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‘There’s beauty in the deep; the wave is bluer than the sky’


John G. C. Brainard, 1795–1828








chapter one



We stared up at the twinkling lights on the ceiling. In the quiet ballroom, I could hear his deep breathing as if it was my own. If I just reached out my arm, my fingers would graze his chest. I moved my head a fraction of an inch to see him better. A couple of years older than me, he had longish brown hair, sun-streaked and wet, and a tattoo down his right forearm that said Surf or Die. I had no idea who he was.


This was not what I’d had in mind when I’d finally given in to Kelly’s nagging and agreed to come to the yoga class at Hotel Serenity. I hadn’t even bothered to put on make-up; I was expecting a handful of yummy mummies and some bendy old biddies because, well, yoga was for posh ladies, right? Not in this class. Crammed into the hotel ballroom there were at least a dozen very hot guys, and the hottest one of them all had put his yoga mat right next to mine.


I looked over to my best mate, who turned up late. Kelly was in the row opposite me, grinning her head off. She’d been coming to this yoga class for a while, but she hadn’t warned me. After everything that had happened with Daniel, I had barely gone anywhere or seen anyone for months. This was Kelly’s way of getting me back in the dating game, I guessed.


Keep cool, I told myself. I was so busy telling myself to keep cool that I totally lost track of what the teacher — a skinny blonde woman called Natasha, who was in her mid-twenties and wearing nothing but a bikini top and some yellow board shorts — was going on about.


She smiled over at me and said, ‘Yoga is perfect for you teenage girls. It will encourage you to be strong, brave, open to change and, most important of all: to live in the moment.’


When she turned away, I shook my head very slightly at Kelly and mouthed the words, ‘Is she for real?’


Kelly nodded, and mouthed back what looked like, ‘Trust me.’


People were moving to sit in a cross-legged position and doing something crazy with their breathing. I’d missed the instructions and sat there like an idiot.


The surfer dude turned to me and smiled. His face was a bit sunburned and, what with the wet hair and still-damp T-shirt, I knew he’d come straight from the sea, probably not even stopping for food or a rest. He was swigging from a bottle of water and he had that surfed-out, super-contented look that shredheads get after a decent session. It was the weirdest thing, but he gave off this vibe of total confidence.


‘It’s like this: you’re sitting up really straight, taking a big breath, then slamming the air out of your lungs using your core. Your belly is coming back to meet your spine, OK? And it’s a count of eight. So —’ He took a really deep breath and then let his breath out in eight sharp exhalations. I had to look away when he was doing it, because the exercise was basically really loud panting, which is not exactly a normal thing to practise with a guy you’ve only known for twenty seconds.


‘Chick in the bikini says we’ll feel it in our abs tomorrow,’ he said. I detected an accent. American? Yeah, but not strong, and different somehow. Other stuff was in there too. South African or Kiwi, maybe. If he was American, then he had travelled away from home, definitely. Probably lived abroad for a while.


‘Wanna try?’


‘Is this right?’ I said, trying to squeeze the air out of my chest without making any kind of porny sound.


‘Yeah, but you need to do it harder. Watch out, it’ll give you a real headrush the first few times.’


I did what he said. He was right about the headrush. I was seeing stars.


‘That’s it,’ he whispered, giving me a fist bump.


‘I’ve never done it before. Er, yoga, I mean.’


I hadn’t done the other thing either, but he didn’t need to know that. And anyway, that was the last thing I wanted rushing around my head as I talked to this guy. I was already about two seconds from going red.


The teacher went to fiddle with her iPod, trying to find the right hippie soundtrack for background music, so we had a few moments to chat.


‘You’ll get the hang of it. I’m Zeke, by the way.’


‘Iris,’ I said, smiling back at him and wishing I had a cooler name. I also wished I’d dressed in something nicer than a faded Maroon 5 T-shirt and my old blue running shorts. In an ideal world I’d have also shaved my cactus legs that morning and maybe put on some mascara.


‘Pretty name,’ he said. ‘I used to really dig that song “Iris” by the Goo Goo Dolls.’


‘I think I was named after the blue flower, not the song or, y’know, the colourful bit of your eye.’


‘It’s kinda cool any way you look at it.’


He liked my name? Even Daniel thought it was weird.


‘So, if I’m remembering my Classics right, Iris was the Greek goddess of the rainbow?’


‘Yeah,’ I said, impressed. I only knew that because it was on a fridge magnet my mum bought me when I was eight. ‘You had Classics lessons at your school?’


‘We were mostly home-schooled by our mom.’


Lucky boy. More time for surfing.


The teacher’s voice rang out again, and I locked eyes with Kelly, who was completely lit up with excitement. Her eyes darted to Zeke and she blatantly mouthed the word ‘phwoar’.


