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I wonder if anyone else has noticed a peculiar fact about surfers? By surfer, I don’t mean someone who has a surfboard and maybe gets out there once in a blue moon. Or the sort who in a fit of trendiness, saw Blue Crush or the OC and reckons that out of a pursuit of coolness, a trip to the local surf shop, Gold Card in hand, will make them part of the initiated counter culture we call Surfing. Not someone with salon streaked blond hair either. That is not it. Or someone who does the latest Vogue trick, styling with salt water, bottled by a leading purveyor of high end hair products. Has anybody noticed one peculiar thing about a person that defines them as being a surfer?

The ocean is life to them. My ex wife had pointed it out to me. Repeatedly. She is a non surfer if there ever was one. “You know what?, she had said one day. “You need to go for a surf. You have been a bit of an ass lately”. I had been working intently on a backlog of surfboard orders and she noticed that my disposition had taken on an acrid air.
“Get in the water,” this landlocked gal had intoned at about ten AM in the middle of my workday. It took me aback enough that I simply thought, “Why not?”
 Fifteen minutes passing, saw me paddling out on a beautiful fall morning. Two to three foot offshore peaks dotting the bluescape of an ocean not yet having seen the approaching storms of Winter that would turn the water to shades of army green and brown. When waves look much like a Humvee in a military caravan, rolling and rumbling through earth toned waters. The scene was blue, pretty, and pristine. The feel of cool clear water finding it’s way down the neck of my wetsuit, actually a good thing. It woke me up. That first push off the deck of my board and unweighting of the six foot long, six pound fiberglass and foam craft as I dove into a tiny barrel; it changed my disposition instantly. I felt a weight lift. I had not even noticed it resting on my shoulders until that instant.
The cool morning air, just then taking on a hint of warmth, as I felt the first breath of a Santa Ana infiltrate, carrying in it the scents of the inland. Anise, sage, the smell of onions from a farm field. Heady perfume that in a stiffening warm offshore, helped breath a new life into surf that suddenly pulsed to head high as the tide pushed in. It always amazes me, the ability of weather to create a rapidly changing diorama within which we as surfers just seem to thrive.
Surfers are creatures of season, craving the changes that give spice to a world that would be bland and draw the life out of us otherwise. We perpetually look for a thing that is fairly abstract and thrive upon it. That thing, being the energy pulse generated by some far off storm, contained in a wave, rolling towards the shore. One of the unique things about that scenario is the similarity a wave has in it’s lifespan to a human’s. It is born, lives and dissipates in it’s own season. The same goes for humanity. Surfers are unique in that they seem to somehow rejuvenate from the inside out by virtue of their connection with the ocean and seasons. With their lives being all about existing within a season in time, surfers connect to something larger than their day to day lives.
Later that day,  I was back working away. As I was mowing foam, my wife had looked in on me, laughing. “Went surfing huh?  Smiling again.?” I found I was. And for no outwardly apparent reason. 

