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Editorial 
As I sit by my window gazing out 

into the night sky I see flashes of 

light and glows of colour and catch 

the occasional bang.  Autumn is 

upon us and the nation celebrates 

as one the dogged investigators 

who avoided the blowing up of 

parliament full of MPs.  We should 

all be grateful for that. 

 

What connection with diving?  

None (see D Gilbyɀs article p12) - 

but this Newsletter follows the 

seasons with regularity and 

listening to explosions in the night 

reminded your editor of sharing a 

bunk bed with the legend that is 

ÖÜÙɯ&ɯɁ!ÙÖÈËÚÐËÌɂɯ!ÙÖÞÕɯȹÔÖÙÌɯÖÍɯ

which next issue). 

 

But what of this issue? Well a 

veritable selection pack of garden 

fireworks await with not a slow 

burn fuse left unlit amongst them.  

Children keep away and retreat 

once lit. 

 

Our resident chef returns from her 

summer foraging and provides not 

one, not three but two recipes to 

keep the wolfhound by the door.  

Cook and tuck in. 

 

We look back fondly to what was 

an evening of sporting prowess 

when skittles became more than an 

American confection and came to 

Shaftesbury in competitive garb.  

Who would have put money on a 

vegan led team running off with 

the bacon?  Not I. D Gilby writes it 

up 

 

We have a new regular feature.  

Our resident wildlife G. Brown 

educates and amuses us all with 

Ɂ6ÏÈÛɯÞÈÚɯÛÏÈÛȳɂɯÈɯÚÌÙÐÌÚɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÐÓÓɯ

tell us what we might have seen. 

 

But, the Catherine Wheel keeps on 

spinning and we crane our neck to 

the heavens to look out for other 

bangs.  Well you may have 

ÞÖÕËÌÙÌËɯ ÞÏàɯ #ÖÜÎɯ ÐÚɯ Ɂ!ÐÎɯ

#ÖÜÎɂɯɬ he is our Ɂ2ÖÔÌÛÏÐÕÎɯ

-ÌÞɂ.  Further problems are 

solved and our Wendy tells a 

cautionary tale we could all learn 

something from. 

 

So that is it - a packed Bumper 

edition to keep you turning the 

pages until Winter comes. 

 

But wait... is there still the 

movement in the shadows, the 

movement of the taper being put to 

the fuse of that huge big firework?   

 

Oh yes it is.  We save the biggest, 

best, brightest bang to our page 7 

Fella ɬ Ɂ,Ùɯ3ÐÊÒÓÌɂɯÈÕËɯÕÖÛɯÖÕÌɯÉÜÛɯ

two reviews of what the Club got 

up to when it went all Scilly, W 

Rooke and D Gilby spill beans. 

 

So read and enjoy.And next 

Quarter - please send in your copy 

so you can grace the pages of the 

NDSAC newsletter Winter Edition! 

ED  

5.XI.09
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Notices 
DIVERSE  NEWS 

 

We dine together on 19th December 

2009 at the Crown Inn, Marnhull to 

celebrate Christmas. Iɀd go for the 

Duck 

There was a competition for tickets 

to the NEC.  The Winning entry 

ÞÈÚɯɁ-$,.ɯ$11.ɯ"+ ,ɂȭɯɯ6ÌÓÓɯ

done!   

NeßÛɯÞÌÌÒɀÚɯÉÖÕÜÚɯÉÈÓÓɯÞÐÓÓɯÉÌɯÞÖÕɯ

by Ed, Ed? 

 

HOLIDAY PLANS 

Plans are still afoot for the dive 

season of 2010 ɬ J James has 

whispered an intent to return to 

Plymouth and the Club has hopes 

of living aboard a boat for a week 

in Oban .    

Plans are afoot for Salcome in 

August 

Let Wendy and John know you are 

keen. 

 

RECIPE CORNER 

 

ɁZuppa di zucca al forno ɂ 

Or Roast pumpkin Soup 

Ingredients 

1 small pumpkin, slash of olive 

oil,100g butter,1 finely chopped 

onion, 2 chopped garlic gloves, 

sprig of rosemary and sage, 1/2 

teaspoon grated nutmeg,1 

tablespoon of honey, salt and 

freshly ground pepper. 

Fresh goats curd, ricotta or 

mascarpone, to serve. 

  

Preheat oven to 160c. Cut pumpkin 

into equal sized pieces and remove 

the seeds. Wrap in foil and roast 

until soft, about 45-60 minutes. 

set a side to cool. Heat oil and 

butter in a large saucepan and cook 

the onion until soft. Add the garlic, 

rosemary, sage and nutmeg, 

continue cooking for a few minutes. 

Spoon the cooked pumpkin flesh in 

to the onion mixture and mix well. 

Using a potato masher crush the 

pumpkin. 

Add enough cold water to give the 

soup a thick broth-like consistency 

and bring to the boil. Add the 

honey, salt and pepper and simmer 

for 15 minutes. Adjust seasoning if 

necessary. 

Dot with goats curd or ricotta or 

mascarpone to serve. 

 

Eat! Yum Yum. 

 

͊ ͋ 

Or Slow Roast Shoulder of Lamb 

1x 2.5kg shoulder of lamb 

1 bulb of garlic, bunch of fresh 

rosemary, salt and freshly ground 

pepper, olive oil. 

  

Preheat oven to 220c. Break the 

garlic in to cloves and with a sharp 

knife insert them over the surface of 

the lamb, add sprigs of rosemary to 

the garlic cloves.Splash with a little 

olive oil and season with salt and 

pepper.Cover with foil and place in 

the oven. Turn ovendown 

immediately to 150c and cook for 4 

hours. Leave to rest and it should 

fall off the bone! 

 

Lookout Ainsley!!!! 
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What was that?  

A Fish Twitcher's Marine Life 

Identification Page 

G Brown  

No. 1: The Long Spined Sea 

Scorpion. (Taurulus bubalis) 

 
ȿ-ÈÛÜÙÈÓɯ ÏÐÚÛÖÙàɯ ÖÕɯ ÕÈÜÛÐÊÈÓɯ

history: scorpion fish on Colossusɀ 

GB 

 

This little fish is a common feature 

on many of your British dives, but 

you may overlook it. It is a well 

camouflaged little fish, seldom 

bigger than 7cm long, that lives in 

shallow seas and favours rocky, 

weedy areas where it is able to 

change its colour to blend in with 

its surrounds.  

 

It lives on the bottom and is not 

shy at all, it relies on its excellent 

camouflage to keep it safe, and to 

hide it from its prey; any small 

animal that it can ambush. The 

specimen pictured was hiding 

amongst red algae before being 

coaxed into the open.  

 

It can be confused with the slightly 

larger short spined sea scorpion or 

bull rout, but the white barbels in 

the corner of its mouth are a sure 

give away. Another near relation is 

often found by kids fishing for 

sticklebacks in our rivers; the 

Bullhead or Millers Thumb. Like 

the Bullhead, it has spines, 

including long ones on the gill 

flaps and on the back of the head, 

which make it hard for predators to 

swallow.  

 

Unlike its distant foreign cousins, 

the Scorpion Fishes, the spines are 

not poisonous but can give a nasty 

jag if you catch one when fishing.  

 

 
Same Fish. 

 

These cute little fish can be 

harvested with a toasting fork and 

can be turned into excellent 

bouillabaisse if you use a good fish 

stock, assorted other fish and 

shellfish, aioli, and some Provencal 

herbs. Enjoy! 

 

Active Salvage 

Sailors in the channel are on alert 

following stories of a modern day 

wrecker seen leaving an orange 

hulled boat out of Weymouth.  

Apparently he was seen carrying 

an anchor and a spinning propeller.   

Anyone spotting this anchor 

worrier please approach with 

caution!  
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A Skittling we will go 

D Gilby 

 

By 6pm on 2.10.09 I believed I had 

covered all the loopholes.  A deal 

had been struck with the Two 

Brewers, if I could get 30 bodies 

playing, eating and drinking, the £5 

per head charge for the alley would 

be waived.  I had 34 members and 

guests committed.  All was well 

there then.  Bangers and chips had 

been sampled and approved, and a 

plentiful supply of grass cuttings 

purchased for Wendy and her 

fellow vegans to salivate over, 

along with their chips.  Captains 

had been appointed, and advised 

that I needed eight teams of four to 

make it a knockout contest.  