‘Now if you could all move to the front of your mats, we’ll begin the first round of our sun salutations. Firm your feet down into the mat, take an inhalation and reach up to the sky …’


The teacher’s voice droned on and I tried to concentrate on her instructions as best as I could, but I kept getting distracted by the sound of Zeke moving to my left and the flashes of him I could see through the curtain of my hair, which I’d forgotten to tie up.


In many ways, yoga was a lot like surfing; it used the same muscles, required lots of strength, coordination and balance, and, just like surfing, yoga looked super-easy but was absolutely knackering.


It would have been a lot easier to concentrate without the mirrored walls opposite. I couldn’t stop taking sly glances at Zeke. But he was totally absorbed in what he was doing, and I didn’t see him look at the mirrors once.


‘Now it’s that time of the class when we get into pairs for assisted inversions. Today we’re doing handstands! You know you love them …’


I turned to Kelly but she was looking at the blond boy next to her, rocking with laughter, and then the next thing I knew the yoga teacher had paired me with Zeke.


I had to turn to face him. He turned at the same moment and suddenly I was looking up into his face, all fierce blue eyes and high cheekbones.


There was a moment of silence, which I ended by saying, ‘How do we do it?’


He cocked an eyebrow at me and smiled, but didn’t make any jokes. He was wearing a blue T-shirt and some grey baggies, hanging low on his hips, and I watched as he dragged his yoga mat towards the wall.


‘Stretch into a downward dog,’ he said.


Downward dog is basically making a big triangle with your body, with your hands and feet on the ground and your bum as high in the air as it will go. I had to do this facing away from Zeke.


I could feel the heat come into my face. Kelly caught my eye again, flashing me a funny look where she simultaneously went cross-eyed and touched the tip of her nose with her tongue. She did things like this when she thought I was acting too serious. Message received. I would just have to get this over and done with. I bent right over in front of Zeke, put my hands on the ground and made a triangle with my body.


‘OK,’ I said, between my own ankles, noticing that Zeke had a couple of long thin scars on his shins, where he’d probably been caught by his surfboard fins. ‘Now what do I do?’


‘Put all your weight into your left leg. Make it really heavy because I’m gonna hold it.’


‘What do you mean, “hold it”?’ I mumbled.


Before I could say anything else, he had taken hold of my left leg, one of his hands strong on my calf and the other around my thigh. My right foot swung up and touched the wall, and he guided my left leg up after it. So there I was, doing my first ever yoga handstand.


‘Now flex your toes, and squeeze your legs against my fist.’


My arms began to shake, though I wasn’t sure whether that was because of the strain on them or because there was a strange boy’s fist between my thighs.


All I could think was: Oh my God, a totally gorgeous surfer dude has his hand three inches from my pants. Do not faint, sneeze, puke, fart, burp or make any other mortifying noise AT ALL.


At the same time though, and as sad as it was to admit, it was kind of nice to be touched by another human being, especially a hot male human being. I realized that since it had all gone batshit crazy with Daniel, I was seriously low on human contact. Sometimes my mum or Kelly would grab me for a hug, but apart from that, day in, day out, I was flying solo.


‘The more you squeeze your legs together, the more strength you can draw on in your core, and the more stable you’ll be. Feel it? Deep in your abdominals, yeah? Now bring your toes away from the wall and just balance on your hands.’


Somehow I managed to squeeze my thighs against his fist, balance for ten seconds, and then my feet went sailing to the floor with a bang.


‘Aced it,’ he said.


‘I s’pose you don’t need me to get you up?’


Honestly, it was like I could not stop saying the most embarrassing things.


Before he got a chance to reply, the yoga teacher’s voice boomed: ‘Assisted backbends. Get into threes.’


Kelly sauntered over and was followed by the teacher.


‘Zeke, will you demonstrate, honey?’


‘Sure thing.’


‘OK. Could you assist Zeke?’ she said to me. I nodded, even though I had literally no idea what I was doing.


‘Kelly, could you come around to the other side?’


‘Sure.’


‘Now, Zeke, turn to face the wall, please, and the girls will stand either side of you,’ she said, nodding at me.


I moved to stand opposite Kelly, just a few inches from Zeke.


‘You grab each other’s wrists and hold on tight so you’re like two arms attached to two bodies, OK? Right, you’re going to move one of your arms to the imaginary bra line. Not that Zeke is wearing a bra, of course.’


Kelly gave me her ‘you never know’ look, but at least didn’t say it.


‘And the other arm goes to the base of the spine.’


At this point the yoga teacher shoved our wrists into the top of Zeke’s bum, which I could totally feel under my hand. Kelly winked across at me and I knew my face was burning up.


‘Zeke, pop your hands into prayer position, that’s it. So, we are going to concentrate on our man one hundred per cent. Spread your legs and bend your knees a little, love, so you have a nice stable base. Brilliant. Now, with you supporting him, Zeke is going to lean backwards. He’s going to think length, stretch up and then back. That’s it. When Zeke sees the floor, he’s going to release his arms from prayer position until he can touch the ground, and then you’ll leave him in wheel pose until he’s ready to come back up.’


