
1720xx-Alex Knost-LayoutGrid
Created | 240710.1600

SLIDE PROTOTYPE GRID LAYOUT

IMPORTANT INFORMATION

This document provides information that relates to 
the conceptual design and prototyping frameworks 
of Slide Magazine published by Inyafaceimages.

It is intended that only authorised individuals or 
entities may view the contents of this document. 

If you are not authorised to view the contents of 
this document you are hereby notified that any use, 
review, dissemination, distribution or copying of 
this document by any means manual or electronic is 
strictly prohibited.

If you have received this document in error, please 
immediately notify us by telephone or email, and then 
delete it. Thank you for you cooperation

Conceptual Design Documentation 

Slide Magazine - Inyafaceimages Ltd
14 Berridge Road, Muriwai Beach, Auckland, New Zealand 1250
P: + 64 9 411 7857 F: +64 9 411 7859
info@slidemagazine.com
www.slidemagazine.com

© Copyright 2007 Slide™ Magazine. All Rights Reserved



Wales
A LandApartWords by Tom Fisher 

Photos by Paul Gill

>>Gower's south coat, overlooking Crunchies.

Words by Jordan Nobel
Photos by Scott Wintle
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Wales is Britain’s smallest 
nation. Spanning an 
area roughly the size of 
Massachusetts, this seemingly 
humble sized country boasts 
one of the most extravagantly 
varied and dramatic 
landscapes. Though it is a 
small nation, it is a proud 
nation, and it really does 
prove “size doesn’t matter!”

Wales roughly houses a population of  
3 million whom mainly congregate in the 
more industrial areas of South Wales. Cardiff, 
the capital city, which has in recent years 
updated itself from the coal-exporting port it 
was known as in the 20th century to one of 
the grandest cities the UK has to offer, is rich 

in culture and nightlife. A stone’s throw from 
here, the gems in the Welsh crown truly shine.

The Gower Peninsula reaches out its 
foreboding arm to the west, spanning some 
14 miles. Here lies the first area of Britain to be 
protected as an area of outstanding natural 
beauty. Encompassed in its wingspan, you will 
find a plethora of surfing breaks that will leave 
you spoilt for choice.

At the start of the peninsula is Langland Bay, 
the main hotbed of talent for surfing in Wales. 
On the eight different waves that break here, 
depending on the tidal position, numerous 
European champions have honed their skills 
to compete on an international level. It is 
not uncommon to see Chris “Guts” Griffiths, 
Pete Jones, and Elliot Dudley in the lineup, all 
who, at some point, held the Welsh, British, 
and European titles. In the past, localism was 
prevalent here, to the point where it was given 
the nickname “Gangland.” This, however, has 
changed over the past 10 years, and outsiders 
are welcome, though, as with all competitive 

lineups, showing some respect to the locals 
goes a long way.

It was here Welsh surfing spawned in the 
summer of 1963. Such characters as Viv Ganz, 
Howard Davies, and Rob Hanson first took to 
the shores on self-styled boards, their only 
reference to shaping being a Welsh love 
spoon carving book handed down from one 
of their lineages. (Needless to say, surfing has 
come on exponentially since!)

West of Langland Bay, the coast is littered with 
classic waves, mainly that of the short and 
punchy variety. These reefbreaks of Gower 
really help define Wales’s uniqueness. Access 
however is not always for the faint-hearted. 
The rugged and inhospitable coastline of 
Gower may be a sight to behold, but when 
clambering down its rocky face it is not 
uncommon to curse it from the same mouth 
that moments earlier sang its praise.

Moving west we stumble across 
Pembrokeshire, whose coastline is the most 
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>>Caravan Point, Wrystwyth.

>>Celtic carvings. >>Langland beach belles. >>Langland Point.
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>>Y Bocs, showing some teeth.
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expansive of all the Welsh counties. Dotted 
along the water’s border, many a forlorn castle 
gazes out to sea, standing solitary only to be 
invaded by the occasional walker or freezing 
surfer finding shelter from the elements.

