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New Bananas, New Divers 

 If you have read my previous newsletters, you 
already know about the bananas. Every trip on a Carpe ship 
(there are three: Carpe Nova, Carpe Vita, Carpe Diem) starts 
off with a new bunch of small, sweet bananas. This is the 
first time I have seen the banana branches refreshed. This is 
also the first time I have extended my trip to two, back to 
back trips. 
 I purchased the trips back in September because my 
brother Jeff was accompanying me. He didn’t know it, but I 
had purchased the four trips all up front, two trips for each 
of us. I figured if he was going to fly all the way from the US 
to Malé, he should dive for three weeks. Jeff got Covid, so I 
had to “bank” his trips for next year. 
 It worked out like a charm to dive back to back. The 
Carpe Diem has changed their itineraries to do two 10 day 
trips starting in Malé, cruising and ending the first trip North 
or South of Malé, switching out their divers (stopping at a 
different airport island), then cruising the second trip around 
to end back in Malé. What worked out for me?  Not having 
to fly a little puddle jumper back to Malé like the others 
from the first trip or fly from Malé to meet the ship at the 
island airport. I never left the ship. I read and slept the entire 
day instead. 

New Personalities, Same Single Cabin 

Luckily, the ship only had sixteen divers for the second trip. 
Jeff wasn’t along, so Agnes (the owner) could have certainly 
filled my cabin with another diver. Nope. There were several 
single divers that got their own cabins this time, including 
me. 
Normally, I don’t include a lot of stories about my fellow 
divers, but this was a real circus. I got to meet some real 
interesting people, got to speak a lot of German - more 
than the first trip this year - and spent a lot of time getting 

to know an Aussie with more stories than I can ever come up with. That’s not an easy feat, let me tell you. 
 I felt bad for Munkko on this trip. For the first time, I had to witness a challenge to his offer of “Whatever I 
can help you with, during your trip, let me know and I’ll make it happen.” Munkko had to deal with an abusive 
husband on this trip. Nic was in my group. Not only did Nic go off and dive deep on his own, away from our group, 
he made his wife feel like a shit sandwich. He made fun of her and put her down during conversations. He claims to 
be an instructor with over 2,000 dives, but she only has sixty or so. Nic makes that abundantly clear. Then he 
berates her for being afraid of channel, strong current dives. So she went on all the dives, but would freak out 
underwater and cling to Wathe. All of this came to a head when the other women on the trip got fed up with Nic’s 
abuse. Several of them went individually, at different times, to complain to Munkko. Wow, that turned up the heat 
on Nic. Being called an asshole abuser to your face by strangers was a real surprise. Welcome to the weirdest dive 
group I’ve ever been with. Munkko handled it quietly and efficiently. Don’t ask me how.

MY SECOND TRIP
On board the Carpe Diem, I 
extended my vacation for a 

second dive safari trip.
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Keeping Track of Your Dives

 The image below is of a printout given to you at the end of your Carpe trip. After every dive, one of the 
dive guide team will ask you your max depth and bottom time. At the end of the trip, your printout is shared with 
you. The magic of this? Divers don’t have to keep track of their dives, unless you come from Germany, Switzerland, 
Belgium, or Austria. Hah. 
 I have to make that last joke because this trip was “by the book” according to the itinerary. In fact, there 
were discussions and votes about where we went and whether we could deviate from the itinerary. The Canadian 
couple were adamant they had signed up specifically for the itinerary. Even though Munkko was trying to give the 
entire group the “best” and “appropriate” dives according to the currents and weather, the Canadians were the only 
two in the “jury room” that voted to stay on the itinerary against Munkko’s advice. I opted out of the votes. I was on 
vacation and, as you know, I just wanted to dive. I didn’t want this kind of confrontation. Why not just trust the guy 
that dives in these waters every day? Every day for the past decade or so? I had a great time anyway.



Above & Below

Macros, the Small Creatures 
 If you don’t know me, I absolutely 
love hunting for and taking photos of the 
smaller stuff like nudies. Nudie branchs are 
like Christmas slugs. They are snails without 
shells. My dive guide, Wathey, really knew 
how to find the most amazing nudies. Both 
trips were colorful slug hunts. Even while we 
were among 8 mantas at a cleaning station, 
Wathey would signal and point to some 
exotic nudie that I hadn’t seen.