Zeke did this with no problem and held the wheel pose for ages. My legs were trembling from being crouched for so long with my arms beneath his back. I couldn’t even risk looking at Kelly, so I stared at Zeke’s feet, which had serious knots on them from hardcore surfboard action. When he’d had enough, the teacher counted to three and we whipped Zeke back up to standing.


Before anyone else could try the backbend, the teacher said to Zeke, ‘Let’s try one more thing. Could you demonstrate scorpion pose, just to give the rest of the class something to aim for? You do know scorpion, I take it?’


‘Nope. Always wanna learn though.’


The teacher loved that and said she’d instruct him every step of the way, of course she would, and there was no need to worry because he was in safe hands.


Scorpion pose, it seemed, was like a headstand, but instead of balancing on his head, Zeke had to balance only on his forearms, arching his torso with his legs held still in the air.


It looked ridiculously difficult.


‘Perfect,’ the yoga teacher said, grinning from ear to ear, when Zeke held the pose.


The veins in Zeke’s forearms were bulging. The fabric of his T-shirt was stretched tight across his shoulders, and the bottom of it had slipped up towards his ribcage, so that everyone could see his taut stomach. Standing to the side of him, I could also see that he had a tribal tattoo curling up his back and I caught a glimpse of a weird word.


YOLO


I knew what that meant. Boys who had that tattooed on to their bodies were macho, risk-taking adrenalin junkies. It meant they lived on the edge, that they preferred stroking out to a killer wave and dying in a blaze of glory, to dying old in bed. You Only Live Once.


At least it was better than Daniel’s tattoo, which was inked as a tramp stamp across the top of his bum, just above the tan line, with the hardened stokehead slogan: Eddie Would Go. The Eddie in question was Eddie Aikau, the Hawaiian surfer who was known for paddling out to the most mental waves on the planet. When working out if the surf was too big and gnarly for a surf contest, someone had once replied, ‘Eddie would go,’ and the phrase was sucked into surf culture. Eddie died a hero after disappearing at sea, aged thirty-one. Still, I always thought it was a stupid thing to have tattooed on your arse. But that was Daniel. Not the greatest thinker in the world. His other tattoo was a swirling black script written up his forearm, which said, ‘If it ain’t got fins, boobs or sparkplugs, I ain’t interested.’


The rest of the class looked pretty awed at Zeke’s strength and balance, especially Kelly, who gave me a few vigorous nods that quite clearly told me, ‘If this guy is single, you are asking him out.’


The teacher gave Zeke a little round of applause, as he came up red-faced and panting.


I smiled at Zeke, and was debating whether or not to go for a high-five when the teacher boomed in my ear, ‘Now back to our assisted backbends. Iris, is it? It’s your turn.’


I thought about Zeke’s hand on my ass, panicked and said, ‘Um, I’ll sit this one out. Think I tweaked my back in that handstand.’


Kelly looked concerned and gave my back a quick rub. She was only six months older than me, but she was like my big sister. We had grown up together on Fistral Beach, body-surfing when we were really little. I was a crazy kid with no fear. The beach lifeguards had to rescue me about once a week. They’d call my mum and say, ‘Your girl is a total nuisance. She got caught in a rip current again,’ and my mum would say, ‘No, not Iris, she’s doing her homework in her bedroom,’ but of course I wasn’t in my bedroom. When the surf was up, I was out and, short of chaining me up, there was not much my mum could do about it. My dad had gone, Kelly’s dad too, and our mums were working more than one job each. In fact, my mum was working three, so she could afford to pay the bills while getting her teaching qualification. So Kelly and me made a new family down the beach. The silver surfers checked in on us, and Kelly tried her best to stop me doing the potentially deadly stuff like high cliff-jumping, or lilo-surfing storm waves. And, when I wouldn’t listen, she’d stick around so that if I got smashed, the coastguards would know where to look.


‘No way am I doing that backbend either,’ Kelly said. ‘My spine’s had enough of a beasting already from three hours of kayaking.’


‘Oh no, time’s up. Savasana,’ the teacher said, gazing at Zeke.


‘Chill-out sesh,’ he translated for me.


‘Time to get your socks and jumpers as the body will get very cold very quickly once the muscles are inactive,’ the teacher went on. She didn’t bother getting dressed though, I noticed, wondering again why anyone in their right mind would choose to do yoga wearing a bikini top.


I didn’t have socks or a jumper, but I didn’t care because, lying next to Zeke, I was red hot.


The teacher lit an incense stick and a candle, and then she turned off the lights.


For a moment the room was absolutely silent, and then people began to breathe deeply as the teacher went through every area of our bodies, getting us to focus on the muscles that she wanted us to relax. Zeke was breathing really loudly next to me, much louder than I was. All of the boys were. Did boys have bigger, stronger lungs than girls? Or was that totally crazy? Yep, I had gone crazy. Fantasizing about a boy’s lungs was a new low.


