
CHUCK JENSVOLD 

When it finally does start, its too late to do anything about it. 
And that's only if you know it. Hell if you do... 1 was ready to 
run... That made it the time, true as 171 ever ken it. 

WHEN IT LEAVES 

It was just a beach-break. And after that it was just a snap 
sound I heard but that leash broke clean all-right and the bloody 
board gets me while I'm still in the air and it gets me nice. 

Well I never did go out cold and when that water went back, 
there I was, sitting in the cobble and the foam with one cheek 
hanging loose like an open taco. 

H-man, who cut me off and probably started the whole thing, 
comes in on the next wave and yanks my arm and says: 

“C'mon, we gotta get your stick outa the rocks!" 
I don't like calling a board a stick but I was damn near crying 

from that cheek and we got the board out and I bled plenty while 
we went up by the steps running. 

You know how the sand's washed away from the steps at 
Beacons, from those storms last winter? We had a hell of a time 
getting up to that first step: there's this family coming down at the 
same time carrying a whole set-up baby crib. They're screwing 
around with that but then the man sees my blood and takes the 
crib and clears it into the iceplant. I'm ready to say thanks but 
those steps are bad enough anyway looking out for dog shit and 
broken glass and that half a broken leash still velcroed to my ankle 
didn't help much either. 
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WHEN IT LEAVES 

So we leave the boards on the beach with Billy, then make it up 
the stairs fast and I really wasn't giving much about my feet then 
anyway. 

We get in H-man's old Ford and haul ass to Scripps Hospital in 
Encinitas. We're a good two hundred yards from the entrance and 
H-man hits the horn hard and holds it all the way in. 

We jump out of the car and run in and a nurse comes up to us 
with a clipboard and a Bic pen and starts asking full names and 
insurance carriers, that kind of crap, so I let go of the flap of cheek 
I'm holding and blood starts coming out all over hell. She gives 
H-man a piece of gauze to push on my cheek and goes to get a 
doctor. 

I hated to get more blood on the floor and the wetsuit like that, 
but fuck if I was gonna stand around and keep books straight. 

Out comes this lady doctor with a cigarette and a kid pushing a 
wheel table. I'm still standing there with H-man holding that 
dripping gauze, and she takes him by the wrist and throws him 
back and tells me to get on the table and that's what I did. She 
starts fingering the bad cheek and I see H-man going out to his 
car. 

"You in a lot of pain?" she says. 
I was thinking of a good way to say-- no, I was gritting teeth 

hard trying to fight that pain she was asking about and those tears 
told the story pretty good by then and what the hell kind of 
question was that anyway? I hear her call for some demoral or 
something but before anything came it all got warm and out I 
went. 

But I'm back a couple tics later and hear those wheels rolling 
into another room and sure as hell felt that needle going in my 
arm . 

The table stopped and they left me lying under a row of 
flourescent lights, but I started feeling that shot kick in and soon 
enough I was having a pretty good time laying there and 
wondering where they were going to find a Singer zig-zag to fix 
me up with, that was some shot. 

I was almost smiling on one side when this nice looking one 
comes over and starts cleaning what I guess was my face. I wanted 
to ask her to take it easy on it but that was sure a classic shot of 
pain-kill and I ended up floating around that room the rest of the 
after with those flourescent tubes and how would I a known if she 
fouled up anyway? 

I started remembering again later that after when H-man and 
Billy came back high and started coming on shit with me trying to 
look under the bandages to see if there were safety pins holding 
that cheek up. Then the doctor comes over and acts all serious and 
tells those guys that they used this new punk suture method and 
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we all had a laugh at that including this doctor and she was 
straight. 

If you want to look up the coast, find the number written down 
in the head of any bar along Old 101. If you want to look up the 
hem. of North County's dress, stand in the sand of La Jolla Shores 
and leer up on past Del Mar and Cardiff and lick your lips while it 
starts to swell around Swami's, Stone Steps, Beacons, and if you 
really want to get pornoed, stare all the way up into Trestles. 

