‘OVER THE CANYON AND THROUGH THE LAGOON…’
Where does an avid surfer and single father of 3 take his youngsters to practice surfing on the last week end of the summer?  Malibu Point of course!

“Over the mountain and through the lagoon --- to Malibu Point we go”.  That’s what I felt like singing, as three children, their father and I, walk ever so orderly behind one another, overloaded with beach gear. We did nothing short of a small hike to get to this particular destination.

Surfer Joe’s two 2 boys, 11 and 14, and his 8 year old daughter, and I, are off to the beach.  Well, not just any beach but Malibu Point.  It’s the only place dad will consider going when surfing is involved. All three children have taken a real interest to learn this wonderful sport that runs through their dad’s veins. I wonder what it must feel like to have two sons that want to learn your greatest passion.  Funny though, he says his daughter may have the most talent for surfing.  Dad has been surfing for the last 35 years, mostly in Malibu.  There have been many trips to Fiji, Bali and Hawaii over the years. This avid surfer has taken long breaks from hitting the waves; due to that age old problem of having to work. One fact remains, Malibu point will always be this father’s surfing home. Today, settled into his mid forties; the long, even rides of this particular point break, is what he is most comfortable with.    

Having been land locked in Texas for more years than I care to admit, I wished I had been able to do this with my 2 boys, now 19 & 21. What a great family pastime!  Raised until I was fifteen, in Northern California, I spent every summer in Santa Cruz, watching surfers at Steamers Lane.  I loved it then and I am loving this; wondering how I ever survived not being on the west coast all those years.  Well here I am today, better late than never. With surfing so “in” again, these days, the timing is perfect.  The psychological grip of the Beach Boys and this lifestyle never strayed from my heart.  Who could forget 8th grade dances and moving our hips to ‘Wipeout’ and ‘Pipeline’? The 

‘Precious Present’ is now.                                           
The SUV is quickly loaded up (no time for packing lunches) just surfboards; boogie boards towels, an umbrella, beach chair, buckets and a full length heavy shovel! I’m not carrying that thing!   Son number two has a pulled muscle from soccer practice and will not be surfing today. This will give Dad a chance to work one on one, with his eldest son. The injured son, is not too hurt to ‘dig to China’, so this monster shovel must come along.  What a human Caravan we have become.  The walk was not an easy one. Surfer dad never pays for parking so we are parked way the heck down PCH.  No one seems to mind, but me, the girlfriend. Beach bags hanging on all of our shoulders, boards on heads, and the umbrella and beach chair slung in the crook of my elbow, and my camera bag and beach bag on my shoulders.

     The huge and heavy shovel gets passed back and forth between siblings, throughout the walk down PCH.  And this is just the beginning!  It must be half a mile. We enter Malibu state Beach Park; a, Beautiful grassy lawn and several picnic benches come into view. Someone is having a Hawaiian theme birthday party.  As we start to enter onto the bridge, to cross the smelly lagoon, we are met by large wedding party shooting pictures on the bridge.  I’m thinking ‘this is a bit strange.  Who would want to see this stagnant water or smell this on your wedding day?’  Oh well, it is Malibu! After we cross the lagoon we immediately land on warm sand. Only to be met 50 feet away by a river of gushing water to cross through.  We must get to the surf point Dad is so insistent to settle in front of.

   Walking single file; Dad in front, daughter close behind, the 2 boys and then me. Now, I’m ready to belt out “Over the river and through the woods”.  You remember, that great fourth grade song all children sang in class at Thanksgiving time.  It’s a song I find myself humming some days when driving down old Agoura Road.  I nicknamed this rolling road ‘grandmother’s road’ when I moved here six years ago. Never having lived on the East coast to experience snowy, windy roads or a large sleigh (as pictured in our elementary song books), it is easy to visualize Agoura road, covered in snow, with all its bends and rolling turns.  .  

 But there will never be snow on Agoura road. And this day is the last summer Sunday. As usual it is 25 degrees cooler at the beach and a great reason to be on the coast. Malibu canyon, PCH, the 101 and Agoura road are my points of reference today. Today is no different getting to the beach, just 12 minutes down Malibu Canyon. It’s a day of sand and sun and water.  Speaking of water, though I questioned having his children in the sometimes toxic ocean, I had to remember these are “his children”.  Dad has been in these waters day after day for years. Perhaps he believes the kids will be equally immune to it’s some times harmful contents.  Lovely! I am not the mother so I must honor his decision. So far so good. 

The waves were actually quite perfect for taking one’s children out on. Dad goes out with the oldest boy.  I was surprised how naturally surfing has become to both boys.  Today the girls are staying on the beach, and the injured soccer player is totally content to dig his hole to China.  The gapping hole is awfully deep. I knew the lifeguards would have their say in getting it filled back up. They did come by, and the last thing all three children did was fill up the hole.  I never cease to be amazed at how well behaved these three children are. Thank you God.  I am grateful. Their great manners make going to the beach quite easy. Some how my own boys might not  have been so compliant. My

own rowdy boys fought like Ninja Turtles. They are fond memories today, and thankfully, in the past! 

So how bout….changint the words to the famous Thanksgiving song to  ‘Over the canyon and through the lagoon’…Well God forbid not through it, but you get the picture.  If you don’t, may these shots help you visualize a wonderful final summer Sunday at the beach, just incase you missed going last year.  Today living in a land, that is truly the land of my dreams; gratitude overcomes me.  It is good to be back, smelly lagoon and all.

 2nd Lives Club comes out this spring.  
An honest, humorous and spiritual outlook on the journey of choice, transition and wholeness in Middle age.  

