                                                        Misconceptions            David Pu’u
Okay, so I am 48 years old. The surf has been relatively lackluster of late, with waist to shoulder high crumbly weak southwest swell lines pouring over sandbars groomed and built up by lack of real swell. It appears good to the untrained eye. Perfect blue peelers on the clear days. Grey sculpted glass on the foggy ones. I found myself out on a loaner molded longboard the past four or five surfs, forsaking my favorite 6’1” professional type board. I have shaped around 15,000 boards, most of em  short boards, surfed around the world professionally, but now find myself well, sort of back at the beginning, so to speak
I had started surfing on a 9’1” classic longboard. The thing even came with a glassed on skeg. No fin or fin box for my thirty pound board. In my eleven year old novice hands the  board was more a weapon than anything else, that would make a tricky proposition like riding something fickle as a wave, no easy task. I had persisted with it till I found a used piece of junk 6’11” board for sale in the classified ads of the Santa Barbara News Press. The board was home made, no rocker, just a piece of shit. However, it did something my beautiful thirty pound weapon could not. It turned. That and the fact that I managed to save thirty bucks to buy it, made it my board of choice for a year. 
That years enlightening fact was this: short boards enable one to go where your mind leads. At least the mind of a creative, amped twelve year old, with a body of a competitive swimmer and surfer. For me it was obvious the choice of path. Me and an entire sport apparently, as Nat Young, Wayne Lynch and the other leaders of the sport hopped onto crude, vee bottomed short boards and did what no one could on a longboard. They turned. When they wanted to, and just not when the wave dictated.

But I digress.  Let’s go back to present day, where I am sitting out on a perfect little morning with my filming colleague and 21 year old pal Tyler, who is on a 5’11” shortboard. I am catching wave after wave going left on one, then right on another while he sits watching amusedly, as I catch everything in sight on the space age nine pound carbon/kevlar 9’1” wonderboard. I hustle back outside after each dash to shore and Tyler sits laughing as I box him in going right, then left on wave after wave. As I dash at an oncoming section 38 years of performance surfing programming screams within making me just want to bank into a 180 degree plus direction change, annihilating the oncoming lip and bank into a floater off the whitewater behind me. It is what my mind and heart want to do. But at 48 I am out on a longboard and it just flat out ain’t going to happen. I go straight down the line over the section, grabbing the rail and land on the flats. Tyler hoots at the B grade maneuver. I am  embarrassed at what my surfing has become. But that is reality for many of us. We learn to live with it as our skills diminish and find fun elsewhere. The days when I could do what I wanted, when I wanted, in tiny surf are gone.
After our surf, as Tyler and I were talking about how weak it was and how things work in surfing, basic stuff, like always making sure you catch the wave you paddle for, being 90 percent sure you can make that wave, etc. he points out how many waves I caught. I pause for a moment pondering the speed I would get going down the line, ease of paddling etc. but had to say something with complete candor. “Yep this board is super fun, but in all honesty, longboarding is a lot like masturbating: it  feels like the real deal, but it just isn’t.

In bed that evening I dreamt of surfing all though the night. It was eight feet and I could feel the G’s as I pulled off the bottom and into or over the lip on perfect offshore wind dappled, blue faces. Big arcing direction changes. Light of foot, strong of limb. I awoke smiling in my bed. Wet dreams I thought, and literally found myself laughing as I got up. Another marine layer grey morning. Looking down the valley to the sea, I knew that same small southwest groundswell was still rolling through. Getting coffee downstairs, I grabbed the longboard, tossed it in the back of my surf car with my wetsuit, still smiling.

Funny thing, surfing.

