) SDM TRAVEL SECTION

DIVE...
SAIL...

Charter your own 46' luxurious yacht and sail to
remote tropical islands. Ketch Lion’s Paw graciously
accommodates 4-5 guests in two separate cabins.
Compressor and J-tanks aboard ... Zodiac dive boat ..
Excellent food. .. Informal living...
Write:
LION’'S PAW, Box 1103, Antigua, West Indies

LONG BAY — ANTIGUA

THAT SPECIAL PLACE, just 3% hours from
New York. Daily flights.

Picturesque inn, beautiful beach, inshore and
offshore reefs, sailing, water skiing, desp sea
fishing. All dlviu equipment and iInstruction at

reasonable rates
Write for Brochure:
Long Bay Hotel, Box 442, Antigus W.1.

YOUR MIDWEST
DIVING VACATIONLAND

DOOR COUNTY, WISCONSIN

ROCKS

Lodgs has complate fachilles . . .

Gene Shastal, Dept.

Pt 50 AIR = LODGING = EQUIPMENT
BOATS = INSTRUCTOR

RL. 1, Box 1646
Eilison Bay, Wisconsin Coast Guard approved boat leaves daily.

54210 Clear water. many wrecks, and tree map.

[Dive Drapers Reef, Jamaica

Recently opened to diving, Drapers Reef rivals any in the West
Indies. A tew miles east of Port Antonio, Drapers Reef is in
the lushest, most exotic part of Jamaica, whers the jungled
mountains meet the sea. It wes from here that the English
mﬂm sailed out against the Spanish tressure galleons.

or phone Bob Patch, 1000 Vermont Avenus,

Wulmn. D.C. 20005 (202) 737-4940.
New Mexico.
Good long term investment. Easy terms. Free brochure.

EXCEI’TIOIIA[ )
Only $995 per acre.
Ranchos, Box 2005UV. Alameda California 94501/

Lake Conchas
mn Vacation Paradise.

—
“BAHAMA REEFS”
AT THEIR BEST!

WRITE FOR FREE BROCHURE
Tropic Diving Cruises, P.O., Box 76
Ft. Lauderdale, Fla. 33302

\3
VP CERTIFIED DIVERS!

EXPLORE THE HIDDEN, RUINED CITIES AND SUNKEN
TOMBS OF THE YUCATAN JUNGLE AND EARN A
SENIOR PADI DIVER CERTIFICATION AT THE SAME TIME!

with: RUTH FRY'S WORLD DIVING EXPEDITIONS

~

Expeditions fo: Yucatan, Philippine Islands,
South Africa, Red Sea., Greece, Brazil
606 Middleton Place, Nomistown, Pa. 19401
Ph. (215) 539-9172

REEF CRUISING IN _~
BEAUTIFUL ~ -~ = - .
BONAIRE =

NQV. IN
sgm diver

/
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Julits

By David Schloerb

EDITOR’S NOTE: Although living under-
water is a very sophisticated aspect of div-
ing and is not something to be taken lightly,
upon receiving David Schloerb’s manus-
cript, we could not resist publishing it. The
imagination and ingenuity of this 17 year
old boy is equaled only by his ability to
clearly record on paper, in a concise and
easy-to-read style, the results of his project.
We think you’ll enjoy sharing his fine ad-
venture with him. However, SKIN DIVER
cautions other youngsters about attempt-
ing similar projects due to the potentially
dangerous nature of living underwater for
extended periods of time.

I turned to my mother on the porch and
tried to think of something light to say. |
didn’t want her to worry so much. A few
words passed between us. She said, ‘'Be
careful.” I said, ‘I will.”” | left the porch
and headed down to the lake in my
swimsuit and tee shirt.

Brian Kittle, my best friend and diving
buddy, was waiting for me by our tent.
It was still light, the end of a warm August
day. Like so many other days, getting into
the water, going diving was just routine. |
moved the same way, did the same
things, but this dive was different. | had
dreamed of living underwater since | was
ten years old and now, seven years later,
in a very limited sense, | was about to do
just that. | waded out by the pier in front
of my grandmother’s cottage, fitted my
mask, slipped on my fins, and sub-
merged.

I swam out, slowly, along the hose,
listening to the air which forced through
it with the sound of the pump on shore.
The lake bottom changed as | moved
deeper, until at 12 feet, the last weeds
gave way to an endless stretch of mud
and silt. Twenty-five feet down and a
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couple hundred feet from shore my de-
stination came into view.

