
Dear Fellow Diver:

It’s 5 a.m., and the neighbor’s roosters behind our 
cottage at Cabanas Agua Dulce have been crowing off and 
on since 3 a.m. The guests next door never heard them, 
but the damn fowls have been waking me every night.

I’m beat. Yet, just yesterday, I took delight in 
the diving, as divemaster Santiago identified one of my 
sightings as a leopard goby, explaining that in 26 years 
of diving on the island he had yet to see one. That find, 
a first for me, made my whole trip. 

The elusive leopard goby was just one of the trea-
sures I found diving on Isla de Providencia, in the 
Eastern Caribbean, 145 miles east of Nicaragua and once 
a favorite haunt of the pirate Henry Morgan. Not to be 
confused with Providenciales in the Turks and Caicos, 
Providencia is a tiny island with fewer than 6,000 inhab-
itants -- more Caribbean than Colombian -- and part of 
the Seaflower Biosphere Reserve. A 12-mile road more or 
less encircles 
it, passing 
through villag-
es as it rarely 
leaves sight of 
the sea. The 
rugged dormant 
volcanic peaks 
in its interior 
don’t invite 
development.

On my first 
morning, the 
talk among the 
young divers 
was all about 
whether we’d 
see sharks and 
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whether they would be dangerous 
-- just what you would expect from 
vacation-goers making a diversion-
ary dive or two. Sonny Dive Shop 
doesn’t feed sharks, but its com-
petitor, Felipe’s Dive Center, does, 
and minutes into our 80-foot wall 
dive on the site named Confusion, a 
trio of sizable reef sharks swam in, 
nosing about, and circled our group. 
Having seen plenty of sharks, some-
thing more subtle captured my atten-
tion: a brown tangle of rope sponge 
wrapped in a bumpy sponge zoanthid 
that looked like coral polyp open-
ings, not found in Humann’s Reef 
Creatures. For me, diving is all 
about finding life I’ve never seen 
before, and I’d scored a personal 

first on my very first dive.

Surfacing in the tranquil sea, the chilly January water (77F at 84 feet) made 
me glad I’d worn my 5mm full suit and hooded vest. Our deeper morning dives aver-
aged less than 80F, while shallow second dives hovered around 82F. Overall, vis-
ibility ranged from 30 to 70 feet. 

As we next headed for Manta City, I asked if we’d be seeing any. Cuacer (pro-
nounced KWA-see), our burly, affable young local boat driver, chuckled, shaking 
his head. “No.” He was right. I saw no mantas, but the list of fish and other sea 
life flitting about the patch reefs dotting the sandy bottom would fill a nice 
checklist of most classic reef dives. A plump cushion sea star rested on a bright 
white, sandy bottom. Schools of cottonwick and tomtates, occasionally a white mar-
gate, bluestriped grunts and yellow goatfish populated the reef. Blueheads darted 
about like bullets ricocheting off invisible walls. Several southern stingrays 
rose from the sand and flew away, slowly to settle again. The smaller, stubbier 
yellow stingray seemed more restless, looking for its next meal along the bottom 
of the reef. Fairy basslets hung under ledges like a series of purple-flamed gas-
lights, as surgeonfish, porcupine fish, blue chromis and Creole fish swam about. 
I’d mounted my Tokina 10-17 wide angle for the first shark dive, but its macro 
capability let me get close-ups of a flamingo tongue munching on gorgonian soft 
coral and a delicate Pederson 
shrimp dancing in the arms of a 
translucent corkscrew anemone. 
A nice, typical second dive in 
Providencia.

Throughout the week, I 
dived with a mix of friendly 
Latin American tourists in their 
20s and 30s and one European, 
a 30-ish Norwegian sea captain, 
all of whom spoke English in 
varying degrees. Like me, they 
seemed drawn to Providencia 
by its reputation for being 
unspoiled -- and less crowded 
than San Andres, 60 miles to 
the south. Typically, we had 
three to four divers in the 
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28-foot uncovered skiff and two divemasters, leaving plenty of room to gear up. By 
contrast, we often passed Felipe’s boat, which was packed cheek to cheek as the 
divers had no room except to sit up on the gunnels in full dive gear.

With Cuacer driving from a rear console, we sped to sites in 5-10 minutes, 
taking an hour’s surface interval back at the shop, where Sonny offers decent 
rental gear, a deep concrete rinse tank and drying room, and plenty of aluminum 
3000 tanks. Although I saw others completing pre-dive paperwork, I never filled 
out a form or showed a cert card (stating I was a Master Scuba diver with mul-
tiple additional certifications seemed to be enough). The owner, Gerardo Arenas 
Robinson, son of the original “Sonny,” stopped by the shop from time to time, 
sometimes to lead students. 

The next morning I kicked past an undersea statue of Christ, then swam along 
a beautiful wall called “Sonny’s Place,” past brilliant red sponges, indigo ham-
lets, a butter hamlet, trumpetfish, parrotfish and blue tangs. On my second dive 
among big brain corals at Bajo de San Felipe, Providencian Matthew Whitaker, my 
lean, young, recently minted divemaster, patiently let me stretch my dive to 
almost 90 minutes, despite his shivering. In addition to colorful reef fish, I 
spotted a shiny netted snail, with a thin pink crisscross “netting” on its creamy 
shell, and later spied a fish with a panda bear’s black mask over each eye, a 
masked hamlet.

Though sleep-deprived, my days fell into an untaxing rhythm, beginning with 
a simple breakfast (eggs, juice, toast cereal -- coffee was never available until 
7:30 or later) served by a languid Spanish-speaking staff. After breakfast, it 
was a five-minute walk to the dive shop. Our dives usually ended around one, and 
after schmoozing, I’d hit our hotel’s warm swimming pool for a quick gear and 
body rinse. 

The owners of my lodging, Cabanas Agua Dulce, deliberately did not pipe hot 
water into the cabanas, fearing their guests might use too much water; yet, by 
mid-afternoon, the sun had warmed the pipes and the water. I’d shower, then grab 
a snack (peanut butter, rolls, a ginger cookie or fig bar) from the food my non-
diving partner and I had purchased in town. After reviewing the day’s photos and 
a nap in the king-sized bed in our 
spacious cabin (two-story -- complete 
with two additional beds on the second 
floor, plus AC, mini-fridge and ample 
110v AC outlets), it was usually time 
for sundowners on our covered porch, 
which faced an open courtyard dotted 
with coconut trees, cute lizards and 
a hefty iguana. The island’s arid 
climate seemed to explain why biting 
insects were scarce. 

The hotel’s outdoor dining area 
was 15 steps from our cottage; the 
one dinner we ate there -- snapper in 
coconut sauce -- was delicious. Most 
evenings, we walked to small,informal 
nearby restaurants. At the Caribbean 
Place, I shared bites of my spouse’s 
black crab chef’s special in a brandy, 
cream, nutmeg, and mustard sauce while 
enjoying my rock fish in ginger sauce. 
(The indigenous black crab is noted 
for its overland migrations, with 
thousands blocking roads at times.) 

Sperm Whales Killed by Plastic 
A post-mortem conducted on 13 beached sperm 

whales revealed the dreadful effect of human waste. 
The dead creatures, found ashore near the town of 
Toenning in Schleswig-Holstein, Germany, had stomachs 
full of plastic, including a 43-foot-long fisherman’s net 
and a 28-inch piece of plastic from a car. The sperm 
whales probably didn’t die by being poisoned by plas-
tic, though. Scientists think it was likely they perished 
from heart failure due to starvation, Schleswig-Holstein 
Environment Minister Robert Habeck told Britain’s 
Daily Mail.

“Animals inadvertently consume plastic and plastic 
waste, which causes them to suffer, and at worst, causes 
them to starve with full stomachs.”

