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			praise for 
Joey Buran and Beyond the Dream

			“My life has been forever impacted by Joey Buran. His sense of conviction and purpose in life are something of a contagious nature. He will inspire you to serve others, take chances, reach for excellence, achieve greatness and enjoy the journey God has set before you along the way.”

			—Garid Beeler
Senior Pastor, Vision City Church 
Irvine, California

			“The captivating story of a man whose life has influenced so many others. His constant encouragement, wisdom and life-giving words have inspired so many others to pursue their dreams. Beyond the Dream is a page-turner that takes you through every high and low life has to offer and leaves you with hope that never fails.”

			—Susan Branch
Former General Manager, Roxy America
Former General Manager, Billabong Women’s Global

			“For anyone growing up in Southern California with an association with surf culture, Joey Buran was a household name. I remember hearing about his legendary surfing years before my husband brought him home to dinner after they met surfing in Carlsbad. Joey enthralled us with his epic surf stories and adventures. Now that same thrill can be shared by anyone who reads his memoir, Beyond the Dream. Thank you again, Joey, for taking us on the amazing adventure of God’s call and anointing upon your life.”

			—Cheryl Brodersen
Gracious Words Podcast
Author and Speaker 

			
			“The takeaway from Beyond the Dream can be life changing! Finding purpose and focus for your life is intentionally woven throughout the book. So many life lessons and great practical advice. A 5 out of 5 stars and an inspirational read!”

			—Luke Caldwell
President, Timber and Love Home Design and Real Estate 
HGTV Star of Shows Boise Boys and Outgrown

			“In the many years I have known Joey, it has always been clear that God has given him a heart and vision for the youth of this generation. His passion for God has influenced many, including myself.”

			—Jeremy Camp
Musician, Grammy Nominee
Multiple Dove Award Winner

			“The beach-blond life force of Joey Buran hit me on my first visit to Hawaii back in 1978. I eyed him for the ease in which he found the tricky tubes at Rocky Point and then eventually to where our true surfing character was to be revealed down the beach . . . at Pipeline! Watching Joey win Pipeline Masters in 1984 lit a fire in me that pushed me for even greater successes in my own career. After Pipeline he just disappeared! What a blessing to now see the contributions of his life being defined and celebrated in his book Beyond the Dream. Thank you, Joey, for bringing your commitment and boundless energy to everything you do!”

			—Tom Carroll
Two-Time ASP World Surfing Champion
Three-Time Pipeline Masters Champion

			
			“Joey Buran is an extraordinary individual whose impact on the world of surfing and beyond is unparalleled. As a Pipeline Masters champion and World Champion surf coach of the USA Surf Team, Joey’s positivity and encouragement have been a beacon of inspiration to all who know him. His dedication in guiding others to reach their fullest potential is truly remarkable. He is a true role model, embodying a life of faith, service, excellence and humility. Beyond the Dream is an inspiring read and one that I thoroughly enjoyed!”

			—Greg Cruse
Former CEO, USA Surfing
Team Manager, USA Olympic Surf Team, Tokyo 2021


			“Loved the journey of this book! A reminder of the amazing ways God has used the life of Joey Buran over the decades. In Beyond the Dream, Joey takes the reader on a fascinating adventure from young local surfer to the top of professional surfing and then ultimately to a lifetime of serving God. Filled with tenacity, determination, discipline and humility, you can expect to be amazed by Joey’s journey while being inspired and encouraged to discover and fulfill your own.”

			—Pastor Jim Gallagher
Senior Pastor, Calvary Chapel Vero Beach
Vero Beach, Florida

			“Joey teaches life lessons and that surfing isn’t everything, but that friends, family, education and other things beside surfing matter.”

			—Kaleigh Gilchrist
Two-Time Olympic Gold Medalist
Team USA Women’s Water Polo

			
			“It is such an honor to endorse Beyond the Dream! Joey’s life and ministry have been nothing short of tried-and-true faithfulness. His steadfastness in surfing and ministry have inspired following generations to emulate his example, including my own. This book will encourage the weary while reminding all of us to pause and realize God’s steadfast faithfulness throughout the highs and lows of our lives. Thank you for making such an impact on my life!”

			—Sarah Hill
Executive Director
Beautifully Flawed Foundation

			
			“Beyond the Dream is a compelling story of Joey Buran’s passionate and relentless pursuit of his dream. An authentic tale of a champion who helped usher in the era of modern professional surfing which then became the meteoric growth of the sport and lifestyle billion-dollar industry. Having known Joey since he was 15, I have watched his journey in amazement. From one unimaginable dream to another, it is the ultimate ride and I am a fan! His story, accurate, honest and humble, is a completely relatable human journey filled with human struggles and unfathomable successes. This book is a page-turner and one that I could not put down!”

			—Bob Hurley
Founder and Former CEO
Hurley International

			
			“Like Joey, Beyond the Dream is a rip-roaring narrative where we see the anvil of God break down the desires, ambitions, pains and dreams of his life, all the while shaping them into a magnificent work of art. The California Kid is still riding high!”

			—Pancho Juarez
Senior Pastor
Ark Church Montebello

			“Joey Buran’s multifaceted career from California Kid to Pipeline Master to Team USA coach and Calvary Chapel pastor unfolds in Beyond the Dream. A great read.”

