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A bitchin' love letter to sand and sea, and a spirited inside account of life with the "first family"

of American surfingIn 1956, Dorian "Doc" Paskowitz stepped away from a successful medical

practice and began a lifelong surfing odyssey that grew to include his wife Juliette, and their

nine children. Together, the Paskowitz clan lived a vagabonding bohemian existence,

eschewing material possessions in favor of intangible riches like health and good cheer . . . all

the while careening along the world's coastlines in search of the perfect wave.In Scratching the

Horizon, Izzy Paskowitz looks back at his unusual upbringing, and his lifelong passion for the

sport that carries his family's stamp. As the fourth-oldest child in a family of inveterate surfers,

rock stars, and beach bums, he is uniquely qualified to shine a light on a childhood that has

come to symbolize the surfing credo, a reckless young adulthood that nearly cost him his

sanity, and a maturing sense of self and purpose that allows him to lift others on the back of his

experience.As the father of a son with autism and the founder of "Surfers Healing," a

foundation devoted to expanding the horizons of children with autism through surfing,

Paskowitz has found a way to connect the surreal aspects of his childhood to the harsh

realities of adulthood, and he shares these discoveries in this wickedly entertaining and

transforming memoir.

“What a great insight into the wild and crazy ride that has been the life so far of Israel- a good

and kind man who has carved out a beautiful, meaningful niche in the world of surfing by

offering up all he knows to help others.”  �Sarah McLachlan, Grammy Award-Winning

Singer“Izzy's story is of man's archetypal yearning for freedom, told from the heart of a surfer

who has lived his dreams. ”  �Flea, The Red Hot Chili Peppers“The Paskowitz family has spent a

lifetime sharing surfing with the world and looking after kids (their own and others!). I'm

eternally grateful to them for almost raising my little brother through their surf camp, and now

I'm grateful to Izzy for sharing his family's story in these pages. What a wild ride!”  �Kelly Slater,

champion surfer and author of Pipe Dreams: A Surfer’s Journey“I'm a fan of the Paskowitz

family, on all levels, particularly the level of taking children with autism into the water. It's such

an obvious, healing place for a kid to be, and if you look at the faces of these kids riding the

waves you can feel and appreciate their spirit and their stoke, just coming to life. I vibe with it. I

quite simply vibe with what they're doing, and now that I've ready Izzy's book I get it even more.

It's such a sweet, sick, crazy life, and Izzy's set it all down and let us know his story in such a

raw, honest, funny way. His book completely rocks.”  �Anthony Kiedis, The Red Hot Chili Peppers

and author of Scar Tissue“A true, never-ending adventure. The sort of story that inspires. The

sort of message that will make you want to take a good, hard look at your own life. After all,

Izzy's story is the stuff of legends. You can't make this shit up.”  �Eastern Surf Magazine--This

text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.About the AuthorIZZY

PASKOWITZ has competed in, and won, dozens of longboard titles, including the 1988 Hang

Ten World Championship. He and his wife, Danielle, own and operate the world-famous

Paskowitz Surf Camp. They also run the nonprofit organization Surfers Healing, which offers

free surfing day camps to hundreds of autistic children and their families each year. Paskowitz

lives with his family in San Juan Capistrano, California.DANIEL PAISNER is the co-writer of

eleven New York Times bestsellers, including Serena Williams's On the Line and Denzel

Washington's A Hand to Guide Me, as well as the acclaimed Holocaust memoir, The Girl in the



Green Sweater, with Krystyna Chiger - an international bestseller. He lives in Port Washington,

New York, with his wife and three children.--This text refers to an out of print or unavailable

edition of this title.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.1The Start of

Something My story begins in Texas, of all places.That’s where my father was born in 1921, in

Galveston. His parents, Rose and Lewis, were also born in Texas, so it’s not like they were just

passing through. There was actually a small, close-knit Jewish community in and around

Galveston, which was a popular port for Jews entering the country from Russia. My

grandfather ran a dry-goods store, although from what I hear he didn’t do such a good job of it.

He ended up as a door-to-door salesman—shoes, mostly, but he sold a bunch of stuff.

Basically, he hustled his way all through the Depression. Whatever he could buy on the cheap

and flip for a quick profit, that’s what he was into.My father, Dorian, was the oldest of three.

Behind him were his brother, Adrian, and his sister, Sonia—both characters, same as my dad.

(Some quirk in our gene pool, I guess.) My dad and his sibs would all veer off in their own

separate directions. Doing their own thing, their own way … that’s what they had in common.

Uncle Adrian became a knockabout musician. He played the violin, here and there, off and on.

Everyone always said how gifted he was, what an incredible teacher he was, what an

incredible talent, but to us he was just crazy Uncle Adrian. Very creative, very artsy … but,

also, very crazy. When I was a kid, he lived for a time in a big house in Hollywood Hills, but

other than that he never seemed to have a steady job or stay in a relationship for too, too long.

He did have a couple kids—our cousins Nina and Yoab—and we got together with them from

time to time, but there was a lot we never figured out about Uncle Adrian. All we knew was that

he played the violin. As a gift, he offered to play for my wedding, which is getting ahead of the

story, I know, but as long as I’m on it I’ll hit these few notes. I happened to duck into the

bathroom during the reception, and there was Uncle Adrian, completely naked. Surprised the

crap out of me. He’d taken off all his clothes and was splashing water under his armpits, getting

ready for his performance, and I remember thinking he was cut just like my dad. Whacky. Out

there. Different. Yeah, he could play the violin like a dream, but he’d go at it his own way.Aunt

Sonia was on her own wavelength, too. As a young woman she was beautiful—stunning, really.

After the family moved to California, she found her way to Hollywood and started working as an

actress, during the last gasp of the old studio system. She’s probably best known for her role

as Agnes Lowzier in the 1946 Howard Hawks classic, The Big Sleep, opposite Humphrey

Bogart and Lauren Bacall. She acted under the name Sonia Darrin, but she was never credited

for her most famous role, even though her character’s on-screen more than anyone other than

Bogey or Bacall.She bounced around Hollywood for a time, appeared in a bunch of pictures,

but then the gigs stopped coming, which I guess is what happens to a lot of stunning young

actresses, eventually. Everything is entirely and wildly possible … until one day it isn’t. By the

time I was born, Aunt Sonia’s acting career had come and gone; she’d married a set designer

named Bill Reese and started adopting a bunch of kids—my first cousins Mason, Suky, Lanny,

and Mark. (Yep, that’s Mason Reese, of Underwood Deviled Ham fame, one of the first true

child stars of the advertising age—and a good, good guy.) We saw a lot of them, too, back

when we were kids, which I guess left us with the message that family was important. Also with

the message that actually working for a living, in a traditional nine-to-five way, was for other

families.Here again I’m getting ahead of my story, or at least a little off to the side, so let me

just head back to Texas for a bit. It was there, in the Gulf of Mexico, that my father rode his first

wave. A lot of folks don’t think of Galveston as any kind of surf spot, but these days there’s a

thriving surf community down there. Okay, so maybe it’s not thriving in the same way surfing is

thriving in California or Hawaii or Australia, but everything’s relative, right? The waves along the



Gulf coast in popular surf spots like Stewart Beach can be small and choppy, but if you time it

right you can catch a good surf day. There wasn’t a whole lot of surfing going on back in the

late 1920s, though. Wasn’t even called surfing, what there was of it, but my father saw a picture

in the newspaper of a guy riding a wave off the coast of San Diego and thought this was

something he’d like to try.I’ve heard so many different versions of this story over the years, it’s

tough keeping them straight. Every time my father tells it, he sprinkles in a couple new details

and tosses out some old ones. Here are the nuts and bolts of it: When my father was seven or

eight years old, he found some old strips of rubber tire and crimped and bound them together

like a raft. Then he covered the whole deal in canvas and set off to do his thing. Guess you’d

say he was a resourceful kid, the way he made something out of nothing, the way he’d seen a

picture of something that captured his imagination and went out and grabbed at it for himself.

