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Editorial 
 

As the delicate melody of a 10,000 

ÝÜÝÜáÌÓÈɀÚɯÚÖÍÛÓàɯËÙÐÍÛÚɯÈÊÙÖÚÚɯÛÏÌɯ

late (in fact very late), spring 

evenings the time comes to reflect 

on the ups and downs of the 

NDSAC.  Not for no reason has this 

been the best start to a dive season 

in recent memory.  Oh no! Recent 

memory is all we have.... 

 

Well this edition is a bumper 

packed reference work of fun, 

intrigue, talks of derring-do, of 

buildings razed and other hard to 

spell idioms. 

 

We look forward to Èɯ ÚÜÔÔÌÙɀÚɯ

Lease of events and activities for all 

of the Club and its family.   

 

We look back at club trips to 

Plymouth and the more 

independent excursions of Club 

members to the far flung corners of 

the globe. 

 

Our Chef in residence offers a 

summery delight of a menu, with 

not one, not two, but three 

puddings to enjoy (Where did she 

get the idea three puddings would 

be popular???) and fish twitcher 

Brown tells us once more what it 

was we did not see. 

 

A Douch issues a cautionary tale 

that requires a strong brandy and a 

ÊÏÈÐÙɯÛÖɯÙÌÈËɯÈÕËɯÛÏÐÚɯÌËÐÛÐÖÕɀÚɯÊÓÜÉɯ

legend is the evergreen and ever 

youthful D Gilby. 

 

Our resident Agony Aunt offers 

some advice to a nervous and 

perhaps naive diver, dumbstruck 

and in awe of the divers around 

ÏÐÔɯ ɯ ÈÕËɯ ÞÌɯ ÍÌÈÛÜÙÌɯ Èɯ ȿCaption 

Competitionɀ. 

 

Gilby returns to talk Balls and to 

set the Agenda for the Hard Winter 

Nights Ahead. 

 

So much to read, much to enjoy 

and since it is only Spring my 

chance to offer up some predictions 

for the World Cup.   

 

Your Mystic Editor expects 

England to struggle in qualifying 

and then to meet a good team (Do I 

feel Goose Pimples or Goose Steps) 

in the Round of 16 before 

disappointing and making an early 

return from S Africa.  But if that 

were to happen there is a silver 

lining ɬ no excuse not to go Diving; 

ÛÏÌÙÌɀÚɯÕÖÛÏÐÕÎɯÖÕɯÛÌÓÓàȭɯɯ 

 

So read and enjoy. 

 

And next Quarter (might be a 

third) - please send in your copy so 

you can grace the pages of the 

NDSAC newsletter Autumn 

Edition! 

 

 

ED  

Spring 2010
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Notices 
 

DIVERSE  NEWS 

 
The Barbecue is on 3

rd
 July by very 

kind permission of Giles. 

  

The Christmas Dinner is on 18
th

 

December, at The Udder Farm 

restaurant.  

  

D GILBY needs to have numbers now 

so let him know, now, that you can 

come to both. 

 

HOLIDAY PLANS 

 

Salcombe is yet to happen.  Porth 

Kerris is yet to happen.   

 

GILBY FINDS BALLS 
 

Rushmore Golf Ball Retrieval 

  

The first two sorties at Rushmore have 

produced close to 5000 balls.  The pro 

shop there will sell the clean balls for 

£1 and give us half.   

 

The remainder of the balls, around 

65% of the total will clean up like new, 

and we can sell them ourselves.    

 

Would all club members please ask  

friends, colleagues, acquaintances,  

and workmates if they are interested in 

buying a few. I will be producing 

guide prices for you.   

  

It is quite possible that we will wind up 

with 15,000 or more balls to sell, so no 

offer will be refused. 

  

I might even organise a ball cleaning 

party, with a crate of wine, one 

evening.  [ONE FOR THE LADIES? 

Ed] 

 

RECIPE CORNER 

ɁErdbeeren mit Minze Champageò 

Or  

Strawberries with Mint Champage 

[A Recipe for four ; not 4-1!!] 
 

Ingredients 

500g strawberries 

6      fresh mint leaves 

1      bottle champagne or sparkling 

white for us budgeters 

  

Method 

Puree the strawbs and mint in a blender 

or processor strain through a fine sieve 

into a bowl, half fill a glass with the 

mixture and top up with the 

champagne/sparkling decorate with a 

mint sprig. 

