recognized for his pursuits and the center of everyone’s attention; but if you really got to know Arnaud, you would find a sincere, intelligent man full of heart and compassion. I’m sure that’s the side Jenna Severson found in him. Or who knows, maybe it was the sword on shield banging side of him. None of us ever got to know her as well as Arnaud. Jen-na was only 17 when they met, and whatever choco-late croissant laced woo he pitched her, she succumbed to it by 18 and never looked back. 

				What many don’t know about the French aristocrat, as a surfer Arnaud Louis Fromet de Rosnay pioneered and ruled La Barre, Biarritz (oui, a famous surf break on the Atlantic). They say he surfed it like a fine fondue. Arnaud was a champion skateboarder as well, and to top these gifts he had once been a top Vogue fashion photographer. His cover shots were something any photographer, French or otherwise, should brag about; but he never 
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				mentioned it, at least not to me. Arnaud was ten times the photographer as he was a windsurfer. We were all jealous of him for varied traits, and loved him for others.

				Arnaud spent much time on Maui crossing the Pailolo Channel and organizing races as such. Being that he was one of the few wind-surfers more interested in speed sailing than waves, I would see him and sail with him often in Maalaea, as he prepared for one of his crossings. We were very well matched in stature, both being a few inches taller than most, but that’s where it stopped. During these training runs, it was hard to determine who was faster, but Arnaud made it clear that he was the upper statesman; that he had the experience under his belt and had crossed many more obstacles in life. He would find a way to beat me ev-ery time, just watch. It was not so much arrogance as it was confidence.

				I had come to Maui once before while still living on Oahu for the first Pailolo Challenge. It would later become renamed the Speed Cross-ing by Arnaud. The Pailolo Channel runs between Maui and Molokai, and on this day like many, there were winds upwards of 40 knots with 35-foot high swells. On a big sail and borrowed board (mine had been stolen off the outgoing luggage rack on Oahu by my good friend Pono), it was a humbling experience at first, then hairy, then poop shorts scary. I got halfway across the channel and was blown to smithereens. Coming back was a roller coaster ride that made me go out and try again, but I couldn’t make it across. I came back in again and met Barry Spanier and Geoff Bourne, who gave me one of their Maui Sails to try out. It was a 4.3, and after getting across the channel, Bill Boyum and I had some 
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				endless rides on swells all the way back. This place was a dream, and so were these sails. I would grab one of the first quivers. 

				At the second Pailolo Channel Crossing, which Arnaud had named the Speed Crossing, I was honored to be invited. Maybe everyybody was. At the pre-race party, I met a man who seemed to have wandered off the street for some hors d’oeuvres. It turned out that the hobo-looking char-acter was the man who designed what would become known iconic as the Speed Crossing race logo. His name, John Severson, Jenna’s father.

				The race was windy, but not nearly as challenging as the inaugural Pailolo. I was surprised to have reached the turning rock off Molokai as one of the front runners, only to round the big rock too close to its shad-ow. Arnaud, who was close behind, laughed and yelled at me, pointing out the error, rounding much wider but then succumbing to the same fate. The rock’s wind shadow was longer than he even thought. 

				“Obstacles!” Arnaud yelled, as I was down in the water attempt-ing to waterstart, having foolishly discarded my uphaul. Then he yelled, “Sharks, Jonathan! Sharks!” I thought for certain he was pulling my leg, but his voice was commanding. “Jonathan! I’m not joking! Get back on your board!” Most of the fleet went around me, and Arnaud took off as well. 

				Arnaud consoled me on the beach and congratulated me on my speed, claiming I would soon have chance for redemption at his next event, the Maaleea Speed Crossing. It was right across the beach from where I was living in Kihei, so this time the local knowledge might play into my favor, with zero wind shadows for obstacles. It was a flat out race track.

				 During the race, I blew by Serge Griessemann, the other dashingly handsome Frenchman who would soon set a new speed record. Then I passed Arnaud too, gaining a good two hundred yards on him heading in to the finish on the beach at Kihei. This would look great for my sponsors in the magazines. I was thinking about the prize money and how I’d buy that new car, one with a floor intact. I had this in the bag, untl I found the only obstacle on the race course. 100 feet from the finish line, I nailed the reef with my fin, shearing it and the bottom back half of my board. Arnaud flew by again laughing the whole way. It was a great laugh, like a king laughing at his subjects. Once back on the beach, Arnaud helped me laugh it off.

				Close Call

				By now there were over 100 windsurfers out at Ho’okipa. It was quickly 
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				becoming ‘The Scene.” The problem with a scene is that people lack-ing the skills to stay in control can cause problems for those who have them and even those that don’t. There are ingoing flows of people riding waves and outgoing flows of those jumping them. When someone wipes out, which happens every two seconds, that flow becomes disrupted, and if one does not have the skill to maneuver around them, the resulting jams can be dangerous to all.

				So there I was, having wiped out on a wave, collecting my board and waterstarting to head back out. Generally, in this predicament posi-tion of holding the sail in your hands while trying get the wind to lift you out of the water, other riders simply go well around you. Crazy Carol, one of those people who loved to be on the scene but didn’t possess the talent to warrant it, was barreling left on a wave where most people go right, and right at me. The alternative to going around me? Bail, punch-ing a hole with the nose of her board straight into the side of my skull. I was knocked out cold.

				When I came to, I was still under water, seeing nothing but green. Somehow, I popped up to the surface right in front of the big rock at the point. There were several people searching for me, and they asked me, “Are you okay? Okay…okay…okay… (yes, those are echoes, a condition and situation which I took quick inventory of). Blood was spurting out of the side of my head. I placed my hand on it and noticed it was im-mediately swollen like a baboon’s ass. Not good. Rocks bad. Sharks on sudden notice.

				Out of instinct, I quickly popped back on my board, headed out through the surf, as it would take two tacks to make it back to the beach. Once on the beach, I passed out.

				My new girlfriend drove me to the emergency room. When I awoke, and the cobwebs cleared, there was a young, long-haired hippy type Wil-lie Nelson lookalike playing ER doctor. His name was DJ. He whispered in my ear – “You were that close,” indicating to me with his index finger and thumb an inch apart. The hand was blurry, and then came into view. A droning sound reverberated around the emergency room. Had I died? Was this what doctor looked like in heaven? He went on to explain. “One inch over to the right and that board would have struck you square in your temple. Goners. I pulled a good chunk of fiberglass out of your skull so you might be feeling sore for a few, but you’ll be back at it. In the meantime, try Hobie sailing. It’s a lot safer.” Then the nurse fed me some hospital food, the pain set in, and that’s when I knew I was not in heaven.
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				Fork it

				While in the hospital, I called Yusuke Yamazaki and told him what hap-pened. I would need some money to pay my hospital bill. He said that my life was too easy. He was going to do what his father did for him. Cut me off. He was going to sponsor Peter Boyd. 

				Yogi Berra, once catcher and manager of the New York Yankees said, “If there’s a fork in the road, take it.” I was at that fork but was more Booboo than Yogi. I need-ed a fish sandwich or two. Along with not being able to pay rent and hospital bill, I had recently shaped three boards for some up-coming events. Sailboards Maui had glassed them. That bill was about three grand. My back was up against the wall. I talked to BK, the owner of Sailboards Maui, and he gave me a month to pay it off. That four-letter word popped into my mind: WORK. Or worse, the seven letters, GET A JOB. 

				I thought about things I could fall back on and remembered teaching windsurfing. This wasn’t some-thing you did on the North Shore, so I went to Wailea and talked the Hotel Intercontinental into letting me set up shop on the beach. Malte Simmer arranged a fleet of boards to use for the windsurfing school on consignment from his sponsor, board manufacturer Alpha. 

				Things were looking up in spite of the low hotel occupancy. The operation was growing successfully. I was paying BK back and Malte as well for the boards. And then, winter hit. The waves washed all the sand away from the beach. To make things worse, bulldozers showed up and started plowing the Kiawe trees behind the beach. It was so noisy that if there were a beach, you’d have to be deaf to visit. I folded. (The bulldozers were laying the first beginnings of the Grand Wailea and Four Seasons Hotels. Again, who knew?)

				Now what would I fall back on? I remembered Warren Bolster and how I had talked him back into water photography. But now I was 
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				without a job. I had never tried water photography myself, but there was an idea! There were no water photographers in Maui at the time. Plus, I could swim like a fish. I knew the sport. All I would need is a water housing for my camera. I ordered one from Ikelite.

				I was so excited when I got the housing. I took it to Ho’okipa and tested it without the camera inside. No leaks. I put the camera inside and placed the port on the water housing’s body, screwed the bolts tight. Jumped in the water and swam out. Just as I made it in the perfect spot, Alex Aguera coming at me on a big wave, I snapped the shot. No shutter noise. Nothing. I looked at the camera and there was my Nikon in an aquarium, completely soaked in salt.

				With the lens extended, the port had not completely sealed. For god’s sake, I had just destroyed my good camera. What would it take to get back in business? Hmm. A REAL job! 

				I tried my hand first at being a waiter for luau conventions and then fine dining. Though a lot of the windsurfers surviving on Maui were serving dish, I wasn’t cut out for emptying cigarettes from ashtrays as soon as one smashed a butt. Stuffing an apple in a pig’s mouth, as much as I liked bacon with a side of bacon, was connective-ly repulsive. I had just never associated bacon with an actual pig before. So, I quit. 

				A couple of local guys where I still lived in Kihei turned me on to an easy security guard job at Makena Golf Course. I got pretty good at night golf, but the job was brutally boring. God how I missed windsurf-ing.

				Eventually, I made enough money to buy another camera, making my own fiberglass water housing, working with Maui Plastics to create a correctly fitting port. I sold my UP gear and quit my job to scrape it all together, so I’d have to get this right.
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				Hmm, a real job, huh? I cut my hair, shaved moustache. Do I 

				really havet to show up?
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				Top, Matt Schweitzer. Cover of Maui News, ad for Neil Pryde and Windsurfer. Photo of Malte Simmer, double-spread feature in Windsurf Magazine. Joyce D’Ottavio with Toucan ad for Freedom Sails. Not a bad day’s work. 
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				CHAPTER 4: 1982

				 Water Photography

				Beginner’s Luck

				The hour was getting late. The sun was backlit, quickly going down. I needed to hurry as there was a squall looming on the horizon. It wasn’t your typical late afternoon Ho’okipa squall, this one called for respect as the clouds stacked, turning from grey to black. But I’d waited long for this moment. At worst I’d get to test my new water housing.I didn’t want to get overexcited and rush my second attempt at surf photography. After placing the camera in the housing, I set out to check the settings: F-stop, shutter speed set? F8 at 1/500th. ASA set? Lens clean, aligned to the gears? Trigger working? Check. Dip it in the water. Waterproof? Check, check, and double check. 

				I put on a shorty wetsuit, grabbed my fins, and off I went through the shore break. It was easy enough to swim out on this day, the waves were only half-mast to logo high. Riders were already coming in, but there was still plenty of talent in the surf. 

				I swam my way past the rocks and rode the current around through the channel. Once I was out far enough, I worked my way inside to the impact zone. The place where the hammer met the anvil. I would have to place myself squarely between the two to get a good shot, to differen-tiate myself from the average photog. Most either shot from the shore or on a raft, outside of the zone. 

				Perhaps the surf was coming up with the tide, but these waves seemed bigger than they had appeared from shore. With a wide-angle lens attached, objects appeared further away than they actually were. In spite of wave after wave crashing in front and on top of me, I still had to get in the ideal position, taking a few heavy lip licks to the head. 

				The first to zoom past was the Sultan of Speed, Fred Haywood. I tried to pan and follow, but lord he was booking it. Composing shots in those conditions was tougher than I had ever imagined, but throw Fred into the mix, and I was damn challenged. After a while, I learned to shoot more from my hip, much like James Arness in the TV show, Gun-smoke, swimming hard to get in the right spot and then whipping my camera out of the water to nail the shot. 
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				I also had to make sure that water spots weren’t lingering on the port of my water housing, ruining any chance of a great shot. This proved to be one of the most challenging aspects of water photography. I’d heard of guys using ear wax, spit, nose grease, goose poop and lime jello. Perhaps some windshield wipers might work. 

				Fred sped by again, casually posing with both hands off the boom and hanging down by his side. I caught that one. Nothing special, but against the back lit sky, it was a pretty good capture of not just Fred the rider, but Fred’s persona. Not a bad first image if it came out… still, I’d have to do better. 

				“Hey Fred! Get closer!” I yelled.

				“Closer? Oookaaay.”

				At Lowers, I banked on getting some nice angles in this critical section which breaks directly in front of the rocks. One thing I knew for sure, that to get a great shot, I had to wait until the last second to hammer the shutter down. Ezzy carved a turn right around me and instead of firing a shot off right away, I waited for the full “S” of the turn to play out as he snaked his way under the lip of the wave. Blam. This was almost more fun than windsurfing itself. 

				Then Fred launched a big air, turning inside out, his feet coming off the board, head almost through the sail. Got it. Maybe. Was I in focus? Even if I was, there was a lot of spray to contend with. Or was that rain? A bit of both. The squall blackened the sky. While I waited and hoped for the sun to poke through, I could see Mike Waltze and Matt Schweitzer blasting some jumps near that break called Middles. Matt and Mike, alongside Robby, they were the big names in the sport. A little rain wasn’t going to stop them, so I swam up there as hard as I could against the current. The flats approaching those waves provided a solid lead in to gain speed for big airs. Mike was on the inside jibing back and forth. What was he waiting for? Ah, there it is, the sun. I then heard “Whoohoo!” It was Mike speeding right towards me. He must have had a photogra-pher’s frame of mind, having waited for the light. For a second there though, I wondered if he was looking for me to get a shot of him or to take me out. He blazed by so close to me that my whiskers almost fell 
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				off my face. I could have sworn the ensuing spray made a sound, “Gil-lette.” The wave, Mike, and my camera converged at the same time as the sun broke through. I rose to the crest of the wave and spun around just as Mike boosted a perfectly twisted table top, upside down right into the sun. Knives and forks went flying. This time like fine dining, he’d set the table really high.

				Suddenly, I could see another squall line whipping across the water. Matt had gone in and switched to a larger board, the Rocket 99, to milk all he could out of the dying wind. The waves were that good. I sat out there, getting pounded by one wave after another, trying to hold my position in hopes the sun might come out. The next squall line hit and up came the wind again. Rain scorched the ocean’s surface. Where had Matt gone? Suddenly, the sun popped through a hole in the clouds as he punched through a wave and threw some spray in all directions. A miracle of a rainbow framed the action. 

				I swam back in, wondering if I had captured anything at all. I would have to wait for the shots to come back from the Kodak lab on Oahy. At least I had not drowned the camera.

				I picked up the Kodak transparencies (slides) from Longs Drugs. It had taken more than a few days. With great anticipation, I placed them down on the light table. There were a good ten that I could see were right up there in light, quality and composition. I guess my photography education had stuck to me like gum on my shoe. But there’s more to pho-tography than quality. With the action, you have to be in the right place at the right time. On that day I was. 

				As it turned out, the photos were used for the new Maui Sails/Neil Pryde packaging, as ads for Windsurfer, and on a rare color cover of The Maui News (the island’s newspaper). It was one of the most widely pub-lished rolls of film I would ever take. More importantly, it would allow me to pursue my passion. 

				I started thinking that maybe things were happening for a reason. Could I be on the right path? There are a million things a photographer can choose as their subject. I hadn’t really failed at windsurfing. It was the fork in the road I kept following. I might have made it as a baseball player. Being on the HS state championship team, the scholarship was within reach. I was also state champion in backstroke. Could I have been like Fred Haywood, who swam at Stanford? Probably not, I didn’t have the grades. Or should I have stuck to yacht racing? I had been at the top of that game before windsurfing took me by the horns. The camera though, it felt so natural, but shooting from the shore? That wasn’t me. That wasn’t being in the thick of it. Water photography was a sport unto 
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				itself. 

				I decided right there and then, this was my path.

				Hawaii Surf & Sea

				I wasn’t going to let my first stab at becoming a wind-surfing magazine editor get me down. With the success of getting some photos and an article published in Sail-boarder, I was contacted by the publisher of Hawaii’s best action sports magazine of the day, Hawaii Surf & Sea. The magazine had fo-cused primarily on surfing and canoe sports, but it was now struggling to survive. The publisher wanted to jump on the windsurfing bandwagon, so he proposed that I come to Honolulu for a month as Guest Editor for the Spring 1983 issue.

				In those days, magazines were not put together by computers. They were painfully composed with typesetting and layouts in red litho – a lost art – then printed, folded, stapled and sold at newsstands. I’d focus on the news and photo gathering, as well as selling advertising. Of all these chores, the latter proved to be the more difficult part. 

				I interviewed and profiled the riders of the day, which was the abso-lute fun part, gaining introspective unique to an insider. Still, the whole process was a great deal of work. Somehow, I managed to sell a few ads. Just my luck, the ’82 Pan Am Cup was happening over in Kailua, so I headed over there to see if I could land another. One of the takers was Hoyle Schweitzer, the owner of Windsurfing International. The only caveat was that I had to shoot the photo for the ad.

				“A photo shoot, Hoyle? You mean in the water? But there’s not a drop of wind.” There hadn’t been any for the entirety of the contest.

				“No, we’ll just make it simple,” Hoyle said. “Janie? Can you do a 
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				quick photoshoot for me?”

				“Sure,” said Janie. “What do I need to do?” 

				I was thinking prop that board up, strip your suit off and maybe wrap this sail around you (this approach worked for a Gaastra ad, only the model was Robby Naish, awesomely shot by Linny Morris).

				Hoyle basically directed the shoot. “Just stand there looking out at the boards, Janie. Then Weston, move the camera over here with the Windsurfers in the back-ground.”

				I took the shot. The shot did not sell them many boards as nearly everyone was riding a custom board by now, but it sure looked pretty. This kind of work sure seemed easier than getting trashed by thou-sands of waves in pursuit of windsurfing, but I never went for easy. 

				That evening the strang-est thing happened. I ran into Dan Wilson, my old sailing buddy who was again com-peting in the Pan Am Cup. He had been to the super windy 1980 edition. This one was a bust. We sat down on a log at the beach’s edge.

				“Dude, can you believe these conditions? Wind’s gone ass up,” said Dan.

				“Glad I’m not racing,” I said. “I’d be slogging it.”

				Dan and I went way back, having first met at the US Sailing Cen-ter at Association Island on Lake Ontario. That particular venue was the proving grounds for numerous world championships in which I had raced, placing 3rd at the US Youth Championships. Dan was racing in the 470 Worlds at the time with a girl named Mandy, and his cabin was right next to mine. We naturally gravitated as friends. 

				Besides managing the marine shop, I had a side job working 
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				for Major Hall, the most respected sailing coach around. My assign-ment was to coach the US Woman’s 470 team in the Double-Handed Woman’s World Championships. The skipper, Maureen, and her crew, Stephanie Elliott, won. I actually got the prize, or stole her from Gary Jobson, following Maureen to Newport Beach where I’d work as a sail-maker for Skip Elliott. It was my first trip to the West Coast. Dan lived in Long Beach. We surfed together but lost contact until windsurfing kept crossing our paths and here we crossed again.

				“But really, Dude. Why aren’t you racing here? With better luck, you could have won any of those speed crossings. Just keep at it.”

				“Man, I didn’t get into this to race. I just wanted to surf. When I used to race, if I lost I wouldn’t be able to sleep until I won again. And if I won, I felt like I needed to seek stiffer competition.”

				“Competition here’s stiff enough.”

				“Well, it takes mon-ey to make that money. The gear’s changing so fast, you have to have an R&D crew of ten just to keep up.”

				“Yeah, well. You had some serious skills at yacht racing. Has to transfer. And the body type. Light guys, they’re not winning anymore.”

				“You’re a surfer, Dan. Why are you racing?”

				“Remember Henry Sprague, the Finn Gold Cup champion?”

				“Yeah. Great sailor. Had that boom vang on his windsurfer at the Hang Ten.”

				“And you remember that T&C pintail you sold me? That board was bitchin! We took a mold off it to make hollow boards. Prepreg car-bon and honeycomb. Vacuum bagged and cooked them in an oven. We tried to get a race board finished for this race, but we haven’t figured out how to put the two pieces together. So I’m racing with the Clark foam prototype.”

				 “That’s bizarre, Dan. Absolutely bizarre. When I was 23, I’d dropped out of photography school, then went back to Florida to re-search how to make superlight boards. I found a winning America’s Cup 
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				designer named Lars Bergstrom. He was making ultralight displacement racing yachts using the same process you’re trying to do now.”

				“Why didn’t you try to make windsurfers with that process?”

				“That’s what’s so crazy. I did. I had a five-thousand square foot fac-tory in Orlando with the goal of cooking some boards and hired a bunch of windsurfing friends to work for me.”

				“You never told me this.”

				“You never asked. Besides, I just wanted to forget the whole thing happened. Get on with windsurfing. I hadn’t yet figured out how to seam the two halves of the board together, either. I pulled two halves out of the oven weighing a third of what the even the lightest board at this Pan Am Cup weighed, when the corporation president comes walking in with the general of procurement for the US Army.”

				“Okay, so what was a US General doing in a windsurfing factory? And wait, there are no girls to this story. I’m losing interest.”

				“No girls, but I was about to get screwed. I could see the General eyeing the masts we were making. On their tour of the factory, they opened the walk-in refrigerator that stored the pre-preg carbon and Kevlar. We had been up all night with the twelve-foot long oven cooking and had a big party after the first one popped from the mold. You know the famous windsurfing Kortright brothers? They were fast asleep on lawn chairs with empty cans of beer by their side.”

				“Oh, man. I’ll bet you got Schlitz Malt liquored.”

				“Yeah, gave them reason to convert those masts to military anten-nas.”

				“That blows. If they had just stuck with it, I’m telling you, windsurf-ing’s about to explode. You could have made millions.”

				“Wasn’t meant to be, my Dad always said.”

				“Well, I hope it’s all for a reason.”

				 “Hey, look at that. Speaking of totally bitchin. Do you see what I’m seeing?”

				“Wow, that moon is so big, it looks like some kind of fake movie set. Right over the ocean, big as day.”

				“Look closer! Look at the water’s reflection!”

				“That can’t be real. Is that wind?”

				“More than wind. Those are big-time whitecaps.”

				“Whooohooo!”

				Within minutes the temperature cooled. The palms were swaying. “Dang, Danno. I wish I was racing.”

				It had been a month without windsurfing for me in Honolulu. Though the Spring issue of Hawaii Surf & Sea sold out both advertising 
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				and issue wise, my promised reward went from half of the ad money down to 85 bucks… for the experience. It was one of the last issues be-fore the magazine folded.

				I couldn’t wait to get back to Maui. But the true reward from the experience did bear fruit with the exposure. I landed a fashion shoot for Instinct clothing, with Matt Schweitzer and Pete Cabrinha posing on the rocks outside Diane and Hoyle’s beach house in West Maui. I also shot some photos of Peter Boyd for Bare Wetsuits. My big break would come in the near future, as my name gained recognition in Europe through publications in German Surf as well as French Wind and Planche. Eu-rope was a part of the world with the strongest growth for the sport. 

				Wind Art

				Swimming into the surf with cameras turned image making into a sec-ond dimension. Ho’okipa was a challenging, wild arena, where waves leaped up quickly, broke hard, fast, and all over the place. I’m not claim-ing to have been the best windsurfing photographer to have tread those waters. 

				Steve Wilkings was the Dean of windsurfing photography, Chief Photographer for Windsurf magazine from nearly the beginning of Kailua days (1975). He had all of the cameras and lenses big and small a photojournalist required and knew how to use them. Steve took a great variety of shots and never worried about conserving his film. Perhaps his style was photojournalistic and mine more artistic. One was only better than the other if the viewer perceived it to be and most viewers just wanted all of it. The only thing that might be true is that to attain my images I was going about it the hard way. 

				For a year or so, I was really the only one at Ho’okipa, constantly standing my watery ground in the Impact Zone. I rarely shot any-where else, and if I did, it was a long swim to get there. The other photogs were either in choppers, up on the hill with long lenses, or sitting safely (and more sanely) outside the pounding force. They were smart with 
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				their longer lenses, compacting the action, but from my angle, I felt like I was creating while participating. There’s a game and a strategy and an art to timing action from the safety of shore. But swimming into the heated action, capturing that wide variety of angles, was really my thing.

				Soon, a guy named Erik Aeder would join me in the water. He was one of the big name surf photographers from Cali who fed off the waves of Honolua, a barreling break on Maui’s West Shore. After seeing Mike Waltze windsurf his fascination had evolved from surfing to windsurfing, so now I had some company in the wa-ter. Like Steve, he was very dedicated to his craft and usually shot twice as many rolls of film. He also had the long lenses, but when the conditions were not over-ly heavy for water photography, that was his choice. While he definite-ly put a dent in my business, taking a lion’s share of the print space, we were on an amicable basis. I was able to see what he was doing, bought a slightly more powerful 85mm lens, learned about prime lenses, and became a better photographer because of his company. He pushed me and perhaps I pushed him. 

				Another photographer on Maui I respected was Darrell Wong. Dar-rell lived mostly on Oahu, making a living off Robby Naish photos, and some great ones at that. Both Robby and soon Bjorn, both had much greater ability on a port tack wave. Darrell was always on a raft, but so was Dan Merkel, and Steve. Maybe it was the way to go, getting up out of the water. I tried it, but I just got spanked in the zone and spent more time climbing back on that raft than shooting. Darrell eventually made Maui home at the same time as Robby, so there was more space taken.

				Other photographers would come to Maui and go, most of them having jobs as staff photographers from the Euro mags. Sylvain Cazenave, Bernard Biancotto, Ulli Seer, Thorsten Indra, Brian Sprout to name a 
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				Photo of Erik Aeder with water camera by new guard

				of water photographers, Si Crowther.
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				Erik’s cover shot of Tom Pace.
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				few. I was getting more photos published in Windsurf, but it still was not enough to make a living. I wasn’t as good as Erik Aeder at schmoozing with the editor, the advertisers, or even the riders for that matter. So it was a risk to take, but I decided to try to start my own magazine. For lack of a better title, I called it Wind Art. Young, dumb, ambitious? I aimed for an international audience. I would soon find out from lack of advertising commitment that even though some companies were international, each 
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				Photo of Robby Naish by Darrell Wong.
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				distributor paid for their advertising by territory. Basically, their reach would be minimal compared to the regional publications. My efforts for that market were a bust. After spending everything I had earned on trav-el, it was back to square one.

				On my way back from Ger-many, I stopped at the Windsurf magazine offices. I showed them what I was trying to accomplish, thinking Wind Art might be a good high-end of sport spinoff. John Severson and Drew Kam-pion had just come onboard and took a look at my mock-up. I guess they rightly weren’t im-pressed. I did not have the resources to produce a polished example, not yet anyway, but John agreed to have me write some articles for future publication. The articles would serve as a good way to make sure that my photos were included in the publication.

				The first two articles were pretty standard stuff, but the third ar-ticle I wrote for Windsurf was a sci-fi futuristic piece titled, “Stadium Sailing.” A bit out on a limb, it revolved around windsurfers competing gladiator style in an arena, one side constructed of giant fans. I thought the premise was good, but Sevo, who I’d thought to be a forward thinker and was, sent it back with a big red marker. “UNREALISTIC!” And as for the heads flying from razor blade booms, “MOROSE!” I was dead in the water. Had I just stayed in my swim lane I might have been hired on as an assistant editor to the great Kampion, but that went to a young Clay Feeter, and later Guy Le Roux when Clay split to start California Boardsailor and later, Wind Tracks, which oddly morphed into Stand Up Journal. Quite the labors of love.

				Even though I had founded the publication it seemed Sailboarder had banned me. Then I received an issue of WindSurf, The Wavesailing Issue. I had two double spreads published, one of Malte Simmer and the other on the cover of this book. Drew Kampion, editor, had recog-nized me in a piece about water photographers: “Weston places himself squarely between the hammer and the anvil of the impact zone.” There it was. IMPACT ZONE.

				From that point on, I would regularly see my work published, mo-reso in German Surf, French Wind and Japanese Hi-Wind. I hoped this meant no more waiting tables at the Luau for me.
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				WIND ART never took off. Peter Boyd.
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				Loop Dreams

				Back from my travels. Peter dropped by at a normal hour this time, but my body clock was off. 

				 “Dude! Glad you’re back. Sorry the mag didn’t work out, but did you hear the news?”

				I rubbed my eyes. “News? What news? Bush Sr. stopped bombing Kahoolawe? Kept me up half the night.” (Kihei used to shake as the Navy used the island for target practice).

				“No, bigger news. Some guy posted a $1000-dollar prize for the first one to land a loop.”

				“A grand? That’s it? Going to cost more in masts to nail it.”

				“That’s the other news. I’ve been sponsored by Ampro. You can have all the masts you want. Loop Dreams, man! Just like you imagined!”

				“I was only dreaming about that. But the dream you just woke me from, I was in my underwear and I was in a swimming pool with a thou-sand people in the crowd cheering for my demise. Big Blue Makua was chewing up my magazine ideas.”

				“Keep dreaming man! Skip the nightmares! Come on, let’s draw it up. Just like I used to do in gymnastics, just like you’re doing now with images, we’ve got to visualize it.”

				I got out some pens and drew up a few sequences of a figure doing a loop. I was no John Severson, but art school was finally paying off.

				 “This looping thing,” Peter said, “maybe we could both cash in on it. You taking the shot, me landing the loop! Let’s draw up some more possibilities.”

				“If anybody can do this, you can, Peter. But just for fun, I’m go-ing to die trying myself. And hey, maybe I can make some T-shirts out of these drawings and sell them in Lahaina. Loop Dreams.”

				Mom and Dad invested in the finalized drawing I created and had some shirts printed up. I actually sold quite a few to a couple of boutiques in Lahaina, but collecting the money and re-investing wasn’t helping with the rent kitty. 

				The demise and brutal snap of 
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				Daughter Holly wearing T-shirt 38 years later.
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				my masts continued, as the sequence I drew was all wrong. It was pat-terned after the gainers I had practiced on my brother Stan’s dive team. The basic gainer rotation is backwards, so to emulate that, one had to launch off a wave almost underneath the lip as it pitched, assisting the backwards rotation. At midpoint, my position was like a tabletop, basi-cally upside down, feet and board above head. Getting the rotation to continue was the challenge. At this point, the rotation stalled. 

				After many failed attempts of pole-vaulted snaps of the mast, plug-ging it straight into the reef with all of my weight upon it, Peter had run out of masts. I spliced a few back together and went back to visualizing. I surmised that at the peak position, I would have to rotate more in a downwind direction. 

				Meanwhile, Peter was working things out in the opposite direction. The loop, in his mind, just had to be a loop. It didn’t have to involve going upside down at any point. He started to rotate the board into the wind, as if doing a midair tack on a sailboat. His wipeouts were spectac-ular, getting backwinded and slammed to the water, but less to his equip-ment and body’s expense. I would give it one more attempt with the additional rotation out at Kanaha, with plenty of build-up to the ramps. 

				The sail powered up as I aimed at a set of waves that was well overhead. The board seemed to be on the verge of losing control, my speed so great that the fin began to cavitate. I adjusted my weight over the board and gained speed again. As I approached the lip of the wave, it became just what I needed, a beyond vertical launch ramp. Boosting to a greater height than I’d ever accomplished before, I held onto the boom tight, completely upside down. Rotate downwind, NOW! That’s when things went completely haywire. I was thrown out of my straps spinning around, losing all sense of my whereabouts. Where had the water gone, all I saw was sky, and then BAM! The sail struck the water then I landed hard on the sail flat on my back. I continued to lay flat on top of the wa-ter; I couldn’t feel a thing in my extremities. Was I paralyzed?

				Ken Winner must have seen the horrific wipeout, as he immediately sailed by to see if I was okay. I never understood the term, hero. It’s so loosely applied to those whose star has risen. But Ken was my hero this day. I would fully recover in fifteen minutes or so, but had I not, he would have been there for me. Otherwise, I would have certainly drowned. 

				After that day, I decided to let someone else do the looping. You’re only given so many concussions, and I’d far exceeded the limit. If there was a God, he must have been a gracious fisherman, because with me, he was holding true to his catch and release program.
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				Immersion

				 I had settled into a nice routine. When the conditions were ripe, I was clocked in to Ho’okipa, my office. Day after day, I would shuffle be-tween windsurfing and water photography. As soon as I’d finish shooting a roll, I’d rig up and head out until either my mind wandered or felt the angst of missing out on a great shot. The girl on the other side was al-ways greener. Both were awesomely attractive options to me. The more I watched from the water, the better I became on top of it. I was riding a pintail I had shaped for myself at Sailboards Maui and using Malte’s Simmer Style sails, I felt like the board, the sail and I were one.

				The intensity of Ho’okipa is something hard to explain, akin to being surrounded by mermaids and sharks all at once. While the beauty was indescribable, one wrong move and turn of the back, and there were many things to eat you alive. Even sharks! One of the original windsurfer gods, Scott Shoemaker, took an unfortunate jibe right onto a tiger, which in turn bit his leg and put him out of action for many years. My point is, that when there is so much going on – the fear of rocks, running into other riders getting tossed by the surf, waves crashing this way and that – while moving through it all at seemingly Mach speeds, sometimes it tired 
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				Craig Maisonville dusting off the foam.
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				the mind. Otherwise, I may have never come back in.

				On good days – and most days were good back then due to fairer weather and more consistent, direct sideshore power pumping trades – I would swim with my camera for up to four hours against a current sometimes as strong as 5 knots. Then I’d grab a board between filming sessions and windsurf what I had left in me. Sometimes, I’d go for a run through the pineapple fields when it was all packed away, training for the Iron Man (On one run I found Gerry Lopez scoping out a place called “Domes,” later to be called Jaws).

				I never thought about sharks when I was out shooting photos. They say that second to the smell of blood, nothing attracts a shark more than fear itself. And, that for every shark you see, a thousand see you. Besides, after sailing and swimming so many miles a day, I wouldn’t have made a very tasty meal. 

				 My 36 shots were up. I swam in just as Malte Simmer was heading out. Walking back up the beach to my car, I saw Pat Walsh rigging up his sail. 

				“What’s up, Fish head? Growing gills?” Pat said.