The next night there was a party at those three girls' place in 
Solana Beach. It was almost all locals, but there were some pretty 
funny guys there from Orange County who had a Dalmation with 
boxed ears who could open a beer and drink it by himself. It was 
classic to watch but I'm not saying that dog didn't spill a lot either. 
We were all yukking it up around the keg which some asshole 
brought inside on the carpet, when one of those girls' boyfriends 
starts pushing people around and not acting at all what people call 
cool, putting the hassle to these Orange County guys and H-man. 

Billy, shirtless as usual, jumps in between and tells the guy to 
mellow, it's just a goddam dog anyway. When he hears this, this 
boyfriend is fried steam. 

I could see it all starting right there and I'm not feeding you 
when I tell you Billy did too. He looks over at me a tic and I say: 

"For Pete's sake, Billy." 
and he snaps his fingers then clips the asshole hard in the chest 

and then in the neck and that's it for him. 
Bark, bark, bark. 
Hell if that asshole's friends aren't right behind him though, 

coming through right at us. I see H-man throwing back his long 
hair and getting set and knew I'd do well to do the same thing fast 
and fast I did it. I thought I'd seen some of these guys out on the 
water, but didn't think I really knew any of them, which wouldn't 
a mattered anyway cause the next thing I know this blonde haired 
kid is coming at me with a fist out front. 

Now that's a shitty way to fight, telegraphing things like that, 
but I remembered my cheek and went underneath that fist. 

I didn't go low enough, or probably started back up too early, 
and the bastard's fist catches the top of my head. But down low, I 
had a shit load of balance and it wasn't any worse than some 
heavy spray out on the water. I came back at him fast from the 
waist and whipped one into his gut as hard as I could, then looked 
over and saw H-man and Billy fighting their way out. I stood up 
and pushed that blonde kid again and started feeling bad about it 
as I cut out the back way. 
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WHEN IT LE A V ES 

I don't believe I said For Pete's Sake. It was leaving was what 
I thought. 

I was down on the beach with Jennifer Q and there was nothing 
but wet wood. It's a little cold this time of year at night and we 
looked around in the grass and iceplant on the bluffs until we 
found part of a broken staircase and figured that would burn as 
well as anything. 

We dragged it down by the rock where we wanted the fire and I 
soaked it down well with some Kingsford charcoal fluid and was 
ready to Zippo the thing when she grabs me by the seat of the 
pants and says: 

"Wait. It says here on the can you have to let it soak in a full 
minute before you light it." 

It was rough having to stay out of the water until the cheek was 
all-right, but not bad either, taking it easy in the sand and not 
working either while I got disability money from the state. One 
week worth which was mine in the first place. 

One day I took my G&S board down with me at Stone Steps 
and stood with it in some clean sand. I decided I'd sell it or unload 
it in a trade. I wasn't giving it up, but started telling people that, 
just to see what they would say. 

I walked up the beach to Beacons and back that day, carrying 
that board and telling a lot of people I knew. 

After I said it a few times, I started to hear myself say it. 
The way it worked was: I figured this was the year I started 

feeling the old and the fatigue. A decade on the beach tries to be 
ten years and ends up fifteen. Feel could be what they call 
temporal, and not be around forever, but hell if I was gonna listen 
to myself say that out loud. 

The next day I walked the other way from Steps and traded it, 
channel bottom and all, for this board a friend of Cline's got in 
Malibu. It had a nice glass job with some New Wave graphics 
which were classic and reminded me a lot of the kitchen formica 
when I was a little kid. 

So I'm laid up at home and if you don't count the stitches I'm 
not laid up at home but I'm sitting at the table with a pack of 
Camel Lights and a jigsaw puzzle anyway. 

They cut these pieces to fit together in only one right way and 
one right way only. But you find plenty of pieces that look like 
they'll fit together, and will, with some pressure. They give you a 
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tighter conglomeration than the correct way. Forget about the 
picture. 

