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‘ : llfe
e Fromthatdayforward,Weenerbecame
one of our dearest friends, We went skiing .

t’shard to put into words whatJim Rob-

inson was like, because he was larger -

than life, an old, inadequate saying.
B “Hewasanurchindiver,sucha prolif-
ic producer that everyone called hima’

“highliner.”

- Indeseribing him one would have to say

 thathewasthinand talland wiry and good

looking and had this wild, curly blonde
hair that looked as if a comb had never:
seen it. He chewed gum constantly and

', “snapped it so loud we’d all yell athimto

stop. .
But probably what comes to mlnd most

- is his energy. Robinson was so “on’ that
.. many people, after first meeting him, won-

.. dered if he was on pep pills, uppers, or.
““who-knows-what. But he was on nothing
« |- but spirit and his love for everybody.

"He was on a fast-moving love of life —

: - which was yanked unceremoniously from
'him, and us, on the morning of Dec. 9,

when he was attacked by a great whnte
‘shark off San Miguel Island. -

He was attacked while diving urchins, -
-~ and the attack was an attack on'us and 1t :

was an attack on the soul of the Santa Bar-
‘bara Harbor ﬁ

Those of us who have partxcxpated in
the past few days in the great waves of
grief that wash over us from our waking

- moments till we go to bed at night have
talked and talked about everything we .

feel — where we were at the moment of

. finding out (similar to how people shared °

the news of JFK’s assassination), about
our sorrow, about the love and encourage-
ment Jim Robinson so freely gave to us,
‘about how we mlght carry onthe sp1r1t he
represented. ,

‘He was called “Weener by his frlends

: +.~ (I'have always been told I didn’t want. to '
know why this was so), and he called our .

house nearly every day. “Yo,ho, ho,Uncle
Weener calling,” he would announce.
~ We had gotten to know Ween really well

I+ by literal accident: My husband, Jim Mar-
. shall, an urchin/abalone diver, was com-
e 1ng back from a fishing trip at the islands
" in 1986, and in the dark, hit something in
' the channel — a log, a baskmg shark, he

didn’t know what.

The outdrive on his boat was rxpped
clean off, and the boatbegan to take on wa-
ter through the gaping hole in the stern. -

Jim Robinson was onthe scene immedi-

| - ately and towed him to shore. The im-

mediacy of his actions saved my hus-
‘band’s boat,-and, who knows maybe his

together every winter (he always left piles

of money all over the floor), we lived with
1 - him at Point Arena, when the guys worked
_urchins up! there

‘At'léast once'a “week he would charge
into ourhouse takeaseatatmypiano,and
.play his heart out. He was an accom-
plished blues pianist and formed a regu-

- *. lartrio with my husband on guitar and Bil-

ly Hooten on eitherguitar orharmonica. -
They always had so much fundoingthis,

" and manytimes the group was augmented
by Ween'’s best friends from the Laguna
.| Beach area — Doug “Abu” Alani on saxo-
', phone, and John Deily making general

noise. RonImanaka (“Laro”) often accom-

- panied by beating on a cookie sheet.

Out at sea, usually in Cuyler Harbor on

- San Miguel Island, Weener’s ‘boat, the

Florentia Marie; was the center of action
— “Hotel Ween,” the divers called it.

-At night, other boats would tie up to Ho-

-] tel Ween, the barbecues would come out, "
-] food was shared, and always, lots and lots
=71 oftequila. It was Ween’s trademark drink.
|- At 'Point Arena, there is a bar that mixes

upatequilaconcoctionnamed after him. -
“Robinson was a umfymg force, the one

1 who kept everyone’s spirits up. He loved:
‘" - the ocean, loved diving more than any-
=1~ thing, and whenever he was forced to stay
-"-out ofthe water, due to injury or whatever,
'~ he would become almost desperate: “The
‘|~ ocean is my life! I can’t be anywhere but
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out there!”
Our home was wide open for Weener at

any time mght or day, a place where he .
could walk in unannounced. During a pe--
riod when he was depressed about a rela- .

tionship problem, we would spend hours
lying around talking about it, tryingto sort
it out. Similarly, if ever I ran into rough

waters, Weener would call me every day, :

onceortwice,even,toseehowIwasdoing.

In the aftermath of his death, an aston-

ishingfact has emerged: He was this exact
sort of friend to many people.

He was a father f“lgure to divers.and

tenders getting a start in the business, he

‘was a friend of friends, he loaned great
‘amounts of money thhout asking for any- -

thing in return, he gave glfts to everyone,

constantly. v
' He called all of hlS close frxends almost
every day. Many of us are now tryingto fig-
. ure.out how he had this much time to call

us, when he was out at sea so many days
out of the year, working. -

No problem — he used his cellular
phone, the bills for which sometimes ran

" as much as $1,000 a month. He would call.-

his-mother, whom he referred to as his

best friend, he called Abu and DeilyinLa- -
' guna Beach, he called us. “Yo, ho, ho,” the .

message always began “How are you?.1
care I love you.” He. always said “I love
you.”

