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Saratoga 
Trestle by Diver Z

Last i tem to pack up. Big black 
box with an underwater robot ic 
camera. My underwater eyes 
whenever I  cannot,  or  do not 
want to dive.
150 mi les ahead, is my f inal 

dest inat ion for  today. Not so cold 
here so I  packed up l ight ly and 
off  I  go.
I t  is  a nice February morning 

with a l i t t le over 2-hour r ide 
ahead of  me. Almost 50 degrees 
–I ’m happy with that .
Going to scout out some unique 

project  but  for  now al l  I  know I ’m 
heading to beaut i fu l  Saratoga 
Lake.
The goal  is  to survey the last 

port ion of  100-year-old t ra in 
t rest le across the lake, for  i ts 
removal .
This is how i t  a l l  s tarted.
Taking a swim into the nice 

c lear cr isp,  waters of  Lake 
Saratoga.   Al l  is  going wel l .  My 
f inning is di fferent s ince I  cut 
about hal f  the length of  my f ins 
to accommodate the needs of  th is 
project .
In th is type of  work-necessi ty is 

always the mother of  invent ion. 
  Adjust ing my buoyancy I 

descend deeper to my 30 f t . 
deep mark.  “Loud and clear- 
going down”,  sounds through my 
communicat ion system to al l  the 
top support  team up above.   “Ok 
loud and clear “ is the last  th ing I 
hear f rom up there. 
Up there,-There is a lot  going on
A pickup truck wi th towing sl ings, 

chains,  and 3 strong loggers. 
Right above me is my top support 

d iver.
  He is f loat ing on a large plat form surrounded by 

many pressur ized air  tanks connected together, 
my wireless underwater communicat ion system, 
loudspeaker to carry my underwater voice to al l 
personnel-( later my fr iends) and one loud machine. 
“We Work Under Pressure!”  is  my company slogan, 

and today is one of  the days to be truthful  to th is 
statement.
Everything here is under high pressure
Al l  a i r  supply hoses carry ing pressur ized air  down 

to keep me going,   a hydraul ic machine up top 
pumping   other hoses with high pressured hydraul ic 
f lu id to feed the beast down there and al l  top s ide 
crew is under my high pressure to f in ish th is project 
in a t imely manner.
The only element seemingly not being under 

pressure is my dear f r iend/diver f loat ing up there 
on the plat form r ight  above me and connect ing al l 
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those pressure boosted l inks,  (machinery,  f r iends 
loggers,  and al l  of  i t )  together in nice smooth 
operat ion.  Al though I  somet imes disturb th is f low 
with my deep water demands.
I  depend on my top support ,  ent i re ly! ! !  I t  seems 

that every breath,  every bodys movement is wel l 
ant ic ipated by one another and this machinery of 
underwater logging operat ion goes hand in hand 
with al l  top support  in good harmony.

I ’m almost at  my mark.  This descent is a s low 
process. My communicat ions go loud again to 
conf i rm my progress.  The air  supply hose fol lows 
me effor t lessly,  and with my r ight  hand I ’m 
dragging 2 other hoses f i l led wi th pressur ized 
hydraul ic f lu id.  Careful ly moving my hand as to 
not str ike a blade against  mysel f .
Last  pul l  to drag al l  those hoses and I ’m there. 

Final ly standing.   The computer says 27 f t . 
deep. “At the bottom, over” .  “Roger”  – i t  is  good 
to hear my buddy from above. 
I ’m f inal ly st i l l ,  not  swimming, not pul l ing,  and 

not carry ing anything -al l  is  at  rest  now.
Start ing to look around, I  feel  l ike a l i t t le Lego 

man landed on another planet,  surrounded by 
green- l ighted skies,  wi th humongous pi l ings 
standing al l  around me. 
I ’ve never seen anything l ike th is,  never thought 