			—Jim Kempton
Author, Women on Waves
Former Publisher and Editor, Surfer magazine

“In 1974, Joey Buran and I sat beside each other in the lineup at Tamarack Beach in Carlsbad. Beyond the Dream brings me to those early days. A profound adrenaline rush of Joey’s journey to become the Pipe Masters champion, and his inspiring shift from surfer to pastor.”

			—Julie Moss
Author, Crawl of Fame
Member, International Triathlon Hall of Fame

“Beyond the Dream is an amazing story of God’s glory through Joey’s extraordinary journey. Breathtaking and life changing, this book will inspire and encourage many. A must-read book for anyone who wants to make the rest of their life the best of their life.”

			—Keith Randolph
President, Liberty Financial
Author, 100 Secrets to Success

			“For a kid from North County San Diego, to see our local hero Joey Buran on Wide World of Sports (with 30 million viewers) not only participating but dominating made me look at myself and say, ‘Why not me?’ Joey led the way for all of us, helping us truly believe that we could all make a difference on a global scale and that anything is possible.”

			—Stevie Salas
Lead Guitarist, Rod Stewart “Out of Order” Tour
Author, When We Were the Boys

			
“With Coach Joey it was always, snap, crackle, pop! First turn commitment, clean flow and a strong finishing turn. He was always positive and uplifting toward everyone!”

			—Caitlin Simmers
USA Olympic Surf Team, Paris 2024
WSL Pipeline Champion 2024







			“I was there on the beach the day Joey Buran won the Pipeline Masters and he was killing it! In Beyond the Dream, Joey does the surfing world as well as any sports enthusiasts a favor, giving us insight into the heart, mind and soul of a professional athlete at an elite level. Mahalo for writing with such candor and compassion, showing us the way to success on earth and in heaven!”

			—Mike Stangel
Pastor Emeritus, North Shore Christian Fellowship 
Former Chaplain, Hawaii Triple Crown of Surfing 

			“Beyond the Dream is about a surfing legend, but also so much more. It is packed with real-life wisdom and faith that go beyond the waves. Joey’s story­telling hooks you from the start with life lessons tucked in every chapter. It’s a book you will want to keep reading, filled with Joey’s down-to-earth style, humor and a journey that speaks to anyone looking for more.”

			—Monica Swanson
The Monica Swanson Podcast
Author, Raising Amazing and Becoming Homeschoolers

			“An enthralling ride of commitment and faith. Makes you feel like you just won the Pipeline Masters!”

			—Shaun Tomson
World Surfing and Pipeline Masters Champion
Author and Motivational Speaker

			“Joey has always been an inspiration in and out of the water. His accomplishments in the water as a kid growing up in California are nothing short of amazing. Even more impressive is his attitude, positivity and energy. His guidance as the coach of Team USA helped many of us to reach our goals. Thanks, Joey!”

			—Nat Young
Two-Time Team USA Gold Medalist, ISA World Surfing Games 
Winner, Numerous World Surf League Pro Surfing Events
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			In dedication with love and gratitude to my incredible wife, Jennifer, and the amazing children God has blessed us with, Hannah, Leah, Timothy and Luke. We have been on this journey together for over 35 years now, and I never cease to be filled with joy and amazement as I consider the experiences we have all been able to share through many seasons of life. 

			Beyond the original family, this book is also dedicated to our sons- and daughters-in-law, Nathan, Jakeh, Isabella, Arika and the wonderful grandchildren who have come along with them. 

			I love you all beyond words.

		


		
		
			Foreword

			Robert Yehling

			I had not heard from Joey Buran in some 30 years when he called me one afternoon in October 2023. This might come as some surprise to those who knew how closely he and I had worked together in the surfing world in the 1970s and 1980s, he as a surfing superstar and me as a reporter and later event promoter. However, our life paths diverged widely as we both left the sport. Life can be funny like that.

			Yet, when Joey called, I knew what I’d heard through the grapevine: He had finally written a draft of his long-awaited memoir, and needed help enhancing and refining it into final book form. After writing, cowriting and editing books for more than a quarter century, I was winding down my career, but when certain people knock . . .

			Joey was knocking. I couldn’t believe my good fortune.

			I beamed as we spoke, my smile as wide as an ocean. It was so good to hear from him, so joyous to feel his energy and boundless positivity, to see his eyes dancing and that “super stoke” pouring from him. It felt like no time had passed as we caught up on the past decades, our victories and our challenges, our triumphs and tribulations. Our conversation was open and free-flowing, warm and engaging, two friends from the surfing mecca of Carlsbad, California, since 1976 rekindling a kinship interrupted by life. 

			As Joey got to the business at hand, a tear came to my eye. I gulped, not quite sure how to tell him that I might have trouble taking on what I considered one of the best literary wingman assignments of my career: I was fighting stage 4 prostate and bone cancer, just recently removed from yet another hospital stay. Do I tell him now? Do I wait until I get knocked asunder by the next wave of this insidious disease? Do I act like all is okay and pray and hope nothing happens in the five months it would take us to bring this book to final form?

