One of those magic moments by Tor Johnson
an Ireland’s west coast - ! - L _ 3 g s

espacially if you're a pair of ' i % 3y ¥ O '. i A : g 1

hungry Ha ans on holiday, ; 3 ! y 5

like Tor and Yeshl, Question

I8, how g Ig' owar hara?
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We paddled over the first

wave lifting clear off our

boards as it passed under us,
spray from the offshore wind
blowing twenty feet in the air.
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Watching from the safety of the point, we'd
fried to decide ‘which boards to ride

‘What-appearad 10 ba parfect six Toot barrels were peaking off
the island-and bowling straight across the chanriel. A massive
and long-awaited depression had stalled off the coast not more
than a few hundred miles away, These were the waves wea'd
come tolreland for.

[*d lured my roommate Yoshi out to the British Isles with
tales of a boat trip down the Atlantic Coast, looking for surf:
But by the time he'd finally quit his job in Hawaii and made it
out to join us on our boat in Plymouth, it was too late in the
season to sail out into the Atlantic. The good thing about a
i roommate like Yoshi is that you just can’t get him mad, As
m long as he's got bear, a few good friends, maybe a wave ar
two, he's alright, He didn't snap. He just sadly helped us put
tha hoat up for winter, watching his hopes of a surf cruise

dwindle away. A Japanese who has basically become a

Hawaiian local, Yoshi is a man of few, yet insightful words.
Beeaa, besa, besa” (Beear beer beer), he said. We'd plodded
overtothepu-to 1astethe whals ling-up on offer. That's when
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] T{__‘ﬁrﬁ decided to buy a tarand dri¥E 1o reland. o

[he waves. off the island
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A huge dag fon, an ex-hurri

had stalled mid-Atlantic sending
raal juico to the smerald isko's

 shores. Only the crazy fravellers
wanted a plece of it. The locals just

mtdiu&;-und'ahmd the traec.
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5 rﬁ%‘é s‘tanﬂe and pulled out c:n shalwlegs I d
done it. Now | c-::uld ool g =iy

Small shots: They had camped at
Easkey waiting for the swell, and
aventually scored somathing sweset.
But it was further south, on the most
open stretch of the const, that Tor and
Yoshi eventually found their match,
and almost met their maker,

Main: Way undergunned on thalr
T'6"s Tor and Yoshi fTound it alrmost
Impossibla to get into the Maverichs-
like peaks. In the end Tor snagged a
amall shoulder, and rode itin a
survival stance until it faded ouwt.
Survival carve an the inside,
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Main: Lining up is never easy on a fresh
hurricane swwell. As the size increases the sets
stay wide apart, so you'll find a spot that seems
to be right, then suddenly the horizon goes black
as the ocean ups the ante another notch,

Tor seratching, before all hell broke loose.
Smalls: Happy to be-on dry land again, the guys
mmada for the bees’, and took a ribbing fram the
friendly locals. The Irizh folk loved it - two
hardoore Hawai'i surfers, heartily humbled.
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1 : fifta
bottom outside of us. No escape.
| thought of calling aver ta Yash, "He

rore rich and real.

We met, some Lahinch locals the next day.

*Did you hear abo s boys from Hawaiiwho rode the
|sland?® they

: had 1o tell them that we didn't really. ride it, s

between _the two. d ridden a arand total of - one
wave. |t u = a territying experience. We'd been completaly -
hurrkl They laughed, ahd wanted to know how it
comparad with Hawaii, ;

“Waybe nat as arful, but unpredicta and at least as
scary.” | said, Thay,seemed to like the fact that their own

wavas were heay
famous as Hay

Ireland, just enjoved taking the p
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