
Background on Darcy & Val O’Shea
We, both Darcy and Val O’Shea, are water people. We grew 
up at a time when the underwater realm was beginning to 
be explored and displayed on TV (Jacques Cousteau, Lloyd 
Bridges etc). When opportunities arose for learning to scu-
ba dive individually we jumped at the chance. Darcy took 
the course with friends and was certified in 1975 and Val 
took the course with her brother in 1978. We dove from 
our first boat, a plywood-hulled 23-foot Owens. Many of 
our friends were divers, too. It was what we did when we 
were boating. 

As our two boys came along they put a bit of a crimp in 
our diving lifestyle but not the boating. We downsized to a 
12-foot inflatable which we had when we took the Boating 
Course in the fall of 1990. Our dive trips were sporadic 
for quite a number of years while we focused on raising 
our sons. But the underwater world was always beckon-
ing. We have a four-person hot tub in our basement, and 
this is where we gave the boys their first taste of breathing 
like the fishes. With a scuba tank just outside the tub and 
a 12-foot air hose connected to the mouth-piece, and with 
masks on their faces, they played with the toy octopus, ray 
and other denizens of the deep. 
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As scuba diving became more popular and safer with the 
advent of new technology, the age rules for learning were 
relaxed. Our boys took their diving courses when they 
each turned 12. We have a great many family memories 
of climbing down the ladder from our boat into the frigid 
ocean. Living in the Vancouver area with Indian Arm and 
Howe Sound short boat rides away, and the Gulf Islands in 
the summers, we shared our love of the underwater world 
with our boys. 

Both of our sons are currently living on Vancouver Island, 
so we don’t see them as often as we would like, but when we 
do we always consider the possibility of a dive. So you can 
see why we had to give up on just one Squadron cruise to get 
that fabulous dive in with at least one of our boys.

We didn’t want to skip out on the planned Squadron ac-
tivities on the Canada Day weekend but the opportunity to 
scuba-dive with our son at one of the most scenic sites in 
the world could not be passed up. 

Our adventure started with the first Departure Bay ferry 
on Friday morning and ended with the last Horseshoe Bay 
ferry on Monday night. It was a weekend that included 
eight dives in 3.5 days in the pristine waters around Brown-
ing Passage, north of Port Hardy. The rain did not dampen 
our enthusiasm and the fog did not cloud our excitement. 
The slow boat ride to the dive resort was something we 
were accustomed to (6 kn) but the humpback whale show 
along the way was not. I couldn’t take my eyes off the water 
and the whale in order to grab my camera and record the 
sight but it is forever etched in my brain. The Humpback 
whale is a most graceful and powerful and peaceful crea-
ture. It was a real treat.

After the show, we made our way into a secluded cove 

on Nigei Island at the north end of Browning Passage and 
set up camp at the Hideaway Resort, a Popeye village col-
lection of cabins and sheds on floating booms that would 
be home for the weekend. The drab resort was in stark 
contrast to the colourful dives. A rainbow of colours: reds, 
greens, oranges, purples, blues and yellow everywhere.

The geology of the dives was varied, some walls, a wreck, 
sloping shores, but with one main commonality – the val-
ue of the real estate. Every square centimetre of space is 
taken by some type of marine life. It is Mother Nature’s 
marine high rise condo, the underwater temperate ver-
sion of a tropical rain forest or a coral reef. Sponges, soft 
corals, anemones, hydroids, nudibranchs, crabs, snails and 
so many fish as far as you could see. And you could see 
quite far. A highlight was our encounter with a very small, 
friendly and unafraid giant pacific octopus, Darcy even 
petted him. A pair of wolf eels were not so brave and hid 
after a couple of flashes. A few sea lions checked us out on 
more than one occasion.

 It was a wonderful weekend and a joy to see that there 
are still areas of our coast that are relatively unspoiled. 