Starting time advised and I 

checked that there would be five 

different real ales on draft. 

 

 
 

Job done.  Nothing could go 

wrong...surely.  Everyone turned 

up more or less on time, and then 

chaos reigned.  None of the 

captains had recruited a team, 

except me obviously, so the first 

twenty minutes were spent with 

the captains trying bribes to get 

people to join with them.  I was a 

bit smug at this point, as I had a 

team, and enjoyed watching 

everyone else ferreting about trying 

their best to get a team together.  

Then I found out that I didn't have 

a team after all.  That absolute 

bounder Giles, had poached my 

team for his own.   Drat and double 

drat.  At which point Phil and 

Rosemary arrived and I had 75% of 

a full team.  I went on the scout for 

a small boy, as there were no adults 

left, and found J J.  A small boy 

with talent [and too polite to say bog 

off! Ed]  

 

 
 

The battle commenced.  It is 

probable that several rules of play 

were broken, but as no one knew 

the rules anyway, we simply 

blundered on through the evening, 

stopping only for supper.    Our 

hostess Sally had catered for the 

full complement of 34, as I had 

informed her only the day before.   

Unfortunately when she came to 

do a head count to confirm eating 

numbers, a few dropped out, 

leaving her with only 26 and a 

surplus of bangers.   Several beers 

later, battle recommenced.   It was 
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nail biting right through to the end.   

The final was between Wendy's 

Bottoms Up team of Wendy, Nicki, 

Andrea and Mo, and my team (Ya 

boo sucks Giles) of Phil, Rosemary, 

J J and myself.   Naturally the result 

was going to be a formality, as 

there was no chance that a bunch of 

girlies could out skittle J J and the 

rest of us.  Wrong!!!   After three 

legs it was right down to the wire, 

a draw.  So it was down to the 

captains to decide the winner, and 

they squared up to each other, (I 

had cleverly appointed Phil as 

captain), and he and Wendy 

thrashed it out. While Phil enjoys a 

good thrashing, it was Wendy who 

triumphed and won the night.  

Who'da thought it?   We later 

found out that Wendy and her 

girlies had very unsportingly been 

practicing, but we won't hold that 

against her...... well not for long 

anyway. 

 I was only sorry that Ed Friel 

couldn't make it, as he would have 

enjoyed a real pub, with a choice of 

5 real beers.  Each one a million 

times better than anything at The 

Crown. 

  

And so another club night passed 

into history............and no one got 

sloshed. 

 

PROBLEMS SOLVED 

Dear Ed, 

I do enjoy a good dive looking for 

scallops and who better to dive 

with than an experienced colleague 

with a lift bag.  This was one of my 

better dives.  I had found the 

scallops with ease and even giggled 

with joy and the japes of my 

buddy!  What could be better? Our 

goody bags full and with guests for 

dinner I passed him mine and 

watched as he attached his and 

mine to the lift bag for the Fearless 

II to collect in the gentle, rolling 

waters. Up it went and after a few 

more minutes of underwater fun 

we followed it.  To be picked up, 

almost immediately, by the waiting 

crew.  I looked forward to counting 

my scallops I can tell you.  But 

when I was on deck there was only 

one goodie bag and it was not my 

goodie bag!! What should I do?  

Dear Prodigal Scallop  

6ÏÈÛɯËÖɯàÖÜɯÌß×ÌÊÛȳɯɯ(ÍɯàÖÜɯËÖÕɀÛɯ

have your own lift bag how can 

you possibly begin to blame your 

buddy who manages to lift his own 

bag without problem from the sea 

and sits counting his cockles whilst 

you fume?  Action is what is 

needed.  What you need to do is to 

look on the boat to see if you have 

ÈɯɁ&ÖÙËÖÕɯGrant 1ÌÛÙÐÌÝÌÙɂȭɯɯ ÚÒɯ

him to look for the missing dive 

bag when he goes in.  The boat is 

probably in the right sort of area 

and it cannot have gone very far 

and as we all know vis is not an 

issue in the South Coast.  Let me 

know how you get on. 

 

 
A Gordon Retriever 
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PAGE 7 FELLA 

Calm Yourselves Cartoon Lovers 

 

 

 
 

Mr Tickle has lost Mr Small. 

 

Club Legends 

Doug Richardson 

The Story So Far 

 

I was never a particularly strong 

swimmer having been taken to the 

pool in Nottingham by my father 

round about 7 or 8 years old [Found 

your way home though- Ed]. If I 

ÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯ ÚÞÐÔɯ ÕÌÈÙɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÚÐËÌȮɯ (ɯ

ÞÖÜÓËɯ ÏÈÕÎɯ ÖÍÍɯ ÐÛȭɯ 3ÏÐÕÎÚɯ ËÐËÕɀÛɯ

improve much when I joined the 

army in 1974 aged 16 and had to do 

a swimming test which included a 

jump off a high board in pyjamas, 

tread water for 2 minutes and then 

ÙÌÔÖÝÌɯ ÛÏÌɯ /)ɀÚɯ ȹÛÙÜÕÒÚɯ ÖÕɯ

underneath ɬ honest!) and then 

swim around the pool 

circumference twice. Needless to 

say, with loads of other recruits 

milling around in the water, I was 

soon hanging off the side again.  

 

As the weeks went by, sports 

afternoon was taken up with the 

swimming test and the pool began 

ÛÖɯ ɁÛÏÐÕɯÖÜÛɂɯÈÚɯÛÏÌɯÔÖÙÌɯÚ×ÖÙÛàɯ

types passed with ease and went 

off to play football instead. The 

ÐÕÚÛÙÜÊÛÖÙÚɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÙÌÈÓÐÚÌɯÛÏÈÛɯÛÏÌÐÙɯ

ÛÏÙÌÈÛÚɯÖÍɯɁàÖÜɀÓÓɯÕÌÝÌÙɯÎÌÛɯÈɯÎÈÔÌɯ

ÖÍɯ ÍÖÖÛÉÈÓÓɯ ÈÛɯ ÛÏÐÚɯ ÙÈÛÌɂȮɯ ÈÊÛÜÈÓÓàɯ

spurred me on to fail the test on a 

regular basis. Running round in the 

cold or swimming in a nice warm 

pool ɬ no contest! Eventually, there 

were so few of us left to qualify 

ÛÏÈÛɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÛÏÙÌÈÛÚɯ ÉÌÊÈÔÌȮɯ ɁÐÍɯ àÖÜɯ

ËÖÕɀÛɯ ×ÈÚÚɯ ÐÕɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÕÌßÛɯ ÊÖÜ×ÓÌɯ ÖÍɯ

ÞÌÌÒÚȮɯàÖÜɀÓÓɯÉÌɯÖÜÛɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯÈÙÔàɂɯɬ 

so grudgingly I passed it.  
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In 1978 I had a six month posting to 

Belize in Central America. For 

several months I managed to get in 

the pool on a daily basis and 

became more confident out of my 

depth. Snorkelling off a desert 

island was a tremendous pastime 

ÈÓÛÏÖÜÎÏɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÚÜÙÌɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÚÏÖÜÓËɯ

have been doing it with the amount 

of alcohol that was consumed 

beforehand. It was here that I 

almost began my introduction to 

diving as I found out that the Royal 

Engineers, who I was attached to, 

had several sets of scuba gear. 

Unfortunately that was all they had 

as there were no instructors. Rats! 

 

 
Look at him now! 

 

A few years later in 1981 I found 

myself at British Military Hospital 

Rinteln in Germany where soon 

after, I discovered that one of my 

colleagues belonged to a scuba club 

in Bielefeld. The following week I 

accompanied him to a theory 

lesson whereupon he stopped 

going! As it was 40 miles away and 

twice a week on a squaddies 

piffling wage, it became a strain. I 

persevered with theory on a 

Tuesday and pool night on a 

Thursday for some months. During 

that time, I was introduced to the 

pleasures of diving such as, the 

bends, running out of air, getting 

trapped, burst ear drums etc. Pool 

night consisted of swimming 

lengths with weight belts on, 

diving to the bottom, removing 

weights, return to the surface, dive 

down again and retrieve the 

weights.  

 

This was followed by swimming 

lengths with a snorkel and no mask 

which was definitely an unpleasant 

experience. Various other deviant 

exercises were introduced into the 

training and in all the time I was 

there, I never saw so much as an air 

cylinder. Needless to say, that was 

that!  

