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As I was compiling the images for this edit, I poured over probably ten thousand photographs. The subjects ranged from surfing to celebrity portraiture. What really struck me was the huge variety of things I get to film and photograph in the course of a year.
But what started me in photography, actually was a love for the sea that was inexplicably initiated within me sometime before I was five years old. I grew up on the beaches of Southern California. I was one of those odd kids who just seemed to have a single mindedness about them from the beginning. I just loved being at the beach. So this image edit will be all about that subject.
That solitary interest propelled me into surfing and eventually the surf industry as I acquired all the skills necessary to ply my trade as a surfboard builder, and professional surfer. The tempo of my life was and still is, synchronous with the sea. I would shape a bunch of boards, then go do a trip somewhere, surf some contests, travel, surf some more, then return to Santa Barbara. I eventually wound up running a  surf industry corporation with around twenty employees. We had a surfboard factory, a couple stores, and what I perceived to just be a sprawling mess. I decided to sort of send my life in another direction when things got to that point.
I had a pretty strong art background, it having been one of my principal interests over the years, in school, and in board building. In art, you learn how to look at things, or more accurately, to see things not readily apparent. It teaches you how to perceive a subject, and using whatever medium interests you, to communicate what you see via a homogenation of emotion, mediums, and skill. The final result of your efforts, being a finished piece of art, which reflects your emotions, and the original subject. It is no accident that I was later attracted to a medium that is all about reflections. Reflected light, both apparent, and a type not so easily discernable.
I  had simply picked up a camera one day, in the middle of a whole lot of turmoil which was going on in my life and business and started to photograph, as a panacea for all the negative stuff going on. One of the photographers I used to work with as a pro surfer had made my wife, (a photographer also) a water housing. She wanted the option to shoot water, but not really knowing how to swim, never used it, and did not seem to mind too terribly much when I put my camera in it, and just swam away. I don’t think she ever missed either the housing or me, that much.
All my life, my days have started with me being at the beach for sunrise. Now I had a camera in my hand. My routine, more as therapy, than any search for a career, was to wake an hour or two before dawn, load my camera and housing, and swim out into the surf at one of a couple beaches near my Ventura home. The places I shoot are always deserted. I would simply swim out, and lose myself for a couple hours or so.

When you spend a lot of time in the ocean, you become a part of what goes on in it. You become it. It becomes you. As I swam alone through what was probably one of the most difficult periods in my life, I once again, found solace, and strength. The images that developed were simply a reflection of the experience.

I never really know exactly what will happen when I swim out mornings. Oh, I have expectations, but one never knows. One year a pod of dolphins got used to me being around. I would swim out in the dark, and they would come up, bump me in my fins, and let me swim with them. We got to know each other. I was surfing around the corner from where I shoot one day, as a really big swell was landing. I had just caught a long wave down the point and was paddling back, when the same pod showed up. They surrounded me and hung with me all the way back up the point. The fact that they would remember me from day to day really surprised me. It still makes me smile, thinking about it.
We do have white sharks that pass through this part of the coast. I usually see them in early spring and late fall. This year I actually had one brush my fins and turn sideways to take me. We found each other staring eye to eye. He was small by white standards. Probably around eight feet in length. Whites attack  in similar fashion to the Japanese zero pilots during WW2. They come right out of the sun, but from below, instead of above obviously. I had glimpsed this one up the beach about fifteen minutes earlier, but figured it was a dolphin or a seal. I had just swum up through the whitewater of a big set. He had simply followed me to the surface from behind. I think my camera made him pause, and my stare, made some primal instinct kick in. He darted away. My friend, Archie Kalepa, who is a lifeguard on Maui had taught me the staring trick. I think it works. He says it makes the shark think twice about who the predator actually is. 
Then there is all the other wonder that occurs: amazing colors, sounds, the smell of the fields on the morning offshore winds, shooting stars blazing across the eastern sky as dawn breaks. Things so intense in their beauty and grandeur, that they actually affect a person’s soul, and take you someplace not many people get to experience. I remember one freezing morning. The mountains up the valley had been dusted with snow in the night and the smell of it was on the chilly winds. The air temperature was below freezing.
I had been out in a raggedy old wetsuit for a couple hours and was just frozen. The surf was about six feet and heaving, but it seemed I just could not finish the last couple frames on the roll. A bigger set rolled through and I fired the last two frames as it exploded around me, shaking the sandbar below and concussing violently. That last frame ended up catching a circular sun trail in the tube. The phenomenon was frozen there on film forever. I am convinced it happens with every wave in the morning, it is just that the human eye cannot see it. But at 1/1000th of a second, the camera had.

One of the things I love about photography, is how you can communicate emotions and events in a time frame and manner that is not apparent to the naked eye. It is going into another dimension, and bringing something back. In the case of the wave and ocean photography, it is something stunning in it’s appeal and beauty. For me the images I manage to clumsily capture on film are a reflection of something far more vast than

what one might see walking down the sand in the morning. I know the experience has changed me. Probably for the better.