				“That would be wishful thinking. I got held down big time out there.” 

				“You get some good shots?” 

				“Never count my chickens ‘til they hatch.”

				“Dude. You need to eat.”

				“No time for that. Eating’s over rated.”

				I burned a lot more calories than most Iron Men ate for breakfast. However, because my food budget was typically eaten up by Kodak, one or two papayas filled out the menu.

				 “Hey, Pat. Hopefully you’re still out on my next shooting cycle.”

				“Forget me, I’m just out here having fun, photo boy, just like you. Have you got any good shots of Malte?” 

				“Afraid not. The stars have not aligned.”

				“Well, you’d better align them. He’s changing the game up with those aerials.”

				“I fully realize. I just saw him perform some kind of tunnel skate-board move where he carved right under the curl, then twisted out into an aerial. It’s one thing to just bash the ramp and fly over the wave, but that was radical.”

				“Yeah, not to take anything away from King Waltzey, but Malte’s got it going on.”

				“Yeah, Mikey is still more fluid from bottom turn to top, like he’s 
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				riding a roller coaster. Alex (Aguera), he’s riding the same way. But Malte, man alive. Tearing it up.”

				 “I see what you’re saying. Take Concretehead for example (Mai-sonville). The most killer bottom turn on the planet. But he’s too big to unwind it at the top.”

				“Yeah, well. Better to get one thing right than none at all.

				 “With all this immersion, you’re not sailing too shabby yourself. You just need to go for it more. Maybe if you ate something in between sessions. Come by Mama’s when I’m working. Order a big fish and I’ll just charge you for an appetizer. You’ll become a manimal like Maison-ville.”

				“Cool, thanks Pat. Will never happen. Hope you don’t get fired.”

				“Will never happen, either. And hey, don’t forget to bring your girl. If you ever get tired of her…”

				Food for Thought

				When I think back about the food I ate on Maui, I think back more about the food I didn’t eat. But since some people are just reading my book to find out where the best places to eat lie, here are the top mem-ories of food.

				Maui Wanna: Outside of a fresh swell rising, and perhaps Janie Hunt launching off the beach, nothing was more enticing to a salt 
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				 Malte Simmer, an early shot.
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				perched palette than Sidney Sheldon walking up with her cooler full of Maui Wanna popsicles. “Party for your face?” They came in a few flavors, but my favorite was a recipe I recently cracked by accident. It included bananas, strawberries, blueberries, almond butter and coconut shavings. As they say in Hawaii, the sucker “broke da mouth.” The best part? She would give you one on credit, and her memory was shot full of LSD.

				Picnics: In the early days, there were few places to grab lunch, but had there been a hundred choices, I still would have frequented Picnics. Loose change on the floor was always good for an order of fries with “snut” sauce. If I had a check in the mail from one of the windsurfing mags, it was quickly spent on a Papaya Shake, and if for a double spread, a Spinach Nut burger. I wasn’t even a vegetarian, but it was gooood.

				La Vie En Rose: A couple of French windsurfers tried their hand at creating a fish market. I ordered the ahi sandwich and took it back to the cook because it was raw inside. Je préfère ma damn fish cooked pour moi. The cook started throwing utensils and cussing; in French, bien sûr. Michelle Laronde, the co-owner, tried to intervene and calm both fellows down, but to no avail. I learned to eat and love my ahi seared. Unfor-tunately, with such thorny customer service, the Rose wilted and died.

				Mama’s/Chart House: Mama’s Fish House on the beach in Kuau has become a target destination for the what has become one of the most expensive meals on Maui. Look for a photo of Royce Reid and... well, let’s not spoil the story. Back in the day, you could get the same good fish at the Chart House, topped off with the best Mud Pie in the world, for much cheaper. Like I wrote, I ate like a King at both for about eight bucks.

				Charley’s: For breakfast, this was the place the celebrities dined. On an average morning, you could see Robby Naish if he was in town, or Fred Haywood looming over a stack of pancakes. 

				Upcountry: Komoda’s donuts to wake up by, Polli’s for lunch, 
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				  Craig Maisonville grinding another bottom turn.
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				Hailemaile General Store if your pockets are deep.

				Lahaina: Kimos, Drums of the Pacific Luau, Old Lahaina Luau.

				Dweeb Meat

				I grabbed my board and went out for another windsurfing session. Now the whole time I was thinking about food. But that Malte move, the ae-rial off-the-lip. I had to give it a go. After my accident, I was no longer trying loops – but I still liked to jump to the stars and felt like I was flying over the moon when riding the waves. But this was a different way of thinking. I had to time the approach to the wave differently, as well as sew on a bigger set of gonads. 

				 After a lot of failed attempts and backing off from the critical sec-tion, I final got the approach right. Then I got the launch right, soaring high above the crash of the wave. The problem came with the landing – my board was turning too far back into the wind, the fin spinning out from the force of the landing, the whitewater gladly gobbling me up. It was happening to everyone trying to imitate Malte’s new move. We all trialed new fins to correct our poor re-entries. Fence fins, Football fins, Fore fins, Twin fins, Fat fins, Shrimp fins... nobody was making it work like Malte. Did he even need a fin? And then bad luck struck. Malte pushed it so hard, he snapped an ankle. 

				This probably gave Malte more time to focus on his sailmaking craft. Simmer Style was a new movement as well, and they seemed to be working well with Craig’s Hi-Tech boards. Craig was really pushing it to the limit with those bottom turns, the fin coming out completely as he layed the sail over, carved hard on the rail like a pro slalom skier, and arced with monster force back toward the brunt of the wave. Craig’s can opener boards were designed for one wave, H Poko (Lowers), and one thing, carving heavy g’s. I had to have one. But I didn’t want to be the first guy to copy one, and besides, I’d already sold my electric planer, the tool used for shaping boards, to Doug Hunt. Can’t beat ‘em join ‘em I thought. But I couldn’t afford a new board, what was I thinking? I had to pay for a new lens.

				At the end of the day (hate that expression, but it really was), Craig came up to me as I was sitting on the bluff, took a seat next to me.

				“Killer day, huh?” Craig said.

				“Yeah, doesn’t get much better than that.”

				“Hey, I appreciate that shot you took of me.”

				“Yeah, well. Easy pickens when you’re charging.” I was waiting for 
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				the joke, to be the butt of.

				“Not really. I see you getting plastered out there. You know, you surprise me, Weston.”

				“Weston? I thought I was Dweeb Meat.”

				“Dweebs a compliment. Not everybody gets to be called Dweeb Meat on top of that.”

				“Honored.”

				“No, I mean, you really surprise me.”

				“In what way do I surprise you.”

				“I don’t know. I never expected you to...” Then he just looked at me.

				“Me to what.”

				“The photos are one thing, but, let’s just say, you surprise me.”

				The next week Craig had a surprise for me. A brand new Hi-Tech asymmetrical board.

				“Welcome to the team. Don’t break it.”

				Getting a free board from Craig was like being awarded the highest Ho’okipa honor. There was a particular mana, or magical energy that these objects, objects that were no longer just objects, possessed. They 
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				Jonathan Weston, Photo Erik Aeder.
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				were handcrafted dynamism you couldn’t get from a rapidly massively produced products made in Taiwan or China. Whatever these boards were, they had birthed yet another level of surfing expression for me and many others.

				The Forgotten Roll

				It was another one of those perfect trade wind days, where the wind direction aligned perfectly with the waves. It was as big as it could get without the channel closing out. With windsurfing and water photogra-phy, such conditions were what Hawaiians called primo.

				Of course, I had to windsurf it first. It was so good; it would take twelve Clydesdales to pull me off the water. But then I saw guys hitting the perfectly forming ramps at Middles. They were really going for it, attempting to land the first loop. That prize to capture it on film entered my mind a little, the prestige a lot more. The horses pulled hard enough. I tumbled in on a big wave to quickly grab my camera.

				There were times when I was so full of anxiety I was to a point of shaking. I had to get out there. Just as I started putting the camera and housing together, I got company. Lots of company.

				“Do I have any shots from yesterday?”

				“Yes, here they are. Take a look.” 

				“Cool, this one. Can I make a print?”

				“Sure, no problem.” 

				“How about this one? Can I send it to my sponsor?”

				“Sure, sure. Just keep track of it. I’ve got to get going here.”

				I loaded the camera in the housing, checked it for leaks, and swam out to Middles. 

				Right away, I see Doug Hunt going for the loop. I press the shutter, five frames per second on motor drive. He crashes. Peter Boyd, click click click click click, crash. Doug almost makes it. Blam blam blam blam blam. Crash. Then, Greg Aguera goes bigger than anyone I’d ever seen before, landing right on top of another guy. The guy bails just in time as Greg lands on his board. The action is non-stop. I’ve run at least ten frames per sequence through the motor drive again. I keep hammering the shutter. 

				Now I began to wonder, “How many shots do I have left? I’ve only 36 to the roll, and it seems like I should have finished it by now.” Doug had a clear lane, a perfect set up. Up he went and around and landed it! Blam blam blam… blam… blam. I knew something’s wrong. I pressed 
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				the motor drive continuously. It kept going. I swam in with a knot the size of a potato in my stomach. When I got in, I took the housing apart and just as I feared, I forgot to put film in the camera.

				Doug came in off the water. “Did you get it?! DID YOU GET THAT ON FILM?!”

				I believe Doug still got the grand. The thing was, I would have run out of film anyway before Doug nailed that loop, and some photogra-pher shooting with a long lens on shore had nabbed it. The sequence would make the cover of Wind Surf. I thought, maybe I should diversify and invest in a big lens, but that was a big investment to make. I couldn’t afford even afford the film and processing to sit there on the bluff and fire off shot after shot. Water photography wasn’t really a lucrative busi-ness. It took too much time and effort, but it was a sport within a sport. I couldn’t do it any other way, whether I liked to or not. Maybe I should just focus more, and make sure I had film correctly loaded in the camera.

				Woody Woodpecker

				Sometimes you win, sometimes you lose. Accidents happen both with good, bad and unintended results. Who better to produce a story of 

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				Doug Hunt, first looper.
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				unintended results, of a melding of two worlds by pure accident, than Mickey and Joy. Mickey, from Austria, and Joy from Marin, they were two creative minds better than one. Visually by design, perhaps the stron-gest couple in our sport. Bringing in influences of world travels from Eu-rope to India and the Andaman Islands, they created board graphics for companies like Bic and Windsurfing Chiemsee, advancing the look of windsurfing into the far-out stratosphere. Mickey was featured on over 200 covers for windsurfing magazines, primarily German Surf and French Wind. Being a purist when I chose to be one, I wasn’t always on board with his antics. He did everything wildly possible to get the shot, and it didn’t matter whether or not he landed it. But when he came up with an idea for a Nike ad, looping with a basketball, I was down for the shoot. It seemed like a crazy idea but somehow Mickey pulled it off.

					Nike didn’t think much of the end results, but it still got Mickey on the cover of Wind. But that’s not the accident, the serendipitous in-cident I refer. This occurred when Mickey and Joy returned from their fashion shoot in Venice, Mickey being the photographer and Joy his model in various poses throughout the canal’s iconic architecture. Mick-ey told me that he was milking this point off Baby Beach (upwind of Sprecks). It would be our secret little shooting spot away from everyone. He handed me a couple of rolls of film to shoot of Joy with her spark plug sail and he with his Woody Woodpecker. Both looked like neon flashes of pop art. I shot the two rolls of them jumping and sailing and 
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				Joy in Venice and Baby Beach double.
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				my one condition; I would also shoot the electric Eskimo bail-ing. Little did we know until the film was processed, that Mickey had already exposed the film in Venice. Instead of fully rewinding the film, still done manually in most cam-eras those days, Mickey had not fully done so, leaving the leader of the film exposed, as if never used before. But it had been.

				 Of course, he was a great photographer and Joy modeled artistically well. The marriage of the images was spectacular, something you couldn’t do in photoshop (which was not a software yet). Double exposures of Woody Woodpecker on a wind vane, Woody on Joy’s face, Woody jumping over the Bridge of Sighs. 

					Mickey, taking half the credit of course, sent the serendipitous slides to Wind magazine. They lost them. Went right down the rabbit hole I guess. I still have a couple of the rejects, but they were treasures found and lost again to the great slide gobbling universe. 

				F2 Comes to Town

				My biggest break in photography came from being published in Ger-man Surf. Perhaps I was the only photographer living on Maui at the time, though I’m certain any number of the es-tablished guys like Ulli Seer would have gladly jumped on a plane. Peter Brockhaus, some famous race car driver, had a lit-
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				tle company in Germany called F2. Who? Though F2 had many various monikers, Fun and Function was the intended. F2 designs were okay for the time and place (Europe Funboard Society), as they had put together some rotomolded production models under the Schweitzer patent and were becoming successful purely via their branding expertise and mar-keting knowhow. Of course, their most genius move was to take the team to Maui for a photoshoot and hire me as their photographer. 

				Considering that I really only contained in my arsenal a bottom of the line Canon and a couple of cheap amateur short lenses to my name, I wasn’t really prepared for the task of completing an entire catalogue and ad campaign. But I was game.

				I was first contacted by Peter’s brother, a large German named Henning. Henning is now curator/owner of a highly esteemed opera house in Milan. 

				“Hello, Mr. Weston. I look for a photographer. You are busy?”

				“Wait, let me check my schedule. Seems I am not.” 

				The F2 team was made up purely of Europeans. Holger Dahlke was from Germany, sort of an Arian Dunkerbeck type. His teammates called him “Hold the Donkey” for whatever reason. He was their racer, along with Klaus Walther, a rail thin fellow who’d also made his name in 
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				(r to l) Greg Vondrasek, Inge Bouwmeester, Michiel Bouwmeester (hidden) Holger Dahlke.
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				Euro funboard racing. Greg Vondrasek from Switzerland was their wave guy. He had the surfer looks and a fair surfing game. He would be their “rad” rider and as a bonus, got all the chicks he wanted and then some; but he didn’t want them. He saved his energy for the sea. 

				Then there were the Dutch Bouwmeester siblings. Bouwmeester male version, Michiel, had been a windsurfer from way back. His young-er sister, Inge, was the top windsurfing model in Europe, with a figure that sold millions of magazines.

				“Look at me, I’m over here! I’m one hand duck gybing!” yelled Michiel.

				“What? Oh, yeah. Sorry, bro. Your Sis was waterstarting.”

				But Inge could do a lot more than waterstart. Her stance was fan-tastic. Now I knew why they called it Funboarding. It was just fun to watch her zoom back and forth and effortlessly jibe around me. The colors of her suit matched the sail and board impeccably. Her eyes, the smile; Inge had the fine lines of a racing yacht and Betty Boop eyes. I’m not sure if the boards worked like a charm but her smile sure did. If it was my last dime, whatever she was sailing, I was buying. And that was the ploy. Buy the lifestyle. Meet a beautiful girl. I guess the guys were handsome as well, but I wasn’t paying much attention. It took a great deal of willpower to peel my eyeballs off Inge and photograph the rest of the team. “Hold that jump right there, Dahlke. Just a couple of more shots of Inge!” 

				I tried to get to know Inge better, but her brother kept running interference. So after the wave segment at Ho’okipa with Greg was wrapped and he wasn’t around, Inge and I broke away from the team and talked until the stars lit up the sky. 

				“Do you ever get island fever?” Inge asked.

				“Not really. I’ve got way too much going on,” I said.
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				“Maybe you should come to Europe. There’s no lack of things to photograph there. Don’t you ever grow tired of shooting windsurfing and coconuts?”

				“I don’t know that I’d ever get tired of at least the windsurfing. As for the coconuts…”

				“Do you have a girl?’

				 “No, well, maybe. It’s complicated. She’s nice but older than me. It bothers her that I’m younger I guess. She can’t relate to the windsurfing.”

				“Do you believe in soul mates?”

				“Maybe. I’m warming up to the idea. Have you found yours?”

				“Mmm.”

				“Your brother.”

				“No, silly. Not my brother. A famous Austrian skier. Jumps over moving trains, stunts like that.” 

				“I meant your brother. He’s walking over here to get you. Inge, I can’t jump over any trains, but… I will miss you.”

				“Yes. I will miss you as well.”

				“By the way, I’m not just a windsurfer, or a photographer. I like to write poetry.”

				“Do you?”

				Michiel grabbed Inge by the elbow. “Come on, we have to catch an early flight in the morning.”

				Inge looked back, and mouthed, “Write me some.”

				The results of the F2 shoot turned out better than planned. It was the first time I’d actually put my board aside and focused entirely on shooting. But I felt like the wind had been sucked out of the island when Inge left. With her travels, it was proba-bly not meant to be, but she re-mained deep in my thoughts. I bared my soul to her in poetry.

				I searched for her sailing on the glistening sea

				Was she looking at my lens or was she looking at me

				Could this be love or was I making things up
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				Inge constantly being tailed by Michiel.
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				Did we fit like a glove or were my signals corrupt?

				Many a poem mailed, but no letter returned.

				Boot Dusseldorf

				One day a message arrived from Henning Brockhaus. Peter Brockhaus evidently was pleased with the images and invited me to the notorious windsurfing show, Boot Dusseldorf. Would Inge be there? Ya. In the booth, signing posters. As I stepped off the plane, I could see these posters of Inge front and center, with the fleet of F2 riders behind her. As well, an artistic slow shutter shot of Greg Vondrasek. I had zoomed out while pressing the shutter, streaks of spray elongating toward my lens. These and others from the Maui photo shoot were plastered all around the city, ad-vertising the show and F2. 

				The mostly European wind-surfing producers targeted a beginner to novice market, seeking new blood to fill lakes and in-land waterways flying their brand’s flag. Thus, the windsurfing industry heavily invested in big, stable boards of grand floatation. The graphics on sails and boards were now more appealing, yet no company could place enough lipstick on these pigs to get them up to speed. They maneuvered like they had just eaten a bacon sandwich with a side of cheesy fries. 

				While the beginner market drove the sport, we on Maui and other parts of the world such as Lake Garda (Italy), the Canary Islands (Tener-ife), and the Gorge (then the US mainland hotbed of high-performance action along with Jalama, O’Neill Forebay and Hurricane Gulch) were all guilty of riding sinkers. To quote Clay Feeter, “We were young and restless and be damned with the beginners on the big giant white whales of death. By God we were going to push it to the very end of the world on 3.5 to 4.5m sails or die trying.” 

				But now the manufacturers, they all had a full line of boards, from 
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				Boot Dusseldorf attendees watching Maui slideshow.

			

		

		
			
				RETURN TO THE IMPACT ZONE

			

		

		
			
				99

			

		

	
		
			
				recreational boards to fast slalom and whoop snapping semi-sinkers. Of course, the time to get these boards to production was longer than the sport could wait. It had already move on in another direction. So why, if Maui was the image, were magazines and editors still trying to tiptoe through the tulips, showing page upon page of light air windsurfing on lakes? But it seemed the readership was beginning to dictate sexy. Wind-surfing on Maui was sexy. Whatever direction the sport was going, the wall sized images of mine leading into the show made me so elated I got so giddy I almost popped a tear. And then, the first thing I saw when I entered the F2 booth was Inge. I did pop a tear. Inge was being draped by her skier boyfriend. She looked at me, screwed up her face and mouthed, “Sorry.” Her brother, Michiel, took me aside. “Hey, Lover Boy. Forget about my sister. Go enjoy the show. Isn’t it cra-zy? Windsurfing’s blowing up!”

				It was crazy. Images of Maui were everywhere. The guys I’d known just hanging out at the beach 
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				Greg Vondrasek
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				incognito were now being treat-ed like rock stars. Six giant halls full of funboards, with stages writhing with futuristic neon models, crazed youth dancing to the heavy beat of Euro dis-co. I could see a crowd lining up, waiting in anticipation. And then came King Naish. He was swarmed, spending hours sign-ing autographs. It was as if windsurfing had become a sensation over-night. 

				I went to another hall and there were more new manufacturers, more apparel, more glitz and glamour. Even Mark Spitz was touting his own line of windsurfers. As I stared up admiring a Rasta board graphic, I thought about my first board, the Rasta Rocket. But then all I could think about was Inge.

				There was also a giant pool, and what’s this? Fans. Not Robby’s fans, but giant turbo fans, propelling funboards across the water. Was John Severson around? Far-fetched, indeed!

				That night, the party was somewhere at a disco about an hour’s drive outside of Dusseldorf. Before the party, I briefly got a glimpse of 
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				One of my Robby Naish shots displayed at the show as well.
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				Inge at the pool, laying naked in a tanning booth. (She later claimed I was dreaming things up, but if so, I had a brilliant and vivid imagina-tion). But then it was off to the party, and she off to her boyfriend, so hell to pay for the vision of it all. While Greg Vondrasek fought off the ladies, I wall flowered the disco so heavily my imprint was left behind. I caught a ride back to the city with German windsurfing rock star Born Shredder (Bjorn Schrader). He dropped me off and said he’d call a taxi, which never came. I slept sitting up seeking shelter from the cold wind, staring up at a snow-covered billboard of Inge. I promised myself, if I ever made it back to Maui, I would never leave again.

				Breakfast at Charley’s

				Peter Brockhaus and his brother Henning came back to Maui soon after I did and invited me to have breakfast with Warren Miller at Charley’s. THE Warren Miller, who’d become an icon of skiing, sports filmmaking, and was basically god of snow. He also loved to spend his summers wind-surfing at Sprecklesville. Over waffles and bacon Peter showed Warren some of my F2 brochure shots. I guess Warren was impressed. He asked me if I’d ever shot film, motion pictures. Nope. Would I like to try my hand at it? Yep. Had I ever thought about board mounts, mast mounts, boom mounts. Not much. “Of course,” Warren told me, “a helmet mount would be far too dangerous, even with the lightest movie cam-
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				Camp One secret hang out. I’d take cane smoke over industrial fumes anyday.
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				era.” Oh, I would never be so stupid as to try anything like that. He told me that he’d send over a treasure trove of movie gear so I could shoot up the early Winter action. He promised to use it in the windsurfing segment they were adding to the films if it was good. Get the wipeouts. Make it humorous. Have somebody ride a log or a door or something.

				Not long after, I received a large shipment of a Beaulieu 16mm camera and several lenses, one of them about four feet long. I didn’t have the internet to show me how to load the camera, but I’d loaded a movie projector and it was about the same process. I waited for the wind, the sun, and the waves to align. 

				I waited. And I waited. It was one of those storm after storm winters where the parking lot at Ho’okipa became connected by a series of pud-dles. Mike Waltze told me I could have his parking spot if I could take it. We played demolition der-by with our Maui Cruisers, crashing through the massive potholes, mud flying every-where. I got the parking spot, but Mike got the better of it because his car was in much worse shape than mine to be-gin with. There was nothing else to do besides wind skate at the old Maui Airport and try out the UP Land sailor at the Maalaea mudflats. Wiped out at warp speed when the thin crust gave out to mud.

				After a month, the snow hit Utah and they needed my camera back. The very next day of course, was epic. My filmmaking career had been off to a solid start. Like Inge, apparently filmmaking wasn’t meant for me.
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				Warren Miller
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				Neal “bloody well” Wright. 
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				Gerry Lopez, Klaus Simmer. Mark Paul, Robby Naish, Matt Schweitzer, Mike Waltze.
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				CHAPTER 5: 1983 

				 HEYDAYs Happened

				Calendar wise, it was still 1983 although who’s checking. Time, day of week; only the season mattered. And over time, I was gaining some recognition. As soon as I was off the water and back home, I dealt with a passel of riders seeking photos to either be-come sponsored or appease sponsors. These were the unsung heroes of the sport who could ride better than 99.9% of the world. They bartered what they could. It was a sliding scale from small cash to film to fish for the sandwiches. The Kihei condo turned into a slide show animal house, couches full of internationals. Who knows what my neighbors thought was going on there, with the flickering colored lights? Eskimo brought over his Austrian and German friends like Thomas Becks, Neil Wright the entire Team Lodey from Cornwall, England. There were ten lan-guages being spoken at one time as the projector clicked through slides. My girlfriend, seeing me rarely during the day and then this, had had enough. 

				“Basta!” Cathy moved out.

				Girl Trouble

				I took on a new roommate, Peter Rafferty. Peter worked at the wind-surfing shack in Wailea, near the windsurfing center I had bailed on. He brought home a girl named Lisa – not a Hawaiian name by any stretch but she had the Hawaiian looks one would imagine to be the gift from a god. She at least came as close to being an island princess as any girl I had laid eyes on since the windsurfing poster queen, Nalani. 

				Lisa was a bit dichotomous. When she came to our pad, Peter in-troduced me as a photographer, hyping me up as the next big thing. I feigned humility. As Lisa curled herself into a chair, she softly sang hymns about Jesus. Then she suddenly switched her attention, got up, and came over to sit on my lap. I asked Peter if it was okay if she sang hymns to me as well, and since Peter was famous for stealing girls, all was fair in love and war, even between roommates. He warned me that she was only 17, and there was some parental gauntlet he was afraid of passing anyway, so she was all mine, may the lord shine on our activities. 

			

		

		
			
				Gerry Lopez, Klaus Simmer. Mark Paul, Robby Naish, Matt Schweitzer, Mike Waltze.
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				So Lisa and I took off for Lisa’s home in Wailuku, where I would meet Lisa’s parents, explain what a wholesome good boy I was, and was it okay that I took her beautiful daughter, Lisa, to do a naked photo ses-sion in Iao Valley. I left the naked photo session out, but for some reason, gave in to revealing my Kihei Apartment address in case their Hawaiian Lisa never returned.

				Lisa and I enjoyed our photo session, that was cut short by Lisa’s desire to go back to my Kihei pad. When we got home, Peter and his work buddy, Skip, were hanging out, so we skipped into my room and locked the door. After a few nice hymns, the singing stopped, and Lisa wanted to get downright religious. Just as I was about to enter her heavenly grace, I heard the doorbell ring. Probably someone wanting to look at slides. Then, BAM BAM BAM BAM! Somebody was pounding at my bedroom door. “Lisa! Open up! I know you’re in there!” Lisa scurried back into her one piece bathing suit and opened the door. “JONO! WE THOUGHT YOU WERE A GOOD BOY! YOU ARE NOT A GOOD BOY!” I really had no retort, as I noticed, and her parents no-ticed, that Lisa had put her bathing suit back on inside out. I was given warning, “Son, you will never see Lisa again, IF YOU KNOW WHAT’S GOOD FOR YOU! If – you want to stay on this island and live.” I vowed to never see Lisa again. Raftery, you can have your girl back.

				The next day, I was treated to a nice big wave, high-wind session at Ho’okipa to cleanse my soul. I vowed to never get near an island girl again. When I came in to rest, sat down in my car to eat my fish sandwich, I heard a sound, that soft humming of hymns. I looked in the rearview mirror. There was Lisa, smiling, as if her parents’ threats were insignificant. She took off her top. Sweet jeeeesus Lord! There was temp-tation. I’m not sure how I mustered the strength but fearing my Haole bones might be fertilizing some cane field, I tightened my harness hook down, abstained, and remained on the island to sail another day.

				Vogue Angles

				With a single income, I nearly starved trying to survive as a photogra-pher in a world where space to get published was getting further com-
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				pressed by the growing number of photographers. They were all flock-ing to Maui for their slice of this cherry pie. Most of these guys were entirely focused on photography whereas I was always torn between the rig and the gig. 

				Another up and coming photographer I had come to know and admire was also like me, in that he was windsurfer first, photographer second. He also prescribed to the desire to show the world a unique perspective, mounting his camera on the mast and boom. This was not something new. George Greenough, the pioneering photographer/surf-er/windsurfer from Santa Barbara whom I had never met but respected above all, had worked these angles before. But no one had ever done so in the waves at Ho’okipa.

				The angle du’ jour, Angus Chater had created a photographer’s furor over mast and boom mounts. Every photographer now had to have one in their portfo-lio. The camera in-side a water hous-ing was remotely operated, which could be triggered by the rider or someone standing on land. All the photographer had to do was create the setup and find a tal-ented and willing rider. Angus only had to look as far as himself. I was already heavily investing in taking this perspective one step further, or should I say closer to the viewer, developing the idea out of sight from potential imitators.

				The Battle of Our Dough and the Marine

				As Spring sprung eternal, the wind returned to Maui. Other than a singular dark cloud looming over one particularly unhappy-no-mat-ter-what rider, Ho’okipa was typically a happy go lucky place, and on this day, it seemed more so. That was the thing about nature-powered sports. It wasn’t like tennis or football, where you have the basically the same playing field. It was this ebb and flow of wind, storms, currents, waves and all the savory forces of nature that built anticipation. One never tired of the ecstasy because the ecstasy often refrained, settling 
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				back to a state of wanton desire. 

				In this state, rarely did conflicts arise. Arnaud de Rosnay had been given the behind the back nickname, Our Dough, by class clown ci-gar-smoking big wave rider Craig Yester. This was after Arnaud, a guy who drove a custom Rolls Royce and dressed in gold, refused to return the registered participants entry fee after the ’83 version of his Speed Crossing was cancelled due to light wind. Once in a while this happens on Maui, typically when a low accompanied by a large swell suffocates the island, but never had an event been cancelled. But that wasn’t the conflict of which I stumbled upon. 

				Arnaud and Mountain Man Dan Merkel, a tough ex-Marine and legend in big wave surf photography, were on site to bag some mast-mounted imagery. Arnaud, who had our dough, was rigging his camera to his mast at the same time as Merkel. I was rigging up my water housing to swim out for a few shots, when all hell broke loose. Arnaud was shouting obscenities in Dan’s direction. Then he marched toward moi.

				“Jonathan! That bleeping bleep Merkel bleep. He fired off all the shots in my camera, just after I had it all mounted up. Why, I’m going to kill him!” Arnaud stomped back to the beach and the two were about to come to blows before I jumped between them.

				“Woah, woah! Fellas! What gives?” (Can’t we all just get along?)

				“I told you, that f’er fired all my shots off!” said Arnaud.

				“F’ing frog! I did no such thing,” Dan said.

				“F’n Fellas! I’m sure there has to be some f’n explanation here!” I said. Arnaud then tried to take a swing at Dan as I held them apart, similar to an NBA ref separating two players. The danger there, Dan Merkel was a hell bent crazy ex-Ma-rine, and whatever battles he may have fought, he had taken much big-ger lickings on the North Shore and kept on ticking. He was the wrong dude to mess with. But in the end, I negotiated a truce until we could get to the bottom of the cause. As it turned out, Arnaud’s remote had malfunctioned, firing off his own roll of photos. At least he put film in the camera.
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				Legendary Ladies

				Ho’okipa was not a place for the faint of heart. The women who braved the big days displayed a level of bravado unmatched in other sports. They were not there to charm breth-ren. They were, however, well skilled to flirt with danger. While many of the male species were unleashing high levels of testosterone in the are-na, women added color, grace and calm to the Moana, the vastness of the ocean. 

				In the post-Bep Thijs era of racing on not only triangle courses, but slalom and in waves, the queens of windsurfing on the overall spec-trum had long been Rhonda Smith and Nancy Johnson. However, for pure wavesailing events, each rarely made an appearance on Maui. And who could blame them? When it came to contests, women always got the short end of the stick, being sent out in the worst possible conditions, and receiving unequal reward for their efforts. As soon as the waves died, and the wind turned fick-le, the event organizers would raise the pink flag and women’s heats would roll. That’s where lithe ladies like Kelby ex-celled. Kelby could work the numbers game (more speed, more waves, more points) better than anyone with flawless flair. But Debbie Brown was by far the better big wave sailor. Lena Kerr was pretty good, a charger tough as nails.She had survived a shipwreck onto a rocky coast at night with Barry Spanier and Geoff Bourne. But Debbie was skilled, and coming from Hawaii, Ho’okipa was her domain for at least ten years running.

				Equality in pay? There was not an equality in numbers, yet the effort, perhaps an effort needed even greater than the men, was equally the same or would be more so, if the playing field was the same. To run the Women’s heats during the down conditions should be worthy of pro-
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				test. Sticking to running events in a pre-scheduled order and letting the weather gods decide who gets the best conditions seems like a fair solu-tion. There was only one year when they ran a woman’s only contest, a made for TV episode replacing the NFL strike. The waves came up big and Rhonda won, but it was never aired as the player strike was resolved. 

				Despite their challenges, the women I came to know during the glo-ry years carried a positive attitude and genuine love for the sport, none more so than wavesailing pioneer Julie De Werd. Julie was an aggressive wave rider, better than many of the guys who were “pros.” She would learn to race as well, rising up through the ranks with grit and determi-nation to place 2nd overall for women twice on the World Tour. (After retiring, Julie succumbed to cancer at age 44).

				Suzanne Gedayloo excelled in contests at places like Diamond Head and Malibu (as well did Jill Boyer in the waves and Dana Dawes in slalom). “Tan Suzanne” her friends called her, or just “Tan.” Suzanne’s spirit was felt by all who were fortunate to cross paths, which was why so many commercial producers attempted to bottle her sunny disposition and represent their products. She was the bright light on the water, the friendliest face on the beach, and wherever her travels took her, she am-bitiously flew the flag as ambassador for the sport. I had to question a God who would not only extinguish Julie’s flame, but Suzanne’s at such an early age (cancer). 

				“Choice” Joyce D’Ottavio (everyone called her Choice) was the female equivalent of Craig Maisonville. Neither sailed with a harness, which for Maui’s winds took Herculean strength. Yes, Joyce certainly had the looks but she was much more than just a pretty face. Joyce had bra-vado. Like Kelby, she was still “one of the guys” you could easily talk to and a pleasure to be around. The only airs she had displayed were when she flexed her muscle, launching over the waves better than most men could imagine.

				Kelby and Rhon-da had both graced the cover of Life Mag-azine. That was a big deal at the time. Joyce was featured in a great variety of magazines as well. But the one who brought the most at-
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				Joyce D’Ottavio no harness, Sprecks. 
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				tention to the sport was Jenna de Rosnay. But Jenna was actually a much more successful racer than her beau. Jenna broke the Women’s World 500 meter Speedsailing Record seven times, the first as victor of the Speed Trials in Weymouth off the Isle of Portland in the United King-dom. In 2010 she was inducted into the Speedsailing Hall of Fame. She designed swimwear and modeled it as well, featured in major magazines Sports Illustrated, Vogue and every other fashion magazine worth the salt, placing windsurfing in a loftier realm of sportdom.