The whales were all male, between 10 and 15 years 
old, and all weighed around 15 tons; the average weight 
of a sperm whale is 32 to 41 tons. 
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One night, after crossing paths with 
dive shop manager, Rudy, in the town 
center, he took us on his motorcycle to 
Café Studio, a mile away, for a tasty 
snapper in Creole sauce, or black crab 
Creole, with fried plantain. Blue Coral 
is partly owned by Gerardo; he let us 
run a tab and pay it at Sonny’s when we 
checked out. Rudy worked in the kitchen, 
offering up fare such as Hawaiian and 
pepperoni pizza, a snapper in garlic 
sauce, and garlic shrimp and coconut 
rice. A typical bill for two, with tips 
and beers, was 100,000 Colombian pesos 
-- less than $33. 

The town center of Sweetwater Bay 
was a busy hub, with motos whizzing 

through it. A small grocery and sundries shop was stocked with everything from 
bread, canned goods, liquor and fresh vegetables, to T-shirts and bathing suits. 
By night, tables outside were filled with locals hanging out while skinny dogs 
wandered about. Across the road sat the bright orange Hotel Pirate Morgan and 
Sonny Dive’s storefront. Clad in blue, occasional police officers making their 
rounds stood out as the only motorcyclists wearing helmets.

The night of our arrival at Cabanas Agua Dulce, an extended family of 30 fun-
loving Colombian teens, parents, grannies and grandpas celebrated a family get-away 
by dancing exuberantly to a variety of salsa and modern Latin beats, soaking their 
clothes in the 80+F heat. It was a hoot. The remainder of our week, the feeling at 
our 24-cabin getaway reinforced the island’s peaceful reputation. The resort staff 
was pleasant, but spoke only a little English, but we got by fine. 

Following suit, Sonny’s dive operation was also relaxed, to say the least, 
with the 9 a.m. boat diving often leaving at quarter past. The crew hauled our 
gear and set it up for each dive. Briefings were on the boat, in Spanish: I’d get 
the basics translated since both divemasters spoke English well enough. With so 
few divers, I usually had my own guide. Matthew did a great job of getting me back 
to the boat’s sturdy ladder after 50-60 minutes, after pointing out many unique 
critters. Another divemaster, who had been a naturalist with the island’s park 
system for many years, was an underwater bloodhound -- Santiago Posada, a forty-
something mainland Colombian. 

Diving with Santiago at Tete’s Place, I stretched my bottom time to 93 minutes 
as a kaleidoscope of fish -- highhats, lantern bass, a spotted moray, butterfly-
fish, parrotfish, yellowtail snapper and hundreds of schooling squirrelfish -- went 
about their business. Even a deep-water cero streaked past. I photographed a disc-
shaped corallimorph from which sprung a patch of iridescent blue bulbs. A Spanish 
slipper lobster strode along the shallow bottom, seemingly unconcerned with my 
strobes flashing away.

Midweek, with two bags of snorkel gear, my spouse and I sandwiched ourselves 
aboard a passing moto (motorcyclist for hire) and roared off to explore Santa 
Catalina, a few miles to the north. We crossed the beautiful floating wooden 
bridge and snorkeled off a sandy beach.

On other dives, Santiago pointed out an uncommon dark mantis, distinguished 
by its red, white, and blue claws adapted for striking and smashing crustacean 
shells. At Bajo de San Felipe, the water was chock-full of marine life, includ-
ing a hybrid hamlet, a chain moray, long-snout butterflyfish and a queen angel. A 
barred and indigo hamlet reinforced my impression that Providencia’s tagline could 

Cuacer with the Sonny III dive boat
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read “hamlet haven.”   

Sonny was a friendly operation with 
which to dive; Gerardo seemed emotionally 
unengaged, perhaps busy with other ventures. 
Perhaps his aloofness may be why his former 
partner, who now operates Felipe Diving 
Center, sends out full boats. And Rudy, pull-
ing night shifts at the restaurant while 
staffing a desk by day, had a laid-back vibe 
that made Sonny’s Dive Shop seem positively 
sleepy. He needed more of the Colombian 
coffee he would brew during our surface 
intervals. 

Even so, Providencia -- Old Providence, 
as it is called -- proved to be a friendly 
island for a unique, two-tank-a-day vacation 
with decent reef diving, clearly in the style 
of the old, undeveloped Caribbean, a destina-
tion many Latin Americans seek out for its relaxed, safe environment. Being a vol-
canic island like Saba and St. Vincent, it’s not a coral island with weird under-
water formations, swim-thrus, or challenging pinnacles or walls. Still, observant 
(and lucky) divers should easily log some exciting finds. To enjoy the expedition 
even more, bring a camera, use the trip as your excuse to stop over in Panama, and 
visit the Panama Canal. Just be sure to pack earplugs plus some strong sleep aids 
in case the roosters are crowing.  

– S.P.

Our undercover diver’s bio: S.P. says, “Learning to scuba (35 years ago), my beavertail neoprene wetsuit got me 
through my YMCA silver-level certification, even if I did freeze my bippy during 100-foot descents onto Great Lakes 
freighters. I’ve gradually earned all the main certifications, including Master Scuba Diver, and I have an SDI/TDI/ 
ERDI solo diving certification that comes in handy when I am sometimes left on my own on dives while taking photos. In 
between frequent dive trips, from the Caribbean to the Asia Pacific, I am a public safety diver and try to dive once a week 
year-round when our local lakes are not frozen over, and when they, are I’m ice diving.”

Diving Compass:  Diving was $73.50 for two tanks a day; night 
dives were never offered, but seem to be available by special 
arrangement. . . . Cabanas Agua Dulce ran $110 per night, which 
included two breakfasts. . . . Hotel Pirate Morgan is almost next 
to Sonny’s and may be farther from roosters, though less charming 
… Exchange $300-$400 for Colombia pesos to increase your dining 
options, since credit cards aren’t readily accepted. . . . Sonny 
Dive advertises nitrox, but I was never asked if I wanted it and 

saw no evidence of it; dive with care and make sure your DAN mem-
bership is current since the nearest chamber is on San Andres. . . . I flew to 
Panama City via the excellent Copa Airlines ($1,107 from the Midwest) to San 
Andres, then a puddle jumper to Providencia, while stopping in Panama City for two 
nights on return. . . . The Grace Panama hotel at $135/night was a screaming deal 
given the quality of the rooms, complimentary nightly champagne, and filled break-
fast buffets. Andy James (andyj@belizetravelpoints.com) put the entire package 
together with expertise and courtesy. . . . Check out a list of dive sites on 
www.diveoldprovidence.com/sites.html; some them describe underwater features that 
could have made another week worthwhile. Sonny Dive Shop: http://www.caribbeanco-
lombia.com/content/sonny-dive-shop-providencia-y-santa-catalina-colombia/
asa41808411ADD01607E  Cabanas: http://cabanasaguadulce.com

Sonny Dive,  
Cabanas Agua Dulce    

Diving ���

Photography �����

Accommodations (Take that, Roosters!) ���

Food   ����

Service and attitude   ����

Money’s Worth  ����

� = poor �����= excellent

Caribbean scale
--S.P.

http://www.caribbeancolombia.com/content/sonny-dive-shop-providencia-y-santa-catalina-colombia/asa41808411ADD01607E
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Dear Fellow Diver:

Waiting to collect my bags at Tokyo’s Narita airport in January, before trans-
ferring to my Palau flight, I was shocked when my dive bag containing $3000 worth 
of gear didn’t arrive. It never did, apparently having been purloined by a baggage 
handler in Seattle or Portland, who couldn’t resist a bag marked “ScubaPro.” Though 

I had the claim check, someone had 
purged it from the Alaska Air/Delta 
data bank. While I hated to make 
my liveaboard/land diving trip with 
rental gear, I contacted my travel 
agent for help and pressed on.

