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As I completed this memoir, I was struck by the fact that so many scary things happened to

me. Then, I realized that if you divided the number of bad experiences by 42 years of diving the

figure wasn’t so bad. I experienced so many days of fun in, under and near the water. I dove in

cold water and warm water and saw many varieties of marine life that the time spent was very

worthwhile. Diving in lakes and rivers, the Puget Sound and San Juans, Mexico, the Carribean,

Catalina , and other locatons gave me hours of fond memories. The friends I met and the

people that helped me and encouraged me were and are the greatest! Thnk you!If I were to be

asked about diving I would give the following advice: 1.) Take the very best classes available

(NAUI, PADI and YMCA). I’m sure that there are others that are good – check them out. Don’t

think that by taking a two day class in some resort that you are a pro, even if the instructor tells

you so. Believe me, you are not! 2.) Buy the highest quality equipment. Beware of second hand

regulators and BCs. 3.) Plan your dive and dive your plan. 4.) Don’t drink the night before or

before entering the water. 5.) Don’t dive below 100 feet unless you have advanced training. It is

very cold, dark and dangerous. And 6.) Always dive with a buddy! And stick with him or

her.Keep wet my friends!
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PlumberEpilogAcknowledgementsPrefaceFrom the lakes and rivers of North Idaho to the

oceans, seas and jungle river, it has been quite a trip.Born in Coeur d'Alene, Idaho, I was

naturally attracted to the lake of the same name and the surrounding waters of Hayden Lake,

Fernan Lake and the Spokane River.Swimming, fishing, and water-skiing with friends like Vern

Eaton and Russ Parsons were my favorite pastimes. We spent hours playing in the water.

Looking for empty bottles was fun on land, and even more exciting beneath the water. In those

days, a kid would receive five cents for a pop bottle and three cents for a beer bottle. The cost

to see a movie was twenty-five cents, and so it didn't take us long to earn the price of

admission.I attended school in Coeur d'Alene and graduated high school in 1950. I received a

diploma from North Idaho Junior College, now known as North Idaho College. I went on to

attend Gonzaga University.Upon receiving a B.A., I joined the staff of Coeur d'Alene Junior

High. What a thrill it would be. I taught there two years with my mother, Helen McCuaig, the

greatest teacher ever. My dad, Norm McCuaig, who had been the only bus driver in the Coeur

d'Alene school district for many years, had been killed in a car accident several years earlier. I

regretted the three of us did not get to work together.With five years of college and a yearly

salary of thirty-two hundred dollars, I thought it was time to move to a more lucrative area. I

was hired by the Buckley Washington School District with a salary of four thousand dollars.

Wow! I was headed up the pay scale.After several years of teaching in Buckley, and serving as

Director of Special Education in Mt. Vernon, Washington, I was hired by the Kent School

District, where I remained for the next fourteen years. It was here I became reacquainted with

Joe Morris, a fellow Coeur d'Alene Junior High teacher. Joe had accepted a position as a

biology teacher at Bellevue High School.Our mutual love for teaching, science and the sea

brought us together and into the world of scuba. We collected marine specimens for the

classroom and were amongst the leaders in taking our classrooms to the sea. We taught

marine biology and oceanography. While on the beaches, we provided divers to bring up

specimens not found in tide pools.Joe and I became aware we really needed to get into deeper



water to experience this new world and find more specimens for our classrooms. Our attempts

at scuba diving were ill conceived, scary, and, at times, darn right dangerous. We finally

realized our folly and enrolled in a NAUI (National Association of Underwater Instructors)

SCUBA (Self Contained Underwater Breathing Apparatus) class.Upon completing the course,

we and many of our diving companions became life-long friends. We became very close with

Fred Laister, our mentor, and his family. I spent many happy hours below and above the water

with Fred.After forty-two years in teaching, with the last five years as program manager and

instructor at Whatcom Community College, it was time to retire. I had taught at the elementary

and secondary level, worked as a school administrator and was a visiting lecturer at Gonzaga

University.I began diving in 1960, dunking my head under the waters of Florida, the Caribbean,

California, Washington, Canada, Idaho and Mexico. These places had been my sanctuaries. In

2002, I had my last dive, floating a boathouse in Lake Chatcolet.Upon retiring, my wife Beverly

(a NAUI certified diver) and I moved back to North Idaho, where we continue to make our

home.This book chronicles some of my underwater adventures and chronicles the ups and

downs of diving (pun intended).All the events and stories are real. To all my friends and fellow

divers, keep wet.Chapter 1The Adventure BeginsUpon Joe Morris' arrival in the Seattle area,

an old friendship was renewed and the beginning of a new hobby was about to start.Joe taught

biology at Bellevue High School and I taught science and math at Covington Elementary