I  wi l l  ever walk into a dead forest  underwater. 
I  never thought that  I  would be the one facing 
craf tsmanship of  th is k ind,  wi tnessing a piece of 
h istory just  l ike that ,  in those sett ings.  Standing 
r ight  in f ront  of  the maze of  ta l l  p i l ings,  feels 
l ike being lost  in the woods. Once upon a t ime, 
those pi l ings had to be al l  resonat ing under the 
weight of  the rai l road as the t ra ins were carry ing 
suppl ies across Saratoga Lake. Al l  is  quiet  now. 
Amazing view, l is tening to the atmosphere, 
looking around through greenish water.  Sereni ty.  
As far  as I  can see these pi l ings are creat ing a 
wal l ,  r ight  in f ront  of  me. Further out there are 
just  v is ib le shadows of  those who want to stay 
as a memory of  the old t imes.
Perfect ly straight.  Every s ingle one. I  never 

thought I  would be the one to cut  them al l  down.
 
Back in February –packed l ight ,  my sneakers 

s ink into the snow and my underwater robot is 
gett ing ready to endure the cold so I  do not 

have to be the one ice div ing.
Watching the display on a control  panel  r ight 

af ter  the l i t t le guy lef t  my sight,  I ’m seeing 
images only a few people have ever seen.
I ’m looking at  underwater pi l ings f rom an 

old rai l road across Lake Saratoga. Some are 
v is ib le above the water l ine unt i l  now when I 
can see those beneath the surface. In th is case, 
underwater pi l ings are appear ing r ight  at  my 
hands on a display,  of  the robot control ler. 
I  enjoy the fact  that  I ’m here and the robot is 

down there.  I t  d id not take long for the ice to 
break, and my foot went into the ice-cold water 
r ight  at  the shore.  Quick reminder of  how i t  is 
down there.  The survey is up and now I ’m try ing 
to get my investment back to shore.  Minutes 
pass, l ike hours through my frozen f ingers 
s lowly navigat ing l i t t le controls to br ing the 
robot back. And here i t  is .  Going back in the 
box, just  l ike a l i t t le pet and I ’m travel ing back 
with mi l l ions of  quest ions.  How many pi l ings 
are there al together? What is needed for th is 
project? Underwater chainsaw?   How to get 
a team of good people,  what is the retr ieval 
technique for pi l ings,  set  up mater ia l  base, 
gather al l  equipment and so on. A few weeks 
later an agreement is made. Project  pr ice is set , 
but  I ’m far f rom being al l  set .  Racing to gather al l 
necessary informat ion needed for th is project .  I t 
is  set  to begin in the next 2 weeks, when the 

Diver Z on dry land. 
Photo:  Maria Bele
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E N J O Y  T H E 
N E W B U R G H 

W A T E R F R O N T

t rest le across Lake Saratoga is scheduled to be 
removed.
  Demol i t ion and removal  of  the 100-year-old 

rai l road across Lake Saratoga begins. 
Here we go –underwater hydraul ic chainsaw 

and al l  necessary equipment took 2 loads 
on my pick up,2 days of  t ransport ing al l  that 
machinery,    hotel  is  reserved, crew is ready, 
a detai led plan is set ,  and we al l  meet and 
tackle the project  as i f  we tackle these projects 
every day. Only I  know –there is a f i rst  t ime for 
everything. This is i t ! ! !
 
I t  is  real  now! I ’m razor focused, and prepar ing 

for act ion. 
Al l  connect ions are made wel l  and the hydraul ic 

l iquid is where i t  is  supposed to be.   The last 
p iece of  connect ion is r ight  in my hands as I 
hold the underwater hydraul ic chainsaw.   And 
there is a t r igger on i t…..  I  d id not even dare to 
th ink about what i t  wi l l  unleash.
St icking with al l  my paper planned strategy. 