My agent quickly emailed Fish & 
Fins and the Aggressor Headquarters 
to reserve rental gear. Oddly, when 
I checked in at Fish & Fins, they 
didn’t even have me on their boat 
schedule, though I had an email show-
ing my travel agent’s reservation. 
Luckily, they had space, their Mares 
rental gear was good quality, and the 
diving worked out just fine. 

My first dive was Ulong Channel, 
a beautiful hard coral garden, divided 

by sand slits where white tips and gray reef sharks rested, while an eight-foot 
reef shark enjoyed a full mouth/teeth cleaning by wrasses. A Spanish Dancer lit 
on a coral head and posed. While sediment clouded the water, it was full of fish, 
sharks, and dozens of colorful, small maximus clams.

We followed at the Ulong Sand Bar, with a little more current and better vis-
ibility. The Hard Coral Rock Café -- my name for it -- featured a mountainside of 
lettuce coral serving as “Squirrelfish condos.” I cruised through a huge school of 
white-tongue trevallies that paid me no mind. My second dive was a slow drift over 
a rolling coral slope, with plenty of sharks. A green scorpion leaf fish hid on a 
coral head among hundreds of small silver fry, and then I floated through stunning 
schools of barracuda and snappers.

Depending upon the trip, our boat carried 10-14 divers (I was the only 
American) and two skilled, attentive, helpful divemasters. Each day, the 50-minute 
ride to the first dive was breathtakingly beautiful, as were the beaches -- right 
out of Michener -- where we stopped for a bento-box lunch (cold meat of your 
choice, rice, veggies) after the second dive. After our 3 p.m. return, a third 
dive to wrecks in the harbor was occasionally offered, if there were enough people 
interested. 

My German Channel dives produced five giant mantas circling their cleaning 
station, but it was Grand Central Station for the 30 day-boat divers watching -- 
liveaboards arrive early so as not to fight the crowds. Blue Corner had a moderate 
current, so the shark action was down from the peak, but we did see a dozen or so 
big boys, or were they girls? Various tropicals and a couple of turtles rounded out 
the dive.

“New Drop Off” was a delight, with a beautiful wall and lots of soft corals. 
We hooked on to watch big gray reef sharks, humphead wrasses, and schools of jacks, 

Fish & Fins, Palau Aggressor, Micronesia
better by land than by sea

The Palau Aggressor
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durgeons, and large big-tooth tuna attacking a 
school of yellowtail snappers. 

After the fourth day of diving, Fish & 
Fins transported me to the Aggressor at 4:45 
p.m., shortly before the larger group arrived. 
Things went smoothly until the staff told my 
78-year-old dive buddy, who had a written con-
firmation showing she had requested a bottom 
bunk ten months in advance, the 50-year-old 
woman who was also assigned to her cabin had 
become unruly, insisting on the bottom bunk 
and threatening to sue. My buddy’s written 
confirmation from Aggressor Headquarters was 
not in the Palau Aggressor’s manifest.

My buddy is 5 ft. tall, unable to scale 
the top bunk, and she must arise several times 
at night to use the bathroom. Her assigned roommate, fit and young enough to be 
her daughter, would not relent, saying she had recently requested the lower bunk, 
and showed no respect for my buddy or her physical needs. While the captain apolo-
gized, he couldn’t get the woman to back down and would not override her. She was 
one rude, self-centered passenger. The solution landed in my lap, and I brought 
my buddy into my intentionally booked single room, giving her the bottom bunk to 
accommodate her very clear needs. The top bunk had no ladder, so even for 6’ 4” 
me, it wasn’t easy to climb up and down, nor was there enough headspace to sit up 
fully. At least the mattress was comfortable.

Still, my displeasure grew. Though my travel agent had informed Aggressor 
Headquarters five days earlier -- and I had a confirming email -- that I needed 
rental gear, the boat didn’t have the request. They scrambled around, coming up 
with a crappy old 3mm (functionally a 1 mm) wetsuit, and, later, a shorty I could 
wear over it. The BC had a broken pocket zipper, but the fins fit and the regu-
lator worked (they comped me). It took a delicious dinner -- salad, pork chops, 
fresh vegetables, and mashed potatoes with dessert --  to wipe the bad taste from 
my mouth. Afterwards. I had a chance to converse with the two Russian couples and 
twelve other Americans on board. 

The dive crew was proactive, attentive, and helpful on board. They conducted 
detailed dive briefings and organized the too-crowded skiff dives well. American 
captain Scott was all business and a thorough divemaster. Divemasters Dan and, 
especially, Ernan, accommodated individual needs, including some divers’ forget-
fulness and mistakes (e.g., forgetting weights, jumping in without fins or without 
their computers) that can be made when divers are rushed. And, indeed, it was 
rush, rush, rush, beginning with the first dive at 6 a.m.(!), and the rest of 
the day as they tried to meet tight schedules for five daily dives. Rest periods 
between dives were short, so I ended up doing 3-4 dives a day, just so I could 
feel as if I was on vacation and unbeholden to a tight commercial schedule. 

The Aggressor is a nice size, well maintained and well laid out, and I 
enjoyed hanging out between dives, on the top deck in the large, shaded area, or 
at one of the few tables aft of the dining room. Two fellow divers and I often 
took refuge there during meals, as the cold A/C in the dining room/lounge was 
uncomfortable, despite frequent requests to warm it up a tad. The small lounge had 
cushy couches and a big-screen TV for videos. Cabins had en-suite heads and show-
ers, and while I had plenty of hot water, others complained about occasional cool 
showers. There was ample storage in the cabins and on the dive deck, but stuff 
left there was not protected from water.

Underwater, the guides never asked me about air status, at best flashing an 
occasional “OK?” sign, but that’s only if I could keep up with them. Scott just 
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barreled forward, rarely point-
ing out anything. Ernan was more 
considerate, as he was usually 
videoing stuff and divers, and 
would point out the occasional 
nudibranch, leaf fish, or croco-
dilefish. With 14 on a skiff 
that can hold 16, it was crowded 
above and below as we dived in 
a single cluster, with inexperi-
enced divers running into me when 
I was shooting. Several of us 
asked to be divided into a second 
group, but they told us that they 
couldn’t run five dives a day 
with two groups. (Well, give me 
four uncrowded dives rather than 
five crowded, rushed dives). 
There was a 60-minute bottom 
time maximum, and on wall/reef 
dives they let buddies go off on their own, to be picked up later by the boat-
man spotting safety sausages. For hook-in dives, we had to stay together. Getting 
back in the skiff wasn’t difficult, with lines in the water and a permanent line 
along the starboard side where the ladder was. Take off your BCD and tank and they 
pulled it up. The crew handled cameras with care, and back on board there were 
good rinsing facilities, compressed air hoses and plenty of charging stations for 
the three of us with big rigs; with six or more it would be crowded. 

Palau’s waters were healthy, the hard corals mixed with prolific soft corals. 
Where there was current, there was tons of shark action, with white tip reef 
sharks and black tips  [carchahinus limbatus] on the hook-ins and on the walls 
and over coral gardens at times. Big schools were common on the hook-in dives -- 
big-eyed jacks, barracuda, fusiliers, trevallies, snappers, durgeons, and Moorish 
idols. The frequent big-tooth tuna, humphead wrasses, and eagle rays were nice 
treats, but small wall fish were sparse. And this is no place for macro:  Few 
nudis, but frequent anemone nests with Clarkii, pink and salmon clownfish, the 
occasional leaf scorpionfish, one pygmy seahorse, but enough Christmas tree worms 
to drive you crazy.

Conditions were disappointing, however: frequent and long upwellings of 
73-75°F water -- cold for my funky wetsuit -- with about half the dives 80-81°F. 
Visibility at 30 to 50 feet meant a lots backscatter -- even the boat video they 
sold was frequently cloudy. 