A good way of finding new beaches to surf 
is by exploring the Pembrokeshire coastal 
path that extends for 295 kilometres. A 
hiker’s paradise, the path etches itself into 
some of the finest scenery in Wales. Here 
in Pembrokeshire, the annual Welsh surfing 
championships are held at Freshwater West, 
Wales’ premiere beachbreak. In fact, along 
this coastline lay the best quality beachbreaks 
in Wales. This, however, is not all that brings 
these waters notoriety; not far from the 
contestable wave of Freshwater West lies a 
dormant beast who, when awoken, takes  
no prisoners. 

I, myself, have had the displeasure of such 
an occurrence. The wave goes by the name 
“Y Bocs” (Welsh for “The Box,” its Australian 
brother). Everything about this place is a 
challenge. To even tackle the wave you must 
take a 25-minute journey in a small boat 
from a nearby harbour, then on out of the 
mouth of the haven into heavy, wind-affected 
seas. Some are lured into the easier route by 
paddling from the beach but risk the chance 
of being shot as the beach itself backs onto 
a military firing range! Though this, of course, 
is only a precursor to the main event, a small 
taster of the challenges to come, for me it was 
the journey to disaster. 

Moments before the end of my first and last 
session here, my lust for glory took the better 
of me, as I hurled myself into something that 
could well have been the embodiment of the 

Welsh dragon. I made it to the bottom only 
to find fate had dealt me an unlucky draw; 
with a straight line to the channel out of the 
question, I had no choice but to jump. With 
this I plowed straight on to the dragon’s lower 
jaw. Luckily I covered my head with my arms, 
as it was my elbows that ploughed straight 
onto its jagged teeth. If it weren’t for the aid 
of a jet ski I would have been in a world of 
troubles. Back in the late-’80s and early-’90s, 
this beast regularly had its patience tested 
by the Welsh wizard himself, “Carvin” Carwyn 
Williams, the legend who now resides in 
Hossegor, where he wields his magic in those 
famous, sand-bottomed tubes.

Traversing north, you hit mid Wales. Many 
a sleepy fishing village can be found as you 
escape to “the Wales that time forgot.” It would 
be easy for surfers to forget this place, too. 

More often than not, a quest for waves here 
will be fruitless because Ireland, lying 140 
miles to the west, blocks most swell. But as  
all that slumbers can be awakened, so can  
this coastline. With the right swell direction, 
the areas surrounding the village of  
Aberaeron are a seemingly endless array of 
quality waves with only the local farmyard 
animals to contend with. The cobblestone 
pointbreaks here line up perfectly, and, 
for about a minute, you may find yourself 
believing that you are gliding along a Costa 
Rican wall, that is until the cold water brings 
you sharply back to Wales.

This area also acquires the affectionate name 
of “Dylan Thomas country.” As it was in these 
close-knit communities, where no secret 
remained untold, Thomas found inspiration for 
his greatest works. Most notably, the fishing 

port of New Quay was where he found the 
basis for many of his characters and places in 
the radio play “Under Milkwood.”

Like the rest of Wales, the scenery is a visual 
splendour, but, here, an auditory experience 
is to be had, as well. It is mainly in mid/north 
Wales that the Welsh language is spoken. 
Through the centuries the Welsh language has 
been an important contributor to the concept 
of Wales as a nation. Ever since the influx of 
English workers in the 18th century, the Welsh 
language has been on a decline, but over 
recent years a fight to retain the language and 
cultural identity has brought the percentage 
of Welsh speakers in Wales up to 20 percent.

Then there’s the north, and upon venturing 
to the empty beaches and reefs of Pen 
Llŷn for the first time, you may find yourself 

wondering how people ever came to settle 
here. There are a lot more hospitable places 
to end up rather than this preserved corner 
of the world. Here, though, there lies a setup 
so epic yet so hidden that only a select few 
even know anything about it—only the really 
adventurous head here.

The tonnau (waves) in the north are as diverse 
as the people that surf them. Among the 
surfers who grew up in the area and the local 
university students, you’ll find few others 
drawn across the border for the moody 
winters. As far as the setups go, diversity is 
the name of the game. Being situated so far 
north, it is unfortunately more swell-starved 
than its neighbouring counties. So, when the 
swell does come, you have to be able drop 
everything, race to the beach, and surf every 
wave as if it were your last. For, after every 

>>One of Gower's reefs.>>Hell's Mouth, North Wales.

