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As he sat in his hammock, Rollie Mutt remembered spending last summer learning his first surfing lesson.  He stared flipping through his album of images of the beach and friends happily, then closed his eyes.  On the Island of Oahu, Hawai’i he visited his local friend, Sandy the beach fox.  She worked at a local Surf Shop and knew just where to get started.

“Rollie! Today’s the day for your first surfing lesson,” Sandy said. “We’ll stop by the Surf Shop to pick out boards.”

The walls of the Surf Shop were full of surfboards and scuba gear.  Rollie picked out a medium size orange board covered with a white hibiscus flower pattern.

Sandy brought their surfboards to the front desk where a scarlet macaw wearing a loudly-colored Aloha shirt checked them out.  “Going surfing today?” asked the clerk. Sandy smiled.  “Yes, today’s Rollie’s first lesson.   “Oh?” said the clerk. “Good luck!   The waves are perfect.” Sandy waved and thanked him as the pair set on their way.

Lots of beach goers were out in the sun and surfers shredding waves.  Rollie looked curiously at the strange leash in his paw attached to his surfboard.  “What’s this?” he asked.  Sandy held hers up.  “It’s so you won’t lose your board.   You put it on your ankle incase you ‘wipe out’ or fall off.” “Gotcha,” he replied.

Rollie turned his head to see a grey fluffy rodent covered in press passes and cameras taking photos along the beach. She was a local journalist.  He caught the flash of her instant camera in his eyes.  Rollie squinted, trying to avoid being blinding flashes.
Sandy and Rollie walked to the shoreline along side their surfboards.  “Now, lie on your tummy and doggie-paddle with me.”  Rollie nodded and paddled out into the ocean until the shore grew much smaller.  “This doesn’t seem so hard,” he thought.  “What’s next?”  “Now, you need to wait for a wave.”  As Rollie waited, a gull with a red band around its leg landed on his board. “Shoo!” he shouted, but the gull stood still.

Just as Rollie tried to push the gull away, a large wave crept up from behind and covered him.  Sandy paddled closer and looked at the up-turned surfboard.  “Aren’t you glad you wore your leash?"  Clinging to his surfboard, Rollie peeled a starfish off of his drenched muzzle.   “Gee, thanks,” he replied in a muffled voice.

Rollie climbed back onto his surfboard and sat up.  “When a wave comes along, try to stand up and balance your body.  That’s surfing,” she said.  Shortly afterwards, an even bigger wave crept up.  He began to clench his surfboard as the water started to rise.   

His ears and tongue flapped in the cool breeze.  He closed his eyes and began to spread his arms out wide…only to catch a gull with a red band on its leg in mid air.  “Aru?” he said, staring puzzled at the bird and neglecting the approaching shoreline.   The surfboard reached the shoreline, along with the pup head-first into a sandcastle. 

Sandy kneeled over Rollie.  She helped him back to his feet and asked, “Are you okay?” “I think so,” he said, “But gulls are so sneaky and dangerous.”  

Rollie brushed himself off and spied the gull out in the distance of the ocean shore.  “I’m going in,” he said, squinting his eyes. Leaping into the water, Rollie paddled as fast as he could out towards the lazy gull. “Gotcha!” he shouted, snatching the gull.   Then his ears began to perk up.  He turned around to see a large flock of sea gulls close behind him.

The pup paddled as hard as he could, trying to escape the dive bombing birds.  Then suddenly, he stood up on his board and started to surf!

“Hey! You’re doing…wha?” Sandy said puzzled, watching the crazy birds chasing her friend.  Reaching the shore, Rollie leaped off of his surfboard and pushed one end into the sand.  Not a moment too soon that 10 angry beaks followed poking their beaks though the surfboard.

Sandy stood next to the panting pup.  “Wow. That was incredible!” she said. “Do you think you will keep surfing?” “Probably,” he replied.  “I like surfing, but for my next lesson I think I’m going to try learning how to roller blade.   I heard chasing squirrels are safer.”

The two started making their way back to the Surf Shop.  Rollie poked his fingers through several beak punctures in his surfboard. “Do you think they’ll be mad about the surfboard?” he asked.  “Nah.  These things happen.  I also paid the extra fee for them.”
As Rollie and Sandy made their way back, a figure walked quickly behind them. It was the journalist covered in cameras.  Sandy turned her head to the side and read her badge name. “Chilly Mouse, Aloha Press.”  “Yup! That’s me. That was impressive how you escaped those gulls! I took a few shots with my instamatic camera.  I’d like you to have a few of them.”  She handed the photos to Rollie.  “Thanks!” he said. “You’re welcome,” she said.
Rollie found himself sitting back in his hammock with his album on his lap.  He opened his eyes and closed the photo album. Then he began to think to himself.  “Yes, definitely squirrels…or cats.  Maybe cats.”
