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B R E T T 
B U R C H E R
Writer / Surfer / Story Teller /
Breath Work Facilitator



Brett Burcher is a big wave surfer, 
primary school teacher, writer and film 
maker, born and raised in Mollymook, 
on the New South Wales South Coast. 
 
Burcher’s fearless passion for surfing and 
travel has taken him around the world 
several times, with his big-wave pursuits 
being featured on several international and 
Australian surfing magazine covers, and in 
multiple award-winning surf and culture films. 

A story-teller by nature, his love of writing and 
reliving the tales experienced on the road has 
led to several of his musings being published 
in Surfing World Magazine, Tracks and White 
Horses alongside his regular column in local 
South Coast community magazine, White Wash. 

In 2019 Burcher directed and produced the 
industry-praised, short surf film ‘Engrained’, 
(see next page for details) combining his love 
of writing with his passion for surfing. 

Holding a Bachelor of Primary Education, 
Burcher taught from 2019-2022 at Milton 
Primary School in both Mainstream and Special 
Education Settings. Burcher views teaching this 
way: “There is this terrific dynamism between 
inclusivity, creativity and recognition of the 
individual that makes kid’s spirits soar. If that 
can be harnessed, there’s just no stopping 
them”. Now residing in Forster on NSW’s Mid 

Contact: brettburcher@hotmail.com

B R E T T 
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About
North Coast, Burcher is a Disability Support 
Worker, currently working in Adventure 
Therapy, and also a Breathwork facilitator.

As a surfer, practicing and experimenting 
with Breathwork to enhance performance 
has been an integral part of his life. More 
recently, Brett has gravitated towards bettering 
his understanding of the transformations 
breathwork can provide as a regulator in 
our lives and to help support awareness and 
connection to self and others. 

Brett is excited to continually 
learn, grow and understand 
how to best intertwine breath 
work into his spheres of 
education and storytelling. 
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A certified breathwork instructor, Brett 
facilitates workshops with the intention 
of introducing participants to a new 
found relationship with their breath. 

With an emphasis on the fundamentals of 
effective breathing, the workshops are designed 
to enhance individuals understanding of how to 
use the breath as a tool for emotional, mental 
and physical regulation. Using a knowledge 
based approach, the workshops equip people 
with the resources to implement breathwork into 
their lives in a customised and relatable manner. 

Brett also collaborates with other individuals in 
the wellness space facilitating private retreats 
and experiences.

B R E T T 
B U R C H E R

Breathwork Facilitator
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MOVIE SCRIPT  
by Brett Burcher

South Australia
The coastlines crumbling orange cliffs drop 
dramatically into a foaming, turquoise layered 
southern ocean, looking as though it has been sliced 
off from Antarctica with a knife. Golden plains stretch 
seemingly forever in all directions, cut only by the 
black ribbon of the highway. The dirt whispers and 
settles in your paws. Engrained in its appearance, 
engrained in time. Billions of stars dance from horizon 
to horizon with the earth’s rotation.  The beating pulse 
of the swells beat in rhythm with your chest. No sign 
of life, but more alive than ever.

Home
Walking on hard ground. Repeated steps dare you 
to stray. Same senses, same scenery, same doubts, 
same edge of sanity, same state of imbalance. 
All moments engrained in your existence. Going 
against the grain broadens horizons, but what keeps 
us continuously treading the same path echoes 
something deeper that can’t be explained. 

Tasmania
Reflections mirror unconditional eyes. It talks to you 
daring you to hear. Beauty deeper than the surface, 
engrained in its layers.  It rises with you, whistles in 
the wind, wanders beneath a slow burning sky. What 
was before will never be again.
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https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=1WhYt1QU25U
http://www.coastalwatch.com/surfing/14877/the-reelers-winners-for-2015-are
http://www.coastalwatch.com/surfing/14877/the-reelers-winners-for-2015-are
http://www.coastalwatch.com/surfing/14877/the-reelers-winners-for-2015-are
http://www.coastalwatch.com/surfing/14877/the-reelers-winners-for-2015-are


S U R F I N G  W O R L D  / 
C O A S T A L  W A T C H

R E E L E R S  S H O R T  F I L M 
C O M P E T I T I O N  
y o u t h  c a t e g o r y “I really wanted to work with Brett Burcher, but I didn’t want to do high-

performance surfing film. On the first trip Burch broke his neck and I only had 

a few clips from that trip that I could use. Later that month I was shooting at 

the Aussie titles and was watching the Over 55’s, just imagining how these 

guys surfed back in the day and it kind of sparked the idea for me to find an 

old man and tell his story.” 