 

ñ ÍØÔȕÅ ȒÅɰÅØ ©Ø Borage ¾Ò̵ 

Or 

Melon, Ginger and Borage (Hindi 

being short of a sign for Borage) Cup 

  

Ingredients 

1/2 a large honeydew/melon of your 

choice 

1lt good ginger beer [?] 

Borage sprigs with flowers to decorate 

  

Method 

Scoop seedless melon flesh in to a 

blender or processor, blitz to a smooth 

puree, pour puree into a large jug and 

top up with ginger beer. Pour into 

glasses and decorate with the borage. 

  

ñTag-Init Baya Budinò 
Or 

ñSummer Berry Puddingò 

 

Ingredients 

2 cups strawberries, cleaned  

2 cups raspberries  

1 cup blueberries or blackberries  
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1 cup sugar  

 

For the berries 

1/2 cup simple syrup (half warm water 

half sugar in weight mixed to dissolve 

sugar)  

2 cups raspberries  

 

For the pudding 

10 to 15 slices sourdough bread, crust 

removed  

1 pint vanilla ice cream (good quality) 

 

Directions 

Special Equipment: Cheesecloth; 

heavy can or weight 

 

Coarsely chop the strawberries and put 

them and the other berries in a sauce 

pan. Add the sugar and cook over high 

heat until the berries are heated and 

just giving up their juices. About 5 

minutes. Remove from heat and cool. 

In a blender, puree the simple syrup 

with 2 pints of raspberries until 

smooth. Set aside. 

 

Line a 2-quart pudding mold or deep 

bowl with cheesecloth. Dip both sides 

of some of the bread slices in the 

raspberry puree and arrange around the 

sides and bottom of the mold. Soak the 

remaining slices in the berry puree and 

layer with the cooked berries. Repeat 

and end with a bread layer on top. 

Using a plate that fits just inside the 

top of the mold, place it on top of the 

pudding. Put the mold in a pan and 

weight the plate. Refrigerate the 

pudding overnight. 

 

To serve, un-mold the pudding onto a 

serving platter, remove the cheesecloth 

and serve with scoop or two of vanilla 

ice cream. 

 

PROBLEMS SOLVED 

Dear Ed,  I am new to this BSAC 

diving system having qualified 

with PADI and TDI.  I recently 

went diving with an experienced 

BSAC diver and ran into trouble.  

My integrated weights fell out of 

my Stab Jacket and landed on the 

Sea Bed at 23M whilst I started to 

float upwards, I pointed this out to 

my Buddy but he just finned off to 

collect some Scallops.  Had I gone 

wrong, had I offended him, is there 

some hand signal I misjudged or 

mistook? 

 

Dear Heart Broken Lead Loser, 

Ha! the PADI system is designed 

for clear, calm seas where the vis is 

good and the waters are warm.  

The BSAC system sets you up for 

the real hard diving challenges of 

the Channel.   

Your partner here was simply 

ÖÉÌàÐÕÎɯ ÛÏÌɯ Ɂ!ÜËËàɯ ".#$ɂɯ

ȹɁ!ÌÐÕÎɯ4ÕËÌÙÞÈÛÌÙɯËÖÕɀÛɯËÐÚÛÜÙÉɯ

your Chairman on Dives! Ever!!).  

What is it of his concern if you are 

a lead loser?   

Your Buddy has things to do and 

ÚÌÌɯ ÛÏÈÛɯ ËÖÕɀÛɯ ÐÕÝÖÓÝÌɯ ÓÖÖÒÐÕÎɯ

around for discarded pieces of 

diving paraphernalia.  You should 

by now have realised that when the 

Max Vis is only 2 metres a Buddy is 

about as useful as an ashtray and 

you should carry a backup supply 

of air and lead with you.    

If you cannot keep you lead to 

yourself you are just no fun to dive 

with and have little chance of 

finding a scallop in any event.  

Remember an Englishman is one 

who can keep his lead whilst others 

around are losing theirs ɬ stiff 

upper lip!
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What’s That? A Black Faced  

Blenny - G Brown 

 
A breeding male 

This month a little fish that looks 

his best at this time of year - the 

Black Faced Blenny (Trypterygion 

atlantica).  