 

Then New Years Eve 2 years ago 

while out with Brian and our good 

ÓÈËàɯÞÐÝÌÚɯȹ(ɀÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÛÖɯÚÈàɯÛÏÈÛɯÐÕɯ

case they read this) they both 

suggested that we might like to join 

ÛÏÌɯÓÖÊÈÓɯËÐÝÐÕÎɯÊÓÜÉȭɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯ

there was one but thought, why 

not. Almost 2 years later, I have 

passed my training and can now 

look forward to some belated 

diving. However, if anyone had 

informed me how much it was all 

going to cost before I started I 

ÔÐÎÏÛɯÕÖÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÎÖÛɯÛÏÐÚɯÍÈÙȭɯ2ÛÐÓÓɯÐÛɀÚɯ

ÖÕÓàɯÔÖÕÌàɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯ×ÓÌÕÛàɯÖÍɯ

bullion in the sea ɬ just have to find 

it! 
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A Cautionary Tale 

Wendy Rooke 

 

Having recently fallen into an 

incident pit (and climbed out 

unscathed the other side), I wanted 

to share it with others just in case it 

helps someone else out of a similar 

situation in the future. 

 

One not-so-fine day in August this 

year, with the wind whipping up 

waves against the current, we were 

bumping our way to a dive site off 

Durleston Bay.  

 

 
 

Once paired, my buddy and I did a 

preliminary check before kitting 

up, looking at each ÖÛÏÌÙɀÚɯÚÌÛɯÜ×Ȯɯ

agreeing on stops and all other 

relevant information. My buddy 

had not been able to dive all year 

because she was having a 

suspected heart problem checked 

out, but had recently been given 

the OK to get back into the sport.  

 

As a precaution, she had been 

advised to come up slowly from 

dives, so we agreed to do that. She 

had done a shake-down dive 

recently without any problems. 

 

At the dive site conditions were 

borderline and we were all asked 

whether we were happy to go in, 

bearing in mind that we had a 

ladder to struggle up afterwards. I 

ÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÍÌÌÓÐÕÎɯÚÐÊÒ [No flashbacks to 

Mr Tickle then.  Ed],  

 

I had a flag and whistle on me, my 

legs were fitter than usual from a 

week of using a ladder in the 

Scillies and I had great faith in our 

skipper, so I was confident. My 

buddy was not fazed either.  

 

We rolled in and headed for the 

shot. My buddy had difficulty 

ÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯËÖÞÕɯÈÛɯÍÐÙÚÛȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯ

sure if it was because she was a bit 

light or because she had got caught 

in the line, or both. We dropped 

down to a reef at just over 20m. As 

soon as we hit the bottom we were 

treated to the sight of pairs of 

Tompot blennies striking alluring 

poses and a shoal of juvenile Bib 

hanging in the slight current. The 

reef itself looked stunning with the 

rocks covered in differently 

coloured sponges and algae: 

yellow, peach, orange, grey, white.  

 

My buddy quickly discovered a 

large conger peering out of a 

crevice. We later saw a smaller one 

free swimming. Having never seen 

them on a reef before, it was a real 

treat for me. As well as the 

numerous velvet swimming crabs 

standing around in threatening 

postures, we saw a spider crab and 

then two lobsters out and about. 

All in all it was one of the nicest 
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sites that I have dived, and I was 

enjoying a very relaxing dive with 

my equally appreciative buddy. 

 

After just over half an hour of 

pootling about quite happily, it all 

started to go wrong.  

 

 
 

%ÖÙɯ ÚÖÔÌɯ ÙÌÈÚÖÕɯ ÛÏÈÛɯ (ɯ ÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯ

fathom, my mask started to leak. I 

was still trying to sort it out when I 

became aware that my buddy was 

experiencing problems with her 

buoyancy. She was underweighted 

and her cylinder had emptied to 

the point that it was no longer 

heavy enough to keep her down. I 

had no accessible spare weights to 

give her and there were no rocks 

on the seabed that we could use. 

She was struggling to dump air 

from her suit and keep down, so 

we agreed to ascend.  

 

But first I had to put up the SMB. I 

knew that my buddy would be 

under a lot of stress and so I 

wanted to get the buoy up as 

quickly as possible, but was 

hampered by having to keep an eye 

on her and clearing my mask. My 

buddy had had to keep duck 

diving to stay with me and started 

to ascend the line more quickly 

than planned, although under 

some control. We had agreed to do 

a 3-minute stop at 6m, but she 

headed straight for the surface. 

From about 10m I could see that 

she was moving and I knew that 

the boat would come straight over 

to pick her up. That left me in a 

quandary: to go up too or stay 

down to do my stops. I knew that 

the people on the boat would see to 

my buddy and, as I had gone up 

faster than I would have liked and 

under stress, I was keen to 

complete the safety stop. I thought 

it was better they had one casualty 

on board, not two. 

 

 
 

I saw the boat come over to retrieve 

Ôàɯ ÉÜËËàȭɯ (ɯ ÛÏÌÕɯ ÞÈÚÕɀÛɯ ÚÜÙÌɯ

whether to let go the buoy to avoid 

entanglement with the boat or keep 

hold of it. Had I had a spare, I 

would have let go and put that up, 

ÉÜÛɯ(ɯËÐËÕɀÛȮɯÚÖɯ(ɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛȭɯ(ɯÏÈËɯ

already bought a spare reel but was 

still trying to find a buoy to go with 

it, so I gave myself a mental kick in 

the head to try harder! The line 

then started to reel out.  

 

ȿ.Ïɯ×ÖÖÏɀɯ[?Que? Ed] I ÛÏÖÜÎÏÛȮɯÐÛɀÚɯ

caught on the propeller. I was just 

about to let go the reel when it 

stopped. Then it started again, and 
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stopped and stayed stopped. By 

this time I had completed my 

safety stop. How I managed to stay 

at 5ɬ6m with all that going on and 

having to clear my mask I have no 

idea ɬ possibly the thought of 

bumping up under the propeller. 

 

 
 

I started to reel in the line, and the 

hull of the boat came into view at 

the other end of it. The line was 

stretched under the hull of the 

boat. The next dilemma was, do I 

fin under the boat to follow the line 

to the buoy and ladder on the other 

side or let go and pop up 

unannounced where I was? The 

propeller was off, so I decided to 

go under at about 5m. But I 

ÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯËÖɯÐÛȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÉÌÌÕɯ

much current earlier, but I thought 

it must have picked up quickly 

because I just could not fin to the 

other side of the boat. My 

breathing was becoming laboured 

ÈÕËɯ (ɯ ËÐËÕɀÛɯ ÞÈÕÛɯ ÏÈÙËɯ ÞÖÙÒɯ ÛÖɯ

aggravate a bend, so I had no 

choice. I let go and came up 

unmarked where I was. Once those 

on board had ascertained that I was 

OK, I was asked to fin round the 

stern to the ladder, but again I 

ÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯ ËÖɯ ÐÛȭɯ 3ÏÌɯ ÊÏÖ××àɯ ÚÌa 

ËÐËÕɀÛɯÏÌÓ×ɯÌÐÛÏÌÙȭɯ2ÖɯÛÏÌɯÉÖÈÛɯÞÈÚɯ

brought round to me. 

Safely back on board I found my 

buddy shaken but not bent. It 

turned out that she had become 

entangled in the line on the surface 

and the skipper had had to cut it 

and attach another buoy, which is 

why the line had been reeling out 

during my stop. And it was not the 

current hindering my progress, but 

the wind blowing the boat away 

from me faster than I could fin! I 

asked those older and wiser than 

me if I had made the right 

decisions and was reassured that I 

had. My buddy too had done all 

she could under the circumstances. 

 

For me, the key lessons from this 

experience were: 

 Have adequate weight to allow 

for a near-empty cylinder. 

 Carry a spare buoy and reel. 

 If things go wrong, stop and 

ÛÏÐÕÒȮɯËÖÕɀÛɯpanic. 

 

 ÓÓɀÚɯÞÌÓÓɯÛÏÈÛɯÌÕËÚɯÞÌÓÓȮɯÈÕËɯÞÏÐÓÌɯ

skip made tea, I got to drive the 

boat into Studland Bay to lunch in 

the shelter of Old Harry Rocks. 