School in Kent, Washington. The year was 1960.When tides were low, we spent weekends

combing through tide pools, digging in the mud and looking for new plants and animals to

introduce to our students. Our classrooms were full of bottled sea creatures. The smell of

formaldehyde was everywhere, but the strong acrid smell preserved our marine specimens.It

was Joe who introduced me to scuba equipment. You did not need a diving certification to

purchase equipment or to buy air for your tanks. We purchased gear from Sears, bought

outdated tanks, and shopped garage sales for equipment. It took us several months to pull our

equipment together.Our first adventure was at Alkai Point in West Seattle. We explored without

enough weight to keep us down, and then too much weight so we couldn't reach the surface. At

one point, we walked to shore underwater. After much trial and error, we began to hug the

bottom and fill our goody bags full of specimens. Wow! This was going to be a blast.We were

smart enough not to dive too deep or so we thought. Naive, we did not know the first thirty-

three feet of depth is one of the most deadly.One day, I found a shallow reef loaded with plants

and animals. As soon as Joe and I reached the bottom, Joe took off in one direction and I in

another. I could see the sun's rays being reflected off the surface. I wasn't too deep. It was

warm and the visibility was excellent. I followed the reef until my air was almost gone. On

reaching the surface, I was shocked to learn I was a long way from shore. I learned a lesson I'll

never forget. Reefs don't always go parallel to the shoreline. The tide was starting to turn. I

soon would be swept out to sea gradually. I swam as hard as I could for what seemed like

ages. Beginning to cramp, I put my feet down. My fins touched the sand. Walking backward, I

made it to safety.After a few more scary experiences, Joe and I agreed that we needed to take

classes in scuba. Death by drowning had no appeal for either of us!Chapter 2Scuba

TrainingEntering Skin Diver's Cove in Bellevue, Washington I felt conflicted. I really wanted to

take skin diving lessons, but I felt nervous about my lack of swimming skills. My buoyancy

(float) level was two feet under the surface, a little deep for breathing. My swimming ability was

not all that good. I dreaded the thought of flunking out of a class I so badly wanted to take.The

first night would be spent entirely in the pool. It was our qualification test for the course. Twelve

people, of varied ages and sex, would spend four hours in the Olympic-sized pool.After

meeting our teacher, Bob Stanton, and our classmates, we dressed down to our swimsuits and



entered the pool area.Our first challenge was a half-mile swim. We were not allowed to touch

the bottom or the sides of the pool. We could, however, use any stroke or combination of

strokes, and rest whenever we wanted. I believe I swam the whole way using a side stroke.

Well, at least I passed that portion of the test.The underwater swim was a piece of cake. I

swam one length easily and completed about half of the remaining length by pulling myself

across the bottom. We weren't penalized for swimming both lengths of the pool. With two tests

done, I was feeling pretty good about heading into the evening portion of the class.The

teachers began by asking us to assemble at the north side of the pool. We were asked our

weights. They took ten percent of each figure and added that amount of lead to a weight belt.

They placed the belt around our middles and showed us how to open the clasp. Our task was

to swim across the pool, staying on the surface. I made it halfway across, which was further

than others. One elderly man, who must have been in his fifties, was the only one who made it

without sinking to the bottom. Those of us who sank unfastened the snap, and popped to the

surface. No one panicked so we all passed.We were ready for our last test and I thought it

would be the most difficult. We had to tread water and float for ten minutes. To make matters

worse, we would have to have both our hands out of water for the last three minutes. My lungs

felt as if they would burst, and my arms and legs were aching. I prayed that I would not cramp

up. I didn't think I would make it.I must have ingested a quart of pool water. Down I went!

Kicking hard, I surfaced only to go down again. After what seemed like eons, the final whistle

blew. I quickly sprinted to the side of the pool and pulled myself onto the wet cement. I lay

panting, but with a smile on my face. I had passed. Everyone had passed.Joe and I attended

classes and pool sessions once a week for six weeks. We would spend two to three hours in

class and the same amount of time in the pool.Our second and third pool sessions were

devoted to the use of fins, mask, and snorkel. Each night we started with our quarter-mile

swim. What a difference those fins made. It was as if we were flying around the pool. Our leg

strength improved with each class. We learned to clear our face masks underwater and clear

the snorkel, which always filled with water when we would dive to the bottom. Those next two

days were spent doing a lot of diving to the bottom and swimming under and through objects,

such as hula hoops. We had to “buddy up” with a different person the entire program. This was

a valuable experience as we would have different partners in future years of diving.Our last

three days of pool classes were the most fun. Finally, we were going to use scuba equipment.