 
Male in Early Spring, not yet with full black head ɬ G 

Brown 

 

To confuse you, it is not a true 

blenny at all and it does not always 

have a black face. It is the only 

British member of the three fin 

blennies; it has three obvious 

dorsal fins instead of the one long 

one of ordinary blennies. Also it 

has scales unlike the true blennies 

which are slimy. This little fish was 

not discovered until 1972 so keep 

looking, you never know what you 

will find out there. 

 

 
A breeding male 

They are not a common fish but for 

those of us lucky enough to live in 

Dorset; Portland harbour and 

Swanage pier are hotspots. Most of 

the photos in this article were taken 

under Ferrybridge which has a 

really good population around the 

bridge piles. 

 

The male in the breeding season is 

a gorgeous fish, there is no other 

UK fish with the bright yellow 

body and black head that he has. 

The female is brown but once you 

get your eye in is easily recognised 

by the three fins on her back, the 

first like a little sail and the habit of 

'sticking' to objects rather than 

hiding in burrows or holes like 

other blennies.  
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A female  

 

The male develops his best colour 

in the spring and uses it to entice 

females to his territory to spawn.  
  

Quiz Night Report  

–  D Gilby - 

 

Despite three 'no shows' reducing 

the number of teams participating, 

from 7 to 6, the remainder of the 

usual suspects turned up on time, 

and battle commenced at 7.30 

sharp.  Strangely there wasn't a 

great deal of arguing with the Quiz 

Master although the odd murmur 

of dissent crept in on occasion, 

along the lines of, "Who the f*** 

was Old Mother Riley anyway?"  

But that's what a quiz is all about 

after all.  What is obvious to some, 

is completely alien to others. 

  

After 4 long rounds which 

included general knowledge, sex, 

music and a picture identification 

round, the winning team was the 

Langbros.  A particularly strong 

group which included Sheena, who 

can do sums and understands 

English, Robin and Graham who 

have excellent general knowledge, 

but who struggled with the 

individual diver round, and of 

course Alyson, who knows 

everything about everything, from 

day 1 until this morning.  So they 

won.   

  

In second place was The Barnes.  

Usually a strong contender but this 

time through supreme confidence 

decided to go it alone, so there was 

only Gwyn and John to fight off the 

Langbros.  

  

Bringing up the rear was The 

Bravehearts.  This was Wendy's 

team with her friend Jan and 

Nickie.  In between the Black Pigs, 

The Hopefuls and Dragon fly, all 

fought a good fight. 

  

The Dive round consisted of 10 

questions, and it turned out to be a 

tie between Annette and Simon, 

both with 11 points out of a 

possible 14.  Nette was a bit quicker 

with the tie break answer, and won 

a bottle, as did Simon for coming 

second.  The bottles donated by 

The Saxon Inn, for giving me a 

fright only a week beforehand 

when the landlady told me that she 

didn't have us booked in, and there 

was a Burns Night party anyway.  

However she recognised that she 

had mucked it up, and in the end 

all was well. 

  

The Smart Arse of the Night 

certificate was awarded to Gordon, 

who knew the answer to some 

difficult question, which I now 

can't remember, however he didn't 

know that ROW is an acronym for 

Receiver of Wreck, which of course 
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explains an awful lot.  The Smart 

Arse award was hotly contested by 

John and Graham, but Gordon, 

being more practised in the art 

could not be denied his trophy. 

  

One question which no one knew 

the answer to was, 'How old is 

NDSAC?' For everyone's further 

education NDSAC was accepted as 

a BSAC branch on 5th December 

1977.   

 

I am happy to report that as the 

quiz master, I escaped unharmed at 

the end of the evening. 

 

 Plymouth Report  

–  S Armstrong - 

 

3ÏÐÚɯ àÌÈÙɯ -#2 "ɀÚɯ ÌÝÌÙ-popular 

Plymouth trip was so over-

subscribed that another boat had to 

be commandeered alongside the 

trusty Maid Maggie, & a calm, 

sunny May morning saw 20 of us 

(including our 3 guests from 707) 

unloading our mountains of kit 

from the cars & endeavouring to 

ensure that it all ended up on the 

same boat as its owner! 