At South Island Peleliu, we had a great dive off Orange Beach. I then took a 
three-hour tour of the island where a bloody WWII battle is still remembered. The 
last day we snorkeled Jellyfish Lake at 7:30 a.m., so no one else was there and 
it was an ethereal, wondrous experience to paddle among endless benign jellies. 
We finished with a pleasant, easy dive of Chandelier Caves, among the beautiful 
sparkles and stalagtites. 

The skilled, long-tenured Filipino cook produced croissants, cookies, dim sum, 
and cheeses after every dive. Breakfasts were cooked-to-order omelets, plus meats, 
cereals, toast, tea, and mediocre coffee (no decaf). Buffet lunches had a variety 
of primarily American food, and the dinners were varied and plated, preceded by 
an excellent soup. Special diets were accommodated, albeit the food was high in 
carbohydrates. The food was well prepared. Chicken, beef, pork, fresh fish, pasta, 
rice, salads, potatoes and gravy -- just like mom used to make. I liked the saucy 
beef dishes, and the local fish was simply grilled and not over-cooked. Desserts 
and fresh fruit followed. Beer and wine were complimentary, but a few divers felt 

Fish & Fins dive boat
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shorted because there was no full bar or hard liquor.

Night dives began at 6:30, 45 minutes before it got dark, usually disappoint-
ing those who went. I suppose the schedule was set to keep dinner early, but this 
is a diving cruise, so why not either an 8:00 dinner or two seatings?  

Neither Aggressor dive at German Channel had current, so no mantas. Bad luck? 
Poor tide timing?  I don’t know. So we went to Barnum’s Wall, and in my jury-
rigged wetsuit, I hit the 72°F water with a gasp. Nevertheless, it was a beautiful 
wall with huge diversity of soft corals and a modest amount of fish, including a 
cute little juvenile black snapper flapping on a rocky outcropping.  

Most Dangerous Inland America Dive Sites?

Fed by the Trinity Aquifer, which pushes up 
its water through the well and spills it into nearby 
Cypress Creek, Jacob’s Well is a spring in Hays County, 
Texas, an hour or so southwest of Austin, near the 
towns of Wimberley and Dripping Springs.

Its cool water has lured locals and visitors for hun-
dreds of years, and, for almost that long, Jacob’s Well 
has drawn the adventurous, too. Daredevils leap from 
a nearby outcropping into the slim opening that is, 
by at least one estimate, only about 13 feet wide. Free 
divers probe the well, sometimes as deep as 100 feet, 
maneuvering into narrow openings that lead into 
underwater caves. Scuba divers make forays into what 
the Jacob’s Well Exploration Project calls a “challeng-
ing, unforgiving environment.” It can be a deadly.

Diego Adame, a 21-year-old from San Antonio, lost 
a fin free diving the caves deep in the well last July 
and had to cut away his weight belt to make it back to 
the surface before he drowned. 

“For a split second,” he told the San Antonio 
Express-News, “I thought of death and dying that day.”

At least eight people have died at Jacob’s Well, 
which has prompted some people to call it one of 
the most dangerous diving spots in the world. Two 
young Texas men were caught in one of the caves 
and drowned in 1979. One diver’s remains were only 
flushed out of the well in 1981. The other’s remains 
were not recovered until 2000.

Writer Louie Bond tells some of the well’s story 
on the website www.visitwimberley.com, in an article 
called, “The Fatal Allure of Jacob’s Well.” He describes 
at least four caves deep in the well, some with open-
ings so narrow that divers have to remove their tanks 
to get through. Bond also notes the recovery of one 

of the well’s victims in 2000, made by a diver from the 
San Marcos Area Recovery Team:

“You couldn’t tell up from down, left from right,” 
Kathy Misiaszek said. “You couldn’t see your gauges. 
You were scraping the bottom and banging your tanks 
on the top. You had nothing to fall back on except 
your training. We were rather relieved to get out.”

The beauty of the place belies the danger beneath, 
but even up top, Jacob’s Well can be dangerous. In 
August, temperatures routinely hover around 97 
degrees or higher during the heat of the day. If you’re 
looking for relief, a quick dip in Jacob’s Well will do 
the job. If adventure is what you’re after, it’s better to 
stay cool-headed.

Meanwhile, in New Mexico in late March, a diver 
died after getting trapped in an underwater labyrinth 
of tunnels in the Blue Hole, a popular swimming hole 
near Santa Rosa. 43-year-old Shane Thompson, a cave 
diver with rescue and recovery experience, was part of 
a two-man buddy team making an excursion on behalf 
of the ADM Exploration Foundation. They got rare 
access to the site, sealed to the public since it claimed 
the lives of two Oklahoma trainee divers in 1976.

Thompson was participating in a two-year-long 
project to map out the maze of caverns and make 
them more accessible when he lost sight of his buddy 
at 194 feet deep, became disoriented, and was unable 
to find his way out. Presumably, they were not using a 
cave line, although newspaper reports mention a cord 
of some sort that came loose.

Thompson’s buddy, Mike Young, is reported to 
have said to city officials, “The word that was given to 
me that day was these are the most dangerous caves 
they’ve ever dived anywhere.”
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I loved my Fish & Fins trip to New 
Drop Off, but when I returned with the 
Aggressor, we didn’t cruise the beauti-
ful wall but dived over rubble to hook 
in, then waited 15 minutes for the action 
to begin, but the slow current brought 
no big animals. My Blue Holes dive was 
disappointing as well. As we descended, I 
worked hard to avoid the 13 other divers 
before assembling at the bottom of the 
big, uninteresting, lifeless cave, where 
it opens onto a wall. Outside, a pygmy 
seahorse lost itself in a fan, but so many 
people crowded around to see it., I took 
one macro shot and gave up. The remainder 
of the dive along the wall turned up few 
fish. 

Everyone dived nitrox. The first fill 
you analyzed, but you checked subsequent 

tanks at their central gauge while the tanks were being filled. Most guests 
failed to get it right. May I suggest that the crew simply post the percentage 
on the board after each fill for the guests to put into their computer/log? After 
all, the range was negligible: 31.7%-32.1% every time.

Certainly, Palau makes my top ten, but not as great as Raja Ampat, North 
Sulawesi/Bunaken/Lembeh, or Papua New Guinea. It doesn’t quite measure up to 
the Maldives, or in the Philippines, Tubbataha, and Moalboal/Visayas. I would, 
indeed, return to Palau, and stick with a day boat first to get acclimated and a 
liveaboard for more dives per day. However, the poor record-keeping, sloppy com-
munication between headquarters and the boat, the rigid, rushed schedule, cluster 
diving with 14-16 divers, and some comparately not-so-good dives means I’ll pick 
a craft other than the Aggressor next time around.  

P.S.: My dive buddy, who has been diving since the 60s, is a former under-
water photographer for Skin Diver Magazine back in the day, and has over 3,000 
dives all over the world. After the trip, when our travel agent confronted the 
Aggressor office with the emails and invoice documenting her confirmed lower 
bunk reservation, they apologized for it not getting to the boat’s manifest and 
offered us both $500 off our next Aggressor trip. My buddy, who accompanied me on 
three of the four dive days I took on Fish & Fins, commented many times how much 
more enjoyable the dives were with F&F and how much slower and attentive the dive 
guides were. 

– W.M.

Our author, who has been diving 25 years with over 1,000 dives from the Caymans to the Maldives to Bonaire and 
Bunaken, says that “When I grew up watching Mike Nelson on Sea Hunt fight off the bad guys who wanted to cut his 
hoses, I never imagined the bad guys stealing my gear and being on a cattleboat-like operation in Palau. But the end-
less beautiful coral and big animals made up for it all.

Divers Compass: Fish & Fins 2-tank dive including lunch, cost 
$160, plus $75/day for gear rental! . . . The Landmark Waterfront 
Hotel had nice, spacious room with good breakfasts. . . . nearby 
restaurants, Drop Off and Kramer’s, were excellent and reasonably 
priced . . . . . Next to the Landmark, the small Palau Aquarium 
was worth a visit. . . . .The Aggressor was $3255 pp/trip, 
including beer & wine, plus $200 for park fees. . . .Both dive 
operations only offered 80 cu. ft. tanks.