 ÕËɯÕÖɯÛÏÌÙÌɯÐÚÕɀÛɯÈɯÕÌÞɯÞÙÌÊÒɯÛÖɯ

dive there as a result! 

 

 
 

Safe harbour 
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GUY FAULKES AND THE END 

OF THE WORLD 
D Gilby 

 

What did Guy do wrong ɬ he 

should be a national hero [Cut the 

politics this is a diving mad, Ed], but 

celebrate his failure we must, 

which is why we were on our way 

to Lyme Regis for a bonfire party 

and fireworks.   

 

As everyone knows by now, the 

end of the world is forecast for 

December 21st 2012, when terrible 

things will happen and we will all 

die [older readers note that this in no 

way is a promise of that opportunity 

still presenting itself, Ed].  Annette 

and Adrian had thought long and 

hard about this, and decided to 

delay the inevitable by renting a 

pair of beech huts for a test drive, 

before the event.  Their thinking 

being that you have to live 

somewhere so it might as well 

float.  When the Tsunami rips 

through the UK, Adie and Nette 

will be floating away on the briny, 

barbecue on the bubble and waving 

two fingers at the rest of the world. 

Simon also bought into the idea, 

and so three beech huts became 

available, all in a row, barbys 

glowing and beer aflowing.   

 

The end of the world is not 

something that can be pinned onto 

the iËÐÖÛɯ!ÙÖÞÕȱȭȭàÌÛȭɯɯ ××ÈÙÌÕÛÓàɯ

some 5000 years ago the Mayan 

King Axolotl became a touch 

worried about unrest in the 

Kingdom, and he wanted to assure 

his citizens that they had nothing 

to worry about, and caused a 

calendar to be etched in stone 

forecasting events for the next 5 

millennium, thus proving to the 

people that they had a long 

existence in front of them, with 

nothing to worry about.  Today we 

call it spin.  As Axolotl translates as 

one eyed scaly green lizard, a 

perfect description of the woeful 

Brown, perhaps a little bit of the 

ÖÓËɯ*ÐÕÎɯÓÜÙÒÚɯÐÕɯ&ÖÙËÖÕɀÚɯÎÌÕÌÚȮɯ

and so it is all his fault after all.   

  

 
Angry Mayan Deity (Cousin of 

Matelot ɬ see below) 

 

In the fullness of time, the loonies 

of California discovered that the 

last date shown on the stone tablets 

was December 21st 2012, and 

naturally the world would end 

there and then.  In actual fact the 

real reason for the date was that the 

3000 BC equivalent of Travis 

Perkins had short delivered a 

consignment of stone tablets, and 

that was as far as it went.  

 

I met up with Giles, to drive to 

Lyme together, and set off in high 

spirits, a car boot of mulled wine, 

and bottles of proper wine ready 
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for the occasion.  Halfway there 

Giles was forced to brake hard to 

avoid a small and scabby pooch 

which ambled out in front of the 

car.  The animal wandered 

nonchalantly off, into the path of 

oncoming traffic, causing much 

swerving and squealing of brakes.  

Giles of course knew exactly what 

ÛÖɯ ËÖȭɯ ɯ Ɂ6Ìɯ ÏÈÝÌɯ ÛÖɯ ÙÌÚÊÜÌɯ ÛÏÌɯ

ÉÈÚÛÈÙËɂɯɯÈÕËɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÈÛɯÓÌÈ×ÛɯÍÙÖÔɯ

the car, raced over to the much 

confused mutt, and proceeded to 

stuff his hand into the jaws of the 

animal.  Naturally the dog objected 

to this and sank its sabre like fangs 

into both sides of his hand.    

Equally naturally the bloody thing, 

which incidentally smelled worse 

than those dogs you find outside 

Waitrose attached by a piece of 

string to an itinerant seller of Big 

Issue, was thrust into my lap, 

whereupon I gripped it by the 

scruff to prevent it whipping round 

and sampling me. 

 
Such a big issue seller ɬ 2nd Cousin 

of Matelot (see Below) 

 

Giles, who obviously knew every 

ÞÖÙËɯ ÐÕɯ ȿ3ÏÌɯ +ÈËàÉÐÙËɯ !ÖÖÒɯ ÖÍɯ

Driving on the HighÞÈàɀɯÚÈÐËɯÛÏÈÛɯ

what you do is take the animal to 

the local pub, the kindly Landlord 

of which would certainly know to 

whom it belonged, and look after it 

until the owner came to fetch it.  I 

dropped the dog onto the floor, 

and what followed was like the 

Monty Python /ÈÙÙÖÛɯÚÒÌÛÊÏȭɯɯȿ3ÏÐÚɯ

ÐÚɯÈÕɯÌßɯËÖÎȭɯɯ(ÛɯÊÌÈÚÌÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɀɯɯÌÛÊɯ

etc.   I mean, I know I had a tight 

ÎÙÐ×ɯÖÕɯÐÛȮɯÉÜÛɯ(ɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÛÏÐÕÒɯ(ɯ

had strangled it.   The Landlord 

was not best pleased.  We offered 

to find the owner from his 

suggestion of who it might be, and 

we hurried off into the night.  We 

did find the house, but there was 

no one at home.  So we scarpered. 

[Am I losing the thread of this, what 

happened to the dog?Ed] 

 

I had to spend the rest of the 

journey listening to Giles whinging 

about antiseptics, rabies and 

probably aids.  He told me not to 

be surprised if he finished the 

evening foaming at the mouth, 

cavorting manically, and screaming 

oaths to the skies.  I told him that 

no one would notice any 

difference. 

 

We arrived in Lyme just as the 

heavens opened.  It was a dark and 

stormy night, which befits a club 

event.  We found the group, and 

true to form, good old Adie was up 

to his ears in barbecued scallops, 

and Simon was dispensing bear.  

So far so good.  The rain stopped.  

Even better.  Loads of grub.  Loads 

of booze and then the fireworks 

started.  All jolly good fun.  When 

the official fireworks finished Giles 

decided that it was time for his 
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collection of out of date distress 

flares to be given a go.  First out 

was a red smoke signal flare.  Giles 

ran up and down the beach, happy 

as a pig in poo.  There was so much 

red smoke that east Lyme 

disappeared. Next came a brilliant 

flare that lit up the whole 

promenade.  So far so good.  Next a 

parachute flare which failed to go 

off.  It was put onto a small fire 

which we had lit on the beach.  It 

eventually poofed like a bit of a 

wet fart.   

 

At some point during this side 

show, a group of miserable 

bastards 3 or 4 lifeboats along 

ËÌÊÐËÌËɯÛÏÈÛɯ&ÐÓÌÚɀɯÏÈÙÔÓÌÚÚɯÈÕÛÐÊÚɯ

were dangerous to all life on the 

planet, and sure enough 10 minutes 

later the long arm of the law 

plodded over, and asked if we 

knew anything about any flares 

being let off.  I pointed him in the 

direction of the official display and 

ÚÈÐËɯÛÏÈÛɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯÚÜÙ×ÙÐÚÌËɯÏÌɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯ

noticed them.  Actually he was as 

good as gold, and after refusing a 

slug of mulled, wandered off into 

the night.  A few minutes later a 

bloody great fire engine turned 

Ü×ȱȭÖÕɯ ÛÏÌɯ ×ÙÖÔÌÕÈËÌȭɯ ɯ 2ÈÔÌɯ

questions..same answers.  They 

wandered off as well. 

 

We were packing up around 

midnight when the group who had 

made the complaint to the law, 

went past. Ɂ(ɯÏÖ×ÌɯàÖÜɀÙÌɯÚÈÛÐÚÍÐÌËɂɯɯ

said this harridan of a women.  

Ɂ,àɯÏÜÚÉÈÕËɀÚɯÐÕɯÏÖÚ×ÐÛÈÓɯÉÌÊÈÜÚÌɯ

ÖÍɯÛÏÈÛɯÐËÐÖÛɂɯshe said pointing to 

Giles.  Idiot he may be, but we 

really cannot allow outsiders to 

suggest it, so I fired back a few 

questions of my own. 

 

 
Violent Youthsȱ..(Matelots again) 

 

(Ûɯ ÚÌÌÔÚɯ ÛÏÈÛɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÏÈÙÙÐËÈÕɀÚɯ

husband, anxious to spoil our fun, 

had run off to alert the long arm of 

the law about our misdemeanours.  