We were to use all the gear except for the wetsuits (too hot). The equipment included: weight

belts and weights, backpacks and tanks, a regulator, and our fins, face plates, and snorkels.

Our first regulators were the old two-hose regulators; one hose brought air to us, and one hose

was for the expulsion of bad air that we had exhaled.There were certain advantages and

disadvantages of the two-hose regulator. With the two hoses, it was much easier to share air

with another, and if the diver lay on one side, the air would be forced into his mouth. A diver’s

bubbles came out behind him so he didn't have to worry about the bubbles getting under the

mask or into the helmet of his wet suit. They also doubled the chances of getting hooked on

objects under the water. We all chose the one-hose regulator, even though, in the earlier days,

we found that if the regulator failed it would shut off the air. The new regulators, if they go bad,

give the diver lots of air.The first two weeks, with our new toys, were pretty intense. Making the

quarter mile swim was a real snap now. We often did it without using our masks or without

having the use of our fins. We wore weight belts the entire time, which became pretty darn

tiring by the end of the session. We quickly learned that our toys were not toys but possibly life-

saving equipment.The “ditch and don” exercises were the most practical. At first, though, they

were a bit scary. Alone we headed for the deepest portion of the pool and sat on the bottom. In



order, we took off our fins, backpack and tank, and face mask. Putting them in a nice pile, we

took a deep breath and placed our regulator in the center. The last item was our weight belt; it

held everything secure. Breathing out we headed slowly to the surface. The donning was the

same except in reverse. Once we had our weight belt on and the regulator in our mouth, it was

easy to sit on the bottom and put the rest of the gear back on.Those were fun times until our

instructors told us that the last night in the pool would be “Panic Night.” Oh, whee! That

sounded worse than the previous episode. What would they do to us? Would I be the one to

panic? Fear of the unknown haunted me the entire week.The day finally arrived. We dressed

down and put on all our gear, sans the wet suits. We were assigned a “buddy” and told not to

leave him, no matter what happened. We were told not to come to the surface.We also noticed

that our teaching staff had more than doubled in size, and they were all wearing swim suits.Our

task would be simple, or so we were told. Each team was given three large bolts, nine washers

and three nuts. We were to assemble them on the bottom. Our teams were spread out through

the pool. An instructor dove with us to the bottom and scattered our little pile within a six-foot

area. We had begun collecting the objects when my face mask was suddenly pushed down

over my regulator. Without thinking, I returned it to my face, cleared it, and looked around. Ah! I

was just in time to see my buddy being dragged away by a fin. I rushed to his aid. Dragging him

back, I had just got caught up on my breathing when I lost all my air. I signaled, and my partner

swam to me and handed me his air. We used the buddy-breathing method until he was able to

reach back and turn my air back on. Many more things were done to us that night, but finally

the harassment ended, and we joyfully exited the pool.The entire class passed the pool

portion. Everyone was confident we could handle any problem that would arise in the sea. I

would be tested many times in the years to come.There were two tasks yet to be accomplished

before receiving our certification. We would need to pass the written test, and we would have to

pass the qualifying dive in the ocean. We were confident that in the end we would hold that

NAUI card in our hands.For the final dive, we met at Alki Point in west Seattle, the very area

that Joe and I used to prowl. But this time we would be prepared. Arriving early, we were

surprised to see a large area of the bay ringed by divers' flags (a red rectangular flag with a

white stripe that ran from the top of the mast to the bottom right corner of the flag). The flags

would warn all boaters there were divers down and not to approach the area. We also noticed

a large boat beyond the flags, slowly trolling back and forth. There were divers on the boat, and

they had their binoculars ready and aimed in our direction. One small rubber raft, without a

motor, was floating inside the flags near some pilings. The pilings were the remains of an old

ferry landing on the very point of Alki. Those manning the rubber raft and the boat off shore, we

noticed, were the extra instructors who had given us such a bad time on Panic Night. They

were there now to save our bacon if we ran into trouble.It took time before we were all able to

get into the water. Each new diver had to wait for one of our original instructors to take us to the

dive site. The owner of Skin Diver's Cove, Mel, became my buddy for my final test. There would

be no funny business today. Mel and I completed examining each other's equipment, and then

together we shuffled backward into the sound. Walking backwards kept us from tripping over

our large fins and taking a nosedive into the sand.Swimming out to the pilings, Mel gave a

signal, and we descended down one of the pilings to the sea floor. Mel pointed to his depth

