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KENNY DOUDT

SURFING WITH THE GREAT WHITE SHARK 
by Kenny Doudt 
review ed by 
Em ily  von H incke ldy

There was a m orning la s t  O c t
ober when the cove was w ork ing  as 
p e r fe c t  as i t  ever has in  the past 
few y e a rs . Dawn p a t ro l and I was 
hopping to  ge t in to  my w e ts u it ,  
in to  the w a te r. Even though i t  
was s t i l l  d a rk , c o u ld n 't  even see 
the w a v e s ...b u t we a l l  knew, we 
a l l  knew.

Guess I was fo u r th  in ;  Hot 
Foddie and L i t t l e  Bob were a lre a d y  
in .  Joe Roper and then me. A l l  
the P o in t guys were ou t th a t day, 
'cause hey, they d o n 't  ge t to  s u r f  
a r ig h t  h a rd ly  eve r ou t th e re .
The sun was ju s t  a glow over the 
east h i l l s .  I caught a wave, 
s m a ll,  y e t I paddled in ,  p laned , 
dropped in , pooped up, a c tu a l ly  
d id  a n ic e  bottom  tu rn .  Next 
wave I hooked in to  was so e f f o r t 
le ss  I was ab le  to  sm ile  f ie n d 
is h ly  a t the H a s s le r. I watched 
b e a u t i fu l waves, I watched s u r fe rs  
g l id e ,  speed, laugh and h o o t, 
tu rn  and k ic k  ou t w ith  a g race , a 
s t y le ,  a c e r ta in  f in e s s e  I have 
no t y e t reached.

Next wave I paddled fo r ,  
co rn e r o f  my eye, saw a power 
p a d d le r coming from  S h ilo ;  s ince  
we seemed to  be a t the peak, I 
f ig u re d  he 'd  go l e f t .  I 'd  go 
r ig h t ,  but NO. He snakes my 
l i t t l e  wave and as he c u ts  past 
me, tu rn s  and b e llo w s , "H e y !"
I ’ m shak ing , th a t  was the  P re 
d a to r .  So, now I hang on the 
s h o u ld e r.

I 'm  a b e g in n in g  s u r fe r .  I 
borrowed a w e ts u it  from  a f r ie n d  
who had been b i t t e n  by a Great 
W h ite . S u it  f u l l  o f  p u n c tu re s , 
a tad  b i t  c h i l l y  in  the P a c i f ic ,  
bu t I f ig u re  t h i s ;  what are the 
odds o f  a shark b i t in g  in to  the 
same s u i t  tw ice?  I am s u p e r s t i t -  
ous, never ea t tuna sann ies the 
same day I go o u t .  I f  I ever 
have a shark dream, I th in k  long 
b e fo re  I s u i t  up. Sometimes I 
d o n 't  even go, y e t I 'm  hooked.
The seda tion  o f  f lo a t in g  1n a 
w onderfu l but I l lu s o r y  w o rld  o f  
no w o rr ie s , no p a in , no apprehen
s io n . . .  th a t is  my wave.

So when I f i n a l l y  met Kenny 
Doudt, I 'd  heard so many d i f f e r 
e n t ve rs ion s  o f  the infamous Hay
s tack Rock shark a t t a c k . . .
There he was a t the Cove, s e l l in g  
me h is  book. I ’ m r e a l ly  new to  
th is  w o rld  o f  s u r f ,  s u r f ,  and o n ly  
s u r f .  Nany c f  the people  1n the 
book are legends, fa c e s ; maybe 
I know them by the board they 
r id e ,  p ro b a b ly  the ca r they  d r iv e .  
Kenny's book reads l i k e  a m ovie.
I was s u r f in g  a lo n g s id e  him , I 
was in  the ambulance. T h is  is

a p a in fu l book, bu t is  r e a l i t y .  
Kentty d ie d , but l i s t e n  to  t h is :  
he s u rfe d  two months la t e r  and 
taugh t h is  p re c io u s  sons to  s u r f .

You may have a d a u g h te r, a 
husband, a son o r aunt who s u r fs .  
D o n 't l e t  t h is  book scare  you. 
Kenny 1s an in s p ir a t io n .  That is  
the power o f  the ocean. T h is  1s 
what Kenny sa id  to  me the  o th e r 
d a y .. ."Y o u  have J u s t go t to  l i v e .  
There is  no o th e r  w a y."

By the  w a y . . . IF  YOU DON'T 
SURF NOW, DON'T START.
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I h<- W halesong J o u rn a l,  w h ich  was 
p u b lis h e d  in  1990, w ill r e tu rn  nex t 
ye a r as W halesong 1993, a 96 page 
annua l p u b lic a t io n .  I t  is  c u r re n t ly  
se ek ing  w o rk s  b y  local w r ite r s  and 
a r t is ts  in  a ny  g e n re , m edium  o r  fo rm . 
The  em phasis is  on in n o v a t iv e  and 
u n iq u e  w o rk s  th a t p u sh  th e  
b o u n d a rie s  o f  th e  w r i te r  o r  a r t is t  
D eadline fo r  subm iss ions  is  J a n u a ry  
31, 1993. To r more in fo rm a tio n  
re g a rd in g  subm iss ions  w r ite :  
W halesong 1993. P .O .B o x  39 
C annon B each. OR 97110, o r  co n ta c t 
G ran t Wood at 436 1902. ?