In doing so he had slipped on wet 

steps and skated down them on his 

nose, cutting his head open in the 

process.  Oh Joy, the perfect end to 

the perfect day. 

 

I suggest fellow clubarians that 

next year, when the end of the 

world is even more nigh, that we 

all hive off to Lyme, and see if we 

can piss off Mr and Mrs Jobsworth 

even more.    

Editorial: This article slipped in at 

the last minute and is the type of 

nonsense that encourages the 

youth of today to do no more than 

go out and get bladdered before 

picking a fight with the nearest 

harridan. Shame!!!! Get a mobile 

video next timeȱ.  
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The Diary of a Scilly Slut 

W Rooke 

 

(ɯÙÌÍÌÙɯàÖÜɯÛÖɯȿ3ÏÌɯ3ÈÓÌɯÖÍɯÈɯ2ÊÐÓÓàɯ

5ÐÙÎÐÕɀɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯÚÜÔÔÌÙɯƖƔƔƙɯÐÚÚÜÌɯ

for an account of my first 

experience of the Scillies.  It was so 

good, I went back for more and 

ÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÞÏÈÛɯÏÈ××ÌÕÌËȱ 

 

Friday 31st July 

It was a dark and stormy night in 

Penzance when the advance party 

of the NDSAC trip to the Scillies set 

out on operation Find Food. As we 

fought against the driving rain, the 

seven of us who were staying over 

in the town before catching the 

boat next morning regretted not 

having donned our diving gear to 

go out for the evening - all good 

camping weather. John had 

assured us that the forecast for 

August was good, but with it being 

31st July, the weather seemed to be 

leaving it to the last minute to 

change for the better. I soon 

realised what I had forgotten to 

pack: a hood and a brolly. We 

managed neatly to bypass the 

Indian restaurant almost next door 

ÛÖɯÖÜÙɯÏÖÛÌÓɯÈÕËɯÈÍÛÌÙɯÏÈÓÍɯÈÕɯÏÖÜÙɀÚɯ

route marching through the back 

streets of Penzance happened 

across another such establishment. 

The journey back to the hotel 

seemed far less unpleasant for 

some reason. 

 

Saturday 1st August 

By an extraordinary feat of 

organisation, John got us all safely 

ÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÉÖÈÛɯÛÖɯ2Ûɯ,ÈÙàɀÚȭɯ ÚɯÛÏÌɯ

crossing was calmer than expected, 

David cancelled the book on at 

what point Patrick and Sheena 

would do their party trick of 

making breakfast reappear.  

 

 
Scillonian III - GA 

 

Once at the campsite, I was able to 

make a serious sabotage attempt on 

)ÖÏÕɀÚɯ ÔÌÛÐÊÜÓÖÜÚɯ ÈÙÙÈÕÎÌÔÌÕÛÚȭɯ

First to arrive, I recceɀd the site and 

got everyone to pitch their tents in 

what looked to be the ideal spot for 

us all. We were half-way through 

erection [Semi? GB] when the site 

officials told us to move two fields 

away to our allocated spot.  

 

John may have had mutiny on his 

hands had the crew not just had a 

relaxing lunchtime drink at the 

Mermaid on the harbour. We just 

about managed to re-pitch our 

tents before it was time to head 

back to the pub, albeit a different 

one, for supper. John had booked 

us in to the Atlantic Inn and as a 

perk of the job got the window seat 

overlooking the harbour. The meal 

was as good as the view. 
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Sunday 2nd August 

I was woken at 6am by the dulcet 

tones of David complaining to 

Giles that his new summer sleeping 

ÉÈÎɯÏÈËÕɀÛɯÒÌ×ÛɯÏÐÔɯÞÈÙÔȭɯ(ÛɯÈÓÓɯ

went quiet again after that, so I 

presumed that he had snuggled up 

to Giles. I was just glad that I had 

discovered the riding crop David 

had stowed in his car and that Ann 

had confiscated before we 

departed. 

 

We were met at the harbour by our 

heavily pregnant skipper, Jo, and 

hubby/crew Dave, who welcomed 

us onboard the trusty Moonshadow. 

 

Our first dive of the trip was on the 

Lady Charlotte, a British steamship 

that had gone down in fog in May 

1917 without loss of life. I was 

ËÌÚÐÎÕÈÛÌËɯ ÈÚɯ &ÙÈÏÈÔɀÚɯ ÓÐÎÏÛÐÕÎɯ

assistant for the day. Despite that, 

he managed to get this photo of a 

+ÌÈÊÏɀÚɯÚ×ÐËÌÙɯÊÙÈÉȭɯ(ɯÓÌËɯÛÏÌɯËÐÝÌɯ

ÈÕËɯ(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÒÕÖÞɯÞÏÖɯÞÈÚɯÔÖÙÌɯ

surprised when the shot line came 

into view at the end.  

Having only recently qualified and 

just experienced her first dive on 

the Scillies, Nicky was surprised to 

see anything as exotic-looking as a 

sea urchin off the British coast and 

in such numbers. It was one of the 

things, along with star fish, that 

struck me too when I first started 

diving in the UK. Adrian and 

Annette had been lucky enough to 

see a John Dory. 

 

 
+ÌÈÊÏɀÚɯÚ×ÐËÌÙɯÊÙÈÉɯÖÕɯÈÕÌÔÖÕÌ 

The Colossus was scheduled for the 

afternoon. Having heard all about 

it, I pictured it as a few bits of 

wood and the odd bit of canon 

poking out of a silty seabed, if you 

were lucky, and guaranteed 

rubbish vis.  Had it been later in 

the trip, I might even have sat it 

out.  As it turned out, it was my 

favourite dive of the week. Before 

we went in, Jo handed us all a 

laminated guide and gave her 

usual thorough briefing. Graham 

was keen to be in first so that we 

could get the best of the vis. 

Judging by how quickly everyone 

else got ready, they had the same 

idea too.  

 

We won the race and went down 

the shot to follow a line to the first 

point on the guided tour (yes, there 

were actually markers numbered 

1ɬƝȺȭɯ(ɯÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÒÕÖÞÕɯÛÏÈÛɯ

what we were looking at were 

muskets had our guide book not 

informed us. Encrusted in marine 

life, they looked far too big to 

wield. Next were canons and then 

green copper spikes sticking out of 

wood looking like sculpture. What 

most impressed and surprised me 

was the fact that there was so much 
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of the wooden structure to see, 

albeit flat on the sea bed, and how 

well it was preserved. It still looked 

pretty solid. It was all so good that 

we went round the wreck twice. 

3ÏÌɯÝÐÚɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯÉÈËɯÌÐÛÏÌÙȭ 

 

Better than the wreck though was 

fooling Giles into photographing a 

laminated picture of a topknot. 

Graham had photographed the fish 

on a dive that we had done 

together on the Persier earlier in the 

year and for reasons known only to 

himself had blown it up and 

laminated a printout for me. 

Anyway, he nearly choked with 

laughter and my mask flooded as 

Giles fell for it hook, line and 

sinker. I tried it out on other 

people, but no one else fell for it. 

 

 
ȿ3Ö×ÒÕÖÛɯÖÙɯÕÖÛȳɀ G Adams 

 

I was not the only one to appreciate 

that dive. Annette described it as 

being as relaxing as the post-sex 

feeling [Being in your 70s? GA]. 

 

Monday 3rd August 

I had been kept awake much of the 

night by the sound of high winds 

and by waves crashing onto the 

shore. Over the tumult I distinctly 

ÏÌÈÙËɯÈÕɯȿ.ÖÖȵɀɯÍÙÖÔɯ/ÈÛÙÐÊÒȭɯ6Ìɯ

will never know whether: (A) he 

was talking in his sleep, (B) he had 

nipped out for a pee and tripped 

on a guide rope, or (C) he and 

Graham were having fun in their 

tent. Graham did tell him to be 

quieter next time. 

 

 
ɁWendy on Cannonɂ ɬ GB 

 

Over breakfast, David was 

complaining of a ringing in his ears 

in the night. Giles gently pointed 

out that it had been the warning 

bells buoyed off the coast 

clamouring in the stormy sea. 

