
ADVENTUREBUCKET LIST

BY ILSE VAN DEN BERG

Speak to any surfer and they’ll tell you riding waves 
is one of the most mind-altering and addictive 
hobbies one can pursue. Why not find out for 

yourself with a surf lesson in Muizenberg?
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urfboards on the roof, we hopped  
in the Toyota Corolla, and off to 
Muizenberg we went. It was the  
day of my first surf lesson. Aweh! 

Learning to surf was always on  
my bucket list, but never that close  
to the top. The fact that I used to live 

in Joburg probably had something to do with this.
I was, however, fortunate enough to eventually 

move down to the coast and live a stone’s throw 
from the beach. At this point, learning how to  
surf jumped up a couple of notches, but mainly 
because I didn’t want to feel like a loser living  
so close to one of the city’s most popular surfing 
beaches, and not knowing how to surf.

Muizenberg’s surfing history dates back to  
1919, when Heather Price was the first person  
in South Africa recorded to ride a wave while 
standing up (you go, girl). She was taught by  
two US Marines whose ship had stopped over  
in Cape Town en route to America after WWI.  
And to this day ‘Muizies’, located in Cape Town’s 
southern Peninsula, is known as a top beginner 
surfing spot.

My Surf Life Surf School instructor gracefully 
stepped into her wetsuit as if she was merely 
slipping on a summer dress while I, on the  
other hand, furiously wrestled and tugged at  
the neoprene, trying not to lose my balance.  
It’s a workout all in itself.

After a quick warm-up on the beach, I was 
instructed to lie flat on my stomach on my  
board, on the sand. She quickly scanned my 
position and told me to move forward a few 
centimetres until it was ‘perfect’. Lie too far  
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YOU CAN

do it too
 Surf Life Surf School is a mobile 

surf school that mainly operates 
in Muizenberg and Big Bay. They 

offer various packages from 
private, group and kids lessons. 

surflifesurfschool.com

 Gary’s Surf School is located 
on Muizenberg’s beachfront. 

garysurf.com

 Lifestyle Surf Shop is also  
on Muizenberg’s beachfront. 

lifestylesurfshop.co.za

back, and you won’t catch any speed 
and the wave would pass under you. 
Too far forward, and you’ll simply 
lose your balance and nosedive. 

Next, I started paddling – yes,  
still on the sand. I did feel a bit silly. 
After a few more instructions and 
warnings, push-ups and practice 
rounds, I was able to almost perfect 
my stance before I’d even touched 
the water. Looking back now, I’m so 

felt the sudden, but also expected, 
acceleration from behind. I leaned  
in to the big, scary drop and felt  
my heart skip a beat. I pushed up  
as quickly as I could, a bit wonky  
and unsteadily as I tried to think  
of all the steps I had to take to get  
my stance just right but, before I 
knew it, before I could even think  
too much, there I was gliding along 
the face of the wave, smiling from  
ear to ear.

I was hooked, and all I knew was 
that I wanted more. In an instant,  
I had found a place where I could 
escape the daily grind and connect to 
nature, a place where I could switch 
off completely and get a thrill all at 
the same time.

Though I don’t strut around in  
a Billabong bikini everyday and  
am definitely not entering the J-Bay 
Open, surfing has become a rather 
welcome escape and something of  
an addiction, and I’d advise anyone 
to pin it to the top of their bucket  
list, pronto. 

glad I practised most of it on land, 
averting certain humiliation and  
a probable drowning.

Finally, leash strapped around  
my ankle and board under arm,  
off I went into the white foamies  
with my confidant by my side. The 
water was clear and cool, and the 
waves were rolling in consistently 
and predictably – no rogue waves  
to rattle my confidence.

The cold water and the sound of 
breakers shot adrenaline into my 
veins, and my heart started pounding: 
a cocktail of stress and excitement. 
The first, second, third push on to  
a foamy, and finally I hesitantly  
got my stance. I blissfully rode it  
out into the shallows, exhilarated  
by this new experience. My next  
two lessons followed suit.

My fourth and last ‘formal’ lesson 
was the one I’ll simply never forget. 
We paddled to the backline and 
waited for the set to come in.

On my instructor’s cue, I started 
paddling with all my might until I  