Just relax, Iris, relax, I told myself.


‘Breathe into any areas of tension. Breathe out any stress. Be at one with the universe.’


I messed this up totally. I was incapable of being at one with the universe. I wasn’t even capable of being at one with my yoga mat. I kept shifting, wriggling to get comfortable. All I could concentrate on was the fact that the first boy I had fancied in ages was lying next to me. When do you get to lie on the floor, in the dark, with a cute boy?


When it counts, that’s when.


Kelly skipped out in the middle of the relaxation segment of the class, as she always had a cleaning shift on Friday evenings, but she made the phone sign, so I knew I’d be hearing from her before too long. Seeing Kelly get up, another girl also took the opportunity to leave early. That girl had seriously long legs, red hair tied in a bun at the nape of her neck like a ballet dancer and the sort of curves that Daniel would call ‘pure filth’. I didn’t get a look at her face from my position sprawled on the floor but, as she padded quietly past me, I heard her whisper, ‘Bye, Zeke. See you tomorrow, darling.’ Even from her whisper I could tell she was posh. She had that confident public-schoolgirl drawl, like Liz Hurley chatting up Nate Archibald in Gossip Girl. Uggh.


Who was she? More important, who was she to Zeke?


Finally the class ended and I started to roll up my mat, keeping my eyes firmly on the ground in case Zeke caught me staring, but also because it was hard to look straight at him: something about him was a bit blinding. I was just putting the mat in the big cardboard box at the back of the ballroom when I felt a hand on my shoulder.


‘You surf?’ he said.





chapter two



The Earth is constantly battered by waves. Sound waves, light waves, heat waves, radio waves, but the waves of the ocean are the only ones I care about. When you step into the ocean you are stepping off the everyday solid world and entering something that has way more power than anything you will ever encounter on land, and it is awesome.


Yeah, I surfed, but I was so startled by his question that it took me a moment to answer. There’s surfing for fun, which I did, and then there’s radical skills surfing, which I didn’t do. So I went with, ‘Um, a bit.’


‘Knew it.’


‘Sure you did,’ I said, smiling.


‘You’ve totally got the surfer shoulders.’


‘Oh,’ I said, not sure if I liked the sound of that.


‘And, y’know the incredible poise,’ he added, trying to dig himself out of the hole. He caught my gaze and looked at me dead-on, making my mind go totally blank again. ‘There’s a big swell coming in. Sets building at the north end of the beach. Wanna go catch a few?’


‘Haven’t you already been out today?’ I said, looking up at his still-damp hair.


‘Yeah, but only like four or five hours. Can fit in another two hours, easy, before sundown.’


After five hours of surfing I would be dead, that much I knew. This boy surfed seven hours a day? That was insane. Or at least a serious addiction. No wonder he was a pro at yoga. He must have been all muscle.


All these thoughts flooded through my head in a split second, but my brain caught on the image of Zeke in scorpion pose and his T-shirt riding up and I couldn’t think of anything to say except, ‘The lifeguards will have gone home.’


‘We can take care of each other.’


‘It’s not that,’ I said. ‘The lifeguard flags will be gone, so everyone will be mixed in. These conditions? It’ll be packed out there until the sky turns pitch black. We’ll have to watch out for kooks and speed bumps.’


Kooks are novice surfers and they are a pain in the ass to more advanced surfers. They get in the way, they don’t know how to handle their boards and what’s worse is that they roam in packs of hundreds, which is why the lifeguards normally cram them into a little space down the south end of the beach, between the black-and-white flags, where they can’t cause too much trouble to real surfers. They’re always injuring each other though, because they’re show-off menaces with no proper training and a minimal understanding of the sea’s power.


‘Speed bumps?’ he said, frowning.


‘You know — bodyboarders.’


He smiled. ‘I never heard that before. Harsh, but kind of accurate, I guess. Back home they call them dick-draggers. Or shark biscuits.’


You’d think that stand-up surfers and bodyboarders could be friends, but it never seemed to work out like that. There was this rivalry that didn’t go away. It could be funny but it was also a shame, because almost all stand-up surfers started out bodyboarding as kids.


But why would you stick with a bodyboard when you had the option of a proper surfboard? Something that took proper skills and paid off with proper thrills. I didn’t get it.


‘So you gonna come hang? You can use one of my spare boards if you can’t be assed going to get yours.’


I looked at my watch, not because I was particularly interested that it was 7.35 p.m., but because I needed a moment to think. He wasn’t actually asking me out, was he? Me, with my ancient shorts and make-up-free face?


As I told Kelly later, I’d have much rather gone home and watched EastEnders than gone surfing with this gorgeous boy. Even though I really liked him. That was how scared I’d become in the few months since Daniel, suspicious of everything outside my own bedroom.