Palau, Micronesia    
Landmark Hotel ���

 Money’s Worth ����

Local Food   ����

 Money’s Worth �����

Fish & Fins Overall   ����

 Money’s Worth ���

Aggressor   ��½

 Money’s Worth ����

� = poor �����= excellent

South Pacific scale
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Was This a Million Dollar Scam? 
an investment opportunity for the gullible

In Thunderball and Die Another Day, James Bond 
dived with a mouthpiece fed by what looked like a 
little CO2 cartridge, but they were movies. Some 
time ago, the Internet carried stories of a device a 
diver could hold in his mouth that would enable 
breathing underwater without the aid of a tank.

It resembled a regula-
tor mouthpiece with bicycle 
handlebar grips attached at 
both sides. It was called Triton 
and was initially a mocked-up 
design concept of a college 
student.

In August 2014, Undercurrent 
published a piece entitled 
“There’s Something Fishy 
About This Dive Gear,” point-
ing out that the device made no sense. However, 
American dive magazines pretty much ignored 
it -- why alienate a potential advertiser? -- and 
through mid-March of this year, the developers had 
raised nearly $900,000 from website crowd fund-
ing via Indiegogo. Regardless, just a few days ago 
we again warned our readers to stay away. But, was 
Undercurrent’s appraisal wrong? Is this device about 
to revolutionize the dive market?

A little history. Years ago, the UK’s Diver Magazine 

investigated the claims of an Israeli inventor who 
had come up with a device that could release and 
collect oxygen dissolved in the water, rather like the 
gills of a fish, and provide enough oxygen to sustain 
a human being under water. Professor Emeritus 
Felix Weinberg (University of London) countered 
the claim, saying that the electrical power needed 

would require the diver to be 
tethered to a small power sta-
tion. 

Nonetheless, the Triton 
project was created and has 
captured the imagination 
(or is it the gullibility?) of 
more than 1400 people, who 
poured money into their 
Indiegogo crowd funding site.  

Presumably, they were not the Undercurrent readers 
we had warned. 

“With Triton, there’s no heavy equipment, com-
plicated safety procedures or training. It’s easy to 
use, and no longer than a snorkel,” Triton founders 
Saeed Khademi and Jeabyun Yeon claimed on their 
Indiegogo page. “Gently bite into the mouthpiece, 
breathe normally, and enjoy a sense of underwater 
freedom unavailable until now. Just imagine explor-
ing gin-clear waters, alongside tropical fish, without 
bulky equipment or having to surface for air.”

A Way to Stop Fish Bombing

It’s a problem throughout the tropical world. Local 
fishermen bomb the reef with explosives to kill all the 
fish for easy harvesting. Sadly, it’s a short-term strategy, 
because the reef is destroyed and with it, the environ-
ment that allows more fish to breed. Nevertheless, these 
people are poor and need to feed their families today. 
They don’t have the first-world luxury of thinking about 
the future.

The governments of countries such as Malaysia, the 
Philippines and Indonesia have made such practices ille-
gal, but find it difficult to enforce the law. They need to 
catch the perpetrators in the act. 

Applying the same technology that police offers in 
the U.S. now employ to combat gun violence, scientists 

and engineers are developing a groundbreaking system 
for detecting underwater explosions so authorities can 
respond immediately. A partnership between Silicon 
Valley-based technology company SST, leading under-
water filmmakers Scubazoo and the conservation orga-
nization Teng Hoi is using that technology in Sabah, 
Malaysia, to detect within seconds where these explo-
sions happen, allowing enforcement officers to get there 
without delay. 

Stop Fish Bombing is a nongovernmental organization 
(NGO) with global ambitions to roll out its technology 
to help prevent bomb fishing anywhere, saving marine 
ecosystems and the livelihoods of the communities that 
rely on them. www.stopfishbombing.org
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Australia’s Great Barrier Reef Controversy
science versus commerce?

Evidence that Australia’s Great Barrier Reef is 
experiencing its worst coral bleaching on record has 
renewed calls for the UN to list it as ‘in-danger.’ The 
National Coral Bleaching Taskforce says 95 percent 
of reefs from Cairns to Papua New Guinea are now 
severely bleached, with only four reefs out of 520 
showing no signs of bleaching. 

Experts say it is too early to tell whether the cor-
als will recover, but scientists are already reporting 
up to 50 percent mortality of bleached corals. 

“What we’re seeing now is unequivocally to do 
with climate change,” Professor Justin Martin of 
University of Queensland told the Australian ABC.

World Wildlife Fund (WWF) spokesperson Nick 
Heath told the BBC that  “We have been working to 
save the reef in [recent] years, and we always took 
for granted that we had the bank in the northern 
quarter that was safe, and seemed resilient in previ-
ous bleaching episodes, but now it’s cooked to an 
inch of its life.” 

It’s not just Australian reefs, either. The New 
York Times reports Kim Cobb, a marine scientist at 
Georgia Tech, being stunned at the devastation of 
the reefs of Kiritimati in the Pacific. Researchers 
believe that bleaching, which they attribute to heat 
stress compounded by climate change, is threaten-
ing more than a third of the planet’s reefs.

The Cairns Post reports Australian Museum’s 
Lizard Island Research Station director Anne 
Hoggett as saying “80 – 100 percent of the reefs 
around Lizard Island were bleached and many cor-
als were already dying.”

On the other hand, Chris Jones of Calypso 
Reef Cruises in Port Douglas is reported as saying 
they were not seeing this bleaching apart from “a 
few patches up in the shallows, but that’s it.” He 
stated that the recent hysteria was harmful to the 
region and that the condition of the reefs off the 
Queensland coast in the far north was “being blown 
out of all proportion.” Tourism Port Douglas execu-
tive officer Tara Bennett said it was important to 

Saeed Khademi (also known as Reza) is Iranian, 
lives in Sweden and worked for Warner Music. 
Jeabyun Yeon is a young design student at the 
Samsung Art & Design Institute and lives in Seoul, 
South Korea. Since neither looks to have the chops 
to create such a device, we tried to contact both, 
but neither responded.

Represented by pictures looking suspiciously 
identical to the student’s design concept, the artifi-
cial gills were claimed to be made with a micropo-
rous hollow fiber, which are lined with tiny holes 
that allow oxygen collected to pass through. The 
website claims that users can dive for 45 minutes 
at fifteen feet. Time would be limited because the 
device, as claimed, has a micro compressor powered 
by a micro battery, claimed to be 30 times smaller 
than anything currently available -- wouldn’t Apple 
love that -- and able to be charged a thousand times 
faster. James Bond? No, more like Star Trek! 

For an average person, it would need to pass 
more than seven gallons of seawater per minute to 
provide sufficient oxygen for each single breath. 
It would need to process more than 30 times that 

amount to allow a typical adult to breathe for one 
minute at the surface. 

Their short video provided “evidence” that they 
have a working prototype, but it showed a person 
swimming with it for the time that you or I could 
do an unchallenging breath-hold dive. According 
to physicists, there is far too little dissolved gas in 
water to allow the principle to work in any real way. 
Furthermore, what happens to the poisonous car-
bon dioxide exhaled?

On April 4, it was reported by the British Daily 
Mail, the International Business Times and CNBC that 
Triton would refund nearly $900,000 raised in 
crowd funding through Indiegogo. 

Undaunted, the principals of Triton have re-
launched with an equally implausible explanation 
of how the Triton Gills might work, now using a 
small cylinder of liquid oxygen with refills of this 
rocket fuel to be available via the Internet. At the 
time of writing they have already had more than 
$250,000 re-invested! 
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note the last significant coral bleaching incident 
occurred in 1998, with high recovery levels.

