
I dragged ourselves to the school for the 

practical training. 

For those who are thinking that 

knowing how to swim is necessary for 

diving, it’s not. It’s good to know, but it is 

not mandatory! 

 We were taught how to communicate 

and fix our equipment underwater on a 

fundamental level for nearly two hours. 

Then, we were taken to the deep sea to 

experience the experience we had been 

waiting for.

The fifteen-minute boat ride to the 

deep sea can be described as follows: 

jade blue waters flowing endlessly into 

the horizons, with tiny islands in the 

mix as you glide through the subtle 

waves with salty wind blowing through 

your hair, or you can describe it as 

therapeutic. 

Upon reaching the dive spot, we all 

geared up, carrying fifteen kilogrammes 

of equipment. Then came the moment 

we had all been waiting for; breathing 

through my regulator, I jumped into the 

water.

We all felt overwhelmed, ecstatic, 

a bit scared, and somewhat fulfilled. 

Submerging ourselves on the seabed, 

we started to explore the world that was 

unknown to us before the jump. The 

moment I went beneath the water, all I 

could hear were my own breaths forming 

into silver bubbles floating through the 

life that existed there.

Colours exuded by corals, 

uncountable species of fish, and 

plankton can easily mesmerise most 

caviler art critics in the business. 

During such instances, one 

can’t help but wonder, “All 

that I see around myself 

cannot just exist by 

chance; if anything, 

it was a divine 

intervention by a 

higher power.” 

Time seemed 

to slow down 

under the waves. 

Each moment can 

feel elongated, making you more aware 

of the here and now. This shift in my 

perception of time helped me appreciate 

the more minor details of life, both 

underwater and above.

Speaking of which, muted from 

the obnoxious sounds of the upper 

world, my primary sound source was 

my breathing, which led me into 

introspection. This silence allowed me to 

connect more deeply with my thoughts.

Unbeknownst to me, I mastered the 

art of controlled breathing by observing 

life forms that thrive in the deep sea, 

adapting to high pressure and low light, 

and showcasing the delicate balance of 

marine ecosystems. 

In this place, humans are just visitors. 

As my entire body was pulsating from 

the new experience, the tank on my back 

was almost running empty. With a heavy 

heart, we began to ascend towards the 

boat, and as I emerged above the water, 

I felt light.

I had shed the excess weight of being 

conscious of my surroundings, my 

hyperawareness, and the weight of my 

notifications. The most vital lesson I took 

home from scuba diving was taking a 

step back, slowing down, and controlled 

breathing, not just for survival but as 

a tool for calm and focus — a lesson 

applicable in daily life. 
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