gauge, and I looked at mine. We were at thirty-seven feet. The water was calm and clear. The

visibility was excellent and we could see one hundred feet in all directions. I could see our

bubbles, small to begin with, then as they reached the surface getting larger and larger until

they burst.I was prepared for what Mel did next. Gently, but firmly, he pushed me back against

the piling. My knees were in the sand. I kneeled there silently looking into my buddy's eyes. He



motioned for me to clear my face mask. The cold ocean water rushed under the face plate, up

around my nose, and into my eyes. I could see little and the temperature of the salt water made

me take in a quick breath. Thank heavens no water rushed up my nose.I quickly put my face

mask on, and turned my head to the side. While holding the upward part of the mask, I blew

through my nose. Ah ha! Just like in the pool, the water rushed out of the mask and I could see

and breathe normal again. Mel gave me an okay signal and let me rest for a few seconds. The

next four or five minutes we shared my air. I would take a deep drink of the fresh air and pass

my regulator to him. He would breathe on my air for six or seven seconds and then return the

regulator to me. Once the task was accomplished, Mel pointed out to sea.We swam side-by-

side farther into the depths. Mel would often stop and point out a sea creature or hand me a

sea cucumber to touch. He also pointed out a concealed sole. It was lying on the bottom

beneath a shallow covering of sand, just his little eyes popping out.Ten minutes later, he

motioned to me to stop and pointed to his depth gauge. We were now in sixty feet of water. He

gave me a pat on the back and motioned toward the beach. We had a leisurely swim back.

Reaching a depth of four feet, we stood up and walked backwards to shore.Mel took a very

short breather and grabbed another neophyte. He and the other instructors would use the

same routine on all my classmates. As for me, I quickly took off all my gear and wetsuit. After

drying myself off, I drank a cup of very hot coffee. Those who completed their swims ate

sandwiches, sunbathed, or just visited about the experience. We were all elated. Finally,

everyone had finished. We formed a circle around our instructor, Bob, and with a handshake,

he gave each of us our cherished NAUI card. It was 1962, which was two years after Joe and I

had begun our initial quest into scuba diving. What a day!I left the classroom portion of the

NAUI program for last because of its importance to me in the chapters to follow. Let me start at

the beginning.Though not as exciting as the pool sessions, the classroom lessons were very

interesting just the same. It is very important to take classes that teach you more than how to

be a proficient swimmer. Learning about the marine plants and animals that might be a threat

to you was thoroughly covered in the marine biology session. Learning urine was a good first

aid for those receiving a jellyfish sting was cool. At what other time could you pee on a buddy

and he would thank you?Oceanography was interesting. The diver should know about tides,

underwater currents, waterfalls, and the chill factors. Every year in the San Juan Islands, we

would lose divers. Most deaths happened because of panic, and others were due to

inexperience in working with Mother Nature. She is often unforgiving.One of the most important

safety rules is, “plan your dive and dive your plan.” When and where do I dive and when and

where will I be getting out of the water. Diving from a boat, with no one in the boat, can be

scary. Divers should always swim in a direction so if the tide changes it will bring you back to

your starting position. This requires you to study the tide books in your location. It can be an

awful painful and long swim just to get back to your boat. I know!First aid was easy. Both Joe

and I had taken these classes in our respective school districts. We did practice retrieving a

diver that passed out in the sea. CPR can be administered in both areas.The several days we

spent covering physics and physiology were, to my way of thinking, the most practical.

Learning the basic laws of physics was easy. We had not thought about their application for

divers. Ignorance may be blissful, but bliss under water is not what divers wish for.Our first

scolding from our instructor, or should I say warning, was, “The first thirty-three feet in diving

are the most dangerous.” Why? The pressure outside our body is twice that of the pressure

inside our body at that depth. When wearing a tank we equalize the pressure. That is what we

are supposed to do. If, however, we hold our breath and head for the surface, our lungs may

have to double in size to hold this air. Rather than have the usual ten pints of air, we now have



twenty pints of air. The diver could rupture a lung. Not a pretty picture.Wetsuit squeezes can

also be deadly. When you are descending, the small air bubbles in the wetsuit compress. Your

weight belt could slide off your hips, down your legs, and over your fins. Without the weight, the

diver could shoot to the surface with dire consequences. I found out the hard way about

dropping a weight belt. If you tighten up your belt under water, you will also find out that upon

reaching the surface you feel like you are being cut in half as the bubbles in your suit have

expanded to twice their normal size.Without delving into the basic laws of physics and

principles, I'll discuss three extremely important topics: squeezes, bends, and the jollies.
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