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2 Neural  Reflections 

NEURAL SURFER’S DIARY 
 

“I know that truth is sometimes an octagon and that I am one. Contradiction is a 
cardinal element of life and of itself may be no contradiction." 

--Errol Flynn 
_________________ 

 
 
I have slightly edited several entries from my online diaries for publication and I have, at times, 
attempted to correct some but not all of my grammatical errors. When writing these various entries I 
allowed myself not to worry too much about proper punctuation and syntax. I have a fairly bad 
habit of using ellipses somewhat frequently to indicate or suggest a deleted thought, a dramatic 
pause, or an undeveloped idea or thought. I also have a tendency to use surf jargon which I assume 
(perhaps incorrectly) can be decipherable to the general reader without further elaboration.  
 
I would like to state straight up that this edited version of my on-line diary isn't complete or 
exhaustive. So many personal things have been left out. Ironically, when I first started publishing my 
diary online in 1999 I got some heated critiques from some who felt that I should wait until I was 
long dead for my personal reflections to be aired. It seems to have escaped their notice that what I 
was presenting on the worldwide web was itself a much censored version of my life.  
 

I wish I could admit to being as 
frank and as disarming as Errol 
Flynn was in his wonderful 
memoir, My Wicked, Wicked 
Ways, but alas I don't have such 
courage. Whereas Flynn was 
willing to show many sides of 
his octagonal character (to crib 
one of his more insightful 
metaphors), I have tended to 
show merely two or three 
window panes into my soul. As 
for the other parts, I have 
consciously left them opaque. I 
don't think writing, as such, is an 

honest adventure. I think rather it is way to create (or in this instance "re-create") a narrative that can 
somehow make sense out of the twists and turns of one's often random course through life.  
 
Diaries are perhaps a quasi-Freudian exercise of self-inflicted psychoanalysis. Or, even worse, it is a 
way to exorcise unresolved conflicts and tensions from one’s psyche by projecting them onto a 
faceless and nameless reader out in the blogosphere. If so, I must apologize to my various readers 
for not also paying them a requisite fee for having to endure such cruel machinations. 
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I realize that some of what I write here 
will offend certain friends and 
colleagues. Indeed, some of what I have 
written actually offends my own 
sensibilities. But I have tried to minimize 
such offenses by either deleting whole 
sections out from my more 
comprehensive musings or by focusing 
more pointedly on the real culprit 

behind the drama … which is, invariably, myself. Being raised Catholic and being quite religiously 
inclined since an early age, it has been no easy task to assuage myself from the guilt that often 
accompanies my critical sojourns. But as I age I am more and more convinced that a healthy 
skepticism and a keenly critical mind are far superior to any false pretensions at piety or humility. In 
other words, I think that if there is a God or a Truth or a Reality, it will quite easily survive the 
doubtful ruminations and questions of a water logged college teacher. 
 
 Of course, it could well be that such queries and such moments of soul searching are mere 
signposts of how a human mind matures over time and says precious little about anything truly 
ontological. On that score, I am in full agreement with that wise old Cardinal of the Catholic 
Church, Nicolas of Cusa, who stated centuries ago a truth that I think will remain true centuries in 
the future: “The Unattainable is attained by its Unattainment.”  

 
Perhaps delving deeply into our own thoughts will ground us once again into the 
wonderful mystery of unknowingness. I know for myself that what I thought was 
true and certain at age four changed when I was fourteen and changed again 
when I was forty. With all this uncertainty, however, I have become fairly certain, 
even conceited to some measure, about one quite remarkable thing. What is that? 
That no matter how much I read or think or search, I will always come up short. I 
will always come up dumfounded. What is so perverse about this, of course, is 
that I have come to find this recurring ignorance on my part to be a great source 
of bliss.  
 

The following entries contain a number of hyperlinks. Some of them may be outdated, but I decided 
to retain the original addresses since they were part and parcel of my original diary and may offer 
enough information to be traceable.It is my intention to have all of my diary entries from the Fall of 
1999 to the Winter of 2009 published in installments.  
 

____________________ 
 

David Christopher Lane 
neuralsurfer@yahoo.com 

February 8, 2010, Huntington Harbour 
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 March 15, 2006: While in Iraq during an intense battle in 1919, Baba Faqir Chand, the renowned 
shabd yoga master, had one of the key realizations of his spiritual life. I don't think I have ever 
worked harder on a movie. No sleep. Surf is coming back up. More to report later. 
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/runningtrainsmovie.htm. 

March 7, 2006: Check the latest offering from Brazil.... love the water, love the progressiveness, 
love the music: http://www.surfedepeito.com.br/videos/RocinhaGeneration.mpg. Keith Kenney and I went to 
see the Clippers play the Spurs at the Staples Center in L.A., and we had a blast. Of course, we 
better have since the tickets are 150 bucks a pop (thankfully, Keith got the seats gratis). It was the 
first basketball game I had seen live in some 24 years. I used to see them when they were in San 
Diego, because a student of mine at that time (Paul Kelly, now with the Tampa Bay Buccaneers 
management) used to be a ball boy for the team. This was back when Bill Walton, bad knees and all, 
played for them. I am happy to report that the Clippers are now MUCH better and they toasted 
Duncan and crew. I must go back and bring Shaun next time. Discovered, accidentally (by meeting 
Keith near his work), a place that has great French fries.... called FANTASTIC BURGERS. Off the 
405 on Cherry Avenue (north of the freeway). Excellent. 

March 6, 2006: Working on experimental vignettes that I hope to tighten one day into something 
more cohesive.... Here is a glimpse: http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/goingwithin.htm. Wanna laugh hard? 
Watch this: http://tinyurl.com/lyw3f 

March 3, 2006: Just got a letter from Brian Copeland and I was beyond stoked to read that the 
L.A. Times today (calendar section) gave him a rave review for his one act play. Here is the link: 
http://www.calendarlive.com/stage/cl-et-genuine3mar03,0,118247.story. Working on a new little preview of 
Going Within.... Hopefully I can pull it off. No surf, just rain. 

February 26, 2006: Alrighty then.... I am wrong once again. In my ongoing debate with various 
friends about the most beautiful women in movies, I invariably mention old flames such as Grace 
Kelly or Ava Gardener. I tend to ignore the recent crop, either because of poor acting skills or over 
hyped claims of fleshy perfection. However, I must confess that when Aishwarya from India was 
mentioned I didn't really take a second glance and dismissed the emerging star as too much 
Bollywood glitz. I am completely wrong. Just watched the uneven, but delightful, Bride and Prejudice 
(an Indian version, with great dance numbers no less, of Jane Austen's Pride and Prejudice) and was 
completely converted into Aishwarya's cult. Pictures, still pictures that is, do not do her justice. 
Watch the film and then with a straight face tell me that she is not one of the most beautiful women 
ever to divinely manifest on screen. Natural selection went transcendent here when it comprised this 
genetic jewel. See http://www.aishwaryaworld.com/index.html but keep in mind that only the film will 
reveal the goddess' secrets. Okay, before I wax off the page here, the film really made me miss India 
and my deceased guru and the amazing times I used to have. I know I will never go back to India 
because the one thing I genuinely loved more than anything at that time is no longer there. It is nice 
that my guru has taken the form of my son. It has given me a new lease on a life I once thought was 
over after Charan died in 1990. I don't talk about it much anymore, but when pushed I know the 
one thing I repress in my life are those memories of him. Nothing penetrated me deeper and 
everything that has transpired in my life hinged on that singular event. Thankfully, I have been given 
a second chance to live. But even in this new reincarnated life, if I ever do allow myself to go 
there.... to that well of longing..... to that time in Mumbai in December of 85 or soccer in Amritsar in 
78 or to the Dera in 81 or to Mussoorie in 83 (the list can go exponential if I let myself)..... then I am 
the very core of what I truly am..... Ah, but I cannot touch that past except by touching fully this 
present moment, knowing as I do what I said to Charan back in 1981 also holds true even now  (for 
which I made him laugh): are we not already in Sach Khand? I will put it differently. I once lived a 

http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/runningtrainsmovie.htm
http://www.surfedepeito.com.br/videos/RocinhaGeneration.mpg
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/goingwithin.htm
http://tinyurl.com/lyw3f
http://www.calendarlive.com/stage/cl-et-genuine3mar03,0,118247.story
http://www.aishwaryaworld.com/index.html
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life where I was privy to something that even my imagination today cannot fathom. And, yet, not 
one iota can I change..... because if I change one thing, I change this.... And THIS, just This, is 
perfectly sufficient for now. 

February 22, 2006: Groovy Philosophy? It is all about the song; see the latest philosophy film, 
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/eitheror.htm 

February 20, 2006: Saw Brian Copeland in his opening nite here in L.A. at the Hayworth 
theatre.... presenting I am Not a Genuine Black Man.... and I was blown away by it. It was a superb one 
man show and at the end he received a much deserved standing ovation. I knew he was talented the 
moment I met him some 27 years ago when he was a student of mine at Moreau High School. 
Indeed, he was in the very first class I ever taught there.... and I remember him coming up to me 
saying I looked like Superman (aka Christopher Reeves, before his accident). I thought he was joking 
and we immediately became fast friends. We have kept in contact off and on for years and I saw him 
a year or so ago when he was the opening act for Smokey Robinson at the Universal Amphitheater 
where he smoked the place. After his most recent show (which is playing for a month in L.A. before 
going off Broadway in New York), we hooked up for drinks at our favorite "we are too old for this 
place" bar in City Walk. Brian is an exceptionally nice guy and incredibly smart, so I ended up having 
a wonderful time and laughing most of the time. Hopefully, I will be able to see him in the weeks to 
come. Again, here is the link for his show: http://www.briancopeland.com. What I didn't expect from his 
show was how moved I would be.... I found myself crying a few times, and it brought back some 
poignant memories of Moreau and of Brian and of those times.... Racism isn't disappearing anytime 
soon I am sad to report. On other news, I surfed today with Joe and we caught some nice ankle 
slapping reforms. Joe, Peter, Allison, and I also caught the latest teen flick, Date Movie, and totally 
typical of us (and our communal bad taste) we loved it. In the tradition of Soul Plane and other low 
brow comedies where nothing is too over the top, we found ourselves laughing out loud on a 
number of classic scenes. Of course, the movie has been severely panned by almost all reputable 
outlets. Finally finished putting corrections on the proofs for the new Encyclopedia article on 
Eckankar. Thankfully, the editors are quite good and they helped shape my piece into something a 
bit more respectable. I don't think I can write another word on Eckankar. It is even painful to write 
these last two sentences on this subject. I am beyond toasted on the subject, though I am sure that I 
will be asked to write another essay very shortly on them. I am a little behind on my mini movies, 
since I want to get three of them done in the next month. Also, got a phone call from my nephew 
Raffi who is having a solo art exhibit in Chinatown in Los Angeles in early March. He has become 
quite successful and recently had a showing in New York. As for reading, I am immersed in the 
three volumes of Michael Foucault’s History of Sexuality.... I have to somehow make a movie on 
Foucault and I am focusing on his reconstructed sociology of ideas as my motif. Finally, check out 
this clip from the recent bodysurfing contest held in Pipeline. If you watch closely enough, some 
guys are getting 30 second rides.... http://www.surfinglive.com/ss/vid_pipe_bodysurf_06.jsp 