				A Jenna sighting on Maui, however, was a rare thing. She sailed up near Sprecklesville where her house jutted over the beach. The only time I actually witnessed Jenna sailing was up front and close filming for wind-surfing brand Fanatic. Hugh England, one of the original Windsurfing Hawaii dudes, drove me alongside Jenna in a Boston Whaler while I filmed slow motion footage of her windsurfing. Jumping ahead here on the timeline, but being a surreal mo-ment, I’m excusing my jarring error. 

				And let us not forget the unsung women of windsurfing in the gold-en era: Peggy King, Sonja Evenson, Debbie Floreani, Lorraine Daly, Karla Aguera, Carol Aldred, Peggy Lalor, Nathalie Lelievre, Jutta Muel-ler, Tomoko Okazaki… the list goes on. Without them, the fabric of the sport would have a starched collar. 

				Contests

				World Cup racing globally featured three events: course racing, slalom and waves. With piles of gear loading down planes, World Tour com-petitors traveled to venues such as La Torche (France), Sylt (Germany), Sheveningen (Holland), and Omaezaki (Japan). But since most of the money was coming from Europe and Japan, the circus only came to Maui twice per year, where they usually scheduled just the slalom and wave events.

				Contests were about preparation, support, and displaying greatness in a wide variety of conditions. They were rarely about pushing the lim-its, style or being radical, at least not until the final heats. Advancing 
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				through was about consistency. Try your luck in a contest and chances were great you would swim for life while the other guy racked up points. If going for broke in sub-par winds was your thing, it was something easily achieved. 

				Much like racing, if you didn’t have at least five rigs and five boards rigged up and ready to go at all times, like Robby, you were not going to make it through many heats. Most of us also-rans had maybe two boards, and a couple of sails, tops. That’s all that the ideal conditions on Maui required. Since it was ideal most of the time, until that contest came to town, we had no use for, nor could many afford, such an extrav-agant abundance of gear. 

				God Must Hate Contests

				God must hate contests, at least when I’m in them. But it was called the curse of the contest. As soon as that circus tent went up, the wind said, Ciao. Adios amigos. Cameras were perched everywhere. The more cameras there were, the more cursed the wind. Certainly, the cameras lining the shore couldn’t possibly curtail the weather. Yet, the bigger the contest, the more photographers, the greater the curse. Filming contests in the water was pure torture. With so few riders, and none concerned about lining up with you for a shot, a hundred waves would pass over your head before you would be lined up for a good shot.

				Always epic the day before, the contest emcees would hype up the fading conditions over the loudspeakers as best they could. The worse the conditions, the greater the volume of enthusiasm. Entering was just a way to guarantee you fifteen minutes of Ho’okipa between just the four of you. But then the long awaited day would arrive, and you’d rather be doing laundry instead of getting your clock cleaned.

				The guys that travelled from place to place around the world, guys like perennial cover boy, Tom Pace, we all thought at first they had the glamorous life. They made a living at windsurfing. They had to travel the world if they were going to get anywhere. Very few sailors who remained on Maui full-time could expect enough sponsors to carry them. The exposure was too limited. And traveling meant carting 5-10 boards and many more sails, booms and masts for every possible condition. It still seemed glamourous to most of us.

				 “Glamorous?” Tom told me, “In reality it was lugging 400lbs of gear and 11 bags through euro airports, only to drive 15 hours in a diesel van, to end up in a snowy beach to put on a full dry suit to be miserable. No one wanted to hear that it was expensive, hard, challenging, and fre-quently in terribly challenging places. Well ... it WAS still a blast, but not 
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				money for nothing and your chics for free.”

				When on Maui and the wind was down, I played hoops with a lot of the World Cup guys, Tom included. He was an incredible athlete, as was Finian Maynard, Ant Baker, Alex and Greg Aguera, and a bunch of other guys. I guess they weren’t concerned about getting hurt, because they went full speed. I went full speed, too. While lying on the ground flattened, Ant looked up at me and told me if I knocked him down again, he was going to kill me. I thought that was a funny place to be making threats from, an Ant on the ground. No hard feelings, we were all birds of a feather. I’m certain these games were conducted all over the globe when the wind deserted their events, because they seemed like a very close knit group.

				Robby Naish, Robby Naish, Robby Naish, Robby Naish

				There was one competitor with his trademark bright pink/fuchsia colored sail that stood out from them all, Robby Naish. With the sail number, 1111, reflecting his usual race results, the Naish name became synonymous with windsurfing. Regattas were one thing, but in the waves, Robby was an enigma. When the King took to the water, he destroyed the place with arcs of artistry, explosive finesse, fireball-quenching mag-ic, boosted jumps of awe. 

				It was true that Robby was better on waves where the wind blew in his direction. A goofy foot, meaning his natural coordination was to sail the waves on port tack, with his left foot in the back strap. There were 
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				many spots around the world with this alignment, but on the grandest stage, Ho’okipa, the riding was performed on starboard tack. Just as left handed Da Vinci could not paint the Mona Lisa with his right yet could still paint with his feet better than most, Robby seemed to be fighting the wave rather than flowing with it. This left the door open for regular footed mortals. 

				So, there was the world, and there was Ho’okipa. While Robby’s name was household, Mike Waltze’s was synonymous with this one par-
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				 Robby Naish at Diamond Head. Photo Darrell Wong.
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				ticular spot. As the King of Ho’okipa, Mike ruled not only on free spirit days, but knocked Robby off his pedestal more than a few times. Smaller, lighter, more compact, Mike became untouchable in lighter conditions, but not in every discipline. Robby still ruled the roost across all three dis-ciplines, with only one raid of his overall throne by Florida/early Maui transplant, Alex Aguera, at least until King Dunkerbeck came along. 

				Of course, I had known Alex from my earlier days of racing in the Windsurfer Class. It was great to see a true friend rise to the top. I thought his brother, Greg, might have been the one. Both were fearless, as wit-nessed not only on the water but in Spanish blood flare-ups duing our softball and basketball games with the locals. They say it’s not the size of dog in the fight, but the size of fight in the dog. So, both were fighters, yet, Alex was the bigger dog, which gave him the advantage in racing. As well, Alex remained on Maui longer, while Greg explored opportunities in South Africa. 

				Local Motion

				As Ho’okipa regulars, we didn’t travel the world circuit. Sailing at Ho’okipa on a gnarly day took impeccable timing and a reduced fear threshold that only came from routine practice. Robby was the only sail-or who could pull off not being here full-time, hopping a spinning globe instead; he made a ton of money while exposing the sport broadly to the world. 

				Yes, succeeding in wave contests remained a way to make some money, but not always how you were judged by the world at large. Guys like Mickey Eskimo rarely won a heat in a contest; his break-to-make ra-tio was among the lowest in the clan. Yet, a photo was only a moment in time. His moments in time were featured on over 200 magazine covers, primarily for his artistic flair, creativity, travel to exotic locales and a look on his face that embodied wildness, a higher level of existence, a third dimension. 
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				Alex Aguera, Sky Hombre.
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				There many other crowd favorites. There were best of categories for everything. Best jumper, best bottom turn, best aerial, most radical, etc. The leader board in the sand changed from day to day, but in the early days at Ho’okipa, it didn’t matter who won the contest. In the local mindset, forget the judges; only the player’s vote mattered. But the tro-phies and prize money were handed out to the victors. We locals were all kidding ourselves.

				The day after the contest, the wind always returned. The fanfare may have diminished but that mattered little, as we tucked ourselves back into our microcosm of windsurfing (and filming) in the best condi-tions on the planet.

				Big Aloha

				I had just finished rescuing Kelby, when I was warned of thirty minutes until my heat. I had not expected to even compete on this day, as the Women’s heats were scheduled. But when the waves loomed large, the contest organizer, Paul Ehman, made the switch. 

				The waves were monstrous. The wind though, was not only ex-periencing the full-fickle finger of curse but getting shadowed by the massive waves. Wind shadows like the one at Molokai’s Elephant Rock, the trough of waves here developed a wind shadow that made for chal-lenging conditions. There was no way easy way out and with the sinker I had rigged on the beach, it wouild be impossible with my weight. I would need a bigger sail and a board with greater floatation. A floater. It meant a loss of control and increased fear of skipping out, wiping out, bowling 
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				Rich Myers, fan favorite.
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				on the rocks with your body the pin, a death defying strike.

				I was third heat up. I had a floater rigged and ready on my lawn in Kuau, one mile west of Ho’okipa. With the wind dying and seeing guys not make it out on the boards they typically rode, I had to make a quick decision to drive down there, grab my rig and sail back up to Ho’oki-pa. There was no other choice if I wanted to advance.

				While still making my way back up the coast to the event boundaries, I saw a green flag go up. Was it my heat? I saw only three guys trying to get out, for-tunately without much success. It had to be my heat. One more tack up, and then I caught a monster swell. I wasn’t exactly ripping that wave on the floater I was riding but rode it well enough and right up onto the beach. The guys waiting for their next heat yelled for me to get back out there, my heat was in-deed in progress! I never made it back out through the close-out sets for another wave, and then got crushed, destroying that board and sail on the rocks as the horn sounded. After surviving this adventure, I was informed that I still won my heat. 

				There was little time to get it together for the next. The wind seemed to be picking up, so I gambled and went with my Sailboards Maui sinker, a great board for rail-to-rail turns, but I’d certainly need more breeze. I would next face Klaus Simmer, Malte’s brother; a talented and success-ful World Cup sailor. He was prepared and ready to go with his big floaty board and large sail, gear he knew intimately. He just looked at my gear and chortled, “Good luck there, buddy.” 

				That was how it was with me and the wind in wave contests, like going to war with a water pistol. I decided to hang up my contest cleats and focus on fun and photography.

				Kauai 

				Dan Wilson, my Long Beach bud, was now living on Kauai and invited 
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				me to come over. This, he promised, would be fun. Dan had an extra room to rent. He said there was not a lot of wind, but the waves were clean and the scenery spectacular. It was still a frontier; virgin territory. Wayno Cochran, Matt’s shaper, offered to shape me a board for the ad-venture, a squash tail that would work in the lighter winds.

				Dan and I explored every spot on Kauai where waves met wind. There was only one road around the island, so it was a fairly easy task. The surfers didn’t seem to mind us, either. I jumped right over top of one at Poipu, and we became good friends, later roommates, and converted him to windsurfing, a guy named Dave Shevling (we’d be roomates until he buried turtle guts under my bedroom). For the first month, the only place I would encounter another windsurfer besides Dan was at a break appropriately called Shipwrecks. Here, you would throw your board off a cliff and dive into the water, then grab it before the cliffs did you in. Getting back on shore was another challenge, but an afterthought. 

				Then Dan showed me a shaker of a spot called Salt Ponds. It was an Endless Summer type of wave, breaking on the south side of the island between two jetties in the middle of nowhere, providing perfect waves with rides lasting nearly a minute. Nowhere else had I sailed where I could pepper ten turns together, pinching myself in case of dream at 
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				Tunnels with Peter Boyd. 
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				the end of the ride. 

				To the north, there was Tunnels, where crystal clear waves broke to the dramatic backdrop of the Napali Coast. There was nothing like this place, and it was just amazing that nobody was windsurfing here. I was torn between keeping it to ourselves or sharing it with the world. I took a few photos but didn’t really have the talent there to produce the kinds of shots that I knew some of the stars could provide, so I decided to com-promise, and just tell a few friends back on Maui. Peter Boyd came over and we explored a few breaks, but mostly it rained. I did not publish an article and end it with, “Move to Kauai, I did.”

				Dan worked at one of those typical beach shacks that offered wind-surfing lessons and Hobie rides. Dan was the only part of the operation that was legit, the part which could actually windsurf. Dan figured things out long before I did. I was too naïve to figure out that the place was selling something else, and it wasn’t sex. This was windsurfing’s version of Kauai Vice, a pot-for-coke trading post. The owner of the opera-tion, a tall blond Viking who peppered his sentences with “Yowza,” had carved out a utopian existence with his operation. Like an 80’s trade-show booth, the guy employed a sex sells tactic, using girls in skimpy bikinis to attract customers. They could work the Windsurfer simulator, a contraption that would spin on land, but most didn’t want to get their hair wet. I zeroed in on the one with far away eyes.

				“Hey!”

				“Haay.”

				“Do I detect… a Southern accent?”

				“That you do.”

				“I’m from Maui.”

				“Ah know. Dan told me all bout ya.”

				“Did he tell you I fall for Southern girls like moonlight on magno-lias?”

				“Nice pickup liyne if it wasn’t a Jimmy Buffet song. What if ah told you ah was from the Nawth?”

				“I’d say I fall for Northern girls like syrup on pancakes. Not as ro-mantic, you see, but sweet?”

				“Sweet is as sweet does. You say you’re from Maui? I detect a bit of accent myself. It ain’t Maui.”

				“I’m really from Georgia but spent my college years in Florida.”

				“An edjacated peach. Then you’re smart enough to know love at first sight?”

				“Yes, Ma’am. I seem to be looking-”
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				The Viking came over and interrupted the conversation. The long-maned blonde guy stood about six-foot eight. Started to blowhard all about how he had discovered the big windsurfing breaks on the island. I thought it was Charlie Cowell. Oh no, he’d sailed circles around old Charlie. Offered me a job, but I wasn’t interested in working whatever job he had in mind. The benefits were great, just look at the staff, he said. That one you were talking to, just won the Brenneke’s Beach Bikini Contest. How’d you like a job with a trophy like that? I told him she’d already won first prize and I was it. Come out to Salt Ponds and we’ll see who sails circles around whom. 

				I taught the Bunny first and like buttered bisquits, she quickly learned how to keep that mast upright. No matter where she was from, I just had to get to know her. Now I knew why the Vikng was always saying, Yowza! I guess we kept Dan awake at nights because he dubbed her the Eveready Bunny. 

				One day we woke up, the Bunny and I, and Dan was gone. He left a note: Had to run. Long story. Left you my car. BE CAREFUL!

				Be careful about what? The surf? The car? Dan’s car was a beater to beat all beaters. It had a door you had to keep closed with a wire coat hanger, a partial Flintstone floor, and some nice graffiti on rust. In other words, a cultural treasure. But it wasn’t something I really needed to be careful of. Be careful of the girl? 

				While Dan was gone, and Bunny at work, Dave Shevling and I were living large, going windsurfing and cat sailing every day. Then one day, Dave came over all sweaty, in a nervous nelly panic. 

				“Jono, you know the Bunny?”

				“Yeah, Dave. What about her.”

				“Chic’s married.”

				“Yeah, well? Been separated long enough by my clock. I mean, she lives with your girl, Alice, who, rumor has it, has sleeping with Bunny’s hus-band.”

				“Dude, whatever. Listen, you’re in trouble. You’ve got to get away.”

				“Leave Kauai? What a joke.”

				“Not a joke. I mean like FAST. Her husband’s in with the Viking.”

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				Shipwrecks appropriate.

			

		

		
			
				MAUI GLORY DAYS

			

		

		
			
				120

			

		

	
		
			
				“What?!”

				“Bad dude. I know him. I mean bad.”

				A pickup with two pit bulls in the back passed by slowly.

				“There’s no time to waste. Here, take this Glock and my tent. Go camp somewhere on the beach, far away from here. Don’t’ head for the Napali Coast, he’ll figure that for sure. Go to Salt Ponds.”

				“Aw, hell no. I’m not taking your gun and going to Salt Ponds. I’m getting on a plane the hell out of here.” I could face a 20-foot wave, but guns and bullets I had once made a narrow escape from. Another book, perhaps. 

				“Whatever. Take my word for it. GO! HURRY! Out the back door. This guy’s BAD NEWS!”

				I went in the bedroom and told the bunny I knew what was up, but she said she was coming with me. A LOUD KNOCK AT THE DOOR. (Not another one! Lisa’s parents?). She just had to swing by her house. Bunny went in and came out with a six-year-old darling girl in tow. We drove quickly to the airport and I could see the pickup in the rear view mirror. It remained a distance back, but it was the bad dude all right. I dropped big and little bunny at the curb, turned down a canefield just before the airport and parked the car. 

				When we got to Maui, the little girl wanted her Daddy. Six days straight of not wild sex but a little girl crying for her Daddy. I was a horny devil but no homewrecker. The bubble of paradise had been popped. I was trying to figure out how to break it off, when the Bunny got a call from the police. I’m not sure how they got my number, but the news was that her husband was arrested carrying a gun, trying to board a flight to Maui. The Bunny went back to Kauai with the girl to bail Daddy out of jail. It seemed the romance was over.

				25 years later, there is another knock on the door, only this time it’s not the Bunny. It’s Dan. “DUDE! WHERE’S MY CAR?” 

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				Dan found his car. The Car is here.
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				Speed Man

				I packed up and moved to Kuau in a studio sharing walls with Fred Haywood. The studio was attached to a house in which Fred and Jimmy Lewis lived. Right off my deck I had not only a view of the ocean, but of Fred’s quiver. He’d rise every morning and rig up ten to twenty RAF sails (Rotating Air Foil sails have battens that project beyond the back aspect of the mast, creating more of an aero foil shape when rotated).

				I could grab anything as long as I let him go faster than me. Yeah, right. On the thin needles meant for downwind speed we’d blaze down the coast to Kanaha in a couple of seconds and return via dropped car or sail back upwind, the latter which would take upwards of an hour. No shuttle service back then boys.

				Fred was the only world class windsurfer I knew that was born on Maui. Fred was older than most of us by ten years, and one of the few who’d graduated from college before windsurfing threw a stick in ouir spokes. He’d evidently made some money in real estate, lost it, and in-vested what was left with Bill King and Mike Waltze in Sailboards Maui. Or maybe they just partnered with him on his charisma and good looks, stirred not shaken. 

				The first time I came across Fred was at the Molokai Speed Crossing af-ter party at Fred’s condo in Kaanapali. I met a lot of interesting characters at that party like John Severson but didn’t really meet Fred that night. I just wit-nessed the wake of his tornadoes. I had worked up the nerve to chat up a blonde named Heidi. Upon introducing myself, Heidi burst into tears. I wondered what I’d said. Carol, the same Carol that would plant her board into the side of my head while I was waterstarting at Ho’okipa, the same Carol that would die too young from a tropical disease while traveling to Indo… told me that the girl was crying because Fred had just dumped her. Heidi I learned was just another number in a long line of Fred’s fallen dominoes. I assumed Heidi was not going to consider me for a consolation prize. 

				Fred wasn’t part of the regular crew that evolved from the early Windsurfer days. He jumped on the plane in mid-flight after seeing Mike Waltze teaching in Kaanapali. By the time the first handful of outsid-
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				ers reached Maui, Fred was already waterstarting, going big on jumps (largely out of control but still going big), and tackling some fairly large monsters on a short board. 

				Fred was for a long time pretty much on his own on Maui when it came to Speedsailing. Sure, he was always big wave hunting, but when the waves were flat he was working with Barry Spanier and Geoff Bourne on fast sails and with Jimmy Lewis on speed needles, some almost as thin as a slalom water ski.

				To give a short history of Speedsailing before Fred, the quest for speed had been the realm of behemoth sailing cats and trimarans such as Crossbow at Weymouth Speed Week, held once per year in England. With such leverage and sail area, it would take many years to beat their record using a windsurfer, but the pursuit was always on. The first wind-surfers to appear at Weymouth in 1977 were Mike Waltze and Ken Win-ner, but they were one upped by dutchman Dirk Thijs on a stock Wind-glider, clocking 19 knots over the 500 meter course. Jaap van der Rest, also from Holland soon broke that easy mark with a run of 24.45 knots at Maalaea Bay (Maui) on a Ten Cate Special. Brest, France became the first event using speed needles, those narrow boards designed for cross-wind speed and nothing else. That event drew over 250 competitors. Velocity had definitely become a tall man’s game, with German Philip Prudenze clocking 26.5 knots. Then along came Frenchman speed ras-cal Pascal Maka at RYA Speed Week, setting a new windsurfing speed record at 27.8 knots on a Jimmy Lewis board. This got Fred’s attention.

				I rarely got a word in edgewise with Fred, but that was okay. To lis-ten to him tell stories about the old days when the great tsunami of ___ 
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				Coast run with Fred Haywood, Sprecks in background.
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				took a giant chunk from the point at Ho’okipa, or when he swam with Olympian Mark Spitz, it paid to listen. His voice had the resonation of a conch shell blowing at Black Rock. 

				He had prepared for epic, life changing events before. Some suc-ceeded, others came up just short. Fred swam for Stanford, had won the US Nationals in backstroke, yet missed qualifying for the Olympics by one one-hundredth of a second. One one-hundredth. I had come to know Fred and know well that this split second drove him like the devil to exonerate his near greatness, to achieve some greatness bigger than life itself.

				The thing I remember most from those Speedsailing sessions was the dare. It was not your typical morning, brisk and cool. The wind had been up all night. Fred came by for his usual surf check and muscle shake out, the latter a habit from his swimming days. 

				Fred usually just walked right into my room, even if there was a girl in there, which at the time, there often wasn’t. Between windsurfing and photography, I had evidently run out of time for them. Fred came in, opened my fridge, grabbed some chocolate milk and drank it right out of the carton. Then he stood on my deck, looking up at the palms bending over. A coconut hit one of his boards. Fred shruggged, there were more. 

				“I wonder what’s up with this weather?” Fred asked himself. “Pretty unusual for summer, but I’m liking this breeze.” It looked good indeed. Fred went on, “A little too East for a coast run. What do you say we mix 
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				Body drag racing down coast. Photo by Barry Spanier.
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				things up a bit today, head straight out to sea? It wasn’t really a question. The first one to turn around is chicken.” I told him we should probably call Arnaud, but Fred said Arnaud was off on one of his grand adven-tures. This would be nothing for him. I suggested we take a page out of Arnaud’s book and at least bring water. No, no water. Just us and the sea.

				We went out and out, blasting along with the flying fish, which were launching in platoons around us. Maui began to look very small, the Haleakala observatory a dot on a hill. The further we got out from the Venturi effect of the islands, the more the wind dropped, but we were able to use our apparent wind to keep the momentum. 

				Fred let me get ahead for a while, probably to block the flying fish, as we were getting whacked by more than a few, one right to the crotch. I lost a bit of focus at that point and didn’t see Fred jibe first and kept going several hundred yards outside of the wind line. Once I lost the ap-parent wind and jibed, I couldn’t get back up on a plane having lost my momentum. It was a long slog back until the true trades filled in. Fred was eating lunch.

				“Well, I guess you’re the chicken,” I said

				“You misunderstood. I said first one to turn around gets to eat the chicken.” I could see it came from my fridge.

				Fred got on the phone, called Pascal Maka, reigning speed cham-pion, and told him he was coming to Weymouth Speed Week. And, he was coming to kick his ass. The following month, Fred followed up on his promise. Fred took Barry Spanier’s wing sail design rigged on Dimitrje Milovich’s wing mast to Weymouth and broke the 30-knot barrier. Thir-ty knots may not seem like much by today’s standards where upwards of 50 has been achieved, but at the time it was sea shattering. Fred and his team had turned a small niche of the sport into the most desired trophy of all.

				By the time Fred got back to Maui, he was a superstar, the top gun. And when you’re the top gun, other gunners come gunning for you. Erik Beale was the first slinger to arrive. Even Fred’s shaper, Jimmy came gun-ning. Along came the big guns, some guy they called Larry the Painter. 
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				Playboy 

				Henning Brockhaus of F2 lined me up to do a shoot with a top windsurf-ing “model” for Playboy. It was to be published only in German, Italian and French Playboy editions, countries that were the prime markets for F2. Predictably, the American model did not want her Mom to know that the people were going to see more of her beautiful creation than perhaps intended.

				The shoot was kept quiet as far as I knew and her mother none the wiser. The problem came some months later after the European issues were released, Bo Derek on the cover of the Italian edition. Nothing like being overshadowed by a windsurfing Bo Derek, but hey, my model went harnessless in more extreme conditions!

				After the shoot my stock went up, with one windsurfing magazine, particularly digging my style. They gave me a stipend to have first dibs on my photos, so once a month one of the editors would come to my small abode on Kuau point and rummage through the boxes of slides. It would take them hours, so I went out windsurfing while they did their edits. 

				When I came back from my session, the photo editor’s eyes were all lit up. He didn’t speak any English, but kept looking through the loupe, a magnifying device, and I could see by his body language that something was up! I grabbed the box and told him they couldn’t have those. He kept saying, “Stipend! Stipend!” He went to put another box in his bag. I grabbed the box. More rejects. No stipend. He got up and left quickly.

				Three months later, I get a phone call from the girl. She’s pissed. I’m dead. Why? “Check out the latest issue of that magazine!” I felt like a brick had landed on my head, and I’m sure she did as well. The rejects had been rejected by me for all the normal reasons like poor composition, or just over-exposure, pertaining to both light and body. In short, I would have never knowingly released those photos to anybody. They were indeed more embarrassing for me than the model, and while not many windsurfer dudes blinked an eye at overexposure, it was my fault for not being more organized with my photos, and my business affairs in general. I felt horrible.

				While I wouldn’t consider the model a close friend, she was defi-nitely a beach buddy and someone I would often have to rig in close proximity to in the future. To her credit, she let me off the hook even-tually and just told me to get my hands on every reject and hand them over . . . or else, buddy. It would be the last time I worked for F2.
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				Little Black Spot on the Sun

				Karma spank. I was walking over the rocks at Kuau Point with board and rig balanced over my head, when I slipped, and broke my fall using my hand. Something sharp went into my palm. It was a good day, so I kept going, and hoped whatever it was would work its way out. After a week, it did not. A black spot formed within a layer of calloused skin. The pain grew until I couldn’t grip a boom or even my camera.

				As it turned out, Dr. John Mills, the same who had sewn up the side of my head, lived next door to my sailmaker bud, Barry Spanier, in the Sprecks complex. DJ wasn’t home, so I drifted over to Barry’s, who let me know that DJ was off at a party with Mike Waltze, and should be coming back soon. Would I like to come in for some adult refreshments? I asked Barry to share some of his sailing adventures to keep my mind off the pain, so he obliged with a continuation of his dramatic shipwreck stories.

				“Ah no, haven’t I talked about that enough?”

				“Naw, man. Come on, Barry. I can never get enough of that incred-ible tale.”

				“Well, it was the dead of night and we were on our way to the New Hebrides, caught by an unrelenting storm…our boat was cast upon the rocks while we were down below sleeping, naked and warm and cozy…next thing, icy water…we swam for our lives. How about we talk about 
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				Barry Spanier in Maui Sails loft. 
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				new ideas for boats?”

				“Like what? Are you going to build some sort of Superyacht from all the money you guys are making from Neil Pryde?”

				“All the money we’re making from Neil Pryde? There’s a miscon-ceived perception.”

				“But… they’ve sold millions of your sail designs.”

				“We’re like you. We get caught up in the passion of doing what we love, the creation of it all. The working with the riders and riding our-selves. If we were accountants instead, we’d probably get our worth, but instead we’re taken advantage of by big business.”

				“Hard to believe.”

				“No big deal. Having fun while living is worth all the money in the bank. How much did you make on all of the product boxes with your photos on them?”

				“I think I got a quiver of sails in exchange.”

				“Exactly, but you’re having fun doing it, right? The guys making the boxes are probably making more on the sails than we are, but are they having any fun? Speaking of boxes, did you hear about the big box stores coming to Maui?”

				“What’s a big box store?”

				“Big warehouse stores where you buy gobs of stuff. Conglomerates that are going to gobble small business up. They’ll sell water in plastic bottles and-”

				“Wait. Water in plastic bottles? What for?”

				“Because the water is, you know, becoming polluted. And people 
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				Pat Walsh setting the table with the first Maui Sails.
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				want convenience. Then they throw it away. Some of it will go to recy-cling, sure, but most of it will make its way right into in the ocean, where we surf.”

				“Will they invent some kind of computer program so I can edit all that garbage out of my photos?”

				“Yes, they will invent personal computers, and they will invent Pho-toshop.”

				“Man, you sure do think ahead, Barry.”

				“Always. That thing inside your skull was put there for a reason. What I’m really thinking forward on is a ship that will gobble up all that plastic.”

				We waited a long time for DJ and Mike. Maybe they took a mid-night ride on DJ’s Hobie and went to Molokai. Meanwhile, the shell was egging at my hand. While talking about my past and yacht racing, I had good memories of racing as Captain of the University of Florida Sailing team, the battles between our team and my friend yet nemisis Ed Baird’s FSU. Yet, the pain of the shell brought back the bitter. Even though I had been very successful at racing small boats like Lasers, Thistles, 470s and every other class of boat required for collegiate racing, one race stood out like the pain of that shell. It was the Laser Nationals, where there were 500 boats on the starting line. After six races and four bullets I was seven points in the lead ahead of Baird. Going into the final race the wind cranked which was strong in my favor. Howeever, the black flag was up after several general recalls, meaning that if you were over early, you had to retire. I thought I had a clean start but it was close. I jumped out to an early lead of about three boat lengths over the fleet. The numbers on the bullhorn sounded like mine! Since I was so suddenly clear of the fleet, I thought it had to be me. Asking Ed if I was the culprit was the bigger mistake, so I retired. There was no going back through the line. 

				The PRO race committee guy came up to me after the race and asked me why I tossed one of the biggest regattas in Laser Class history. Was I sick to my stomach? No, but now I was. What was the point of retiring? Good Samaritan?

				I was almost as sick to my stomach as when I got that phone call the year before. Having secured a crew spot with Flying Dutchman World Champion, Dick Tillman, for the 1980 Olympics, we were a shoe in for the Gold. After arduous training in icy waters, a dismasting and near drowning, I got the call from Dick. Due to Russia’s invasion of Afghan-istan, those Olympics, our country was boycotting. God Bless America. 
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				I decided to give up on dinghy racing altogether, diving headfirst into windsurfing for the freedom it offered and the thrill of riding waves. Ed went on to win among other things, the America’s Cup.

				 My thoughts were interrupted by a bunch of raucous singing. It must be DJ and Mike. Dr. John wasn’t sure if he was in the right frame of mind for any jungle operations, but Mike was eager to witness the pain. Mike, who not only didn’t care for me too much, but was in the band, Over The Edge, (with Kai Katchedorian, Brett Lickle, and Mark Angulo). They played Sting a lot, including King of Pain. So after about an hour of Dr. John digging around in my hand, trying to grasp the conical shell with tweezers without breaking it into pieces, I told him to give it up, maybe try tomorrow when he was a bit more sober.

				“No! He’ll get it! Man up!” Mike cheered on.

				Eventually, the shell came out, and DJ held it to the light like the holy grail of seashells. The conical bastard. “Put it back in! Try it again!” I think Mike was finally beginning to like me. 

				Pryde And Prejudice

				Barry Spanier asked me if I wanted to try my hand at video, working on the first rigging and tuning video for Neil Pryde. Geoff Cornish, Chief Marketing Officer for NP, told me it was a shoestring budget, but actual-ly paid some money this time. I was eager to work with Barry, the origi-nal brain trust of windsurfing sail design, and what an honor to work for such a giant in the industry, Neil Pryde. 
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				Mike Waltze, with his own share of injuries, wearing my funky helmet .
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				We shot the video with a character named Skip Shakro, a guy who was not a bad windsurfer but played the part of kook. He did campy stuff, like took an iron to the sail on an ironing board. The narration, “That’s no way to get the wrinkles out.” 

				The shoot was easy, but I didn’t own any kind of video studio. On that budget, I couldn’t rent one, either. My editing process consisted of a marriage between two VHS C decks. My partner in crime, Joel Rich-man, would press pause and record on the record deck while I cued up the source deck with the clip. It was a rough marriage, but we made it work. 

				It looked good to us, but Geoff wanted to shift things around in the relationship of the clips. That meant a complete redo. I had learned about the artistic side of photography (a love/hate myself process), while attending the photography arts program at the University of Florida. Later in my education, at Brooks Institute of Photography, I was bom-barded by criticisms from ardent professors. Reshoot this, reprint that, do it all over again. I didn’t realize at the time just how much this educa-tion was preparing me for real life. 

				Just as we were making the final edit, a power spike blew both decks and we’d have to use more than what we were making on new ones. I was tempted to throw in the towel again. Joel and I both thought the project would never end. We would need to rig and tune some creative ways to make rent. There went the Spinach Nut burger budget.

				When the project was finally over, Joel decided he’d had enough of the movie business and went back to being a lawyer. I wanted to throw that video gear over the cliff and go back to being a photographer. But, I figured what the hell, if I’m going to destroy it, might as well go big.

				Freestyle Miles and 

				the POV Seedlings

				If Mike Waltze was the King of Ho’okipa, Miles Valle was the King of Sprecks. Recognized as such due to was his daily dominance of the smooth water area just off the beach. For those rigging and resting in the makeshift grandstand of broken trees and sand, all eyes were on what trick Miles would come up with next.
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				Well liked, he was a no wor-ries always happy kind of a guy. 

				It wasn’t like Miles took what Gary Eversole, the King of long-board freestyle did, and turned it on its ear. It was a new form of high-perfor-mance freestyle. Carving 360s, midair jump jibes, duck jibe back to sail whoopdeedoos. Some of it I just couldn’t figure out. Whatever he was doing, it was orig-inal, and planted the seeds for modern freestyle. Another seed was plant-ed as well when Miles and I became good friends. Just for kicks, I would try to follow his path and emulate his tricks. That’s when the idea came to me. What if I filmed this from my moving perspective? Now that would be wild.

				Regarding motion, I probably had something floating around in the back of my mind after watching surf films with board mount footage and some hand held ski footage by Warren Miller. It was way back in my first college semester at Florida Tech Oceanography in Jensen Beach, Florida, that a dorm rat showed me his skydiving footage, an 8mm mov-ie camera mounted to the side of his helmet. A little off perspective to jilt the feeling of being there, but thinking back on it that was my innovation seed. It was floating around in my cerebellum. After all, innovation is nothing more than taking an existing thing in the universe and applying it in a new way.

				Would I be trying to show what it was like to windsurf or justify my hedonistic life centered on the thrill of riding and jumping waves. Did I care that I influenced other people to windsurf? By that time, there were enough people flocking to Maui from all corners of the world to crowd the waves and block the wind entirely, so I axed that. It was just some-thing I was destined to do. 

