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THE RINCÓN NOTEBOOKS
BEFORE THE STORM 

brian unger

m i s s i n g  l i n k s  p r e s s



t h i s  m a n i f e s t o i s  d e d i c at e d t o

the surfing community far & wide.       

May we all find perfection.        

And if that’s not possible,      

let’s have fun & live well while we’re here. 



a n d a l s o t o:

Janice Hirschorn, 1948 – 2009, 

Mikey Bellan, 1951 – 2008, 

and Addison Hodges, 1959 - 2016. 

She preferred animals to people. 

Because they are beautiful & vulnerable.

Mikey did not care much for people, either.

Addison was some kind of bodhisattva.

He loved people.

May we find our way to perfection. 



Early Rincón Notebook 1 
June 2009

 Zoketsu Norman Fischer took the red eye from San Francisco to Newark 

the day Janice died in our bedroom, in our house, in New Jersey.  We called her 

E-E, a nickname derived from Italian.  

    It was June, lush green outside the sliding doors to the deck and garden.  

The yard was full of songbirds, flowers, and vegetables; our cats’ jungle lair, 

Janice’s garden.  June is a good month in Jersey, along with May, after the long 

bitterness of winter.  The ocean water temperatures begin to rise.  It is not so 

painful to surf.     

      

  Following are excerpts from two of Janice’s journals, and several of mine.  I 

found them in our house in Rincón.  One of hers is a brown 6” by 9” notebook 

with an impression of a Buddha on the cover.  The pages are of a fine quality 

hand-made paper, maybe with a little cotton content.  Some of her entries are 

dated, some are not.  My journal of this period is a marble-pattern black & 

white old fashioned school composition book, about 8” by 10” entitled 

School of E-E.



Early black & white notebook 
December 27, 1992 
Rincón, Puerto Rico

  With Señor Wilson Aguirre flew in low over Punta Higuero, low enough 

to break a little cloud cover & at a few hundred feet see a dozen surfers out at 

Wilderness, just before the plane touched down.  The water was blue-green, the 

whitecaps pure & salty.  It was 85˚ & humid on the tarmac.  

   The plane unloaded.  There were about 50 Puerto Rican families going 

home for Christmas, and about ten gringo surfers coming down for the holiday.  

Ramón Tirado, the publico driver, took us & our surfboards strapped to the roof 

of his van to Lenny & Luly Intreglia’s Sandy Beach Inn.   

December 27, 3 p.m.

Paddled out in 7 – 8 ft. surf at Playa Juanita on my 7 ft. WRV fun board.  A little 

‘under-gunned’ & not really accustomed to the speed & power of the waves 

here.  I wasn’t intimidated by the size per se, just the unfamiliarity of the wave 

itself – the drop, the speed, & the 25 guys jockeying for position.

 That night back at the Sandy Beach Surf Club we had a few Medalla beers 

with Lenny’s wife Luly Soto.  She was angry with Lenny because he would not 

let her surf until the winter season was over.  “He says I can’t surf until the 

season’s over.  He says I never work, so I can’t surf.  He says I have the whole 

summer off.  But that’s not true.  We get people from San Juan in the summer.” 

Luly left that night & moved in with her sister in Aguadilla.  



Janice’s Brown Buddha Journal, 2002 

      What is Buddhism? 

  Drink the tea and go! 

  Detached ?   Never easy for me. 

  Be detached, 60s style !

  If you want monogamy marry a swan. 

  Reason for male infidelity:  men are seed scatterers. 

  Need to scatter seed in as many places as possible. 

  IT’S GENETIC! 

  The mating call:  flirtatious to friendly and back again.

  Homosexuality – 

  Men:  genetic mainly. 

  Women:  conscious choice mostly.

March 20
Retreat with Norman Fischer, Samish Island, Washington

We are doing a Zen sesshin – a week long retreat.  It is the fourth day 

of about six.   

Very difficult.  Very painful now.  

It’s fucking impossible to be in the present moment, so why doesn’t he 

stop talking about it?  

The self is nothing but an accumulation of habits. 

Yes, it’s true.   

The buddhists say there is no separate ‘autonomous’ thing called a  



self or a soul; we are really just a ‘stream’ of interconnected elements. 

Norman says the stream includes both mental and physical factors. 

Wow, I am a stream.  I always felt like a stream.

Of course there is something which holds the stream together.  

But that doesn’t make it permanent.  

Each of us is just one little temporary stream, not eternal,  

not permanent; a wavelet in the vast ocean of being. 

Eventually we smash up on the far shore & disappear  

in the sands of time. 

   

I told Norman I can’t understand my motivation for certain behaviors 

& reactions. 

Try, he said, please try to be in the present.   

Life is too painful otherwise.   

Give yourself a break, Janice! 

 

As for B, he’ll tell me what he can; and it won’t be everything –  

the rest will be reserved for the boys at Hogan’s Pub, and his fantasies.   

I get it.

 

Now there’s a foundation for building trust.   