But something the yoga teacher had said came back to me. During relaxation she’d been banging on about the importance of being open to new experiences, to new adventures and to new people, telling us how saying yes, instead of no, could change our lives for the better. It sounded a million miles away from the boring person I’d become.


What’s the worst that can happen? I thought.


‘OK. You’re on.’


I put on my flip-flops, grabbed my skateboard and followed him out of the ballroom, through the hotel’s bar and down to the esplanade.


‘Boards are on my van,’ he said, nodding at a retro VW camper which was gleaming silver in the evening sunlight and looked as if it had been refurbed to mint condition. He had his own ride, so he was at least seventeen, then. A year older than me. The same age as Daniel.


I looked out to the bay and saw set after set lining up; pure corduroy.


‘Definitely OK for me to borrow one?’


‘Sure.’


‘What if I ding it?’ Nightmare. Damaged surfboards were tricky and expensive to fix, but if you didn’t bother, the board would get waterlogged and have to be chucked in the bin.


‘You won’t. I trust ya. Even if you do, who cares?’


He trusted me. I’d known him less than one hour. I didn’t even trust me and I’d known me for sixteen years.


‘Can I leave my skateboard in your van? Don’t want it to get nicked.’


‘No problem. Sling it wherever.’


I slid it in front of two of his skateboards, a regular-sized one and a much longer carveboard. It made sense. Skateboarding is basically land-surfing, or ‘sidewalk surfing’ as they call it in America.


He had five surfboards on the roof rack of his van, including two seriously fancy high-performance longboards. Just those two boards alone would have cost him a couple of grand.


Zeke stood behind me as I examined all this, and I eventually picked out a seven-foot-six mini-Malibu, which I knew I’d be able to catch at least a few waves on.


Surfers say you are what you ride. In which case, that would make me a pretty sturdy, pretty easy pig board.


‘OK if I nab the mini-Mal?’


As I said it, my eyes dropped to the inside of his van again and I noticed he had a rolled-up duvet and some pillows stashed near the back. Home-from-home or shag wag? A lot of the dopehead surfers who lived in their vans at the South Fistral esplanade were total douches when it came to surf groupies. There were always girls angling to get into a surfer’s wagon, even if only for a half-hour, and there were plenty of guys that let them. In the years I’d spent hanging out at the esplanade, I’d seen some of the worst offenders have five or six girls going through their vans in one afternoon. I really hoped that wasn’t the case with Zeke.


‘Good choice,’ he said. ‘You’ll get some great rides on that.’


‘Hope so. I guess it’s the safe choice really. The easiest board to ride …’


‘Nothin’ about surfing is easy. Or safe.’


‘Yeah, but these waves are, what, four or five feet?’


He stared at the break, this heavy look in his eyes. ‘I know this French guy. Great surfer. Rode huge waves at Teahupo’o in Tahiti. He comes back to his home break in Biarritz. Shoulder-high waves that day, nothing special at all, but he falls, and he hits the bottom. With his head.’


‘Shit. What happened? Is he OK?’


‘That was his last surf. He broke a cervical vertebra and severed his spinal cord. He’s in a wheelchair now, paralysed from the neck down. No reef there, and he didn’t even cop a boulder. The bottom was sand. The force of the wave closing out on his back slammed his head into the sand hard enough to snap his neck.’


‘Shit,’ I said again. I didn’t know what else to say.


‘So yeah, surfing’s always dangerous, whatever you ride, wherever you ride it. And no board is harder or easier than another. They’re all just instruments with their own music.’


I noticed how much Zeke used his hands when he talked about surfing, how he couldn’t seem to keep still, not even for a moment, which was weird after seeing him so still and composed in yoga class.


With every passing minute, I was liking him more. He was just so totally himself. No front, no bull. And he was freakily chilled out.


Zeke looked over his remaining boards and eventually picked up a red-and-white longboard that looked like it should have been in the Surfing Hall of Fame. It was heavily glassed, single fin and shaped in a retro sixties design.


‘It was my grandfather’s,’ he went on, as if reading my thoughts. ‘Pop used to shape his own boards. Made some money. Taught my mom too. Later my pa bought into the business, once my mom taught him how to surf.’


Zeke was obviously from surfing royalty, then. His parents were surfers, so was his granddad, and I’d bet if Zeke ever had a kid, the kid would surf too. It was in the genes.


‘She taught him to surf?’


‘Yeah, he’d hardly been in the water until he met her. She was a natural. Like a young Rell Sunn. She looked like Rell too. Just beautiful. Their board business is still going strong, though someone else owns it.’


Rell Sunn was Hawaiian. A legendary waterwoman and a world surfing champion. So was Zeke’s mother Hawaiian too? Or some other kind of foreign? It would explain Zeke’s good looks. Those high cheekbones.