				I next took the video camera used on the Neil Pryde shoot, and created a makeshift waterproof barrier. The camera, already being quite awkward, had no room for a housing. I just took some clear vinyl, a hot glue gun, and went to town. I’d have to take it apart to change batteries. 
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				The tape, a VHS C, was inserted into a deck weighing several pounds. I placed that in my backpack. Rob Kaplan of Da Kine personally sewed one up for me. I remembered when he showed me his first footstrap. 

				The cord connections were dicey, with a slow leak compounded by pressure, so diving down was a recipe for disaster. I’d try to stay on the board at all costs. 

				I was now good to ride. Miles was my guinea. The first time you try out things like this it should be on a nice mellow day at Kanaha; but the first thing we did was head out to Outer Baldwin and launch off a sizable wave, breaking far out to sea in No-man’s Land. I rode with Miles in front of me and Miles behind me, Miles to the side of me, all miles out to sea. Being so far out, figuratively, there was a lot of chop, and a lot of wind. I hit a ramp and went too high, knowing if I landed it, I’d break my neck. So I did the logical thing and bailed. 

				The next wave munched me. I had no idea how to swim with this thing. I had no idea where my board and rig disappeared to. Miles also got munched but held onto his rig. When he recovered, he let me know my rig had ripped out to sea. He grabbed it, sat down and waited for me to swim out and grab it. It was time to go in.

				You could say I was a bit anxious to see all of these great rides and jumps I’d captured. When I got back to my little studio by the sea in Kuau, I didn’t own a TV. Thus, I took the tape to the little studio next door to me and asked the guy if I could plug my VCR into his. He was a photographer of other genres besides watersports but interested to see what I had. His name was Andrew Joel. 

				There was another guy there who smoked these little Indian cig-arettes. He said he had just returned from India and had sold a bunch of “art.” I just took his word for it, but neither of these guys were artists nor were they surfers. I’m not sure either had ever gotten their hair wet. But their TV worked, so I plugged the tape in and there on the screen was a breathtaking image nothing short of amazing. Nothing short of amazing lasted about ten seconds before I hit the first jump, landed, and the image went static. The tape had jumped off the video heads.

				The first run was a bust, but what trial and errors were not? I don’t imagine the Wright Brothers got it right the first time, so I tried again. Meanwhile, Miles, who was semi sponsored by Simmer Style Sails, told the owner, Malte Simmer, about what I was doing. Malte took a look at just the 10 seconds of good footage and hired me to make a Simmer Style promo, all shot with my helmet at Ho’okipa. 
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				First GoProto. Helmet Video Cam VHS-C, recorder in Da Kine backpack handmade by Rob Kaplan. Riding wIth Joe Kool. Photo Erik Aeder.
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				POV Simmer Style

				It took a while to get the camera mounted on the helmet with the angle just right. The key to the perspective, as I would learn from studying my collection of footage, was that you needed to be following someone (GoPro users still don’t get that today). One challenge while having your aim locked onto another rider was to sense your surroundings, such as a wave about to clock you in the head, or board traffic coming your way. I nailed one guy out for his first time at Ho’okipa square on, slamming into his sail. He was on an atypical trajectory, but you’ll have that. He cursed me, nobody got hurt, and I never saw the guy again. 

				The biggest challenge was my balance, completely thrown off by the weight atop my head. When the center of gravity is raised two feet above your center point, the pendulum swing of g-forces when going from bottom turn to off the lip was difficult master. Once leaning over, it’s much harder to get your body going back to vertical and then in the other direction. Once the swing passes vertical, it wants to continue go-ing in that direction, requiring great anticipation to slow the momentum before it’s too late. Wipeout.

				Pete Cabrinha told me he tried it and nearly drowned, so he took whatever getup some filmaker had set upon his head and took it off to never try again. It seemed I had the POV business all to myself until electronics evolved. Another thing going for me was that I was an unself-ish rider. I wasn’t accustomed to being the “talent” and my ego didn’t require that the cameras aimed at me. I also had an advantage over other riders of knowing how to position myself with another rider from having learned basic cinematography rules, placing the rider between me and the wave for the ultimate POV experience. There is always a fine line between crazy and genius, but basically, I was the only one nuts enough to place a ten pound camera on top of my head. It took a small brain and a big neck.

				Jumping was not really the problem. Landing them was. I probably compressed my six feet three frame a good inch. It was crucial to absorb the impact with a nose first landing. One time I got a little out of control and landed flat. It cost me my favorite Hi Tech asymmetrical. I was lucky that Craig kept a few 8’9” can openers in the closet for me. 

				The worst wipeout with my helmet camera was right off H Poko point. As I went over the falls, my harness line caught around the back of the camera. I had to ride the wave out under the sail all the way from the outside peak to the rocks. It was like getting dragged by some monster linebacker by the facemask from one end zone to the other. I was flagged 
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				for the penalty, the punishment being a trip across the rocks wearing a helmet camera. My rig was destroyed. Time to go to Joe Cool’s for a sail repair.

				“Hey Joe, when do you think my sail will be ready?”

				“Oh yah, well, I’m kind of backed up. Check back with me in a few days.” A few days goes by.

				“Hey Joe, how’s that repair going?”

				“Oh yah, well, it’s in that pile there. I’ll get it to you real soon, promise.”

				Two weeks later. Pile hasn’t moved. Joe’s on the bongos.

				“Hey JOE!”

				“What? Oh hey, you’re next. Trust me. Which one was yours?”

				Meanwhile, next door, the guys smoking the weird cigs viewed my edited Simmer Style video. They then looked at each other, turned to me and said, “Let’s make a movie!” 
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				Fred Haywood preparing through life for his big day. Stanford swimming team National Championswimmer and polo star, World Speed record holder, meditating with Gerry Lopez, working on sails with Barry Spanier. Top, Jenna checks the wind with Ar-naud. Yep, it’s the day. 
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				CHAPTER 6: 1984

				 Magnificent Monday

				Telex!

				Beginning of Telex from Arnaud de Rosnay to WindSurf magazine:

				THE MAGNIFICENT MONDAY 27 OF FEBRUARY 84

				-----------------------------------------------------------------------

				MALTE SIMMER, CRAIG MAISONVILLE, DAVID EZZY, FRED HAYWOOD IN THE WATER

				ON THE SHORE JENNA WITH MY LONG LENS

				IN THE HELICOPTER, ARNAUD….NO OTHER PHOTOG-RAPHERS….

				AT HO’OKIPA SETS OVER 16 FEET, BIG SETS OVER 30 FEET….

				It’s Monday

				BAM BAM BAM! I awoke before dawn to someone pounding on my door. Not again! As my eyes cleared, groggy from a late night’s photo editing session, I found nobody at the door. My studio was surrounded by glass and looked directly at the ocean, but the dim, morning light enshrouded the windows in mist, as water streamed down through the salt-stained panes. I suspected I may have been still dream-ing, some mythological creature to emerge from the fog. The pounding noise continued. Were they bombing Kahoolawe? That couldn’t be. I had moved from Kihei to Kuau Point, on the opposite side of Maui, so no chance I could hear any Navy bombing all the way over on the other side of the island. Again, a booming noise, a barrage so intense it shook the walls of the studio! Were we under attack? Whatever, I went back to bed.

				As bushed as I was, there was no sleeping. I got up out of bed again, and this time opened the sliding glass door and walked outside. The noise grew much louder. I walked over to the steps that led down the rocks to the ocean. Spray met my face. Through the glaring porch light, it seemed like the stairs were gone. Fred was already standing there in the darkness with his usual manner of shaking out his big gorilla arms 
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				and legs. 

				“Big… day… ahead,” Fred spoke.

				“I guess Weatherman James was right for–.”

				 “Big Pacific Low. Been stalled out for days. Just far enough offshore we might get some breeze to go with it.”

				“Wind and big waves. That would be rare. Besides, big swells like this typically arrive on–.”

				“Big swells like this don’t care what day it is!” 

				It was Monday.

				We’d been listening to the sea release its wrath upon the reef, but even the dawn of day defined nothing. Peering out through the mist, we could just manage to see the beasts rumbling toward us.

				“Don’t look now,” Fred said. There’s already some rustle to the palms.” 

				Sure enough, the mist began to move sideways and clear. As the sun rose over Haleakala, it’s rays pierced first light upon the waves, like a curtain rising on a big show. Fred just stared out at the whitewater, now more defined through the mist. He knew that every fiber of his being was about to be contested. I’d seen him focused but this time seemed transformed into an altered state. The trance was broken by wild whoops of exclamation from the guys standing on the bluff next door. From the cut of their figures, and their cloth, I could tell who they were: Mike Waltze, Mark Paul, and Scotty O’Connor. 

				None of us had ever witnessed waves as big as these. Not in maga-zines, not in films, certainly not in person. Even as the sun shone upon these behemoths of storm, it was hard to fathom the fury. The sea churned and pounded, building to great heights, then BOOM went the sea, as if lashing out at us, unwilling to tolerate another battle. Fred took one last look at the surf, one last shake of his giant quads, and walked back toward the house. He had not fallen short of setting a speedsailing world record and was determined not to fall short on this day.

				“Hey!” I yelled. Fred turned halfway around. 

				“You’re really planning to go out there, aren’t you?”

				Fred looked at me deadpan. A wry smile crept upon his face.

				“You’re kidding, right? That’s crazy. Aren’t you, you know–afraid?”

				 “Afraid? You’d be a fool not to be. A dead fool.”

				Fred went to Charley’s to eat breakfast. He was calm in fortitude, yet large in appetite. Fred would need to eat big. He ordered the Eggs Benedict with a stack of pancakes. There was no hurry. The wind would 
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				rise, the tides and stars would align. This could be it. This could be the day he’d long awaited to prove his greatness, his worth, his magnificence. Not to the world, but to himself. Though in a way it was to the world, because if the wind, the oncoming waves, the onrushing tide conspired – he would conquer or go down in infamy. 

				Along the way to check on his shop in town he was flagged down by Arnaud heading toward Ho’okipa.

				“Fred! The biggest waves of the century are coming today!” Fred just looked at Arnaud, as if the choir had preached. Arnaud continued, shaking with excitement and that anxiety really only photographers feel on the cusp of potential grand imagery. “I will go and get the helicopter and fly over Ho’okipa at exactly 12:30 PM. I assume you will be the first to go out.”

				Fred calmly shook his head, popping some sunflower seeds in his mouth.

				“What?! You’re not going? Bok bok bok bok!”

				Fred spit out a shell. “Not at 12:30 I’m not. The tide’s shifting from low to high around 4:30. I’ll go out and ride one wave, and that’s it.”

				“But the chopper. It’s the best angle!”

				“I’m sure you’ll find other guys out.” Fred rolled up his window and zoomed away.

				Meanwhile, the waves were surging in off Kuau Point, with even the smaller sets cresting thirty feet high. Waves in Hawaii are measured from their backs, meaning the faces were over fifty feet. I continued to watch the surf with Mike, Mark and Scotty, each assessing if we were brave enough to venture forth. 

				To swim out there would be insanity. 99.9 percent of even the best swimmers would not possibly survive it. Handicapped with a camera in hand reduced those chances by half. But like Fred, I had something to prove to the world and myself. I believed that I was capable of surviv-ing it. I had been in big waves, but with my wide-angle lens, had never managed to capture the magnitude I had often experienced. To capture that one big shot was a matter of perspective. Sure, I could have taken the easy way out and hired a helicopter, but I never took the easy way out. The perspective from the water and I had become synonymous in nature. I was not battling nature; I was enraptured by it. Like Fred, I had to go. To just get that one shot. Besides, Scotty with his happy-go-lucky demeanor somehow convinced me that it was a good idea to get out there. It would be fun, he said. We all had ridden big waves and had in-
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				significant pictures to show for it. The stage had been set; the storybook opened. If we chose to enter it, we would either rise up to epic propor-tions or go down. 

				Scotty and I first went up to Ho’okipa and checked it out, while Mike checked Jaws with Gerry Lopez. Impossible. Even Ho’okipa looked un-rideable as the waves were so big that they blocked the wind to ride them, Mike said. But Scotty was undeterred. The waves right off Mama’s Fish House looked even bigger, breaking further out, therefore there was more wind on their faces. So we all signed a pact. We were going, launching right there off the rocks at Kuau Point. 

				I was ready again to ride that fine line between crazy and bold, insanity and empowered. I honestly felt like I could swim in any waves thrown at me. With my camera in hand and fins on feet, I decided to throw caution to the wind, and not allow fear to be a factor. I was the first of the day to jump straight into the massive surges of whitewater. 

				My timing was perfect. As I eyed the first wave coming my way, I re-alized that not only was the wave ten times over my head, but I was also in over my head. But there was no swimming back, as the current sucked me strongly into the first wave’s grasp, which had already broken so the brunt of the power had already been released. I swiftly swam under. 

				There was not much room between the reef and the thunderous downpour, being swallowed by the turbulence, but with enough speed and power I surged through. It was a long way to make it to the other side of the wave, the current being stronger than any river I’d swam. But I made it through fine and thought, That’s not so bad. I can handle this. 

				Going under each wave encompassed swimming a great distance. As a competitive swimmer, I practiced holding my breath from one end of the pool to the other, sometimes making it 100 meters. It seemed almost that distance under each wave, but could have only been 30, the violence intensifying the experience. If, when swimming the pool, I took one breath at the end, and then back to the other side, and continued this rite of passage for seven laps straight, well, that could not be done. I would have to do it now, only under more extreme circumstances.

				As I swam under a couple of more waves, the power of the beasts intensified. I was now into the crux of the matter. As the next wave formed to a height unimaginable, I could hardly believe my eyes. I fought back the reality that I had gone in over my head, beyond my capabilities as a human to face such a Goliath. I had experienced nightmares like this, where a wave of such massive proportions engulfed me. But in my dreams I could breathe underwater. Here, I could not.

				I dove, but there was insufficient water depth into which I could es-
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				cape, little pillow to brunt the wave’s impact. I lay flat upon the reef and clung to the crags, awaiting the executioner’s blow. It came swiftly and bellowed out what little breath I had left. I hung on and let the wave pass, only to surface and not be able to breathe. I was done for, with another wave bigger than the last about to devour me, this one further out than any before it. There was nothing I could do but go under, but I didn’t have the strength left to go deep enough. The wave tore at my limbs and spun my body around and around, losing much of the ground I had so ardently gained. I realized now my time had come. It was goodbye to the world and all I loved. I came to the surface like a breaching whale, gasped for air, and let go of the camera. I knew it would be my last breath of air, to see the watery remnants of this planet for the last time, before laying down to rest in Neptune’s garden. My mind was awash in sadness of never seeing my dog again.

				 And then, silence. Alas, I had gone through the last wave. I had made it outside of the break. There my camera floated. I grabbed it, elated to have a second chance at life, to hopefully make it back to shore and see my golden retriever. I was certain he was patiently waiting by the rocks. But now I had been ripped so far outside of the break it seemed as if I was in the middle of the ocean. Perhaps I was being eyed by some big animal as a tasty snack, but I never thought much about this. I was alive and that was all.

				Though it was hard to see through the mist, I still didn’t see any of the guys heading out. I wondered if it was like that old football trick where you told your friend or foe to go long for a pass, only to drop the ball and walk away. But then I saw some carnage on the rocks, little ant like creatures were retreating with broken masts and ripped sails. Almost an hour went by as I swam farther out to sea, wondering how I would ever make it back to shore. 

				 As time passed, I saw one, then two triangles appear. Mike Waltze sailed past me and shouted, “You’re halfway to Molokai! You’ll never get a shot out here. Go more inside.” 

				 Get a shot. Right. That’s what I came out here to do. I wanted to tell Mike and Scotty that the waves were breaking even further out from where I sat, but as a half hour went by, nothing loomed. Mike sailed by and urged me again to swim to the inside. Maybe I had been ripped far outside of the break, so I turned toward shore and began to kick my fins. Not ten seconds later, the waters begin to boil. I turned to face a set of waves building even farther out than I had experienced before. Back around I turned and swam for the outside at a furious pace but it was too late. I was now again out of breath, caught smack dab between not 
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				a hammer and anvil, but a sledgehammer, a jackhammer, a bulldozer. The lip picked me up and I went over the falls, drained, wrenched like a rag, nothing left in me. Over the reef my beat to a pulp body rolled and tumbled in a fetal ball, seeing the world as a rainbow splattering of col-ors, my mind nearly blanking out as I bounced seemingly forever. I had done this many times before, I had to come up soon, I just had to, but seemed trapped in a vicious cycle of rolling, spinning, bouncing. Again, I thought I wasn’t going to make it. Again, I let go of my camera. 

				Again, I was released. I looked up and there was the house I lived in, the rocks on the point and my dog, Bonkers, waiting. He got up and barked. I could not hear him but could see him dance back and forth, feigning attempts to jump over the rocks into the water. I tried to yell, NO! But had nothing left in me to yell with. I swam furiously around the point as I would have been smashed on the rocks, hoping to god I did not get sucked back out. I made it around. It was not my time to go, not yet. I surfaced just in front of a small cove, victorious yet soundly defeated. 

				Bonkers, greeted me heartily, jumping up and down, then looked at me as if to say, “Hey, who’s bonkers now?”

				Frustrated, I drove up to Ho’okipa. Malte, Eskimo, Craig, Alex and Brian (Carlstrom) had already come back in. Fred was there, just watch-ing, biding his time until the tide was right. I heard from Robert Hartley that only Malte had really ridden a wave, on Craig’s triple wing gun. It was hard to see from the beach anything in those waves; the mist was shrouding them. I didn’t have the long lens to capture them like Arnaud, who now had Jenna shooting with that bazooka from shore. Robert sug-gested we check out Kanaha. It had to be epic beyond proportions. Alex came down as well, and together with Hartley we rode the double, some-times triple mast high waves together. They were the biggest waves I’d ever been on, yet they were manageable and incredible fun.

				As I was heading back out through the waves, with plenty of wind to do so, I saw Hartley riding a really good one, riding up and down on the giant. It was then I saw it. A tiger shark, headed right for him.

				“ROBERT! SHARK!”

				Robert never heard me, he just kept ripping up that wave. The shark missed him and then must have been blinded by the whitewater. I decided I had tempted fate enough for one day and sailed back in.

				I saw Fred back at the hacienda, asked him if he ever made it out.

				“Didn’t you hear?”

				“No.”

				“I thought Arnaud had blazed it upon the sky.”
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				“So, I guess you made it out?”

				“You might say that. He sent out a Western Union Telex to every windsurfing magazine. Of course, he doesn’t even have the photos back yet but he’s confident. Here, I’ve got a copy. Read it and weep.”

				THE MAGNIFICENT MONDAY 27 OF FEBRUARY 84

				-----------------------------------------------------------------------

				MALTE SIMMER, CRAIG MAISONVILLE, DAVID EZZY, FRED HAYWOOD IN THE WATER

				ON THE SHORE JENNA WITH MY LONG LENS

				IN THE HELICOPTER, ARNAUD….NO OTHER PHOTOG-RAPHERS….

				AT HO’OKIPA SETS OVER 16 FEET, BIG SETS OVER 30 FEET

				12:30 ONLY 2 SAILORS OUT – MAISONVILLE AND EZZY. I LOOK OUT THE HORIZON, ONLY WHITEWATER. SURF HUGE.

				1:00: CHOPPER IN THE AIR. CRAIG, ESKIMO, BRIAN CARLSTROM AND ALEX AGUERA. ESKIMO GETS THE HIGHEST JUMP.

				2:00: MALTE SIMMER ARRIVES. HE IS THE ONLY ONE WHO SURFS THE MASSIVE WAVES.

				3:00: FRED INTO THE WATER. HE STRUGGLES NEAR THE ROCKS FOR 15 MINUTES. I FEEL I HAVE ENOUGH PIC-TURES, SO I LAND. I FOLLOW FRED IN THE LENS FOR 20 MINUTES THEN SEE HIM STARTING TO SPEED UP FOR THE BIGGEST SET I HAVE EVER SEEN IN MY LIFE. THOUGHT MY LENS WAS TOO SMALL AT FIRST, BUT REALIZE THE WAVE IS SO BIG THAT A BIGGER LENS COULDN’T SHOW IT ALL.

				FRED CATCHES THE BIGGEST WAVE EVER RIDDEN. HE ONLY RIDES ONE WAVE. THE PICTURES WILL BE IN PARIS THIS WEEK AND WILL RUSH THEM TO YOU BY DISPATCH.

				I was stunned. Not by the fact that I had missed out on photograph-ing the biggest wave ever ridden, or couldn’t afford such big lenses and helicopters, but... Arnaud had a SECRETARY?!

				“WOW! That’s amazing, Fred. Can’t wait to see the pictures.”

				“You’re not jealous? Blue with envy?”

				“Oh, hell yeah. But I just had the most epic windsurfing session of my life down at Kanaha, so cheers!”
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				We clinked our milk mugs. I didn’t even tell him about my little swim. After a few more cold chocolates, Fred shared his personal ac-count with me.

				“The wind diminished by the time I attempted to sail out which took about 40 minutes. My heart pounded as I scaled the huge whitewa-ter coming at me. I finally connected with an opening between set waves and eked my way out while free falling several stories off the back of huge set waves approaching.”

				“Man alive. If I ever made it out through sets like that, I would’ve caught the first wave and gone straight in, if it didn’t catch me first.”

				“I didn’t. I sailed back and forth for nearly 45 minutes waiting to catch the biggest. Waiting for the horizon to be obscured by a monster, because that’s all I planned to ride. Finally, I could see a huge set feather-ing with one wave in the background standing up like a skyscraper over the others. The light wind had now turned more off shore so I had to reach across the wave to get down the face. I tried to outrun it by sailing 
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				into the flat in front of the wave and realized that the back of the wave directly in front of me was now block-ing my wind. I was out of wind, so I backed up to the wave behind me to get out of the waves’ wind shadow. I was really scared now as I didn’t know whether this wave was going to crush me. 

				“Man, my heart would have exploded. Sheize bricks!”

				“Yeah, if you had been out there with your camera and got a close up, you might have seen a brown streak trailing behind me.”

				“Underwa-ter from Davey Joneses’ Locker maybe.”

				“Probably. Doubtful anyone could survive swimming with a cam-era in the water this day. Damn good thing you didn’t try to go out there.”

				“Damn good thing none of you guys got blown off your board.”

				“I very nearly did. When the wave landed on the tail of my board, it exploded like a bomb, the force of the whitewater engulfing me for several seconds. The boom almost blew out of my hands. Surprisingly, I was able to collect myself, and reconnected with the wind to emerge from the whitewater and sail straight to the beach. Otherwise, I’d have been a goner.” 

				One wave and one big smile. It took weeks to wipe that grin off Fred’s face. That photo Arnaud took? Glorious. One for the ages. I had only two photos to show for my efforts, and they were of Scotty and Mike on nothing waves in comparison. I would throw them in the trash. 
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				Malte, Fred, Craig.
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				The “Gunner” 16mm movie camera frame grab from Impact Zone. Photo Lisherness.
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				CHAPTER 7: 1984-87

				 The Movie Biz

				“Let’s make a movie!”

				That sounded great, but so far, my filmmaking experience consisted of playing around with my dad’s old 8mm and shooting a horror movie. Well, it wasn’t intended to be a horror movie but those were the results.

				The Making of Impact Zone

				Andrew Joel (RIP), he was that curly headed photographer with a caterpillar mustache even more ridiculous than mine... well, we had a lot in common. Only, as I already discounted, he didn’t windsurf. Plus, the guy had this nervous twitch, constantly rubbing his fingers together as if I threw a zig zag in there it would roll right up. We couldn’t talk much about windsurfing, but about photography all day long. 

				Andrew knew a lot of the local photographers. He introduced me to Steve Bingham, a barrel built frame on a saltier ‘stach than most, a big-time surfing filmmaker who’d also worked in Hollywood. Steve had retired on Maui. He knew about a special 16mm film Bell & Howell-camera commonly used for tracing bullets on WWII fighter planes. He had used it once or twice for mounting on surfboards but had given up on it. The ratio of successful takes to jittery ones? Not good. 

				The Gunner I called it; the only 16mm motion camera small enough to mount on a helmet. I figured it couldn’t be heavier than the video camera I used as its predecessor, but with the camera’s metal body, in-deed it was. We split the camera and batteries up into a two-part device, mounting the battery in a backpack, a trigger cord wrapping around to strap to my harness. We hired a machinist to construct an aluminum housing for the camera. A guy named Wade down at Hawaiian Pro Line helped me craft some mounts for the board and mast. 

				The gunner was a real hit or miss, mostly the latter. The problem was that the sardine can shaped cartridges only took 50-foot loads, which when run at 48 frames per second (slow motion, 24 fps being real time), allowed only about 25 seconds of run time… that is, when it didn’t jam and fail to run through the cartridge smoothly. This meant I’d capture one, maybe two wave rides or jumps heading back out. Of course, I would have to reload the cartridges in the dark, an art form only for 
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				those with nimble fingers. I was all thumbs. Bell & Howell didn’t make the cartridges anymore, so some of these cartridges looked basically like Dan’s car.

				I had already worked out a lot of the riding mechanics with the vid-eo camera. This involved anticipating the wave arriving with a rider on it, while I waited until the last second to dip my head back into the water, smoothing out any water spots on the lens. Then, as the rider closed in, already racing down a swell with their sails distorting from the speed, I’d have to waterstart, accelerate down that same wave, then take my hand off the boom to hit the trigger (attached to my harness).

				I’d also made a foam and fiberglass “dummy” camera to document the making of the film so that after mounting the camera on top or half-way up the mast, it would nearly replicate my use of the helmet mounted camera. That dummy was super light. I could sail with it all day long. We got some great footage with it but as you’ll see in the end, my part in the movie was minimized. Regardless, my neck was strong to carry the real camera and my bullets were aimed at some of the best windsurfers on the planet.

				Here comes Randy Naish now, with Joe Kool and Craig Maison-ville all battling for the same wave. 

				I rose up out of the water like some strange mythological beast, the camera high above my white helmet, then dropped back onto the same swell these riders were screaming down. I pulled hard on my boom, sheet-
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				Frame grab from IMPACT ZONE. 
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				ing in the sail to gain speed and catch the swell. “Yeahhh!” Randy yelled, his Saturn and stars patterned sail lining just to leeward of me as we both slowed at the top of the swell, waiting to see where the peak would form. Then Randy sheeted in and dropped down the wave. I toggled the on switch and followed in his tracks, my aim tracking to his every move. I couldn’t see where the other riders had gone, but I sensed they were still there. Randy channeled some Robby energy and carved a true surfer’s bottom turn be-fore heading back up the wave, but there was Joe, down in the water. I carved around him as he yelled, “Whoohooo!” Now it was Maisonville in my path, coming off the top of the wave. With the large window of my sail, I locked my sights on his path and panned my neck smoothly before dropping down his wave again behind him. “Out of my way, Butter-cup!” Maisonville yelled, but I knew or at least hoped he was just joking. I jibed just before running into the rocks, jthen hit the off switch.

				I figured enough film remained for one more shot. This time, I lined up at Middles, got a good running start, then launched from a small wave to look down from above on Ho’okipa. With a nose-first landing, the impact was diminished. I caught the next with Mike Waltze, followed him for a few roller-coaster turns, then wiped out. Mike was a hard act to follow.

				I often wiped out not only because my concentration and vision were more locked onto another rider than the waves crashing around me, but my whole center of gravity was even more off balance than with the video camera. This certainly required some practice, so I just sailed for an hour with an empty camera. And why not, I had shot still photos with one! Of course, that’s the window of missed opportunity I opened for a big tiger to surface right between Wayne Cochran and I. He’s yell-ing at me, “Film that shark! FILM THAT SHARK!” Heh, well.

				Back at the beach I happily discovered that my first attempt with the setup hadn’t damaged a thing. I would shoot five more cartridges that day. The instant viewing of results of today simply didn’t exist then or even today with film, so it would be a couple of weeks until I could view the results. After shooting video, shooting film became like a drug, and the harder the images were to get, the more I craved capturing them. I threw away a lot of jittery footage that would be chosen for its creative 
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				bent today. 

				Putting the Ho’okipa footage together proved a challenge to our budget. We didn’t even have a Steenbeck flatbed editor, the analog ed-iting system that could scroll through two reels of film simultaneously. The Steenbeck allowed an editor to view both the source and program window, chop the film with a splicer and tape the two parts together. We made our own editor by using a couple of fishing reels to crank the foot-age through a single screen Magnasync Moviola viewer. The Magnasync was a magical little box. After waiting a week and sometimes up to a month for our budget “bro” connection in a Hollywood film lab to pro-cess the film, my hands would shake in anticipation to crank the footage through. The Moviola would magnify whatever I had captured, bring-ing to light sweet victory or bitter disappointment. That was where the magic happened, where you leaped with joy when a cartridge worked and cried when it didn’t. It always jittered of course on the best shots, the biggest waves, the gnarliest jumps. When I saw a good clip, I got out the guillotine, chopped it up, hung it on the wall, and marked something like, “Dave Daly, vertical approach.” “Mike Eskimo, wipeout.” “Debbie Brown, trophy shot.”

				If the cockroaches didn’t eat my film first, Id piece it together us-ing special tape, probably just Scotch tape but because it was for movies, it cost ten times more. Then I’d synchro-nize the footage to music. Songs like Mark Knopfler’s “Get your money for nothing and your chicks for free” were great to edit to. “That ain’t wor-kin,” worked especially well when time to Edge’s wipeouts. What can I say, that 80’s music was sexist in a way that seems both quaint and troubling, troubling like my relationship with Edge. Edge and I were not exactly getting along after swapping girlfriends and then him wanting her back after we were already engaged. But that’s a dark cloud story and there were enough on the horizon.

				With my advance money (the only money I would ever see from two years of production), I had moved into an A-frame in Haiku with perfect walls to hang all of the film clips upstairs, a great place to view dailies 
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				Haiku Studios Main Lot. 
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				downstairs. I invited a few people over for screenings to get their opinion. These dailies, more accurately described as weeklies, became a standing room only social event. As eagerly as I awaited the footage to arrive, rid-ers both sponsored and not, anticipated the possibility of seeing their sail colors splash across the silver screen. People started showing up early, of-ten an hour before the sun went down, to claim their spot on the floor. It wasn’t just all dudes showing up, either. This was, after all…the heyday. 

				Six months of shooting produced two hours of great action to reduce to a decent movie. The editing was getting tight. It became no longer a desire of what we could put into it than selecting what we had to cut out. We had to kill some ba-bies. 

				Windsurfing was not only blow-ing up on Maui, but redefining the entire world of sailing as as we grew it. It was high time to put the movie out. I tried to convince the guy wearing the big producer’s hat to release the movie, but he wanted it to be more than just a windsurfing flick. He wanted it to reach a general audience. I explained that the sport was changing too rapidly. By the time we would release it under his goals, the footage would in itself would be stale. He noted that nobody else could shoot POV footage and that guarded against stale footage. Who know, maybe the guy was right? Or, maybe the guy needed a tax write-off, maybe to launder some funny cigarette money, who knows. I never really understood why people who didn’t windsurf were determined to get involved in windsurfing ventures. All I knew, we were sitting on a gold mine of footage.

				After working on the film for over a year, a new Director was brought in, a guy named Chris Spain. His main credential was that he’d released a whitewater kayaking film. GOODIE! I was informed I was now Co-Director. Was this Sailboarder déjà vu ju ju? I decided to take it as another learning experience even though I was getting more chaffed by the day as things dragged on. I may have never before directed a movie, but I knew the sport and this was my baby they were taking away.
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				The first thing we did when Chris arrived was posted a bunch of ideas and throw them up on a wall like spaghetti. Whatever stuck, we’d organize that into a story. It was down to me to pose the right questions to the stars of the sport. We rented out Maui Custom Color’s studio and interviewed pretty much all of them except for Robby. Robby was out windsurfing on the World Tour and he only came to Maui for the two major contests. Arnaud was on some quick adventure to China, and would catch up with me when he got back.

				Arnaud 

				I first heard the news from Klaus Simmer in Paia. I stood on the sidewalk soaking up the sun, munching down a Dream Bar outside Mana Foods. Klaus walked up to me with a serious look on his face, but he always had a serious look on his face. 

				“Do you think he’s really gone?” Klaus asked. 

				“Who? Joe? No, he’ll be back. Just out flying kites somewhere.”

				“Not Joe. Arnaud. You didn’t hear?” I took the Dream Bar out of my mouth. This was not a dream, this was surreal. 

				Life for the Baron was a full blast non-stop adventure, so to expect him to rest on his laurels no matter what or who waited for him on shore (even Jenna, with child) seemed out of the question. For a guy that never worked a day in his life, although many photographers would argue that taking photos is indeed hard work, Arnaud probably never had to work.Yet, his channel crossings were serious business and always mixed with some political statement not all of us well understood. The Chinese gov-ernment was never amused by political statements. They had quashed less publicized demonstrations, sporting and otherwise. Arnaud knew this and yet was willing to take the risk. 

				He viewed his cross-ing from Taiwan to China on the Strait of Formosa to represent a symbolic bridge between the two countries, similar to this earlier crossing of the Bering Sea (symbolically uniting the US and Rus-sia). If one couldn’t en-vision the bridge, by the 
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				time Arnaud publicized his crossing they would. The Chinese made it clear they would have none of it. The Strait of Formosa was a military zone under control of the Chinese Navy. The Chinese authorities there-fore refused permission to have a safety boat accompanying him across. But Arnaud did again what he’d done many times in the past and forged his own path.. He’d slipped out of port before under the cover of night to avoid military ships with orders to stop him in the South Pacific. He’d do it again.

				At age 38, on Saturday, November 24, 1984, Arnaud launched his windsurfer into a storm. Few storms existed that Arnaud could not han-dle. He’d persevered through much higher winds in the Molokai Chan-nel. This likely seemed nothing him. However, a political storm can be much more dangerous than high wind and waves, crashing thunder and lightning bolts. In the baron’s mind, he was impervious. He also fully ex-pected to be able to dodge Chinese warships in stealth and make Taiwan landfall in no more than eight hours. Arnaud promised to call home as soon as he finished the crossing. 