Pelagic, the BIG Creatures
 Diving requires your head on a swivel and your attention 
acutely ready for anything. You might be looking at a shrimp on 
a coral head as a whale shark is passing right behind you in the 
blue or a school of mantas is gliding overhead. 
 The bigger stuff is what most people look for. I, for one, 
love the more camouflaged smaller creatures, but still love the 
opportunity to see pelagic life. The mantas were crazy plentiful 
on this second trip. With an average six foot wing span, these 
birds of the ocean are impressive up close. Unbelievable even.



The Daily Routine on Carpe Diem 

 Wake up at 6am. Throw on my dive clothes 
(thai fishing pants and a white t-shirt) and head up 
to the main galley. Grab a cup of hot tea and a 
cookie (everyone else calls biscuits). Sit down at one 
of the tables and put my iPhone into its underwater 
housing (DiveVolk SeaTouch3). The briefing starts as 
soon as one of the half-awake dive guides wanders 
in for his morning duty. 
 There are three or four whiteboards 
prepared with drawings of the dive sites. We go 
over the first dive of the day, talking about currents, 
depths between 25-30 meters (75-100 ft) and 
creatures we might see. 
 Everyone heads to the dive boat. The gas 
tender comes around while everyone (except me) is 
putting on wetsuits and measures my nitrox level. 
It’s either 32% or 33% oxygen. I sign the sheet and 
set up my kit.  
 I’m usually the first one into my gear. 
Sitting there ready to dive in. Our group trades off 
who goes in first, so I might have to wait for a while. 
Captain ThuTho maneuvers over the target site and 
one of the dive guides jumps in to check the 

currents. After the current announcement, in we go. One 
group after another, four or five divers stand on the stern 
dive platform and enter together at the same time. 
 If it’s a pinnacle dive, my favorite, we drop down to 
30 meters and follow Wathey on the dive. The other two 
groups are somewhere around the pinnacle and we might 
run into them or cross bubbles, but it’s pleasantly just us 
for the first ten or twenty minutes at depth. 
  

The Maximum recreational depth in the 
Maldives is 30 meters (100 feet).  

 Around 55 minutes into the dive, Wathey signals 
for safety stop and floats the dive body. We ascend to 
5meters (15ft), level off, and hang out while we off-gas and 
look for passing wildlife.  
 I have a rule, be extra vigilant during the first and 
last five minutes of every dive. Those are the times when 
the least expected creatures make an appearance. 
 One by one back on the boat. Fins off. Up the 
ladder. Stowe your kit, unhook the first stage, record your 
time and depth. Share stories of the dive and look at pics 
on the way back to the mother ship. Time for breakfast. 
Then it’s nap time and repeat the routine. 
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Ninja Fisherman

 Five second five fish. I’m not joking. This 
little guy is the newest of the crew. At just 18, he 
works the Dhoni as a crew hand. Most of the time 
he is helping ThuTho (Dhoni Captain) with tanks 
and lines. When we are on the boat diving, Ninja 
is helping us with our tanks, guiding us while we 
crab to the back with gear on. 
 His real ninja skills were a secret until I 
watched him fish, Maldivian style. A simple rod 
with a jig on the end. No reel. No net. No other 
bait. He’d cast out, snag a silver fish, lift it onto the 
deck, flick his wrist, and cast again. Meanwhile, 
he’d kick the landed fish back into the waiting pile 
of flopping fish with his foot. 
 It’s difficult to believe until you actually 
see it. Wild!

HANG’N WITH THE CREW

 This trip was a time I spent more with the 
crew than the soap opera of the divers. Wathe and 
Munkko were always around. We never stopped 
joking around or giving each other the finger. In 
fact, after every dive, I’d just hand over my phone 
to Wathe so he could air drop pics or share with 
Munkko. 
 Giving someone the finger became a 
“norm” during the last trip. It was a joke between 
Marcus, Tina, Wathe and I. This trip it was a joke 
between me and the entire crew. Even the captain 
would greet me in the morning with the finger 
and “Good morning” together. Hah! Of course, we 
made sure to keep the gestures on the “downlow” 
so we didn’t offend any of the other guests by 
accident. Not everyone appreciates the friendly 
“finger” gesture. I can safely say, though, the 
entire crew has a lot of fun while I’m on board 
with a few extra “fingers” ready. 
 Some of the other guests got in on the 
joking around, but it was mainly the crew and I 
having the most fun.  
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here in the Maldives, stay with me instead,” replies 
Wathey with a smile. This was the only time either 
of us has ever mentioned how many dives we 
have. Neither of us really keeps track nor cares. It’s 
only when someone else needs to feel safe that 
we even mention it.  
 Remember, the number of dives don’t 
make the diver. It’s how that person dives that 
matters. I’ve seen divers with less than 20 dives 
dive as well as her husband was diving. Most of 
all, when you are an instructor, you should be 
willing to put others’ experiences in front of yours. 
After you have been on thousands of dives, 
helping a less experienced diver is well worth 
sacrificing one of your own fun dives. Wathey is 
one of those dive guides! He’s there for you!