Larger, more expensive versions are
called underwater habitats; places for
men to eat and sleep under the sea. The
Navy’s Sealab and Cousteau’s Conshelf
projects are examples. Itisonly in a very
loose sense that | compare my project
with these; saturation diving is not for
sport divers. Also, if one considers that
the most expensive piece of equipment
in my project was the $60 hooka com-
pressor, the difference is apparent.

The proper name of my habitat — |
prefer the word house — was Julius.
Julius was four and a half feet high and
two feet in diameter. It was made from oil
drums, pieces of pipe, plastic, scrap
wood, and a number of obscure things |
had collected over the past few years.
The air inside Julius gave it a buoyancy
on the order of a thousand pounds. This
was compensated for by a few tons of
rock in a bin, left from a previous project,
which had long since disappeared into
the mucky lake bottom, leaving only the
cables, to which the house was attached,
visible. Bolted on the side of Julius was a
small flooded room which served as an
equipment storage area. We named this
room “It,”" unable to think of a more ap-
propriate name.

As | approached the house | could see
a number of small bluegills hovering
about Julius and It. The hose | was follow-
ing now slanted up to the house which
was suspended five feet above the bot-
tom. A constant flow of air came from
underneath Julius as the air inside was
replaced. Everything looked good.

| removed my tank and stored it in the
appropriate .place in It. Still breathing
from the tank | placed my flippers in their
cubby hole and then closed the valve on
the tank. | moved somewhat like an as-




tronaut making a space walk. Being care-
ful not to entangle myself in any loose
cables or hoses, | pulled my way around
the house and slipped underneath Julius.
Then | pulled myself onto the step below
its entrance and sat up with my head in
the wiggling mass of air above. My ears
came alive with the sound of airbubbling
from the hose, such a contrast to the
peaceful quiet normally found underwa-
ter. | placed my weight belt in its special
box and hung my mask under the seat
inside Julius. After attaching the leads to
a lantern battery which hung under the
seat, and which supplied electrical
power, | stood up and pulled myself onto
the seat. If everything worked right this
would be my home for the next 24 hours.
It was now a little after 7 pm.

Lifting the earpiece, part of an old
house phone which served as our inter-
com, | pressed the ‘call’ button. | was
immediately rewarded with a loud buzz
which indicated that its twin was ringing
in the tent on shore. After a moment the
earpiece squawked, “Hello.” | shouted,
‘B, I'm here. Everything looks good.”
Brian responded with, “’I think you have
the wrong number,”” and hung up. | cal-
led back and we talked for a while but it
became too hard to keep up the shouting.
I signed off and turned my attention to my
surroundings.

I checked the lights. Everything was
working fine. | looked out the window
and noted it was getting dark. A boat
zoomed by over head; probably some-
one getting in his last ski ride of the day.
A small bluegill drifted by my window
and hovered there for a few minutes. He
maintained his position and attitude with
an ease | envied as a scuba diver. Then,
as if he had been observing me and found
nothing of interest, he drifted away.

Around 8 pm | called Brian. He said he
was about to bring down some dinner. A
few minutes later Brian floated past my
window and popped his head through
the open bottom of julius. He handed me
a jar with milk in it and a plastic bag
which contained a couple pieces of
chicken. At first the jar wouldn’t open
because of the pressure. Fortunately its
seal was not perfect and after a couple of
minutes enough air had leaked in so that
it could be opened. Brian and | talked
awhile. It was nice not having to shout.
Then he went outside to give me a little
show. He floated by upside down, or
sideways, and peeked around the edge of
the window making faces. He wasn’t
wearing a tank, so every now and then |
heard a splash as he ducked his head in
for a breath of air. Finally he waved
good-by and drifted upward, giving
Julius a little push as he went.

As | finished my dinner it became too
dark to see, so | turned on the interior
light. Then | tried the outside spotlight.
The first thing | noticed was a number of
bubbles rising past the window. A clamp
holding the hose had slipped so that most
of the air, from the surface, was pumped

outside rather than inside the house. |
remedied this by pushing the hose back
into place with my foot. Then | flipped off
the interior light to get a view outside.

Looking out the window reminded me
of Cousteau’s second Conshelf project
during which his group had done a simi-
lar thing. The only difference was that his
group was sitting in their living room,
looking into the Red Sea, while | was
sitting in an oil drum looking into a
muddy lake. | had to wipe the window
with a rag every few minutes because of
the moisture. Everything inside was wet.