MOVIE SCRIPT  
by Brett Burcher

Darcy Ward
Film maker - Eye Sea

WINNER

C L I C K  I M A G E  B E L O W  T O  V I E W  M O V I E
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To me the essence of life is 
looking back and knowing 
you did something you loved.
I have lost my ability to see 
but in my opinion The only 
thing worse than being blind 
is having sight but no vision.
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https://vimeo.com/229083880
https://vimeo.com/229083880
http://www.coastalwatch.com/surfing/14877/the-reelers-winners-for-2015-are


P R E V I O U S

{Click on pics below to view videos}FILM PROJECTS
Tunnel Vision
70,000+ views

Dusty Week in Winter
18,000+ views

Dusty Week in Winter Part 2
27,000+ views 

Wellenreiten 
13,000+ views 

F I L M  P R O J E C T S  |  P G 6B R E T T 
B U R C H E R

https://vimeo.com/110939292
https://vimeo.com/110939292
http://vimeo.com/26039437
http://vimeo.com/26039437
http://vimeo.com/26850971
http://vimeo.com/26850971
http://vimeo.com/57588617
http:vimeo.com/57588617
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Finding a secluded slab  

in remote Australian desert 

terrain is a challenge at  

the best of times, the upsides 

are heavy yet perfect waves; 

the downside is that it’s mile 

from nowhere and as you can  

see from the photos, certainly 

a wave to be respected.

Ibus ari velest qui dit 
as endest, qui venimenet 
adis maio con pa et ent 
adi ra que qui abo. Iqui 
dolupta solorepel is 
voluptasped molorera 
dolumquis et accatur

“

“
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I t’s 06.30 and I’m contemplating contacting Elliot Marshall and 
asking him to join us for a further week of ocean festivities in 
the desert. I’m already here, meaning he will have to do the 

mission on his own, a heroic feat that could send the bravest of men 
crumbling to their knees. 
 I’m seeking shelter inside a dew covered swag, unwilling to move 
any limbs because it’s close to freezing outside and every area of 
my mattress, blanket and pillow is saturated besides the parts kept 
dry by my skinny frame. “If you come solo,” I say, “I’ll cruise home 
with you so we can split the driving, petrol and mental trauma.” 
 I’d selfishly jumped in to Scott Dennis’s car, days prior with 
Benny Serrano, Darcy Ward and Leroy Bellet, hoping to grab a few 
early days of waves. Unbeknown to Elliot and myself at this point, 
was that he would sadly be doing the trek back solo.
 The soul purpose of the trip was to surf a secluded right slab in 
remote Australian desert terrain. It was our third adventure to this 
location in as many years, which on its day has the ability to dish 
up some of the heaviest yet perfect waves around. The problem 
with living half a continent away from your desired destination, is 
that you have to commit to the journey early, so the time expended 
through organisation and the actual travel, has you arriving on 
schedule to score the best part of the forecast. To no surprise, we 
probably left our departure half a day late, forcing us to cram 24 
hours of driving into a 30-hour time slot. 
 The first morning greeted us with an ocean you would rather 
not encounter after days of driving and next to no sleep. There 
were huge, disorganised, low tide big wash through sets that would 
stir the lineup for minutes at a time replete with thick folding lips 
capable of snapping you in two. 