Damn near amazing, when you think about it—only it wasn’t a very satisfying experience, he

says, in almost every version of the story. Says it was more like white-water rafting than

actually standing up on a hard surface and riding a wave into shore. But it was something. A

germ, a seed, a kernel. A place to start.And it wasn’t just a one-off with him, surfing. Once he

tasted it, he wanted more. And more.Soon, my father got to reading whatever he could about

the legendary wave riders out in California or on the beaches of Hawaii. He’d cut surfing

pictures from newspapers and magazines and tack them to his wall. He became almost

fanatical about it, maybe even a little evangelical. Got it in his head that the only place he could

be happy, truly happy, was out in San Diego, so he put it out there that the California sea air

would help his asthma. Almost forgot that part: my father suffered from a serious case of

childhood asthma; at least, he claims he was asthmatic, although I never once heard the man

wheeze or cough. Not once, not ever. But somehow he convinced his parents the flats of Texas

were debilitating to a young boy in his condition, and eventually they packed up their house

and moved the whole family out to San Diego in the early 1930s.Now, I’ve got no real idea if

this is how things truly went down. All I know is that this is the story my father has told, for

years and years. If I had to bet, I’d say there’s probably a grain of truth in it. I’d say there

probably was a diagnosis of asthma, at some point, and a suggestion that my father might do

better in a different climate. But there was also the pull of the ocean, the romance of surfing, so

I’m sure he went all out to make his case to his parents. He could be very persuasive, my old

man—even as a young man. When he sets his mind to a thing, he’s all over it, and he won’t

back off until he gets his way. And he’s charming about it, make no mistake. He can be

completely full of shit, but he’ll make such a strong case for whatever it is he wants or needs

you’ll never know he’s completely full of shit until much, much later. And you won’t really mind

when you finally figure out that he’s been jerking your chain to get his way. That’s probably how

it happened back in Texas, when he was pushing for that move to California. Truth was, San

Diego at the time was all mudflats, so I can’t imagine it was a healthy environment for a young

asthma sufferer. It couldn’t have been good for him to breathe all that sulfur percolating through

that mud. But that didn’t keep my father from pushing hard for what he wanted.Story of his life—

and, soon enough, it would be the story of mine.* * *As a young teenager, my father hit the

beach. Wasn’t much more of a surfing community in San Diego than there’d been in Texas, but

in California at least you could find a good few like-minded souls. The other kids on the beach

started calling my father Tex, which I guess must be the default nickname for every

transplanted Texan in recorded history, and he was quick to make friends. That’s another key

trait of my dad’s that would play a big part in our family history. He was an accomplished social

animal, and a real pro at getting other folks to throw in with him on whatever it was he had in

mind. All through high school, he tells, most afternoons he’d find his way to the beach and ride



as many waves as the sun would allow. Weekends, more of the same. He’d meet up with his

new friends on the beach and together they’d work those waves for all they were worth, and

after a while he was as good as anyone else.The deal back then was you had to make your

own board. Weren’t enough surfers to support any kind of commercially made boards, so you

had to have a do-it-yourself mentality. There was no other option—even if you had money, you

couldn’t buy a board. Had to just figure it out, you know, and if you weren’t handy or clever in

this way you found a way to trade for someone else’s board.Early on, my father got a job as a

lifeguard on Mission Beach, where he worked with a one-eyed lifeguard captain, Emil Sigler.

This guy had made a bunch of heroic saves, so everyone on the beach knew him. Everyone in

town knew him. All the other surfers, all the other lifeguards, they wanted to be just like Emil; if

Emil rode a really giant board, that’s what everyone else decided to ride.The Mission Beach

lifeguards got the wood for their surfboards from Pacific Homes, a local build... --This text refers

to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Read more
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PhotographsAbout the AuthorCopyrightThere is a wisdom in the wave, highborn and beautiful,

for those who would but paddle out.—Hawaiian proverb, pinched from the author’s father,

Dorian “Doc” Paskowitz, who’s been passing it off as his own for just about

foreverPROLOGUEA Good DayJune 29, 2011.Wasn’t really thinking of this day as anything

different, anything other than all the rest. Wasn’t really thinking much at all, except to do what I

had to do, get where I was going. Feed the horses. Load a bunch of boards and wet suits in the

truck. Hug my kids. Grab a change of clothes for later. Get to work.Just another stretch of

daylight on a long string of many.The focus, heading out, was the Surfers Healing event I was

running with my wife, Danielle, together with a couple dozen bighearted surfer pals and

assorted friends and family members. Surfers Healing is a foundation Danielle and I started in

1999 after we discovered our autistic son, Isaiah, did a whole lot better in the water than on dry

land. Seemed like it was our own little discovery at first, just a way to calm our own kid; Isaiah

was small enough I could grab him by the scruff of his life vest and get him up on a board, and

for a few moments he was like any other kid on the beach. Riding waves. Laughing. Folks took

notice, and soon they were asking me to help their kids catch some of the same, so what

started as something for us became something for everybody; families with kids on the autism

spectrum, covering the whole range of pervasive developmental disorders, filled the beach,

and I was stoked to help out.These days, Isaiah is six-three, three hundred pounds, and way

too big for me to get up on a board, but he still loves the water. We’ve found some giant bully

boards, made for big ol’ Hawaiians like Isaiah, and he lolls about on one of them for hours at a

time, bear-hugging the shoreline. These days, too, Surfers Healing is way too big for Danielle

and me to handle on our own. We’ve grown into a full-fledged non-profit, with free one-day

camps for autistic children, which we run up and down both coasts, as well as in Hawaii,

Puerto Rico, and Mexico—and, next year for the first time, in Canada. In a typical year, we’ll

surf with over twenty-five hundred kids. We’re not so full of ourselves to think we’re delivering

any kind of cure-all or washing away a lifetime of hassle and heartache, but we are giving

families a bright spot on their calendars, something to look forward to. Even better, something

to remember. For an afternoon, at least, these kids are able to run and laugh and splash and

shout on a whole other spectrum, and I’ve come to think of this as a great good thing.Yep, it’s

pretty cool. Don’t mind saying.The drill, whenever we run one of these camps, is to bring

together all these moving parts and make it seem like we’re a well-oiled machine—when,

really, the only things well oiled are our faces, to keep clear of the sun. Oh, we have our shit

together, at this point; been at it so long we can’t help but have it down. But sometimes it feels

like it all comes together on its own. Chasing permits, from all the different town beaches.

Reaching out to our sponsors, who turn up with food and drink and giveaway items for our

campers. Signing up all these families and getting their paperwork in order. Coordinating the



itineraries of the world-class surfers, who carve out time in their busy schedules to fly in from

Hawaii or Cabo or wherever the hell they’re doing their world-class surfing to help out. Making

sure we have enough boards and vests and wet suits.On this day, we’re running the event at

Doheny State Beach, in Dana Point, California. Been surfing this beach as far back as I can

remember. Place gets a bad rap, if you ask me. Way back when, it rated a mention in that

Beach Boys song “Surfin’ USA,” but that was a long time ago. It’s since been called one of the

most polluted beaches on the West Coast, and for a time it was just that. A lot of hard-core

surfers I know won’t come anywhere near this beach, although on some days it still draws a

crowd. On some days the wave breaks just right and the beach is fine and clean and you get

why the place was once a big deal. It’s not the easiest spot for us to do our thing, though. The

park rangers have us on a tight head count. Most times, we run one of these events, we get a

hundred and twenty kids in the water, maybe more, but these guys at Doheny have us capped

at eighty. Means we’ve had to turn away a lot of good people. Means we can’t have more than

eight boards in the water at any one time. Sucks, but what can you do? Rules are rules … it’s

just that, here, there are a few too many of them.The good thing about Doheny is it’s in our own

backyard, closest thing we’ve got to home sand. Gives the event a hometown spin. We run

these things up and down the California coast—Malibu, Pacific Beach, Tourmaline—but this

one’s local, personal. Folks here, they know us. And we know them. And this, too, is a great

good thing.Okay, so that’s the backdrop when I hop into Danielle’s white Ford pickup for the

seven-mile zigzag down the mountain from our ranch to civilization. Feels to me like I’m

running late, but I’m making good time. Pull into the old part of San Juan Capistrano, right

behind the legendary Swallows Inn. Check my watch and see I’ve got a couple minutes, so I

duck into Starbucks for a cup of chai tea. Call ahead to a couple of my volunteer surfers, to see

if they want something. Bullshit with some of the locals.Finally pull in to the beach at Dana

Point and start unloading. It’s just after nine in the morning; event doesn’t start until eleven. And

I’m not even the first one here. Far from it. Jennifer Tracy, our volunteer-in-chief, has been at it

a good long while, along with a fistful of folks to help out. They’ve already unloaded a mess of

gear, pitched our few sun tents, got our registration desk all set up.Jennifer’s on top of it, so I

don’t have to be.From here, the day goes like it’s supposed to. Perfect weather. Perfect surf.