MILLI VANILLI DIVE TOURS

AirDrop is Older Tech  

Meet Martina. She’s definitely from a younger 
generation. Martina wanted to share my photos 
so badly that she couldn’t even wait for me post 
them to the cloud. Since she has Android, she 
can’t simply Airdrop them. So she did the next 
best thing…. 
Instant darkroom. Grab a towel. Take a photo of 
my phone with her Android phone. instant share. 
Good enough for her. Good enough for several 
Austrians. New tech! No waiting. Funny.

 Wathe has been my dive guide for the past 
three trips on board the Carpe Diem. Some of us 
nicknamed him Milli Vanilli back on the Covid Carpe 
Trip of 2020-2021 Super Vacation. It’s obvious right? 
Do you need to see him dance? 

Macro, the small stuff? Or do you want 
the bigger creatures? No matter what, 
safe dive profiles. 

 Stick with Wathe during a dive and he will 
cater the dive to you as much as possible. It may be 
just pointing out a few creatures. It might be sharing 
his air during the safety stop. I swear, he doesn’t 
breath air. I think he has gills. 
 Wathe is an excellent dive guide. I’ve been a 
guide and I’ve dove with hundreds. He’s fantastic. He 
knows how to find the dive sites, get you directly onto 
the target, and maintain a timely and safe dive profile. 
Somehow, he always gets his group up to the boat 
within 60 minutes, even on the deeper more difficult 
channel dives. He knows what he is doing but he 
remains humble. My favorite discussion so far was with 
the scared and beaten wife: “My husband has 2000 
dives. I have to stay with him. He says it’s for my 
safety,” says the wife. “I have over 4,000 dives right 
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Midnight Oil and….Ozzy? 

 Yeah, Ruben, I know you’d appreciate that last 
title. Let me just say, Grant has seen a lot of life. Let 
me tell you a little bit about him, but I’ll just hit the 
surface in order to keep his privacy. 
 Grant is an Aussie. Yes, he has that accent that 
makes many Americans jealous. And like every other 
Australian, Grant lives a wild life. More like he’s on the 
downside of a wild life. He’s taking life a little slower 
now and trying to enjoy the quiet. He’s a father. He’s 
divorced. He doesn’t drink anymore. Now, it’s all about 
enjoying dive vacations, securing some stability in a 
current project, and keeping a lower profile. 
 Grant and I sat for hours and just talked about 
life. I get the sense he has been to the hell that is 
brought by fame and all the way back again. He was a 
sound engineer for the famous band Midnight Oil. 
Remember them? They had that hit “Beds are Burning”. 
It was a big hit in the ‘90s. Anyway, Grant spent years 
with the band working and partying on their tours. 
 I mean, this is the first person I have ever had 
a conversation with that actually started a sentence 
with the words “One time, Ozzy called me and asked…”. 
Holy shit. I just about fell off the back of the ship. 
Ozzy? As in THE Ozzy? I tried not to show my surprise. 

If I was Grant, and i was talking to some stranger, I 
wouldn’t want the stranger just sitting there gaping at 
me screaming “Holy shit. You know OZZY?” 

Traveling the World 
  
 It seemed to work. I didn’t scare off Grant. In 
fact, we had a grand old time in and out of stories 
about travel. The most impressive story session 
happened after breakfast one morning. Drinking tea 
and overlooking passing islands in the turquoise 
waters of the Maldives, I listened to Grant describe a 
14month trip he shared with his teenage daughter a 
few years ago. Wow. His trip with his daughter 
overshadows any Ozzy conversation. In 14 months, he 
and his daughter hit four continents. Grant spent 
about two hours just going through their itinerary and 
a few stories about their overall trip. I was physically 
tired just listening! 
 Grant is the kind of guy I enjoy hanging out 
with. His stories are endless. He’s easy going. His life 
seems to be about caring about others, like his 
daughter, if she’ll let him. 
 I hope this finds you well Grant. Keep making 
new stories. Hopefully, I’ll see you on another dive trip 
somewhere out in the world again. Good on ya mate!