 

 
Eddystone lighthouse  

Robin & I had been allocated to the 

ɁÓÐÛÛÓÌɂɯ ÉÖÈÛȮɯ ÈÓong with Giles & 

Patrick, & the Milborne Port 

contingent (counting Annette an 

honorary member thereof).  Having 

initially thought this might be a 

short straw, we were pleased to 

find that it was pleasantly roomy 

for the 8 of us, & things just went 

from good to better when we not 

only discovered that it was 

decidedly faster than Maid Maggie, 

but the friendly skipper Alan & his 

mate Chris plied us with hot drinks 

ad lib - & then hot pasties followed 

by flapjack & brownies!!  So Adrian 

& Annette never even got to break 

out their picnic hamper. 

 
P Lamb particularly enjoyed the smaller boat!   

 

Our first dive was the long haul out 

ÛÖɯ ÛÏÌɯ $ËËàÚÛÖÕÌȮɯ ÚÖɯ ÞÌÙÌÕɀÛɯ ÞÌɯ

glad of our speedy boat! - & also 

the unnaturally clement weather.  

An enjoyable scenic dive: not really 

1ÖÉÐÕɀÚɯ ÊÜ×ɯ ÖÍɯ ÛÌÈɯ ȹÖÙɯ ÏÖÛɯ

chocolate!), but in contrast he 
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enjoyed our second dive, on the 

2ÊàÓÓÈȭɯ (ÛɀÚɯ ÐÕÛÌÙÌÚÛÐÕÎɯ ÛÖɯ ÚÌÌɯ ÑÜÚÛɯ

how much life there is on that now, 

compared to when we first dived it, 

ÉÜÛɯ ÐÛɀÚɯ ÚÛÐÓÓɯ ÕÖÛɯ ÖÕÌɯ ÖÍɯ Ôàɯ

ÍÈÝÖÜÙÐÛÌÚȯɯ ÛÖÖɯ ɁÉÖßàɂɯ- & very 

ÚÐÓÛàȭɯɯ3ÏÌɯɁÏÈÙËɯÊÖÙÌɂȮɯ&ÐÓÌÚȮɯ2ÛÌÝÌɯ

& Adrian, also did a short drift 

dive on the way back in, but the 

rest of us opted to sit that out & 

just enjoy the sunshine (& the rest 

of the brownies!). 

The Boringdon Arms being 

unequal to our vast number, Robin 

& I stayed at the Mountbatten 

'ÖÛÌÓɯȹÈÒÈɯɁÛÏÌɯ×ÖÚÏɯÏÖÛÌÓɂȺȮɯÐÕɯÛÏÌɯ

company of John & Gwyn, where 

we could lie in bed & look out 

across the Sound.  It was also very 

quiet (so necessary for those of our 

advanced years) ɬ we could barely 

hear Andy snoring in his bed at the 

Bori! 

 

 
6ÏÖɀÚɯÛÏÌɯÉÖàɯÈÛɯÛÏÌɯÍÙÖÕÛɯÞÐÛÏɯÛÏÌɯÉÌÈÙËȳ 

  

On Sunday the breeze had got up, 

& the trip out to the Persier was 

decidedly choppy, but I felt the 

ËÐÝÌɯ ÞÈÚɯ ÞÖÙÛÏɯ ÐÛȯɯ ÐÛɀÚɯ Èɯ ÉÐÎȮɯ

broken-up wreck with plenty of life 

on it, including some amazing 

fields of sea-fans. Back on board I 

was relieved to find that despite 

the conditions I had no sea-

sickness; unfortunately Patrick was 

ÕÖÛɯÚÖɯÓÜÊÒàȮɯȫɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯ×ÈÙÛÈÒÌɯÖÍɯ

the lunch (hot sausage rolls & 

chocolate fudge shortbread today, 

ÈÚɯ (ɀm sure those of you on the 

other boat will want to know!) with 

which we whiled away the haul 

back to our afternoon dive site, the 

James Eagan Layne. A perennial 

favourite, but only Robin & I, Giles, 

Adrian & Steve dived: poor Pat 

hors de combat, & the others just 

too full of lunch, I assume.  The 

irrepressible Giles did offer us the 

cannonball run as a 3rd dive on the 

way back in, but there were no 

takers! 

 
Some Got On Very Well  

 

A very enjoyable weekend, & our 

thanks to John for organising it & 

Giles for running it.  It was great to 

have so many of our club there, & 

particularly to have Steve & 

Martin, our Milborne Port 

members, along.  