			
			Then, as Joey kept updating me, I thought about his amazing life. After his Herculean achievements as one of the greatest surfers in the world, capped by winning the 1984 Pipeline Masters title, surfing’s greatest event, Joey lost his drive and purpose. He went through a tough spell. What did he do? Did he hide from it? Did he cower, try to wish it away or pretend it wasn’t there? Did he decide to cash in his chips and conclude he’d enjoyed his greatness, done enough for the world, and would just slog through life?

			NO on all counts. Not by a long shot. Joey got off the mat. He took full accountability of himself, and embraced the greater purpose in his life, one that had been nudging at him for years: to serve and inspire others through his walk with God. He found happiness and joy in life again. He became a minister, and then a nationally respected minister. He found the love of his life, and he and Jennifer began a family that now fills his days and nights as a father and grandfather. He helped countless thousands navigate life through his ministerial work at the influential Worship Generation, buoyed by his boundless positivity and wisdom. And when he returned to surfing after a long absence, the gifts showered upon him: 1998 World Masters Champion. Coach of the American, British and Chilean national teams. Gold-medal-winning coach of Team USA in the 2017 World Junior Surfing Championships, a prelude to the Olympics.

			So, I walked through Door Number One. I buckled my seat belt and told Joey about my health situation, leaving no stone unturned. His response, delivered with a huge smile on his face and eyes that could light up a blacked-out city? “Then I guess we need to get busy.” 

			I can picture a generation of surf stars from Australia to California, Hawaii to South Africa nod their heads. They had to face this positive, affirmative force in competition more than they ever liked. In my case, it was a call to rise above my health situation and bring forth his amazing story for the world to see. 

			A depth of energy filled my body that I hadn’t felt in a while. I felt the burning desire to help my friend bring his story to a world that remembers him very well for his wave-riding exploits, even as he continues to fulfill his higher purpose—as I realized he was doing by making sure I was going to come along for this ride with him. 

			When we got off the phone, we both had tears in our eyes. Our friendship was rekindled. I felt renewed energy to fight to live. And Joey had his wingman back, this time as an editor-advisor for Beyond the Dream.

			We worked through the winter, bringing back the stories of our shared years in the surfing world at its most amazing developmental stage in the US. It was a great collaboration, for the simple reason we both lived through it. Quick memory snapshots broke out into stories. We were able to see the significance of periods of time, and how they shaped two generations culturally. Through it all, Joey got to see a side of me he’d never seen—the book writing and editing side—and I continued to be regularly blessed by his presence as a minister. Our friendship grew deeper by the meeting, not a common occurrence when you’re working on a book together. Work sessions between author and writer-collaborator often get intense, contentious, even messy. That never happened with us. We were just so thrilled to live out this grand blessing of getting to work together one more time. And to do so with a shared goal in our work: ramping up to a sustained excellence in sharing Joey’s story. This whole book felt like a peak experience as we enhanced Joey’s original manuscript.

			Now, the work is done. Beyond the Dream is much more than a surfing memoir, though that is certainly how it looks in the first half. It is the open-hearted, open-minded, deeply honest account of a singular man in our world who achieved greatness against all odds as an athlete, then again as a minister, but most of all, who turned his light, energy and wisdom into helping and guiding the lives of so many people—the ultimate form of service. Not many public figures who are the subject of worldwide acclimation can make such an adjustment to these levels of humility, but Joey did it. This book is a must read for all women and men who want to see how a truly soulful, healthy man brings all his blessings, gifts and tools together, supported by his rock-solid family, to make the world a better place. It is also a lot of fun.

			This is both a joyous and bittersweet moment for me. I can’t think of a greater full-circle way to close out nearly a half century as a professional writer than by working with the subject of some of my very first articles as a 17-year-old sportswriter. While I must lower my pen for health reasons, my friendship with Joey will forever live on. In fact, in one of the greatest gifts I have ever received in my life, he is at my side in a ministerial way while I pass through the advanced and final stages of cancer.

			Enjoy Beyond the Dream. It is one heckuva ride, from cover to cover.

			Robert Yehling

			Award-Winning Author, Voices

			Coauthor, Crawl of Fame and When We Were the Boys

			Dolly Gray Award–Winning Coauthor, Just Add Water

		


		
		
			Introduction

			Ken Kebow

			In the world of surfing, there is no greater compliment than watching other surfers actually leave the water and break away from their own wave riding to watch someone else surf. It rarely happens. Rumor has it this happened consistently with Phil Edwards, one of California’s earliest and most admired surfers. I’d speculate this happened with Hawaiian guru and Pipeline legend Gerry Lopez as well. However, the list of surfers that other wave riders would stop catching waves to watch is a very short and exclusive list.

			Joey Buran is on that list. Other surfers felt it was more worthwhile to stop riding waves, get out of the surf, settle in on the beach, and watch and learn from Joey. I was one of those surfers. And regardless of the condition and shape of the waves, it was always worth watching Joey Buran catch waves.

			My hometown, Carlsbad, California, is a beautiful beach town about 30 minutes north of San Diego. Life revolves around the beach in Carlsbad. It did when Joey Buran hit the surf scene in Carlsbad in the 1970s, and it still does. Families come to Carlsbad, become surfers and ocean lovers, and create generations of world-class surfers. Living in Carlsbad is more of a “lifestyle” than just a place to call home. Maybe you need to live there to understand what I mean, but it is an amazing place and was especially an incredible place to grow up.

