
What's a Nice Surfski Like You 
Doing in California? 
By Sharon 'Doc' Bintliff 

All I know is that one day I was taken 
from my cozy rack at the Outrigger 
Canoe Club, wrapped in miles of bubble 
pack, and placed inside the belly of a 
cargo plane. 

All the other cargo stared and 
laughed at me, and I must admit I felt 
pretty silly with my rudder inside my 
footwell, and my nose 
and tail so heavily 
wrapped that I looked 
like a Weight-Watcher's 
dropout. 

Then this large 
cardboard box, said: 
"and you just wait until 
they rip all that duct tape 
off that shiny red coat of 
yours" and gosh, I was 
secured with at least two 
roles of that grey stuff. 

Well, surpr ise, 

head and onto the top of her white 
Toyota in one smooth motion. Of 
course, I was really ashamed when she 
had to climb on a little stepladder to 
bungie me in place. (So that's why my 
footwells are so close to the okole seat. 
.. and all this time, I thought T.C. had 
just misplaced a decimal point) 

surprise when Doc met 
me at the other end of Sharon Bintliff in her surfski in San Francisco Bay. 
our overnight journey to 
the Mainland. My gawd, she was more 
excited than I'd ever seen her riding me 
down the biggest wave you can image 
at Old Man's. 

And would she wait for a private 
moment to undress me? Oh no! She 
just unwrapped me in front of 
everyone. Rippppppp! Off came the 
duct tape, down came my bow wrap, 
and I was all exposed without my rud
der or peddles. 

Oh well, it wasn't nearly as embar
rassing as the time I went opihi picking 
on the reef in front of the Club. Need
less to say, Doc rushed me to the Con
ner Clinic for major resuscitation, and I 
did survive. 

So Doc began checking me over and 
I could tell by the sigh in her voice that 
I had no major dings. If only she could 
have seen me huli in the plane, only to 
be saved by a large box of King's 
Bakery sweetbread. (Now I wonder, do 
those California yuppies know how to 
fix French bread Portagee style?) 

You should have seen those folks 
around the pickup office drop their 
Vuamets when Doc pressed me over-
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In no time we were on our way blaz
ing north on 101. Over the Bay Bridge 
I caught a glimpse of that grand Golden 
Gate Bridge and the Pacific Ocean 
beyond. I wondered, "Is that Sand Is
land Bridge's grandmother?" 

I stayed on the truck overnight. 
Ouch! Those California nights are cold 
buggers, and I had frost all over my 
okole for the first time ever. The next 
morning, as predictable as the green 
flash from the Hau Terrace, here came 
Doc. Six a.m., coffee in one hand and 
paddle in the other. 

She patted me broads ide , said 
"Aloha" and we were off to Sausalito. 
All the way I could hear the melodic 
sounds of Cecelia and Kapono drifting 
from the driver's window, and Doc was 
humming away and happy as a clam. 

We pulled into this place called Sea 
Trek, parked and Doc went inside for 
what seemed like a really long time. 
When she finally emerged, she was 
poured into this funny looking space 
suit with only her face showing, and 
she was wearing tabbies and gloves. 
Now what does she know and she 

hasn't told me yet, I thought? 
Well, soon I found out! If you think 

Mauna Kea is cold in January, you ain't 
felt nothing until you are slowly 
lowered into San Francisco Bay at 6:30 
in the morning. After the numbness set 
in, I was fine, and we were headed for 
Angel Island to pick up the incoming 

over us. 

tide and ride a few waves. 
It didn't take me long 

to understand the space 
suit, that wind was blow
ing gale force and ice was 
hanging off Doc's nose 
within a few minutes. I 
also understood the early 
morning outing, because 
by 8 a.m., the bay was 
filled with these s low 
moving buildings called 
cargo vessels, and we 
would have been fodder 
for the seals and sharks 
before they ever would 
have known they'd run 

So, all in all, the first outing was 
pretty exciting for me. I think I can get 
used to this water and I didn't see any 
coral reefs to eat me alive. 

On the way home, we stopped for a 
cappucino and a lot of people asked 
Doc about me. Boy, did I feel impor
tant, but disappointed when they didn't 
seem to understand about surfskis. 
Finally, Doc told them I am what you 
get when you cross a surfboard and a 
kayak, you know, fiberglass genetic en
gineering. Then she had to explain that 
we are not in the Olympics yet but 
maybe someday soon. 

After all this time here, I am a little 
less self conscious, and Doc really takes 
good care of me. But I do miss all my 
buddies on the racks at the Outrigger. 

A nd I miss BangUp fixing 
surfboards, the sound of Sunday vol
leyball ga mes overhead, and the 
teenage 'Riggers making out on the 
back steps at night. 

Well, gotta go now, the garage door 
just opened and I smell fresh coffee. 
Aloha for now, friends. (j) 