 February 14/15, 2006: Valentine's Day was quite sweet and meaningful. Keith Kenney, my 
childhood friend back from St. Charles days (we played basketball at recess for some four years 
straight every day), and I usually go bowling on either Tuesday or Wednesday nite. Now I pretty 
much suck as a bowler... I don't even hold the ball right and I fling it down the lane backhanded. 
However, for whatever magical reasons, I occasionally win and, indeed, I even beat Keith (who is by 
far a better bowler.... he has some technique and some conscious intention behind his game) last 
nite. However, in the second game, he does a major Kobe on me and gets six strikes in a row. A 
very difficult feat indeed and he ends up getting 234 in the game and laps me in points. Of course, I 
had to do the walk of shame after the last frame.... But I feel sweet revenge will be mine next week. 

http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/eitheror.htm
http://www.briancopeland.com/
http://www.surfinglive.com/ss/vid_pipe_bodysurf_06.jsp
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On other news, the surf was exquisite this past weekend, especially on Monday where Joe and I 
shared four to five foot waves by ourselves. One can see the change in the lighting during the day... 
a glimpse of summer is upon us even now. February is special since so many of those close to me 
are born in this month. Brian Copeland just wrote and his famous one-act play is coming to L.A. for 
a month. Check out his link here: http://www.briancopeland.com/  On cult related news, I just got in the 
mail the beyond funky DVD that details the strange life of Father Yod and the Source Brotherhood. 
It brought back a flood of memories for me, since Yod and I disliked each other intensely. Yod has 
now become a fad among some obscure record collectors for his completely offbeat brand of 
psychedelic music/chant. I remember hearing his band and I thought he sucked at the time, but 
what do I know? I have always been somewhat skeptical by nature. Although I must admit that the 
Source restaurant.... which the cult ran.... had excellent food. Which brings me back to my old adage: 
cults produce the best food because they think they are converting you to their path by how they 
feed you. In other words, the food is best when the zealots believe their mission. But when the 
believers start to get wise, beware. The first thing to get worse is the food. Don't believe me? Try 
eating Hare Krishna food today. It is no longer even close to what it was when their founder, Swami 
Bhaktivedanta Prabupada was still alive.... (in other words, when the devotees were most in to it).   

Check out the Father Yod DVD link here: 

http://www.aquariusrecords.org/bin/search.cgi/popup=yahorevdvd and 
http://www.aquariusrecords.org/bin/search.cgi/popup=yahorevdvd. Oh, mental note to myself: went to the 
Doctor yesterday and it made me realize one thing: Do it now.... whatever that it is. Reading the 
wonderful story of Alan Turing in the Man Who Knew Too Much and 2 volumes of the Illustrated 
English Social History along with a history of the British Empire in addition to a survey of early 
Chemistry in the 17th century.... the latter is particularly interesting. 

February 9, 2006: Do miracles exist? Well, it happened yesterday and I still cannot get over it. I 
wouldn't have believed it if somebody else had told me the story. But I saw it with my own eyes. 
Something akin to St. Cape Francis showing up at Bay Street in Santa Monica, but it happened today 
in Orange County. I am beyond exhausted. Today I believe in miracles.... or at least the kind 
predicted by Littlewood's Law. http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/zapruderfilmsurf.wmv. BTW, the nite before 
was also a transcendent hierophany, but of a completely different sort. Littlewood's Law of 
probabilities says we should expect a miracle for every 1 million random events. Hmm, it is too 
much hubris to expect a third? 

January 31, 2006: Fascinated with http://video.google.com/ since it clearly shows me that films on 
the net have finally arrived. Give this enough time (within three years, let's say) and everyone will 
have access to millions of video clips, films, you name it. I uploaded about 10 films I have done and 
it is now so easy to find them via a search word like Evolution or Creationism or even Neural 
Surfer. I found some true gems on the net to watch these past few days, including a fabulous 
interview with Steven Pinker (author of the Blank Slate) and Daniel Dennett (author of Consciousness 
Explained). But my favorite was the Charlie Rose show that featured James Watson and Edward O. 
Wilson. Here is a direct link of the Pinker interview: http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/neuraltelevisiontest.htm 
Be sure to click it to get the video to start. Surf Alert: waves for a week coming our way... nice. 

January 25, 2006: Ah, another in the film vault: http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/mentaldisease.htm. Now I 
am focusing on more visually arresting films, hopefully: Michael Foucalt's idea on sex, and Soren 
Kiergegaard's existential EITHER/OR. I think Ludwig Feurabach will be the last film of the 10 part 
series. Want to see why bodysurfing is pure joy? Look at this scanned picture from Nalu magazine 
of two riding my all-time favorite wave, point panic, Oahu, Hawaii: 
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/panicmajesty.jpg 

http://www.briancopeland.com/
http://www.aquariusrecords.org/bin/search.cgi/popup=yahorevdvd
http://www.aquariusrecords.org/bin/search.cgi/popup=yahorevdvd
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/zapruderfilmsurf.wmv
http://video.google.com/
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/neuraltelevisiontest.htm
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/mentaldisease.htm
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/panicmajesty.jpg
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January 22, 2006: Kobe Bryant scores 81 points? What the f....  Pretty amazing and to think that 
I thought he was dead in the water after the Shaq trade. Yet, another reason never to listen to me 
about anything. Surf today was fantastic, even if it was only 2 foot. 30 mile an hour off shore breezes 
in the afternoon. Joe and I were the only guys out and we towed-in bodysurfed..... paddle, paddle, 
and then slip off the nose of the board into a cascading green mound of enveloping neptune love 
finalized by a tubing climax. Sweet 101. I will definitely have to make a movie explaining how to do 
this new sport (very very few people do it or have even thought about doing it). Here is a preview of 
the new movie, "fundamentalism is a mental disease: evolution over creationism." 
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/fundamentalismpreview.wmv 

January 17, 2006: Ah, on a roll, perhaps my most honest film yet, TRUTH LIES, 
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/darwintruth.htm. Surf was very fun this past weekend as I got the chance to 
hang with Steve Ramirez (former lifeguard and all-around great guy), my brother and his daughter, 
Allison. We saw Hoodwinked and I was pleasantly surprised by it. Last nite we caught Munich and it is 
perhaps the best "serious" movie Spielberg has ever made. Timely, prophetic, and makes one wish 
Bush was never President.... even though it says nothing about our current situation (the film is 
situated in the 1970s), it says everything about why a "war on terrorism" is really a new way to create 
more terrorism. New swell on the horizon.  

January 13, 2006: Here is the first installment of my planned three part film on Darwin. See 
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/evolutionfilm.htm 

January 12, 2006: Surf is still small, though we will have a pick-up this weekend along with wind 
and rain. Went to MSAC today to pick up some old books of my father's from my office, along with 
obscure and rare pictures of me with the late Baba Faqir Chand in the foothills of the Himalayas. 
Here is one shot that was taken on guru purnima day in July of 1978. I was 22 years old and serving 
as Professor Juergensmeyer's Research Assistant. My job was to visit various known and unknown 
gurus in the shabd yoga tradition connected with Shiv Dayal Singh (1818-1878) and then compile 
the most exhaustive genealogical tree to date. Many years later my parampara genealogy was 
published in Juergensmeyer's Radhasoami Reality (Princeton University Press, 1991). Faqir Chand was 
relatively unknown when I first learned about him while I was doing research in the basement of the 
UCLA library. Faqir sent me a telegram when I was in New Delhi to come straight away and see him 
which I did after a laborious 8 hour train ride in the middle of the summer (and we are talking hot, 
really hot, and very humid). This particular picture has some history to it, because it was on this day 
that many of my questions and Faqir's answers were compiled for a book that was published later 
that year by Manavta Mandir, Punjab, India entitled The Master Speaks to the Foreigners. The same book 
has a photo of me talking with Faqir, as well as a transcript of Juergensmeyer's interview with Faqir 
which was conducted several weeks later. Today, some 25 years after his death, Faqir Chand is more 
popular worldwide than when he was alive. I am stoked that I was instrumental in getting him more 
well known because he was quite radical and quite honest. I never did take a hit from his huqqa, 
though (it smelled like tobacco, no ganja, no hash). See 
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/faqirsmokinghuqqa.htm. Faqir, btw, was 92 years old in this picture and was 
famous for being one of the only gurus in Indian history to reveal the secret behind religious visions. 
See the following articles for more on his fascinating life: 
http://www.angelfire.com/realm/bodhisattva/chand2.html and 
http://www.angelfire.com/realm/bodhisattva/chand.html and, of course, the Unknowing Sage at 
http://www.santmat-meditation.net/faqir/faqir-home.html. This gets me to thinking... hmm, 25 year 
commemorative edition of the Unknowing Sage? Maybe I should work on that.... you know, add new 
stuff we didn't know then, etc.  