‘Oh, right,’ I said, hoping he would tell me more, but not wanting to ask any personal questions about his family. Being with Daniel had made me sensitive to those particular pitfalls. Zeke seemed to have no such hang-ups though, and carried on like it was normal to talk about your folks to a complete stranger, ‘I’m a bit of a mutt. My mom’s Hawaiian and my pa’s from Newquay, but he only just moved back here. Before that he was doing his paramedic thing someplace called Ex … Exeter, I think?’


‘So you’re just visiting?’


‘Yeah. Pa’s about to turn fifty and is having a huge party. Plus Nanna — Pa’s mom — is pretty sick with her heart, so I wanna stick around as long as I can.’


‘Oh, I’m sorry. That must be really rough for your dad.’


‘It is. I say “Pa”, but he’s actually my stepfather. My biological father is some Danish guy, but, after having three sons with my mom, he figured family life wasn’t for him. He bailed when I was five months old. Haven’t seen the loser since.’


‘It’s OK, you don’t have to tell me about it, if you’d rather not.’


‘Nah, it’s no secret. Pa adopted me and my brothers, and we had this amazing childhood. But he and Mom split up, what, three years ago, when I was, like, fifteen. It’s all good though. They’re still friends.’


So Zeke was eighteen.


‘Sucks when that happens,’ I said, thinking of my own parents.


‘Pa wanted to move back to England permanently. Mom didn’t. She’s in love with Hawaii. She got a boyfriend pretty soon after my pa left. She’s a big personality, you know?’


I nodded, although clearly I didn’t know.


‘So what do you think of Fistral?’ Safest to change the subject.


‘What’s not to like? The surf’s clean, so is the beach. I’ve never actually been here before, as Nanna only recently switched nursing homes. Before that she was in, um, Exeter, but she wanted to come back here, as it’s where she lived when she was young, so Pa changed his job to be with her. Had a short gap in my planner, so I thought I’d stick around for my family. Stoked I did.’


He gave me this really pointed look. Did he mean he was happy because of me? Nah, that was ridiculous. We’d only just met.


‘It’s looked pretty solid for the last week,’ I said.


‘Yeah, it’s been great out there. Just the best fun, and I’ve scored plenty.’


‘Yeah?’ I said, my heart freezing.


‘Of waves, I mean.’


I was glad he cleared that up. He was right about the surf. We both turned to look at the beach. The waves were totally clean with no wind chop, and I was actually starting to look forward to an evening surf session. I hadn’t been out for ages. I hadn’t wanted to do anything except watch crummy telly, eat Cheerios straight from the packet and obsessively listen to the song ‘Daniel’ by Dia Frampton on my iPod.


Once upon a time nothing had made me happier than surfing. How could I have given up something I loved so much? Just because I was worried about bumping into a stupid boy?


‘Wow, the sky is pretty here,’ Zeke said. ‘One of the great things about living near the sea is that you can really relax your eyes. In the city, your eyes never really look into the distance. They’re always being caught by something in the foreground. But if you come out here at dusk or dawn, you can stand on the cliff and look out and the light is soft enough for you to not get dazzled and you can really look into the distance. Your eyes can just let go and soar.’


Looking out over the ocean then, with Zeke next to me, felt a lot like soaring.


‘My wetsuits are gonna be way too big for you,’ he said, breaking the silence. He was a lot taller than me, and though he had that surfer narrowness around the waist, he also had the typical surfer barrel chest.


I couldn’t go home to get my own, because as soon as I was through my front door, I’d lose my bottle and not come back.


‘It’s all right,’ I said.


The board-hire shack was about to close, but I ran up to a dreadlocked guy who was hosing down the wetsuits.


‘Hey, Denny, any chance I could grab a suit?’


‘No worries, Iris. Take whatever you want. Just chuck it in the big yellow bucket round the back when you’re finished. Promise you won’t pee in it, huh? No wettie warmers.’


I laughed. What happened in the ocean stayed in the ocean. Except in the case of wetsuits.


‘I promise. Actually, I’d better use your loo before I get into it.’


I came out carrying the cold wetsuit over one arm, and saw that Zeke had changed his mind about the old longboard, and put a shortboard on the pavement instead.


He was busy wriggling into his own wetsuit and I saw his baggies crumpled on the pavement, so he was obviously old school and went naked underneath. I quite often did that too. There’s nothing worse than a bikini getting jammed in some unspeakable place underneath a wetsuit and you not being able to move it. I grabbed a beach towel from the van and began the undignified process of squeezing myself into the suit while trying not to flash any passers-by; not an easy task.


Eventually the suit was over my legs and I was grabbing the neoprene on my hips and tugging it up, while holding on to the towel with my chin and jumping down deeper into the suit. Zeke was trying not to watch this, but I could tell he was amused.


‘Need a hand?’ he said.


I forced my arms into the damp fabric, dropped the towel and turned my back to him. ‘Yeah. Cheers.’


He grabbed the zip and I could feel his fingers on my back, giving me goosebumps. He zipped me up slowly so as not to catch any skin and I turned back around to do the same for him, when I noticed a jagged scar running between his shoulder blades up to his neck.


