
Adventure Diving at Fifty Five
Marsha Forest

What's a nice 55 year old Jewish kid from New York City doing on this scuba boat about
to go off for nine days of cold water adventure scuba diving in Northern British Columbia?
I must be nuts I thought to myself as I contemplated the 9 days ahead of me with only
diving, eating and more diving to occupy my time. Yet I was excited. This was soniething I
really wanted to do. I had received my Scuba training in Australia on the Great Earner Reef
near Cairns and had marveled at the new wondrous world I had discovered under the sea.
It was a world of marvel, colour and wonder. And warm embracing water.

I had read and heard that the waters of British Columbia had some of the best cold water
diving spots in the world. So here we were. I had never worn a dry suit in my life. I had
never even worn a full wet suit. I naively asked the crew (when I spoke to them from
Toronto) if one had to wear a wet suit on the trip. They patiently explained that the cold
temperature (47-50 F range) made not wet suits but a dry suit the order of the day. They
were patient and kind. They must have wondered what kind of fruit cake this was who
didn't realize how cold the water would be.

I was later to realize that the staff at Exta Sea were truly pleased to take anyone interested in
diving out into the water and that they indeed were patient and kind throughout the entire
trip.

We booked this trip the night before my surgery for breast cancer. Suffice it to say I
survived both the cancer and the cold water diving. The fear of the diving and the terror of
wearing a dry suit got me through surgery as whenever I was scared to death of death,
dying, illness, mortality etc. I decided to be scared-excited about life itself. I thereforefocused on the diving adventure ahead. It was a great diversion. When I went into surgery
I pretended I was going for a great dive. That imagery was an important part of my healing.
OK. The trip was booked. The dye was cast. The deposit was sent. On August 1997 Jack
and I would board our boat the Sea Venmrer with Exta Sea Charters. We stopped by the
Exta Sea office in Nanaimo as they wanted to make sure our dry suit rentals would fit.
There we met Chris and the now famous Captain A1 Spilde, owner of the Company. At that
point A1 was still just Al, a mere mortal, not the man who would become my "Captain
AL" scuba buddy and teacher extraordinare. Now he is the famous Captain Al spoken
about in our workshops around the globe. At this point he was just plain Al, still just a
m o r t a l m a n .

The Dry Suit Experience.

There it was, my dry suit. Ready to try on. "OK," I thought. If they think I can actually get
into this I probably can. I must admit I had grave doubts. I bravely got my feet and legs in
the suit. Now came the fun part. I got the body part on (sort of like getting into a tight
girdle) and then came the neck and head part. A tiny neoprene tunnel appeared before me.
Chris and Jack both helped as I attempted to get my head into the birth canal in front of me.
"Why am I doing this?" I wondered as I was suddenly encased in black rubber and not
breathing too well at all.

This is not easy. The neck piece was new and very tight. But we got it on. I say "we" as it
took three of us. Choking slightly, I wondered if and how I would do this several times per
day for 9 days. I smiled bravely. "Oh my God," I thought to myself "we are spendinghard earned money for this." I kept smiling al! the while. Jack knew. He could see the
terror in my eyes.
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