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Desprte having one of the 3
longest coastlines In the world, .

India has yet to exploit its potential for watersports. This extremely vast
country offers optimal conditions for SUP be it for a leisurely cruise as well as
world-class surfing conditions. and Manu Bouvet
Invite you on a trip to discover these two very distinct environments.

From our first trip to Kerala, South India, over 10 years ago, | had left with the conviction that | would one day
return, knowing very well how little of these promises stand the test of time. Back then, we had, during a month
long journey, followed the coast of Kerala, heading north east and making our way up the Tamil Nadu region.VWe
found good conditions for windsurfing and a few beach breaks, the colour of Masala tea (brown from all the rain —— . : ==
that time of year). Beyond the conditions, we were fascinated by the flow in which such a dense and mixed = =
population manages to coexist. The kaleidoscope of colours, spices and aromas that fills the air in this part of
India, seems to ignite in a culinary firework, to our greatest delight!

Several years later, and with two adorable little girls at our side, our passion for SUP renders our return to India
unquestionable. SUP is the ideal tool with which to experience India along its waters and to discover its most

beautiful waves.
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his eye, he reaches below his bench and pulls out
a small bottle of local rum, pours a generous
glass that he downs in one go before lighting up
a cigarette!
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The backwaters are like an open-air theatre between land and water, where dally life scenes
are constantly played out. T helir perfect aesthetics could be mistaken for a made up setting,
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Leaving without knowing when you'll return has
to be the true way of traveling. Gerard Chaliand,
traveller and poet, suggests an answer to this by
saying, “The cultural wealth of knowing the
world, paid by physical risk, accepted insecurity
and attachment to independence, is priceless.”

“The cultural wealth of knowing the world,

quest for waves but we come back touched
by one single image, a sound, and an
atmosphere. I am sitting on my SUP;
Carine passes by me heading towards the
peak. We've been here long enough to have
forgotten about what day it is. We are now
used to watching the wave peel in
perfection, just for us. When the swell is
big, the wave takes on a different aspect,
take off is impressive and the lip throws
wide on shallow water.

Lou goes back to shore after a small
frightful episode on her SUP. She doesn't
quite realize how close she gets to the
rocks. She’s back on the beach with her
sister Shadé, who's being spoiled by
Rashidu, our dedicated ‘helper’ since our
arrival. A few moments later I look up
towards the pier and see Lou who is at the
back of Rashidu’s motorcycle with Shadé
sandwiched between the two of them.
“Daddy” she shouts with a huge grin on
her face, “we’re going to have tea at
Rashidu’s house”. Carine’s delighted smile
is her best answer, and they disappear into
the small path leading to the medina.
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A time where all seems to fall into place, where
everyone is living entirely in the moment,
without any apprehensions or restraint towards
the location and the people around us. What
matters most is the emotion, not the action or
the surroundings. It is her spirit that I felt I had
pierced through for a brief instant that day. To
experience this I had shed enough of my fears,
fantasies and clichés, which, even when
maintained in a state of clinical death, can come
alive again when experiencing such cultural and
geographical distance.

We carry on surfing this perfect right-hander,
knowing that our daughters are being spoiled
like princesses by all of Rashidu's aunts, sisters,
cousins and neighbours.

I Oday’ months after our return, | remember this moment of

completeness most vividly.

The offshore breeze carries smells of burning
trash from the shore. Goats rummage through it
looking for something to eat, next to cows
quietly grazing under the coconut trees. From
time to time, children will gather under the
shade of the big tree that hangs over the end of
the wave. Along with the animals, they are the
only few spectators of our sessions, making the
long ferry hours and past fears now seem totally
ridiculous.

We must awaken the spirit of adventure that lies
in us in order to experience strong emotions like
these and to go towards a better understanding
of the world. Olivier Frébourg has great advice in
this regard, “Let go of everything! Nowadays,
adventure is the sky and the sea resisting against
virtual world’s slavery!”

rfect ﬁght—hander; knowing that our daughters are being spolled
ke princesses by all of Rashidu's aunts, sisters, cousins and neighbours.
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