Perfect vibe. This part’s easy, I tell myself. This part’s why we bother. To hang with these

families, these special kids, to give them something they can’t grab at themselves. It’s like a

blessing.Danielle arrives with our own kids, just before we hit the water. Actually, she arrives

with Isaiah and our younger son, Eli, fifteen going on Level 93 of whatever video game he’s

been playing. Our oldest, Elah, arrives separately, in her own car. She lives on her own these

days, does her own thing, but Surfers Healing is a full-on family affair, so whenever she can,

wherever she is, she drops whatever she’s doing to help out. Next, my in-laws check in, along

with old friends and new. Everywhere I look, there’s a familiar face and a helping hand. I move

along the beach between hugs and fist pumps and back claps, and I can’t go two feet in any

one direction without finding a happy, grateful, nostalgic distraction. I end up making all kinds of

small talk with folks I can’t quite place. Families we surfed with last summer, or the summer

before that. Pose for a ton of pictures. Wonder at the wonder of what we’re doing.I’m anxious to

get in the water, so I paddle out with my first kid of the day and look to lose myself in the

moment. Soon, as we get out past the break, I think to chill. Already the heat and haste of the

morning seem to want to drag me down, distract me from why we’re here in the first place, so I

straddle my board and clear my head. Out here in the water, on the outside, time doesn’t mean

all that much. When you’re competing, you’re watching the clock, trying to grab as many waves

as you can in the allotted time, but when you’re just surfing you’re just surfing. There’s no rush.



You’re alone with your own thoughts and a bunch of other surfers alone with their own

thoughts. You’re all alone together. You’re thinking and not thinking, waiting and not waiting. It’s

like a deep breath. I can hang here with this sweet-faced kid, who seems to be about eight or

nine. Doesn’t talk much, but he’s smiling. A bit anxious, but happy. A lot of times, you paddle

out with one of these special kids, they’re all coiled up and nervous. You’re taking them way

away from their comfort zone, and you can see it in their bodies. Some of them, they tense up

or shut down. Some of them, they start to cry. But this kid is cool, like he’s just waiting for

something to happen. Something big.I ask his name. He tells me. I ask if he likes school. He

tells me. I ask if he thinks he can spot his mom on the beach, from all the way out here, and he

gives it a long, hard look but comes back blank. He really, really tries but can’t even guess.

Finally, I ask him if he’s ready to catch a wave and head on in and he nods that he is, but it’s

like a part of him isn’t. It’s not because he’s scared or tentative. It’s more like he wants to stay

lost in this deep breath moment, this pocket of calm, same as me, because he knows once he

gets back to the beach his world will switch back on and he’ll be back to how he’s always been.

He’ll find his mom and she’ll be on him like she always is, like she has to be, collecting him in a

giant towel-hug. Out here he’s just like any other kid on the planet, chasing thrills, waiting for

something he can’t yet know, but back on the beach he’ll be special, different.But then I catch

myself and realize, Hey, this is just me, projecting, and as I do I see a good-size wave rolling in

over my shoulder. Wave feels like it’s shaping up just right. Not too big, not to small … just right.

Feels like one we should take, so we do, and then I repeat the scene a couple times more, with

a couple more kids. When I’m on the beach, there’s so much warmth and good feeling I don’t

want to get back in the water, but when I’m out past the break, waiting on the just right wave,

chilling with one kid after another, there’s such a sweet point of pause I don’t want to head

back in.Being out here with these kids, surfing, it’s a way to keep their world from spinning.

Mine, too. “Extreme special ed” … that’s the phrase I use when I tell folks what we’re up to with

Surfers Healing. Whatever we call it, it’s not for the faint of heart—it can get pretty hairy out in

the water, so it takes a certain kind of kid to throw in on this kind of adventure. A certain kind of

parent, too.The day unravels like this to where I lose all sense of time. Don’t even stop to eat.

There are food and energy drinks, donated by some great local sponsors, but it doesn’t occur

to me to refuel. My dad has come by, like he always does when he’s feeling up to it, but I don’t

have time to hang with him. Not the way I’d like. Not the way we used to. He’s ninety years old,

and for the past couple years I’ve been catching myself thinking we can probably count the

days in the sun we have left together, so I count this one and file it away while he’s off doing his

thing. Holding court. Spinning stories. Receiving the warm hellos and glad tidings of the surf

set like he’s the mayor of the beach, like he has them coming. And he is, he surely is; he does,

he surely does.At some point, I notice that the crowd on the beach has thinned, that the line of

kids waiting their turn has disappeared. The sun, I see, is no longer so damn high.I can’t think

where the hours have gone, where all these families have gone. We’ve been so damn knee-

deep in doing our thing we don’t even look up until the thing is done. It’s not until we’re cleaning

up the beach, hauling our gear back to our trucks and vans, bagging our recyclables, checking

the cell phone I’d left in the glove box for messages, that I remember the change of clothes for

later. Oh yeah, I think. That. There’s some place I need to be, I’m reminded—downtown San

Clemente, for an event honoring a bunch of local surfing legends, past and present. One of

those Chamber of Commerce–type deals, to stir up interest in our community, maybe put San

Clemente on the map as a happening, legendary surf spot. This, too, is a great good thing—a

necessary thing, even, far as our sagging-flagging local economy goes. Since the late 1960s,

San Clemente has been known as the home of Richard Nixon’s Western White House, but



folks who live here know it as a vibrant, Spanish-flavored village with fantastic ocean and

mountain views and a rich surfing history. Makes sense to call attention to it, maybe drag some

tourists down to see what we’re all about.It just so happens my family is among the group of

honorees, together with a mess of good people with giant surfing pedigrees, although it’s not

really clear if the honor is mostly for my dad, Dorian “Doc” Paskowitz, or for the whole lot of us.

Either way, we’re grouped with local legends like Dale Velzy, one of my first heroes, a visionary

guy who did more to change the shape and vibe of surfboard design than anyone else in the

history of our sport; Tubesteak Tracy, the original “Big Kahuna,” who was like an uncle to me

and my siblings as we grew up on the beach at San Onofre; Corky Carroll, a true surfing

pioneer, considered by many to be the sport’s first “professional,” winner of more than one

hundred big-time competitions; and on and on.Somewhere in there the organizers thought to

find room for us Paskowitzes, who came to be known around these parts over forty years ago

when my father decided to pack it in on a life of convention and routine and pile all of us kids

into a twenty-four-foot camper. We’d live out the American dream—his version of it, anyway.

We’d come and go as we pleased, unbound by convention. No work. No school. Just an

endless, open stretch of days, set against an endless, open stretch of shoreline. There were

nine of us before long, and we all surfed, some of us professionally. All of us passionately,

purposefully. My parents surfed, too. My father still surfs, when the water’s warm enough and

the waves don’t threaten his old bones.We spent most of my childhood hopscotching from

beach to beach, down into Mexico, along the Gulf coast, and up the Atlantic, with a couple side

trips to Israel because it seemed to my quirky, Zionist father that this was something we should

do. We never quite knew where we were going, where we’d just been, where our next meal

was coming from, or even where we’d park the camper for the night, but at the end of the day—

at the end of every day!—we were at home with each other, on some beach or other. Between

waves and side trips and assorted misadventures, we collected this vast network of great

surfing friends. Somehow, our vagabonding, bohemian, fucked-up lifestyle tapped into some of

the same currents that moved the workaday worlds of these other kindred spirits, who for the

most part had real jobs, real homes, real responsibilities away from the water. And somehow,

too, we kept coming back to these beaches in and around San Clemente, where most of us

have now settled and continue to surf, so it feels a little bit validating, a little bit thrilling, to be

included among this group of surfing honorees.Folks here, they know us. And we know them.