‘What’s with the Jaws scar?’ I said.


‘Coral reef tattoo.’


I zipped him up and was going to ask him more when a car with some crazy heavy-metal tune pumping came tearing down the road. As the car slowed behind me, I realized the track was ‘Killing in the Name’ by Rage Against the Machine, and then I saw the blue VW Beetle with a black shark painted on the bonnet. Daniel. Next to him was his new girlfriend.





chapter three



‘Yo, Iris!’ Daniel shouted, waving. He dropped his hand and looked at Zeke.


I walked over to the car, and he turned down the volume of his stereo for the last part of the track, the main sentiment of which was probably his personal anthem.


‘All right, Daniel,’ I said, my heart sinking down to the pit of my stomach at the sight of my ex-friend Cass sitting there, all straightened blonde hair and red lipstick. Daniel was wearing the grey Vans cap I had bought him on our trip to Bude. Back when he had promised me we’d be together forever.


‘We’re gonna park up and watch the sun go down. It’s supposed to be a blinder tonight.’ As Daniel said this, he looked slightly apologetic. Cass smirked. Watching the sun go down. Yeah, right. And the rest.


I turned to Zeke, who looked up and gave me a big smile.


‘Who’s the new kid?’


‘Hardly a kid. He’s a year older than you, Daniel. And taller.’


‘Skinnier though.’


‘Fitter, more like.’


Daniel was muscly, not fat, but he had that thick, bull-necked build. He was five foot nine to Zeke’s six foot one. Like most surfers, Daniel was constantly eating, or drinking protein shakes. You could pretty much eat what you wanted when you surfed.


‘New boyfriend?’ Cass said, nodding towards Zeke. I ignored her, something I intended to do for the rest of my life.


I looked at Daniel. ‘No.’


‘Who is he, then?’ Cass asked.


I spoke to Daniel again.


‘I just met him and we’re going surfing. He’s not my boyfriend.’


‘No wonder,’ said Cass. ‘Premier league, that one. Would you look at the shoulders on him. Good arms too, perfect V torso, fab bum.’ Zeke turned towards us. ‘Amazing eyes.’ Jesus, Cass was annoying. She was worse than lads for perving. I honestly didn’t know how Daniel could stand her.


Daniel was still eyeballing Zeke with a grim look on his face — not that he had the right to say anything about who I spent time with. Not any more.


‘I know that dude,’ Daniel said.


‘No, you don’t.’


‘Not know him, know him. I mean I, like, recognize him.’


‘So who is he?’


‘Dunno. But I seen him somewhere. I don’t forget faces.’


‘I’ll never forget that face. In fact, let me get a photo,’ Cass said, smirking. I shot her a pissed-off look, but she didn’t put her phone down.


‘You don’t know what you’re on about,’ I said to Daniel. ‘He’s new here. Just arrived last week.’


‘New from where?’


‘Hawaii, I think.’


‘Just what Fistral needs. Another foreigner thinking he owns the place, disrespecting the locals and scratching for every wave out there. Be two minutes before he gets a slap off one of the tribe.’


Zeke was busy waxing the boards and was totally ignoring Daniel, although he must have heard Daniel talking stink about him.


‘He’s cool, Daniel. Just leave him alone, OK? You not going out for the glass-off?’


A glass-off is the early evening when the sea is calm, the wind drops and the breaking waves are smooth as glass.


‘Nah, the plans with the missus gotta come first, eh? Check out the quiver of boards on that van. You’ll have fun keeping up with him, dear,’ Daniel said, turning to nod at the breakers coming in thick and fast.


Daniel had spent the past two summers as a surf instructor for Ocean Ride Surf School, which is when he’d started saying things like ‘a quiver of boards’. Waves were no longer good, they were ‘porno’, ‘crippler’ or ‘super-epic’.


In actual fact, since Daniel started working there, he’d begun acting like he owned the beach, dropping in on the waves of other surfers if he thought they weren’t good enough to ride them properly. The more I thought about it, the more I realized that Daniel had become a total tool in the past year: ultra-competitive and selfish. No wonder he didn’t like the look of Zeke. God help a guy that Daniel thought might surf better than he did.


Cass piped up with, ‘Keeping up with that dude? She wishes,’ which annoyed Daniel even more.


‘Shut up, Cass,’ he said, ‘you’re really starting to do my head in.’


Ha. Good. They deserved each other.


‘I’ve gotta split,’ I said, seeing that Zeke had almost finished waxing the boards and was looking over at me. There wasn’t that much time until nightfall.


Daniel couldn’t resist one parting shot. ‘Don’t waste your time, Iris. You know he’ll end up with a Barbie on his arm.’


‘Yeah, you’d know all about that,’ I shot back.


‘Well, don’t blame me when he breaks your heart.’


I walked back to Zeke, still sick at the thought of Cass and Daniel all cosied up together and having the nerve to have a go at me.


