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SUBMARINE

by G. Clifford Carl, Provincial Museum

As the cold water presses the thin rubber of the
"frogman®s suit"” against the diver®"s legs and body he en-
ters a new and strange world — a world so different from
the one we normally live in that a new set of viewpoints
must be adopted. The cumbersome bottles of compressed air
strapped to the back lose their weight. The mask squeez-
ing the face and restricting the vision is forgotten as
new vistas open before the eyes. The awkward flippers com-
pressing the toes and generally getting in each other®s way
take on their job of thrusting the body through the new
medium. After the .first few gulps of air are drawn in and
expelled convulsively through the flexible tube connecting
mouthpiece and air supply, breathing becomes more deliberate
and requires less concentration.

All sound is blocked out. Except for an intermittent
rumble from the exhaust air bubble the submarine world is
silent, at least to human ears. The rock wall studded with
barnacles and small anenomes glides noiselessly by; dim
shapes in the distance move through the murky green of the
water without a sound.

Light no longer appears to come only from overhead; i t
is allaround. One seems to be floating in the centre of a
glow which emanates from all sides. Above, a silvery ceil-
ing shimmers in many constantly changing patterns. Where
it meets the rock 1 tdips and rises rhythmically; the wave-
lets seem to wash down, not up; dozens of silver bubbles
dance momentarily then dissolve in a lacy fringe clinging
to the rock for a split second. Directly overhead the
shimmering surface merges with an indefinite circle of blue
which must be sky. Outside the circle and hanging from the
silver ceiling is a strange shape which must be the bottom
of the small boat containing your companions who are pro-
bably wondering how you are faring.

As concern over the functioning of the suit lessens
and confidence begins to return, more attention can be paid