http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/fundamentalismpreview.wmv
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/darwintruth.htm
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/evolutionfilm.htm
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/faqirsmokinghuqqa.htm
http://www.angelfire.com/realm/bodhisattva/chand2.html
http://www.angelfire.com/realm/bodhisattva/chand.html
http://www.santmat-meditation.net/faqir/faqir-home.html
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January 10, 2006: Working on the boat once again. My mistress, the Phantom, is angry at me 
since I haven't paid enough attention to her. But I bought her lots of gifts (paint, varnish, brushes) 
so hopefully she will stop bitching at me and just let me cruise her for long hours! More seriously, 
life has been relatively calm. I was surfing the other day and a photographer for 
http://www.ourwavenewspaper.com said he captured a few sweet photographs of me surfing B.C. 21. I 
will try to scan them in a few days. Reading Hume Cronyn's I am a Terrible Liar, who is probably 
more famous as Jessica Tandy's husband than for his wide-ranging work in the theatre, television, 
and film. What struck me, once again, is how many males of a certain generation had their first 
sexual experience (as he himself recalled) with prostitutes. Am I alone in thinking that losing one's 
virginity this way is beyond depressing? You see, I had a completely different experience. I was in 
love and I was 16 and I knew absolutely nada about sex (intercourse, that is). I was as one might say 
in a bygone era, "an innocent." My girlfriend was also in love (or at least so it seemed, as she was the 
one who hit on me at a friend's party). Cindy was clearly the most beautiful girl anyone had seen (she 
went on to win two homecoming queen competitions in the same year. For those who might think I 
am exaggerating, go check the records of North Hollywood High and Notre Dame High for 1974.) 
and eventually became a celebrated model in Europe. Well, the point of this narrative is this. There 
is only one truly wonderful way to lose your virginity. Be in love and be in a tree house. I won't go 
into detail, but I will say this much..... when sex and love and innocence are intertwined, then the 
ecstasy that follows is really quite a spiritual experience. Indeed, it is actually sacred or at least one of 
the most sacred things one can feel. So when I read about these guys from earlier generations losing 
their virginity with a whore and paying for it and having it last like a minute or so..... it actually gets 
me sad. What a waste of a moment. And invariably every time I have heard these stories from 
varying males (women tend NEVER to lose their virginity to a man whore, to invoke Deuce 
Bigalow), they all end with the same punch line: "yea, after we did it, she had to go take a whiz." 
Now that is a bad visual and a bad punctuation mark to the end of a once in a lifetime memory. 
Mine, thankfully, was the opposite. I remember it vividly: looking up at the stars together and 
thinking that there really was a God and a purpose to it all and that we were the luckiest couple 
around having discovered an untold secret. An absolutely irreplaceable memory and one which has 
more or less given me a rather high view of sex. Religion is so wrong about what they have done 
with the body and with sexual relations. Indeed, I think religion is a curse we invented to make 
ourselves doubt the very thing that would make us happy. Ironically, that which got us here (sperm 
and an egg, an erect penis and a wet vagina) is mentioned in elliptical and often hush tones, as if we 
have said something wrong or mistaken or impolite. No, what we do when we are transparent to 
ourselves and our desires and our body is acknowledge the ecstasy of being alive. Religion, in 
general, wants us to be ashamed of that WHICH MADE US. Ah, now that seems to me to be the 
real blasphemy.... denying what we know to be true and substituting it with a nether world god that 
we have no idea even exists, much less cares about us in some personal way. Your lover cares about 
you.... and she or he is RIGHT THERE. Embrace that and you might find the bliss that you seek. 
But what do some religionists do? They shrink from that and recoil into themselves and in that 
bundle try to find a metaphysical hug in order to reassure them. THAT is narcissism par excellence. In 
other words, embrace this world, embrace your real parents (not some cosmic deity or deities that 
you cannot see), your real friends, your real beloved. Ah, if we do that, then nature says YES to us. 
We continue, we breed, we extend. Life is so short and to retract from our present reality is perhaps 
the one sin that cannot be forgiven. Why? Because this moment won't come back again. Imagine a 
life where the very next breath you took, you said "Yes.... sweet." The very next sip of coke you 
drank, you said, "Nice, nectar." And when you walked or urinated or ran or surfed or fucked.... you 
were there, fully, vulnerable, transparent, and ecstatic, without reservations, without recoil. Increase 
such moments and you increase happiness. Dilute such moments..... and you end up sitting in a chair 

http://www.ourwavenewspaper.com/
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watching others on T.V. living a life you wish you had the balls to live. But we do have the balls and 
the vagina and the body to live it. Maybe it is time to really take this vehicle for a spin. Keeping it in 
park is a bad way to test drive a car. Maybe it is time to take this vehicle to places it knows it wants 
to go and with those who would enjoy the ride with us as well. To life! 

January 5, 2006: Finally surfed this afternoon in exquisite Santa Ana conditions, with the air 
temp around 80 and the surf ranging anywhere from 3 to 6 feet. Gorgeous day where one could see 
all the way to Avalon, Catalina, some 26 miles away. Mavericks, Half Moon Bay, was epic yesterday. 
Here is the proof: http://www.surfline.com/video/index.cfm. Look at the January 4th clip and ask 
yourself this one question: how fast are they sliding down these "water falls" (Shaun's term for 
describing monster surf). Saw Jeff yesterday and we had a great time like usual. We are working on 
two films right now both connected to Darwin. Shaun had a bad asthma attack today and, ironically, 
it made me thankful that I got asthma a decade or so ago because it made me understand how to 
treat it. Otherwise, I probably would have taken him to the emergency room. The key to asthma? 
Yoga. Deep, relaxed, pranayama (controlled breathing). Actually I also have to thank Mel Gibson 
(or, more accurately, the way he played his part) in that movie on crop circles where he helps his son 
through an asthma attack. I think the movie was called Signs. It is a very touching scene and also 
quite instructive. Who says you cannot learn things from movies? I rearranged my office so that it is 
a much better space for both quiet reflection and reading. I have a fantastic line-up of books, 
including Mencken's diary which he started in the 1930s. Just finished Misquoting Jesus and though it 
isn't very well written (the author seems just a tad awkward in how he phrases his ideas), it is 
cupboard filled with all sorts of useful tidbits about how artificially constructed the Bible is. For 
example, the book we today take for granted literally didn't exist for some 2 to 3 centuries after 
Jesus' death. In addition, as the author points out, there are thousands of differences, mostly little, 
but occasionally great, between the varying manuscript collections in Greek from which our present-
day New Testament is drawn. The Gospel of Mark, for instance, has an ending that wasn't there for 
centuries but appears to have been added on by some scribe who added a section to it. Indeed, the 
most famous story about Jesus and the woman who committed adultery appears to have been 
"added" on by some scribe and most likely never happened. Of course, this begs the real issue and 
question since most of what is claimed in the N.T. probably never transpired in the first place. 
Misquoting Jesus is a very valuable work because it delineates that anyone who claims to take the Bible 
literally as if god chose each and every word is not only naive but desperately in need of a 
comprehensive history lesson. My favorite movie of 2005? Sin City. I clearly enjoyed watching this 
movie more than any other this year, even if it may not be the "best" film of the last twelve months.  

January 1, 2006: You know you are old when New Year's Eve comes around and you end up 
going to sleep at 9 p.m. and you wake up the next morning and don't realize it is a new year. Haven't 
been able to surf due to the weather.... too much run-off. Though I did find a fantastic picture of 
Hal Handley at Boomer that was posted on the bodysurfing newsgroup.. Top ten moments of 2005? 
I will have to compile a list, but I already know four. Best Audio Book: Miles Gone By by William F. 
Buckley. Most unexpected surprise: getting a letter from an old friend after 13 years. Best New Fast 
Food Cafe in H.B: Pei Wei's on Edinger. And Deepest Surf Memory: Surfing Shark Harbor three 
times this past summer with my brother and Andrea and Shaun.     

December 30, 2005: What an unexpected surprise. I went surfing in the morning and my nerves 
haven't been the best lately. Too many wipeouts? Too much cold water? Too large of surf? I don't 
know, but I got a reprieve today and a boost of confidence. Caught a few very fine waves today and 
then I caught probably the biggest wave I have yet ridden on my current board (was it a rogue 
wave?) and as I took off I was fairly certain it was going to close out, but to my amazement the 

http://www.surfline.com/video/index.cfm
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liquid wall held firm and I slid across the top with my right arm skimming the face, and then a few 
deeply edgy off the bottoms and then off the tops and a vert slide before the tube hit the nose of my 
candy Doyle and I then fell off only to hold on to my board and then stand up again and ride it to 
shore. I felt renewed. So I walk up beyond the shore to go pick up my car keys and then I hear a 
round of applause and whistles and yelps. I look around thinking that the group huddled on the 
sand were witnessing a pod of dolphins so I look outwards to the sea. But I see nothing. Yet, the 
claps keep coming. So I look back and to my chagrin I found that they were applauding me and my 
last ride. They all came up to me and shook my hand and talked excitedly how amazed they were by 
my last ride and how they didn't think I could possibly make even it though I did. I say "thanks, it 
was a sweet wave." Then as I walk over to my car a young woman comes up, even more excitedly, 
and says, "wow, what a wave you caught." I give her a big grin of appreciation and then as I open 
my car door another surfer about a block away shouts, "great ride, bro." I then dry off and think I 
better do a "George" (think of the Seinfeld episode where George realizes the art of leaving when he 
has them laughing) because it ain't going to get better than this when exiting a great moment of 
surfing. Of course, the real moral of this story is that it doesn't take much for a middle-aged  man to 
get a jolt of stoke. Shaun and I are now playing some serious games of Stratego. Naturally, he kicked 
my butt tonite. Here is a preview of the new movie on Darwin: 
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/evolution5.wmv 

December 27, 2005: Bigger surf today than I expected as I had a very difficult time paddling out. 
Caught two waves at first and tried to pull out too quickly and got body slammed (once again) to the 
sand. Happily, however, I did catch three outside bombs that I rode almost to shore. I have an 
intuition that tomorrow is going to be bigger than what is expected. Let us see. I have great 
confidence that Cloudbreak will go off on the ultra low tide. Reading a whole series of new books, 
including a biography on Stalin and a biography on Alec Guinness. Over on the bodysurfing forum 
(see http://groups.yahoo.com/group/bodysurfing) one of the posters challenged another guy to 
bodysurf huge Lunada Bay tomorrow in Palos Verdes. Sounds both inviting and scary. It will be 
interesting to see how it turns out, since Lunada Bay is probably the biggest wave in Southern 
California when it gets a decent northwest swell. 