About 8:45 pm | called Brian to tell
him | was going outside and that he
should come down and join me. | slipped
off my seat onto the step and turned off
the interior light. The water seemed very
cold as | fitted my mask. | put on my
weight belt, then maneuvered myself to
reach the Hooka attached just outside. |
use the term ‘"Hooka’’ to suggest surface
supplied diving apparatus. The device
itself was of the simple free flow type
which consisted of a number of pipe fit-
tings in a plastic case strapped to my
chest, and two flexible rubber hoses
coming out of the case and connecting to
a mouthpiece. | worked my arms through
its straps and turned a valve which di-
verted the air from Julius to the Hooka.
When it started bubbling I inserted the
mouthpiece and tried a few breaths.
Satisfied that it worked, | eased outside
and pulled myself around into It to don
my flippers.

Suddenly a light shined in my eyes —
Brian had arrived. He turned it on him-
self so | could see him, and it was nice
having someone around again. Having
to spend most of my time down there
alone was not something | enjoyed. We
swam around looking at the house and at
each other. After about 40 minutes |
started getting pretty cold and signaled |
was going back inside. Brian waited for
me to get in, helping with my equipment,
then waved through the window and
floated away.

Inside | decided to write a letter to my
high school counselor. | opened the
small storage compartment in my control
panel. The door of the compartment
served as my table. Taking out some al-
most dry paper and a pen, | began to
write the sort of letter | had always
dreamed of, starting with, “You’ll never
guess where | am!” Halfway through the
letter, | turned off the interior light to
watch some minnows dancing in the out-
side spotlight. By 10 pm | had finished
the letter and decided to rest by leaning
forward against the opposite wall of the
drum. This didn’t involve leaning at any
great angle. The drum was so small that
Brian, who is fourinches tallerthan | am,
could just barely squeeze inside.

Slowly | became aware that something
was wrong. The hose clamp had slipped
again. | could not work it back with my
foot so | grabbed a pair of pliers from the
storage compartment and climbed down

to fix it. Then | donned my mask and
Hooka to try to work on it outside.

When | had done the best | could, |
floated up for a look in the window. | had
started to shake from the cold and now |
began to vomit into the mouthpiece of
the Hooka. (Several months Jater, | dis-
covered that the pump was operating at
approximately the resonant frequency of
my stomach.) | told myself,"’ Take it easy
Dave, keep control.”” | was able to pull
myself back onto the step but, as | re-
moved my equipment, my numbed
hands couldn’t hold everything and |
dropped the pliers. Reaching for the
pliers, | dropped my mask.

After climbing back inside I called
Brian. He had to turn off the pump to hear
me. | told him to bring down another
mask. I'm still not too sure what hap-
pened next. On shore the pump is just a
noise in the tent, and perhaps Brian
started getting ready to come down and
just forgot to turn the pump back on.
Whatever happened, | suddenly realized
| wasn’t getting any air! | shouted and
buzzed until my little brother John
picked up the phone. | yelled, “John!
Turn on the pump!’’ John went to get
Brian and.l think | heard my mother’s
voice, “What is it John? Brian’s busy.” |
was preparing to leave when the hose
started to gurgle again.

By 10:30 pm Brian had come and
gone. He had found the mask | lost, and |
had made my point about the importance
of that noise in the tent. He told me that
my parents wanted me to come up. | ag-
reed it was a good idea: [ was getting cold
and too many things were going wrong,
but | decided to wait until eleven
o’clock. The interior light had gone out,
so | sat watching the minnows outside
my window. Brian sent some music
down from a tape recorded on shore via
the intercom. | could just hear it over the
constant gurgle of the hose. A little after
11 pm | told Brian to come get me.

Five minutes later, Brian’s face ap-
peared in the window. On his head was a
green army cap with a large capital ‘B’
sewn on the front. He handed in my cap,
the one with the capital ‘D,’ and we
looked at each other through the win-
dow. It's hard to explain the meaning of
the 79¢ hats with the homemade emb-
lems. They made us laugh at a project,
with all its long hours of planning and
building, which was too much of a fail-
ure to be considered a success. It was just
a simple joke — one of those things
which makes us human and gives hope
for the future. | turned off the remaining
lights and climbed down onto the step.

We ascended in darkness and surfaced
into another world. The area was illumi-
nated by a floodlight on shore and a yel-
low light hanging in the tent. | could hear
my parents, who stood on the pier, talk-
ing in the still night air. | waved to them
to show | was all right. Then Brian and |
swam slowly to shore, on our backs,
looking at the stars. =
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