On Dec. 9 at 8: 45 a.m., I went to the

beach for a walk with our three schip-

perkes a habit that gives me time for
meditation, gratitude, a simple time-out,
Itis. always beautiful at the beach in the
mornings, but this particular morning
struck me as insanely beautiful and I be-
gan to have what I can only descrxbe as a
Zen experience.

Ibegan to think ofhow 1ncred1bly beau-
tiful earth life can be, what an incredible

- thing it is that we become physical for a

time, and with beauty like this all around,

no wonder we don’t want to leave it.
But the thought then came that this

earth beauty is only a small part of one’s

journey, and the more beautiful one -
thinks it is, the more one wants to cling to:

it — but it is only a very small part of the

infinite journey. We will touch the stars.
Since I don’t often have such deep -

thoughts about death, I cannot help today

but feel that Uncle Weener was touchmg k
me on the way out of this life, giving me

one of his little messages. :
At home, I found I had a visitor: Pam
Schrack, his housemate. As we were hav-

ing lunch, during which we talked about

The fisher-
men’s annual -
l Chnstmas party

" planned per in-

sisted that it be
a party, not a
funeral..
e

Ween therenterin the guest house onour
property called out that she heard an ur-

chindiverhadbeenhitbyasharkatthei is-.
lands. Pam and I thought, “Oh, wow,” but

like so many other people who heard the

news at this pomt we were sure itwasno

one we knew. -

Pam and I_ﬁmshed our lunch and then k

she left.

- Moments later, she called. “It’stmmy"’

she cried. “He’s gone!”

Like everyone else who knew and loved '
Jim Robmson recewmg this news was -

was going on as

structions of hlS A
mother, who in- -

u Ilited bY a dear friend

Jim “Weener” Robmson s ashes were scaﬁered from his boat mto the ocean where he worked and dled
off the Santa Barbara Harbor last Tuesday x
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-like falling into quicksand, where words
sit on the surface, then slowly sink into
some ugly quagmire. I raced down to the
II;Iarbor to be w1th Pam and her brother
‘Laro.

~Although Robmson sbody had been air-
lifted - to Goleta. Valley Hospltal the
Florentia Marie was coming in, and we
wanted to be there for Ward Motyer and
Steve Stickney, the diver and tender who
‘had so desperately tried to save his life.

We found out later that the Florentia

Marie had anchored near Castle Rock, off

. the west end of San Miguel. Robinson had

- gone into the water with his dive scooter
for a surveying of the area. No one knows
how deep he was; but he came to the sur-

_face, got a hand up onto the transom, and

'sald “Whlte shark. I got bit by a whxte
shar

When Ward and Steve beganto pull} hlm

ing he might fall apart.
That was his last word. .
Steve,who had worked as an EMT on ski
patrol in Washington state, knew what to.
do. They applied tourniquets anywhere
they could, they tried with their hands to"

stop the bleedmg from the most badly .

mangled legs, and minutes later, when he -
stopped breathing, they tried to breathe
. life into him. Francis Oliver and Tim
= “T.0.”.O0’Connor came over to the Floren-
- tia Marie, and T.O. did CPR on Robinson
- endlessly and in desperation. ‘
Robinson was airlifted off the boat.

. +..The Harbor was aswarm of news peo-. .
_ ple, cameras, a helicopter flying over--

.- head, notepads and pens.Igotintothe car
with Pam, who was talking on a cellular
phone. Ween s dog, Kiki Jumped into my

. lap. She is a schipperke I’d given him and’

Pam, and Ween:loved her furiously. .~
Suddenly, thegrlef was unstopped and I ,

was lost'in sobs. “" ©
Craig Brooker came to the car, a bottle

of tequila came ‘out, everyone took swigs.

Nerves were raw. Laro swore at the news-

- men. Something got into the wind abéut -

Pam being Jim Robinson’s wife, and sud-

denly the car was attacked by news people

sticking microphones into the windows.

. Pam put the car into reverse, and I got
out. They swarmed me, and I ranted and

raved about something, nothing made any

said he was on his way in. ,

; The fishermen congregated on the Navy
Pier, then of course, at Brophy Bros.

, There was nothing to do but go crazy and
cry and drink. Everyone went over the in-
sane facts no one wanted to believe.

Some fishermen began to show their

‘monument store and had a plagque made.
By 6 p.m. it was on the wall over the bar. It
says: “In lovingmemory ofJimRobinson,” :

© up, Robinson said, “No ) p0551bly know-

rage. Someone went outto some awardsor

“and. there is a lxttle shelf on the plaque
that holds a shot glass that is to remam

full, like an eternal flame,’

By that night, Jim Robinson’s S mother k

Margaret, who-lives in Rialto, had
reached the boarding school in Washmg—
‘ton'state where Zachary Robinson is a stu-

‘dent. There was no way she would allow .
Zack, age 15, to find out about his fatherby ,

telephone or by newspaper..