			Ask Joey and he’ll tell you that 1973 was his “official new surfer” year. It was the year Joey bought his first new surfboard (a $30 beauty from Offshore Surf Shop and Barbie Baron), his first new wetsuit from Hansen’s Surf Shop—and received his first new nickname—“Da Sandcrab!”

			What I remember most from those wonderful days watching Joey surf was his ability to find a “tube” or the inside of the wave, regardless of the surf. Whether the wave was a small two-footer or a ten-foot monster big enough to swallow a family home, Joey Buran would get barreled! From the gentle mush of California summer waves to a six-foot grinder from a solid south swell, Joey Buran was “in the tube.” What was amazing was his ability to find a tube where it didn’t exist. Joey and his traveling magic show! I still don’t know how he did it!

			Joey almost never fell off his board. He just didn’t fall. It was like his feet were superglued to the deck of his surfboard. The guy’s balance was extraordinary. 

			And it wasn’t just surfing. I remember one of the nights as teenagers we all went to the Escondido Skating Rink on a Saturday night and, even though it was Joey’s first or second time on roller skates, he was skating backward in record time.

			As for skateboarding, the other emerging beach sport of our youth . . . not only was Joey an exceptional skateboarder but one Saturday in 1976, there was Joey Buran, at the opening of the Carlsbad Skate Park by the Carlsbad Raceway, rumored to be the first skate park on earth. And there’s “Sandcrab,” with no shirt (and no pads unlike many of the other skaters) skating the grand opening of the park with the heavyweight skaters of the day—Gregg Weaver, Tony Alva, Ty Page, Tom Sims—and not only holding his own but looking right at home skating with the world’s hottest skateboarders.

			The Sandcrab never fell off anything!

			Joey and I became friends in junior high and more so in high school at Carlsbad High. That’s where I venture to say Joey met one of the most instrumental people in his life . . . David Barr. A year younger than Joey, David would meet him every Saturday morning near Carlsbad High School, both on their skateboards or bikes, often before it even got light, to go surfing. Sun or rain, epic surf or junky waves . . . it didn’t matter. In the words of David Barr, “It was all about surfing.”

			Joey told me those mornings “were some of the most fun times I’ve ever had surfing. No pressure, just the innocence of youth and really great memories.”

			It continued in the summertime with all-day “sessions.” In case six hours of surfing in the morning weren’t enough, Joey and David would often scrounge up a couple of nickels, hitchhike or skateboard to the local Thrifty’s, where ice cream was five cents a scoop, sugar up with a delicious Thrifty’s cone and head back to the beach for a full afternoon of surfing. They couldn’t get enough!

			
			The relationship between Joey and David was like Rocky and his coach Mickey in the Rocky movies. (Joey loves sports analogies.) With each of them playing either role in the relationship at any time, they used humor, their competitive natures, and hours and hours of time together training to push each other to be the best surfers possible. And, like turning Rocky Balboa into a world-class fighter, this routine and their camaraderie turned two young Carlsbad surfers into future champions.

			Joey and David pushed each other. They supported each other. They taught each other and they inspired each other. They developed a competitiveness that saw them usually land in the top two slots of any youth surfing competitions for years to come. Basically, they dominated California’s youth surfing competitions. From there, they vaulted to world-class status. For more than five years of their lives, Joey and David were the top California surfers on the IPS World Surfing Tour.

			A competitive fire burned in Joey’s belly, partly pure DNA and partly stoked by his thousands of hours spent surfing with his “closest friend and fiercest rival” David Barr, that helped him truly excel. The talent was already there, but Joey’s competitive determination and competitive desire made the difference. There was no better competitor than Joey. As you’ll learn in Beyond the Dream, Joey’s ability to watch, listen and learn in a surf competition environment, studying the best surfers and developing his own contest strategy, was an essential key to his tremendous success. Just like any athlete at the top of his game, Joey never stopped refining his God-given talent and nurturing his knowledge of the sport and his competitive instinct.

			Like all of us who started surfing at Tamarack, Joey endured all the heckles and threats and “stolen waves” from the older and “wiser” locals, who made sure all us “grommets” paid our dues, whether it was climbing the Tamarack staircase or out in the waves. And being “spastic, having a wide stance like David Nuuhiwa [a famous Hawaiian surfer] and a loud mouth” (Joey’s words about himself, not mine), made him the continual target of the local surfers’ ridicule and harassment. Joey moved quickly up the pecking order of local surfers with his incredible talent, passion for surfing, and his enthusiasm and energy about the sport.

			Moving from the slower waves at Tamarack a mile north to Carlsbad State Beach, Joey’s tube-riding became legendary in the stronger, more powerful and “hollower” waves up at State. Long before he became the King of Pipeline, Joey was the master of the challenging and tubular waves at State Beach. And, in my humble opinion, no other surfer to this day has ridden the tubes at State Beach better or more frequently than Joey Buran.

			
			As Joey says himself in the following pages, “Tube riding was my calling.” And indeed, it was.