I'm standing at Jennifer Q's door with one shoe in my hand and 
a bottle of Austin Nichols Wild Turkey in my back pocket. After I 
wrote a letter to R.J. Reynolds about Camel cigarettes, they send 
me ten free cartons and thank me for my interest. I want to tell 
her about these free butts I've got, but figure that might not sound 
to good at two o'clock a.m. on a Wednesday. So I take off one shoe 
and one sock and throw the sock in the bushes. Now I can tell her I 
need a sock. I raise the bare foot to see if there are any sock lines in 
the skin and the bottle sure enough slips out of my pocket and 
shatters, not just breaks, shatters on the clay tile she's got by the 
door and when timing fucks you over like that get out fast and see 
if you can straighten up somewhere else cause, hey, when its off, 
its off. That idea is even true, sometimes. 

A couple of weeks later, when I could go back in again, we were 
all sitting in the water at Beacons, just off that little point where 
the concrete's built up, when the beacon was still there. There 
were some fun little waves that day and I was just starting to get to 
like the thin rails on the new board. The sun was getting through 
the water nice and I was watching some big fish underneath me, 
just past the breaks and before the thick kelp starts. I decide to 
take about fifteen minutes and reach inside the wetsuit for the 
little tupperware box with the smokes. 

Now I'm not wild about tupperware but that's the whole 
fucking trouble with these damn leashes. You never have to go in. 

I yell over to Billy: 
"You got a screwdriver?" 
"Screwdriver? Gimme a butt." 
I paddle over to him with a lit one in my teeth and give him the 

box. He takes one out and lights it and I say: 
"I need a Phillips head or a knife." 
"We got matches." 
I don't know what he was thinking but just sat and watched 

him smoke for a minute. He does it with wet hands and they never 
break on him. He looks back and says: 

"What's the radish?" 
"I want something to get this damn leash off with." 
"Just take it off your ankle." 
"I want to feed it to the fish. I hate these leashes. Too easy." 
"'Sick of leashes', he says." 
"Think." 
Billy puts his fingernail into some wax and says: 
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"All-right, I'm thinking. And you get a fuck of a lot more rides 
with a leash than the old way." 

"You don't like swimming in after your board?" 
He smiles with some teeth and says, "Shit." 
He should know. I say: 
"Well they're screwing up the sport. We're losing something, 

just taking any wave we want, when we know when we go down, 
it's just a cat's-ass paddle back here." 

"Hah?" 
"You don't make the wave the way you would when you know 

you aren't gonna get as many-- time going to swimming." 
"Sure you do." 
"Hell you do. We're losing something, man." 
"What's that?" 
"Find me a mother-fletching knife." 

She starts telling me about this time thing being all wrong and 
she tells me about it about as well as a movie would, that one we 
both saw at different times. 

I tell her about the guy who threw his clock out the window to 
see time fly and that I can howl at the moon as good as any 
Arizona coyote. 

To ease the pain of light after I drink, 1 wear sunglasses or what 
you call shades. I'm talking about next mornings, right? They do 
a good job on a hostile sun. And rather than pay for my crimes, I 
charge them to my account. With some dark lenses reflecting 
faces back at people, this has got real chance of success. If you 
remember to invite the coffee. 

For awhile, people were bringing down those little butane 
stoves to the beach, and coming in after an hour or two and 
making Top Ramen to eat. I came in with some water in my ear 
from a horse-shit set and walked over to H-man and his brother 
cooking up some of the noodles. 

They start telling me they're getting a lot of good carbs from the 
noodles that'll let them surf longer and I'm watching H-man's 
brother fuck around with those unwrapped blocks of noodles in 
the sand that's getting all inside those blocks and figure they'll ruin 
their teeth quick enough keeping this procedure up. Then Jennifer 
Q and Holly walk up and hear the story and Jennifer Q tells 
them that they're crazy, that the body needs about eight hours to 
put those carbs to work, and that Top Ramen noodles aren't near 
as good as pasta made out of eggs. Now she's usually right and 
H-man knows this as true as any of us but he looks at her and says: 
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"Well we bought it and we're going to eat it right here and now 
so fuck you college bitch." 