 

As the swell was going to stop us 

getting out to Bishop Rock 

Lighthouse, Robin tried to convince 

everyone that it was the perfect day 

to dive the Colossus again. It was 

good, but not that good. He was 

duly ignored and instead we dived 

the King Cadwallen, which had 

made for a memorable dive for me 

on the last trip. Another British 

steamship to come to grief off the 

Scillies in fog, this one in July 1906, 

she had been carrying coal from 

Barry Docks to Naples. The vis was 
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good despite the weather, although 

it was a bit gloomy thanks to the 

overcast sky. The jewel anemones 

covering the wreck and rocks 

helped brighten things up. I was 

certainly glad of the cold Scillonian 

water to bring me round after the 

sleepless night. 

 

3ÏÌɯÈÍÛÌÙÕÖÖÕɀÚɯËÐÝÌɯÞÈÚɯÖÕɯ/ÌÛÌÙɀÚɯ

Rock, which was new to me and 

very scenic ɬ definitely one to do 

again on another trip that way. 

 

 
ȿ.ÍÍɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯ×ÜÉɀ GB 

 

Tuesday 4th August 

Having been kept awake in the 

night by heavy rain and rising to 

find the campsite obscured in fog, I 

was glad that Nicky, Annette and I 

had decided to take the day off 

diving to visit Tresco. The previous 

trip had been so filled with diving 

ÛÏÈÛɯ (ɯ ÏÈËÕɀÛɯ ÏÈËɯ Èɯ ÊÏÈÕÊÌɯ ÛÖɯ

explore the archipelago and I had 

promised myself that I would on 

my next visit. 

 

I am not a house and gardens 

person, but I have to say that the 

Abbey Gardens at Tresco did wow 

me and I would recommend a visit 

even to someone like myself with 

not so much green fingers as agent 

orange ones. It gave me inspiration 

to pull my little courtyard together. 

Two of the plants already in it 

came from Tresco, so I was able to 

say hello to their relatives back in 

the homeland. Having been a 

gardener in a previous life and 

being up on her flowers, Nicky was 

able to give Annette and me a 

guided tour of the plants. As if the 

ÎÈÙËÌÕÚɯÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯÌÕÖÜÎÏȮɯÞÌɯÊÈÔÌɯ

across another lovely surprise 

towards the end of our visit: 

Valhalla, a small outside museum 

ÖÍɯÚÏÐ×ɀÚɯÍÐÎÜÙÌÏÌÈËÚȭɯ(t was most 

satisfying seeing relics from wrecks 

that I have dived: the nameplate of 

the Oregan, a canon from the 

Association fleet and most exciting 

of all the back plate from the 

Colossus! 

 

We had planned to walk around 

the island after lunch, but Annette 

scuppered that idea when she 

suggested popping into the one 

and only pub on Tresco. It would 

have been churlish to refuse. It was 

a productive afternoon, however, 

ÈÚɯ ÞÌɯ ÌßÛÌÕËÌËɯ !2 "ɀÚɯ

underwater signals by devising a 

much-ÕÌÌËÌËɯÎÐÙÓÐÌɯÚÐÎÕɯÍÖÙɯȿ(ɯÕÌÌËɯ

a ×ÌÌɀȭ 

 

6ÌɯÞÌÙÌɯÉÈÊÒɯÛÖɯ2Ûɯ,ÈÙàɀÚɯÐÕɯÛÐÔÌɯ

to freshen up before catching the 

boat over to St Agnes with 

everyone else for a convivial 

ÚÜ××ÌÙɯ ÈÛɯ ÛÏÌɯ 3ÜÙÒɀÚɯ 'ÌÈËȭɯ  ɯ

bumble bee was also headed that 

way, presumably to dine on the 

heather, and amused us by keeping 
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pace with the boat en route, 

eventually overtaking us. My 

earlier attempt at circumnavigating 

Tresco having been foiled, I set off 

after the meal to walk around St 

Agnes. It was a brisk one as I was 

at risk of being cut off by the tide 

on the causeway at one end of the 

island and missing the boat home. I 

made it in good time, and the 

journey back was most pleasant 

with a full harvest moon to light 

the way across the water. 

 

All in all a very satisfying day. 

 

 

Full moon over St Agnes - GA 

 

Wednesday 5th August 

In the night I had been woken by 

the sound of someone licking the 

dirty knife and plate that I had left 

just inside my tent. Whoever it was 

had gone by the time I looked, but 

the tuneful grunty noises later gave 

him away as a hedgehog; not Giles. 

Robin confirmed that next morning 

when he said that he had woken to 

find a hedgehog with his head in 

their rucksack eating their 

chocolate thank you very much. 

Apparently, when caught in the act 

he showed no remorse and just 

sauntered off in a disgruntled 

manner. Graham and Patrick woke 

to discover that one of the scones in 

their tent had been half eaten by 

our nocturnal visitor. No doubt in 

revenge for being evicted from 

1ÖÉÐÕɯÈÕËɯ2ÏÌÌÕÈɀÚɯÛÌÕÛȭ 

 

3ÏÌɯÔÖÙÕÐÕÎɀÚɯËÐÝÌɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯ&ÐÓÚÛÖÕÌɯ

Rock was another scenic site that I 

have earmarked to do again. The 

entire wall was covered in jewel 

and plumose anemones, red and 

white fingers and a whole host of 

other interesting and colourful 

marine life. There were particularly 

huge colonies of football sea squirts 

kicking about.  

 

Jo then took us into our usual 

lunchtime sheltering spot by the 

spit on St Agnes. En route she 

received a plea for help from a 

fishing boat there, which had a 

rope caught round the propeller. Jo 

asked for two volunteers to kit up 

and dive in to disentangle it. My 

offer was declined lest I 

accidentally on purpose made 

matters worse and put it 

permanently out of fish-catching 

action. Remember, fish are friends, 

not food. Giles and Robin however 

were entrusted with the task and 

on its successful completion were 

rewarded with two live lobsters. I 
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managed to negotiate the freedom 

of one (thank you Robin) but the 

other alas was destined to be boiled 

alive at the BBQ that night (see 

front cover). Seemingly oblivious to 

karma, if Giles ever gets caught in a 

net, the lobsters ainɀt gonna be 

queuing up to cut him free. Not 

sure anyone would come to think 

of it. 

 
 
 ȿ(ɯÓÖÝÌɯàÖÜɯÙÌÈÓÓàɯ&ÐÓÌÚɀ ɬ Scilly Slut 

 

The wreck for th 

e afternoon was the Italia, a 

steamship carrying coal from 

Cardiff to Toronto when she sank 

on the same night as the Lady 

Charlotteȭɯ (ɯ ÞÈÚÕɀÛɯ ×ÈÙÛÐÊÜÓÈÙÓàɯ

impressed by this site, as it felt cold 

ÈÕËɯËÈÙÒɯÈÕËɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÌÌÔɯÛÖɯÏÈÝÌɯ

much life on it. Most notable were 

the large pollack and wrasse. 

 

I thought that the suggestion of a 

BBQ that night was just asking for 

the heavens to open, but it turned 

out to be the first ever NDSAC BBQ 

I have been to (be it at an organised 

social event or on a trip) without 

being rained on or blown about. I 

ËÖÕɀÛɯ ÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÓÈÚÛɯ ÛÐÔÌɯ (ɯ

laughed so much either: great 

therapy. Adrian and Annette 

produced a cauldron of stew on a 

camp stove and Gwyn conjured up 

some falafels while the rest of us 

tucked into a mezze appetizer ɬ 

East meets West fusion cuisine at 

its best. Panic set in when we 

realised that we were on the last of 

the 12 bottles of wine. The 

merriment continued nevertheless, 

and I thought it was all going to get 

really fun when John produced 

what appeared to be a selection box 

of foil-wrapped condoms, jumbo 

ones at that. They turned out to be 

sachets of coffee.  

 

I was lulled to sleep that night by 

the snoring and farting from 

neighbouring tents. 

 

 

Thursday 6th August 

I pledged my undying devotion to 

Sheena when she brought me tea in 

bed this particular morning. She 

unfailingly had the kettle on the 

boil first thing every day so that we 

could help ourselves when we 

were ready, but this morning she 

went beyond the call of duty and I 

loved her for it. Perhaps she had 

been more aware than I was of just 

how much I had drunk the night 

before. I became aware of it sitting 

queasy on the boat waiting for the 

first dive, but it had been worth it. 