			It wasn’t long before Joey became “larger than life,” winning contest after contest and ultimately getting dubbed the “California Kid.” And, after a long slumber of the mellow California surf culture kicking back and grooving on the waves, Joey put the Golden State back in the surfing spotlight.

			There was a great deal more to the world of surfing, competitive and otherwise, than just the California coast. I remember Joey telling me, when the waves were ten-plus feet at a great left break called Spot or “Spotland” just south of Tamarack, Joey would go out and hear the voice of ABC’s Wide World of Sports Jim McKay announcing the Pipeline Masters Surf Competition and saying, “There goes little Joey Buran, screaming down the face of a Pipeline classic.” Joey would actually “rehearse” surfing in the Pipeline Masters.

			This “rehearsing” was much more than just hearing voices in his head. Joey has this amazing ability to visualize and project his success. You couple that with extreme self-confidence and a belief that he could never fail, and Joey succeeded, at a very high level, in most everything he’s attempted and undertaken in life.

			That confidence was on display one night when Joey came over one late afternoon and picked me up in his parents’ car. We parked on the dirt cliff on the west side of the Pacific Coast Highway that now is a beautiful, manicured walkway. Joey told me he “borrowed” his college savings bonds and decided he would “quietly” take off for Hawaii and make his mark, without his parents knowing. He told me his plan (it’s in the book so I won’t give it away) with as much confidence and conviction as he’d ever shared with me. While I don’t remember exactly how I felt, I’m sure I told Joey it was a great plan. After watching a classic Tamarack evening glass off, Joey drove me home. Exiting the car, I said goodbye and good luck to Joey as he departed. Suddenly, Joey stopped me, and with a serious look on his face that hinted that he was truly on the cusp of saying something prophetic, he said, “Don’t forget to tell all the girls I said goodbye!” Here is Joey, sneaking away to Hawaii with “borrowed” savings bonds to pursue his dream of surfing Hawaii with no advance notice, and he wanted me to make sure the Carlsbad High School girls knew he was thinking about them. Pure teenage Joey!

			It turned out his “borrowing the savings bond” plan worked out incredibly well. Again, not wanting to ruin the story you’re about to embark on in this book, let’s just say his gutsy trip to the North Shore of Oahu helped cement his surfing future. In fact, when Joey made the finals of the Pipeline Masters in 1978 at the age of seventeen, Pipeline legend Rory Russell pulled up next to him in the parking lot in front of a very angry surfing day at Pipeline. Rory, also a contestant in the finals and one of Joey’s surfing heroes whose pictures adorned his bedroom walls at home, said, “You’re going to die out there today.”

			Joey didn’t die that day. Rather, he came back six years later to secure his status as a Pipeline Masters champion, one of the most coveted honors in our sport. 

			Joey and I lost touch with each other as our lives went in different directions in the ’80s and ’90s. I kept up on Joey’s successes while talking with other surf buddies and occasionally ran into Joey on the beach at Pipeline as he was competing and I was videotaping the Pipeline Masters. It was always a quick “Hello” and “How’s things?” as we were both preoccupied with the reason we were there (Joey to compete and me to film). I do remember at one point we got together after Joey decided to change the direction of his life and give his life to God in 1987 and, after leaving California for more than a decade, went on to be the founder of successful churches in Virginia Beach and Burlington, Vermont. While Joey always had a strong faith, that passion was now his driving force in life, as much as, if not more than, surfing once was.

			Joey married a wonderful woman he met at community college named Jennifer George in 1988 and started a family with amazing kids and now grandkids and, from all signs, he seems happier than he’s ever been.

			I’d always wanted to see Joey delivering his message at the Worship Generation up in Orange County, where he is the senior pastor. Since I’d never heard him speak to his congregation, I made plans to drop in on one of his services after an event I attended one Saturday evening at nearby Fountain Valley. It was the same Joey I’ve always known and loved . . . passionate, convincing, inspiring and still using great sports analogies to make his message relatable, understandable and rock solid. It was a joy and pleasure to hear him spreading the good word in a different venue with the same passion and conviction he felt as a young surfer 45 to 50 years previously.

			In Joey’s words, his life is now “positively impacting people’s lives with faith in God, building bridges and encouraging people to know that God has a great plan for their lives.” Joey was the California Kid, the Pipeline Master—and now, his life beyond the dream, a pastor serving a much-higher calling and inspiring others through his service.

			Beyond the Dream shares a beautiful story of Joey’s journey from his “Sandcrab” beginnings to surf star to family man to spiritual leader in an incredible story that you could never make up. It’s a story of a person who never gave up, who pursued and accomplished his dreams and, in doing so, made the world of surfing as well as the world at large a much better place.

			What I remember most is Joey’s influence on so many surfers in our area. He pushed people to surf their best, to do better and try harder and always be the best in the water they could be. It’s a mistake to underestimate the positive effect Joey had on surfers and competitive surfing nearly five decades ago. And now he’s using his talents to inspire, excite and enthuse people to live a spiritual and giving life. Regardless of the endeavor, Joey always rips!

			Our little beach town of Carlsbad has never forgotten Joey Buran and, fortunately for us, Joey Buran has never forgotten Carlsbad!

			ken kebow is an Emmy Award–winning documentary filmmaker from Carlsbad, California. His documentaries, which include several surfing-related films, can be found on various streaming networks. 