Just then I feel like slugging H-man but you start hitting friends 
and where the hell is that gonna leave you? But Jennifer Q handles 
it all all-right and says right away: 

"Said the cook." 
and then she winks at Holly and I want to hug her right 

then and I didn't see many stoves on the beach after that and that 
H-man-Jennifer Q friendship is okey all along cause its kind of an 
unspoken thing anyway. 

That wasn't the only time I wanted to. 

She knows it and I know it and we both know it and they know 
it and so do they and we all know it but she's not sure and they're 
not sure and neither are they and I by myself am the only one who 
really knows it and is sure at the same time and at least with a 
wave you can ride it in and there sure aren't any leashes in this. 

For a few days I'm hearing a parrot squawking in the date palm 
in the backyard. It turns out to be a parrot all-right so I call 
H-man and we figure on catching this green and yellow 
bird-- maybe the wind blew it up from Mexico. 

H-man shows up a half hour later with an old Daisy BB gun and 
quick I tell him I was just bull shitting and let's go down to the 
beach. 

He doesn't have his board and is high and wants to look for 
himself. He goes out there with the gun and don't ever put your 
paw over a barrel shooting even if its only BBs and even if the bird 
is good. It was way in the fronds by that time anyway and I ended 
up digging it out of my palm with H-man's roach clip. I'm talking 
about the palm of my hand and the BB. That bird's still 
squawking out there and I might name it someday. 

I ask her to go get one of those pizzas with the pineapple on it 
and she smiles in that way and says she already has plans and I 
think about how stiff my neck'll get tonight and how hoarse 
howling can get you too, but that's okey. I'll wait. I don't mind. 

I went out alone one night at dusk after the wet fog had already 
rolled the beach and was working up and over the bluffs, I 
borrowed my neighbor George's hood to go with the wetsuit 
because I knew it would be cold and I thought not being able to 
hear would make the surf that much nicer in the fog. 
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I couldn't see more than three steps ahead of me going down, 
and it was some kind of alone down there on the beach with that 
fog all around and a drowning sun making blind fast. 

I know the surf well, and I go straight out from the bottom of 
the steps. That fog was even nicer out in that black moving water, 
nicer than on land. I paddled out and then worked waves. Water 
made wave and wave made water and it all made what I figured 
was-- 

It was getting away. No, it couldn't. Not now. I was there to be 
there. 

I was surfing by feel alone. Finally. I couldn't see worth a 
damn, that hood kept me from hearing, there was nobody to talk 
to or ask anything, and the wetsuit took care of most of the cold. I 
could rely on feel, on feel alone. That thing called feel. 

That's what it is. 
Nothing to watch out for. 
Only water about. Water I knew. Water that carried me, 

carried me hard: gouging, cutting back in waves, clear black 
waves. They rolled and broke and tubed, without light, they 
didn't need it. They had feel. I didn't need light. 

Then sitting beyond, floating, resting, sensing the swells a 
hundred yards off, coming at me. I paddled out further. Feeling. I 
felt it. Because of the fog, the cold black water, the swells, those 
swells; always paddling, I was there to be there. 

I really wanted that sea, and tried hard to make it. I wanted 
that sea to take me, to take me, take me and use me, trap me like I 
was trapped already, hard in its rhythm of metaphysics and 
Maytag. 

I tried for Pacific. I was there to be there. I paddled. 
Then it was time to stop. I lay off the coast, on the board, 

trapped where I wanted to be trapped, wanting to be trapped 
where I was, between the Pacific and her fog, her breath, her 
breathing. Up and roll, down and roll. Up and roll, down and 
roll: she couldn't take me. 

Afterward, I started getting cold, and went in. 
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