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by Robbie 


Andrew Spiro and Zachary Coat’s friendship all started at the Dartmouth – Yale basketball game. In the first quarter, they were both on the court at the same time.


“Yale has the ball. Dartmouth on defense,” the announcer roared. “OH NO! Bartlett trips Spiro. Spiro on the ground…But wait! Coats quickly helps him up and passes to Spiro. A quick recovery for Spiro. He’s running down the court, stops at the 

3-point line and…A PERFECT SHOT FOR SPIRO!…And that’s the game!


While wiping his face with a dry, white towel, Andrew Spiro patted Zachary Coats on the back. “Zach, I couldn’t have done it without you, pal. You saved my life!”

***
Six years later:


Hundreds of Dartmouth graduates gathered in Hanover for the annual alumni basketball game. Andrew, who was still living in the college town, hopped into his small blue bug and drove over to the game. It was a beautiful, clear spring day. He parked his car in the campus parking lot and popped on his old, favorite green and white Dartmouth cap that had been lying on the seat next to him. “Just like old times,” he said to himself.


Walking over to the game, he removed his ticket from his wallet and checked his seat number, B11. Making his way through the milling crowds, Andrew headed in the direction of his seat, waving to a few friends along the way. But he was sidetracked by the tempting scent of a nearby, spicy, sizzling hotdog. “I gotta have one of those,” he mumbled to himself.


He navigated through the throngs of people and made it to the busy hotdog stand where a long line awaited him. Finally, making it to the front, Andrew ordered his hotdog on a long, soft roll and carried it off on a white, styrofoam plate to a nearby ketchup and mustard stand. He pressed the mustard pump and squirted a few drops onto his hotdog, then moved over to the ketchup pump to add a few more squirts. But his hotdog almost flew off the plate when a person from behind accidentally bumped into him.


‘Sorry,” said the tall, thin muscular man. “Your hotdog was almost a dead dog!”


Andrew paused for a moment. That voice sounded very familiar.


“Zachary! Zachary Coats! How are you? The guy who saved my life and helped me win the game!”


“Andrew Spiro! Of all people! So good to see you!”


“So, Zachary, still saving lives?”


“As a matter of fact, I’m just graduating from medical school.”

They both heard a whistle blow. The game was about to start.  Zachary pulled out his ticket. “B12, where’s your seat?”


“You won’t believe this, but I’m B11,”Andrew said, checking his ticket again. “Right next to you.”


The whistle blew again.


“Let’s hurry. The game’s starting. Hold onto your hotdog this time,” Zachary said, jokingly.


***


Two hours later, Andrew and Zachary were celebrating Dartmouth’s victory.


“Wasn’t that a great game?” Andrew said, enthusiastically. “Dartmouth was down 56-34 and made a great comeback.”


“Speaking of comebacks,” added Zachary, I hope we can come back to see one another again before the next game.


“I hope so,” agreed Andrew.


“Hey,” said Zachary, looking as if an idea had suddenly occurred to him, “What kind of vacation time do you get? I’m going scuba diving in Australia next month. How’d you like to come along? I remember you did some training while you were in college.”


“I don’t know about that. I’m still just a novice,” Andrew said, reluctantly. “I don’t want to ruin your trip,” he added.


“C’mon Andrew, you could never ruin my trip. It’ll be great, just like good old times. Think about it and get back to me. Here’s my card. Call me.”

***


“Quantas flight 316 for Sydney, now boarding at Gate 7.”


“Let’s hurry,” Zachary said to Andrew. “We don’t want to miss our flight.”


As the two friends picked up their bags, Andrew said, reluctantly, “ I’m still not so sure about this trip, but it looks like you can talk anyone into anything.”


“Don’t worry,” reassured Zachary. “I’m sure you’re better than you think. And besides, you’ll be safe with me.”



Two hours into the flight, Andrew and Zachary were fast asleep.

***


On the day of the scuba trip, Zachary and Andrew gathered their gear and went down to the dock to board Lucky Charm, the sleek, 30-foot boat that would take them into the middle of the ocean where Andrew would take his first major dive.


“Let’s make sure we have everything,” said Andrew, nervously.


“I see you’re already wearing your buoyancy compensator. Remember to inflate it in case you need to get to the surface fast,” reminded Zachary. “And I see your tank is ready to go too,” he added.


“Good thing we checked the valves to make sure the tanks deliver the right amount of air,” Andrew paused, as his anxiety began to mount.


The friends continued down their safety list, as the captain pulled away from the shore. As the boat sailed further away, Andrew’s stomach began to feel a little queasy. “I think I’m feeling a little sick,” said Andrew. “I think we should go back,” he stammered.


“We don’t need to. Everything’ll be fine. Andrew, relax!”

***


“This is it, fellas. We’re here,” announced the captain. “Get in the water, be careful, and have fun!”


Andrew was more scared than he had ever been, but he decided he would do it.


After gearing up, Zachary and Andrew looked ready to go, their thick, black rubber wetsuits clinging to their bodies. Backs facing the water, they stood on the boat ledge making final, minor adjustment to their tanks. Andrew was more anxious than ever. “What am I doing to myself? Why am I doing this?” But before he could find an answer, he was already flying through the air and splashing into the water.


Without hesitation, Zachary followed. Down, down, deeper into the ocean they went, feeling themselves lose the sense of land and become part of the marine world. With each movement of their fin-like flippers they began to feel more fish-like than human. As they made their way through the underwater world, the flood of distractions around them began to dissolve Andrew’s fears. Tiny speeding minnows raced by. Colorful sea anemones swayed like wheat fields, and the conical snout of a harmless basking shark sailed smoothly in the shadows. Andrew felt like a fish rising in the sea, gliding through the gentle warm waters, with Zachary at his side. 