 

Jo had chosen the Hathor and 

Plympton on Lethagus Rocks for 

our morning dive. Here, two 

steamships lie one on top of the 

other. The Plympton was carrying 

maize from Argentina to Falmouth 
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when she sank in 1909. Eleven 

years later the Hathor joined her 

there in a severe storm whilst 

under tow. For my sins, I was 

buddied with Giles, who set a 

cracking pace, which, as it 

happened, helped burn off the 

excesses of the night before. The 

wreckage was impressive, but not 

so the marine life. 

 

While we had been down under, Jo 

and Dave had been entertained by 

a Portugese Man O War drifting 

about on the surface. I was glad to 

be blissfully unaware of its 

presence until safely back on the 

boat. Giles however lept back in to 

photograph it at close quarters! 

 

 
ȿMan o warɀ ɬ in camo - GA 

 

In the afternoon we dived the 

Minnehaha, a liner that ran ashore 

in fog in April 1910 whilst sailing 

from New York to Tilbury Docks. 

In addition to the crew and 

passengers, she had over 200 live 

steers onboard, plus an assorted 

cargo including Ford cars, sewing 

machines and tills. Apparently 

there is still stuff to be found down 

there. There was no loss of human 

life and most of the steers were tied 

to gigs and swum to safety on 

Bryher. It ÞÈÚÕɀÛɯ Èɯ ÚÐÛÌɯ (ɯ ÙÈÛÌËɯ

highly, with poor vis that day and 

kelpy rocks with not much marine 

life about and very little wreckage 

to be seen, although Adrian and 

Annette came across a huge 

monkfish. 

 

Supper that night was courtesy of 

the chip van and we ate the spoils 

al fresco with our legs dangling 

over a wall overlooking the sea. 

Bliss! 

 

En route back to the campsite we 

investigated the dungeon bar at the 

Star Castle Inn. A bit smart for the 

likes of us, but at least it was at the 

top of the hill and we didnɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯ

far to stagger afterwards. 

 

Friday 7th August 

Sheena found a queue of people 

clutching mugs outside her tent on 

Friday morning. Patrick said that 

their gas had run out, but judging 

by the noises from that direction in 

ÛÏÌɯÕÐÎÏÛɯÐÛɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÚÖÜÕËɯÓÐÒe it had. 

Graham emerged from the tent 

coughing and spluttering, 

presumably from lack of air. 

 

Jo had the Firebrand planned for 

our first dive. Sheena and I were 

buddies for the day and what with 

neither of us knowing our stern 

from our bow it was going to be a 

case of the blind leading the blind 

on this one. I drew the short straw 

as Sheena was feeling too queasy to 

listen to the briefing. Having 

ÓÐÚÛÌÕÌËɯ ÊÈÙÌÍÜÓÓàɯ ÛÖɯ )ÖɀÚɯ
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instructions and with compass to 

hand, I was feeling confident as we 

entered the water.  

 

Sheena was suitably impressed 

when soon after leaving the shot 

line we came across a canon and 

anchor. My prestige however was 

short lived as that was the last we 

saw of any wreckage. After half an 

hour or so of fruitless searching, we 

agreed to give up and do what we 

do best: look at marine life. A very 

friendly cuckoo wrasse joined us as 

ÐÍɯÛÖɯÎÜÐËÌɯÜÚɯÙÖÜÕËɯÏÐÚɯÙÌÌÍɯȹÏÌɀËɯ

obviously sussed my navigational 

skills). The highlight of the dive for 

me was having a sea stickleback 

join us when we reached the 

surface. It was very interested in 

the base of the SMB and was 

disguised as a bit of sea weed, so at 

first Sheena wondered why I was 

so excited by a bit of algae. So, of 

the eight canon and five anchors on 

the Firebrand (how many anchors 

does one ship need?) we saw only 

one of each. We did find the 

periscope and torpedo tubes 

though. 

 

&ÐÓÌÚɀÚɯ ÚÜ××Óàɯ ÖÍɯ ÏÖÔÌÔÈËÌɯ

goodies from Imelda finally ran out 

over lunch. She had sent him with 

ÈɯÞÌÌÒÚɀɯÞÖÙÛÏɯÖÍɯÍÓÈ×ÑÈÊÒÚȮɯÎÐÕÎÌÙɯ

cake, etc to share, presumably in an 

attempt to make us be nice to him, 

which was partially successful. 

 

 
A right crew -GA 

 

%ÖÙɯÛÏÌɯÈÍÛÌÙÕÖÖÕɀÚɯËÐÝÌɯ)ÖɯËÙÖ××ÌËɯ

us in a few yards from where some 

seals were basking on Eastern 

1ÖÊÒÚȭɯ(ÛɯÞÈÚÕɀÛɯËÌÌ×ɯÈÕËɯÛÏÌɯÙÖÊÒÚɯ

were covered in kelp: typical seal 

territory. Soon enough we had one 

or two come to investigate us. 

Robin and Nicky had a backseat 

view as one sneaked up behind me 

and nibbled my fins. We hung 

around in the kelp with them and 

Giles and David waiting for the 

seals to come to us. Sheena and I 

were so absorbed by a tiny two-

spot goby under our noses that we 

nearly missed the seal shoot over 

our heads. John and Gwyn 

appeared from a gulley to the 

West. Unknown to him, John had 

two seals following close behind 

him.  

 

Later I noticed that one of his fins 

was undone ɬ those pesky 

pinnipeds get cheekier by the year! 
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A Seal Frolicking -GB 

 

After the joy of unloading our gear 

from Moonshadow we bid farewell 

to Jo and Dave and headed back to 

the camp for a lazy rest of the 

afternoon sunbathing and reading. 

A bit like the seals really.  

 

Another BBQ was planned that 

night. Unlike on the previous 

occasion, no one helped me with 

my bottle of wine, so that was why 

(ɯ ÊÈÔÌɯ ÓÈÚÛɯ ÐÕɯ &ÙÈÏÈÔɀÚɯ ÈÍÛÌÙ-

dinner quiz. Gwyn came out of it 

victorious with Annette a close 

sÌÊÖÕËȭɯ  ÍÛÌÙɯ Èɯ ÞÌÌÒɀÚɯ ËÐÝÐÕÎȮɯ

David was tuckered out and 

headed for bed early. We should 

keep him awake in future as he 

was far too chipper next morning. 

Anyway, there are now 12 

ÞÐÛÕÌÚÚÌÚɯ ÛÖɯ ÚÜ××ÖÙÛɯ  ÕÕÌɀÚɯ

allegation that he snores. In fact, he 

keeps it up fairly consistently all 

ÕÐÎÏÛȭɯ(ɀÔɯÕÖÛɯÚÜÙÌɯÞÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÖÙÚÌȯɯ

Ôàɯ ÕÌÐÎÏÉÖÜÙÚɀɯ ÕÖÊÛÜÙÕÈÓɯ

trampoline practiceȮɯ #ÈÝÐËɀÚɯ

ÚÕÖÙÐÕÎɯÖÙɯ&ÙÈÏÈÔɀÚɯÍÈÙÛÐÕÎȭɯ(ɯÞÈÚɯ

woken by my own snoring on 

Saturday morning, so it must be 

catching! 

 

 

Saturday 8th August 

After breaking camp on the last 

day, we spent the morning 

wandering about town before 

catching the Scillonian back to 

Penzance. We managed a last 

hoorah at the Hawkins Arms at 

Zelah on the drive back to Dorset. 

Home seemed strangely quiet after 

all the sea shanties, nonsense 

rhymes and singing round the 

campfire. 

 

To dispel the post-holiday blues, no 

sooner had we returned from this 

trip, than John had booked us in 

again with Jo on Moonshadow for 

4thɬ11th June 2011. There will be at 

least one new crew member by 

then, and if Jo handles her own 

children as well as she copes with a 

ÉÜÕÊÏɯÖÍɯÜÕÙÜÓàɯËÐÝÌÙÚȮɯÚÏÌɀÓÓɯÔÈÒÌɯ

a great Mum! 

