The Outcast 
Part 2

Hypo settled back into his camp. Ha, what a roller coaster he thought. He settled into his swag and kept his dog close by. Still shaking his head about the evening’s events. He also felt pleased, about meeting up with Jockey, and not getting his arse hauled away.
He thought about tomorrows paddle out and wondered if Jockey will be able to find any more bods, but it didn't matter, with Jockey there it will be real nice, he thought.
"Hey, maybe we'll move back to the coast girl", speaking to his dog, "would you like that?" "Find somewhere to live", "get some more of this fresh air", "surf every day" .
He got out his harmonica out and started on some tunes, he played to his dog. Only a dog could still feel friendly towards a bloke who played that bad. He knew a few tunes; she'll be coming round the mountain, home on the range, feelings, and one he had been working on; long way to the top. If he played a certain note sometimes the dog would howl , this always made him laugh. He'd say to her "its your turn".
He dozed off about midnight into a deep sleep, he felt safe, his dog was on guard.
Hours passed, its was quiet, only the occasional call of a plover and the surf.
Before dawn a voice called to him “Wake up man, there’s waves"
"Huh?” answered Hypo eyes still closed
"C'mon, get up" “it’s good!"
"Uggh" grunted Hypo
"Let’s go man, its pumpin!"
"Sleeping" said hypo
"MOVE!"
Hypo woke and rubbed his eyes, looking around, it was pre dawn. Looking at his dog he said "Ok now I'm hearing voices," "unless you learned to talk while I was asleep". He struggled out of his swag and walked sleepishly to the top of the dunes. Huh, he thought, there is waves.
He thought about getting back into his swag, but persevered and with a shiver stripped off and put on his wetsuit. Waxing his board like he'd done a thousand times before.
Walking out of the camp he thought; glad it's not a fashion show. Referring to his hagged looks, old surfboard and wetsuit.
Up and down the dune he went, the waves looked nice, empty in the pre dawn light, offshore and 2-4 feet.
He forgot about any troubles as soon as he reached the shoreline, foam washing at his feet.
Looking out to the break he saw another surfer, waving for him to come out, huh, he thought, must be Jockey, got here early.
He hit the shore break and paddled out, reaching the take off zone, he couldn't see that other guy anywhere. 
That’s strange he thought, starting to see things now, gotta stop smoking weed, oh yeah I stopped doing that years ago, he reminded himself.
Hypo paddled slowly over a few peaks, no hurry he thought, get a look around and see how its lining up, it’s not like anyone’s going to drop in on me he thought.
He was enjoying it all when he heard the voice again;
"You took your time getting out here, old fella"
Hypo swung around to face the direction of the voice behind him.
There was no one there! What! ...  he felt scared.
"Hypo, don't freak out, it's Jimmy" 
"Jimmy!?" Hypo called out
"I can’t see you, Jimmy!" 
Hypo was getting upset now, he was scared.
"Its Ok, Hypo, just catch a wave and you will see me, Ok?"
"OK" said Hypo, trusting the voice he knew so well, as a nice peak moved towards him.
Hypo by now was freaking out, but he still paddled into the peak and did his signature stylish bottom turn and trim, when all off a sudden, Jimmy appeared riding alongside him.
They rode many waves together in the morning light, as they had done together many times previously.
They carried on like this for a while until the sun was blinding them.
They rode the last wave in together, Jimmy reached the shore first and was standing on the hard wet sand waiting for Hypo.
Hypo was totally lost in the experience, as he trotted up to his lifelong friend.
"That was great, said Hypo
"Yeah, haha" said Jimmy
 Jimmy was just looking straight at him.
"What’s up Jim?" asked Hypo
"I have to go Hypo."
The realisation hit Hypo.
"Yeah, I know Jimmy" he said feeling the tears in his eyes.
"Can you visit Auntie now and then for me, check in on her like?" jimmy asked
"Sure Jimmy, of course” said Hypo
"Jim?"
"Yeah?" replied Jimmy
"What do I do now?"
"Just keep surfing" "OK"? "Just keep surfing"
"I'll miss you, Jim"
"Don’t worry" I'll be keeping an eye on you" OK?
"OK" Hypo replied despondently
"Hey, I think someone’s waiting for you" Jimmy said, as he looked up towards the car park.
Hypo looked up and saw Jockey standing near his ute and waving, Hypo waved back.
"Goodbye Hypo" "Thanks for everything" 
"Goodbye Jimmy" said Hypo, tears now streaming down his cheeks.
Jimmy began walking back towards the shoreline into the now blinding morning sun.
Jimmy ducked under a wave and was gone.
By now Jockey was at Hypo's side.
"Hey, man good waves eh!?" "Whoo hoo" “thank you Jimmy Ryan!!"
Hypo then realised Jockey hadn't seen Jimmy.
They both walked back towards the car park.
"Hey listen Hypo, I couldn't find any of the old crew for this morning"
"That’s OK" said Hypo still buzzing from his surf with Jimmy's spirit.
"But err, my young bloke heard the story and spoke to his mates from the local boardriders and they asked if they could honour Jimmy with you?" 
"Would that be Ok?"
Hypo looked back up to the carpark, he saw at least 30 young men and some girls, all with surfboards, waiting expectantly. He waved at them, some waved back
"That would be real nice, Jockey" he said
Hypo moved up met the group.
As they all moved to the water’s edge together, Jockey called out,
"Long live Jimmy Ryan!!"
The young surfers all pushed their boards into the water hooting and laughing.
Hypo looked out with joy at the scene as he entered the water and hoped Jimmy could see it too.


 