December 26, 2005: Wonderful Christmas. Got Shaun a mini bowling set that has an automatic 
ball return and pin replacement and also comes equipped with a computerized score counter. Of 
course, it took me several lifetimes to reincarnate in order to finish putting it together. I had to 
spend two lives just in Taiwan alone to understand how to read the Chinese instruction booklet. 
And, finally, after some advanced physics classes, I finally succeeded in mastering time travel and 
teleported just in time to get about 4 hours of sleep before Shaun woke up. He had a blast with an 
over abundance of toys. You know you have given your kid too many toys when even he, at merely 
five years old, says, "yea, Papa, I get too many toys." He was quite contented and polite which is a 
good sign. The surf in the afternoon was also a gift, though I got completely body slammed on my 
first wave. I felt like I was in a water version of WWF. Happily, things improved after that and I got 
three or four bombs. Surf was too cold and too funky today to dip into. Wednesday afternoon 
should be a keeper. I am now a devotee of how William F. Buckley writes. Lexical Nirvana. His ways 
with words is not only gifted, but natural, which makes it all the more impressive. I think his views 
on religion are antiquated, but he did turn me (ever so slightly) towards a more conservative mind. 
And that is quite a dramatic feat, given my upbringing. Too bad the conservatives are stuck with 
such blowhards as Rush and O'Reilly and Hannity. The movement is better served by intellectually 
thoughtful commentators. Today we are stuck with ideologues on both sides of the pew. In any 
case, I give Miles Gone By  a full nod. Oh, check this picture from Wednesday out: 
http://www.surfline.com/surfnews/2005_12_23_border.cfm. When Shaun was shown that first picture of the 

http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/evolution5.wmv
http://groups.yahoo.com/group/bodysurfing
http://www.surfline.com/surfnews/2005_12_23_border.cfm
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guy dropping in at Todos Santos, he exclaimed, "that is high as a cloud." Which is now my new way 
of describing huge surf. This upcoming week, for instance, the surf is going to be in lower 
stratospheres. P.S. I probably better explain what I mean by the term "conservative".... to conserve, 
to appreciate, to use things with awareness as to its scarcity. In terms of that, I think we might all be 
conservative in terms of the environment or safety or money (except me, think Irish drunk). 
However, I am radically liberal when it comes to ideas to freedom of expression to thinking out 
one's thoughts. I can sum it up better: radically Libertarian. Not in terms of a party or an 
organization, but as in freeing one's self from too much government, too much religion, too much 
control, too many wives (jk). 

December 24, 2005: Christmas Eve and family. Here is a picture of my family when Michael was 
still alive: http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/myfamily.htm. I miss him. 

December 23, 2005: Here is little movie of the big day, http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/goingofffilm.htm. 
And here is a mysto spot some two miles off shore that I checked out today on my boat. A 
definitely “doable” wave: http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/cloudbreak.htm.  

December 22, 2005: Surf dropped significantly from yesterday, but it was still double overhead. 
Name this spot? http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/goingoffvideograb.jpg Remember, this is a 10 foot 
wave. Also check out the latest photonic offerings from Surfline.com at 
http://www.surfline.com/surfnews/2005_12_23_giftwrapped.cfm. Be sure to check out the photos of outer 
reefs in Seal Beach (near the oil platform, no less). Shopped most of the day, and ruminated with 
Brian Park about what is in store for us. Possibly, just possibly, a bigger swell next Wed. Let us see. 
Reading God and Man at Yale by William F. Buckley, his first book which was published in the 1950s. 

December 21, 2005: GOING OFF. Woke up this morning at 7:00 a.m. to the sounds of uber 
waves. Tried to surf Bolsa, but there was no way to get out. Tried to surf H.B. cliffs, but there was 
no way to get out. Tried to surf H.B. pier, but there was no way to get out. So I ended up surfing 
smaller waves in Newport Beach at 19th street. After two hours of glassy peaks, Joe and I decided 
we needed to up it a bit so we went to Seal Beach and ended up surfing the River. We were at the 
very end of the Los Alamitos Harbor Entrance (talk about a paddle from hell!). But it was well 
worth it as I somehow lucked out and got five waves that went about a 1/5 of mile, with my last one 
being so long that Joe couldn't believe it. I had no leash since it broke the other day and I had to be 
ultra cautious not to lose my board since the swim to shore would have taken me at least 30 
minutes. I saw mysto reefs that I have never seen break showing huge waves two miles out to sea. I 
am supremely contented. Caught some powerful footage. Just look at this picture and you will see 
Neptune's oceanic wrath. More to report later. See http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/goingoff.htm. On another 
happy note, I got a very nice letter from a former student of mine who is exceptionally bright. She 
was also a student of Andrea's. She came up with a classic quip that I think I will have to memorize. 
She writes, "Looks like the surf will get tired but you never will." I only wish the sentiment was true. 
My body feels like pounded meat from the never ending H20 slapping. Word has it that a BIGGER 
swell (possibly the biggest one in a decade) is on its way in 7 days. 

December 20, 2005: When those buoys are rocking don't come a knockin.... Okay, corny, but the 
latest buoy report 300 miles north of S.F. is 26 feet and rising. The swell will hit here hard. Check 
out this little video clip of the future of Ken and Barbie doll surfing:  http://www.rcsurfrider.com/videos/ 

December 19, 2005: Early morning. Check this photo of Hal Handley taken by Rod Hepburn 
today at Boomer at La Jolla Cove. Dreamy wave to bodysurf, for sure. 
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/halboomer.htm. Off to sleep and then to awake to the surf. 

http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/myfamily.htm
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/goingofffilm.htm
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/cloudbreak.htm
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/goingoffvideograb.jpg
http://www.surfline.com/surfnews/2005_12_23_giftwrapped.cfm
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/goingoff.htm
http://www.rcsurfrider.com/videos/
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/halboomer.htm
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December 18, 2005: Double Session, morning surf and late afternoon bodysurf. I had one of the 
worst wipeouts of my life today as I took off late on a jacking 6 foot set that had a backwash warble 
(that I didn't notice in time) and I got pitched over backwards and did an unconscious somersault 
onto the flat part of the wave and then got sucked up over the falls (again) and pounded like a rag 
doll in a tight suit. I kept my wits and then floated up for some desperately needed oxygen. Instead 
of getting out, I went back and tried to get my bearings, and it all turned out well. This afternoon 
was quite good and Joe and I exchanged lefts and rights. Saw an old student in the water, Henderick, 
who I used to teach at MSAC who is now doing quite well as a teacher in his own right. He was the 
first guy to ever tell me about Bolsa Chica ten years or so ago and I made fun of it. Well, I was 
wrong, as I usually am. It is a very under-rated spot that breaks almost every day of the year. 
Wednesday is still ON, but the even more surprising news is that Sunday/Monday could be EVEN 
BIGGER.  

December 17, 2005: The Hype is still on, though I think the swell coming Wednesday will be a 
bit smaller than projected. Even then it should be triple overhead. And BEHIND that mid-week 
swell is ANOTHER mega wave producer and BEHIND that one too there is another Neptune 
macker. I surfed today to get a bit more prepared for the oncoming series that starts tomorrow, and 
had a pleasant surprise when I got out of the water and was ready to drive away when a surfer told 
me that a photographer had captured a series of shots of an overhead wave I got a week ago in a 
photonic sequence. They work for a local surf magazine called "Our Wave." I thought he was gong 
to tell me I snaked him on a wave or something, so it was a nice reversal of diminished expectations. 
Which reminds me that I probably shouldn't be so geared up for the next four swells. I am already 
tired just thinking about paddling a quarter of mile out to Cloudbreak in Seal Beach and being 
caught by a sneaker ten wave set. We had a nice boat ride today with Dr. Bocking from England, 
who is an expert on Japanese Shinto and who is a professor of religious studies at the University of 
London. I first met Brian at the Dera in India back in 1989 and we hooked up again after I gave a 
talk on cults at the London School of Economics in the winter of 1993. We ate at Kamal's Indian 
restaurant and the ride to and fro in the harbor and the open ocean was quite smooth. Shaun helped 
me drive the boat back and forth and was exceptionally competent. We didn't see any whales, but we 
did run into a few stray seals. Slater got disqualified in his semi-final heat at Pipeline, and Andy Irons 
won the event and the prestigious triple crown. Seems like a fair balance to me: Slater wins the world 
title and Andy has the bragging rights in Hawaii. My prediction? Andy Irons wins the world title in 
2006. 

December 16, 2005: AMP ALERT 101. I have been following surf forecasts since I was about 13 
and I must say that in some thirty plus years the forecast I read today ranks in the top two or three. 
Check this out and I quote http://www.wetsand.com verbatim: "The WAM model runs today are 
showing this system now building into an astonishing large system with 18+ second periods, and 
surf that could reach 20+ feet on the faces at direct west facing breaks. Now, bear in mind that 
we’re still dealing with some 48h+ models, and we’ll need to confirm this in the next couple of days. 
Nevertheless, significant swell is imminent; we just need to see if this system builds to a 10-15 foot 
swell-maker, or, as some models suggest today, a 20-25 foot surf pounder. To err on the side of 
conservative predictions, our call could be for 12-14 foot face heights at west facing breaks. To err 
on the side of caution, we’d call for bigger, more hazardous surf. We’ll have more details by Sunday 
morning, and keep you posted as models converge on this system over the next 36 hours."  

Okay, so the blood is pumping, the mind is projecting, and I am focusing on the key question for 
this mega swell: WHERE? That is, where to go both on the high tide (around noon) and the later 
afternoon low tide.  Equipment check is in order, and I will bet a 100 bucks right now that 

http://www.wetsand.com/
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Cloudbreak goes postal at Seal Beach. I am tempted to surf the backside of Catalina since it could be 
one of a kind. Ah, time to meditate and calm the heart beats. On a completely different note, saw 
the old film KIM with Errol Flynn and quite enjoyed it. There is such a curious subplot about the 
lama and the chela that it brought me back years ago to when Charan was alive and I was his chela. 
Very sweet memories. Too deep, perhaps. 