				No call came. De Rosnay had vanished without a trace. At first, most people thought it was just another one of Arnaud’s publicity stunts. I certainly wouldn’t have put it past him. Yet something about the photos published of Arnaud by French Wind magazine, taken moments before he departed told a very different tale, the story of a man who knew what 
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				Arnaud plotting his course. Photos courtesy Joel de Rosnay.
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				was ahead, who knew what was left behind, who wanted to turn back but could not. Arnaud had gone beyond the edge. If the storm did take him, the fight for his life and the unimaginable ordeal that must have occurred suggest a magnitude of forces beyond what any of us could’ve even contemplated. But no one found his board, nor his sail or his body. Satellite images later showed no cyclonic storms were in the area when de Rosnay disappeared. The wind certainly was strong, gusting up to 37 miles per hour, but those conditions were well within the Baron’s expe-rience and capability. 

				Military blunder? His older brother thought Arnaud had drifted farther south into pirate-infested seas. Jenna held onto the hope that he had landed on another island, stating that he had been taken to a remote island, that he had amnesia. Jenna told the press, “You tend to hold on to any reason for hope like a life buoy.”

				For 11 days, Chinese and American pilots searched from the air while ships patrolled the sea. The Taiwanese combed fishing villages, thinking maybe he’d made landfall after all. 

				But there was no hope. The baron was gone.
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				Back to the Impact Zone

				The interviews with the windsurfnig stars of the day turned out better than imagined. Mike Waltze had just returned from some grand Molokai adventure, hands ban-daged wearing an ER smock. Fred displayed how he held his breath, with his Darwinian tal-ent to press his upper lip against his nostrils. We even had some of the Kihei kids come in to share their young viewpoints.

				We continued to shoot our little movie. It was the time to set about coming up with a name for it. Wave War-riors, Gone with the Wind, Maui Breezin. Nothing stuck. Then I re-ceived the latest issue of WindSurf. As my career transitioned from still photography to motion pictures, Drew Kampion, WindSurf‘s editor, rec-ognized me in a piece about water photographers: “Weston places him-self squarely between the hammer and the anvil of the impact zone.” There it was. IMPACT ZONE.

				While the new Director figured things out, I continued to shoot more film. Along with POV footage, mast and board mounts, I needed some water footage. My weapon this time was a 400fps Millikan high-speed camera made in Germany. It executed extreme slow motion foot-age with flawless precision. However, swimming with that thing was al-most as much of a challenge as the helmet mount itself. That beast of a camera weighed about 20 pounds but it held 200-foot rolls that gave me time to accumulate some Warren Miller-level footage. Warren actually saw the footage and eventually hired me to shoot a bunch for him. They would sign for and then lose the footage in their warehouse, but that’s another story. Some things weren’t meant to be.

				The Millikan camera had no viewfinder. You just used a nice wide-angle lens (I used the same lens on both cameras, a 24mm Ange-nieux) and panned along with the action (or if creative, against it). Yes, I was more in harm’s way, but I developed sharpened reflexes for getting the hell out of the way as necessary. I would make my own housings for it, destroying many in the following years.
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				The results were astounding. Compared to the video footage I had shot, night and day. The resolution of film was like candy and I had sweet tooth for it. 

				Where’s Peter?

				I wondered what had happened to Peter Boyd. He should have been part of this movie. But Peter’s drinking got the best of him. Some days he would show up at Ho’okipa so raging drunk, I had to play big brother to keep him out of trouble. I did the best I could, but Peter went steeply downhill, lost the UP Sports sponsorship, and nothing I could do would stop the spiral. 

				One morning, perhaps 4am, Peter showed up in my bedroom sing-ing Led Zeppelin, or was it Van Halen? Probably a mix of both. I told him he shouldn’t have been driving drunk. “Oh, and by the way, where’d you get the car in the yard?”

				 He replied, “I borrowed it! Let’s bike to Hana!” 

				So we biked in the rain to Hana. It was quite a trek just to get to the curvy road sec-tion past Huelo. Peter passed me, looking over his shoulder as if to challenge. I accepted, and we went barreling down the wet pavement as fast as we could go. The only problem was the next curve in the road, a tight one with a stone wall bridging the creek. Peter hit the pavement, slid, and crashed hard into it, knocked out cold. I felt his pulse and though he had one, there were no other signs of life. I picked him up, carried him to the creek by the roadside and placed him in it’s cold flow. He came to right away from the shock, got back on the bike, and we rode all the rest of the way to Hana. It was a dumb thing to do as he had a concussion and then his headache set in hard, but we did a lot of dumb things because we could. In Peter’s case, he had one-upped me when I discovered the car he “borrowed” was Brett Lickle’s.

				A few years later, Peter was homeless with a wife and a baby. I took him in until I was equally broke. Then Peter sobered up, got into para-gliding, and I often filmed him flying down Haleakala from another paraglider. We produced some films and commercials, but he crashed at 
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				Makena and broke his back. But that’s not how he died. He died doing what he loved, found face down in the waters of Huntington Beach after suffering a massive heart attack while windsurfing. He had crossed me big time before he split Maui as he did to many who came to love him, but I found out from a man who shared his Oliver Twist childhood, that just before Peter died, he had become a saint-like figure, forming an orphanage and doing great work for Greenpeace. Rest in windsurfing peace, my friend.

				O’Neill Contest

				A lion’s share of the action for Impact Zone the Movie was to come from the O’Neill Contest. We had obtained the rights to film, had the contract signed by Pat O’Neill, son of Jack O’Neill, himself the famous inventor of neoprene wetsuits. O’Neill had sponsored me in rubber money for wetsuits, and all seemed a go, until I tried to enter the water to shoot with my Millikan. A very large fellow of Hawaiian descent was blocking my way. I asked him kindly to move, but he told me that Mr. O’Neill told him to prohibit my entry. Impact Zone Productions may not film the contest. The words were more like, “You. No go.” He was a foot taller and three wider so I obliged. I still didn’t know why he was told to stop me. 

				The conditions were really shaping up, as were the expectations for a showdown between Waltze, Naish, and Alex Aguera. Alex was al-ready tearing it up in the World Cup but could he do so on his adopted 

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				RETURN TO THE IMPACT ZONE

			

		

		
			
				159

			

		

	
		
			
				home waters? 

				That night, our co-producer, Andrew Joel, was awoken in his bed-room by a phone call from Pat O’Neill. I did not hear the conversation, but according to Andrew, it was a heated exchange and Pat threatened each of us. Without my knowledge, Andrew called the police and Pat was placed under arrest. Of course, Jack came up with the bail money and Pat was out before his next martini. I don’t think Andrew really got who Jack was. He thought he had something to do with inventing the jacket. Well, I had nothing to do with all that but it brought tensions to the event for all of us.

				The next day, I entered the water to get my shots. Standing onshore with a nice film camera and long lens, we had Steve Bingham. When some of the most epic heats in wind-surfing histo-ry took place, we were able to capture the footage. Mike knocked off 
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				Big Al in Beast Mode.
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				Robby in the semi-finals, which set up the final heat between Mike and Alex. Mike was getting up to ten carves per wave in the epic conditions, something rare for Ho’okipa Alex matched him move for move. Alex’s jumps went a little bigger than Mikes and this difference allowed Alex to win a heat that easily could have scored either way, and earned him the contest title overall. As well, the victory earned Alex his first and only World Overall Championship, something Robby otherwise had a locked down. 

				I felt we should be able to release the film now. But it still wasn’t enough for the producer. He said he was going to hire another camera-man to shoot some Maui scenics. I correctly guessed that the guy would get the Cinematographer’s credit. 

				Chicken Skin Interlude

				Believe it or not. Hawaii’s old mansions, history of bloody sacrifices, and the occasional skull edifice makes fertile ground for ghost stories. It seems everyone who has lived here has one. Whereas a walk down the streets of Waikiki gives no of phantom figures, there are spooks around every corner The less you believe in them, the more they make their presence known. Back at that first campfire on Makua Beach, my Ha-waiian friend, Kimo, told me, “Now, dis one true story, Brah. Da Night Marchas, dey dead buggas, aynshint warriuhs gone looking for one re-venge. If you hear dere drums beat, dey da dead marchin. No huhu, 
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				Brah. You see tracks in da sand. Legend has it, restin even one eye on da Night Marchas and dey come take you! So you hear dem drums, play maki, play dead, no look da night mahcha in da eyes.” I remembered that and though I was getting tired of not looking locals in the eyes, I promised myself if I ran across them I would not. I nevah deed.

				 Yet, I did see my share of signs of ghosts in the town I lived in. Haiku you see, was built upon an old graveyard. My house in particular was haunted as hell’s bells. For instance, a wooden puppet flew off the shelf and landed in the middle of the room, its head broken off. Another time, I was trying to get rid of a girl I wasn’t that into, but she kept in-sisting on coming over. 

				“There are ghosts up in my room.”

				“Oh, I don’t believe that,” she said. “Show me a sign, Ghost.”

				At that moment, three empty film cans flew off the refrigerator and hit the ground. The girl hit the ground running. 

				 But the funniest one, at least if you’d been there, was when my Japanese friend and pro windsurfer came rushing down the stairs at mid-night screaming, “Ghorst! Ghorst! Pulling my hair! Ghorst!” Dave Shev-eling, my roommate and I, tried to calm him down. as the next night, we were headed to another island and he would be our housesitter. Home alone. When I got back, there was just a note, saying something about the “Ghorst,” a dead mynah bird in the toilet, and “staying in a hotel on the other side of the island.” Tetsu, now a strong believer.

				The real showstopper came when I was working out in the living room. I used weights to bench press and stay in shape when the wind was down. Each time I would look up at the slatted overhang. Sometimes, I’d see rats playing (they liked to piss in the oven as well – quite the sea-soning), but otherwise, empty slats. And then one day, I saw a Polaroid, the old square photos. I worked it out of the slats and viewed a beautiful naked girl holding out a stalk of buds to the camera. 
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				Not one week later, I was sleeping upstairs in the A frame, and I had a dream. A girl was whispering, “Fire. Fire.” I woke up and saw a reflec-tion of fire on my car window, rushed outside and found that a deck that had been torn down was in full inferno. I was now very curious about the girl in that photo and showed it around to my neighbors. Sure enough, it was the girl who had died in a house fire very close by.

				Bent Iron Man

				Mostly out of frustration from the movie that spinned circles, I continued to run in the pineapple fields after windsurfing, as well as ride my bike up in Kula with a few other windsurfers. Windsurfing required that we stay in shape. Who would rather stay at home anyway, with all the ghosts? On this particular day, I encountered Craig Maisonville who wasn’t windsurfing much anymore due to some lingering back problems from asphalt relocation engineering. I felt in the best shape of my life at the time, swimming several miles a day against the current as a water pho-tographer, and also running on the beach whenever I had the chance. Craig suggested we ride up to the top of Haleakela, Maui’s tallest volcano. With a partner like Craig, I could do this. 

				The sun set spectacularly, as it often does from this high view, with picturesque Kula now some three thousand feet below. Craig and I were really pushing each other, standing up on the pedals most of the way. All of a sudden, Craig’s chain snapped. “See ya next time, Dweeb.” 

				With endorphins churn-ing, I kept heading up, switch-back by switchback, my ener-gy growing with the thought of reaching the summit. Even though I was only wearing a sleeveless t-shirt and bike shorts, I could finish the climb and get down off the mountain before midnight. Standing up in my pedals, I powered through the ele-vation. Just as the moon rose full, the summit was upon me.

				10,023 feet, 9:15 pm, I took a drink of water from a fountain. Not 
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				Bike to the Sun. Haleakala 10,023 feet.
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				much time to rest and it was getting chilly. Time to head back down at ripping speeds on the Varldmastercyclen, a swift Swiss bike I had re-ceived from my Dad for high school graduation.

				After descending to what I gathered to be about 8,000 feet, I checked my watch. It read 4:30 AM. Huh? Why was I pedaling down-hill? I wiped the sweat from my brow and feel a large bump on the right side of my forehead. Had I pedaled too hard reaching the top? Perhaps. Did I hemorrhage? My right shoulder felt suddenly cold and wet. I reached back and withdrew a hand full of blood. That’s odd. I don’t remember falling. Where is my car? Where do I live? What was my name? I couldn’t remember a thing, so I just kept pedaling.

				Ah, my car! I passed it in Makawao, so I got off my bike to turn around for the climb back to my car. My leg! What the? I couldn’t stand on it, yet I continued to limp back all the way to my car. I kicked a rock. My keys! I had hidden them there. Some good luck!

				Next thing I knew, I walked in my front door, moaning quite audi-bly. “Hos..pi..tal,” I moaned. My roomate continued to sleep.

				I dragged myself to my neighbor’s house who took me to a doctor who X-rayed my leg. My leg was broken below the knee, a twisted break. 

				“Were you clipped into pedals?” the doctor asked.

				“Yes, my new Look pedals.” 

				“Wearing a helmet?” 

				“No. No helmet.” 

				“Uh huh. Well, obviously your knee is torn up and bleeding pro-fusely, but we’ll just draw out a bunch of blood with this needle here for the next few weeks. But this bike wreck of yours probably saved your life.”

				I wondered how a bike wreck could save anyone’s life. Had the doctor been taking some of his own medicine? I looked at the doctor sideways.

				“See, because you had the wreck, whatever accident actually hap-pened … we’ve made a discovery in the X-ray. Do you see that quarter sized round image? That’s a tumor in your leg? We’ll be able to remove your leg and keep cancer from spreading throughout your body.”

				The capacity to speak or to question proved impossible. 

				The doctor continued, “As I said, you’re a lucky man! That bike wreck was a blessing in disguise. We’re going to send you to a neurologist first, to see if your head’s okay. All right? Good news!” 

				GOOD NEWS? I wanted to die. I spent the next few weeks in the hospital with my leg in traction. They drove a big syringe in my knee ev-ery hour exactly on the hour and drew 50cc’s of blood each time. It was 
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				a good thing I couldn’t see them coming with that needle. The bump on my forehead turned to a giant lump, the blood from that wound filling my eye sockets shut. I saw nothing for a month. I considered renaming to Quasimodo Productions.

				Meanwhile, everyone I knew on Maui was speculating about what had happened to me. Steve Omar came up with the best conclusion: Aliens abducted me but released my body too hard back to Earth. That too hard part was for sure, as it took some time to get my speech back. My skull was fractured, but the neurologist said I’d make a full recovery. Whether my brain would ever fully recover was and is, according to those who know me, debatable.

				While lying there in a half induced morphine coma, my movie partners entered the room and put my hand to a piece of paper. It didn’t look like I was going to be doing much more filming (what did they know?) and needed some money to cover my expenses. So they offered to release me from paying back the advance I’d received if I would sign the Director’s credit over to Chris Spain and Cinematographer to some guy I’d never met who’d shot those scenics. Trust them, they’d finish the edit and make it into a great film.

				 After a month in the hospital, my head healed enough to return home. Meanwhile, pain had continued to build up in the tumor spot just above the knee. The agony released every five seconds then struck again. It was as if a railroad spike was being driv-en deep into my bone. Sounds like a song, but I wasn’t going to let that doctor take my leg.

				A girl I had met on the beach who went by one name, Che, came by with some of her other new age hippie friends and swept up, gave me veggies, and waved purple light over my knee. Ashanti Ashanti, I’d try anything. I couldn’t do the raw foods thing but changed my diet to pescatarian. I had to have my fish. How about having a baby as well? 9 months later, water baby Amanda was born. Now I really had something to live for.
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				A year later, voila, Amanda! Doug Hunt with Willy.
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				Impact Zone, The Book

				I was in no shape to do any kind of job, hobbling around on crutches, but I did sit on a fairly large body of unpublished work. It seemed like a fine time to produce a project of my own, a little book I would also call Impact Zone. I’d put my name on the cover. Nobody would be able to claim it as their own or take that away from me. The only problem was, I was still paying off my month-long staycation at Maui Memorial Hos-pital. To get the best publishing deal, you had to fly to Japan and print a minimum of 10,000 books, which costs 25 grand. Where was I going to get that and another ten-grand for production costs?

				There was, however, enough change from before the wreck on the floor of my car, at least for an order of fries with snut sauce from Picnics. So, there I sat on the picnic table eating my fries, snut sauce all over my fingers and Miles walks in. He tossed me a spinach nut burger. I vented a little about the movie still not being released. I joked that people would be sailing around with kites before it came out. 

				“Kites? You still on those pain meds, Johnny?” Miles always called me Johnny.

				Then I told him about my book idea. We tossed around some ideas for it.

				“Miles, I must be high. Where am I going to get 35-grand for this book?”

				Miles. “From me.”

				“What? You’re joking. You don’t have enough to buy gas to get to Ho’okipa.”

				“My Grandpa just died.”

				“Oh man, I’m sorry. Too bad.”

				“Bad for him, good for you. I’ll give you 25-grand, you come up with the other ten. Be creative, Johnny.”

				With ample downtime from being off the water, I wrote stories, ed-ited photos, and met with a few of my most respected photographer friends to buy photos and round out the book. I’d also employ my artist friend, the Hawk, a guy that lived off of rice and rice alone. Miles paid him to bring his windsurfbots to the world, or at least to the 10,000 peo-ple that might buy the first run of the book. 

				I still had to pay other photographers, someone to typeset the book (no computers yet for this), and a bunch of other costly things like getting to Japan. I put my nose to the grindstone and cranked it out.

				I was still on crutches but had production materials in hand. Plus, I had two black eyes from the accident that would take years to diminish. 
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				At the Tokyo airport, security kept wiping the dark circles around my eyes. What are they doing? Do they think it’s makeup, that my injuries are cover? They started drilling holes in my crutches, which was odd be-cause they already had holes in them for adjustments. They think I’m a drug mule! After a couple of hours of questions, rifling through the book materials and finding nothing interesting, they let me go. They didn’t even ask for a signed copy once printed.

				Hobbling down the middle of Tokyo sidewalks on crutches with my heavy book materials in one arm, searching for the printer’s address, throngs of people parted like the Dead Sea. Nobody actually seemed to look at me, they just knew that some sort of Godzilla was approaching. The weight of all my publishing materials suddenly snapped one of my weakened crutches. From then on, every forward motion looked some-thing like a cross between a duck jibe and body drag. Perhaps I should have just mailed the materials (no Fed-X yet).

				Back on Maui, I returned to the doctor. He took another Xray, then informed me that I had experienced a medical miracle. The quar-ter-sized tumor had faded. He had never seen anything like it. Another stroke of luck; Steve Murray of Murray’s Marine bought 8,000 books which covered my production costs. 600 of them were being distribut-ed to libraries across the USA. It would be one of the first windsurfing books to be placed on the Sports shelf, given a Dewey Decimal, 

				IMPACT ZONE 808.4
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				Another month passed and I just had to get back on the board. Out of curiosity, opened the shed to look at my bike. Both tires were flat, the rims completely bent. I had pedalled two flats down Haleakala! Then a vision struck clear as a full moon: a cliff, and a cow running out from under the moon’s shadow. I struck the cow at full speed, came out of one clip, while the other foot stayed glued to the bike. My head struck the pavement hard as I flipped over the cow, the bike twisting around my knee. I would never remember the head strike, of course, lying uncon-scious on the side of the road for five hours, but recalled getting back on my bike. Now it was time to get back on my windsurfer.

				Barry and Geoff made me some clear sails with a special material called mylar. Nobody was using it yet; this might be a good use for it, to be able to film through the sails with my helmet cam. The first Windsurf-er One Design sails had a window the size of a placemat. Through these sails, I could see everything! 

				The first footage I shot was looking down at my legs. The footage clearly showed that my right leg was still atrophied. The camera made it look about the size of a toothpick. It was super painful not only to jump but to watch on film, so I started mounting the camera on the board and the mast. I had lost a few steps but was still in the race. In truth, I continued to see a neurologist as I could hardly talk, at least to the point where anyone could understand. The language that remained, windsurf-ing POV filmmaking, was my way of communicating the sport to the world. Would they ever see it?

				Impact Zone premiered at the Baldwin High School auditorium in Wailuku. I was worried about nobody showing up since it was ill-timed to coincide with Matt & Shawneen Schweitzer’s wedding. Seats were empty about ten minutes before showtime until a line of cars filled the parking lot. Out rolled the stars... Mike Waltze, Fred Haywood, Alex Aguera, and before I knew it, the place had sold out and it was packed! Alex and Mike battling it out during the O’Neill Finals drew great cheers, but “Fine Piece of Material” received the most raucous response. Go fig-ure. It was the ‘80s. My memory about her started returning to me. Had I been dating this “fine piece of material” before the accident? 

				As the credits rolled, I wondered when my name might come up. Af-ter working on the film shooting, editing, pulling it all together over three years, not even a co-Director credit was I given. My name was in fact reduced to “Special Water Photography.” At least it was accompanied by a shot of me with the helmet camera surrounded by whitewater. At that moment, a standing O from my friends made me feel a bit better. Many of the windsurfers in attendance had been to the raw footage screen-
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				ings and seen edits along the way. They knew the score, and understood the adversity and circumstances under which it was made. They knew whose blood, sweat and tears went into its making. They knew whose very name had become synonymous with the film’s title and as I would hear for years after, Mr. Impact Zone. So that was enough credit for me. Driving home I stepped out of the car and gave a Georgia style hoot and holler at the top of my lungs. Flooded with joy, relief, and still a tinge of disappointment; I was never prouder of any accomplishment. 

				The movie would go on a worldwide tour, take third place in the Mill Valley Film Festival. I vowed to never use the helmet camera again. I had a pretty thick neck, but it was too damaging on the spine. 

				Windsurfing from that point on was much easier, felling much like taking the donut weight off a bat. 
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				Mark Angulo.
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				CHAPTER 8: 1987 

				 Changing of the Guard

				As high-tech materials grew more commonplace and equipment became lighter, a higher level of performance emerged. New blood pushed the old guard to greater heights. The new guard casually observed the old and learned to compete, pumping up the volume and writing their name on the biggest of trophies. The Aloha Classic, the O’Neill/Marui, the Hard Rock were World Cup season be-ginning and ending events. Particularly in wave event the buck began and ended here. During the Glory Days, those bucks were big, up to 200-grand in prize money.

				The first of those new guard were dubbed the Kihei Kids: Ian Boyd, Dave and Kevin Wetter, and Eric Sharpe. All except Ian were raised on Maui. I’d handed down my sponsor kits for a fish sandwich to the Wetter kids, just to get them going. I could tell from their eager smiles they were go-ing to make a mark. But the kids I re-member the most, that would make the biggest impact on wavesailing, I would meet in the sand parking lot at Sprecklesville. 

				You didn’t often see kids around in Sprecklesville. Most people at Sprecks were baby boomers. Yet, a couple of these young bucks showed up one day, horsing around and creating all sorts of havoc. While Miles and I were prepping for our next session, one of their battles went astray. A chunk of coral nailed my car. “Hey, scram, kids!” Miles yelled.

				“Buzz off!” the darker hair kid told Miles, flipping us off behind his back. Two seconds later they were throwing coral chunks again. Some-one said they were just some rad surfer punks visiting from Oahu. 
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				Dave Wetter, Ian Boyd... the Kihei Kids.
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				Gumby begins with Gu

				A few years later...on another fine blue Maui day, nobody was out at Ho’okipa. The waves were small but clean, and the wind barely rippled the surface. I was a sucker for wispy clouds, and eager to get back in the water with a camera in my hands. I planned to do nothing more than chill out and enjoy the scenery, after all I’d been through. I followed a few turtles and took a few shots when I noticed from afar a minivan pulling up in the otherwise empty parking lot. I saw from a distance four kids piling out of the back, one of the towheads much younger than the others. Their parents started rigging up for just the thinnest rail of them while the other three played army or whatever normal kids do on the beach. Were they throw-ing rocks? Certainly they couldn’t skip one out this far. I decided they must be tourist kooks looking to get out here on an ankle biter of a day so they could go back home and tell their friends at the dinner party they had sailed Hookipa. If the kid goes on the rocks, I’ll have to save him, but there were probably not enough waves or wind for that to happen. Maybe if I just swam underneath to give the little grom a push? 

				Meanwhile, the tide shifted from low to high, and with it, a couple of nicely shaped waves perked up on the horizon. There he went. He couldn’t weigh more than a wafer. Woah, nice jibe right on the wave. Didn’t he even need to warm up? His timing was pretty good riding that wave, stalling till it set up just right. Just before it broke, he headed right for the crest that broke pretty shallow. Even with skills, this was going to be good, I thought. The kid should be right on the rocks in no time but instead, the little whooper snapper launched an aerial, tweaking his board’s tail into some kind of twisted wire toy Gumby maneuver. Jeezus, he landed it perfectly! Wave after wave, the kid displayed style and finesse I’d not witnessed from any of the pros that rode here. He was like Rob-by Naish on ten cups of Kona coffee. I finished my roll of film in quick fashion and walked up to the kids parents.

				“Your kid’s pretty impressive. What’s his name?”

				 “Mark. And these are my other boys. Say hello, Josh. Say hello, Andy. I’m Patty. This is my husband, Ed. We’re the Angulos.”

				Then she yells at the other kid, the one that I now recalled had flipped us off at Sprecks. Patty: “Rush Randle! Stop throwing rocks!”
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				This was the day I realized the domination of the sport by the kings and legends as we knew it was over. I thought Mark looked like Jim McMa-hon, the Bears quarterback. Like Jim, Mark performed deep in the pocket, linebackers ready to trounce with one wrong maneuver. The kid was just a bundle of creativity released freely upon the waves. I’m certain it all start-ed in the shaping room with Ed. The clew-first wave 360 Gu Screw and in-ventive moves to follow, however, were purely the impossible invention of Mark’s own creative mind.

				By 1988, Mark was a half-step quicker than anyone else, his energy high on the Richter scale. It seemed as if he was glued to the wave, glued to his board, and would Gu Screw his way to being the second wavesailor to knock Naish off his throne, winning the wave event of the Aloha Classic. Mark would dominate for a couple of years and amaze all onlookers.

				Mark could have and should have won wave events for years to come, but the ensuing World Cup travel and the parties involved would consume him. He made a comeback years later and invented more moves like The Mutant, only to drift away again. Like Michael Jordan, Mickey Mantle… or Robby Naish… there would never be another quite like him.
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				Josh, Patty, Andy, Ed, Mark. Photo Dave Terry.
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				What a Rush

				Though surfers like Larry the Painter and Gerry the Pipemaster nev-er fully translated their surfing skills to windsurfing, at least not to the extent that they displayed getting tubed on a surfboard..Mark and that other little bad ass, Rush Randle, solidly multiplied their mad skills in the crossover. Like learning a new language, it’s more easily mastered when young. 

				Also raised on the famous North Shore of Oahu, Rush began surf-ing at the age of 5. When he was 8, Rush won the first amateur surf contest he entered, the Menehune Junior Worlds. After several successes in the surfing arena, he gave windsurfing a try in 1982. The change was a natural for Rush who felt immediately at home on the windsurfing board and knew that for him windsurfing would become more than a recreational sport.

				Several Junior World titles followed and in 1986 Rush turned pro-fessional, grabbing a fourth at the Maui Grand Prix in the wave’s com-petition in ‘87. With a first-place title at the 1988 Aloha Classic Super Session, he began his steady climb in the rankings until recognized as one of the sport’s top competitors. Where Mark was innovating the Gu Screw, Rush was the first carving 360s with no prisoners taken.
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				Rush sealed his standing as one of windsurfing’s best with victo-ries at numerous events around the world, including the 1989 Gunston World Cup in the slalom and the 1989 Golf GTI World Cup in waves, both held in South Africa. His highlight was winning the 1990 Aloha Classic of Hawaii in waves.

				Rush also starred in movies like “In God’s Hands,” which accurately mirrored real life and featured Laird Hamilton as surf-bully Lance Bur-khart. Rush was just Rush. They couldn’t come up with a better name. Along with Laird, Rush co-pioneered surf foiling. In ski boots. Not sure how they survived the ride without suffering broken knees or a mafioso concrete shoes ending, but they excelled. Laird, Rush and I did have one thing in common. We survived every-thing! Only they got handomely paid for it.
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				A Star is Bjorn

				Other places in America such as the Columbia River Gorge and Pistol River, Oregon, and Lake Garda in Italy, were also teeming with windsurfers, but the Canary Islands, being closer to Europe than Hawaii and sometimes even windier, became the second hotbed of windsurfing. Part of the Canaries’ popularity stemmed from young Bjorn Dunker-beck’s success on the world stage. At the time of his first recognition, few knew more about him than that he was the son of a Dutch father and a Danish mother, but sailed under the number E-1, the E standing for Spain because he grew up in the volcanic archipelago of the Spanish Canary Islands. 

				The first time I met Bjorn, I was shooting some footage at Dia-mond Head for Robert Masters, a video pro-ducer from SoCal who landed those promo contracts for Neil Pryde. Bjorn was shy to speak at first, but as time went by he ended Robby’s reign in racing, racking up world championship af-ter world championship, he began to speak as if to script, perhaps from hav-ing been asked the same questions in interviews time and time again. 

				“My name is Bjorn Dunkerbeck. I am the 42x World Champion but who’s counting? I love to windsurf. I try to windsurf everyday. I am very fast and I like the waves as well. Windsurfing is my life. Windsurfing has been good for me.” Bjorn could say that in seven different languages.
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				Between 1988 and 2001, Björn won 12 PWA Overall World Cham-pionships (1988-1999), 12 PWA Race World Championships (1988-1999), 7 PWA Wave World Championships (1990, 1992-95, 1999, 2001), 1 PWA Freestyle World Championships (1998) and 1 PWA Speed World Championships (1994). But like Bjorn always said, who’s counting? 

				When asked another question, Bjorn’s response was about the same, which is typical for most athletes at the top of their sport. While others could top him at speaking, nobody could beat him on the water in the racing events. I believe that Bjorn’s lack of wave titles on Maui gnawed at him the most. He could win a contest anywhere else in the world, where the waves lacked rhythm and were easily destroyed, but not at Ho’okipa where the waves took the upper hand and where kids like Josh Stone, another Kailua upstart, were pushing the upper limits. 

				Bjorn did not surf the wave with the same flow as even the un-sung Ho’okipa regulars who worked construction jobs or waited tables. Bjorn’s wavesailing was robotic, as he suffered just like Robby from being goofy-footed on regular-footed waves. While Bjorn lacked originality just like Big Blue, the chess playing IBM robot, it was not in Bjorn’s DNA to invent a move per se but could dial and digitize new ones quickly into his data base. Jumping was Bjorn’s trump card, executing loops backwards and forwards to remark-able heights. That’s how he finally won the Aloha Classic wave event, by racking up those jump-ing points. Check and mate! Despite all his wins and obvious talent, Bjorn never gained the respect from his peers as being a great surfing 
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				windsurfer. Bjorn probably couldn’t have cared less. While many have a fleeting chance of success like dunking a basketball or throwing a for-ward loop the victor just points to the scoreboard. 

				Sailing in Bjorn’s shadow was Sweden’s Anders Bringdal, S 10, a dominant Division II World Champion. Division II boards were round-bottom girls that went upwind super-fast in light air, but are as difficult to balance on as a rolling log. Few mastered that art like An-ders, but on the high wind high-performance World Cup race and sla-lom boards, Anders met his match with Bjorn. After Anders won the 1990 Aloha Classic Slalom victory, he and all others would forever sail in Bjorn’s wake. I asked Bjorn in my interview with him for Surfsailing International if he and Anders were friends. He just laughed and then solemnly stated, “It’s lonely at the top.” 

				 Shortly thereafter, Bjorn finally took a tumble off the leader board. To begin that tumble, Barry Spanier, Bjorn’s sailmaker under the Neil Pryde brand for those 12 overall championships, had left the build-ing. To me, that was a key factor in Bjorn’s decline from the throne. The other was Kevin Pritchard who was identified very early on as the only person likely to dethrone Bjorn. Micah Buzianis moved above him as well. Champions can’t stay champions forever. We then witnessed the emer-gence of French superstar, Antoine Albeau, who as of this writing carries his own torch of World Champion-ship glory for almost as many as Bjorn. 

				Bjorn has remained plenty fast though I sup-pose with humility he’s mellowed and adapted to the society of mortals, now earning many friendships along the way. He’s been giving back to the sport by teaching kids at windsurfing destinations such as Michiel Bouwmeester’s MB Pro Center in Sardinia. I only plug Inge’s overprotective brother because he has been so long at giving back to the sport himself. 

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				MAUI GLORY DAYS

			

		

		
			
				178

			

		

	
		
			
				Flyin’ Hawaiian

				When the waves arrived again, signifying the beginning of Fall, I resumed my hedonistic existence of windsurfing and shooting. When I came off the water, this new guy ran up to me on the beach. Seemingly, he was just another chubby kid in a chest harness. 

				“Hey, you’re Jonathan, right?”

				“That’s right.”

				“Just wanted to introduce myself. Name’s Dave. I saw your movie, Impact Zone. Read the book too, ten times over. Just wanted you to know that your work inspired me to come to Maui and windsurf.”

				“Looks like you and everybody else. But thanks. I just contributed a small part of the pic-ture. I always tell peo-ple it was the same way with me when I saw the photos of those guys in Kailua from Steve Wilkings’ camera. I saved you an island hop. Where are you from?”

				“Mammoth area in California. I’m a skier.”

				It seemed as if skiers from every part of the world were using windsurfing for their off-season training, only this was Spring.

				“You learned how to windsurf at Mammoth?”

				“There’s a big lake near there in Owen’s Valley, Mono Lake. We mostly sailed Hobies but when I saw the magazines and your movie, I just had to try it. And get to Maui quick.”

				“That’s cool. Well, welcome to Maui, Dave…”

				“Listen, do you think you could get a few shots of me out there?”

				“Awe, man. I’d love to. But if you want to make a name for yourself, 
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				Laid back Dave Kalama.
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				you have to work closely with a camera guy. I didn’t even see you out there.”

				“Oh, okay. I’ll try to get closer next time I see you out.”