Same deal as before.Here’s the thing you need to know about “local surfing legends”: we tend

not to think of ourselves as local surfing legends. Hell, we’re no more legendary than the

scratches on our boards, the scrapes and bruises we wear like badges, the stories we tell over

beers. But some of us have made a kind of mark on the sport, on surf culture, and around here

I guess that gets us our picture on a big old street banner on what they’re calling Surfer’s Row,

in downtown San Clemente.Shit, us Paskowitzes pretty much perfected the live-on-the-beach,

surf-all-day, party-all-night way of life that came to symbolize the California surfing scene in the

sixties and seventies. We owned it, lived it. All these years later, we’re still going at it in a lot of

the same ways, so we’re proud to be included among this group. Humbled, too. And, in some

ways, a little self-conscious, because whenever these Chamber of Commerce types line you

up and get you to pose for pictures it usually means you’ve been at it a too-long while.Back of

my mind, all day long, I’ve been planning to go to the OC Tavern for the festivities. It comes up,

with folks on the beach, in a hey, will I see you later? sort of way. Danielle has been planning to

join me, too. It’s kind of a big deal, and we want to be there. (Hell, yeah, we want to be there!)

But then, as the day runs away from us, the back of my mind gets cluttered up with a whole

mess of other stuff, and I put the ceremony out of my head. With all this other shit going on,



there’s just no room for it. Danielle, too, gets caught up with the boys back at the ranch, and it

starts to look to her like she won’t be able to drive back down our big-ass hill to make it to town.

Isaiah is a little fried and frazzled, from hanging all day on the beach at Doheny; Danielle

doesn’t think he’s up for another outing, and Eli’s made plans with some of his buddies, and I

catch myself thinking I’m a little fried and frazzled myself, and that a night at home with

Danielle and Isaiah is sounding pretty good right now.Finally, as I’m fitting the last of the boards

back onto the bed of Danielle’s pickup, I notice a text message reminding me to pick up my

father at his apartment and drive him to the OC Tavern. A part of me thinks how cool it is, that

we walk around with these handheld devices that remind us of shit we don’t even remember

knowing in the first place. I set the phone on the dashboard and guess this means I’m going,

after all.Don’t have time for the change of clothes, though, so I slip out of my wet suit and throw

on a pair of shorts and a clean-enough-looking Maui Jim T-shirt and point the truck towards my

parent’s apartment. The event is called for five o’clock, and already it’s a quarter past, but we’ll

get there when we get there.Dad is dressed for the occasion. Doesn’t quite dress to the nines,

my old man, but he hits those sixes and sevens. He’s wearing a loose-fitting corduroy blazer,

some throwback shade of green, over a button-down surf shirt and a pair of jeans. Next to me,

he looks like he’s in formal attire, but it doesn’t much matter what we’re wearing, not with this

crowd. Only matters that we’re here, and soon as we arrive it’s like the tide rolls out to clear a

path for us. Of course, I realize the welcome is mostly for my old man, but I’m happy to follow in

his wake. Been that way my whole life, just about, and by now I’m happy to soak up some of

the smiles I know are meant for him. My siblings are the same way, for the most part. We’ve

reached a place where we can celebrate the lives our parents built for us, the opportunities that

stretch before us, the legacy we’re still finding ways to inhabit.Place is packed with smiling,

familiar faces, just like the beach was packed earlier this morning, only here my dad stands at

the center of attention. Something about the unconventional, romantic, vagabonding,

bohemian, fucked-up lifestyle he’s embraced, the laid-back California surfer ethos he helped to

create … guess it embodies what this event is all about. What surf culture is all about. He’s like

the surf whisperer, a spirit guide with stories to tell, stories these good people seem to want to

hear, and he moves about the room like he owns the place. And he does; in his own way, he

does.There he is, huddled with his old pal Mary Lou Drummy, another local legend, one of

California’s first female surfers, going all the way back to the pre-Gidget days. And there he is

with Fran Velzy, Dale’s widow, and Paul Strauch, Jr., one of the sport’s first genius artists who

used to ride with the Duke Kahanamoku Surf Team. And there, finally, he’s huddled with his

great friend Tubesteak, their backs to the wall, soaking in the scene, reaching past the years

for some shared memory or other.I stand at the bar, sucking back Guinness drafts, collecting

congratulations and reminiscences from people I’ve known my whole life, surfed with my whole

life, made trouble with my whole life. I think, Well, Izzy, this doesn’t suck. And, really, it doesn’t.

To see your life unfurl in front of good people you care about, to celebrate each other, to be

celebrated in return … yep, it’s pretty damn cool. Still don’t mind saying.At some point, our

friend Steve Pezman takes the stage and sets the scene. Steve is probably the most influential

surf journalist on the planet. He used to be the editor and publisher of Surfer magazine. He

knows us better than we know ourselves. And he’s got a little something to say about each of

the twenty-one Surfer’s Row honorees. A personal memory. A bit of context or history.

Something. I start to listen to what Steve is saying about all these great surfers, about the

contributions they’ve made to our sport, our culture, our lifestyle. The contributions they’re

making still. And for a couple beats I forget all about my family and our place in the mix. I forget

how brave and crazy it must have been for my father, and my mother alongside him, to drop off



the grid the way they did and raise a bunch of surf rats in a crappy, run-down camper. As Steve

talks, I slip into a sweet, dull fog—kind of like that deep breath that finds me when I’m out past

the break, waiting on a wave. Time doesn’t matter. Work doesn’t matter. Everything is just put

on a kind of temporary hold, and a minute feels like an hour, and an hour feels like a minute,

and you step outside yourself, a little bit. It’s quiet, but not really. I’m listening to Steve, and I’m

not listening to Steve. I’m waiting to hear what he’s got to say about us and the way we’ve lived,

the way we staked out our own territory on the surfing scene, and I’m not waiting to hear. And

next thing I know he’s shot right past us, and he’s finishing up his remarks about the event, the

moment, whatever.Underneath whatever nice things Steve Pezman has to say about us,

whatever ribbon he’s tied around this sweet, fine moment, I catch myself thinking, It’s been a

good day. Thinking, It’s been a good life, an interesting life. And, Where do I sign on for more of

the same? Yeah, it’s been a rich, wild ride, and here, surrounded by these good people, my

dad, my daughter, Elah, and a bunch of her friends, my brother Abraham and his family … it

feels like it’s meant something. Like it continues to mean something.So what do I do with this

sweet, fine revelation? Well, I take it in … in what ways I can. I down another couple pints of

Guinness. Talk shit for a while longer with some of my pals, pose for a couple more pictures.

Hang with Elah for a bit, enjoying the way my baby girl moves about in the life she’s managed

to make for herself, alongside the life I’ve managed to make for myself, alongside the life my

father had wanted for all of us.Finally, I check my watch and decide it’s time to head back up

the hill and make for home. On the way, I stop to pick up some take-out schnitzel at this new

German place, Barth’s, just opened up on Ortega Highway, figuring Danielle and I can eat a

little something when I get home.Been meaning to check the place out, and this seems as

good a time as any, so I park the truck in front of the restaurant’s big storefront window and

bounce inside, where I’m met by an attractive young waitress, looks to be about my daughter’s

age. She motions towards a table for me to sit down, but I tell her I only want takeout. She goes

to get me a menu, and when she returns with it she points through the storefront window.“You

are a surfer?” she asks, in a thick German accent.I follow her gaze and see she is looking at

my truck, with the eight or nine boards fitted onto the bed. “I am a surfer,” I say back, and we

fall into talking.She brings me a beer, to fill the waiting. Soon, she asks about the tattoos that

spill from my T-shirt and run all along my left arm. She’s never seen anything like them, she

says. She shows me hers—a simple star, on her belly. Unadorned. Me, I’m adorned as hell.