“More than a thousand visitors are currently 
experiencing the reef daily from Port Douglas,” 
Bennett said. “We’re currently seeking daily feed-
back from operators on the sites they are visiting 
and what, if any, level of coral bleaching they are 
seeing. To date, there has been minimal bleaching 
reported.

The Cairns Post reports that following the efforts 
of research teams and work conducted by two tour-
ism organizations during the first week of April on 
32 reefs between Cairns and Lizard Island, spokes-
person Col McKenzie said the reefs off Cairns show-
ing bleaching average less than 5 percent.”

Mike Ball of Mike Ball Dive Expeditions says his 
business is thriving despite global negative publicity. 

So, while the scientists find coral bleaching wide-
spread, dive boats may not be seeing it that much, 
but just because a dive boat finds a relatively pristine 
reef doesn’t mean the problem doesn’t exist. Go to 
Undercurrent’s Insider Blogs page to read British jour-
nalist Tim Ecott’s blog on the subject. Meanwhile, 
56 Australian-based scientists say they are so fed up 
with Queensland’s biggest newspaper, the Courier 
Mail, not covering the worst bleaching event to hit 
the Great Barrier Reef that they have taken out a 
full page ad to get the message publicized.

Digital photography has made underwater pho-
tography available to everyone now, but it certainly 
makes it harder for professionals to make a living at 
it.  Every day we see hundreds of marvelous under-
water pictures turn up on our Facebook news feeds. 
The sheer volume of material makes it seem free, 
too. But it isn’t free. Not unless the author chooses 
to make it so.

Tony Wu, an American self-styled photo-naturalist 
and photographer based in Japan, has spent a lot 
of time and effort (not to mention money) photo-
graphing whales. He was rather dismayed to find 
that an Austrian diving tour operator, Water World, 
had used some of his sperm whale pictures on its 
web site to advertise a forthcoming trip. Water 
World had done this without his knowledge, prior 
permission, or compensation.

Not only was this tantamount to theft, but it was 
also misleading potential clients.

Water World in Austria is run by Werner Thiele, 
an award-winning underwater photographer of 
many years’ standing. He should have known better. 
The ad stated that the company’s team of scouts had 
just returned from Sri Lanka with these impressive 
images.

Wu, rightly annoyed, posted a protest on 
Facebook. This generated so much rage and con-
sternation that Thiele contacted Wu with an apol-
ogy. The two frequently corresponded over the 
following weeks, with Thiele protesting that he, too, 
was a victim of circumstances. He claimed he was 

supplied the pictures directly by Tom Gebhardt of 
the Aggressor Fleet sales department, who at first 
insisted the pictures had been sent to him by a 
friend, later a friend of a friend, in Sri Lanka.

In a further message, Gebhardt told Wu that he 
got the pictures from an un-named friend of Wu, 
who communicated that Wu had taken them in Sri 
Lanka in February of this year. However, Wu had 
been in Mexico at that time, as any friend of his 
might have known. Moreover, he had taken the pho-
tos in 2014.

When They Steal Your Photos from the Web
the Internet is not fair game

Borrow an Image?  
It Will Cost You!

Unconnected but ironic, an Undercurrent sub-
scriber, who wishes to remain anonymous, simultane-
ously wrote to say, “Please be aware, Getty Images has 
a team lurking on the web, looking for their photos. 
While advertising a trip to South Africa, diving with 
the white sharks, we used photos supplied by the tour 
operator for our trip.  What we did not know was that 
it was not their photo. It was from Getty Images. We 
pulled the trip due to little interest at the time, but 
one year later Getty notified us that we owed them 
for use of the photo. The current rate, less a small 
discount, was over a thousand dollars. After some 
negotiating it was lowered to $850.  Some beware.”
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Eventually, the Aggressor’s Gebhardt admitted 
lifting them from a Facebook page -- Global Whales. 
Anyone looking at this page will note that the name 
of the author -- Tony Wu -- is clearly announced.

Meanwhile, Thiele was clearly distressed by 
this subterfuge. Over the course of a few days, 
Gebhardt’s admitted source for the photographs 
had changed from a friend in Sri Lanka to the 
friend of a friend, to a friend of Wu. It appears that 
after Gebhardt had downloaded the pictures from 
the Global Whales Facebook page, he sent them to 
Thiele without revealing the true source, implying 
instead they were taken by ‘a friend’. 

Wu wrote, “One statement made to Thiele by 
Gebhardt is instructive.”

Gebhardt is alleged to have written, “Sounds 
pretty bad, but as far as I know, images on the Web 
(not HR originals and not copyrighted, published 
on Facebook and other social media sites) are fair 
game, no?”

Well, Mr. Gebhardt, they are not fair game any 
more than your pocketbook is fair game.

Gebhardt also appears to be somewhat less than 
contrite in a message sent to Thiele. “This crap 

bugs me, and this is what I get when trying to be 
nice and help people.”

Tony Wu accepts that Werner Thiele made a 
mistake. He should have known better than to use 
unattributed pictures in his ad. He was supplied 
them by the Aggressor Fleet sales department, 
rather than a photographer, and he should have 
checked their provenance. Thiele offered his apolo-
gies and withdrew the ad at the first mention of a 
copyright problem.

Some people who booked a trip with Thiele’s 
company canceled because of the poor publicity 
on Facebook. Wu bears him no ill will and suggests 
that potential clients should not either. 

In collecting the sequence of events, Wu says 
that in early March Gebhardt sent the initial email 
to Thiele, which included the words, “PS, By the 
way, a friend of mine was in Sri Lanka about a 
month ago and he sent me these pics (attached). 
Pretty impressive, don‘t you think. Sperm Whales.”

Thiele says because of this, he was led to believe 
the pictures sent to him by Gebhardt were available 
for use. 

In an apologetic email from Gebhardt to Wu, 
Gebhardt attempts to put the blame firmly on 

Snorkler Mauled to Death in Raja Ampat by a Dinosaur

The waters around the islands of Indonesia’s Raja 
Ampat may seem idyllic, and the archipelago at the west-
ern end of West Papua has certainly become a must-go-
to destination for traveling divers. While the main dan-
ger seems to be ripping currents, another danger that 
might lurk beneath the surface, as Russian diver Sergey 
Lykhvar discovered too late. 

He was attacked by a saltwater crocodile and mauled 
to death.

His body was eventually found in the water near one 
of the islands, Minyaifun, four days after he went miss-
ing at the end of March, and there was a well-defined 
bite on his hip and one hand was gone. All the evidence 
points to a crocodile attack, and rescuers witnessed a 
large crocodile trailing behind his body when it was first 
discovered.

The 37-year-old normally snorkeled with his friends 
and a guide, but he had decided to go alone the morn-
ing before he was reported missing. His body was taken 

to Sorong, about two hours’ boat ride away, where it was 
cremated at the request of his family. Death by crocodile 
is not uncommon in Indonesia, but tourists are rarely 
attacked.

Saltwater crocodiles inhabit both fresh and saltwa-
ter, often swimming long distances in the ocean. They 
are opportunistic ambush predators that are powerful 
enough to take down any animal that enters their ter-
ritory. They kill their prey by grasping and drowning 
it.  A crocodile can outrun a racehorse over a short dis-
tance, leap out of the water up to its hind legs, and has 
a reaction time much faster than a human’s. They are 
so aggressive that one will fight to the death any other 
crocodile that enters its territory, even a potential mate. 

David Shem-Tov, an Undercurrent subscriber, survived 
a similar attack by a crocodile while scuba diving in Raja 
Ampat in July 2009, and his full story is recounted in 
the book Amazing Diving Stories. It was also reported in 
Undercurrent at the time.
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Thiele. It reads: “What happened here is truly a 
complete misunderstanding by Mr. Thiele. When 
sending him the images I found on Facebook, he 
truly and mistakenly thought it was images he could 
use for promotional purposes…”

People in the industry ought to know that all 
works of art are subject to copyright, and the onus 
is upon those who wish to reproduce them to estab-
lish permission of the owner to do so. Surely, the 
Aggressor Fleet knows better?