The building blocks of trust are his decisions,  

his karma.  I will decide for myself.

“E,” he said to me this morning, what’s it like being you?”

No different from being anybody else, I suppose.



Yellow Notebook  
& old Blue Notebook, winter ‘07

Rincón, January 2 - 29

To the airport with E-E and the kids so they can go back to school, and she can 

go back to work teaching second graders in Asbury Park.  We drove up the hill 

to get gas and pick-up Gino, who wanted a ride to the airport.  The sun was so 

bright we could hardly see.  No barrachos were out yet in front of the bakery.  

When we got to Gino’s his truck was gone and no one was home, so we figured 

he must have driven himself to Aguadilla.  The ocean rumbled a deep low roar 

a half-mile down the hill.  We saw big beautiful blue lines of surf rolling into 

the distant point at Wilderness, with long crisp lines of whitewater and spray, 

indicating it was double or triple overhead.      

 I pulled up in front of the little terminal at Aguadilla and hugged and 

kissed my kids, Forrest, Emily, and Carter.  They had a good break playing in 

tide pools, studying reef life, and practicing surfing.  E-E looked into my eyes.  I 

gazed at the tiny dots, dashes, & freckles of her face, beautiful spots of time, a 

face edged by wisdom & experience.  I thought of her as a Queen and I loved her 

for what she did for me and the kids, how she became the firm basis of my life.  

We kissed and hugged.  She said simply, “Be good Beavis, and call me tonight.  I 

love you B.”   

I drove back to Rincón.  I wanted to watch their plane take off, so I parked up by 

the colmado at the top of the hill.  A local barracho sat out front reading a news-

paper.  He looked up at me and nodded.      

 The wind was blowing east over Rafael Hernandez Airport, pushing big 

hunks of clouds.  Roosters screeched across the raggedy hills & deep cut valleys.  

Slowly a fog bank draped itself across the airport, so I moved downhill and 



parked at Casa de Dios church, a wreck falling in on itself.  Tangled vines grow 

through its white-washed walls, hurricane blinds are twisted & shattered in 

square window frames.  Luly drove past, saw me and waved.  A dead dog with 

rigor mortis lay on its back across the street, four stiff legs pointing straight up 

in the air.       

 I could not stop thinking about Janice.  She would be home alone after 

dropping the kids off at Barbara’s house, and I would be in Puerto Rico for the 

rest of the month.  Suddenly a big Boeing jet broke out of the fog & clouds and 

set a sharp track up into the clear sky above.  I pictured her with the kids seated 

all around her, and Gino stopping by to greet them with his usual boisterous 

cheer.           

         * 

    Tomorrow I go up the hill to see Richie Fitzgerald.  I am thinking of getting 

a painting from him, a new work that embeds a Derridean différance, like the fa-

mous one he did of Dogman, the old man who lived on the beach with his dogs.  

 I am talking about the différance between colonialist/tourist perceptions 

of Puerto Rico, and the island’s real politico-cultural history; the people, the 

geography, the colonialist historiography, etc.  One can see différance in Richie’s 

Dogman painting.  It is there at many sub-levels, but what is perceived by the 

tourists who have observed this painting over the years?  

    Do they think it’s funny, a humorous topic?  Do they think it’s ridiculous, 

that an old man would live with a family of dogs in a palm thatch hut on a 

remote stretch of beach?  I ask you to carefully consider this.  

         * 

 I desired from Richie a painting of Gomez’s friend Pedro, because I wanted 

an original painting with différance, and there would never be another Dogman 

painting like the first one.   A few weeks earlier Pedro had jumped off the Goat 



House roof in a fit of despair, impaling himself on a sharply cut branch below.  

It might be shocking and brutal, but it would be a true ‘spot of time’ in this 

Puerto Rican wilderness. 

    What time of evening Pedro jumped, no one could say, but his screams 

were heard across the valley.  Some people say he was drunk, but he told Gomez 

that he was in love with a woman who rejected him, and that he decided to 

commit suicide to prove his unrequited love.  The machateros had been out the 

day before clearing brush and trimming trees below the Goat House.  So when 

Pedro fell or jumped (several versions were being bantered about), he landed 

on a freshly cut & sharply pointed branch that came through his asshole and 

up under his scrotum, cutting to the base of the penis and further up, almost 

completely severing and shattering the shaft.  The sharp end of the pointy stick 

stuck out of his crotch like a second cock.    

        Pedro screamed and howled and the entire barrio heard him.  Casey woke 

up Milena on the next hill over.  She later told me she heard Pedro screaming, 

“Somebody’s dying up here!  Somebody’s dying up here!”  

    Rosita, the old lady in the blue house at the bottom of the hill, ran up to 

the Goat House, saw Pedro marooned in his misery, and ran back home to call 

the authorities.  The police and medical personnel arrived a very long time later 

with four police cars, a fire engine, and two or three ambulances.  A medevac 

helicopter was supposed to arrive from San Juan, but for two and a half hours 

no one knew what to do while waiting for it.  Then Pedro started shouting, 

“Cut this thing off me!  Cut this thing off me!”  Finally one of the firemen took 

charge and cut Pedro off the tree with big garden cutters and stanched the 

bleeding with multiple swaths of cloth.  The helicopter from San Juan arrived 

and he was loaded on a stretcher, the branch impaled through his crotch.         