The German waitress, she is curious as hell. She says, “The design, it is almost tribal, yes?”I

say, “Some of it. And some is just a tribute to my family, to my children.” And then I tell her

about the markings on my arm. The names of my kids. A portrait of Danielle from when we first

met. The Surfers Healing logo. The tribal designs on my fingers—native shark teeth, pointing

away from my body, which is meant to indicate energy and the spirit of aloha flowing out into

the world. I tell her how in Hawaii a tattoo tells a story, how the symbols you wear are meant to

announce who you are. I say, “This way, when you meet someone, it’s like they already know

you.”The waitress disappears to collect my food and returns with the restaurant’s owner—also

German, also struggling to fill the holes in his English. He looks to be in his thirties. The

waitress is anxious to show her boss my tattoos, to introduce him to her new customer.“It is

very beautiful,” the owner says, after looking at my arm. “Very interesting.”“It tells a story,” the

waitress says. And then, turning to me: “Someday, you must come back and tell it to us.”1The

Start of SomethingMy story begins in Texas, of all places.That’s where my father was born in

1921, in Galveston. His parents, Rose and Lewis, were also born in Texas, so it’s not like they

were just passing through. There was actually a small, close-knit Jewish community in and

around Galveston, which was a popular port for Jews entering the country from Russia. My



grandfather ran a dry-goods store, although from what I hear he didn’t do such a good job of it.

He ended up as a door-to-door salesman—shoes, mostly, but he sold a bunch of stuff.

Basically, he hustled his way all through the Depression. Whatever he could buy on the cheap

and flip for a quick profit, that’s what he was into.My father, Dorian, was the oldest of three.

Behind him were his brother, Adrian, and his sister, Sonia—both characters, same as my dad.

(Some quirk in our gene pool, I guess.) My dad and his sibs would all veer off in their own

separate directions. Doing their own thing, their own way … that’s what they had in common.

Uncle Adrian became a knockabout musician. He played the violin, here and there, off and on.

Everyone always said how gifted he was, what an incredible teacher he was, what an

incredible talent, but to us he was just crazy Uncle Adrian. Very creative, very artsy … but,

also, very crazy. When I was a kid, he lived for a time in a big house in Hollywood Hills, but

other than that he never seemed to have a steady job or stay in a relationship for too, too long.

He did have a couple kids—our cousins Nina and Yoab—and we got together with them from

time to time, but there was a lot we never figured out about Uncle Adrian. All we knew was that

he played the violin. As a gift, he offered to play for my wedding, which is getting ahead of the

story, I know, but as long as I’m on it I’ll hit these few notes. I happened to duck into the

bathroom during the reception, and there was Uncle Adrian, completely naked. Surprised the

crap out of me. He’d taken off all his clothes and was splashing water under his armpits, getting

ready for his performance, and I remember thinking he was cut just like my dad. Whacky. Out

there. Different. Yeah, he could play the violin like a dream, but he’d go at it his own way.Aunt

Sonia was on her own wavelength, too. As a young woman she was beautiful—stunning, really.

After the family moved to California, she found her way to Hollywood and started working as an

actress, during the last gasp of the old studio system. She’s probably best known for her role

as Agnes Lowzier in the 1946 Howard Hawks classic, The Big Sleep, opposite Humphrey

Bogart and Lauren Bacall. She acted under the name Sonia Darrin, but she was never credited

for her most famous role, even though her character’s on-screen more than anyone other than

Bogey or Bacall.She bounced around Hollywood for a time, appeared in a bunch of pictures,

but then the gigs stopped coming, which I guess is what happens to a lot of stunning young

actresses, eventually. Everything is entirely and wildly possible … until one day it isn’t. By the

time I was born, Aunt Sonia’s acting career had come and gone; she’d married a set designer

named Bill Reese and started adopting a bunch of kids—my first cousins Mason, Suky, Lanny,

and Mark. (Yep, that’s Mason Reese, of Underwood Deviled Ham fame, one of the first true

child stars of the advertising age—and a good, good guy.) We saw a lot of them, too, back

when we were kids, which I guess left us with the message that family was important. Also with

the message that actually working for a living, in a traditional nine-to-five way, was for other

families.Here again I’m getting ahead of my story, or at least a little off to the side, so let me

just head back to Texas for a bit. It was there, in the Gulf of Mexico, that my father rode his first

wave. A lot of folks don’t think of Galveston as any kind of surf spot, but these days there’s a

thriving surf community down there. Okay, so maybe it’s not thriving in the same way surfing is

thriving in California or Hawaii or Australia, but everything’s relative, right? The waves along the

Gulf coast in popular surf spots like Stewart Beach can be small and choppy, but if you time it

right you can catch a good surf day. There wasn’t a whole lot of surfing going on back in the

late 1920s, though. Wasn’t even called surfing, what there was of it, but my father saw a picture

in the newspaper of a guy riding a wave off the coast of San Diego and thought this was

something he’d like to try.I’ve heard so many different versions of this story over the years, it’s

tough keeping them straight. Every time my father tells it, he sprinkles in a couple new details

and tosses out some old ones. Here are the nuts and bolts of it: When my father was seven or



eight years old, he found some old strips of rubber tire and crimped and bound them together

like a raft. Then he covered the whole deal in canvas and set off to do his thing. Guess you’d

say he was a resourceful kid, the way he made something out of nothing, the way he’d seen a

picture of something that captured his imagination and went out and grabbed at it for himself.

Damn near amazing, when you think about it—only it wasn’t a very satisfying experience, he

says, in almost every version of the story. Says it was more like white-water rafting than

actually standing up on a hard surface and riding a wave into shore. But it was something. A

germ, a seed, a kernel. A place to start.And it wasn’t just a one-off with him, surfing. Once he

tasted it, he wanted more. And more.Soon, my father got to reading whatever he could about

the legendary wave riders out in California or on the beaches of Hawaii. He’d cut surfing

pictures from newspapers and magazines and tack them to his wall. He became almost

fanatical about it, maybe even a little evangelical. Got it in his head that the only place he could

be happy, truly happy, was out in San Diego, so he put it out there that the California sea air

would help his asthma. Almost forgot that part: my father suffered from a serious case of

childhood asthma; at least, he claims he was asthmatic, although I never once heard the man

wheeze or cough. Not once, not ever. But somehow he convinced his parents the flats of Texas

were debilitating to a young boy in his condition, and eventually they packed up their house

and moved the whole family out to San Diego in the early 1930s.Now, I’ve got no real idea if

this is how things truly went down. All I know is that this is the story my father has told, for

years and years. If I had to bet, I’d say there’s probably a grain of truth in it. I’d say there

probably was a diagnosis of asthma, at some point, and a suggestion that my father might do

better in a different climate. But there was also the pull of the ocean, the romance of surfing, so

I’m sure he went all out to make his case to his parents. He could be very persuasive, my old

man—even as a young man. When he sets his mind to a thing, he’s all over it, and he won’t

back off until he gets his way. And he’s charming about it, make no mistake. He can be

completely full of shit, but he’ll make such a strong case for whatever it is he wants or needs

you’ll never know he’s completely full of shit until much, much later. And you won’t really mind

when you finally figure out that he’s been jerking your chain to get his way. That’s probably how

it happened back in Texas, when he was pushing for that move to California. Truth was, San

Diego at the time was all mudflats, so I can’t imagine it was a healthy environment for a young

asthma sufferer. It couldn’t have been good for him to breathe all that sulfur percolating through

that mud. But that didn’t keep my father from pushing hard for what he wanted.Story of his life—

and, soon enough, it would be the story of mine.* * *As a young teenager, my father hit the

beach. Wasn’t much more of a surfing community in San Diego than there’d been in Texas, but

in California at least you could find a good few like-minded souls. The other kids on the beach

started calling my father Tex, which I guess must be the default nickname for every

transplanted Texan in recorded history, and he was quick to make friends. That’s another key

trait of my dad’s that would play a big part in our family history. He was an accomplished social

animal, and a real pro at getting other folks to throw in with him on whatever it was he had in

mind. All through high school, he tells, most afternoons he’d find his way to the beach and ride

as many waves as the sun would allow. Weekends, more of the same. He’d meet up with his

new friends on the beach and together they’d work those waves for all they were worth, and

after a while he was as good as anyone else.The deal back then was you had to make your

own board. Weren’t enough surfers to support any kind of commercially made boards, so you

had to have a do-it-yourself mentality. There was no other option—even if you had money, you

couldn’t buy a board. Had to just figure it out, you know, and if you weren’t handy or clever in

this way you found a way to trade for someone else’s board.Early on, my father got a job as a



lifeguard on Mission Beach, where he worked with a one-eyed lifeguard captain, Emil Sigler.