‘Sorry,’ I said to Zeke, shaking my head.


‘Friends of yours?’


‘No.’


‘Used to be, huh?’


‘I guess not,’ I said.


Zeke gave me a look like he knew a thing or two about people letting you down and breaking your heart, but he changed the subject.


‘So let’s go surfing already,’ Zeke said. He locked his van, stashed his keys on a magnet under the wheel arch and then picked up his board.


But it was as if all the courage had drained out of my feet, because all I wanted to do was turn back and go home. In the end, I made myself go.


Walking down to the beach, I could tell that other people were staring at Zeke, most likely wondering what he was doing with me in my horrible rented wetsuit and easy board.


We were wading through the ankle busters when, at the worst moment possible, just when I had dropped my board leash and was bending over to get it, three tweeny girls came up to Zeke and took pictures of him on their mobiles. They tried to do this slyly, but the flashes from their camera phones lit up the evening beach.


Zeke didn’t say anything. It seemed like he was embarrassed. Still, they were just kids and probably went around taking photos of all the hot surfers on the beach.


Zeke started limbering up and, as he tossed his board on to the water, I was glad to see that he wasn’t moaning about needing boots or a hood, or complaining about the coldness of the water. Some foreign surfers would just not quit going on about how cold it was, or how much better it was to surf free, without a wetsuit cramping their style. I thought the cold was a small price to pay for surfing the most stunning beach break in Europe.


It was low tide and it was breaking clean, the waves peeling off perfectly. We paddled out, and Zeke was off, much faster and stronger through the water than I was. He made the line-up, which is where surfers wait to catch a wave, while I was still battling the impact zone. Finally outside, paddling through the pack of hunched surfers, I tried to find my sweet spot by checking the markers on land that I always used to position myself at the best sandbar location. Today, though, the current was zippy and I had to paddle just to maintain position. I was too far outside and I missed a few sick waves.


Zeke got them.


He had some killer moves. I watched him shoot across the wave face, then turn the board 180 degrees and back again for a perfect cutback. On his next wave, he really embraced the speed, and when I saw how fast his board was moving across the water, I knew what he was going to do. He accelerated towards the crest of the wave, where his board lost all contact with the water to score him some serious air on an aerial 360-degree turn. He must have been two metres above the water.


Not many surfers could do that. Hucking airs was the sort of thing you’d have to do thousands of times before you got any good at it. And Zeke was really good, with his own loose, super-graceful style. I’d never seen anyone surf Fistral like that. Zeke was slipping across the waves like a skater, light-footed, as if he and his board weighed nothing. He must have spent most of his life in the water.


There was so much I could learn from him. If he wanted to teach me, that was, but I knew that not many surfers of his ability were bothered about teaching other surfers. They were just out to do what they loved as well as they could, as often as they could, and wanted everyone else to get out of the way. Zeke had total control, total power, total grace.


Basically, his style of surfing couldn’t have been more different to Daniel’s.


Daniel only taught people to surf for a living because it paid really well. He resented the time away from his own surfing. He’d get so frustrated with his students’ lack of talent that when it came to his own sessions he’d psycho-surf. Even his riding stance looked like a fighting stance. He pushed it too far. Taking off too late, charging hard, then riding in so far at Little Fistral that he almost ate the rocks. And he was always breaking boards in insane wipeouts, which was not funny as surfboards cost hundreds. He’d perforated his eardrums, slashed his hands on rocks and he’d lost three teeth, although he wore a partial bridge so you couldn’t tell.


It was like he wanted to prove something. I don’t know what, or even who he was trying to prove it to. The whole world, maybe.


I sighed, as if I could sigh Daniel out of my mind, and my eyes settled back on Zeke, which was when he did this incredibly sexy thing. He was up and charging, when the lip of the curling wave started falling on his face, and he did this head-flick. It should have looked cheesy because it was just to get his hair out of his face without using his hands, which would affect his balance. But it was just gorgeous. It was like I was there under that waterfall with him. I could feel the phenomenal weight of that water crashing down on to his broad shoulders and jerking his head forward. By rights he should have wiped out. But he didn’t. His spine bent forward under the immense pressure of the breaking wave, but somehow he managed to stay vertical, that head-flick getting the hair out of his eyes and righting his balance at the same time.


OEBPS/images/author.jpg
LISA
G| ASS





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
LBlue





Copyright (c) 2010, Pablo Impallari (www.impallari.com|impallari@gmail.com),
Copyright (c) 2010, Igino Marini. (www.ikern.com|mail@iginomarini.com),
with Reserved Font Name Dancing Script.

This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at: http://scripts.sil.org/OFL

-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives, however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting, or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify, redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components, in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled, redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole, must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply to any document created using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY, INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/9781848663411.jpg
CAN ONE BOY
CHANGE YOUR WORLD?






OEBPS/images/pub.jpg
Quercus