		


		
		
			Prequel

			There is no sport in the world quite like surfing—part athleticism, part lifestyle, and all about our personal relationship with the ocean. And there is nothing in surfing as magnificent as the tube, the hollow opening that occurs when a breaking wave pitches forward. Tube rides are sometimes transcendent experiences; they certainly are memorable.

			Virtually every proficient surfer in the world yearns for tube rides. They become the stuff of dreams, of searches thousands of miles long over six continents, of paddle outs in everything from tropical to near-freezing waters. We gravitate to them like metal gravitates to magnets.

			Then we drop into a whole new world. As the lip of the wave cascades over our heads, time seems to stand still. A few seconds can feel like eternity. My mind moves into hyperfocus and my spine tingles, especially in big waves. I lock into the present moment, surrounded by tightly compacted water and an eerie vacuum-like sound, looking inside out at the beach or reef on the other side of the world. The board accelerates as the wave thrusts me toward the opening, which is growing more and more narrow. Will I make it out? Will the wave engulf me?

			When I emerge from tube rides, often with bigger waves “spitting” me out, I feel a sense of exhilaration nothing else in sports has ever given me. Many regard it as a deeply spiritual experience. Many others spend the rest of their days talking about the barrels they scored, the tube prevailing over any other kind of wave they surfed that day. Most longtime surfers can recall their finest tube rides decades later, as they truly are historic times and markers in their lives. Tube rides are that impactful.

			On a magical day on Oahu’s majestic North Shore, I was out to score more points than the other world-class surfers in the water.

			Within their sports, athletes are often remembered for a specific aspect of their game or achievement. Tennis great Roger Federer ruled with his relentless baseline consistency. Nolan Ryan had his 100-mile-per-hour fastball. Tom Brady conquered the football world to the tune of seven Super Bowl victories. And Tiger Woods owned professional golf for 15 years by simply dominating golf courses and opponents alike with his complete game.

			Tube riding was my calling.

			And within that, one tube in particular: the most beautiful and most challenging in the world, Banzai Pipeline. Now, on December 17, 1984, it had really happened: I had just fulfilled my lifelong goal and dream of winning the premier event in all of pro surfing, the legendary Pipeline Masters, on a day when Banzai Pipeline was dressed in her Hawaiian finest and gave me the waves I needed to beat the best surfers in the world. In doing so, I fulfilled a proclamation I’d made to my mother 11 years before, while watching Gerry Lopez conquer all pretenders in the 1973 Pipe Masters: “I’m going to win that contest,” I told her, just as sure of my calling and destiny as the day God called me into a greater mission nearly 15 years later.

			Every time I recall that moment, I break into a silly smirk of a smile. I still do, a half century later.

			When I told Mom what I was destined to achieve, I was 12, a newcomer to surfing and to Southern California. I hardly knew anything about surfing, other than it called to me in a way competitive swimming and Little League baseball, my other sports, did not. When I was seven, I had watched The Endless Summer, Bruce Brown’s classic movie about the quest of Robert August and Mike Hynson to search the world for the perfect wave. Their journey leaped into my soul; I wanted that too! But it took another five years to follow my father’s Marine Corps career to a town, Carlsbad, California, where I would again feel that inner leap.

			Now, just over a decade later, after thousands of sessions at my home surf in the Southern California towns of Carlsbad and Oceanside, and elsewhere, along with countless contests and a decorated amateur and professional career, here I was, the newly crowned King of the Pipeline. Mission accomplished. It was as if an entire lifetime had come down to this very image. 

			Yet there I was, 30 minutes later, alone on the beach being soaked by a tropical deluge. The light was fading, the skies an ominous gray, the rain squall pushing through after holding off long enough to finish the contest. The only sound I heard was silence. An engulfing silence. I looked out to the water, and saw North Shore veteran Billy Stang, my close friend and one-time mentor at Tamarack Beach in Carlsbad, paddle out to his favorite break and mine, knowing that just a half hour earlier, he’d seen me win the most prestigious contest in the world.

			Quite a moment shared between friends. 

			
			Just a few minutes prior, I had been under the warmth of late afternoon Hawaiian sunshine with hundreds of people cheering me on and congratulating me as the new King of the Pipeline. I was there on the winners’ podium with the eyes of the entire surf world upon me, video and still photographers shooting away. During the postevent interview, my normally talkative self, one that had helped me carve out a distinct voice in the surfing media, had summed up not only the day but my entire life with the simple phrase “Dreams Come True!” 

			Yet here I was, all alone, standing in the midst of a typical North Shore rain squall, my mind seeking to grasp the reality of the day and the significance of this quiet moment. I was cold, exhausted—and triumphant. It had really happened. I had just fulfilled my lifelong goal and dream of winning the premier event in all of pro surfing, the legendary Pipeline Masters. And yet, I felt strangely and deeply unfulfilled inside. How could that be? Something much deeper and greater was missing. I had announced my retirement from professional surfing to start the US Pro Tour of Surfing, but even as my skeletal team and I were getting that together, before I flew to Hawaii for my final event as a regular on the Association of Surfing Professionals (ASP) World Tour, I felt like something was missing.