Grant
MORE STORIES ABOUT 
LIFE AND TRAVEL 
THAN I’VE EVER 
HEARD.
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 When we first dove with Grant, I 
thought we were in for a very long trip. He 
was diving with dual side tanks (mainly for 
cave and wreck diving) like my dive partner 
last year on this trip (nicknamed 747). If 
someone dives double, it’s usually twice the 
time and effort for that diver to get in and 
out of the boat.  
 Guess what. Grant simply looked 
around at the other divers and said: “I guess 
I’ll dive with just one tank this trip.” I really 
don’t know why he decided or if he was jedi 
mind tapping my brain, but it really 
impressed me. He sacrificed something.  
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ONLY 16 GUESTS THIS TRIP

Betina Austria

Stefan Austria

Austria Elisabeth

Thomas Austria

Sonya Canada

Jordan Canda

Nadja Switzerland

Marco Switzerland

Nic USA

Hilde UK - Scottland

Justine UK

Dean UK 

Daniela Germany

Martina Switzerland

Grant Australia

Me USA/the Island

INSTEAD OF THE MAX OF 20



Marine Life 
and Fishes of 
the Maldives
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Hawksbill Turtle - there are a lot of turtles in 
the Maldives, but we didn’t see a lot on this 

trip. When we happened upon this young lady, 
she just sat there and posed for my camera.

Nudies - rare enough to get by most divers 
and not known by many sport divers, these 
little Christmas ornaments are a joy to spot 
and photograph. What looks like hair are 

actually the gills. 

Yellow Mask Angelfish -This is the only place 
I have ever seen this creature. It is one of my 

favorites, but they are shy and fast. It has 
taken me five years and many trips to get this 

shot.
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Upon Returning…

Do NOT Cut Plants! 
I returned to find the workers cut 
every plant down in front of my 
apartment and took down my sign.

We Don’t Have! 
I have returned to a place where 
everything is advertised and nothing 
is available. At least our Starbucks 
has coffee. No black tea? In a 
Teacentric country? Laughable 
sometimes, but not when you just 
return. I’ve been out of practice. 
Simply ask what they DO have today. 
Notice the hard working local girl at 
the door on her phone. She ignores 
people coming in. All she is required 
to do is say hello and check for the 
required COVID app. See the cat 
too? Cleanliness is not a requirement 
at restaurants here on the island. 
Welcome back, Greg!

Laundry 
I returned to a mound of laundry. It’s 
time to move to another country 
where I can have a maid.

Nonworking Local Cash Card 
Every year, my card stops working 
until I personally go in F2F and sign 
a paper. Ugh.

Life is about Cartoons! 
I love it when I see references to 
great cartoons of the past. Check this 
out. Mixup Star Wars with Ren & 
Stimpy. This is what you get.

 Happy New Years Return to Hell. Yep. It never 
fails in this country. When I return, nothing works and 
nothing is available that I really need. At least my 
apartment had power and water. Thinking that way helps 
replace my perspective. I just have to sleep away a 
weekend in my apartment and require nothing. 
 There are four or five different methods to get 
internet here. I have a subscription that requires monthly 
payment direct from my local bank card. Since my card 
doesn’t work, I can’t do that. Pay cash at the mini mart for 
net and/or phone minutes. Mini mart let their payments 
laps and don’t offer access cards anymore. I don’t like 
connecting my “big” credit cards to anything here so 
that’s out. Go in personally and recharge. No way. Long 

ago, after waiting five hours while the internet guys 
helped other locals first or had tea and then sold me a 
crap non-working router, I vowed NEVER to go back and 
do it all online. Back to the first few problems.  
 No matter what methods I try to put into place 
before leaving, I always return to no internet service. I’ll 
just have to wait it out and use school net when I return 
to work. So, is life. 
 School starts soon. I wonder what new hell we 
are going to witness with all of the Covid cases and the 
new rules in place. At some point, I’ll have to get my 
third shot in order to go to work. New rule.  
 See you in the next volume, readers. 