December 14, 2005: If the weather doesn't go foul, starting this Sunday and all through next 
week we should have the best waves of the entire year. Of course, now that I have claimed it I know 
I am going to be wrong. Went surfing this morning and it wasn't too bad at 2 to 3 foot, though the 
water has dipped down to 57 degrees. I watched in amazement as Shaun played a fairly complicated 
shooting arcade game and completely mastered it. The little guy has a good eye and I noticed he 
sticks with things. Good focus. Maybe I can learn from him still. Andrea and I and Shaun are getting 
our Pei Wei fix lately and the orange tofu whatamacallit is quite divine. Here is a pic of Kelly Slater 
and and his new girlfriend in Hawaii, sans Leo: 
http://img.timeinc.net/people/i/2005/startracks/051226/gbundchen.jpg. Don't ask me how I got the picture 
in the first place. Speaking of Slater, he lost in the first round at Pipeline. Goes to show you what a 
new girlfriend can do to you. I am totally toasted from grading final exams and websites. However, I 
am pleased to note that I got the encyclopedia article quasi-finished (with a big emphasis on that 
quasi part). Reading Bertrand Russell's Why I am Not a Christian which makes WAY too much 
sense. And the wonderfully catty and gossipy book, Tete-a-Tete: Simone de Beauvoir and Jean-Paul 
Sartre. Sartre is one ugly pup, but he has a wicked understanding of existentialism though his 
political instincts are simply dreadful. Or maybe I should nauseous. In any case, nothing more fun 
than to read two highly gifted intellectuals acting like 17 year olds. It makes one pause and consider 
this often neglected point about higher spheres of mental activity: at the end of the day, all cerebral 
ruminations are undermined by the necessity of a good piss. Or, in Sartre's and Beauvoir's case.... a 
good fuck. My point? Don't trust a mind that dissociates itself from the very thing that feeds it... 
namely, the body. Be the body, and you liberate the mind. Be the mind, and you imprison the body. 
Sounds paradoxical or even contradictory, but just think: anytime you do something deeply physical 
the mind is released and relaxed. But anytime you do something deeply mental, the body goes tense. 
Which is probably why Nietzsche said that he never trusted any thought unless he was walking in 
clean mountain air. Thoughts generated by a sedentary frame are suspect at best.  

December 13, 2005: Joseph and I and the rest of my family don't particularly like this date for 
obvious reasons, since my oldest brother Michael died on Friday the 13th, December, in 1991. Yet, 
yesterday,  December 12th has always been a day I appreciated since my long deceased guru, the late 
Charan Singh, was born on it. If he didn't die on June 1, 1990, Charan would have been 89. Michael 
would have been 59. The hour glass is running out and I know it. Surfed today in some fun 2 to 3 
foot surf. Joe and I got some epic bodysurfing in this last Sunday. It was five foot and very hollow.... 
so hollow, in fact, that we hesitated occasionally laying out in  the tube fearing that we would end up 
hitting the sand. The circular noise was quite impressive, I must say, when we didn't hesitate. It 
looks like next week is going to be stellar, if the projected storms come together. I never would have 
guessed it but I am deeply enjoying William F. Buckley's latest autobiography. The way he writes 
about sailing is magical and enchanting. As usual with me, I now have to read everything he has 
written. I have this awful habit of getting turned on to a specific author and then once baptized into 
his literary world I end up having to read everything he has penned. I have done it countless times 
before and I always find it worthwhile and enriching. I have done almost all of my final grades for 
CSULB and I am quite relieved to have done so. Now I can look forward to painting the boat (once 
again) and varnishing (once again) and daydreaming (once again) of getting a larger yacht to carry me 
and my family and friends on a voyage around the world. Here is the dream boat I would get for 

http://img.timeinc.net/people/i/2005/startracks/051226/gbundchen.jpg
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that adventure: http://www.nordhavn.com/72/overview.php4. Shaun and I have been bowling several 
times now (three days in a row, to be precise) and I find myself enjoying it more and more. I got five 
strikes in one game and felt that I was going to touch perfection and a 300 game, except that the 
gods were not with me and I ended up skirting the gutter in the next five frames. Ah, such is life. 
BTW, I just got a fantastic new book on Errol Flynn that was published in 2004 and sells for a hefty 
price of 60 bucks plus. It is very well researched and has a number of unpublished photographs. Jeff 
and I regard Flynn's My Wicked Wicked Ways as a sorta of way shower. Indeed, a former student of 
mine and a bright light wrote to tell me that he took one of his holy bibles and gutted the insides 
only to replace it with the Flynn's autobiography. I thought it was a stroke of genius, though I am 
sure many would see it as blasphemy, which reminds me of another student whose film production 
company (even if it only has one employee and employer) is entitled "digital blasphemy." And, 
naturally, this all leads back to Jeff's idea that we should come up with T-shirts that say, "What 
would Errol do?." Also reading the new Outside magazine which has Kelly Slater on the cover  and 
the new Nalu surf issue (with a story on Laird Hamilton that has so many typos in it that  you know 
it had to be published IN Hawaii). Ironically, in a world of spell checks and in a world of 
computerized syntax corrections, it is refreshing to see something in print that Microsoft word did 
NOT correct. BTW, if you type microsoft without the capital "M" you get a red underline which is 
Bill Gates' way of saying, "WTF, you are an idiot." Postscript: Found a little film about the 
Nordhavn 55, now imagine that you have this boat but about 20 feet longer: 
http://www.nordhavn.com/news/pressrelease/video_tour_55.php4.  

December 8, 2005: Got a call from my old high school surf buddy, Jim Miller, who told me that 
his son Jason Miller was surfing Pipeline on the day that Malix Joyeux from Tahiti died on a 
macking 8 foot wave. Jason may have even watched the wave that Malix died on. Pretty sad day all 
and here is a link that actually shows the wave he died around, given how much Malix was beloved. Here is a 

link to a news story in Hawaii on it http://kgmb9.com/kgmb/display.cfm?storyID=6671on: 
http://www.surfline.com/surfnews/2005_12_02_malik.cfm, On a more positive note, here is a link to a surf 
video taken a few days ago at backdoor and pipeline that has Andy Irons, Jason Miller, and others 
charging: look for North Shore Free Surf.... http://www.surfline.com/video/index.cfm. A decent 
northwest swell should hit us on Sunday (fingers crossed). Reading a whole series of new books, 
including William F. Buckley's Miles Gone By which is quite pleasant. Also, an old biography of 
H.G. Wells which details his ideas on polygamy (he was for it), evolution (pro) and god (against). 
This is the last week of the semester at CSULB and I must say it has been quite a good one. A very 
nice bunch of students. Of course, I am ready for six weeks off and back to my true self: laziness par 
excellence. BTW, Jason also recently won a Volcom surf event at the river jetties: 
http://forums.surfline.com/showthread.php?forumid=7&threadid=25576. I know Jim must be proud of his 
son. I remember the first contest Jason entered and it was a body boarding contest in Carlsbad. I 
could tell he had the fire back then. I did too, I think, since I got 2nd and had never entered a 
bodyboarding (not bodysurfing) event in my life before then. I wasn't so lucky the next year as I got 
4th. But then again maybe because of my love life I am used to being prone (jk). 

December 3, 2005: Better, but still under the weather with the cold that seems to be infecting 
everyone in the O.C. Found some interesting entries about some work I have done in the past on 
cults and other things in the Encyclopedia of Occultism and Parapsychology, 5th edition, as edited 
by Dr. J. Gordon Melton. I found the Bhrigu Samhita entry particularly curious, given my own 
skepticism. See: http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/encyclopedia5.htm. Be sure to use the enlarger. Saw Layer 
Cake on DVD and enjoyed it very much. The star is going to be the new James Bond and he is a 
perfect fit... what I call the British Steve McQueen. Here is a link to him: http://www.bluematia.com/ 

http://www.nordhavn.com/72/overview.php4
http://www.nordhavn.com/news/pressrelease/video_tour_55.php4
http://kgmb9.com/kgmb/display.cfm?storyID=6671
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December 1, 2005: Caught another cold (surfing? teaching? bookstores?) from who knows 
where. I am in a nostalgic mood lately and found some old photos from my mom's house that 
sparked long forgotten memories. Here is my favorite one from my high school prom at North 
Hollywood high school. The girl in the pic is Carrie Swasey who was my "2nd" serious girlfriend 
(Cindy R. was my first love). Funny, how you remember things in terms of chronology or dates. 
Carrie's mom was by far the nicest mother of any girl I have ever dated. It still bums me out that 
Carrie's mom (who used to like to be called "sugar"--I was too shy to call her by that name) died of 
brain cancer when she was only in her fifties. If I am not mistaken she also went to my alma mater, 
but back in the 1940s. I don't know what Carrie is up to now, but she deeply influenced me back in 
the day and was quite smart and a great conversationalist (and, no, I am not trying be subtly witty 
here): http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/highschoolprom.htm. Here are two pics that were taken when I was 18, 
the first when I graduated and the second when I was probably scamming up some future date: 
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/neuralat18.htm. And, finally, a photo of my father shortly before he died in 
1973, when I was 17. It is much like I remember him... stern, smoking a pipe, and looking off 
somewhere. http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/myfather.htm.  The only thing missing is a book since my father 
was always reading. Mental note: Bertrand Russell is a wonderfully clear writer and I find myself 
agreeing almost on everything he writes. I found another one of Russell's books in my father's 
library just the other day and it was excellent. I must be getting old.... I am looking back too much.  
And, to mix it up, this is a weird retro grab of a dream I had a year or so ago: 
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/derrida.htm. And speaking of strange memories of the past, check out this 
website of the infamous cult leader, Father Yod. I knew him in the early 1970s and he deeply 
disliked me because I wouldn't accept him as a guru. More on this in another post. 
http://www.yahowha.org/ 

November 26, 2005: Focused on surfing, shaun, and "sinema". Latest film, A Glorious Piece of 
Meat, http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/gloriousmeat.htm. Surf was four foot today and quite 
consistent off a west wind and ground swell. Getting out was, as they now say to be politically 
correct, a real "batch." The next film I am working on? "Survival of the Sufficient: Darwin Redone." 

November 22, 2005: Shaun today in his thanksgiving outfit that he made in school, 
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/shaun2005thanks.wmv. Now working on the new Patricia Churchland movie 
that may be divided into two parts. Also caught a cold which seems to be focusing on the throat. 
Surf has been quite beautiful lately, though these past few days I haven't gone in.  

November 20, 2005: Whew, did it.... exhausted, but stoked: 
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/littlethingsthatjiggle.htm. The song changed everything in a good 
way. 