				Dave’s last name, Kalama, would tell the story to come. Surfing was in his blood. Dave is the son of Ilima Kalama, a full-blooded Hawaiian world surfing champion, whose own father hailed from Hana, and was the first to bring the Outrigger to California. Having that lineage helps, but so does determination. Dave worked like a raging bull at his craft. The first in the water and the last out when the sun dipped below the West Maui mountains, you could see not only his body transform, but his skill level as well. Before long, he was going bigger, badder, harder than any others. I thought, how could a guy from skiing transform skills from riding solid mountains to moving ones? This guy was as calm on land as he was an animal on the water. Dave never talked about him-self and wasn’t that loudmouth “did you see me do that?” guy. He just went about his business. With all the attention Dave soon gathered from winning the Hard Rock, he remained the guy who wanted to get away from it all, to go where no man had gone before. Watch what you wish for, Dave.
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				Heart & Soul, Rigamarole

				Primarily, my singular role working for the great Robert Masters was to shoot film from the water and rig my gun camera to other rider’s masts. The former happened a lot more than the latter. The thing I remem-ber most, aside from Anders’ fin breaking off mid-loop for a Gaastra promo film, Heart & Soul, and meeting the rising su-perstar, Kevin Pritchard, was swimming out with the cam-era to the shallow reef area between Kanaha and Sprecks for the Neil Pryde promo, Ri-gamarole. The Neil Pryde team riders were coming at me with a full head of steam, at what seemed like a hundred miles per hour. They were jump-ing their slalom boards and landing with their giant fin daggers almost on top of me. There was really no place to escape; the water wasn’t deep enough to duck far so I’d have to trust the sailors. With all of the action going on, I burned through my 200-foot roll quickly. Then along came That Guy, screaming along, ready to hit a perfect ramp and launch his missile on a trajectory coming right my way. His aim could not have been better had I placed a target on my head like the Neil Pryde logo. I held my camera out in front of me for protection, then ducked as deep as I could when That Guy landed right where my head had been. While I didn’t duck often, I should have given him some sign but did not. It’s hard enough holding an enormously heavy movie camera with two hands. When I got back in, That Guy was complaining loudly to Geoff Cornish, Neil Pryde’s head of marketing and organizer of the production. He wanted to make sure everyone in the room could hear: Dunkerbeck, Angulo, Aguera, Hay-wood… “You need to hire another water guy. Weston’s lost his nerve. I had the perfect big air and he ducked. He ducked! Get Don King over here from Oahu. Somebody with balls.”
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				Bringdal bringing it.
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				Geoff just laughed and shook his head. I pulled Geoff aside and explained the situation. He told me I didn’t need to explain a thing, that my reputation preceded me. He also was wise enough to know I was the craziest filmmaker on the planet. From that point on, I ducked any opportunity to work with That Guy. While I held the utmost respect for That Guy as a surfer, a waterman, and a human, he never had a lick of respect for me. 

				Whack a Mole

				People often ask me how many times I’ve been hurt while filming, and amazingly, not many. Most of my injuries came from land sports. The one time I thought I was a goner was when Pete Cabrinha was heading out but didn’t quite make it. The wave pitched him backwards, and his mast jousted me right in the solar plexus, my fish sandwich bread basket. It knocked the wind clear out of me, and when I surfaced, I still couldn’t breathe. 

				Perhaps I should get out of this business, I thought. Two or three waves passed over and each time I came up for air, I couldn’t get any air, and if I couldn’t get any air soon, I certainly wouldn’t be getting any more business. Somehow, I turned myself inside out and spilled my guts to the fishes. I owed it to them for the sandwiches.

				Another time I was in a hurry to get to the Aloha Classic but my dog had run off with my water helmet. It did make for a great chew toy. 
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				Outta my way Aguera!
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				I’d always worn a helmet and had never been hit in the head before while filming. Not once. I suppose I could have gone all the way to town and bought another one, but there was no time. I had been hired by Casey Bennett, owner of a big production crew, to first develop and then shoot with the first satellite camera system, sending a signal from my water camera to shore. The waves were down so of course they sent the women out first.. It was actually a pretty active heat and Kelby was ripping it up. I turned the other way to film Debbie Brown and something nailed me right in the back of the head. It was Kelby’s fin. Pay attention! My head, being large, knocked her off her board. She waterstarted and kept on sailing. It’s okay, Kelby. I’m okay. Just a few chiropractic adjustments and I’ll be back in no time.

				The fin is the most dangerous object on the board and has been known to decapitate a swimmer or two. How many swimmers are lost as a result, as sometimes the glare on the water, or the bump of a wave, cause of the missing Canary Island tourist -it’s an ugly but true fact. If John Sev-erson were with us today, he would have me edit that part out as being “too morose,” and 
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				 Mark Angulo is one guy I trusted to be under control.
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				he’d probably have been right. It’s also truly amazing I’ve never been the victim. I can’t count how many times I’ve thought I was going to get hit, shut my eyes and ducked, waiting for the impact, only to open them again. “Perhaps I did not make it, and had surrendered another life,” said Steve Omar, far out metaphysical surfer. But I’m pretty sure I escaped all aliens and reincarnations (not sure about Sun Star). That is, until Anders Bringdal came flying over the back of a wave on a slalom board. 

				Anders Bringdal was out at Ho’okipa practicing for the slalom event with another World Cup rider, Bruce Wylie, during running of the wave event. When the pair were done practicing, they had to wait until a wavc heat ended to quickly slip through the waves and back to shore. Just as the horn sounded, Anders and the other fellow came smoking into the beach so fast that they both outran the waves, going from behind one to flying right through them in the whitewater. I was relaxing between heats, never expecting anyone to come flying through from the outside. Bringdal’s fin nailed me squarely between my shoul-der blade and spine. Anders catapulted off his board in a gallant effort to take some impact off my body. Had he not have bailed, I certainly would have been finely filleted for the fishes. 

				Marlboro Man

				It was one of the biggest Aloha Classic windsurfing contests ever held at Ho’okipa. Big in participation, big in wave size, wind, and especially prize money. Though I would have been better off filming from shore, I was getting paid by the Japanese a grand a day to get the angle that few had the courage or stupidity to obtain. I swam out with that weighty movie camera in hand, kin to pushing a lead vault through the sea. On my first try, I successfully shot a roll of killer action. But then as I was swimming back in I got caught in the shallows, pinned to reef, and held down for what seemed like an eternity. I tried to relax, to conserve ener-
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				gy and thus my breath; but after a certain amount of time, I tried to push up to the surface. The monster pushed back down. 

				Though I was in the peak shape of my life, with lungs of steel, I truly approached a breaking point. My urge to breathe felt irresistible but if I did so, I would swallow buckets of water and meet my end. I still resisted the compelling urge and suddenly realized I went beyond my capabilities. The pings sounded off in my brain, as if my skull was collapsing from the lack of oxygen. Must… breathe.

				I had breathed underwater before, once when I was surfing at Ha-leiwa on the North Shore. The cane fields were burning and I inhaled some black snow, a drifting sheet of cane ash some of which lodged in my windpipe. I went under three waves, each time coming up for air, but not being able to take any in. Then I breathed in water. It actually proved a great relief as it cooled my burning lungs. That feeling was followed by darkness. Or was it a shining light? A girl surfing next to me hauled me to shore on her board and performed CPR, and revived me. But she was not my first time. 

				My virgin drowning took place while earning my Lifesaving merit badge at a Boy Scout camp. The drill was to block the victim, and if the instructor grabbed me to hold me down, I was to swim under and out. I failed to follow the instructions. My instructor was a big football player. He held me by my head as I struggled to swim up. I struggled until it felt like a five set wave hold down, though I had no idea what that felt like yet. I breathed in water until I blacked out. The instructor then resuscitated me to show the class how it was done. (Imagine doing that today, the lawsuits. Back then, it was, get back in the pool, kid!) 

				I was back in the pool alright – the great Pacific pool – and it was going off! Only I was no longer a kid but a grown man in a fight for my life. I breathed in a little water, enough to cool my lungs and get me through, and then the wave released me. I swam up and immediately choked, gasping for air. When I finally reached shore, I violently threw up a gallon of salt water. I had taken more in than I thought. I could tell Pat Walsh that I truly was a fish head.

				Sitting on the bluff watching the contest for about an hour, my head still throbbed. I felt like I was battling a sudden bout of the flu. I began spacing out, more than I normally spaced out on an average day. Each rider out there windsurfing became two windsurfers as double vi-sion compounded my nausea. But as I watched Richie Myers, the cool-est dude on the block, get completely annihilated by the lip of a wave, I started laughing and couldn’t stop. I wasn’t laughing at Richie’s ugly 
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				situation. And while Richie was so richly handsome it might have been fun to see him get imploded, I really liked Rich and he could take it. I thought back to when Richie and I were on a photo shoot together at Diamond Head. He had a thick shadow growing on his face, and said he couldn’t shave it because he didn’t have any shaving cream. I told him to use soap, but he said that was insanity. I replied that I always used soap. He told me, each to his own grooming technique, and that he had to go to buy some shaving cream. I don’t know why I found that funny, but took it as a sign that I finally was gathering my wits. Nobody else would think so, but I decided I couldn’t give up on the idea of going back out there again. Or perhaps I just sorely needed to pay the rent. Besides, this day was big enough, and while there were no other photogs in the water, it was still nothing like Magnificent Monday. So, I headed back out there again.

				As I swam out, the movie camera felt heavier than before. Perhaps my strength to push with fins was diminished. I had never wondered before what I looked like to the sharks. Perhaps like some kind of task force with my orange day glow helmet, pushing this shark finding box. The first wave of the oncoming set broke and pinned me to the bottom again. I tried to come up for air, but the second wave hit and then the 
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				A rare shore shot from me. I must have been gassed. Wild Bill Boyum, Discoverer of famous surf spot, G-Land, in Indonesia. Journals from the Edge, a must read! 
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				third, until I lost count of waves passing over me without a breath. The wave “period” they call it, the distance between waves, was shorter than any storm waves I’d ever experienced. Through it all, under it all, I was being dragged with the rip out to sea, under the sea, to become one with the sea. 

				Joe Kool, observing from the judge’s tower, had been keeping an eye on me for some reason. He searched and searched with his binoculars and announced over the loudspeaker that I had disappeared. Did anyone see me? They could not, for I was experiencing a five-wave hold down, and had surfaced far outside of that first wave. Vanishing from an observer on land’s sight, even high in a tower, the wave took me up the coast, not down it as was typical. It was that kind of swell, a devil swell. 

				I saw those colors again, then visions of not just my dog, but my daughter. I had to survive! When I finally surfaced, my brain was again deprived of oxygen, and I floated in another dimension. The fight in me began to dissipate, and I surrendered to the idea becoming a fine meal for some observant creature. The sharks had seen me in their fine establishment for so many years. Perhaps I featured on their menu as a Sunset special. 

				I then heard a voice. “Are you okay?” No reply. I was too out of it. “Hang on to my footstrap. I’ll get you in. But we’re going to have to take a tumble.” I looked up, and there he was, the Marlboro Man. Where was his horse? He must be swimming around here somewhere. No, the windsurfer was his horse. “We’re going to have to get in the peak there,” the Marlboro Man said. “We’ll have to go over the falls, me and you.” 

				Over the falls, I thought. No, I couldn’t be going over any falls. 

				“And stay in line with the current going in, not out.” I shook my head. I was in no shape for a tumble. 

				“Grab onto the strap. You can do this.” And then I thought, where is his cigarette? His cigarette must have gotten wet.
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				Marlboro Man, in Indo.
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				The wave hit, and we tumbled and tumbled. I was too tired to struggle for air. I just kept tumbling. When we both surfaced, there in front of me was the dry reef at Pavillions. I only would have to climb up it. I looked over but the Marlboro Man had vanished. Was he my old friend, Bill Boyum, one of the first guys I had met on Maui in that Pailolo Channel? That guy was made of rawhide. Of stone harder than steel, I thought, but this was no time for superlatives. I still had one more step to make, one more breath to take, a deep one. That reef was no easy climb.

				When I walked with my camera past the contest grandstand, Joe was there. “Dude! We thought you were a goner!” 

				Nah. Just another day at the office.
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				Even Mike Waltze had to bail once in a while. Thanks Bill Boyum, for bailing me out.
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				Ian Boyd.
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				Matt Pritchard.
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				Waltze (above), Naish (below). Doing their thing.
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				CHAPTER 9: 1988

				 LUCKY BREAKS

				Japan

				A shot rang out in the dark. I had traveled to Japan a few times to date to visit Yusuke, my previous sponsor. Despite changing the course of my comfortable life of a sponsored windsurfer, we remained friends. He’d seen some of my Impact Zone swimsuit and beachwear designs and tried to hook me up with the same company that licensed his UP Sports apparel brand. I’d also demo his UP Landsailor at various events though was mostly pulled by his Afghan due to lack of wind. And, I would compete in the Japan Speedsailing Championships.During these stays I spent most of my time in Tokyo, Fukushima, and Osaka. It was at the Emperor’s Palace, in the dead of winter when I heard that shot.

				I carried my camera and telephoto lens that tucked inside my down jacket and began to take night photos of downtown Tokyo but sometimes would just tuck the camera from the cold and shoot noth-ing much at all. People looked at me without looking at me. Like that day with Doug Hunt, I just shot back with blank stares. Unbeknownst, during this period, a revolution movement brewed against the govern-ment. Rebels were launching rockets from stealth locations within the city at government buildings in hopes of taking out some government officials. Of all this, I had no awareness. Yusuke probably figured as usual it was best if I learned things the hard way.

				There was a nice garden with old emperial buildings and trees lit by the garden lights. The shadows spread patterns that caught my eye, so I scoped out a good spot for composition. Suddenly, I felt as if I was being followed. Then I realized, I was indeed being followed on all sides. Perhaps they were also photographers admiring the light. Stepping over a small barrier, I drew my camera from my coat. No fewer than five men came running at me with guns pulled, then shout-ing something in Japanese I didn’t quite understand since I spoke very little. A shot fired into the air and I perfectly understood to freeze. And then in English, “Drop your weapon!” What? As soon as they saw the camera, they all started laughing. I was just another tourist. One of the 
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				men explained in broken English that I was trespassing on the Emper-or’s Garden, and they suspected I was about to launch a rocket. That was the one shot in my career I was lucky not to get. 

				Yusuke took me one night to a Drinking Girls Bar, complete with a grand piano and very posh decor. There were very few men to women in the ratio. Yusuke sat me down with about ten women in a circle, and all at once they began to ask me questions about my sexual prowess in a way that would make a sailor blush. I was not sure where they were going with this but reminded Yusuke that I wasn’t attracted to hookers or geishas, not matter how high class they were. He questioned my innocence, so we stayed for a few drinks then left for a sushi bar.

				At the sushi bar, we enjoyed a couple of rolls, and then Yusuke ordered the special for me. It arrived as a whole fish on a skewer. Not a big fish, but a whole fish, with head and tails intact. The chef peeled back the skin on the fish and instructed me by motions to grab the meat with my sticks. The fish tasted like no raw fish I had ever eaten. They all leaned in closely to see my reaction. “You like fish?”

				I was not entirely comfortable with that question, but to appease the host I said, “Yes, I like fish.” Then the chef touched the face of the fish and the fish began flopping all over the table, as much as a fish can flop while on a skewer. The chef then asked, “You like live lobster?”

				Yusuke then took me to a batting cage, curious whether I could hit a 100-mph fastball. I could not, but he could. We then moved to a multi-level driving range, where I hit the ball out of the park, and in all directions in order to take out a few Toyota windshields. After we did all this, Yusuke met up with a friend, got very red-nosed, then hopped out of our car in the middle of the street to Kung Fu fight some young bucks. His “secretary,” our driver, begged me to get out and force Yusuke back in. It felt pretty much like breaking up a fight between Merkel and Our Dough. 

				Despite the annoyance of having spent more money on my enter-tainment in one night than Yusuke could have sponsored me to live a year on Maui and windsurf, my third visit to Japan was a charm. Fred and Barry had “sponsored me” with a ton of gear to attend a Speed trial at Lake Biwako. The sails and boards were all prototypes but since they were Fred’s, they were worth a mint. I was to sell them and bring back the money. Some sponsorship, but at least I had some fast gear. 

				Once we got past Mt. Fujiyama and approached Lake Biwako on the super train, I witnessed another side of Japan. It was beyond beau-tiful. After Tokyo and Osaka, I could never in my wildest imagination expect that nature still existed in this country, yet here it was. We sat 
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				around the lake for three days wearing shorts and t-shirts, while every-one promised us there would be snow and samurai wind on Friday for the trial.

				Sure enough, I awoke early Friday morning to trees bending over, and snow blowing sideways. I hit the water early, making my first run at 6 am, and sailed about as fast on Fred’s little speed needle as I had ever gone on Maui. Soon the water began to get too choppy. I made one more run before my hands would freeze to the boom, then went in to shore where others were huddled inside a trailer. A Japanese TV news crew appeared. They interviewed me about my experience, the inter-preter informing me that I had the highest speed first run of the day in the flat water at 32.8 knots. Tetsu Hoshino was in second at 32. 

				The course was reset after lunch, so I took one run out but could see that the chop now approached four feet in height from the storm. There was no way I was going to go faster than I had in the morning flats, so bailed back to the RV. Looking at the monitor, guys who were not even in the top ten suddenly posting speeds of 36, 37, and 38 knots! This seemed impossible, but I got back on my frozen board and headed back out for another run. Just as I approached the course, they shut it down. 

				That night, Yusuke told me to look at the TV. The contest and my interview played on Japan National TV. It claimed that I had won the event. It was a small consolation prize, but Yusuke did buy all of the gear from me, which I later gave the funds to a very pleased Fred. I cautioned Yusuke that nobody could ride this stuff in Japan, and he told me I did not understand the Japanese. He declared he would sell it for five times what he paid me. 

				“Because I won the event?” No, Jonasan, because it was Fred Haywood’s gear.”

				Down and Out

				After the Impact Zone movie screened, more and more people kept com-ing to Maui. For this, Mike Waltze could blame me, but moreso blame himself for he was such an enigmatic star in that film. Even Robby Na-ish and Pete Cabrinha had finally made the move. Yet, my friends who weren’t making it as windsurfing superstars were leaving. Unless you were a trust funder it became harder and harder to carve an existence here. Yet, more and more filmmakers and camera people arrived as well. Guys like Greg Huglin while becoming friends also direct competitors 
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				and who made it even tougher to carve out my own living. As a Dad, I would need to fill in the gaps until something larger came about. Oddly, I decided that downhill biking might be a good supplement. It also was the one job I could finish by noon to give myself enough time to wind-surf and shoot photos. 

				I had a hard time convincing the owner of the bike operation that I would be a good candidate, but in the end, they took anybody. Get-ting up at 2am to go to Kaanapali and Lahaina to pick up the tourists, then winding your way up to Haleakala without getting van sick proved a real burnout. Watching the sunrise every morning almost made up for it.

				For the first couple of weeks, my role was to drive the van back down while every-body else biked. I was okay with this because it was probably safer for me that way. But the truth was, I didn’t want any of my friends to see where my career was heading (seemingly downhill). Besides, I likely would have led everyone off a cliff, or at least into a cow. The tour went all the way from the top down to Paia, which recently had installed a stoplight. That light was the single most significant object to signal the end of Paia as we knew it. The tourists and their traffic finally had found places other than Lahaina, and I had a line of those culprits weaving their way around the switchbacks ahead of me. On the stretch from Makawao to Paia, I watched one of the Japanese tourists fall asleep on her bike and ride straight into a cane field. She was okay, but I was a bit shaken by what happened the next day. 

				One of the bike leaders didn’t show up for work so I was finally able to get out of the van and lead the bike tour. What a blast that was to bank turns on a Maui Cruiser along the switchbacks, and watching Bill Boyum and his hanglider gang along the way. Would they crash? Would I crash? 
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				The guy driving the van kept radioing me to slow down, but I was hard of hearing and having too much fun anyway. I was getting a whole 80 bucks a day plus tips for this! That was enough for 3 rolls of film and processing. Or alternatively, I could buy two cartons of Gerber and some socks at Oshkosh. As our tour rolled through Paia and the warm breeze hit my face, I heard some whoops and laughter. “Duuuude! Tour boy! Biker Bob!”. Sitting on an outside table having breakfast were Joe Kool, Mike Waltze and Robby Naish. 

				It was silly that I was embarrased to take a tourist job to stay afloat, but I soon quit the job because after taking the tourists to the Westside and back again, it left me completely drained. Something else would have to give. It had to. It seemed like whenever I sank to the bot-tom of the tank, something would always come along. That something that came along this time was Pietro Porcella. 

				Maui Fun

				Pietro was one of the old school windsurfers, an Italian sports journalist who followed his passion that naturally led to Maui. 

				“Jonaton! Amico! I have been looking-a all over for you.”

				“Why, I owe you money?”

				“No, no. You know Mr. Kurokawa, the owner of Hi-Wind?”

				“Not really. But I know who he is. The one who was severely in debt treasure hunting but then discovered a galleon of dubloons.”

				“Yes, he the one who discover the treasure. Owns-a many maga-zine in Japan. He hire me to be Editor of new tourist magazine here. It called-a Maui Fun.”

				“Congrats. What does that have to do with me?”

				“Ah, I want-a you to do-a photos. Maybe write-a article. We pay you handsomely in Dubloons.”

				I wrote an article about Haleakala and offered them some of my scenic photos I’d been shooting over the years during wind breaks. Mr. Kurokawa liked both and wanted me to come to their new office in Kihei to meet. Pietro was there.

				“Hello, Mr. Jonasan. May I call you Jonasan?” said Kurokawa.

				“Sure. Just as long as you call me when you need more photos!”

				“I like your photos, have seen many times in Hi-Wind. You know that is my magazine?”

				“Yes, of course. And a fine publication it is, Sir.”

				“Sank you. You know how I got my money for the magazines?”
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				“Sunken Treasure. Pietro told me.”

				“Yes, yes. You know, Mr. Jonasan. I am half Chinese, half Japa-nese. It’s good?”

				“Sure, sounds good to me.”

				“Japanese, they no like me because I’m Chinese. Chinese, they no like me because I’m Japanese. But they both love me for my money!”

				“Well, I hope you like to have fun as well. There is an expression I learned while visiting Japan. “Mo Kalimaska?” It was a question asked of someone about their business. The proper reply, no matter how rich one may be, is “Bochi bochi da,” which means not so good, but in actuality a millionaire. 

				“Ah! Mo Kalimaska! Mo Kalimaska?”

				“Bochi boch.”

				“Ah, the Osaka slang of expression. Very good! Jonasan, I do not know English so well, but very much like article you wrote for Mr. Pietro. And you can do film as well I see. We have stock motion pho-tography agency. We need. Pietro, you go back to travel for windsurfing journalism. I help you out. Mr. Jonasan, I want you be Editor, Photog-rapher, and write article for new Maui Fun magazine.”
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				Having more than Maui Fun. Francesco and Niccollo Porcella with Robby at 1997 Red Bull King of Air, Lake Garda. Pietro, event MC calling the action eccitazione as usual. 
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				“Really? Pietro? Is that okay?”

				Pietro seemed relieved. “Make it-a fun. Make it-a Maui Fun.”

				Making the magazine was fun. The best part of the job was shoot-ing cover models and advertisements. I was getting better at using more powerful lenses, blurring the bokeh background like they did for Sports Illustrated swimsuit issues. I also shot a lot of advertisements for use in Kurokawa’s other Japanese magazines. product shots such as sports drinks, wetsuits, fashion clothing. I was never busier.

				The only downside to my activity was the updates I got at the softball games from Alex Aguera. That was the only time I got to see my friends.

				“Dude. You missed it today. It was going off. Coming tomorrow?”

				“Can’t make it. Gotta work, man.”

				The softball team was called IMPACT ZONE. I provided the uni-forms. It was made up of the who’s who of windsurfing talent. Some-times Craig Maisonville, Joe Kool, Dave Daly, and Jesus Cort Superstar would play with us, but for the big tournaments the team relied on Alex and his brother, Greg, harness inventor Ken Kleid, looper Doug Hunt, shaper Richard Greene, Dodger fan Rob Funk, dashing Darby Drew-yer, jumping Joel Richman, and big wave riders and ball crushers Dave Collignon and Dave Kalama. We weren’t particularly bad, and usually made it through tournaments until everyone had too much to drink.

				The tough part of run-ning a bi-lingual magazine was selling the ads. There was a lot of competition from other guides for advertis-ing budgets. Mr. Kurokawa poached sales talent from another tourist mag, Maui Gold, but it wasn’t enough. Maui Fun was a hard sell, so I called the one person I knew with the art of persuasion 
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				(besides Fred Haywood, he was busy being famous). Diane, the Tiger Lady from Georgia, came over on the next flight.

				Diane had become more beautiful than ever, turning heads wher-ever she went. Mr. Kurokawa had bought a giant house in Makawao called the Hi-Wind house. Diane was staying there, and when I came to visit, there would be no fewer than five guys vying for her attention. She would drink them under the table, say, “Pfft,” and go to her room. By day, she in-creased ad sales tenfold. Nobody cared what she was selling, they were sold on Diane.

				Mr. Kurokawa had also become a big fan of Diane’s, as he had become of all the girls I brought over. I once hired a secretary and made the mistake of becoming chummy with her and one of the cover models at the same time. It was hard to get things done when your secretary is crying at her desk. Of course, when I felt bad and tried to make things right, she informed me of her wedding plans with Kuroka-wa’s new hotel landscaper. Kurokawa had purchased a slice of paradise with his treasure money, constructing a new hotel where the old animal house used to be. At least it maintained some of our early day’s party spirit, “straddling Kihei Road like an elephant on nickel a beer night.”

				That was a line from a Maui News book reviewer wrote about the book Kurokawa published of my photography called Maui: As Above, So Below. He called my photos, “postcard photography.” A Japanese editor had put the book together, which was a bit neither here nor there on the overall layout, and some of the photos were better than others. One, in particular, garnished the attention of not only the reviewer but the en-tire women’s movement of Maui.

				It was not one of the painted nudes with rain-bows in Haleakala they 
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				Makena swim. 
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				opposed to, but a shot of mangoes. Kurokawa had a niece he wanted to make famous, so he hired me to shoot photos of the young girl. To give her a maturation boost, he gave her a gift to LA for some augmen-tation. So there we were on the beach, Joe Kool assisting, figuring out a way to use some fruit props that had survived the trip to Makena. Joe, while riding in the back of the van, had eaten the rest. I decided to place the nicely sliced mangoes on the girl’s stomach and shoot them upon said platter. At that time, a guy I’d often seen hanging out in Paia woke up on the beach, stared at us for a bit, and then walked over.

				“Hey, man. May I make a simple suggestion?” the hippy said.

				“Bongo dance?” 

				The hippy pulled me aside. “Have her take her top off. Place the sliced mangoes there.”

				An “ahah” moment. I decided to let the girl decide. She thought it was a juicy idea. 

				After the book was published, I fielded the usual amount of phone calls to the magazine about sexist photography. I couldn’t explain to them that it wasn’t my idea. If all of the other magazines and photog-raphers stopped using women in photography, then I would as well.

				The big problem came with a cover shoot. I hired a model and brought with me a stack of leis large enough for graduation to grace her bare chest. Oddly, my secretary cried all day then eventually quit be-cause I’d gone off with an-other one of the models. Kurokawa made certain that the next secretary he hired for me was like the church lady. She may have worm bifocals, but she sure had an eye for nip-ples sticking through leis. Unfortunately, she missed one until after 100,000 is-sues had printed. We only had three days to fix this before they were sent out to the magazine stands.

				The magazine was printed in Japan, so there wasn’t time to reprint. But there was one person I could call. Joe Kool. Hey Joe, remember those props you ate? You owe me a sticker party. 100,000 Maui Hot 

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				RETURN TO THE IMPACT ZONE

			

		

		
			
				199

			

		

	
		
			
				Line stickers for 100,000 nipples. Editors have tried to correct me on this, say-ing I mean 200,000 stickers, but my model only exposed. One. A keg of beer, 25 of Joe Kool’s friends, 25 of Di-ane’s guy friends, and we got itdone. Two months later, the girl on the cover got a boob job. A few years later, I would cast her in the dream scene of my movie, Double or Noth-ing. Comes with a couple of stickers.

				Johnny Hallucinogen Interlude

				Mr. K wanted me to put a little movie together to feature my stock foot-age. It had no rhyme or reason to it. When shooting the footage, I looked at some examples of footage being purchased in Japan. Mr. K was right about the empty waves and such, but what I was seeing was more bi-zarre, dreamlike footage being used for everything from perfume to bev-erages. I told him I mostly wanted to shoot some super slow-mo loops, my excuse to get back to the real office, so I was given some license to do that as well. I shot a bunch of nice footage of Nick Nettleship, the perfect cheese roller.

				I took Kurokawa’s niece to the Big Island and shot some footage of her in flowing cloth on cords of lava. After she went back, I spent anoth-er day and since I didn’t have a model, I used myself. When it came to dreams, most of mine had taken place where I was suddenly in public in my underwear. There was a cool wooden path through the lava field called the Desolation Trail. I put on my fins and mask, dropped trow and ran down the path. Then I painted my face with some colored sunscreen Mickey and Joy gave me and took some photos of that as well. 

				Wind magazine in France wanted to run a story on me, so I sent them some action photos I’d taken over the weekends. They wanted a self-por-trait as well, so I gave them a few choices. When the issue came out, I had 
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				several pages of coverage, probably the most of any magazine outside of Hi Wind had ever published. My work for Hi Wind was included in my salary, so they regularly ran features of my work particularly of the Japanese windsurfing superstar, Hi-demi Furuya. But this was Wind mag-azine. This was awesome. Followed by some tasteful editor’s pick of my litter, the open-ing two-page spread was of my painted face at the Desolation Trail. The title of the article, Johnny Hallucinogen. I found this funny that in France they associated creativity with drugs, but dreams can certainly be mistaken for a hallucination. Um, running around in your underwear? Really? Mickey’s Joy gave me the sunscreen.

				Meanwhile, the magazine, Maui Fun, was going really well with Di-ane selling most of the ad space, so Kurokawa gave here some dubloons to go back to Georgia and retrieve her 7-year old daughter, her furni-ture, and ship it to Maui for good. A week later, I got a call from Diane’s Mom. Diane had a brain aneurysm while driving. She was gone.

				After Diane departed our world, the magazine gig started falling apart. Without Diane, the ad pages grew skinny. The energy was gone. Kurokawa hired a hatchet man that started to put figures to actions, so things became less and less fun. If Diane were still around, she would have just drunk that guy under the table. There was only one thing that could cure my blues but I couldn’t get to it. Windsurfing had become the blood that flowed through my veins and with it the whisper of the wind. I constantly looked out my window, a life dependent on the flutter of leaves on trees.
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				Kurokawa could see that I was getting antsy, so he let me go out more often and film stock footage. He told me to shoot empty waves. No windsurfers, no surfers, just empty waves. It was what the advertisers wanted. He was right. Their agency sold the footage to Sony and some other commercials that ran worldwide. I didn’t make anything extra for it outside of my salary, but it was nice to get out of the office. On the weekends, I went windsurfing.

				One of the up and coming windsurfing stars walked up to me on the beach and introduced herself, offered me a Power Bar (her sponsor). We hit it off pretty good, enough that she handed Dunky his walking papers. This was the first time he ever lost anything or anyone. I learned later she was not a virgin after all, but if guys could do it, so could girls. To impress her, I took her to one of Kurokawa’s West Side mansions, and then for a helicopter ride at one of the big contests. It was a big day, one of the biggest ever seen during a contest. And, there was wind. This girl must be good luck.

				A few days prior, I’d had bad luck. I lost my Millikan to the sea. After shooting the best conditions for filming I’d seen in all my years of filming, I swam toward shore. I was ecstatic, thinking I’d scored some incredible big wave aerials of Robby Seeger and the return of Robert Teritehau (the New Caledonian superstar). Within yards of the beach, a big wave picked me up and pitched me over the falls. Wait a minute. A big wave yards from the beach? That rarely happens! It happened the first day I launched at Ho’okipa, and it was happening now. I got slam dunked. My “shorty” wetsuit was ripped off my shoulders, unzipped by the turbulent power, the camera ripping out my hands and the leash to it breaking. When it was over, I looked around for the camera and it was gone, never to be seen again. It must have cracked on the rocks and sank. 

				But here I was with the good luck girl and a free helicopter ride during the contest. I still had the old gun camera, so I thought I’d shoot hanging out of the chopper window and get some cool footage. I looked cool all right, but the cartridge jammed. Fortunately, I had my still cam-era with me and a 100-300 lens as a backup plan. It wasn’t a pro type lens but if put in the right place at the right time, it did the trick. The pilot put me in the right place, right about Eskimo. I pulled the camera out of the bag, hung far out of the chopper with the seatbelts to support me from falling, and took one shot of Eskimo. Little did I know that this would be my shot that would be published around the world.
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				“Biginners” special luck!
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				Sports Photo of the Year

				The phone rang.

				“Hello?”

				“Hello, this is Bronwen Latimer, Sports Illustrated.

				“Yes.”

				“I have a request. We saw a photo of yours published in an Amer-ican windsurfing magazine. It was just a small photo surprisingly, but it caught our editorial team’s eye.”

				I couldn’t imagine which photo it was, as I’d rarely been published in any American windsurfing magazines and was too busy to notice if I was. 

				“Was it in, Sailboarder?” 

				“Yes, I believe that’s the one. It was taken from a helicopter.”

				“So, why are you calling?”

				“We were wondering if you would give us your permission to sub-mit the photo to the National Press Photographers Association’s Photo of the Year award.” She went on to tell me that it was sponsored by Kodak and Canon and that they were only submitting three. One was Walter Ioss’s shot of Mike Tyson getting knocked out, the other Neil Leiffer’s Michael Jordan winning the NBA Championship. 

				Walter Ioss? Neil Leiffer? A windsurfing photo didn’t stand a chance. I’d never entered a photo in a contest before other than some dumb butterfly on a thistle at the Maui State Fair, and all I got was an honorable mention.

				“There are 36,000 entries from around the world so don’t get your hopes up too high.”

				“I don’t have any hopes, high or low, but thank you. Windsurfing’s not a major sport.”

				“Not major in the sense of the big four sports, but for popular appeal, well and for many other reasons, we think this photo stands a chance. At first, I thought it was one of Hans Kluetmeier’s ski shots. The wave looks like snow. Do we have your permission to submit?” “Sure,” I said and hung up.

				A month later I got a second phone call. 

				“This is Bronwen Latimer, Sports Illustrated. I wanted to inform you that you won!”

				“Won? Won what?”

				“The NPPA Photo of the Year. Your photo was also published in 
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				our Top Ten Pho-tos issue. Congrat-ulations!”

				What a lucky shot!

