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Keith and Elissa taking a much needed break from the road.






It had been a couple of years since I had moved back to Ventura with my brothers, Keith and Dan, and our honorary brother Jeff Johnson to work for our climbing and surfing buddy Yvon Chouinard. Before that we’d been on a decade-long global surf binge, based out of a rented “clubhouse” near Pipeline, on the North Shore of Oahu. Our typical migratory pattern was Hawaii for the winter, Australia and South America in the spring, Tahiti and Indonesia midsummer, then a Hail Mary expedition at summer’s end to somewhere new like Papua New Guinea or Ireland or the Spice Islands. My brothers and I funded our travels through pro surfing; Jeff paid the bills as a North Shore lifeguard and a flight attendant.


In our new lives as product testers and developers for Patagonia, we spent countless hours building the best gear we could dream up—then we’d mercilessly try to destroy it. Yvon had always hired climbers and surfers to design his gear, and it seemed perfect that our crew, all full of piss and vinegar, should follow in the footsteps of the dirtbags that had gone before us.


We were dialed. We had dream jobs. We were working hard on things we believed in. But we weren’t used to sitting in one spot for too long; the world we had come from was calling our names again.


Over a few beers one night we started scheming. Sure, we could test the products in the mountains and the ocean right where we lived, but why not out on the road, in places we hadn’t yet been? Within a few days we came up with a plan: grab a bunch of the gear we were developing and take off for a month, surf spots we hadn’t been to, climb a bit, and visit friends in their hometowns. We’d drive a veggie-fueled truck from Bend, Oregon, to the tip of Baja and back. “Bend to Baja” was just a working title at the time, a catchphrase to pitch our idea—and it worked. We loaded up Keith’s newly converted rig and hit the road.


Bend to Baja became the first in a series of films and books we would produce over the course of ten years, including 180° South, Slow Is Fast, and Groundswell. With Yvon’s encouragement, our stories evolved from just travel and the field-testing of gear to stories about the people and places that needed a voice.


This special redesigned second edition of Bend to Baja is our response to the undying interest in one of our first projects with Patagonia. Thanks for your support!


— CHRIS MALLOY
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I was fourteen years old and had just run away from home. I woke up under a house, staring at pink fiberglass insulation and a floor joist, on an old mattress in the dirt. The morning sun sifted through a vent in the cement foundation, illuminating my high-top Vans and my dirty clothes stacked carefully on top of them. I heard a door slam, a car start and drive away, a dog barking. A beat up ghetto blaster turned on, and the Angry Samoans blared through the house—my friend’s cue that it was safe for me to come upstairs.


This was the first morning of what turned out to be five long days of perilous endeavors—my first taste of travel and adventure. I was both scared and excited at having put myself out into the unknown. For the first time in my life, I was free to do whatever I wanted. That week my accomplice and I saw a few punk bands play in Berkeley (a town forbidden to me). By day, I wandered aimlessly, by night I skated through city streets like an outlaw. I stayed out late (no curfew), ate whatever I wanted, and came and went as I pleased. Yet, things weren’t so easy. After being humbled by the realities of being a “free” kid in the real world, I went home with my tail between my legs. It was this combined sense of freedom, humility, and curiosity about things beyond my grasp that formed the way I approach the world.


As I revisit the photographs and journal entries from our six-week road trip from Bend to Baja, I see faces and places that share a certain quality. It is this quality that I’ve been chasing since I was fourteen years old. I hope you enjoy this book of interpretations.


— JEFF JOHNSON, VENTURA 2006
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I first met the Malloy brothers, Chris, Keith, and Dan, in the mid-1990s while living on the North Shore of Oahu, Hawaii. It started with random encounters at remote surf spots and quickly evolved to lofty talk at crowded house parties. Having similar interests, and a wealth of mutual friends, we hit it off.


Eventually, the four of us shared a beachside house at Rocky Point. Soon thereafter, we found ourselves together on surf trips to faraway places like Tahiti, Australia, and Indonesia. Our paths were dialed.


After more than a decade of this, while hanging out in their hometown of Ventura, California, the Malloy’s and I had a small revelation: we knew more about places like Rantuaprapat, Sumatra, and Bonduran, Ireland, than we did the West Coast of California, where we were born and raised. This had to be remedied. An extended road trip was the call: surfing, climbing, and camping the entire way.
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