November 18, 2005: Here is a partial preview of a retro-mix new film (from copyright 
free/public domain) images that attempts to explain Richard Feynman's famous statement summing 
up all of physics into one sentence: "Little things that jiggle." 
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/littlethingsthatjiggle.wmv 

November 16, 2005: Club Dumas on audio is a delicious pleasure. Kelly Slater in retrospective, 
http://www.surfline.com/surfnews/2005_11_09_slater_profile.cfm. Shaun and I went bowling for the first 
time today. He loved it. I felt a little embarrassed tonite during my lecture since after mentioning 
Shaun I got a little emotional. That's the secret to deep emotions, however. They grab you 
unexpectedly. It's as if Captain Kirk (mid brain/emotion centers) takes over the ship completely 
from the logic and guiding hand (forebrain) of Spock. Of course, Kirk (emotions) is the captain of 
the ship (our body) and Spock is merely a passenger along for the ride (logic/consciousness). Surf is 
supposed to be decent on Saturday and I think it might be Epic on Thanksgiving. Reading a bunch 

http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/highschoolprom.htm
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/neuralat18.htm
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/myfather.htm
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/derrida.htm
http://www.yahowha.org/
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/gloriousmeat.htm
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/shaun2005thanks.wmv
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/littlethingsthatjiggle.htm
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/littlethingsthatjiggle.wmv
http://www.surfline.com/surfnews/2005_11_09_slater_profile.cfm
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of academic tomes by James R. Lewis who tries to critique me and my work on MSIA. He tried it 
before, but I have a trump card on him. He plagiarized from me, if briefly, and he knows that I 
know he did it. Ah, the little wars that make academia interesting. I think he has inspired me finally 
to finish the encyclopedia article that I was contracted to finish a few months back. The secret to 
writing? Get irritated.  

November 11, 2005: http://tinyurl.com/7h6ud. (be sure to access the right column as well, for two 
other Slater related videos). Watch this and you will know that some people can surf like a free 
electron in space. Is Kelly Slater's seven victories comparable to Tiger Wood's exploits or Michael 
Jordan's or Lance Armstrong's? No. His is more impressive and I know why. The ocean is unlike a 
golf course, or a mountain road, or a basketball court. It is both much more powerful and much 
more fickle and much more prone to chance contingencies. More precisely, the greatest athlete is the 
one who can overcome not only the competition but that most dangerous of enemies: CHANCE. 
Kelly did it and thus is he is probably the greatest sports hero of our generation. Sounds 
exaggerated? Go surf Teahupoo on a broken foot and then tell me you could win a contest with that 
handicap. Slater did. I saw Sandy Koufax pitch in the world series as a young boy and I saw Wilt 
Chamberlain play at his peak when he was with the 76ers. And, yet, I have never seen anyone ride a 
wave with such consistent mastery as Slater did at Trestles some three or four years ago when it was 
ten foot plus. In other words, in a time when no one believes in myths, I am a personal witness to 
the single greatest legend in surfing. I wouldn't believe it if I hadn't seen it with my own eyes. Now 
before I wax off the moon, I hear word that there is a new swell coming from the north.... let us 
hope. 

November 8, 2005: The world is back on its axis, even as Paris is burning. Kelly Slater won his 
unprecedented 7th world title in Brazil today. It happened quite unexpectedly as Slater lost in the 4th 
round, only to find out a few hours later that his nemesis Andy Irons lost in the quarter-finals. Since 
Irons had to at least get into the semi-finals to continue the race, his loss meant that Slater had 
finally secured the crown.... Nice bookends, since Slater won it first at 19 (the youngest ever) and 
now he is oldest surf champion ever (33). His popularity is second to none as he is rightfully the 
Michael Jordan of the sport. Of course, I predicted that Irons would win this year and I am glad that 
my psychic abilities are so wrong. Having said that, however, I must say that I have finally converted 
to appreciating how good A.I. is in the water. He is stunning, and for Slater to beat him is even more 
brilliant. As Littlewood would have it, I turned on the computer just in time to see Irons lose that 
heat on the live webcast. I am excited about the new movie I am working on.... Richard Feynman 
and "little things that jiggle." I found the right song for it completely by accident today at Tower 
records where I found an obscure CD import from Europe. Also bought the illustrious new 
compilation of Darwin's best books into one volume that is edited by my favorite science writer, 
Edward O. Wilson.  Btw, surfed both days over the weekend in nicely shaped two foot waves and 
had a blast like usual. Did all my midterms... some 200 in all. Yes. Party time. 

November 4, 2005: Shaun has yet another fever, and the consensus is that he got it from 
somebody at school since it is going around. He is in a good mood, even if a bit tired. I saw an old 
friend of mine from high school, John Robotham, who is now a very successful stunt coordinator 
on a number of films, including the Ocean 11 series. He is in terrific shape and puts to shame almost 
all of us who still think we are quite fit. We had some good laughs, some good surf, and shared some 
interesting stories. I have been in a slight career funk and I can sense that my teaching career is 
winding down, or at least I am ready for it to come to a closing point. I realize I have three main 
addictions in life.... and I have had them for decades: 1) surfing; 2) love of books; and 3) classic 
coke. I have a fourth but some things are not meant for public airing (jk). Outside of family and 

http://tinyurl.com/7h6ud
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friends, I find myself visiting a library or a bookstore almost daily, surfing almost daily (given the 
right weather and wave conditions), and always having a couple of cokes a day. These are my 
comfort rituals and I definitely do puja to all three on  a consistent basis. My devotion to this holy 
trinity has not wavered. We all have our patterns and this is one isn't too bad since they are not too 
deadly. Reading a wonderful biography of David Niven, the famed British screen actor. The death of 
his first wife while playing the game "sardines" (one of my favorites as a kid during summer vacation 
on Balboa Island) is very sad since it was so unexpected and so unnecessary. At a Hollywood party, 
they decided to play this group hide and seek game and after turning out all the lights, Niven's wife 
didn't realize that one of the doors led to a stairway and she slipped and hit her head. She died from 
her injuries later the next day. The biographer says that Niven was never the same, and I can well 
imagne what suffering he must have endured... since he was a father of two little toddlers now left 
without their mommy. Don't get me started about how intrinsically sad life can be. That is probably 
why I relish moments of temporary respite. Any oasis on this planet is a welcome relief and I think it 
is high time to enjoy ourselves to the absolute maximum whenever the opportunity arises. Yes, 
thanatos will raise his ugly head, but when eros arrives--usually unexpected--I am ready to open the 
door and keep that stranger entertained for as long as possible. To echo Nietzsche once again, "the 
true original sin is that man has enjoyed himself too little." Ah, very very wise words indeed. Also 
reading a series of books on skepticism. My favorite of the bunch is Paul Kurtz's edited volume of 
skeptical autobiographies written by those who more or less converted from believing in nonsense 
into doubting it. I think Susan Blackmore's essay is the most pregnant of the bunch. Both new issues 
of Surfer and Surfing have Shane Dorian riding the wave of his life on their respective covers. It is, 
for my money, the most awesome wave ever captured on film. Will Slater beat Irons? I don't think 
so, but apparently he has a new girlfriend, Giselle.... the famous ex-girlfriend of Mr. Titantic. Surf 
has been very well shaped lately, but a bit small for my tastes. Time to buy a new wetsuit! Mental 
note: get a 4/3 psycho 2 from O'Neill. 

October 25, 2005: Wonderful bodysurfing with Joseph on Sunday. Shack attack? Finally finished 
the second movie in my ten movie project. Here is the link: 
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/thezahir102.wmv. Much more to report, but I am trying to get ready to go 
transcen-dental with a late afternoon appointment with a new dentist. God must have been into 
S.M. when he thought about creating teeth. Of course, the more likely answer is that a cavity is just 
another proof that an intelligent blueprint doesn't exist. 

October 21, 2005: Where to begin? Where to end? Ah, just live in the middle of it. Three very 
intense days that deeply surprised me. Surf is supposed to be picking up from the northwest on 
Sunday till Tuesday. Reading George Orwell's utterly delightful novel, Keep the Aspidistra Flying. 
Shaun is better so all is better in the world for me tonite.  

October 18, 2005: Selective memory syndrome or the ravages of an aged mind? A former student 
of mine and quite bright at that, Tim Lopez, wrote to me today to point out a glaring contradiction 
that seems to have gone unnoticed on my biographical radar screen. On October 2, I posted this, 
"just yesterday in our Sociology class I made a very strong argument for the legalization of ALL 
drugs, even though I have never been an illegal drug taker...If I were to take such drugs, I would 
unquestionably opt for mushrooms or L.S.D. My surfer friends tell me that surfing on "shrooms" is 
revelatory.." YET, several months ago I posted this, "Not too many people knew that I 
experimented in 6th and 7th grade with opium, hash, pot, and speed. I never got caught even when I 
was high as a kite attending classes at 12 years old. Thankfully, my drug experiments ended before 
8th grade and I never indulged in the stuff again (except with heavy doses of caffeine via coca cola)." 
Clearly, I must be having flashbacks because opium and pot and hash were NOT legal back in my 

http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/thezahir102.wmv
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prehistoric days. So this just underlines, once again, how selective memory can be and also how I 
can be just plain wrong even when I ruminate about my own life. This, naturally, raises much larger 
issues about third person narratives and their supposed objectivity and reliability. I once took a 
graduate class at UCSD on memory and culture and it was revelatory to realize how tainted and 
slanted one's own memory can be. In other words, we cannot even rely on our own recollections to 
things that did indeed happen to us, much LESS to somebody we don't know. This was driven 
home tonite when I read Mr. Falk's recent critique of Wilber's tainted memory about his past. 
Perhaps there is a bit of hagiography that seeps in even with our own childhood. In any case, it is 
nice to know that I am starting to go senile. See what smoking opium can do to you, even if it was 
some 3 decades ago? (jk) And even as I write these last few lines I am conscious of some personal 
editing to keep some things still secret in the vault. Even I don't know what details lurk in that 
multilayered chamber of forgotten incidents from my life. Which is another way of saying that if we 
really knew what happened to us long ago, we might be more surprised than our friends! 

