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| Flying Through Thin Air |

MY CHEST TIGHTENS as
Tescort my 10-year-old daughter
10 her scuba diving lesson.

Tdon’t know why my husband
wants our daughter o scuba.
Lake water is cold. Fish with
‘multi-rows of teeth are scary.

Itcan be just plain dangerous.
Some people think it’s unsafe
for children to scuba dive, partic-
ularly children with diabetes like
my Claire. But her endocrinolo-
gist signed off on the idea, as
long as we take the appropriate
precautions and one of us is al-
ways with her.

Still, I can’t help but worry.
What if her blood glucose drops
and she gets disoriented during
adive? She can't have a snack
underwater.

“Come on,” my husband en-
courages. “She won't be in front
of the TV. I'll dive with her.
Watching the fish, being weight-
less." He closes his eyes.
“There's nothing else like it”

1 should encourage her (o ex-
plore more activities, like knitting
or chess. They don'tinclude the
risk of shark attacks or drowning
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‘The day of her second lesson
he leaves town on business. I'll
have to go and help her with
ablood check before the dive.

This week's lesson is on
safety. We learn that divers need
flashlights when plunging deeper
than 30 feet, ascent lines help
divers keep their bearings in
currents, and air hons arc handy
if a tide drags you out 10 sea,

‘Why can't she knit one and
purl two? Knitters never drift
out to sea.

‘The instructor asks for exam-
ples of the proper diver behavior
around angry aquatic life.

“Swim away from the fish;”
my daughter answers.

“The instructor nods. [ knew
she was smart.

Atthe end of the lecture, stu-
dents head toward the swimming
pool and don masks, tanks, and
fins. A “phsss” sound from the
air tanks ricochets off the walls.

While an image of a water
monster swims in my head, [
help Claire check her blood
glucose. We look at her meter.

“Alitle low,” Claire says.

“What should you do?” I ask.

“Drink some juice?” she says.

T pull a juice box from my
purse. She slurps it and wiggles
into her wet suit. With her slen-
der but sturdy legs, she gives a
small hop and slips into the pool.

My head spins with
flashlights, air horns, and furious
fish. And blood glucose.

Once I asked her if she'd like
o knit.

She drew her eyebrows to-
gether and shook her curly brown
hair. Too hard, she said.

And now she calculates decom-
pression times, breathes with a
regulator, and estimates the air left
in her tank. Knitting is too hard?

Her head pops up. Water falls
from her hair fike diamonds. She
bobs among rainbow-colored,
oy sea life.

“I want to show you my dol-
phin kick,” she boasts.

She adjusts her mask and
sinks below the silky ripples. She
flips her fins as if they were one
and skims toward the deep end.
Delicate bubbles linger. Breaking
the transparent surface, she
shouts, “Mom, it’s like flying
through thin air

Pride percolates up from
where the water monster lurked
in my head. She’s got her father's
ability for sure.

Diabetes isn't holding her
back. T guess I shouldn’t cither.
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