This guy had made a bunch of heroic saves, so everyone on the beach knew him. Everyone in

town knew him. All the other surfers, all the other lifeguards, they wanted to be just like Emil; if

Emil rode a really giant board, that’s what everyone else decided to ride.The Mission Beach

lifeguards got the wood for their surfboards from Pacific Homes, a local building supply outfit.

The boards weren’t shaped, curved, or beveled. They were just big planks of choice wood,

which Tex and his pals would cut down into a basic surfboard shape and laminate. Their

boards were long—about ten to eleven feet. And heavy—well over one hundred pounds. At

night, they’d just leave their boards on the beach, because they were too big, too heavy to

steal. No one else had any use for them, really, although I suspect a few of them ended up as

firewood.All through high school, surfing was my dad’s main interest. His only interest, really.

He did well enough in school, but he did as much riding as he could. For years, he’d tell us his

parents never minded if he ditched school when the surf was up. Don’t know if that’s entirely

true, but that’s how he remembers it. True or not, surfing was his priority; same went for his

friends; it filled their days. And when my father finally graduated from Point Loma High School

he joined the navy—I guess under the thinking that he’d be on, around, or near enough to the

water to continue with his surfing. Didn’t exactly work out to the good, in terms of surfing. All of

a sudden, my father’s time was no longer his own. He didn’t have his fellow lifeguards to keep

him company. He’d built up all these great friendships on the beach, and then he’d had to leave

those friendships behind, and I don’t think he found too many surfers among his new navy

buddies. He was assigned to a medical ship that operated in the Pacific; after the war, he went

to Stanford University Medical School, on the G.I. Bill, earning his degree in 1946.Up until this

time, even with the way he’d skipped out on school when the surf was up, my father was very

much a by-the-book kind of guy. By that I mean he always did what was expected of him—or

he did just enough of it so he could go through the same motions as everyone else. His

parents wanted him to at least make the effort to finish school, so he made the effort. His

friends were all enlisting, so he enlisted. And then the thing to do was go back to school and

pursue some sort of profession, so he did that, too. But I don’t think his heart was ever in it.

High school, the navy, medical school … these grand institutions seemed to suck the life out of

him. His heart was on the beach, in the water.Once he got his medical degree, he took a job in

Hawaii. The waves were calling to him, he said. It would be a chance to live in paradise. He

worked in a hospital, in the state medical office, wherever there was a need or an opportunity.

He wasn’t much interested in private practice, because he didn’t want to be tied down. He

resented the idea of taking money from people in exchange for his services; he preferred

working in a clinic or hospital or agency setting. Whenever he had to charge a patient some

kind of fee, he tried to barter instead; he was forever coming home with crap he didn’t need,

crap he didn’t even want, because he took it in trade for some medical service or other. A plate

of home-cooked food. An old bicycle. A rusted-out car that had seen way better days. A lot of

times, he took whatever his patients had to offer, just because they’d taken the time to think

what the young doctor from the mainland might need or enjoy. It’s not that he didn’t appreciate

the value of a dollar, or that he rejected the idea of material possessions; it’s just that he wasn’t

sure he saw the need for either; he helped people because they needed his help, not because

they paid him for it.For the first time in his life he found himself thinking like a free spirit—not

just in his professional life, but in his personal life as well. He actually got married during this

period, to a nice Jewish girl he met in Hawaii; he even had two daughters, but underneath his

day-to-day he started to realize he wasn’t happy. To his friends, he seemed to have it all; to his

parents and siblings back home, he appeared to be living like a prince in paradise; but deep



down he believed there was something missing in his life. More and more, he was feeling tied

down—by work, but also by the demands of raising a young family. More and more, he was

becoming conventional. And, also more and more, he hated that he was becoming

conventional.Dad never really talked about this time in his life except to suggest that he and his

first wife wanted different things and seemed to drift apart. In the end, they got a divorce. As I

understand it, the divorce was amicable, but my father wasn’t really a part of his daughters’

lives after that. Growing up, we never knew them. We knew of them, but that was it, and even

this was a little weird. I mean, by the time I was old enough to know what was going on, I had

four or five brothers, and it was strange to think there were two sisters (or half sisters) out there

in the world I’d never even met, but we never really talked about it. Whenever the subject came

up, Dad found a way to paddle past it, although I imagine it must have been painful for him, to

make such a clean break with his young family. But something wasn’t working in that

relationship, something wasn’t right, so he set it aside and moved on. That was his way, we’d

all learn. He’d push past a difficulty or set it aside and after a while it was like there’d never

been any trouble at all. He even got married a second time, but that didn’t work out, either, and

here again he was reluctant to share too many details. It’s like he wanted us all to believe his

life didn’t really begin until he met our mother.Through it all, he surfed. Whenever he could, he

surfed. He hung with all these pioneers of Hawaiian surfing, guys like Duke Kahanamoku,

Rabbit Kekai, Blue Makua, Wally Froiseth, George Downing, Chubby Mitchell, Buffalo Keaulana

—legends, even then. Duke Kahanomoku was the granddaddy of them all; he was like the

Hawaiian Jim Thorpe, a world-class athlete who excelled in every sport. He was an Olympic

swimmer, a champion beach volleyball player, a decorated lifeguard … but mostly he was a

surfer. He had more than twenty years on my father, but for some reason they hit it off—and

once you were in with the Duke, you were in with that whole crowd.Hawaiian surf culture was a

whole lot different from California surf culture: it was all about being serious watermen, rather

than just surfers; it was about being at home in, on, and around the water, which was very

much in keeping with the spirit of the islands. Back home in California, even the best surfers

were mere mortals: they had plain, workaday jobs; they scrambled to pay their rent. In Hawaii,

it’s like the great watermen were immortal, like they operated on some higher plane, removed

from the day-to-day concerns that moved the rest of the world. Surfing was all. My father was

part of that scene, fit himself right in. By this time, they all knew him as Doc, another default

nickname—this one probably got tagged on anyone who’d gone to medical school and hung

around with folks who’d done no such thing. They found something to like about this eccentric

doctor. To the locals, my father was a haole—the Hawaiian word for an outsider, a newcomer, a

pale-white mainland American—but they made him feel welcome. At first he was dividing his

time between work and the beach, but after a while the split began to bother him. In his own

mind, at least, he stood apart from the local surfing gods, who were in truth just a bunch of pals

from the beach. To Doc, though, there was a key distinction. His buddies lived to surf—but Doc,

he only worked to surf.Oh, there was a real difference. You could even see it in the way he

moved on a board. There’s some 16mm footage that’s survived from that period, and you can

see that my father then was more of a weekend warrior. These other guys, they were real

surfers; my father, he wasn’t a real surfer, not yet. Now, I don’t know exactly what it takes to be

a real surfer. That’s tough to pin down, but basically you have to have talent, to start. That part’s

a given, and to my father’s great credit, he was talented … to a degree. By Texas standards, he

was more than talented; by California standards, he was talented enough; by Hawaii standards,

he was only getting there.But it goes deeper than talent. You’ve got to live and breathe the

sport; you’ve got to take it all in, all at once; you’ve got to give yourself over to it, and let it wash



over you, and here young Doc was falling short. He couldn’t help it, and he hated that he

couldn’t help it; he wanted to change things up, but he couldn’t think how. With his

responsibilities as a doctor, he’d boxed himself out of really developing as a surfer. The one

didn’t fit with the other. In that old film footage, you could see he looked kind of pasty compared

with all the other riders. Kind of soft. You could see his balance was a little off. It was subtle,

almost imperceptible, but after a lifetime spent watching this man surf, I almost can’t recognize

him in these shots. In one shot in particular, he’s riding a wave and he seems to be leaning the

wrong way, his body tense and maybe a little off-balance, like he’s waiting for the wave to tell

him what to do, instead of the other way around. Like I say, it’s a subtle distinction, but I could

see it whenever we looked at those old films; my brothers could see it. And my father, I’m sure

he could see it, too. He could feel it, absolutely. At the time, he knew better than anyone that he

wasn’t keeping up with these other guys.Finally, he went and did something about it. You see,

my father’s not the sort of guy who can go at something in a half-assed way. He’s all or nothing