October 17, 2005: Shaun is still suffering from some earaches and he seemed a bit lethargic 
today. The doctor says he will be fine, but that doesn't mitigate my anxiety. Of course, that's 
precisely the problem, when it comes to your kids everything is anxiety filled!  Oh, the worries that 
parents the world over must go through. As I have said many times here before, it blows my mind 
the pain some parents must undergo due to their children's health. My deepest sympathies to parents 
everywhere. On a lighter note, I got invited by two of my current students in American Religious 
Diversity to attend their DELTA ZETA sorority "academic" dinner. Apparently each member or 
group of members invite a professor of their own choosing to attend. The president of CSULB sat a 
few chairs down from me. I really enjoyed myself and was bummed that I had to leave early to teach 
my Science and Religion class. All the women were very nice and it was much different than I 
expected. I guess I was thinking it was going to be like Old School or Animal House where every 
one was sloshed. I was quite impressed by the friendliness of the soiree and the whole atmosphere 
of this group. I now see much more clearly how beneficial a sorority can be for women at a young 
age. Indeed, one can argue that we would all benefit if we hung out in such like-minded associations 
more often. There is something instinctively tribal in all of us. It turned out that I shared something 
in common--at least geographically--with both students and that became a nice corner in our 
conversations. Working hard on the new Zahir film, but it will take much longer than I expected. I 
think it has some potential merit in it. I surfed yesterday and the day before, just before the rains hit 
us. Reading an amazingly good book by Peter Watson on the history of ideas.... it just came out. 

October 11, 2005: Didn't surf today but instead ran a bunch of necessary errands, including going 
to my now favorite public library, Newport Beach's main branch. Shaun is still sick and his cough 
has gotten a tinge worse. Schools may be many things, but one thing is for sure.... they are germ 
festivals. Surf is supposed to pick up this weekend from the northwest with the possibility of 
coupling with a warm Santa Ana condition. One can only wish! Here is a picture of Mike Stewart 
bodysurfing Teahupoo in Tahiti that was posted by somebody on the yahoo bodysurfing forum: 
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/bodysurfingtahiti.htm. And Luis Moreno just recently posted this very funny 
clip of him trying to ride the standing wave in San Diego, 
http://offshorezine.net/temp/LegendaryMan2.mov.  

October 10, 2005: Another gorgeous day and I am feeling more confident now in surfing that I 
ever have before which is strange in itself. Maybe from watching so many good surfers something is 
start to rub off, even if barely. Lots of complaints from various students about the film project 
(maybe the most vocal crowd yet), but I know this is a necessary phase since all new forms of 
learning are, to put it in the vernacular, a real pain in the ass. But only in that struggle do we actually 

http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/bodysurfingtahiti.htm
http://offshorezine.net/temp/LegendaryMan2.mov
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achieve something. Shaun stayed home today from school with a slight fever. We had fun playing 
games, even if he totally annihilated me in Candy Land! I got invited again to go to Greece in 
connection with my work on religious movements, but I have declined once more. Not yet in the 
cards. My desire to travel has diminished exponentially with the birth of my son. The only travels I 
want to do, outside of Hawaii and a few other islands, are local surf or boat trips. Contentment is an 
elusive thing, but I do like the company of family and friends over exotic locales. Or, perhaps, 
having traveled to so many places at a young age (especially India) has satiated me. It could be that 
the surf here is so much better than I expected it would be.... since I used to think San Diego was far 
superior..... Now I think that the H.B. area has more consistent waves and better beach breaks. In 
any case, all is well tonite. 

October 9, 2005: Exquisite surf these past two days. My red candy bar board has been riding like 
a magic wand. Jeff came down last nite and we worked on the new Zahir movie. Very difficult to 
make but I see potential. Here is the preview: http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/borgesmovie1.wmv 

 October 5, 2005: Hot, Santa Ana conditions, and no surf. It would be wonderful if the surf was 
even 3 foot since these are ideal conditions for southern California. Happy to note a nice 
coincidence which once again underlines Littlewood's law via large numbers. The other day I noted 
in this news section that I surfed with Alex Knost at B.C. 21 and how I was mesmerized by his style. 
I also liked him in the movie Sprout. Well, I picked up the new Surfer Magazine and guess who 
graces the cover? None other that Mr. Knost, beautifully slotted on a slight right in Sri Lanka. In all 
my life I have never seen surfing this popular as a cultural trend. Only the mid-1960s comes close, 
but now it is so much more international and integrated. It is as if everyone is meant to surf 
something....  water, snow, ice, electrons, etc. I would pinpoint surfing's popularity to a number of 
factors (besides the obvious and first one.... that riding a wave is a highly evolved form of pure fun), 
including the increase of women/girls taking it up (Blue Crush effect? No, Blue Crush was THE 
RESULT of a prior migration) big wave surfing making a media blitz, increase of world travel to 
exotic spots (Tavura as heaven on earth), the clothing industry (think Quiksilver), mega personalities 
like Slater and Hamilton..... and, finally, THE STANCE. Snowboarding has taken over the slopes 
because of the stance, water skiing has given way to wake boarding because of the stance. 
Skakeboarding has done the same..... It is the Asana of the Ultimately Powerful Body Position. Stand 
parallel to whatever arises (with a slight turn towards the front) and you are in the stance which 
defines why surfing and snowboarding and skateboarding have taken off. The Wave is 
ANYTHING, but the Stance is a priori. Sounds silly, I know, but I think there is a deeper truth here 
than we realize. In any case, I will end with a cheesy rhyme: assume the stance if you wish to have a 
chance on rightfully performing the H20 dance. Btw, the most effective bodysurfing position is also 
quasi-parallel... it is called the T-bone, or the Cross, or side hydrofoil. Bigger surf this weekend is 
predicted..... Saw Lords of Dogtown and thought it sucked. The documentary was so much better.... the 
movie version is so exaggerated and so irritating. I grew up in that generation and while I appreciate 
the contribution of the Z boys in Venice and elsewhere, it is simply untrue that they invented the 
vert. I saw it at the toilet bowl (an infamous concrete drain) in the S.F. valley at the same time, some 
40 miles away. And that gnarly looking wave at Venice near the old and decaying P.O.P. only broke 
on a good west swell and not that often. Of course, they were right about one thing: localism was 
very bad in the early 1970s and a bunch of punks could definitely hassle outsiders from even 
paddling out. It happened to me at 16 trying to go out at Topanga on an epic west swell; it happened 
again at Malibu Colony when a group shot bb guns at us; it happened at Silver Strand where we 
sneaked out only to find our tires slashed; it happened at C street when John Watson and I literally 
had to drive out the parking lot to avoid getting jumped on by a local gang; it happened to me in 
Hawaii at Rice Bowls; and it even happened to me at Point Dume where I had to lie in order to 

http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/borgesmovie1.wmv
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avoid a thrashing. Localism sucks, and the 70s was the worst time for it. Footnote: I am starting to 
notice something quite spooky, no... that's not quite the right adjective... maybe I should say "eerie" 
with an emphasis on the secondary definition of "mysterious." As I am working on the script to In 
Search of the Perfect Coke (at least mentally) which centers around the Littlewood Law (slightly 
altered by my own peculiar spin) I have started to notice the most amazing coincidences.... and in 
the most unexpected places. It is a bit haunting, but I think I am on to something about this ..... it 
comes down to focusing, to being aware of this mathematical law and knowing that every day there 
is a good probability that there will be an intersection between seemingly random events... mostly 
when you don't expect it. However, I think you have to attenuate these sea of large numbers. You 
have to almost unconsciously be aware (as oxymoronic as that may sound). I was watching Basic 
Instinct again on some channel (Orson Welles is right, you know, about movies: it is ALL about the 
performance) and as I was watching it a memory was jarred.... something I hadn't thought about for 
some 13 years. Yet, there it was that retrieved memory DIRECTLY correlated to something that 
happened maybe eight hours prior. Synchronicity? Yes. Mystical? No. But that's only because I am 
keenly aware of the probabilities that can occur under the jurisdiction of large numbers. I can well 
imagine how one could architect a most interesting life on just this simple rudimentary principle. It 
surely makes life more adventurous, even in its apparent randomness. BTW, Sharon Stone was pitch 
perfect for that part. 

October 2, 2005: Another round of very easy, yet deeply enjoyable, 2 foot northwest wind surf. 
Even the water looked somewhat clear. Got an interesting letter today from one of the 
volunteers/administrators for wikipedia (see http://www.wikipedia.org). Apparently the entry on me has 
generated some controversy. This is primarily due, I believe, because a contributor to wikipedia had 
asked if I could write up a biography of myself since he was doing an entry on me. Whenever I get 
such requests or whenever I am asked for a bio or vita, it invariably relates to my work on new 
religious movements or gurus, particularly Eckankar, MSIA, Radhasoami, Ching Hai, Thakar Singh, 
Da Free John, etc. I have found over the years that I have really irritated some devotees of these 
varying groups. Indeed, certain followers of Sai Baba are particularly incensed with me. They have 
gone so far as to generate a letter campaign to get me off the net.... and at UCSD they succeeded 
because the webmaster there didn't want unnecessary attention drawn to him or the school via my 
controversial site. What I found interesting, given wikipedia's open source format, was what some 
people find offensive. The irony is that what some regarded as damaging to me I viewed in a 
completely opposite light. In fact, I reflected to myself, "geez, I really wrote that stuff? Not bad, 
Lane." Well, here are three quotes from a contributor to one of the revised entries on me that he 
thought "showed" the true and untold story of the cult buster. He entitled it "internet antics" and I 
think he got quotes from my online diary:  

Lane on Sai Baba:  

Sai Baba also has a continuing fascination with. . . how shall I say this politely. . . young boys 

and their "Shiva" sticks. I have known about this for years...I have heard so many stories 

about Sai's "bachelor oil treatment" from so many different quarters that I am amazed that it 

is not more well known....I know from observing the guru scene for some 25 years that Sai is 

not unique. He is merely the latest and most visible example of what is a long line of pseudo 

masters who want to dress up like God, pretend to be All-knowing, and still get laid on the 

side.[3]  

 

http://www.wikipedia.org/
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/David_C._Lane#endnote_sai
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Lane on Christianity: 

I am still amazed why so many Christians (even Catholics who should know better, 

especially given the Pope's recent statements supporting the teaching of evolution) "resist" 

Darwin's theory of natural selection. My hunch is that much of it has to do with tradition, 

emotional issues, and a general misunderstanding of evolution. I usually have most of my 

class swayed within 20 minutes, though I am sure a few just keep mum.... which is a real 

drag. I would much prefer it if they would just vocalize their objections and come up with an 

alternative explanation. Never happens, of course, since the 6 day creation story is a yard 

deep in contradictions and completely wrong on simple details (God in Genesis mistakes the 

moon for a light, not realizing that the satellite is a reflector for the sun's light rays). God 

makes mistakes? Too many for His good and too many for my reversion back to any form 

of primitive Catholicism. I think the one thing that "sealed the deal" on Christianity for me 

was when I did that most radical of spiritual tasks: I actually READ the Bible. Talk about a 

revelation! What planet was I on to ever buy into such mythic ridiculousness? In addition, 

there is no doubt in my mind that the Bible is the single most OVER-rated book in history. 