Zachary kept a close eye on Andrew, and an eye on the intriguing environment around him. Clutching his underwater camera, he captured the image of a baby loggerhead turtle following its mother foraging for food.


The darkness of the sea began to envelope them. The deeper they went, the darker it got. Zachary was about to pull out his underwater flashlight when a bright blue, iridescent glow, a distance away, caught his eye.  What could it be?


Zachary crept forward while motioning to Andrew to stay back. At first, Zachary thought it was a kind of crystal, but then he saw it flinch. The thing in front of them was only about five to eight centimeters long.  


Zachary was curious. He cautiously moved a little closer, while Andrew watched nervously, wary of the creature in front of them. Keeping his distance, Zachary circled around and inspected it. He could see a unique pulsating movement and eight long tentacles. Although Zachary was familiar with most sea creatures in this area, from books he had read and previous dives, he had never come across this one.


As Andrew watched, he was wondering what the mystery creature was and what was going on in Zachary’s mind. Whatever brown spots had originally appeared on the creature had now turned into what looked like blue rings. Zachary, now very close to the creature, suddenly began to move frantically away. Andrew could feel the slow undulation of the water around him change to a rapid rush, as Zachary tried to escape from what looked like a situation that was turning dangerous.


The creature reminded Andrew of a photo he had seen of a blue-ringed octopus, an octopus that emitted a poison that could lead to paralysis and eventually death. The only thing that could save the victim was immediate and continuous artificial respiration and heart massage until the body could rid itself of the toxin.


“But it can’t be a blue-ringed octopus,” Andrew continued thinking, “because blue-ringed octopuses live in shallow water, but it sure does look like one. Maybe it was pulled down by a strong wave.”


Before Andrew could think any further, he noticed Zachary floating without any movement. Had poison been released from the creature? Andrew’s mind was spinning like a whirlpool. “If this is, in fact, a blue-ringed octopus, I have little time to save him. He’ll need artificial respiration immediately!” Andrew had to think fast! He dashed as quickly as he could and wrapped his arm around the area just below Zachary’s chin. He paddled his diving fins wildly while his own heart beat rapidly. Everything was a blur except for Zachary. He had to get him help immediately.


Finally reaching the surface, with Zachary still in tow, he clumsily inflated his buoyancy compensator jacket to help stay afloat. Then blowing his safety whistle as loud as he could, he fortunately managed to get the attention of the captain of the very boat that had taken them out to sea.


The captain looked around and focused his binoculars in the direction of the whistle. He immediately recognized trouble. He instantly sent a radio wave to an emergency helicopter that quickly took off and headed toward the distressing site.


As Andrew was desperately grasping Zachary and fiercely struggling to keep both of them afloat, the helicopter came into sight, releasing its pop out floats and gracefully landing on the water. Not wasting a second, Zachary was carefully placed on a stretcher and hoisted onto the helicopter. Without hesitation, Andrew quickly followed and was relieved to see that the medics had already begun administering artificial respiration, the only thing that might save Zachary’s life.


Exhausted, Andrew’s eyes never left Zachary’s pale face as the medical team continued their attempt to breathe life back into his friend’s soul. “Why did we ever take this risk?” Andrew said to himself, as those words crept into his mind and kept repeating themselves. Every minute felt like an hour. “Will he make it?”


Just then Andrew could feel the vibration of the helicopter gradually descend and could see the Royal Victorian Hospital come into sight. An additional team of medics was there to meet the helicopter as it landed. They gently lifted Zachary’s limp body, resting quietly on the stretcher, and carried him to a bustling emergency room where Andrew, tired and tense, never left his friend’s side.


“Is it still pumping?” Andrew asked, nervously, when he saw a serious–looking doctor attending to Zachary. The doctor didn’t seem to pay attention to the question. He was focused only on Zachary, concentrating on any sounds he might hear through his stethoscope as he moved it slowly and carefully across Zachary’s chest.  By now, Andrew was beginning to feel his own sense of exhaustion and sat down in a chair next to Zachary’s bed.  He wasn’t sure how much longer he could stay awake. 


Just as his eyes were about to close, he noticed a faint movement of Zachary’s hand and then a slight movement of his head. Andrew wasn’t sure if he was imagining things, and sat up in his chair to get a better look.  Andrew gently placed his hand on Zachary’s and gave it a soft squeeze. Zachary slowly opened his eyes as if he had begun to be recharged like a baby taking his first breath.



Andrew had never experienced a life-threatening challenge like this before.  He had almost lost a friend!  


“Mr. Spiro,” said a nurse, interrupting his thoughts, “I was wondering if you’d be kind enough to wait in the waiting room while Mr. Coats rests. We’ll make sure to call you in a little while.”


Andrew was exhausted. He struggled to keep his eyes open as he sat down on a chair in a corner of the waiting room. Before he knew it, he drifted off to sleep with his head drooped on his chest. 
***


“Are you Andrew Spiro?” said a doctor, gently tapping Andrew who was still asleep on the chair. Andrew looked up, groggily, at the name tag on the white coat.


“Yes, Dr. Mendoza.”


“I have good news for you, Mr. Spiro. Come with me.”


Andrew, still very tired and somewhat dazed from the stress of the day, followed the doctor back to Zachary’s room. When they arrived, Andrew saw that Zachary’s eyes were open and walked over to the bed.


Zachary shot Andrew a warm smile. “You’re not such a bad diver after all,” he managed to say. “What happened anyway?”


“You might say I saved your life, and now we’re even.”
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