>>Freshwater West, Pembrokeshire.

>>Harbor Trap, on the Ceredigion coast.
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wave, you are left wondering if that is the end 
of it, since this is a place where a swell might 
only last as long as the high or the low tide.

When all elements come together, though, 
North Wales can offer nothing less than 
perfection. For the people who live and 
breathe the place, getting from swell to 
swell takes nothing more than patience 
and remembering what the Welsh say: “Araf 
dêg mae dal iâr” (i.e. The best way to catch 
a chicken is slowly). Without long flat spells 
between, there wouldn’t be the serenity and 
pure bliss of that epic session.

Over the last decade, there has been a much-
needed increase in Welsh confidence. No 
longer living in the shadow of its conquering 
neighbour, England, Wales has gone from 

strength to strength, re-establishing its 
identity in the arts and political scene. Exports 
such as Anthony Hopkins, Richard Burton, and 
Catherine Zeta-Jones have also helped to raise 
its profile. A symbol the country unites under, 
y ddraig goch, or the “red dragon,” which flies in 
the wind on the Welsh flag, has awoken from 
its sleep and will not go back without a fight.

The Welsh are known for being great 
storytellers—they love to perform. Every year 
there is a meeting of poets, musicians, and 
artists to showcase their talents at the National 
Eisteddfod. Throughout Wales there are 
numerous smaller eisteddfods taking place in 
schools and small communities. Here, children 
and adults alike are encouraged to express 
themselves. Whether it be by poetry or song, 
art or storytelling, it’s always a joyous occasion. 

This love of performance is very apparent in 
the Welsh people, and in surf lineups this also 
rings true.

Some of our greatest orators of the sea 
include Pete “PJ” Jones. A Welsh born-and-
bred surfer who, in the ’70s, took apart the 
European surfing scene, PJ truly has the gift 
of storytelling. Whether it be recounting the 
time he hung out with Paul Newman or his 
semifinal in the 1976 Smirnoff Pro Am held 
in maxing Sunset, he holds a captivated 
audience. PJ sums up everything that is  
great in Welsh surfing. He possesses an 
inordinate amount of style that transcends 
from his surfing to everyday life. Now a family 
man, Pete runs the main surf shop on the 
Gower with his son, James Jones, a former 
surfing champion himself. It has been known 

for the odd wave to go unridden when  
Pete has begun his performance from  
his surfboard!

A common talking point of the Welsh and 
English alike is the weather. The climate here 
is temperate, the summers rarely getting 
uncomfortably hot but can reach 30°C 
(86°F), and daytime winter temperatures can 
stay well below zero. From year to year, the 
weather rarely follows suit, and summers can 
vary from Mediterranean clime to mediocre. 
When surfing, you can happily be in trunks in 
the summer, to all the rubber you can find  
in January. This does leave the more dedicated 
surfers alone to battle the Welsh winters. As 
if it was not hard enough to earn the respect 
of the locals on general surfing prowess, 
eagerness must too be taken into account, 
even at the risk of “hypothermia,” a word, I 

must add, that does not even exist in the 
Welsh language.

Having such an onslaught of geographical 
splendour, it is no wonder Wales has become 
a haven for people of the active persuasion, as 
well as a contender for the land of opportunity 
—in fact, it always has been, it was just a case 
of opportunity unrealised. Now emerging 
as an alternative getaway destination to 
other popular British areas, Wales is finding 
an influx of tourism. It is small nation with 
big aspirations, and quite rightly so. Long 
have been the days of an identity forgotten, 
ridden be the moments school children were 
punished for speaking their native tongue, it 
is here Wales has accepted its differences, and 
embraced them. And in its difference it finds 
itself unique, and to strive for anything less 
would be a travesty.

>>Vectonian James "Best Surfer" Ranson.>>Pete Jones.

>>Welsh rock dance.

>>Broad Haven South.