It is not even very interesting...[4]  

Lane on Drug abuse: 

...just yesterday in our Sociology class I made a very strong argument for the legalization of 

ALL drugs, even though I have never been an illegal drug taker...If I were to take such drugs, 

I would unquestionably opt for mushrooms or L.S.D. My surfer friends tell me that surfing 

on "shrooms" is revelatory...[5]  

 

Now looking back on these quotes, I realize that nothing has changed. I still think Sai Baba is a 
bad magician and a con as guru; I still think the Bible is over-rated, especially as an indication of 
anything "intelligently" designed. And, yes, legalize drugs. As for what I would take (IF, I had to take 
one) I would probably opt for something psychedelic. But I am way too much of a woose (or more 
accurately, too attached to my present state of being) to take any such drugs. Geez, one Excederin 
can almost give me an all nite buzz. In any case, there is so much "ado" about nothing when it 
comes to my research on cults. As I said to Andrea today, those who perform miracles would want 
skeptics in their audience, not believers, since it is the doubter WHO RAISES THE CROSS BAR 
FOR EVIDENCE.... and thus insures that something genuine is in fact really genuine. Believers for 
the most part are cheap sluts and will accept even the stupidest of magic tricks as divine. In other 
words, I think god or truth or gurus--if true or if real or if existent--can survive the puny 
machinations of a surfer with philosophical leanings. 

 

October 1, 2005: My all time favorite picture of shaun and I together? This would be in my top 
five, for sure: http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/myfavoritepicture.htm. Surf was small today but quite fun with 
warmer water, relatively clean, and smooth as silk. Been watching a whole series of strange, bizarre, 
and some very funny movies on http://www.killsometime.com but be sure to watch this one in "adopt 
this kind cat" http://www.killsometime.com/Video/video.asp?ID=209. Got a slew of nice compliments on 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/David_C._Lane#endnote_sai
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surfermag.com's newsgroup concerning some new and old films. Here is the link: 
http://tinyurl.com/abs3q. I don't know how parents do it sometimes, because I find myself extremely 
over-cautious with Shaun. I see danger or potential problems in a whole variety of situations that 
apparently some parents don't. Maybe I have blinders in other situations that others might see. In 
any case, life is completely different as a parent and I more and more realize how truly minimal I am 
in the whole play called life, except in its particulars.                                                                   

September 30, 2005: Andy Irons wins in France and Slater looks like he is going to have a 
bummer of a year. So I end up staying way past midnite to watch Slater and Irons battle it out in 
their respective heats. Slater gets to the quarter-finals but loses and Irons does a backside vert off the 
lip that even a cartoon character couldn't pull off. It is now off to Brazil where Slater has to win or 
Irons has to lose by the quarterfinals. My guess: Irons is going to win the next two events and give 
Slater a funk he will not soon forget. I definitely want Slate to win, but right now Irons can literally 
do anything he wants on his board, even will waves to his behest.... so in tune is he. Great day 
overall, though I had a severe asthma attack this afternoon and the surf was like Nietzsche's god: 
non-existent. Look at this pic of Andy Irons and study how he got himself in that position (btw he 
made it): http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/irons.htm 

September 27, 2005: The surf has gone into the tiny zone. Today was one of those days where 
everything went much better than expected. Indeed, today was filled with moments of the 
unexpected and that (if the events are positive) can be quite rejuvenating. Shaun is growing by leaps 
and bounds and is becoming much more articulate about what he likes and dislikes. He adores 
playing football and now wants to be as strong as Bam Bam. Saw my old fiend, Keith Kenney, from 
grammar school and we had a delightful time playing arcade basketball and eating dinner at the Yard 
House. I haven't laughed so hard in quite a spell. Still  reading parts of Marcel Proust and even 
though he can be too much of a dandy for my tastes, I must confess that he is extraordinary in 
capturing moments in time. His eye is probably second to none in detailing a moment in contrarian 
ways. Teaching is going smoothly, except that my drop-out rate is rather significant and this is 
primarily due to the fact that I require my students to make two digital movies within the semester. 
It seems like a daunting task at first but it ends up being much easier at the end than most suspect.  
Reading Borges again very closely and I am amazed that more hollywood producers have not used 
his material more often as the basis for a film script. Borges, it has been rightly claimed, was the first 
one to envision the Web. Ah, more precisely, Borges was the first writer to actually write in a 
HYPERTEXT fashion, some 50 years BEFORE the web was every created. Borges IS the future. 

September 23, 2005: Another double session at BC 21 (morning and evening) and my arms are 
silly putty. Very nice A frame peaks and quite snappy. Just got word that Slater won his first round 
heat in France in good conditions. I am so behind in work, but when the surf is this good everything 
takes a backseat. Next week is supposed to be small so then I can get back to all the stuff that makes 
up our day to day routines. Finally figured out the angle to the Zahir movie and will be using for the 
first time the "green backdrop" which allows you to use almost infinite possibilities in constructing 
the backdrop. Let's see if it will actually pan out. I can barely keep my eyes open and it is just turning 
9 p.m. Here is the French link to the WCT contest now going on: http://2005.profrance.quiksilver-

europe.com/?CC=en&RID=home 

September 22, 2005: Double session at BC 21 and the River. Probably the nicest surf I have had 
in a month or so. Saw the movie the Constant Gardener and had mixed reactions to it. Its greatest 
merit is that it made me feel ashamed for how much we have neglected Africa. All the billions of 
dollars we have poured into Iraq would have been so much better spent in Africa fighting AIDS and 
other diseases. But alas we didn't do that and both Clinton and Bush basically sat on their hands 

http://tinyurl.com/abs3q
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/irons.htm
http://2005.profrance.quiksilver-europe.com/?CC=en&RID=home
http://2005.profrance.quiksilver-europe.com/?CC=en&RID=home
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when so much more could have been done. The editing was interesting at times as was the 
photography. Yet, something didn't quite gel and it seemed almost too ambitious for its own good. 
Probably would have been more effective as a documentary. It took me a few years but I have finally 
"converted" to Andy Irons amazing surfing ability. It only took one wave in person for me to realize 
the error of my ways (yes, Slater is more personable, more edgy in his turns, but Irons is smooth as 
butter on his backside (okay, that sounds weird, but I am talking about HOW he surfs going left). 
Watch this slow motion excerpted clip from just ONE wave and you too will be a convert. Doing 
these backside 360 reverses are much harder than they look. http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/andyirons.wmv 

September 22, 2005: Hurricane Max sent a beautifully consistent swell our way yesterday (which 
I saw growing at the Wedge in blue peaks... finally!) and today, where I surfed with my brother 
Joseph in 3 to 4 foot very clean conditions.... though the north drift pushed us 1/2 mile in less than 
fifteen minutes. Feel a bit pressured to get going on a few projects, even as I backburn the most 
important ones. Slater and the WCT are in France and the contest will most likely start on Saturday, 
I would imagine. Otherwise, I am reading the Transworld Surf which includes a bonus DVD of 
Tavura.... what a gorgeous place and best of all I have a friend who is "connected". Sweet. One day I 
will make that pilgrimage. Also reading the new Water magazine. Oh, I almost forgot to mention that 
I got a nice out of the blue letter from the Editor of Surfer Magazine online who wrote to tell me 
that he (and I quote since it is hard to believe myself), "Hey, love your work and would like to use 
your stuff on the SURFER site."  Of course, I said yes and told him to feel free to use anything he 
sees fit. I have gotten some good feedback on the latest trestles footage. Now I got to buckle down 
and concentrate on the "Zahir."  
 
September 20, 2005: Cute surf yesterday, easy, peaky, and delicious. Finished the second part of the 
Trestles movie which shows Tim Curran doing a "it ain't gonna happen buddy" move around 2:17 in 
the film. Here is the website which has both films: http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/trestles2005.htm 

  

http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/andyirons.wmv
http://elearn.mtsac.edu/dlane/trestles2005.htm
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December 3, 2004:       

The subject this week is transference, what Freud called his greatest discovery. Could it be that in 
our evolutionary past we developed a simulating consciousness that imputed upon moving objects 
interior states (grand and depraved) that on closer inspection don't exist? I think so. Humans are 
wonderful inflators and wonderful at deflating those very same inflations, while all along forgetting 
that the exhaling and inhaling is all being done--mostly unconsciously--by ourselves. What happens 
when you pull the curtain via Toto is a sight so ordinary that it actually jars one's consciousness. A 
small man from Kansas speaking into a microphone shouting, "pay no attention to that guy behind 
the curtain." Because if you pay attention to the guy behind the tapestry, you find, well, yourself. . . 
warts and all. You find that the guy from Kansas is as clueless as yourself. Recently, I have been the 
object of some wonderful projectiles (both positive and negative), and most of it I don't recognize 

(translated this can mean either 
of two things: I am blocking 
the revelations because I 
cannot stomach the truth of 
such images, or the verbal 
overlays are being offered to 
an icon that I am not). But 
that's not the most interesting 
aspect. No, my reactions in a 
return volley are in themselves 
objects of transference. I will 
put this in a different shading: 
When Freud recognized how 
patients projected upon him all 
sorts of nonsense (which was 
their own psychic discharges, 
"daddy", "lover", "demon", 
"madman"), he must have also 
understood that the therapist 
was also returning these 
transferences with some of his 
own… and, invariably, not 
recognizing them as equivalent 
projectiles. In other words, 
transference is a two-way 

street, a give and take, a back and forth aspect of our very being. The moment I recognize 
transference I create another one anew in returning my volley. Such is the weird and twisted way 
human consciousness has evolved to create meanings and purposes and patterns and spirit and 
beings and goblins and saints and all sorts of stuff just so we can survive another day in the cycle of 
survival. None of it is "true" in any objective sense, but all of it is true as a modus operandi of how 
we function as conscious beings. Consciousness is inflation. Consciousness is projection. That's what 
simulators do.   
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