_BySaturday morning they were on thelr B
way to Santa Barbara. At 3 a.m. that same

morning, my husband and I got out of bed,
neither of us able to sleep.

Inthe dark, we went to the piano and be- !

gan to sing quietly together; a Tom Waits

ballad called “On the Nickel.” When we .

gottothe partthatsaid, “What becomes of
all the little boys, who ‘never comb their

hair?” we broke down and cr1ed like ba-

bies.
‘Friends came to Santa Barbara from
everywhere-—: Hawaii, Florida, Los Ange-

les. The fishermen’s annual Christmas

party at the Miramar Hotel on Sunday
nightwasgoingonas planned per.instruc-

tions of Margaret, who insisted thatitbea

party and not a funeral.. ,
Margaret and Derwin, Jim'’s- father,
were pillars of strength on which every-

one leaned. She said she-had never pic-

tured Jim Robinson as an old man.

- Attheé fishermen’s Christmas party men
‘were embracing men as if their lives de-
pended on it, weeping, knowing, sharing
the unsharable. The physical became ut-

‘might not be here, like Ween. Oh, for the

" chance to hold him again!

-On Tuesday, the memorial service took
place at 10:30 a.m. In the previous days

there had been discussion as to what -
church would be appropriate, what -

church would be large enough to hold
what'was expectedto be a large crowd. -

- No one expected the line to go around .
the block, and that about 75 people

wouldn’t get in.

man’s “O Captain, my Captain,” but lost
‘composure somewhere near the lines,
-“Here Captain! Dear father! The arm be-

neath your head! It is some dream thaton

the deck, you've fallen cold and dead,”

- and Margaret rushed up to glve Doug the
sense. I called my husband: on his boat He *

courage to continue. -

There were more prayers, more poems ,

more tributes, and then Richard Robles, a
friend of Ween s from high school, who

withtears ﬂowmg fromhiseyeslikeacon--

stant faucet and wiping his face repeated-
ly, punched through his grief time after
time with hilarious stories - “that hair!”

-The final speaker was Margaret, who .
. said specifically to the fishermen, “Now, -

all'you hurly-burly guys, you've been on
thebeaeh long enough, go backtowork!”

"larly. and dally by Jim Robinson, who -

. How are you? I love you.”

-tia Marie would head toward San Miguel,

, anchor The other boats would clrcle

- whowasJim Robinson’s spmtual adviser,

most: hold, me, feel me, for tomorrow we.

. the same for.me.

Doug Frazier led off with readmg Whit- .

who wanted everyone to love each other

.ship, he who was always there to help and -
to listen, blasted his way with a strange

‘they feel for each other. Can the measure

. Then the impossible happened As the
Rev. Dennis Wayman was inthe middleof
areading from Ecclesiastes (“atimeto be
born, a time to die ...”), the phone rang.
Many people- laughed In fact, so many
people laughed the amazing point was
made: All of them had been called regu-

called to say nothing more than “Hello

Then came the spreadmg of ashes. Roy

Hauser of Sea Landing generously of- - |-

fered all three of his sport diving boats to
take people out. Fifty-two followed the
Florentia Marie out ofthe Harboratabout .
noon Tuesday — almost the entire dive-~
fishing fleet. Overthe1r marine radios, the
skippers decided what to do: the Floren~

and somewhere off Shoreline Park would -

Later, people watching from high upon
the Riviera said the whole thing looked '
like a choreographed dance. fv, T

"Aboard my husband’s boat, we watched
the proceedings aboard the Florentla
Marie as we circled. When I'saw Sharon,

speaking fromthe stern of the boat Iknew
the moment was near. 2

Weener’s ashes were dehvered to the -
ocean he loved, followed by flowers and
wreaths, then ﬂares — lots and lots of
ﬂares

_ Horns blared, tequlla bottles were held
high, a toast! And then Kenny Ludwrg

--jumped into the seanaked —.a display.of- o | B,
. raw.love, mmglmg with the ashes of his

friend:
Iwentoverthe side, too, clothes and all
I couldn’t help it. Ween would have done .

Today there is talk of a Medivac system
being put together for Santa Barbara. The
guys are talking about how they are deal-’
ing with the whole pheniomenon of going
back to work. They wonder about dlvmg
off San Miguel. ‘

Butmamlytheytalkabouttheawesome N

spiritual presence of Jim Robinson. He,

and to get along, who was always in the
mood “to party” and to celebrate friend-

sort of glory into the heart of Santa Barba-
ra’s fishing fleet.

Today, fishermen are talkmg and hugg— :
ing, our phones are ringing off the hook."
People are taking time to tell of the love

of asuccessful life be any more thanthis?
‘Ho, ho ho it’s Uncle Ween calling. N

" Htlla’ry Hauser s a wmter She lwes .
'm Summerland ST