June 2009 
Early Rincón notebook 1 (cont’d) 

 During Janice’s last few weeks Pete’s health also went into a tailspin.  His 

heart was failing.  He disappeared for about a week, as cats do when they feel 

death coming on.  We were worried that he crawled off into the nearby woods 

and we would never see him again, but he came back and crawled into bed with 

her yesterday.  They lay in bed together gazing into each other’s eyes, I over-

heard E-E cooing at him.    “Oh Petey Potty Boy, it’s okay Petey Potter.  Don’t 

worry about dying.  We are going to be okay.  I promise we will, Petey Boy.  You 

just cuddle here with me.”  They hugged, and kissed, and stared into each oth-

er’s eyes.  

 In her final days Janice lay in bed in an impenetrable semi-conscious state, 

her chest was heaving, her breathing heavy and labored, indicating the proxim-

ity of her final transition.  She was neither conscious nor unconscious; in some-

thing like what the Tibetan Buddhists call the bardo stage, in-between life and 

death, neither here nor there.  Her face reacted when we said her name, but she 

could not see, could not speak, and could not wake up out of this state.  I really 

wanted to talk to her, and really wished the doctors could wake her up, even for 

just a few minutes or half-hour so we could have our final words and I could tell 

her again how much I loved her.  We were all in a state of shock standing around 

in the kitchen; me, her sister Linda and husband Kenny, my children Forrest, 

Carter, and Emily; Linda’s daughter Jenn, and the weirdly ignorant nurse from 

the marshlands of South Jersey. 

 Janice was well prepared for death at home, no fear, no questions; no 

stupid institutionalized set-up.  My first wife Barbara & I had all our kids’ births 

at home.  Birth & death.  Not two. While it might seem strange for a Jew, in her 

final months Janice enjoyed watching ‘born again’ Christian preacher Joel Os-

teen on TV, not for his theology, but for his faith, his positivism, his infectious 



belief that life is good, that we are all going to be okay, that we are spiritual 

beings in a spiritual universe. 

             

         *    

 On the last day before she passed into eternity, Aunt Linda, who Janice 

loved even more than me, went into the bedroom and laid down alongside her 

sister and whispered in her ear that she loved her, that she would miss her, that 

it was okay to “go” when she wanted to, and that we all, every one of us, loved 

her very much.

 Tears rolled out of Janice’s eyes.  She could hear!  Her being-in-the-world 

was invisible to us in the shell of bardo, but she was still alive inside.  I came in 

the bedroom and saw the tears rolling down her cheeks, and I was stunned.  I 

lay down beside her and whispered in her ear that I loved her and would cherish 

her forever.  It was a heavy moment.  We pass through stages on our way to nir-

vana.   The ancients knew this.  The ‘modern’ medicine & pharmaceutica have 

been corrupted by money & power.  

        *

 A day or two later Janice’s family was in the kitchen with my kids, the 

nurse from South Jersey, our friend Bobbi Elias, and Allen Ginsberg’s cousin 

Mindy.  I wanted to be close to Janice because her breath was increasingly 

labored, and I left them at the kitchen counter and went to the bedroom and 

watched her draw her last breath and exit this triple world, a ‘container’ world 

delimited by the five sense faculties (the indriyas), the sixth faculty of con-

sciousness, the major biophysical formations, and the socio-tribal psychology 

of human beings.  These ‘factors’ and formations come together to construct 

each person’s narratological idea of the self.

    The oncologists and surgeons lied so magnificently they could have won 



Oscar trophies from the Academy of Motion Picture Arts and Sciences.  Yet, 

they did make Janice feel like she had a chance, a thin scintilla of hope.  All 

the medical doctors could sell was a brief interlude of desire until the disease 

reached a critical stage of destruction.     

     Our priest and teacher Zoketsu Norman Fischer took the red eye from San 

Francisco to Newark that evening and arrived at our house in the morning.  

We took Janice to the local Jewish funeral home.  It was June and lush green 

outside in Jersey.  The yard was full of her favorite songbirds, flowers, vegeta-

bles, and our cats.  E-E’s garden.  June is a good month in Jersey after the long 

bitterness of winter.  Ocean water temperatures begin to rise.  You can open a 

sliding door to the garden.
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t h e t e x t 

This book was compiled from hand-written 

journal notebooks, except for much of the later 

material, from 2009 to 2012, which derives from 

journal entries recorded in several laptops.



This novel, The Rincón Notebooks, is a work of fiction. 
Names, characters, places, and incidents are products 
of the author’s imagination, are fictitious, and are 
therefore fictional. Any resemblance to actual events, 
locations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely coinci-
dental and factitious.
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