(Source: www.tonywublog.com)

Continuing our three-part comparison between 
what an Internet booking enthusiast can achieve 
and what might be offered if a trip was booked 
instead through a specialist travel agent. Once 
again, our intrepid subscriber, Jorge Moré (home-
town) established what he wanted, then planned 
his own trip. Jennie Collister, the owner of Reef 
and Rainforest, based on Jorge’s criteria, made her 
recommendations, selecting a different destination 
than Jorge.

The Caribbean: Jorge’s Trip
The third challenge: picking a Caribbean dive 

destination for the first week of May that Moré, a 

big-critter lover, would enjoy, as well as Jeannette, 
his nondiving spouse, who would accompany him. 
He chose Cozumel, which he hasn’t been to for a 
few years. “There are lots of options for us both, and 
great restaurants in town. I may see something big-
gish, but the attraction is the drift diving.” 

Moré chose the Aldora Villa because the couple 
stayed there last time and loved it. He selected the 
least expensive accommodation, the Courtyard 
Norte or Courtyard Sur, at $95 a night, for six 
nights. (Hmm, Jorge, we might suggest an upgrade 
to the Alexander Suite, at $110 a night, so that 
Jeannette has a little more space to relax while 
you’re out diving.)  

Travel Agent v Internet - Part III

Effective Product to Stop Dangerous Jellyfish Stings

Box jellyfish are among the deadliest creatures on 
Earth and annually are responsible for more deaths 
-- including snorkelers and an occasional scuba diver 
-- than shark attacks. But just how to treat them -- hot 
water, ice, lidocaine, urine, seawater -- has been vigor-
ously debated. Until now. 

Angel Yanagihara, an assistant research professor 
at the University of Hawaii’s Manoa Pacific Biosciences 
Research Center, led a team testing various treatments, 
using “live, stinging tentacles, and live human red blood 
cells that allowed us to pit first-aid measures against one 
another.” They found that tried-and-true measures, hot 
water (107°-112°F) immersion, and to some extent, vin-
egar, really do work on Hawaiian box jellyfish stings.

Urinating on a jellyfish sting doesn’t work, because 
the water needs to be warmer than body temperature – 
specifically about 113° F. Marine venom components are 
inactivated at temperatures between 104 and 122° F. 

However, the study shows that a new over-the-counter 
product, Sting No More™, inhibits the venom directly, 
and works faster and better than hot water. Folk rem-
edies, such as urine (not hot enough), seawater and ice 
offered little, if any, benefit. However, vinegar can pre-
vent further discharge of stinging cells, but not treat the 
sting.  

While the current study only tested measures using 
the Hawaiian box jelly, hot water is the go-to treatment 
for other jelly stings. However, if you’re diving with jel-
lies, it’s a good idea to have StingNoMore on hand (pur-
chase online at www.StingNoMore.com).

Toxins 2016, 8(1), 19; doi:10.3390/toxins8010019  
Because StingNoMore was developed by Yanagihara with 
Department of Defense funding, the potential conflict 
of interest in this study was managed by the University of 
Hawaii.  

— Ben Davison
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Searching for airfares on Google took time, 
because Moré was surprised by the cost of the 
flights and the inconvenient transits. “Aeromexico 
has cheaper flights, around $350, but these go via 
Mexico City, with a change of planes,” he says. “Plus, 
the travel times are longer, like 10 hours outbound 
and eight hours inbound.” Moré stuck with his 
preferred airline, United, but the outbound flight 
leaves Chicago at 5 a.m., and the inbound flight has 
a nearly six-hour layover in Houston and doesn’t 
return to Chicago until 12:15 a.m. Still, at $617 per 
person --$1234 total -- he thought it the best deal. 

Moré loved diving with Aldora Divers last time 
(“we dived with steel 120 tanks, so dive time was 
always around 90 minutes”), and he would book 
their $93 two-tank morning dives. Adding nitrox at 
$10 a tank, the bill would be $565. 

For food, Moré says he and Jeannette would have 
simple breakfasts in their hotel room, and do a pic-
nic a picnic lunch between dives, so he estimates 
$15 a day, per person, for those two meals. Dinner 
is what they’ll spring for, he says. “The restaurants 
in Cozumel can be very good, especially if you walk 
a little ways from the waterfront. In particular, Kinta 
and La Cocay are first-rate. The fish of the day at 
La Cocay is $15.50, the chocolate torte, the most 
expensive dessert is $5.50, and a glass of wine is 
$4.50.” He estimates $30 per person for dinner, $5 
for tip. At $50 per day per person, that’s $600 for 
the week.

Moré didn’t research surface-interval activities 
because he doesn’t intend to do any. “I am happy 
just reading and relaxing during the day. I prefer to 
go into town in the evening.” As for Jeannette, what 
would she do? “She would be reading, going into 
town, and walking the beach,” Moré says. “Are there 
any good beaches in Cozumel?” (We didn’t get to 
ask Jeannette what she thought about her husband’s 
picks.)

Other extras: $100 tip for the dive masters ($20 
a day), $100 for airport parking in Chicago, $100 
for airport/hotel transfers and other miscellaneous 
expenses. Add that to air, diving, hotel and food, 
and Moré estimated a trip total of $3,269 for the 
couple. (If they upgrade to the Alexander Suite, it 
would be $3,350.)

The Caribbean: Jenny’s Trip
When Collister discovered Moré s wife 

would go, she picked the Ports of Call Resort in 
Providenciales, Turks & Caicos. “He’ll likely see 
sharks, and Dive Provo is an excellent dive opera-
tion. Ports of Call is good value for Turks & Caicos, 
a pretty expensive destination. It is close to a great 

Win a Tropical Dive Resort?   
Or Not.

Doug and Sally Beitz ran the Kosrae Nautilus 
Resort for 21 years, adjacent (they say) to some of 
the finest reefs in the world. But now it’s time for 
them to return to Australia and pass their dive resort 
on to someone else. They’ve come up with a novel 
way to raise the money they think their property is 
worth, yet keep the price within reach of anybody 
with a few dollars to spare. But, is this really a sales 
deal, or something else entirely? You judge.

Employing a form of crowd funding and social 
media, they are offering tickets in a raffle to win an 
80 percent share of the resort. The remaining part is 
retained by the local land owner. Ticket prices range 
from $49 to $349, according to how many chances 
a prospective winner might buy. We asked them why 
they chose such a unique route, and they replied, 
“We like to do things a bit differently . . . .If we end 
up not selling enough raffle tickets, then we will go 
down the traditional sale road.”

So, if on July 26 when the draw is made you find 
that you have won this dive resort with your $49 tick-
et, we hasten to point out that you must have a bun-
dle of cash on hand to capitalize the running costs. 
You’ll need to ensure that you are well advertised to 
attract future customers, that you understand local 
culture, and you get along with the staff, and on and 
on … so it’s not for the faint-hearted. In fact, if you 
wonder what you might be getting in to, dredge up 
a copy of that 60s book by Herman Wouk, Don’t Stop 
the Carnival, for a primer on potential problems. 
And, if that doesn’t scare you off, then here’s where 
to buy into the lottery. www.wintheislandestates.com

But, here’s what scares us off.  From the website, 
“If less than 50,000 tickets are sold, the advertised 
prize is not available. In this case, the prize winner 
is given 50 percent of the total amount of tickets 
sold. For example, if 25,000 tickets were bought 
for $49.00, the total amount equals $1,225,000.00. 
In result, the winner receives 50 percent of 
$1,225,000.00 which equals $612,500.”