—and as a young doctor in Hawaii, only playing at surfing, he must have felt like nothing,

especially if he dared to measure himself against the Duke or those other great watermen. And

so, basically on a whim, he quit whatever job he was working at the time and decided to go to

Israel. Just like that. Wasn’t so easy, to just drop everything and go. Wasn’t so easy to leave a

well-paying job on a whim, without giving any notice, and expect to be able to return to another

one like it. Wasn’t so easy to scrabble together enough money for a plane ticket, but he found a

way; he was determined; he got rid of his few things and moved out of his apartment and made

a clean, swift break. He didn’t have any kind of timetable in mind, any kind of plan. He just up

and went. When he tells the story now, he makes it seem like he was on some kind of mission

—and I guess he was.He got it in his head that he was going to bring the sport of surfing to

Israel, and in the end he did just that, but what he also did was find himself. Don’t know what it

was that got him thinking like some sort of surfing messiah, but this was his plan, and at the

other end, once he got to Israel, halfway around the world, I believe he found the balance he

didn’t fully know he was seeking. He went to Israel in the middle 1950s, around the time of the

Kadesh operation, a period of intense fighting around the Sinai Peninsula. It was a difficult,

uncertain time. What the hell my father was thinking, bringing a quiver of ten-foot balsa Hobie

longboards to Israel, into the middle of such conflict, I’ll never know. Every time he tells the

story, he offers a different explanation, but in every version he has his four or five or six boards,

all decorated with the Star of David or the Israeli flag. Traveling with all those boards fell

somewhere between a bitch and a hassle, he says. Israeli authorities had never seen such

things; they had no idea what to make of them. It took a while for the boards to get through

customs; my father claims they were quarantined for weeks and weeks, but knowing my dad it

was more likely days and days. (Hey, it’s tough to tell a good story without a little exaggeration!)

Custom officials ended up drilling holes in the boards, thinking my father was trying to smuggle

weapons. When they were finally satisfied that the boards weren’t a threat, they released them

to my father’s custody, and he plugged the holes and made the best of it.Anyway, my father

found his way to the beach. Soon, he had a network of Israeli friends—lifeguards, mostly. He

dedicated himself to a natural, vigorous lifestyle: he learned to spearfish, and he slept on the

beach, as often as not. He ate healthy, and tried to clear his head of unhealthy thoughts, which

in his mind had mostly to do with money. He started hanging around with a guy named Shamai

“Topsi” Kanzapolski, on Frishman Beach outside Tel Aviv, and they struck up a great friendship.

Actually, it was Topsi’s wife, Naomi, who was the first Israeli to get up on a board. She was the

most curious, the most enthusiastic, so my father took her out past the break and showed her

what to do. Topsi learned next, and then the two of them, together with my father, started



teaching all the other lifeguards and Israeli beach bums how to surf.At that time, the Tel Aviv

beaches were wide open. There were no piers or jetties to break the surf, so the waves could

be extremely high. They’d break right on the beach, which forced all these rookie surfers to get

it going double-quick. Waves like that, they can be difficult to navigate, but after a while the first-

timers got the hang of it, and soon after that the sport seemed to catch on. Today, you can walk

up and down the beaches of Tel Aviv and see a vibrant, thriving surf culture. There are popular

breaks and surf spots. There are shops and cafés, catering to surfers. There are even a bunch

of surf rental shacks and schools—including one run by Topsi’s kids. But back in the 1950s the

scene was just coming into focus, as Topsi and his lifeguard pals soaked up Doc’s stories of life

in Hawaii and California like manna from heaven. They’d lived by the sea their entire lives,

made their livings by the sea, but they’d never dared to dance across those waters the way

Doc would dance across those waters.At night, over bonfires—Doc taught them how to make

those, too!—my father dreamed of forming an Israeli surfing team, to compete in the world

championships.I’ve seen pictures of my father from this period, and he looks more like himself,

more like the young man I remember from growing up. He was tan and fit. He carried himself

like an Adonis. He was no longer the weekend warrior surfer he’d been back in Hawaii. He was

at home in Tel Aviv, more like himself than he’d ever been before, transformed.After living in

Israel for about a year, he volunteered for the Israeli Army during the Suez Crisis, hoping to

defend his adopted country against Egypt, but he was turned down. At first he couldn’t believe

the Army didn’t want him, but then he took the rejection as a sign that he should perhaps

return to the United States, only this time he would do so on his own terms. He would not be

bound by convention. He would live by the sea, by his wits. His days would spread out before

him like an endless possibility.* * *The thing about Israel, my father always said, was that it

was mostly a place to refresh, recharge, and replenish his energy, more than it was a place to

live. As much as he loved the place, and the people, he couldn’t see himself living there in any

kind of open-ended way. For one thing, the surfing wasn’t nearly what it was on the beaches of

the Pacific. For another, he couldn’t really practice medicine, even though he wasn’t much

interested in practicing medicine in the states, either. The part about helping people when they

were sick, that part he liked, but he came to believe that the American medical model was

more about making a profit than keeping people healthy, and he didn’t want to be a part of a

system where the rich got a certain level of care and the poor got a lesser level of care. He

wasn’t foolish enough to walk away from his medical training entirely, however; he knew there’d

be times when the fact that he was a doctor would come in handy; he liked being a doctor, but

he didn’t really like the responsibilities that came with actually working as a doctor, if that

makes any sense.First job he took when he got back to the United States was at a small

hospital in Catalina. He hated the job, he said, same way he’d hate every job we knew him to

have, because it was all tied up in getting and spending. Because it kept him from the water.

But the job did come with one enormous fringe benefit: it set it up so that he could meet my

mother.Juliette Paez was a tall Mexican beauty who’d been born and raised in Long Beach,

California, and she just happened to be at a bar in Catalina on the same night as my father.

Dad used to tell us that the place where he met our mother was a godforsaken watering hole

on a godforsaken rock, but it wasn’t so bad. I actually like Catalina. I’ve met a lot of good

people who’ve made a good life there. And the bar wasn’t so bad, either. I’ve been there myself

a couple times, and I always have a good time there. But my father remembers it as a wretched

place, probably because he’d just come from this idyllic existence in Israel and had to take a

job he didn’t want in order to buy himself the freedom he now desperately craved. His wants

and his needs didn’t exactly fit, not just yet.My mother was sitting with a girlfriend, having



drinks. At the time, she was working as a switchboard operator, although her passion was the

opera. She sang opera in high school, and after graduating she sang with an opera company in

Long Beach. Opera, to her, was like surfing to my father; it was the sweet engine that moved

her days. There was no good way to make a living from it—same as surfing—but her idea was

to work during the week and sing in the evenings and on weekends. Her job was just a job; her

thing was opera. And she had a lovely voice. Really. One of the first memories I have as a little

kid is of my mother singing. She used to teach us all these different arias, from all these

different operas. La Bohème. Rigoletto. Aida. Sometimes, she’d be off by herself, just singing,

singing, singing, and her voice would reach us and fill our campsite with joy and wonder. We’d

hear little bits and snatches from these classic operas all day long, without really realizing what

they were, and to this day I can hear a piece of music from one of the great nineteenth-century

operas and seem to know it by heart. And it wasn’t just opera; she had us listening to all the

great classics. (She loved Bach, and played us his concertos over and over.) The style of music

didn’t exactly fit with the California surf scene we inhabited, but none of us really noticed or

cared. We were big into doing our own thing—and I think we got this from my mother, who was

every bit the free spirit my father was. They were an unlikely but perfect match, and the

combination only added to the odd picture we must have made as we tooled around in our ratty

old camper. A surf-mad Jewish doctor from Texas. An opera-loving Mexican beauty. And, soon

enough, a passel of sun-drenched Mex-ish kids, running around the beach, making noise,

making trouble, making waves.I can close my eyes and see the scene: me and my older

brothers and possibly a younger brother or two, playing in the sand, watching my father ride

one of Hawaii’s big waves while my mother’s sweet music fills the air.My mother had eight

brothers and sisters—she was one of the youngest. Some had been born in Durango, Mexico,

where her parents had been born; the youngest, like my mom, were born in Long Beach. Her

father, Salvador, was a heavy smoker and died young, from a heart attack, in his middle forties.

