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Dear Mrs, Borgese,
A letter of admiration from one lover of the sea to another.
Fourteen years ago my then husband encouraged me to join him 

in scuba diving« I was fearful at first— ‘infact the first 12 
years or so I really didn’t feel at home in the ocean at all.
Now I seem to have gone completely the other way and under the 
ocean is the only place where I do feel at home.

I read about you in ’People1 right after I came back from 
5l/2 days diving in the Gulf of California and felt I had t o write 
you and tell you of my experiences there— they were incredible^

I’ve dived in Cozumel Mexico, Belize, the Cayman Islands, 
the “Red Sea, Baja California and the coast of northern California.
All these places have something beautiful and different to offer 
but the greatest excitement I’ve ever experienced underwater came 
to me in the Sea of Cortez.

I dived two days at a place called the Seamount. I was with a 
group of underwater photographers and we had gone to the Seamount to 
hopefully photograph schooling hammerhead sharks. I personally didn’t 
see many sharks but what I did see and experience, far surpassed that*

I swam with manta rays and one day--a whale sharkl The first time 
I saw a manta I was on my way back to the boat. I had less t han 500 
lbs. in my tank and we were not supposed to return with less than 300. 
I was with another diver who had a camera, about 30 ft. below the 
surface. Out of the blueness and swimming on a course that would 
intersect ours, came a manta with his escort of remoras clinging to



what I would call shoulders; Such an incredible rush of excitementl 
My partner turned in pursuit and I followed at a somewhat slower pace. 
In the moments that followed I didnT t care if I ran out of air, drowned 
or what happened to me. To be in their element with a creature 
such as manta was one of the pinnacle experiences of my life, I was 
spellbound watching the ray wheel to avoid Gary, barely increasing the 
rhythm of his great wings, he was grace and beauty and strength per
sonified.

Over the next few dives on the Seamount I encountered and swam 
with mantas many more times. Generally, there were about four of 
them, distinguishable from each other by their white markings. They 
usually tried to avoid getting to close to me but once I did manage to 
grasp a wingtip,,•and it’s hard to describe the feeling but it was 
beautiful,

The econd day on the Seamount about 11 am, I had just come back 
from a dive when I heard the skipper yell"VJhale shark*1” I looked 
over the side and sure enough just under the surface was a great 
fish shape it1s back marked by regularly spaced white spots. People 
were jumping off the boat in a fashion resembling a Chinese fire drill, 
I got my fins and mask back on and went with them. I*ve never seen 
anything that big in the water before--it was close to 20 feet long, 
a baby as far as whale sharks go. I swam with it for a ways diving 
down to get closer for a better look. Two other people and I followed 
it auite a distance from the boat and then I watched as it slowly 
circled around and came back for a closed look at usj. In all it 
made about 3 passes at us before it disappeared«. Gentle giant that 
he was he allowed me to grasp a pectoral fin and hang on to him for 
a short distance. Again a beautiful and indescribable feeling.



Many of the photographers did see and photograph hammerheads in 
greater than usual numbers and some of them had a tough time deciding 
what to take pictures of; manta rays, the whale shark or in one case 
two enormous groupers that made threatening gestures*

The last day of the trip we dived on a sunken ferry that had a 
load of trucks aboard when it sank, I could not believe the numbers 
of fish that lived there. Many times it looked as if I was swimming 
towards a solid wall of fish bodies but I never touched one. I decided 
I didn’t want to swim inside of the ferry itself vhen  ̂saw an 
enormous moray eel watching me out of one of the truck under carriages. 
Memories of "The Deep” are still vivid in my mindo

I started this letter out calling it a »letter of admiration» and 
then got carried away relating to you my diving experiences. I think 
what must have been foremost in my mind was to let you know that here 
is a nother woman passionately in love with the sea. I would like to 
perhaps write about it some day so that more people will come to under
stand the oceans and realize though mighty it is a fragile and 
irreplaceable environment we must strive to protect.

And yes, I do admire you, greatly. You are a woman of great 
and varied accomplishments and someday I hope to be in some small 
way just like you. It gave me a great deal of encouragement to read 
that you did»nt get started really with your writing until your late 
30»s. I'm 1|I and I give myself 2 years to prove to myself that I 
can support myself through writing- I look to it as t he ultimate 
freedom.

This was my writing exercise for the day, to finish this letter 
to you and it looks like I have done this so I will say goodbye.
Hoping perhaps to meet you one day I am
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