The f i rst  step - l i f t  bag gets t ied up r ight  above 
the ant ic ipated cut.  The air  hose goes inside i t , 
and in a few seconds the bag is f i l led wi th air. 
I  gain 100 lbs.  of  extra upward force, just  l ike 
having an extra hand here.
There wi l l  be a t ime when i t  comes handy.
“Comms check, comms check, over.”  “Loud 

and clear,  3000 psi  over,”  “Copy that” .  My air 
supply is fu l l ,  i t  is  Go Time!
Li f t ing up a chainsaw making hor izontal  a im, 

gett ing a good gr ip,  stable foot ing,  r ight  before 
I  push the tr igger. 
Headlamps are aimed, my f inger squeezes the 

tr igger and high pi tch noise answers.  The f i rst 
chunks of  the wood f i l l  the waters around me 
just  l ike confet t i .
No one has been here for  a hundred years and 

no one has touched this structure. 
I ’m inside a c loud of  wood chips,  and as the 

resistance of  the wel l -selected hardwood 
presents i tsel f ,  my chainsaw answers wi th a 
deeper growl and keeps bi t ing in.  The struggle 
of  the cut t ing chain just  proves the dedicat ion 
and craf tsmanship of  those bui lders back then. 
I t  is  an unfair  bat t le,  I ’m going through i t  and i t 
feels l ike an eterni ty.  The saw is screaming ( I ’m 
not i ts f r iend) just  to make i t  through.
 Al l  of  a sudden I  say: 
“Get ready, get ready!!!” – for loggers topside to 

be ready with the l ine to pull the log to the shore. 
“Just  cut  through!! ! ”
“Whooom”, 100-pound force of  the l i f t  bag took 

the log r ight  up to the surface!! !    Taking my 

paper planned system, now as pract ical  rout ine 
to another pi l ing,  and another,  and another… 
Helping arm takes them al l  up,  one by one, as I 
cut .  Riggers have their  hands ful l ,  p ickup truck 
drags the logs out,  making one run af ter  another 
to the parking lot  and back. Another log is pul led 
to the surface to be retr ieved and at tached to 
the t ruck.  Al l  is  moving very fast-Working Under 
Pressure.  Nothing slows down at  a l l .  I ’m having a 
good adrenal ine rush, through al l  the act ion and 
not t i red at  a l l .
The f i rst  day of  the operat ion,  the most feared 

day, is f in ished and I  see log af ter  the log on 
the parking lot .  The ground is scarred with deep 
grooves from pul l ing logs across i t  wi th the t ruck, 
and deep tracks dug in af ter  the wheels struggled 
in the mud. At least  steer ing is not required 
anymore as the t ruck moves just  l ike a t ra in on 
the tracks.  A surreal  s ight ,  once underwater, 
p i l ings are now al l  over the parking lot .  I t  does 
not look r ight ,  but  at  the same t ime, i t  is  a good 
sight and feel ing of  accompl ishment.
  My guess was 200 pi l ings.  In three and a hal f 

days,  160 pi l ings are out and the job is done!
Good feel ing now, my fears are al l  gone. Stepped 

over them with act ion,  pushed forward with more 
fear,  and good planning proved i tsel f  in real i ty to 
be the best tool  to smash al l  the fear away!! !
This was a unique project ,  presented me with 

great chal lenges into the unknown. Batt l ing al l 
the mechanical  aspects,  ski l l  e lements,  logist ics, 
and some calculated r isk-taking. Most of  a l l ,  I ’m 
very thankful  to every person working on our 
Saratoga underwater logging project !  A lot  to 
learn f rom old-t imers. 
100 years old wood seemed brand new, making 

very sol id construct ion.  Today, there is a beaut i fu l 
marina welcoming people to enjoy.  Once upon a 
t ime, here the busy rai lway was shaking under 
the rumble of  passing trains.
Li fe is better wi th a boat….
Now I  know next t ime wi l l  not  be the f i rst  t ime…
Where my eyes always see the pi l ings,  others 

wi l l  enjoy the s ight of  a beaut i fu l  marina.
A week later my arms don’ t  hurt  anymore. I 

miss  the atmosphere of  th is project  where the 
sol id man-power was a great combinat ion of 
f r iendship,  and unique ski l ls ,  just  l ike the old 
t imes.
We worked together,  and did al l  of  i t  wel l ! ! !
Everyone f in ished with great pr ide.
Ride over the br idge over looking the waterfront 

wi l l  never be the same for me.


