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I chartered a dive boat while I was in Hawaii on a backpack trip by myself years ago.  It was a small 6-pack operation with a 25-foot dive boat licensed to carry 6 divers. As we motored out to the dive area I heard a couple of guys talking about “Raw mo’ betta”, I didn’t understand what they were talking about, it sounded like a Hawaiian slang language.  Once we got to the dive site one of them asked me if I thought ‘Raw was mo’ betta’; after a look of puzzlement he then pointed to his tee shirt which had a picture of someone devouring shellfish under water; it made sense now that this translated into ‘Raw fish is more better’.  I sort of squirmed & thought to my self “eeeuuuuuww” then said, “ no, I’ve never eaten raw shellfish underwater but hey ‘while in Rome – do as the Romans do’”.  Oysters & clams  have the texture & substance similar to a snot ball from a bad head cold but scallops…uummm!  We dove down to about 35 feet& started foraging for scallops; soon I saw one of the guys pry a scallop off a big rock, scoop out the morsel of tender scallop meat, spit out his regulator & plop the tasty chunk into his mouth.  

    Eating underwater is a hard concept to swallow, (pun intended, thank you) but I had previous experience with consuming a beverage underwater the year before on a dive at Club Med on Martinique.  I was lucky enough to be with a group of divers in which one of the more ‘well to do’ dudes had planned a special surprise to celebrate his zillionth dive with Club Med.  After completing a 45-minute underwater tour of the area we were signaled over to an area that had this big bowl shaped sea sponge critter.  There we ‘discovered’ the sea ‘bowl’ was filled with bottles of Dom Perigno, the very expensive Champaign. The act of actually drinking underwater to me was the first step towards drowning, I thought!  I figured if you’re underwater, you open your mouth & drink, then hey you’re gonna die!  Well the first sucker grabbed a bottle, gave it a little shake & popped the cork; normally this would have sent the cork flying 3 stories high, but underwater the corn just popped out about a foot, then floated up:-)  I watched as if I was about to witness a drowning; he took out his breathing regulator, placed the bottle to his mouth & started drinking.  I was sure he was gonna die! But no, he just had a big grin on his face, popped his regulator back into his mouth & continued to live & breathe!  That’s was all the convincing I needed so I swam over & bellied up to the underwater sea sponge bar & grabbed a bottle.  I gave the bottle a little shake, popped the cork which did it’s interesting 1 foot leap to freedom & floated up; now was the moment of truth!   The Champaign is bottled under pressure so thus the sea water will not enter the bottle, you just place your finger over the opening to keep the bubbly in while you get your nerve up to take that faithful ‘death defying’ sip!  I had to muster up a braveness that is typically reserved for activities like say, defusing bombs.  I slowly reached for my breathing regulator then with brave determination I removed it & paused, then thought “I’d better get on with it before I pass out from holding my breath!”  Then I chickened out & put the regulator back in my mouth.  “Ok, I’ll do it this time” I convinced my self, while looking around & noticing that most everyone else had already made alarming progress into their own bottles.  “Ok, here goes nothing”, I thought as I removed the regulator, brought the bottle to my mouth & removed my finger from the opening.  The pressurized Champaign will flow right into your mouth without having to draw it in with a sip, you just have to ‘re-finger’ the bottle the moment your mouth is full & DON’T CHOKE!   So there I was, hovering just above the sea floor, 35 feet below the surface with a bottle of Dom Perigno in one hand, my regulator in the other hand & a mouthful of the ‘nectar of the gods’; I was still trying to convince myself that I would not begin drowning the moment I swallowed & I knew if I didn’t get on with it soon I’d be passing out from oxygen deprivation!  It took some nerve but eventually got that first swig down & the amazing thing is – I DIDN’T DIE!  After polishing off a bottle & a half of this tasty treat I had the technique down pat! :-)  Drinking underwater was truly a unique experience; you can stagger all you want & never fall down.  We were all floating around using our buoyancy compensator air vests inflated enough to keep us hovering around the area.  It was just like being at a loud party were no one could hear each other; you just drink, smile & nod enthusiastically!  

   So, back in Hawaii with a scallop tool in one hand I spot my hors d’oeuvre attached to a nearby rock.  I must say you just can’t get fresher seafood than this!  I popped out my regulator & popped the tasty critter meat in; ummm it melted in my mouth!  I was wishing there were a bowl shaped sea sponge nearby full of Dom Perigno, that would have been great!  

    After ‘lunch’ we returned up to the boat & motored off to our next dive spot.  The boat captain announced as he threw out the anchor, “if were lucky we’ll see some sharks!”  I thought this must be another Hawaiian slang term I’m unaware of like the term “raw mo’ betta”.  He then added, “Yesterday we saw a few hammer heads, makos & thrashers.”  Oh that’s great I thought, that’s the last thing I want to come across while I’m underwater, a whole gang of hungry sharks!   We all dove in & as I was drifting down towards the bottom I was talking myself into believing that the captain was just kidding.  I quickly forgot all about the shark issue & found an interesting reef to explore.  I poked my new underwater flash light into a few cracks & holes to discover quite a few little eyeballs staring back at me.  I came across a little baby moray eel; I followed it all around the reef right into a small but cavernous hole & immediately poked my flash light in to see what was in there, then WAM!  Out snaps the BIG MOMMA MORAY EEL.  This thing was huge!  It snapped at my face with its mouth real wide open, showing off a frightening array of teeth.  I jumped back, spit my regulator out & screamed underwater & the thing missed taking a chunk out of my face by the skin of my teeth.  I kept swimming backwards, put my regulator back in & tried not to hyperventilate; I figured it’d be a good idea to explore somewhere else.   

    I meandered out a little deeper to where some of the other divers were & just hovered around taking in the wondrous scenery & clear water; then all of a sudden I notice a !@#$%^! SHARK!  So I’m now I’m screaming to myself, “Ah, oh shoot, oh shoot!” (Of course I’m not thinking shoot!  I’m also thinking, “ok just breath slowly, don’t panic, don’t hyperventilate!”  It was at least a 10 feet long hammerhead shark!  “Dump dump dump dump dump dump”…I could hear the ‘Jaws’ theme song pounding in my heart!  With my dinky little dive knife in one hand & my cute little flash light in the other I was trying not to do anything that would bring the sharks attention to me while I prepared for a possible shark attack.  With one eye on this shark I noticed two more hammerheads moving into this area from another direction, then a few more makos & then a few thrasher sharks!  These killing machines were all 8 to 14 feet long!  I was for a moment paralyzed with fear but at the same time I couldn’t help but to be in total awe of being in the presence of the prehistoric sea monsters.  Then I noticed that the other divers were not panicking or swimming away for their life; so just relaxed & watched with the utmost intrigue.  I could not believe that these sharks paid me absolutely no attention!  Even when I began to swim around in the same area as they were in, within 10 feet of them, they never looked at me or did my presence even make them change their course; they seemed to know what they were looking for & thank God it wasn’t me.  
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