			I could have never known that in that quiet moment of fading light, rain and solitude, my life was in the process of being clearly divided, pulled apart by a simple question: “What are you going to do next? What is your next great calling, a calling greater than this?” I’d spent 11 years completely focused on doing whatever it took to become a Pipeline Masters champion. I never knew why I felt such certainty I would attain the goal—I was a kid from Cleveland, Ohio, who spent most of the first 11 years of his life in Virginia, not exactly the typical home of a surfing champion.

			But the biggest question churning beneath the realization of my dream, the question that really unsettled me on the beach at Pipeline, was “Why do I feel such profound emptiness inside in what I’ve just accomplished?” In the surfing world, what I did was big-time, a validation of all those years of traveling the world tour and surfing in contests from South Africa to Japan, Brazil to Australia, Hawaii to California and the East Coast. In my heart of hearts, it wasn’t the answer.

			Little did I know my life was about to paddle forward from the theme of “Dreams Come True” to a new life “Beyond the Dream.” A life that has risen from obscurity to surfing greatness, from deep darkness to great light. A life that has reflected divine purpose and plans throughout its journey. A life of being inspired and hoping to bring inspiration to others. 

		


		
		
			1

			Paddling Out

			2007: Banzai Pipeline, Oahu, Hawaii

			Ahhh, Banzai Pipeline. Hello, old friend.

			I grabbed my board, looked down the beach, saw the palm fronds waving in the light trades like hula dancers, inhaled the distinctively Hawaiian plumeria scent, and paddled out—but not into the middle of the lineup. I stayed off to the side, in the safe zone, close to the exit point where I shot out of the many momentous, spitting barrels that defined my career and my place in surfing history. Once upon a time, a half lifetime ago . . .

			It seemed strange sitting off to the side, but let’s face it: I wasn’t the California Kid anymore. So much time had passed—30 years since catching my first Pipeline wave, almost 25 since being crowned King of the Pipeline, and 10 since last competing as a trials qualifier by winning the ASP World Masters Championship. So much time. I’d retired from competition as the seventh-ranked surfer in the world, started and run the US Pro Tour, come back to be a top-ten surfer on that same US Pro Tour, become a pastor, started two churches on the East Coast, surfed only on a very limited basis over the next 10 years, jumped back into the water, coached a local surf shop team and Billabong’s team, become the ASP World Masters Champ . . . and now, started as the head coach of Team USA. 

			Here I was a 46-year-old man unsure how far to tackle Pipeline, how much to test her on this, my first time seeing the wave in three years. 

			Plus, I wasn’t alone this time. Very little of this week-long trip to the North Shore was about me. Along with me were members of Team USA, a dozen of the finest young surfers in America that I’d brought to Pipeline, partly at their urging, partly at my invitation. We showed up to train for our upcoming world competition, and what better big-wave training to test the mettle of these kids than giving them a day of 8-to-12-foot spitting barrels at one of surfing’s most heralded spots? The Vatican of our sport, the one spot surfers revere in a truly religious way? These young men and women possessed the same fire and hunger that compelled me to split from home and surf the North Shore 30 years before. But now, they wanted to join a Pipe Master, their coach, in the water. Rather, they wanted me to join them, to see me surf in my old element—and to give them some pointers in the process.

			They wanted to see if the old guy still had it.

			I wasn’t convinced—at first. After paddling out, I stayed in my safe spot. The girls on our team, not yet ready to tackle Pipeline, tackled the snappy waves of Ehukai Beach to my right, while my boys sat on their boards exactly where I really wanted to be, where I knew every movement, every read, every way to drop into the wave—at center peak of first reef. Where the most heralded tube rides in surfing history were born . . . and still are. 

			I paddled a few strokes toward the kids, then paddled back. Paddled toward them . . . and paddled back. I watched the speed, steepness and sheer explosive power of Pipeline, thought of how only those with cat-like reflexes and agility truly succeed there, and where I realistically stood on that scale. I thought of baseball players who lose their fastballs with age. Or golfers who know where the next drive needs to go, 300 yards down the fairway, but can only drive it 275. Or an aging Michael Jordan driving down the lane, wanting to launch for a slam dunk from the free-throw line as young Michael Jordan did . . . only to pull up for a 15-foot jumper. Every time my ego brought up the truth, “I delivered out here; I really delivered,” common sense and a basic desire to survive tamped it down with “hardly any people surf Pipeline when they’re 46. I’ve got a wife, children, and I want to live to see them graduate college and get married.”

			I thought about the ten years I stepped away from surfing, ten years that could’ve made me a strong middle-age big-wave rider, ten years I spent living and ministering in Vista, Virginia, Vermont—Vermont!—and working room service. I laughed about it.

			Then I heard Kolohe Andino, Nick Rupp and Nat Young, a few team members, yell out, “Coach Joey! Coach Joey! You’ve gotta go out! Over here!” 

			I took it all in, wanting to impress them, allowing them to convince me to paddle over into the impact zone, where some of the greatest rides in surfing history have happened. Where legends are made. And where wipeouts are fierce, sometimes even fatal. But I’m not here for Joey Buran. I’m here for the team, to coach, to advise, I reminded myself. 