				Here I had taken thousands of water shots, and the one aerial pho-to I shot made the covers or center spread of not just windsurfing maga-zines, but in major magazines across the world. It was even featured in French PHOTO, which to me was tops. If only my friend Arnaud could have seen it.

				It was bizarre that after thousands of water shots, the one aerial shot would win an award. I came to realize this was a stroke of luck, and I’d take it, but as an artist, I could point to hundreds of water shots I preferred. When I composed photos or set out to take them, I wasn’t looking to document from a photojournalistic viewpoint. I’d leave the many other photographers to that chore. That’s why I had dreamed of a magazine called Wind Art. Windsurfing was poetry to me, and that’s how I wanted to portray it.

				I was interviewed by a woman from The Maui News. Of course, she asked who my inspirations were. I’d never really thought about it. At the front of my mind, I was thinking about my art photography back-ground and the professors who inspired me. Aside from Jerry Uellsmann, the first double exposure photographer, most of my professors had un-inspired me, focusing too much on the technical aspects. But then I re-membered Warren Bolster, who most likely planted the seed in my head that I could do this. He actually came to Hookipa to shoot one day and got washed out. I thought back then, I wasn’t going to get washed out.

				But my true inspiration was my Dad, Bert. He had given me my first camera. My Dad was not an official photographer, yet found him-self with cameras in one of the most horrific scenes of anyone’s lifetime. As the head of an ambulatory Mash unit in Patton’s Army, he’d already bagged hundreds of bodies on Omaha Beach and survived numerous other great battles of WWII. He became enamored with death, until the day his unit liberated a concentration camp in Ebensee, Austria. I’ve heard it’s a beautiful place to windsurf today. My father, in an interview 

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				RETURN TO THE IMPACT ZONE

			

		

		
			
				205

			

		

	
		
			
			

		

		
			
			

		

		
			
			

		

		
			
				for Steven Spielberg’s documentary, Shoah, that as beautiful as it was on the outside lakes, it was not so on the inside of the camp. 

				My Dad had never really talked about the war much, a most happy fellow. For an hour he told his tale with little emotion until the interview-er asked him if he could recall, “What did the camp smell like?” At that point, my father’s face contorted, tears rolled down his face as did mine watching. I had to turn the interview off, I couldn’t go on. But at the time, he had to.

				I asked him often to tell me about the experience, but he always declined until shortly before his passing. He told me the story about how the prisoners asked to borrow his jeep. He obliged. They came back with a camp guard strapped to the hood like a deer. Sadly, as Patton’s Army moved along to fight other battles and free more camps, the survivors began their walk back to wherever they came, few ever making it. Many died from the candy soldiers tossed to them along their journey. After surviving for so long, their bodies couldn’t handle the shock. by Seeger, and how it could all have happened.

				As a child growing up, my brother and I were curious about what was in Dad’s locked closet. One day, we picked the lock and found sever-al stacks of printed 8x10 photos higher than we could reach. I did reach, and pile came tumbling down, revealing the photos my Dad had taken at Ebensee. So I figured out then and there that perhaps my photographic efforts were aimed just opposite of the horror I viewed in those photos. My Dad told me in his final days that after the war ended, a lot of Ger-man blood was spilled in retaliation. I just thought about working with the Germans, and my good German friend Robby Seeger. That guy had guns! 

				But in all seriousness, while I didn’t want people to forget what hap-pened, to balance the ugliness I had witnessed in those photos, that my father had witnessed first hand, I wanted to focus the beauty in life, the remarkable and positive things that humans accomplished. To me, that meant shooting not guns and gas but windsurfing.

				Surfsailing International

				With the success of winning Sports POY, I quit my job at Maui Fun and 
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				went back to the windsurfing world. Now I would finally get the chance to make a windsurfing magazine, and like Frank Sinatra, do it my way.

				I’d met Robert Campbell, owner of Maui Printing Company, through windsurfing competitions. He never let go of the fact that I beat him in a wave contest, forever claiming the judges must’ve been blinded by the sun. I told him not to quit his day job. Once I had quit mine, he approached me with the idea to put together a magazine specializing in wavesailing. Even though it was regional and Maui-centric, we’d call the magazine Surfsailing International, because people from all over the world were doing it here on Maui. It was time to switch gears from filmmaking to still photography.

				The best part of getting back in the water with my still camera was the simplicity of it. I wondered if I had just stuck with that like Eric Aeder and Darrell Wong, I might have more money in my pocket, but I wasn’t all about money in my pocket or it would be there. I was about sharing my vision and putting the audience behind the wheel. POV film-making had given me that. Still, there was something pure about still photography and an image that only moves within your mind as you absorb it. Plus, the resolution of Fuji Velvia was dreamlike compared to the old Kodachrome.

				Having learned Photoshop and Quark for laying out the pages at Maui Fun allowed me a small production staff of one with this maga-
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				That’s me in the corner with the German camera, working with Robby Seeger on German sponsored film. Hard to believe our forefathers were once at war. Photo by Thorsten Indra.
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				zine. Handling digital photo files was probably our biggest challenge, but there was a new shop down the street from Robert’s Maui Printing shop in Kahului. They had a whole gigabyte of storage space! It would cost too much for us to afford, so we chained some Macs together until we had enough cheese on the grill. 

				The magazine began as a rough paper cover and probably should have stayed that way, but we soon went glossy. The amount of work involved was staggering. Writing and shooting was one thing, but selling the ads and laying it out was more than I could handle. With the indus-try on Maui already shrinking, the magazine revenue was not enough to support my new family with baby Holly on the way. In the end, I had some filming opportunities with Robert Masters and others, so I had 

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				MAUI GLORY DAYS

			

		

		
			
				208

			

		

	
		
			
				to give it up. But at least I had completed 4 issues, and I thank Robert Campbell for that. Next time we draw each other in a heat somewhere up in heaven, I will certainly provide the judges with Maui Jim sunglass-es so they can see his better performance.

				Brett and Mr. Big

				The last issue of Surfsailing International featured an article I edited by Dave Terry titled Brett and Mr. Big. Dave the Birdman was an inno-vative guy who had also attended yet graduated from Brooks Institute. We had both tried theWind Weapon, a hanglider/windsurfer mesh, and he had tried to even fly with wings, stepping back or forward a century depending on how one viewed it. We had many other similarities in life, including having most all of our work destroyed by one mishap or the other. In many respects we were birds of a feather. So when Dave called and gave me teh FOMO update that, “You should have been here yes-terday,” I had him write the article for it as well. It took me a few to edit through the madness, but the monstrosity was all there. Call it a collab-orative effort of Bruddas from annudda Mudda. 

				Big Brett Lickle was not raised riding big waves, or any for that matter. He was raised in flat ass Delaware. Delaware is the second smallest state in the country. But some people, no matter how small a place they’re from, are destined for bigness. Delaware’s bird is the Blue Hen, but Brett was no hen, not blue, and not chicken. 

				Brett improved his skills like Dave Kalama through time on the water. With his girth, he wasn’t the nimblest creature but he still went Evil Knievel on the Killer Loops, warranting the distinction of being the first guy to wear protective gear. Brett was sponsored by Bad Boy surf clothing, had a Bad Boy tattoo on his shoulder, and when it was breaking bad, Brett was out there tattooing some big ones. He wasn’t really bad. He was actually one of the nicest guys on the beach, but he had a husky 
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				voice and demeanor and could have played the stereotype in any movie. When Brett teamed up with Laird for tow-in surfing, he sealed that bad boy image. Think Men in Black and Blue.

				After Fred Haywood’s big day, there had not been many storms rolling through of such magnitude. After all, a swell of the century is a swell of the century. There shouldn’t be room for more. But some would say that Brett’s Big Day rivaled it, and Dave Terry claimed it exceeded. There was no Arnaud to glorify and send Telex. Nobody even used the Telex anymore. But Dave Terry was there and even windsurfed it before he took out his camera and the big one rolled in. Or before he rolled a big one, take your pick.

				Dave had also attended Brooks Institute of Photography, graduat-ing with honors in the Motion Picture degree. He was always riding the far edge of windsurfing, trying out all kinds of ideas including a wind-surfer with a jib and the Birdman suit. But he wouldn’t be trying any stunts like that on waves like these.

				I like the image Dave took of Brett in that it was not a close-up, though I’d have liked to have seen the expression on Brett’s face. What I admire about Dave Terry’s shot is that it gives the scope of Ho’okipa closing out. Just one man’s opinion, but Ho’okipa seems a lot more dan-gerous than even Jaws. There’s just no escaping through a channel and 
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				Dave Terry photo.
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				of course, nobody’s going to go out there on a jet ski and try to save you. 

				And so, cutting to the chase, the story of Brett & Mr. Big goes: Brett’s dirt and rust red van shook and bounced into the unpaved area of Ho’okipa parking lot. The lot was empty. A mist hung in the air…the ocean rumbled. “This is it,” Brett thought. “Now it’s you and me, Mr. Big. Show me what you’ve got.” As Brett pulled his rhino chaser out of the van, Mr. Big was ready to greet him with open arms. Rhino, puh!

				Brett was sailing in and out, trying to find an opening in the froth-ing madness. Ho’okipa at its best. Ho’okipa at its worst. Metallica in motion raced toward the tiny black and yellow flotsam of a man holding his hanky to the wind. The wind appeared to be blowing strong, but not even Brett could pierce the walls of foam. Brett was getting hammered. People were starting jokes. Bad boy getting spanked jokes.

				Then, the great walls of Ho’okipa parted, and Brett sailed through. Just as he reached the outside, the ocean rose up like the Golan Heights before him. A crowd gathered, eyeing the dark speck climbing the white broth of molten ocean. He went up and flew off the top of that moun-tain, and disappeared. The crowd gasped. And then Brett was up again. He jibed, then turned with the wave streaking on a full plane back to-ward the beach. As the horizon jacked, Mr. Big now had him trapped, firmly in his grasp. 

				Brett looked down the wave and dared not look back, but he could hear the roar behind him. Below was an inconceivable drop. A drop not down the face of a wave, but a waterfall of terror, a flash flood chasing behind him. The spray alone from the wave’s blast as it cascaded down was enough to cannonball him into the next century. He was surrounded by white, nearly four times the height of his fifteen-foot mast. As if being chased by white demons he sailed toward the beach, unable to breathe in the exploding deluge, so many superlatives were being thrown about him.

				Brett escaped big bad Mr. Big that day, but when he looked back, he knew he’d conquered some doubt demons. He’d ridden one of the baddest waves on the planet. A stiff shot and a chaser for his endangered Rhino for helping him survive the feat. He could now wear his Bad Boy shorts with pride.

				The story has been recanted many times over about what happened a few years later when Brett almost his sealed his bad fate at Outer Spre-cks in 80-foot waves. While attempting to rescue Brett after a miscue, Laird and Brett were both exploded by a wave during the jet ski rescue. Brett cut his leg wide open on the spare board’s fin. The drama height-
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				ened, as Laird tore off his wetsuit down to his birthday suit to apply a tourniquet to Brett’s bleeding bait, then swam a half mile to retrieve the jet ski. The whole way, Laird was likely thinking what he would tell Brett’s family. Fortunately, Laird collected the ski and got Brett back to shore before the big landlord collected his rent. After this wake-up call, Brett gave up the big bad boy hero sandwich for more hors d’oeuvre sized surf. But not Laird. Laird was wired to head back out for more.
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				Scott Trudon, Ho’okipa Troubadour.
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				I missed a few Glory days but not this one with Dave Daly.

			

		

		
			
				RETURN TO THE IMPACT ZONE

			

		

		
			
				213

			

		

	
		
			
				 

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				Pete Cabrinha and Kim Birkenfeld in Namotu Fiji.
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				CHAPTER 10: 1991-

				 More Glory 

				Fiji Warriors

				A filmmaker from the Gorge named Billy Taylor called me up and asked if I’d be up for shooting some water footage for a Gaastra Sails video in Fiji. Robby Naish and Pete Cabrinha were going to be riding nirvana waves at the world famous surf spot, Cloudbreaks. Sure, why not, as long as I could bring my new windsurfing girlfriend, Kim. Not a problem, as long as she doesn’t get in the way. Kim was our US Olympic hopeful, a good looking blonde with a head on her shoul-ders (Harvard grad school Summa cum laude) sponsored by PowerBars, so she was always good for intelligent conversation and a free Powerbar. Okay, she was great at sex, but some of the guys were a bit miffed that I had spoiled the brofest by bringing a chick. I could care less about that, and when Chris Lassen showed up with a high price call girl, well, hey, free Powerbars for all.

				The power riders on hand were Robby Naish, Mike Waltze, Scot-ty O’Connor, Mark Paul, Pete Cabrinha, Hidemi Furuya, Dave Kala-ma, Brett Lickle, and some new hot shot kid from Australia chaperoned by his parents, Jason Polakow. If we could only get some wind, even the break out in front of our base on Namotu looked unreal, and those cracking along the open ocean straits would provide a show for the ages. Cloudbreaks was a long boat ride out into the middle of nowhere.

				When we first arrived, Mike Waltze was raving about the day they had just spent at the epic spot, windsurfing it for the first time. “Dude! It’s epic! All time! You’re going to love it.” His eyes were glazed over like he and the boys had just seen God, or the emptying of the kava bowl.

				Robby said it was like “the first time I opened a Playboy centerfold. Wait till you see it tomorrow, you won’t believe your eyes. Guarens the best footage you’ll ever get.” I couldn’t help but think they had just dou-ble jinxed it.

				When I woke that morning to the smell of Kim’s famous banana pancakes, Producer Bill came in with a solemn look on his face.

				“What’s wrong, Bill? You don’t like bananas in your pancakes?”

				“Brett Lickle killed a sea snake.”

				“That’s the bad news? I hate snakes, any kind of serpent, good 
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				riddance.”

				“No, it’s no joke. Sea Snakes in Fiji are like sacred cows in India.”

				“But I heard there are thousands of them here.”

				“The island chiefs have convened and ruled that we are all banned from Cloudbreaks.”

				“What? NO! Robby said they’ve got waves like Bo Derek out there.”

				“No 10’s for us. We’ll have to hope for some nines to hit Namotu or one of the other reefs.” The problem was, there was a great deal more wind out at Cloudbreaks.

				What an unlucky break! We waited for wind, and waited, and wait-ed some more. This is not to say that we did not get in a lot of surfing, and Power Bars. Lassen and I had no complaints, although I wasn’t too thrilled with sea snakes. I loved diving in the crystal-clear waters when the surf completely went flat, but the reef at Namotu was infested with them. Scotty told me they would not bother you, but well, they bothered me. All snakes bother me. While snorkeling, you would come close to their reef ledge and they would disappear. Back away, and they would emerge. You could get them to yoyo in and out if that was your thing. The wind refused to blow. Snake yoyo’s and diving with Kim became my consolation prize.

				The reef was quite different than the worn-down flat ledges I’d ex-perienced in Hawaii. The coral was razor sharp, with some bonus fire coral spiking up here and there. I learned the hard way that you didn’t want to come in any way shape or form in contact with the stuff. Its ne-matocysts burned like a jellyfish sting. But the water was so shallow that there was no way around it. I had staph infections after week one.

				When the waves did come up, they came up glassy. They really packed a punch, with more power than I could remember of any break I had filmed or surfed outside of Fred’s big day. In Fiji, I found myself diving much deeper than normal to escape their wrath, and the thing about diving under waves when you’ve been enjoying the good life all night, with each wave you tend to dive less shallow, until the last and biggest wave picks you up, throws you over the falls and introduces you to the fire coral. 

				The days ground on and still no wind. We extended our stay and met up with a few other surfers, including Mark Foo, the famous big wave surfer from the North Shore, Oahu. I had worked with Mark Foo over the past few years, producing windsurfing segments for his TV show, “H30.” I’d captured probably the next to last footage of Mark surfing, as he left the following day for a monster swell hitting Mavericks. Mark fell on the first big wave he attempted to ride, hit his head on his 
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				board and died.

				Then weeks passed, and the wind never materialized in conjunction with the waves. So much talent on hand, all gone to waste. 

				In 1997, the World Cup would go to Namoto and score big time with one of the greatest windsurfing events ever held. On the less lucky front, a couple of years later, while training for the Olympics as the top US hopeful, Kim Birkenfeld was run over by the NZ windsurfing team’s zodiac, which put her in a coma. She came out of it months later but bound to a wheelchair – her windsurfing career over.

				Polakow

				When I got back to Maui, I started to see the Polakow kid daily. The skinny little whip parked in the same spot on the bluff every day. Waltze’s spot. His Mum and Dad were always with him. They shared wool thick Australian accents. Jason jumped out of the van and ran to the edge of the bluff. “Look ah aht!” (Look at that). That meant it was going off in Mike Waltze terms.

				Like Mark Angu-lo and now his younger brother, Josh, every move was wicked quick with a twist. Jason, at the most crux section of air took one hand off the boom and flew me a Shaka. I cringed at the overuse of this hand signal, but the kid was definitely hang-ing loose. 

				His Dad, or “Dah” as he called him, wanted to speak with me.

				“Say, Man! I seen you out there with the camera. Get any good shots of my son?”

				“Maybe. He sure lights the surf up.”

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				RETURN TO THE IMPACT ZONE

			

		

		
			
				217

			

		

	
		
			
				“Aww yeah, good on ya, Mate! Me and the Missus we was thinking about putting a little film together, could use some of your clips, you know?”

				“Well, we’ll see if I get something when it comes back from the lab.”

				“Don’t have much money, but if you’d help us out…”

				“Sure, no problem. I take ahi sandwiches, no mahi mahi.

				The footage came back looking sharp. Jason’s yellow and red sail, numbered AUS 1111 for confidence, made a bold statement. He was here to knock off any King who opposed him and dominate all. He backed the swagger up in swift fashion, winning the Aloha Classic in 1990 and just about every other event worldwide. I was proud to have my footage highlight his first movie, and would have treasured going along with him on his global travels. (Winning, with Josh Angulo below).
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				Jason Polakow, sky’s no limit. I paid for this one.
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				J vs the Volcano

				Cool breeze, hot lava. While filming a segment on Volcano Artists on the Big Island, I ran into a little hot lava. I had declined Producer Mat-thias Wendt’s crazy offer to film Mickey Eskimo windsurfing close to the lava waterfalls off Kilauea. If the right thermal drift caught you, you’d be screaming like a boiled lobster. But there was a tamer offer to film Matthi-as himself, pulling off one of his own stunts as a hot lava artist. 

				Matthias was an uber exuberant German who used the word, “Unbe-lievable,” to describe every experience in which he was involved. Blond locks framing wild blue eyes, the cross-wired savant rode that fine edge between cre-ativity and madness. Notice I did not say genius. Case in point, Matthias was about to dip his face in a cast of cement with straws up his nose, and pour some unbelievable lava into the resulting mold. Einstein would have never done such. All I would have to do was cap-ture it all on film for German TV. But first, we would have to cross the unbelievably long, hot, and illegal lava fields.

				I had taken along a bit too much camera gear at Matthias’ request and began to regret it as we passed the No Trespassing, US Government Property, All Trespassers WILL BE PROSECUTED sign. Not to worry, it was the back way through the lava fields to the falls. Nobody would ever see us. If they did, it would be unbelievable.

				Along the way, Matthias described his plans of creating an air-con-ditioned submarine, riding it through the lava tubes clear through to the other side, where he would step out, in what I could only imagine being one unbelievably charred carcass. He would have to pay me up front for that gig.

				As Matthias readied his concrete and planted his face into the mold, I decided to head to the black lava beach and capture some shots of hot steaming lava rocks at sunset. These were, indeed, unbelievable, and I snapped a few shots with long exposures. Once the sun went down, I wanted to get a closer look at the lava falls, so off in that direction I went. Matthias was still scraping the cement from his hair.
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				Between myself and the lava falls was a small lava creek. It seemed like if I got a good running jump, I could make it across. Run and jump I did, but as I took the last step, the crust gave way to hot lava. With the camera gear on my back, I made a flying swan dive to the other side, learning just how sharp fresh lava can be. My shard filled bloodied palms were at least grateful that they were not stubs of hot lava. Good lord, That was close!

				As I tried to bandage my hands with my t-shirt, a US Park Ranger shouted, “Hooo! I saw dat! You damn lucky, Haole boy! And bumbai, under arrest fo’ trespassing on US Govern-ment property.”

				“I’m what? Why?”

				“Din’t chew see da signs, No Trespassing? Well, you gon’ be prose-cuted. Plenty hot dere in jail, ats fo sho. Wot chew got in backpack, mo cameras?”

				“Yes, sir.”

				“I take em. Driver’s License?”

				“Oh Mr. Ranger, I’m so sorry. It was an honest mistake. I did see the sign, but seeing all these photos in magazines I figured the signs were just there for legal, you know, lawsuit purposes.”

				“The signs out dere suppose keep you haoles from getting all jag wit hot lava. You come damn close. Anybody here wit chu? Can post bail? You do’n wanna spen da night dere, believe me. Some bad bruddas in dere.” 

				“Nope. Is there anything I can do? Any way…”

				“I said, Driver’s License.”

				I handed the ranger my license, and he looked at the address. “Makawao. Oh. You know da kine, my cousin, Billy? Rides bike all time round town?”

				“Oh yeah, yeah. I know Billy. I give him one ride when it was rain-ing. Billy cool.”

				“K den. I gonna give you one warning. But if I ever catch you roun here agin, gone have lock you up and trow away da key. Dat clear?”

				The ranger then strode off to arrest some other photographer, and I crossed back over the lava creek in a better spot. As I found Matthias, he was all ready to start the filming, and had dressed up in an obnoxiously logo’d sweatshirt made just for the occasion.
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				Next, he went to the lava and scooped out a shovel full of molten lava, placing it into the mold. As he went to get the second scoop, a large chunk of the cliff collapsed into the ocean, sending flaming chunks of lava into the air like fireworks. I captured a still shot, thinking it was to be my last. “Unnnnbeliev-able!” The flying com-ets of lava barely missed both of us. 

				He then worked feverishly, his normal operational procedure, and heatedly poured the lava into the mold. After a short cooling pe-riod, Matthias emptied the mask out onto the lava field. The face was glowing, as if alive, and for some reason, looked more like a woman. “It is Pele! Unbe…unnnn-believable!”

				I grabbed my Mil-likan high-speed mov-ie camera, which had been in my backpack when I jumped over the lava and crashed hard. Unfortunately, I would not know then or for the entire next month of film-ing Mike Stewart at Backdoor Pipeline that I had dented the front lens plate. Even though it was a wide angle lens, the registration with the camera had been jilted. All of the footage was out of focus. I would not get paid a dime.

				Matthias returned with another filmmaker shortly after that and landed his unbelievable ass in jail. I believe dey trowed away da key.
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				Mathias Wendt, Lava artist, ZTV German film producer.
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				Woody Brown in Town

				I got a call from a TV producer one day, asking if I would take some clips of Woody Brown out surfing.

				“Who?” The name sounded familiar but I couldn’t place it.

				“Woody Brown, the famous surfing pioneer. Also invented the modern catamaran.”

				“Okay. So you just want me to film him? He must be kind of old.”

				“Older than the hills. Won’t be able to hear a damn thing you say, but just point to the surf and he’ll go.”

				“Where?”

				“Paukakalo.”

				“Paukakalo? Man, that spot’s for local’s only.”

				“It’s where he likes to surf. He’s a legend. You’ll be fine.”

				“He could get killed out there. By the waves as well.”

				“That’s just the way he likes it. Been riding the death wave his whole life. Crashed 3 times in a glider and lived. The guy’s impervious.”

				“Okay. It sounds like we have something in common to talk about.”

				“Don’t even try. Just point to the waves.”

				Woody showed up an hour late, but he drove up in you guessed it, a Woody, the cruiser made of wood. The Producer was right. Woody was older than half the rocks that lined the shore, and there was no talking to him, especially with the roar of the surf. And I was right about the locals. We were getting stink eye like it was going out of style. But nobody bothered us. I set up my video camera and pointed toward the surf.

				Woody paddled out on his longboard and tried to catch a few waves, but the locals were edging him out. Finally, he took off on one but wiped out horrendously. I only saw the board come up at first, but then Woody surfaced and scrambled for his board before getting nailed by another set wave. Then his leash broke. He was in trouble. I grabbed his board before it hit the rocks and swam it out to him, got him on the board and then we got pushed to shore by the whitewater. When I got him back on shore, he was exhausted but alive. I looked up where my camera had 
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				Woody Brown in his younger days. Unknown Photog.
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				been sitting on the tripod and it was gone. At least Woody was okay.

				I’d had so many cameras stolen from my car before but was now hiding them in the second layer of my cooler, which had worked. But now this. I put a reward sign with a bleeding-heart letter on it hoping to get the camera back. That didn’t work, so I posted the bleeding-heart letter with a reward. To my surprise, I got a call a day the next day from a local guy who said to come to get the camera. No need for a reward, no questions asked. I placed a case of Budweiser on their doorstep when I left, camera and tripod in hand.

				Flycatcher

				There have been more stories told about Jaws than waves actually rid-den. It’s a break as rare as a yellow sucatash macaw sighting. Anyone and everyone with a thirst for big waves and a few oxygen deprivation holes in their brain knew about Jaws for a long time before these waves were ridden before the stories were told, before it became a zoo of spears and rhinoceros. People of the wild abandon tribe couldn’t get enough of Jaws. Go bigger, their minds unraveled. They just wanted to crane their necks higher, to gape with awe at the monstrosity. It was like a vibration that increased with intensity. One step for mankind, one paddle or tow-in closer to death. 

				Even little Kai Katchedourian had seen Jaws in a slideshow at his high school. His biology teacher threw a 35-foot bomb up on the big screen, and little Kai’s world exploded. His only hope for absorbing any studies for the coming years until he made his way to Maui was in mathematics. How big was that sucker? How many seconds would he have to hold his breath in a hold down?

				When Kai first showed up at Ho’okipa in 1987 he just sat there in the rigging area smiling. I thought maybe one of the kids was playing hooky from school, and at age 16, he basically was. He just kept smiling, looked up at me and smiled some more. “Mr. Impact,” he said, then giggled. “Mr. Zone.” It was right after the book and movie came out, 
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				Kai showing longevity and experience matter.
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				and I wasn’t used to being recognized outside of my circle of influence. “Mr. Impact Zone.” He laughed. Was this kid crazy? No, maybe. He was seeing people in real life, a life he had probably been living vicariously through for a couple of years. Then he gave me a Mike Waltze quote right out of the movie. “Relax, and hold your breath.” I asked him if he was going to rig up and go out there and how long could he hold his breath. “About thirty seconds I imagine.” I told him that 30 seconds of getting thrashed was about like holding it for five minutes where he sits in the grass.

				Kai quickly tuned into his element, bashing waves and Rocketshell drums with his pearl tipped sticks, his Hi-Tech boards giving some new life to Simmer Style. He would bash them for the windsurfing band, Over the Edge, and for Anesthesia. Anesthesia opened up for the Red Hot Chili Peppers in the Aloha Tow-er and a year later for Metallica at the Blaisdell Are-na. As well, he would bash liquid insanity and dash his little drumskins to a pulp. Along the way, he won the World’s Fastest Drummer award, 
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				Kai high.
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				and even bigger, cymbal crashed the great Naish, one of the first to de-feat him in a wave contest. 

				Jaws

				“Nobody knew we were up there, no cameras around, no jet skis to rescue, just us and the big waves.”

				Wind Legends, The movie.

				Brett Lickle, Mr. Big, had sailed Jaws years before with Kalama and Hedgie. They had sailed up from Ho’okipa which is a major mission for sure, but that day wasn’t recognized by many of their friends, the wan-nabe wave riding giants. Of course, they weren’t there to judge the wave size. So by all standards, those three were the first to windsurf it. It was called Jaws by the first surfers to surf there in 1975, duly named by the sudden, unexpected on-rush of the wave, like a shark attack. But nobody had surfed there since, and now that the secret was out, those waves got bigger and bigger by the telling. It was a dangerous wave all right, but due to its well-defined na-ture and large channel for escape, I’d still give the nod to big Ho’okipa. If somebody held a gun to my head with a choice of which wave to sur-vive, I’d take Jaws, Brett’s rhino chaser, and a bottle of whiskey. 

				Though I filmed from shore there like everyone else, including the whole progression to tow-in surfing and the windsurfers that followed (Robby Naish’s massive wave seen in Journey Through Paradise), I never windsurfed it, nor jumped into the water. Whether it was fear, or I wasn’t 
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				Robby Naish, Jaws. Courtesy Red Bull.
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				logistically engineered to deal with the boat or a jet ski to tackle it, I knew my limits.

				Fast forward five years later and Kai was on his game. He was look-ing for bigger drums to beat. Mark’s younger brother, Josh Angulo, was also coming into his own. Headstrong, bigger in the chest and if you can believe it, equally fearless. Greg Aguera, out to prove only to himself that he wasn’t so little by going for the big. He was no longer sailing in Alex’s shadow.

				Rush Randle, he was always up to the task. A freaking madman with skills.

				Looking down on Jaws from the cliffs above, it looks like an easy wave to ride because it’s very well defined with a clear channel that rare-ly ever closes out. But one slip up on that wave and you’re toast. Logis-tically, it’s a hard nut to crack. You either had to have a boat or at least a jet ski to cut the labor out of the journey. I had neither and no way in hell was I jumping in off of those rocks. Was I getting older or just wiser? Things change when you have kids, at least if you worry about them having a father around.

				In 1993 it had been a banner Maui Spring, relentless trades and big swells. By April things had not slowed down and one afternoon Josh An-gulo and Greg Aguera headed up by boat and were the very first to sail it and sail it big. Josh rode a historical wave with the gaping barrel right behind him, one you could drive a truck through. It was a tricky deal, as the wind was light with a swell increasing.

				The word was out. Then, the very next day conditions were perfect – much windier, big sets, a bit west and closing out.

				When the power crew of Waltze, Kalama, Lickle, Angulo Bros, Greg Aguera, Randle, and Kai met in the pineapple fields, there was a lot of bellowing and saber rattling – and then one look at the surf brought on silence. Each walked down the cliff and timed the swim with their rigs out through the chaos. Within the shorebreak, there were roll-ing boulders. One wrong move and you’d be crushed. Mark Angulo first out, and he almost got cleaned by a wave straight away. 

				Everyone was getting great rides. Kalama caught a bomb and had to negotiate a step in the face and almost blew up. Rush took it one notch higher on the crazy scale. All was well until Kai took a 20-footer left on the head and broke his gear. The others, they sailed downwind to Ho’okipa, but Kai had to come back in over those boulders and ne-gotiate the shorebreak. When Kai made it onto dry land, he was pale as a Ghost.

				They all agreed that it was really scary, addicting, and wanted more.
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				CHAPTER 11: 1994

				 HERE COMES TROUBLE

				Double or Nothing

				Double or Nothing was my first attempt at creating a rock/dra-ma/comedy, which is a story with speaking parts (an actual script), actually not much drama, mixed with comic relief (if you get the humor), and some rock and roll action sequences (in case you don’t). 

				Originally, I had developed a script with a storyline that featured an extreme action plot with textreme sports performed to stop the Anzi faction. Robby Seeger was amongst the best windsurfers to emerge out of Germany with the looks and build of an action hero, so I wrote the script with him in mind.
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				Francisco Goya
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				The first time I wrote the script, I sat down at my new Brother word processor and typed it out in one sitting without sleeping for three days straight, but when I went to save it on the floppy disk, the entire thing disappeared. Then it took me two months to get the next one out. 

				I had my one shot presenting the script to a movie exec from Virgin a guy on my softball team, Marty, hooked me up with. The exec hymned and hawed and then told me he wasn’t buying it. He told me to write what I know. Disgruntled, I threw the script in the garbage and started another one. A couple of years later, XXX comes out, almost identical to my script, only with Vin Diesel. 

				The new script I started was based on what I knew; the trials and tribulations of a Maui windsurfer fresh off the boat. The script was pret-ty campy and at the mercy of non-actors (not to mention the newbie Di-rector), but without hesitation, I went for sponsor money. At the time, the big manufacturers were feeling the crunch of the bottom dropping out, the beginner market. The gear was getting more expensive and compli-cated in choice, designed for high winds only. 

				I bartered with a footage trade for sponsor money in which the sponsor could use my footage in their promos as well. After I got a few big guys on board, I went for Windsurfing Chiemsee with the help of Mickey Eskimo. I asked for 5 grand for distribution rights including three countries, Germany, Italy, and France. To my surprise, they handed me a check for 15. I wasn’t one to cor-rect folks on their math. I also got my star sailors sponsored.

				The two main actors would have to be young, up and coming, and des-perate enough to risk all trying to land a double. It was in the script, and the movie would be a flop if they couldn’t land one before it was over. I cast Robby Seeger as the World Champ since I couldn’t get Vin Diesel. He was actually the only one getting close to landing a double at the time.

				My first actor was chosen by ser-endipity. I was out surfing at Kanaha and my shoulder got dislocated. The actual Maui newbie, a handsome blonde kid from Argentina offered me his footstrap for a tow in. I’d seen him rip Ho’okipa, and the whole way in, I thought, this must be a sign, 
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				Jason Prior 

			

		

		
			
				Francisco Goya in Double or Nothing 
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				so I signed him. His name, Francisco Goya. He was best friends with an-other rising star, this crazy Canadian, Jason Prior. I knew he’d be trouble, but like an NFL franchise, I signed him anyway.

				For love interests, I cast Karyn Rossy and Nathalie LeLievre. And why not? They wore the Chiemsee swimsuits well and agreed to do the over the top Paia Fish Market tartar sauce scene with no reservations. 

				To round things out, I cast the mentor, a bum they pulled out of the alcohol abyss as Peter Boyd. Pretty true to life! Peter had cleaned himself up a bit and invented the Water Tramp, a trampo-line attached to a giant inner tube. “Gorilla” Matt Daniels helped carry it up to a waterfall along the Hana Highway, where Ja-son did a full flip onto it from a hundred feet up.

				Joe Cool played him-self, the Paia Mayor. We burned the town down with a cup of hot resin.