Her mother, Amelia, managed to find enough work to keep a roof over her family’s head; the

older kids were able to pitch in with jobs of their own, while my mom and some of the younger

kids helped out by being independent and learning to take care of themselves. The thing about

my mother’s family is that they didn’t look like most Mexicans. They were tall and skinny; they

looked more Aztec than Mexican. And my mother … well, she was stunning and graceful and

unlike any woman my father had ever seen. And her voice! My father always told us she had

the most beautiful contralto voice he’d ever heard, and none of us kids had any idea what the

word “contralto” meant. She used to sing to him, when they first got together. Not on that first

night, in Catalina—but soon, and ever after.My father caught sight of my mother across the

crowded cantina. He was drawn to her, he always said. Certainly, she stood out. She was tall,

dark, lovely. She looked nothing at all like the California beach blondes he was used to seeing,

but it wasn’t just her looks that caught my father’s attention. It was the way she carried herself,

he always said. It reminded him of the way he carried himself, the way he looked out at the

world. At this point in his life, he moved with great confidence. His time in Israel left him feeling

like he could accomplish anything. That’s what surfing had done for him, he said. It wasn’t

joining the navy or going to medical school; it was surfing, to where all he needed to do was

picture a situation and will it so—and here he willed himself across the room to a meeting with

my mother. He introduced himself, said he was a doctor working in the local hospital. Said he

was a surfer, too. Said he was just back from a year in Israel.

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eaoo/OPMw/DlZWl/Scratching-the-Horizon-A-Surfing-Life-Izzy-Paskowitz


Making Mavericks: The Memoir of a Surfing Legend, Kook: What Surfing Taught Me About

Love, Life, and Catching the Perfect Wave, Saltwater Buddha: A Surfer's Quest to Find Zen on

the Sea, Heap of Bones: A Baja Surfer's Chronicle, Leaving Blythe River: A Novel, Flying Into

the Sun: Surfboards, Airplanes and Weed Across the Mexican Border, Half Fast: (mis)

Adventures in Slowly Sailing around (on) the World, A Smuggler's Guide to Good Manners: A

True Story Of Terrifying Seas, Double-Dealing, And Love Across Three Oceans (The

Smuggler's Guide Series Book 1), Gringo: My Life on the Edge as an International Fugitive,

Islands on the Fringe: A Year of Micronesian Waves and Wanderers, Ride The Tide:

adventures of a pot smuggler and tide rider, Morning Glass: The Adventures of Legendary

Waterman Mike Doyle, The World's Richest Busboy, Barbarian Days: A Surfing Life, All for a

Few Perfect Waves: The Audacious Life and Legend of Rebel Surfer Miki Dora, A Drop in the

Ocean, Ghost Wave: The Discovery of Cortes Bank and the Biggest Wave on Earth

Richard Gilbert, “Paddling toward adulthood . . .. Izzy Paskowitz had a legendary surf lifestyle

upbringing among eight brothers and a sister sired by counter-culture rebel Doc Paskowitz.

Probably like most, I got onto this book after watching the fascinating documentary about the

family, Surfwise, and I wanted to know more.Izzy rambles through the good, the bad, the ugly

of growing up wild but crammed into a camper with so many siblings. There is a strong voice

here, but the book could be more vivid, dramatized in scenes; it's more a series of anecdotes. I

was about to give up on it until Izzy began to relate his competitive surfing career, his marriage,

and his trials with an autistic son. At last, something felt at stake. You realize its title should

have been Scratching FOR the Horizon, since that's what surfers do, and paddling hard for the

clear distance is a metaphor for Izzy's growth. He's hard on himself for his immaturity and self-

centeredness, but of course he was raised to be a surf bum, not a husband, provider, father.

He discusses and sometimes depicts his uneven growth and his wife's pain.So finally the

book's experienced wordsmith, Daniel Paisner, gets Izzy's memoir rolling, putting behind it its

meandering early structure. Izzy is a likable guy with some great stories to tell, and I am glad to

have spent time with him. You can't help but root for him and to wish him the best.”

Lauri Michael, “Really loved it!. My autistic son was lucky enough to participate in a Surfers

Healing day on a Montauk beach. He never made it onto a wave, but he had a great day! We

went as a family. There are so few opportunities for 'different' families to relax and be part of a

community. Surfers Healing gave that to us. When this book came out, I automatically bought

it to support this big hearted couple that give so much to so many others. I thought it was the

least I could do.Then I read the book! It was great! It was like listening to a new story from an

old friend, and what an amazing story! I know it sounds cliche, but I really couldn't put it down.

The choices Izzy's parents made were pretty radical. Good, bad or somewhere in the middle, it

forces you to examine some of your own choices, and starts a conversation about values.

Mostly, thank you for the open, honest depiction of life with autism. It is a rough road, lots of

challenges, but not without joy and love.  I highly recommend this book!  Thanks!”

Jesse R. Johnson, “Loved the book. Loved the book. I had heard of this family as I have

relatives in San Clemente area. Very unique way to grow up. I bet not many have grown up

this way. I am glad Izzy wrote about his lifestyle. I admire the fact they are sharing the surfing

experience with so many that probably would not get to experience the joy of surfing without

this family.  My hat is off to them.”



Robert M. Fill, “What a Great Read!. I surfed with Iggy at one of the Paskowitz surf camps in

Cabo and he was the coolest guy to hang out with. I heard stories from Doc, met most of his

family, and enjoyed what was one of my favorite vacations still today. Izzy reminded me of the

typical surf dude I grew up with in Southern California. But his story is much more than that. I

couldn't put his book down, I kept reading and reading and couldn't wait to get back to it when I

did take a break. What a unique and interesting life he and his family have led. His openness

and honesty include not only his great experiences, but all of his flaws and humanity for

everyone to see. In reading his story I found myself at times envious, sometimes emphathetic,

and completely enthralled.  What a great read!  Sincerely, Aloha Rob”

Caley G, “A great story by a great man. A great story by a great man. Even if you are not a

surfer (I'm not), you will still enjoy this book. I am so thankful for Izzy and everyone at Surfer's

Healing. If you don't know about it, look it up. My soul is touched by the selfless compassion of

all those involved. Praying they continue to keep doing it.”

Restormel, “Izzy is an amazing person and I loved reading his story. Izzy is an amazing person

and I loved reading his story. Shortly after I read the book, I had the great pleasure of meeting

him at a Surfer Healing event in Virginia Beach. The story is touching and brutally honest. It

makes me appreciate all he has accomplished even more than I did before the read.”

S. Paquet, “Fantastic Surfing Story. Loved this book! I have friends that know Izzy Paskowitz

and it was great reading his story and also hearing about all the rough stuff with his son. It's

one crazy family, but what a way to grow up!  Enjoyed it from the beginning to the end.”

Laura Nadine, “Beautiful Story. Izzy is an amazing man who has found peace with his son's

autism. I personally took lessons with Surfer's Healing, Izzy organization, and have witnessed

the wonderful work he does. His story is much like sitting in a room with him and listening to

him casually recount his years.A wonderful, feel good read.”

Ann2shoes, “if you don't mind cool 'surfer speak' this book is fine. I've been fascinated by this

family ever since I saw a documentary about them on the BBC. Some of the book dealt with

how a family of 11 lived in a 24 foot camper van for 7/8 years, and this was the part I was

particularly interested in. However, if you don't mind cool 'surfer speak' this book is fine.

Worth a read.”

Melanie, “Loved it. Then bought one for my surfer mom.. Loved this book! It was like sitting

down with Izzy around a camp fire and hearing all his stories in person. I know Izzy so reading

this was a whole new lens on this live. If you don't know Izzy, this will make you feel like the

best friend and his closest confidant of a world renowned surf legend.”

T.B., “passt. Hat leider (warum auch immer) 10 Wochen und intensiven Email Kontakt benötigt

(daher ein Stern abzug), bis das Buch endlich da war. Der Email Kontakt verlief sehr freundlich

und die Dame war sehr hilfsbereit. Buch wie erwartet, ohne Mängel.”

The book by Izzy Paskowitz has a rating of  5 out of 4.8. 63 people have provided feedback.
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