			A nice inside wave popped up, one I could catch from the safe zone. I paddled, caught it, and zipped across the face toward Ehukai, feeling the speed, feeling my spirit again connecting with this place and all that it had given me. Which included the pedigree, reputation and background to be coaching our national surf team, and the knowledge of this wave to teach them how to ride it.

			As I kicked out of the wave and turned my board around, it hit me: I’ve gotta do this. It’s 8 to 12 feet, I know how to surf these waves, I’ve gotta do this. I was a past champion, and I didn’t want to embarrass myself with the team by staying inside. That’s the risk I took—to not be a kook in their eyes. I wanted to show them not only that I could catch a wave, but that I was better than or as good as them. Most of all, I didn’t want them to be forced to watch some grainy graybeard footage from 1984, as if I were in a century-old silent movie, to see how their coach once surfed Pipeline before he became too old and incapable to handle it.

			So, I paddled over to join my crew at the main take-off point of what we surfers call waves of consequence. The day was sunny, the water that iridescent Hawaiian turquoise blue that takes your breath away, the waves so inviting. But the Lord be with you if you wipe out, because you could really get hurt. On these waves, you cannot double-clutch, and act like you really don’t want that wave. You put out that vibe at Pipeline, and one of two things will happen: First, if you catch a big wave and second-guess yourself, you’re likely to get seriously hurt if your body or head smashes into the razor-sharp coral reef just four or five feet below the surface of the water. Or, you simply won’t catch any waves, as the locals will squeeze you out. You have to fight for every wave, and commit in the strongest sense of the word.

			I packed all of this knowledge with me when we boarded the plane from California. My team members owned the skills to surf Pipe and the fearlessness borne by youth to make the drop on waves more powerful than they’d ever surfed, but I could show them firsthand what surfing Pipeline was all about in this training session. A sideline-stalking, clipboard-carrying coach I was not.

			As I made my way to the high-risk zone, I noticed how the waves were doubling up. A combo swell. Two swells from slightly different directions were converging, rising up in the middle, creating sets that, while not much bigger in size, packed much more power and energy than single-swell waves. In a sense, it was like two storms meeting to create a superstorm. The added power amped up the risk factor considerably; people got killed in these combination swells because of double-ups, including elite surfers. 

			This situation gave me pause. I had about eight teenagers under my watch in this lineup, under my direct responsibility. Some, like Kolohe Andino and Nat Young, were already professional surfers in a sense despite being teenagers, Kolohe in particular due to the money he was receiving in endorsements from the Target store chain and Billabong. Others were true amateurs. My East Coast kids, like Fisher Heverly and Nick Rupp, received clothing and a little travel per diem from their surf shop sponsors, but it didn’t matter—they all ripped, and I could see they all took well to Pipeline.

			Still, I had to consider their safety. I feel like coaches of teen surfers, more so than any other sport, need to trust and rely on their athletes’ abilities to gauge danger, risk and their limitations. I watched them closely while in the safe zone, as well as the girls surfing to my right on the steep, snappy Ehukai sandbar, which was throwing down powerful five-footers itself. I watched them, realizing they also were figuring out what they could and could not do. You had to really want it to surf Pipeline well. Our kids possessed the skill level to ride smaller Pipe, for sure, and there was only one way to know if they could handle the bigger waves, where size, power, risk and danger factor were all magnified. The ocean has its own law that connects with our common sense when it needs to: “This is it for me.” 

			The ocean polices itself. You will see far fewer surfers in 20-foot Pipeline than the 8-to-12-foot day we received, a near-ideal day considered a green-light special that draws many surfers. When the outer reefs break, the waves exceeding 20 feet, the crowd thins to a selective few. Pipeline is one of those spots where a surfer will not embarrass himself or herself by saying, “This is not my wave.” 

			My team was no exception. While most of the boys sat on the main peak on this combo swell day, a couple preferred inside waves. The girls focused on the Ehukai lineup, immediately north of Pipeline. They all made good, responsible decisions, part of what I loved about taking on this Team USA coaching challenge.

			Soon after paddling over to the main take-off point, I caught a wave and made the drop—and accelerated like a bullet train. Whoa, whoa, whoa, I thought, feeling the speed, calculating how good I would do in a barrel. I didn’t get into the tube this time, but I did pop out the back. I paddled back to the lineup and to the crew. Stoked from that quick speed run, a thought far more certain and daring sprinted across my mind, stemming from my faith in God and in my abilities, which had always teamed with innate confidence and self-assurance to create my successes in life: I’ve got this. I’m going to get a barrel next time I paddle for a wave.

			That’s where I messed up. Right in the impact zone. By going against all the knowledge accumulated from 15 collective seasons of paddling out at Pipeline. 

			A really nice, big set rolled in, reaching its breaking point at first reef. In the high-risk zone. A wave of consequence. I paddled into the first wave—and double-clutched. I pulled back. The next wave, a 12-footer, broke like a liquid guillotine into 4 feet of water, crashing down on my head, then exploding. I looked over at the guy next to me, a Hawaiian kid, his face lit up with the same look of terror I was feeling. We threw our boards aside and dove toward the coral reef bottom, trying to squeeze underneath the detonation but above the numerous lacerations that awaited us if we hit that reef.

			I cleared the worst of the turbulence—barely. I retrieved my board, turned to paddle back out
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