				Probably the best non-windsurfing scene, aside from the boards fly-ing off the car, board bonfire, and Jason pissing in the radiator, was the 
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				Jason Prior 

			

		

		
			
				Francisco Goya camping at Baldwin when arriving for real first time on Maui. Now he owns top brand Goya.
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				parrot scene. The guys were looking for a job and came across Bud The Birdman doing his tourist act. “Hey, I can do that,” Jason proclaimed. Bud set several parrots on Jason’s arms and shoulders. The birds like Jason, and clawed in hard. “Get ‘em off! Get ‘em off!” Jason cried. We thought he was joking, but he wasn’t.

				Most of the action filming was done with a very high-end video camera, the Panasonic M2 which was used for shooting the Olympics. I convinced a local production company owned by Bob Ramacher to let me borrow it for a share in the profits. The water footage I would shoot with my Milikan. Rather than risking the helmet cam, I experimented with filming from the back of jetski at Ho’okipa. It was the first time any-one had done this on Maui. The results following right along with Rob-by, Bjorn and Mickey were pretty spectacular and far easier to obtain, but I didn’t like bringing noisy machines into this pure environment. Laird, who was never shy about voicing his opinion, could be purposely overheard expressing his distaste for jetskis. I agreed and never set butt on one again. It wasn’t a month later that Laird and the Strapped Team were on it, using jet skis to tow into first Outer Baldwin and later Jaws.

				One of the final scenes in the movie involved casting a New Age goddess for the fortune-telling scene. We lived on Akahi Farm, a tropi-cal resort in Haiku which often served as a nudist colony, so it was hard not to notice the goddesses roaming the landscape. There was one that caught my eye renamed Crystal, a cute blonde and the daughter of the New Age retreat. I then recognized her as Janie Hunt’s girlfriend, and ex-wife of Vince D’noffrio. She wasn’t married now but I was. I had 
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				Jason Prior and Francisco Goya 
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				recently had a second child, Holly, a water birth with a New Zealand woman and was making plans to move to Queenstown after the movie was finished with her Kiwi mother. So I sent them ahead to look for a house. I would be there right after I finished the last bit of action, the aerial helicopter footage. Like Jazz and ‘Cisco’, the stars of my movie, my own fortune’s would tell.

				May Day

				“I’ve lost control!” the pilot shouted.

				“What?”

				“I’ve got no control!” 
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				Francisco Goya 

			

		

		
			
				RETURN TO THE IMPACT ZONE

			

		

		
			
				231

			

		

	
		
			
				Hmm, was he just singing along, listening through his chopper headphones to an Eddie Money song? We had just been hovering calmly while he radioed the Maui airport traffic controller for permission to fly within their restricted airspace. All I wanted to do was capture a quick flyby of the mass of windsurfers darting back and forth below. It would be the last clip I needed my upcoming movie, Double or Nothing. 

				The clearance was taking a long time. I looked at the palms and down at the water. A massive gust of wind was approaching, and our tail was angled straight toward it.

				“I’m doing everything I can,” the pilot said, looking at me for an-swers as he floored it and put the pedals to the metal on the helicopter, a Hughes 300. With the engine revving to max volume, the chopper took a rocketing spiral upwards. 

				And then, “I’m stalled!” 

				If it were not for the look of panic in the pilot’s eyes, I might have thought, this is kind of fun. Mr. Toad’s Wild Ride. In fact, it had been a wild ride up at Ho’okipa. With the doors off for filming, I had been dan-gling out of the chopper, two seatbelts strapped loosely to hold me in. I was giving directions on how to track along with my hired windsurfing talent. But this pilot was not skilled enough to execute my direction. I asked him to get lower, so he took it a bit far and almost chopped a few 
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				masts short. Then he almost crashed into a wave. I weighed the benefits of wild footage over decapitating my cast, so after a few good takes, I told him I was cutting the session short, with just one stop along the way to get a fly-by of the windsurfers at Sprecklesville. 

				He wasn’t the usual pilot photographers used to obtain aerial foot-age. Unfortunately for me, the expert flyer that facilitated my aerial shot of Mike Eskimo that won Sports Photo of the Year was called to duty by the government. Like many of the Vietnam Vet flyers, he had been bust-ed for harvesting remote fields. Rather than face jail time, he had to fly for them, to eradicate the evil pakalolo. Therefore, I got the substitute, a rookie that had never flown commercially. Had never flown for windsurf-ing. Had never flown in winds like we were seeing this day. 

				As the aircraft tilted sideways, I scrambled to my feet like a surfer catching a dreamy wave. Only this wasn’t a wave. This wasn’t a dream. Downward, downward, we dropped like a rock. 

				There were a lot of people out windsurfing that day. While the pilot concentrated on clearance from the tower to go into the area, I looked back at a horrendous gust of wind ripping across the water.

				The wind caught our tail and sent us spinning donuts in the sky, and we headed towards the water angled towards my side. Expecting to explode on impact, I first tried to jump but I had two seatbelts on, and slammed into the side of the cockpit. We then careened into the water, the blades cracked, and I bashed against the dash. 

				I was shocked. Could this have really happened to me? I was think-
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				ing at least how lucky I was that the bubble would float, keeping me and especially my camera above water. The doors being off, my float theory had some glitches to it. We then sank like a rock to the reef, where we were struck by waves, later smashing the front windshield in.

				I tried to find the two seatbelt releases and but wasn’t having much success being underwater and all. Be happy, don’t worry, were my first thoughts, then...find the panic, I mean the damn release button! So much for the 50,000 dollar camera!

				My ex-roommate, Dave Shevling, was a Navy Seal, right there to assist in the rescue. As well, crazy Royce Reid. And Jason Prior. Wasn’t he supposed to be up at Ho’okipa for the shoot? Jeez. Royce took the sail off his board and I climbed aboard with my soaking wet camera. I suppose it was time to forgive him for burying the turtle guts under my room. (I was wondering for weeks what was that smell)? 

				Later an observer told me that we almost decapitated Mickey Eski-mo and his wife who were windsurfing below, We went through a lot of trouble to wring the videotape out to see if I had pressed the on button and rolled tape, but alas, I had not recorded my five minutes of fame. Redo! Redo!

				After a couple of months of recovery time, I went back up in an A Star, one of the big mother airships that are similar to riding in a limo. I thought that such a beast could withstand any kind of wind shear. We headed up to Ho’okipa where the waves and the wind were monstrous. As one gust swept up a wave face, it sent the helicopter into a hyper 
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				wobble. My stars, Jason and Francisco, were having a tough time getting out. Even the A-Star was getting buffeted around by the gusts while we waited for the clouds to break. 

				As the sun broke through, I asked the pilot to get low and track in front of the rider so I could get a good angle. He does just that when a big gust hits and sends the A-Star right into the jaws of a wave. Could this be happening? The pilot manages to just get the skids smacked by the lip. He then claimed he had lost control. “Look, I’m pressing the pedals, nothing’s responding. Get ready to abandon ship.” A gust of wind sends us into the very next wave, just barely missing it. The pilot pulls out and up, gaining enough altitude to escape peril. 

				When I looked in the back seat, both Herb, my Associate Producer, and Bud the Birdman were both filling the barf bags. The pilot headed back to the port. 

				Eventually, I finished the movie. The board burning, house burn-ing, parrot attacking scenes; all the scenes including the contest where Francisco and Jason finished 1,2 by completing double loops were com-plete. It was as if I had written it into the script, and I had.

				Chasing Waterfalls

				For a solid year after the accident, well, that particular accident, I would wake up well before the birds to work on a Maui nature documentary called “Journey Through Paradise.” Aside from the action segments of windsurfing, paragliding, sandboarding, etc., I wanted the images to be void of footprints, even at Makena Beach. Some of the footage I shot with a video camera, while others like empty waves, waterfalls, and wind-surfing, I shot with film. I hiked the crater, dove with hundreds of wild spinner dolphins, swam with tropical fish galore, and herds of sea turtles. I almost rubbed flukes with a whale, who came right up to the boat and asked me to rub his belly. From the Oheo waterfalls above Seven Sacred Pools to hidden treasures, I ventured through bamboo forests in solitude. 

				But like all of my films, it had to come to a crashing end. While crossing a tame creek, a flash flood cascaded in such a deluge that it swept me off my feet right over the waterfall onto the rocks below, landing on my boogie board which saved me from certain death; but I still broke my thumb, wrist, and jaw. Was the camera okay? No, it was smashed to smithereens. That’s when I knew it was time to stop shoot-ing and start editing. Clarence, a true Hawaiian, played slack key to his narrative voice. 
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				I thought it was a beautiful piece, but I only sold about 8 of them through Long’s Drugs, which was about the only place you could sell them in the islands. The manager said the tourists wanted a video with people and restaurants in them. Then they came out with HD and most of the footage save what I shot on film became pretty worthless. The experience, however, was divine. 

				Windsurf The Earth

				It seemed that the better I got at something, the worse my timing. I wasn’t alone. As windsurfers the object became more advanced, windsurfing the sport began to decline. This made getting money for windsurfing the movie industry much more difficult. I thought to be too Maui-centric was detrimental to the advancement of my career, so I created a film that encompassed windsurfing on a global scale. 

				I still didn’t get any money up front for the project, but I had some connections with the organizers of the World Cup. I was able to secure the footage without any payment. The Tour itself was struggling to stay afloat, so any exposure to the positive good was welcomed. There was a bit of history to the film, so I gathered that footage along with con-
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				tributions from other filmmakers and tossed in some of my own to create Windsurf The Earth. 

				The fun part of the movie was creating the soundtrack. I had invest-ed a lot of money into an analog mu-sic studio just before it all went digital, much like I had invested in a DV vid-eo camera before they came out with HD. The technology was progressing much as windsurfing had in its early heyday. But unlike the video, an ana-log music studio was still good as gold. Maybe creating my own soundtrack was a bad idea, but if you’re going down with the ship, you might as well blow some big bubbles.

				The editing was still analog as well. Robert Masters had a great studio and very expensive effects hardware in San Pedro, California. I spent a great deal of time writing edits on index cards, one edit per card, and then sorted them into a story. When I came into my room to pack late the night before leaving, I discovered that my daughter, Amanda, had found the cards and was playing with them, making some kind of card pie. I tried to rearrange on the flight to LA but the editing was fast and furious. I had to wing it.

				The movie actually came out looking pretty sharp, partially due to my daughter’s last minute shuffling of the cards. The problem, of course, was that most of the shops to sell it were going belly up, and for every video I sold, 100 copies were pirated. With that success I made Impact Zone II, which proved that not only were my films flopping, but the sport was too. 

				And then came DVD and digital. This all put a great strain on a beautiful relationship of eight years. To Puss and Boots, we had rescued 400 cats and built shelters on a proper-ty next to Giggle Hill in Haiku. I told my love that if one more cat came, the big cat would go. About 100 cats lat-er… (to note, 9th Life Cat Rescue was taken over by Crystal Smith’s Mom, receiving a generous donation from Robby Naish, one cool cat!).
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				Young Royce and the Sea

				The guys I most respected most were not the ones with the easy spon-sored life. It was the plasterers, waiters, construction workers, painters, tilers, who did whatever they had to do to and still make it to the surf on time. Royce Reid was one of these guys. A red headed New Zealander, he was not that young but much younger than I and ceratinly younger than Hemingway’s character, Santiago. 

				No matter whether the sport of windsurfing was growing or dying, one thing any bloke could do with a windsurf longboard was silently troll for fish. Dale Dagger, Alex Aguera, Jason Polakow, Mark “Hedgie” Pederson and Royce would often be out there spear or windfishing on the reef whenever there was no surf or not enough wind to shortboard. As young Jason pushed all limitations, the duo started to go further and further out to see if they could catch some deep water fish. Mahi, Tuna, and Ono were common catches. 

				To many before them there was the windsurfing and there was the fishing and the fishing is why they windsurfed. But these guys were wind-surfers first, and while the two pros, Jason and Hedgie made a living from actually windsurfing, young Royce fished because he needed to eat. Little did he know how much fish he was about to chew.

				On this day, only Royce and Jason went windfishing. About four miles off the coast Royce got a strike and from the force of the strike dropped his rig into the water, a little rod and reel his mom had given him for his sixth birthday. Off to the right about fifty feet away a marlin launched angrily from the water… jumping away from the boys. Royce looked at his line and saw it knifing through the water to point right at the marlin….. Oh oh! 

				The great marlin put on an amazing show, quickly stripping off the 50-pound test line Royce was fishing. He was certain that the reel and line wouldn’t stop the angry marlin… however with about fifty feet of line left and the silver center of the reel clearly in play, the fish stopped running and just sat there slowly circling the board, about 450 feet of line out. As the fish circled, it moved upwind and took more line out until there were just a few rolls left on the reel. Then as it moved fur-ther downwind on its circle Royce could get a bit more line back. After two more hours of this, the redhead managed to reel the fish close to 
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				the board, but it wasn’t giving up and made several more charges away. Young Royce is so enraptured in the battle he does not even notice Laird Hamilton passing by on his kiteboard, yelling, “Royce… what the hell are you doing? Haven’t you seen the sharks around you? You’re crazy, dude! LET THAT FISH GO!”

				“NO WAY IN HELL!”

				“DID YOU NOT HEAR ME? TIGER SHARKS, DUDE! DROP THE REEL AND SAIL OUT OF THERE!”

				“NO! GO ON!”

				“You’re CRAZY, Dude!”

				Laird, who mastered in doing crazy stunts, had been one upped, so he sailed off with his two-line kite. For those not impacted by the severity of the situation and are thinking about two-line kites, they were still try-ing to figure the strings out with kites, and Laird wasn’t about to dump his around those tigers. He wasn’t that crazy. If young Royce had a death wish, he wasn’t joining the party. I don’t think I nor Don King would have jumped in from a helicopter to film it, either, although Don had survived many days in a raft lost at sea. To Laird’s defense and Polakow’s who had already exited stage left, someone would need to be alive to tell the story. In their minds, they were already rehearsing it. “He was a good friend,” they would say on the 10 o’clock news.

				Finally, the fishing line leader was within grasp and young Royce grabbed that leader, pulling the marlin up and holding it by the bill as it thrashed the water by his board. He threw the rod through the harness line. With a screwdriver he had on board for repairs, Royce maniacly stabbed the fish in the brain, thinking this to be an act of kindness. The kinship young Royce felt for his prey undermined and yet at the same time empowered him toward the kill, Royce’s determination outweigh-ing his understanding of the logic. At once, the kinship with his prey delivered a pang of sorrow as he looked into the great fish’s eye. Perhaps the encounter even grew a few whiskers on young Royce’s face.

				Then the fish came alive with the death in him, tossing young Royce off his board and turning the whole bit over. Young Royce grabbed the fish’s bill tight and dove with him. They dove and they dove, fighting to the death, the fish having the advantage of breath, but Royce was not letting go. He did not even let go when he looked to his side and saw the two great Tiger sharks eyeing his prey. He had gone from the hunter to the hunted. It didn’t matter at this point who killed whom. He might never again have the chance to land such a magnificent fish. If the sharks eat him so be it. They would not eat his fish.

				And then, young Royce remembered that he could not breathe un-
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				der the water. His lungs seared as his hands turned blue from the fight and the oxygen he needed so desperately sent signals to his brain that he could hold his breath no more. So he left the fish and swam back up to the board, breeching for oxygen as the marlin had done so when it still had the fight in it. But the big fish had no more fight left, he was dead. Young Royce pulled on the leader to get the marlin back to the side of the board before the sharks ate it. The sharks swam within about five feet of the marlin and the board, but wouldn’t get closer. Perhaps the sharks sensed they were not dealing with the average fisherman. Most likely they had never seen one with red hair.

				Young Royce tied the marlin’s bill to the front of the board and pulled the tail up into the back, but while he hauled the body of the fish onto the board it flipped everything over again and threw him back into the water with the sharks. He left the board upside down and tied the rest of the fish to the board underwater… nervously looking at the sharks while he did it. Or perhaps, the sharks were nervously looking at Royce.

				With the last of his strength, Royce flipped the board back over. With the fish impeding his progress, it took some time to get the sail back up. Royce would again have to get back into the bloodied waters and water start. With several close passes of the sharks to his body, he raised up onto the board. Now, sailing nearly sideways with all of the weight for some four miles, balancing a fish and being followed by sharks in 
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				Whopper of a catch for Royce Reid. Jason Polakow, far left.

			

		

		
			
				MAUI GLORY DAYS

			

		

		
			
				240

			

		

	
		
			
				rough weather isn’t probably the best situation, but he had gone this far so why not. 

				Only a couple of hundred yards more and young Royce would make it to Baldwin Beach, three miles down the coast from where they had launched. He looked back and the two hungry looking tiger sharks, still following him, now getting closer, now making frenzied motions to-ward the prey. The lifeguard could see Royce and the sharks circling his board, then started screaming for people to get out of the water. Some-how Royce made it through the shore break all the way to the beach, jumped off the board and hauled the great fish up the sand, turning to see the sharks disappointedly swimming out to sea through the scattering tourists. 

				The fish was smoked and eaten, the very last marlin Royce said he would ever kill. Still a fisherman and sailing his boat through the Pacific now, will not kill any big game fish and looking back wishes he had just let that Marlin go. But of all the crazy adrenalin junkie windsurfers I’ve come across, Royce takes the fish cake. 

				Kites

				Windsurfing as a sport, and as a cash cow, shrank and near-ly vanished. Fortunately, I had been riding a new wave, kite-boarding. For many years I had been hearing Joe Kool’s future casting on the future state of wind sports, flying kites with him on land, photographing him flying kites on boats like the Windglider. I’ll never forget the first time he introduced me to Flash Austin and Lou Waiman. I filmed Lou at Ho’okipa for Journey Through Paradise. He had a knife strapped to his leg in case he had to cut the strings. 

				I was having a lot of suc-cess shooting the transitioning stars including Elliot LeBoe, 
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				Robby Naish, one of the first kiters on Maui.
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				who was the best guy out there until he tore his ACL. Robby Naish got into it and started his usual domina-tion all over again until he broke his leg. Then Greg Putnam tried to fetch someone else’s runaway kite, which grabbed him around the ankle and lifted him upside down into the air until the line cut to the bone. Some other guy flew right into a tree, breaking his pelvis. Brett, he was launching some Bad boy air. He told me I should get into it, it was a sport for heavy guys. Pete Cabrinha whispered in my ear, “It’s starting all over again. We’re pioneering the next big thing.”

				So I tried kiteboarding, actually learning in tandem with Gary Eversole and Greg Aguera. The three of us dragged downwind through the water with our kites to get the feel of it, then I was up first. I followed Don Montague out to the wind line and then started to rip across the wa-ter almost as fast as when I was speedsailing with Eric Beale. But I wasn’t in control like I was when windsurfing. It was like riding a wild horse. Without a sail in front of me, I felt like I was back in that dream, in my underwear, running through Times Square, and WHOM went the kite! I got it back together and made it back in, but it was far too windy to try again. I never would. Windsurfing was home to me.

				Gary, he would go on to kitefoiling fame, and both Robby and Pete would create their kite brands. Though both went big time, this was the first case where Pete emerged from Robby’s shadow. 
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				Pete Cabrinha in on the early action as well, stylin’.

			

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				MAUI GLORY DAYS

			

		

		
			
				242

			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			[image: ]
		

		
			
				Lou Wainman, Elliott LeBoe, Fadi Issa, Elliott. 
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				My last watershots... Josh Stone, Keith Teboul, Kevin Ponichtera, Sean Ordonez. 
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				In God’s Hands

				Laird Hamilton had gotten so big he was blowing up on TV commer-cials, starring in movies; you couldn’t open a popular magazine without seeing the guy featured in an ad. So when I got a call from the line pro-ducer of a Hollywood movie asking if I would film Laird and the boys at Jaws from the water, I had to wonder if he knew I was being contacted for the job. Was Laird finally gaining respect for me? Or was the produc-er just hiring from the Yellow Pages? Perhaps Laird just wanted to see me get trounced by a good set at Jaws, but that seemed silly. Regardless, I politely declined. There was no way I was getting in the water at Jaws.

				“Don King is filming from the water,” the producer informed me. “If he can do it, why not you?” Silence. If Don King was going…a pause. Again, no fearless or foolhardy catapults for me. I thank you.

				“IT’S FOR A LOT OF MONEY!” 

				Money for what? Services for my sea burial? “I said, no thank you.” 

				“But what about COURAGE? What about VALOUR? What about your nerves of steel?”

				They went as far as to say my name and reputation were on the line. If I didn’t work on this film, I’d never work in Hollywood again. Since I never really had, I drew an even-steven on that one. “No, sorry. Final watery dungeon answer.” 

				They say never argue with a fool, they will drag you down and beat you with experience. Only in this case it was dragging you under, which is something no other water photographer had experienced, not at Jaws, not in the pit where I always placed myself. That was not a hammer, that was a full-on sledge, a grave risk I’d be taking. Had I not two children and a dog I loved, my decision to go or not might have been otherwise – Laird or no Laird – just to prove to myself I could do it. Just to redeem myself after getting washed in on Fred’s Big Day. But sometimes you’ve got to know when to hold em’…know when to fold ‘em, when to take a punch and when to juke. It turned out that Don King was safely scooted around in the channel on a jet ski. That, I would have signed up for in a heartbeat.

				Not five minutes later, I got another call. It was from a producer, Glenn Jansen. We had both worked for Media Systems Maui, a company I often edited “wrap videos’ for big corporations, flying around the globe from convention to convention. Evidently, I had gained a reputation as the Father of the Wrap Video. I’d actually like to hand the dubious hon-or to Zane Mathias, the most creative person I’ve ever worked with, who 
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				sculpted the format with his wrap slideshows. But this wasn’t working on a Wrap show. The project? Launch of the International Space Station, to play in 600 Science Museums around the globe.

				I wouldn’t have to go to space (though I’d readily agree to that). They needed someone in Marin, California for a few months. Someone who knew Final Cut video editing software inside and out. I’d be the first High-Definition (HD) video editor on the planet, working closely with Apple and a top production team. 

				My daughter called five minutes later and told me her Mom was moving her to Carmel for high school. And just like that, I was gone to Northern California.

				“I went to Maui to stay a week and remained five. I never spent so pleasant a month before, or bade any place goodbye so regretfully. I have not once thought of business, or care or human toil or trouble or sorrow or weariness, and the memory of it will remain with me always.”

				Mark Twain

				My stay in Hawaii had lasted twenty.
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				EPILOGUE

				Where are they now? (as of this edition)

				Larry Stanley, Kailua Windsurfing pioneer: Living the simple life in a toy trailer situated on a Mexican beach, surfing when there’s surf.

				Mike Horgan (Thor), Kailua Windsurfing pioneer: Retired in Or-egon. Thor still putters in his workshop and windsurfs in Calif and Ha-waii when the spirit and opportunity collude.

				Nalani Heen, Windsurfing poster goddess: In Oregon, and accord-ing to Larry, she continues to seek answers to life’s perplexing questions, like “What’s the Point?” 

				Mike Waltze, King of Hookipa: Making films about his excellent life.

				Matt Schweitzer, First born King: After winning multiple world ti-tles and placing top four in major Maui wavesailing competitions, sur-vived Melanoma. Still windsurfing on Maui.

				Gary Eversole, Freestyle World Champion, successful racer for Porsche: Kite foils in DR, delivers megayachts and races in Heineken regatta. Says, “Getting old sucks.” Who knew?

				Cort Larned, Windsurfing model: Co-owns 101 Surfsports in Marin County and Redwood City. After surviving Cancer, still plays multiple watersports and knocks the ladies dead.

				Ken Winner, Pan Am Cup Champion: After a long and success-ful windsurfing career, designs kites and foil wings for Duo-tone in the Gorge.

				Debbie Brown, Wave Champion: Still windsurfs out her front yard in Kuau. Maybe, I really wouldn’t know. I’d like to really think so.

				Barry Spanier, Innovative Maui Sails Designer: Lives in Lahaina making sails and writes books about dogs and boats. Working on con-verting plastic to oil, ocean cleaning ideas and minor stuff like that. 

				Fred Haywood, Speed King: Selling real estate on Maui when not floating down the Danube searching for a castle with a speed moat.

				Rhonda Smith, Life Cover Queen: Selling real estate on Maui.

				Klaus Simmer, World Cup Racer: Selling real estate on Maui.

				Kelby Anno, Life Cover Queen: Gospel music songwriter and sing-er in Huntington Beach. Actually really good stuff, praise the lord.

				Pete Cabrinha, Stylemaster: Owns top kiteboarding brand. Devel-oping line of Cabrinha Coolers with chill manual included.
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				Robby Naish, King: Owns top kiteboarding, paddleboarding and windsurfing brand, a share of Quicksilver, a few Lamborghinis, monster trucks, and a backwards facing hat line.

				Craig Maisonville, owner Hi-Tech: After a 7th wave hold down, met God who annointed him Pastor if the largest church on Maui, then flocked to a pasture in Upstate New York where he lives the quiet life.

				Joe Kool: Still procrastinating his next move while not moving from his boat in Alameda. Likes to tend the YC bar, hang with kiters. Will windsurf again one day it’s just coming, has the board will get to that.

				Malte Simmer: Foilsurfs, lives Haiku. Sold brand to company in Holland. Doesn’t eat donuts, organic or not in trade for book review.

				Dan Wilson, Went back to school, now designs Lasik machines. In-vents stuff for short people, giving them reason to live.

				Inge Bouwmeester: Milano interior designer and driftwood sculp-ture artist. Bellllissima! https://www.pinterest.com/ingebdesign/

				Dave Berntsen: O’Brien team rider: Poster boy for those incredible water athletes who struggled to make it windsurfing on Maui. Went back to school, successful SF Telecom exec. Okay Weta sailor, slalom racer.

				Kai Katchedourian, Everlast: Still windsurfing big waves, adventur-ing, drumming his brains out.

				Mark Angulo, All-Time Wavesailing Great: Flipping houses in Florida, inventing shuffleboard moves, but will re-invent so never mind.

				Rush Randle, Movie Star: After hitting a Great White while on his way to winning a slalom in Japan. Hollywood surf flicks and wave pool surfing, then not sure what. Incognito.

				Josh Angulo, Monster Wavesailor: Built hotel resort in Cabo Verde. Tries to stay out of trouble and be a great example to kids.

				Miki Eskimo, Artist, Adventurer: Paddles his foils by day, creates by night. Owns art gallery, Paia. More chics to come.

				Joy Sassoon, co-creator of art for major board brands: Owns a fash-ion boutique in San Anselmo. Mtn bikes fast, dodging fires and floods.

				Miles Valle, Wave Freestyle innovator: Back on Maui doing free-style handstands off of mangoe trees, speaking seven dialects of Irie.

				Greg Aguera, Windsurfer Class Champion: Successful business owner, still windsurfs Ho’okipa, recently won Masters division of Aloha Classic.

				Alex Aguera, 1985 World Champion: Makes the GoFoil. Films ev-eryone using it, posts to FB.

				Ian Boyd, Champion at 14yo: Went back to college, then back to windsurfing. Used education to operate successful multimedia business in the Presidio, San Francisco.

			

		

		
			
				RETURN TO THE IMPACT ZONE

			

		

		
			
				249

			

		

	
		
			
				Dave Kalama, Wave Monster: Gives foiling and SUP clinics. Pad-dles GoFoils thousands of miles on Maui and the inter-island channels.

				Tom Pace, World Cup Competitor, Cover Boy, ESPN Talent: Drinks Scotch for high-wind armor, schools kids in the Kona Class

				Anders Bringdal, D2 and Slalom World Champion: Still windsurfs speed events, Co-Founder of Sea Bubbles, hydrofoil passenger craft.

				Brian Thalma, Artist, author, creator of deAction shop and resort in Barbados. Brain still smiling.

				Josh Stone, World Freestyle Champion: Forever young. super atti-tude award, maybe still owns Paia restaurant.

				Rob Funk, Salt of Earth: One of longest tenured windsurfing hab-its at Ho’okipa. Look for Dodgers cap.

				Sean Ordonez, Aloha Classic Champion: Bigtime SOS Shaun Or-donez Shapes. Makes unreal dolphin sounds.

				Keith Teboul, Shredder: Quattro shaper still shaping for the stars.

				Jason Prior, Movie Star: After rocking the wave pool, plastering houses, peeing in radiators when called upon.

				Francisco Goya, Movie Star: Still rips Maui, owns successful Goya windsurfing brand. Drinks beer with ice cream.

				Kim Birkenfeld, Olympic hopeful: While training, run over by NZ coach boat, survived the experience after spending months in a coma.

				What Happened To Me

				After I moved from Maui to Carmel to pursue a calm life and fine 
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				education for both offspring and myself, my daughter Amanda having a Masters in Wilderness Therapy (It’s a thing) from Naropa University, Holly an Otago University graduate and now lawyer in NZ, plus two successful sons of the internet age from my marriage of now 12 years as of writing (amazing!). I went back to school myself and earned a BA in Creative Writing from Oregon State, then my MS Ed in Learning Design and Technology. I’d like to thank my writing profs, John Larison and Gilad Elbom for the push to keep writing and write what I know. 

				For work, I have produced a TV show for the NBA OKC Thun-der, had my own regional sports TV show, Central Coast Sports, and was a Producer for hi-tech companies like Cisco and Brocade. I currently work as a Curriculum and Instructional Designer for VSP Global, helping people see.

				I would return to Maui twice more in 2008 to film, Wind Leg-ends: The History of Windsurfing. Strangely, on both visits, a Kona storm killed any chance of action filming and knocked out power all over the island. Fortunately, I was able to complete the interview seg-ments with the Rhonda (Smith) Sanchez’s generator, filming in her gym. Was the storm part of destiny’s closed door? I also travelled to Florida and LA in search of historical films, and found help from Bruce Mat-lack, who keeps an entire storage container full of magazines, teak boom chairs, and other ancient goodies. Paul Hengstebeck donated an hour of footage from the old Dana Point crew, and I paid a pretty penny to Casey Bennett to get that shot of Richie Myers being exploded by the big wave. Dobri Kiprov of Windsurfing Encyclopedia would step in with more footage and the use of his facilities for transfer, helping print the DVDs.

				After finishing Wind Legends, I began to live the normal life of a weekend warrior, mostly racing Lasers, Weta Trimarans, and less and less windsurfing. A bunch of us windsurfers like Dave Berntsen and Bruce Fleming had migrated to the fast Weta craft. What mid-life cri-sis? We were beyond that. From Santa Barbara to the Columbia River Gorge, we were having a blast racing each other neck and neck.

				In 2015, I started to have a lot of pain radiating from my neck to 
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				my shoulder. A chiropractor adjusted my neck, I passed out, and when I awoke, I had trouble breathing. A lot of trouble. After going from 3x West Coast Weta Champion to last place, from swimming 3 miles a week to barely being able to swim a lap, it was not until six months later, after being told I’d suffered a heart attack that I was diagnosed with a paralyzed (right side) hemi-diaphragm. The pulmonologist asked, “At the time of your digression, had you seen a chiropractor?” Why yes, I had. While adjusting my neck, the chiropractor had snapped the phrenic nerves, which control your diaphragm, the bellows to my lungs. I nev-er took any action against him, as I had probably set it all up with the years of getting thrashed at Ho’okipa and jumping with a bowling ball strapped to my head. 

				After two years of being monitored like a monkey in a pulmonology zoo, the doctors said there was no use. They suggested I have the dia-phragm sewn to my stomach so that it would not float up into my lung. I lay on the operating table and looked at the surgeon. He asked me, “Are you sure you want to go through with this? There’s no coming back afterward.” I told him that all of the experts said after two years, there was no chance of the nerve regenerating. “You could be the first,” he said. So, I asked him, “What would you do in my shoes?” He told me he would give it another year. Another year went by. All the while, I pushed myself hard. I skied, mtn biked, paddled, sailed, even windsurfed Sher-man Island though each time I fell off I nearly drowned. I was panting so hard even while sailing it was like I was drowning in mid-air. 

				I saw a guy in a wheelchair with a respirator, a young guy, maybe 35. No lie, it was in a Walmart. I asked him if he had a paralyzed dia-phragm. He nodded. I told him he needed to get out of the wheelchair, don’t give up. But had I? Some days, I felt like it; particularly when I was watching Dave Berntsen miles ahead of me in a race, where I used to be king. Or thinking about going under one small wave. I wouldn’t be able to do that. But now, I had to push through a wave bigger than anything I’d ever seen, even those waves on Big Monday.

				Then, a miracle happened. Gradually, I started to get better. I went from stopping skiing at Mt Bachelor after 100 yards to 200 yards, 400 yards, then eventually making it all the way down the two-mile long slope. I went back in for testing. Still only one lung, but more capacity in the one than most people had in two. I won the Weta Nationals, at the Gorge, in three days straight of 30-40 knot winds. Still, one lung down. 

				Six months later, I went in for a preventative exam for a new job. The doctor asked if I had any issues. “Just the paralyzed diaphragm,” I told him. He held the stethoscope to my right lung. “No you don’t. I 
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				hear air.”

				“What?” Sure enough, I had a motion X-ray performed, and both lungs were pumping! Tears were jutting from my eyes. I couldn’t believe this was happening, a second lease on life. Or was it this Leo’s 9th?

				It would take a year to retrain the diaphragm just like any atrophied muscle, but I was back in the game. Older now, but back in the game. Breath-ing is not overrated. At the same time, they came out with the new Windsurfer LT, a modernized version of the original Windsurfer, now re-designed by Austra-lian Olympic sailor, Bruce Wylie. Windsurfing going full circle!

				Some of my friends wonder how I made it through these twenty years alive, that I didn’t drown. I honestly can’t tell them.

				“Life should not be a journey to the grave with the intention of arriving safely in a pretty and well-pre-served body, but rather to skid in broadside in a cloud of smoke, thor-oughly used up, totally worn out, and loudly proclaiming “Wow! What a Ride!” 

				 Hunter S. Thompson
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				Circolo Surf Torbole. 2019 Lake Garda Windsurfer LT Worlds.
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					1975. The first time I met Hoyle and Diane in San Felipe, Mexico, 1975. This was my first picture of anything related to windsurfing. I drove all night through the Mexican desert to get to San Felipe. Terribly lost in my Delta 88 on Baja roads getting laughed at by dune bugs, I finally sighted the encampment. My car wheels started spinning. I was stuck in sand, with the tide rising quickly. I ran to and rattled the first tent I could find before two heads peered out to help me. Hoyle and Diane Schweitzer. I had windsurfed for three years prior, but for me, this was finding the tribe I would follow for years to come. 
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