However the odd gem would occasionally appear that had the 
optimistic bones in your body wondering if you could snag one 
of the roses amongst an overgrown thorn bush. On days like this, 
you wish you could throw a fearless action figure type character 
into the lineup to see if it is actually rideable. 
 Enter Benny Serrano, the boxing, athletic, violin playing 
fearless machine that was more than happy to risk life and limb 
to convince us it could be done. The main challenges interrupting 
your quest to make the wave include 3ft backwashes coming up 
the face triggered by waves rebounding of the nearby cliff and the 
occasional foam balling white wash that would meet you half way 
through the barrel caused by a 50 metre wide boil sitting just off 
the edge of the reef. As action figures do, Benny succeeds, coiling 
his way through a warping beast that holds its shape long enough 
for him to exit safely and eject before the oncoming closeout eats 
him for breakfast. Benny pays his dues on a few but comes away 
with the result. 
 The swell dropped over the next few days and we waited for 
the next pulse of southern ocean to arrive. Each day we were 
optimistic, always hunting the dawn sessions in the chance that it 
had miraculously picked up. The downside was that the fog would 
hover over the ocean till mid morning, spoiling your view of the 
morning sunrise, in fact spoiling our view of everything in sight as 
it was so dense. Sitting on the cliff in suspense, you could hear and 
feel the spray of the waves, but you were unable to see 15 feet in 
front of you. When it would clear, the site of a single wave would 
have us out there. On a few occasions, the lull between sets would 
last for thirty minutes at a time. Our eagerness meant that poor 
Leroy and Darcy would be left floating on the inside, courageously 
or stupidly waiting for the next ride to document. A half an hour 
bob in the waters down there is simply not right; you’re really 
pushing your luck. It’s almost as if you can smell trouble. When the 

swell completely dropped, we headed up the coast to try our luck 
on some fun, hollow reefs. The saying, ‘you never know what’s 
around the corner’, is something that hits everyone at some time 
in their lives. Unfortunately, I was about to find out that I would be 
turning a very sharp corner that afternoon.  
 Ask most surfers what their ideal conditions are and you’re likely 
to receive the following answer at least once: 4ft, clean offshore, 
mainly barrels but with plenty of options for turns and fast tracked 
bowls with no one out. This exact description is what we found 
ourselves facing on a sunny winter’s afternoon in the desert. 
 Before we even had chance to chuck the handbrake on, a 
travelling bodyboarder, feet now firmly safe on land, began to 
frantically explain his recent encounter with a dolphin which had 
alerted him of nearby danger lurking below by shepherding the 
lad inwards, only leaving him alone once he hit the shore. “Take it 
as you want boys but it spooked the shit out of me; worth a surf 
though,” he assures us. 
 Our minds were not reassured when looking at the massive 
schools of salmon that filled the waves as they stood up on the 
reef. I don’t need to spell it out, but we were definitely flipping out 
a touch. An indecisive Creed Mctaggart had one foot in the water 
when this took place, opting to head back to the car for another 
tuna sandwich until more takers were willing to join him. 
 After seeing too many fun waves, we were sold. Once we got 
amongst it, fears and concerns were put aside as the joy and 
stoke of getting fun waves took over. Inflicting pain upon myself 
was the last thing I had in mind. I was deep, there was no denying 
that, but I backed my chances and the wave felt relatively safe, 
well worth a crack. 
 I opted for the barrel, 1 pump, 2 pumps but I couldn’t see 
the exit. 
 ‘Bang’, the foam ball lifted me as the lip has collected my 
head, flipped me upside down and slammed me underneath the 
churning wash. The millisecond my head hit the water, it connected 
intensely with the flat rock bottom. Spinning in the water, I reached 
for my feet first, then begin a full body assessment. I had feeling 
in all limbs. When I reached the surface, I could see and hear, but 
things were not good. Blood began to fill the water in my vicinity 
and my calls for help resembled the squatting of a fly; I was barely 
able to lift my hands above eye level. 
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Berserk By Nature
Tracks Magazine

On The Run From The Banshee
Tracks Magazine

Breaking Backs
Wavelength Magazine

Big Ben 
Tracks Magazine 

P R I N T  -  A R T I C L E S  |  P G 7B R E T T 
B U R C H E R



P U B L I S H E D

ARTICLES
The Seaweed Farmer
Tracks Magazine

Lucky Country
Surfing World Magazine

When It All Disolves, What’s Left?
Surfing World Magazine

Forever Young 
Tracks Magazine 
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