 

 

 
Donɀt hold your breath on an 

emergency assent reminds the TO! 
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NDSAC SCILLY 2009 

The Untold Story -D Gilby 

On December 10th 1798, HMS 

Colossus, a third rate man of war, 

put into Scilly, en route to 

Portsmouth, for repairs after the 

successful Nile campaign with 

Nelson.  A storm built up and 

Colossus broke its main anchor 

cable, and the ship went ashore 

south of Sampson.  Only one of the 

600 crew was drowned.  Most 

being on shore, enjoying the 

delights of Hugh Town.  The 

Islanders gave the officers and 

crew a huge welcome and went out 

of their way to ensure that they had 

everything they needed until they 

were rescued.   This was a 

significant change of behaviour for 

the Islanders, as up to that time 

they had made a lucrative living by 

clubbing shipwrecked mariners to 

death, in order to steal their 

valuables.  The thought of mixing it 

with 600 hairy arsed matelots (see 

below) ÍÙÖÔɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÞÖÙÓËɀÚɯ ÍÐÕÌÚÛɯ

navy, probably stayed their hand, 

and they chose to go the Good 

Samaritan route. 

 

 
A Matelot 

Nelson meanwhile was on his way 

back home.  Leaving Lisbon, for 

Portsmouth and London, where he 

ÞÈÚɯÈÚÚÜÙÌËɯÖÍɯÈɯÏÌÙÖɀÚɯÞÌÓÊÖÔÌȮɯ

he locked himself in his cabin for a 

month long reunion, with Lady 

Hamilton, wife of the cuckold Lord 

Hamilton.  When Scilly hove into 

view on the horizon, Nelson 

ordered that his flagship, HMS 

Vanguard, put into St Marys for 

some much-needed R & R.   It was 

then that Nelson discovered that 

Colossus was no more, and that 

+ÖÙËɯ 'ÈÔÐÓÛÖÕɀÚɯ ÍÈÔÖÜÚɯ ÛÙÌÈÚÜÙÌɯ

was now in the care of Davy Jones. 

 

Nelson in high dudgeon stomped 

ÖÍÍɯ ÛÖɯ ÍÐÕËɯ "ÖÓÖÚÚÜÚɀÚɯ ÊÈ×ÛÈÐÕȮɯ

George Murray, and found him, 

feet up, jug in hand, at The Atlantic 

Bordello, now The Atlantic Inn, 

and immediately started to berate 

his underling.  Captain Murray 

was not one to back away from an 

argument.  He was a big man and 

Nelson as we know was tiny.  (The 

much-pÙÖÊÓÈÐÔÌËɯ -ÌÓÚÖÕɀÚɯ +ÜÊÒȮɯ

was simply down to the fact that 

being so small, he made a difficult 

target for snipers. Also he was 

short one wing and a peeper.   

Being so small helped a lot, when 

they had to hoist his statue on to 

the top of his column.  His luck ran 

out a few year later at The Battle of 

Trafalgar, when a Frenchie got in a 

lucky shot which drilled him from 

stem to stern, leading Nelson to 

make a rather unfortunate girlie 

remark to Captain Hardy.)   

 



25 NDSAC Newsletter: Autumn 2009 

Murray lifted Nelson off his feet, 

looked him in the eye and said 

Ɂ+ÐÚÛÌÕɯàÖÜɯÓÐÛÛÓÌɯÚÌÈɯÚØÜÐÙÛȮɯÐÍɯàÖÜɯ

ÏÈËÕɀÛɯ ÚÛÖÓÌÕɯ Ôàɯ ÔÈÐÕɯ ÈÕÊÏÖÙȮɯ (ɯ

ÞÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯÏÈÝÌɯÓÖÚÛɯÔàɯÚÏÐ×ȮɯÈÕËɯ

you would be shagging your way 

ÛÖɯ+ÖÕËÖÕȭɂɯɯ6ÌɯÒÕÖÞɯÛÏÐÚɯÛÖɯÉÌɯ

historically correct, as Murray did 

have to give up his anchor, and the 

log of the Bordello, records the 

word for word conversation. 

 

Nelson, despite being diminutive, 

was not stupid, recognising the 

ÛÙÜÛÏɯÐÕɯ,ÜÙÙÈàɀÚɯÈÙÎÜÔÌÕÛȮɯÞÐÚÌÓàɯ

dropped the matter.   He stayed in 

Scilly for four days, enjoying the 

hospitality of the Islanders, until 

leaving for London where he 

would be feted as a hero.   Before 

embarking however there was a 

formal ceremony at The Atlantic 

when Nelson thanked the Islanders 

for their generosity in looking after 

the welfare of the officers and men 

of Colossus, even to the extent of 

flying in extra ladies to service the 

needs of 600 sex hungry sailors.  

 
Sailor Boy? 

To mark the occasion he presented 

ÛÏÌɯ (ÚÓÈÕËÚɯ ÞÐÛÏɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÚÏÐ×ɀÚɯ ÉÌÓÓɯ

from his Nile Flagship HMS 

Vanguard.  He had it placed on a 

low shelf within The Atlantic, and 

ÈÕÕÖÜÕÊÌËɯɁ(ÛɯÔÜÚÛɯÙÌÔÈÐÕɯÐÕɯÛÏÐÚɯ

position, unmoved, forever. Any 

person will therefore know how 

ÈÕËɯ ÞÏÌÙÌɯ ÛÖɯ ÚÏÈÙÌɯ ÐÕɯ -ÌÓÚÖÕɀÚɯ

Luck, simply by touching the bell 

and making a wish.  It must never 

be moved, as to move it will cause 

-ÌÓÚÖÕɀÚɯLuck to fall from it, never 

ÛÖɯÉÌɯÙÌÊÖÝÌÙÌËȭɂɯ 

 

 
Nelson 

 

Thus dear reader it proved to be.  

Shipwrecked sailors, whalers, and 

failures were assured of a warm 

welcome, knowing that they would 

no longer be clubbed to death. The 

owner of the Bordello became a 

very rich, as did subsequent 

owners of The Atlantic Inn, and the 

adjacent Atlantic Hotel.  Many 

became millionaires.  Tourism 

flourished, and poverty became a 

thing of the past.  There was no 

such thing as bad luck on Scilly.   

Even Harold Wilson, who until the 

Blair and Brown governments was 

known as the most twisted 
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politician ever to walk into 10 

Downing Street, believed in The 

Bell, and on the eve of the 1964 

General Election, which he was 

expected to lose, visited Scilly and 

made a wish on The Bell.  The next 

day it was announced that Labour 

had won with the narrowest of 

margins; four seats.  Somehow 

-ÌÓÚÖÕɀÚɯ +ÜÊÒɯ ÏÈËɯ ×ÌÙÚÜÈËÌËɯ

sufficient otherwise sensible voters, 

ÛÖɯÝÖÛÌɯÍÖÙɯȿ"ÖÙÒÚÊÙÌÞɀɯ'ÈÙÖÓËȭɯɯ 

 

Fast forward to August 1st 2009.  

The North Dorset divers landed, 

and celebrated their arrival with a 

sumptuous supper at The Atlantic 

Inn.  Much ale was consumed, and 

high jinks engaged in.  One of their 

number, who must remain 

nameless, in the interest of his (or 

her) future well being,  thought it 

would be a jolly wheeze to lift the 

bell, from where it had been 

carefully placed by Nelson, more 

than 200 years previously, for a 

photograph.  This he (or she) did.   

-ÌÓÚÖÕɀÚɯ+ÜÊÒɯÍÌÓÓɯÛÖɯÛÏÌɯÍÓÖÖÙɯÞÐÛÏɯ

a resounding thud.  The next day 

the owner of The Inn filed for 

bankruptcy.  Two of the bar staff 

became pregnant, one of them a 

seventy year old granny and part 

time nun, and The Good Ship 

Scillionian, not only ran out of beer, 

but lost a propeller. Overnight 

climate change kicked in, and 

experts say that in only 3.5 million 

years the sea will reclaim Scilly.  

On top of that I lost a bloody good 

watch.  

 

 Proof if proof were needed of the 

truth of The Bell. 

 

My lips are sealed as to the identity 

of the culprit.   

 

 

 
6ÌÓÓɯÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÛÏÌɯ!ÌÓÓ 

 

 

FINAL WORD 

I write a final footnote to fill the 

gap of the last minute editing ɬ but 

this is no filler it is vital news.  

Only today I received an e mail 

that has shaken me to the core.  

Sensible advice has come that we 

should but a horn to save us if we 

are lost in the seas.  Who tells us 

this? The TO? The DO? The Chair? 

NO NO the skipper who is keeping 

an eye on us!!!!  Save yourselves 

and stick by an anchor. 
 

The Views and Opinions expressed in this 

Newsletter seldom express the views of the 

committee, those of the editor or even the authors.     

Some of the words may be sequentially misplaced, 

copyright is respected asserted and supported.   