It’s hard to imagine 50,000 tickets being sold 
online for this, so if you decide to buy a ticket, then 
basically what you are doing is entering a Micronesia 
Lottery, with half the money gambled on lottery 
tickets going to you and the other half presumably 
going to those who staged the lottery. Might as well 
invest in a Triton mini rebreather.
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grocery store that has a salad bar and lots of pre-
pared healthy options, and a great French bakery 
a block in the other direction. Since he will be out 
diving in the morning, his wife can walk to the 
store, pick up lunch things, and they can spend the 
afternoon together. Grace Bay is one of the most 
beautiful beaches in the Caribbean, and it’s across 
the street and down a path past another resort.” 
Jeannette can also benefit from Ports of Call’s swim-
ming pool and bar, fitness center, kayaks and float-
ing chairs for the beach, and the next-door shop-
ping center with shops and restaurants. 

May 1 is the start of Ports of Call’s summer rates 
(26 percent off for seven nights), so one week, 
double occupancy, in a garden-view room with a 
king bed and continental breakfast (but no airport 
transfers) costs $1,254. Dive Provo’s shop is on site at 
Ports of Call, and five days of two-tank boat diving 
for Moré will cost $638, with nitrox fills an addi-
tional $100. 

Collister found economy-class Delta flights from 
Chicago to Provo via Atlanta with decent departure 
and arrival times -- a 12:45 flight on May 1 lands in 
Provo at 7:40 p.m., and the 5 p.m. flight back on 
May 7 lands in Chicago until 10:48 p.m. Airfare for 
the couple is $910. 

Collister says Turks & Caicos has some of the 
Caribbean’s best restaurants, with excellent wine 
lists. Two top ones near Ports of Call are Caicos 
Café and Coco Bistro, but they’re pricey -- an appe-
tizer, entrée, dessert and a glass of wine at Coco 
Bistro averages $76, plus tip. Moré will have to up 
his food budget, to at least $80 per person, so $960 
for six full days. 

Add $300 for tips, airport parking, transfers, 
and miscellaneous expenses, and Moré’s Turks & 

Caicos trip totals $4,062, about $700 more than his 
Cozumel trip.

The Caribbean Trip: The Verdict
Moré found Collister’s trip attractive. “My wife 

would like the resort, and it’s great that it has a 
grocery store, restaurants, and nice facilities nearby. 
If Grace Beach is as nice as she says, this would be 
a real winner, and my wife would prefer this trip 
to Cozumel. My preference would not be as strong 
since it would depend on the diving [which would 
be new to him; it’s solid reef diving, and not drift 
diving like Cozumel, but he’d most like see many 
more sharks]. The cost for Turks & Caicos is higher, 
but this is a trip that is mostly for Jeannette, so the 
higher cost is OK.” So score this one for the travel 
agent.

It’s interesting that Moré picked the less-com-
plicated Caribbean trip to book, because what 
Collister put together for him is easy for anyone to 
find and book online. But as we mentioned in Part 
I of the story, a good travel agent knows the places 
she or he is booking. It’s their role to match the 
product with your needs, especially when you don’t 
know that much about a place, or what your needs 
exactly are yet. And, when the trips get tricky -- 
flight changes with airport overnights, visa require-
ments, getting to and from the destination once 
there -- a travel agent may really pay off.

Moré said researching each of his two trips took 
him two to three hours online. “I didn’t realize it 
took so much time. I have more respect for how the 
pros do this now.”   

-- Vanessa Richardson

Flotsam & Jetsam
Errors are Not Always a Laughing Matter! Our 

piece on chocolate last month carried our writer’s 
mistake in that we mentioned nitrous oxide when it 
should have been nitric oxide. Nitrous oxide is com-
monly known as ‘laughing gas.’ Well, we thought it 
was funny! Bill Domb was the first reader to spot it. 
Scientists at Kingston University in the UK have also 
recently discovered that eating dark chocolate can 
significantly boost the performance of athletes. We 
were misinformed when we wrote that the World 

War II aircraft recently rediscovered off Malta was a 
Neptune P2. Reader Harry Haley pointed out that 
such aircraft were not in service until later. 

Most Powerful Dive Computer, Most Powerful 
Price. The Poseidon M28, claimed by its Swedish 
manufacturer to be the world’s most powerful dive 
computer, goes on sale in May. It boasts maps, 
graphics, GPS for surface use, Dive-by-Wire and is 
said to be incredibly intuitive to use. Naturally, it 
is designed to have enhanced functionality when 
used in conjunction with Poseidon’s SE7EN/
MKVI rebreather management system and is 
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depth-rated down to 656 feet. Most important, 
the formula that keeps you safe from decompres-
sion injury, the algorithm, is dual in that the 
user can choose between DCAP and Bühlmann 
ZHL16C, with the possibility to set gradient fac-
tors. At $2000, it might be too expensive for most 
divers, even those with closed-circuit rebreathers. 
(www.poseidon-uk.co.uk)

Sad Sea Cows Rescued. Dugongs, of the same 
order of sirenia as Florida and Caribbean manatees, 
live throughout the Indo-Pacific. Recently, a group 
of divers made a disturbing discovery near a remote 
Indonesian island, Kokoya. They came across two 
cages in which two dugongs, a mother and juvenile, 
were trapped, the mother with a rope wrapped 
around her tail. Apparently, they had been caught 
by a local fisherman who asked for money to see the 
dugong or take a picture. After the divers posted 
their video on Instagram, they were promptly con-
tacted by Indonesian wildlife authorities requesting 
the location of the cages, and officials arrived the 
following day to set the animals free.

The Mistake was Mine. Exploring the waters off 
of Australia’s Clifton Gardens, an unidentified snor-
keler stumbled across what he believed to be unex-
ploded underwater mines and called the police. 
Embarrassing for him, they turned out to be large 
sea urchins. After he was shown pictures demonstrat-
ing the clear difference between urchin and bomb, 
the man still maintained his opinion. “The snorkeler 
was adamant they were in fact mines, so taking no 
precautions the Navy was called in to make an assess-
ment,” North Sydney Police told the Sydney Daily 
Telegraph. Unfortunately, the Navy’s diving special-
ists weren’t available that day, so water police were 

forced to guard the ‘mines’ overnight. They were 
urchins.

Vintage Lady Divers. When Undercurrent wrote 
last September about  85-year-old Jean Loughry’s 
quest to get the Guinness World Record for being 
the world’s oldest active lady diver, Dr. Samuel Miller 
wrote to tell us of Dottie Mae Frazier, who was the 
first female certified underwater instructor back 
in 1955, and is still diving at the age of 94. Born in 
1922, she was the first woman commercial hard-hat 
diver, and was honored in 2014 with the California 
Scuba Service Award at the SCUBA show in Long 
Beach, CA. No wonder the French call it ‘L’esport 
des grands-parents!’  But let us not forget filmmaker 
Leni Riefenstahl, who learned to dive at the ripe 
old age of 71. She visited Cocos Island while at 94 
to make an award-winning underwater documentary 
about sharks, continuing to dive before dying in 
2003 at the age of 101.

Just When You Thought It Was Safe To Go Back 
In The Water! The media was full of hysterical sto-
ries of scuba tourist’s terror in April, caused when 
a 12-foot great white shark invaded the shallow 
waters off Alligator Reef in the Florida Keys. Greg 
Schlosser, first mate aboard Happy Cat is said to have 
first spotted the enormous creature circling divers 
for about 45 minutes and told his captain, Chris 
Muller, who couldn’t believe what he was being told. 
The pair quickly pulled their freaked-out custom-
ers, mostly South Asian exchange students, clear of 
the water as soon as they could while Muller then 
entered the water with his video camera to capture 
images of the impressive creature just a few yards 
from the boat. Muller later said, “I’ve never seen 
anything like this in my life and I’ve swum with a lot 
of sharks.”

http://www.poseidon-uk.co.uk/products/computer-accessories/poseidon-m28-computer/