 

[NB the other boat was much more 

fun, much more stable and a really 

good place to be.  We just spent out 

time finding crow bars left by the 

small fast boat and popping in and 

out to the harbour ɬ it was brill!!] 
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Caption Competition 

 

 
 

No itɀs not a spot the difference 

competition gone wrong; nor is it 

the runners up in Miss Dorset 

Monthly. 

 

Answers to the Ed.  First Prize to be 

considered.   

 

My Trip to Sharm 

-Big Doug Richardson- 

 

We went for a short experimental 

trip to see if we liked Egypt before 

committing ourselves to a longer 

visit. We were pleasantly surprised 

by the hotel which we had read on 

Tripadvisor was a bag of nails 

when actually it was fine. On the 

down side though, the hotel dive 

operation had been closed down 

prior to our arrival due to slack 

practices so I had to look further 

afield. 

 

 

6ÌɯÍÖÜÕËɯÛÏÌɯÓÖÊÈÓɯɁÉÌÈÊÏɂɯÞÏÐÊÏɯ

was a shelf cut out of the rock and 

covered in sand. Getting in the sea 

was a tad eventful as you had to 

negotiate a slippery walkway 

before waiting your turn on the 

ladder. Only one for getting both in 

and out and the waves were quite 

vigorous. However, it was worth 

the wait as the sea life was 

apparent from the moment you got 

in. That was my first experience of 

Sharm and I spent a happy hour 

floating around just off the wall in 

fishy heaven. 

We were less impressed with our 

trip to Naama bay. I had been told 

by a colleague that it was Blackpool 

with hustlers and I spent most of 

the time walking in the middle of 

the road to avoid being railroaded 

ÐÕÛÖɯÖÕÌɯÖÍɯÛÏÌɯɁÛÈÛɂɯÚÏÖ×Úȭɯ3ÏÈÛɯ

said, the food was fine even if you 

were paying UK prices for the 

ÞÐÕÌȵɯȹËÐËÕɀÛɯËÌÛÌÙɯÔÌɯÍÙÖÔɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯ

inebriated though) 

Before I left the UK I had emailed 

Camel Diving on the 

recommendation of Reece and one 

quick phone call had them picking 

me up outside the hotel at 8:30 on 

Wednesday. The operation was 

pretty slick and I was very 

impressed that all of the staff 

seemed very fluent in at least 3 

languages.  

The first dive was on one of their 

house reefs and I was teamed up 

with a Scandinavian lady. We 

could have got off to a bad start as 

once I had checked out my kit, I 

had turned off the cylinder. Her 
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method of buddy checking was a 

bit odd (she checked my main reg) 

and she missed the fact that my air 

was off. Luckily I remembered 

before the dive so all was well. We 

had a limit of 20 metres and spent 

around 40 minutes exploring the 

reef which had enough life to keep 

the interest going. (Note to self: 

practice fish identification before 

the next trip) 

 

 
 

My next dive was on the Friday. I 

had asked for a trip to the 

Thistlegorm and they said it would 

be a 5:30 start from my hotel. A bit 

early for me when on holiday but 

worth it I surmised. The 

confirmation text on Thursday 

night put a dampener on things as 

they said not to forget that the 

clocks were going forward so it 

would be a 4:30 start. Whoever 

changes the clock on a Friday 

morning!@?! 

Anyway, I was collected promptly 

and we set off for the boat. Once on 

board, everyone mad a dash 

upstairs and by the time I arrived, 

all the mattresses were occupied so 

I took one of the bench seats. I had 

intended to enjoy the trip but once 

out of the harbour there was little 

to see so I joined the rest and had a 

kip. It took around 3 hours to get 

there but breakfast was provided 

and the cabin was warm so I made 

the most of it as it was blowing a 

hooley on deck. 

 

 
 

On arrival above the Thistlegorm, 

there were already 3 other boats on 

site and another bringing up the 

rear. I had heard that there can be 

as many as 20 on a bad day so 

things were looking good. A quick 

briefing and we were off. I then 

managed to take about five layers 

of skin from my head on the dive 

rope when the boat pulled it down. 

I shall endeavour to stay at the side 

of the rope and not underneath in 

future. 

Before the dive, I had the 

impression that I was the least 

experienced but one of the other 

divers lost his weight belt and was 

rescued by his buddy and another 

refused his second dive so that 

reassured me! The dive itself was 

epic as the whole of the ship was 

visible on the way down. We did 

the outside and saw the tank, 

ammunition, deck guns, train etc 

although there was so much to see 

that I probably missed half of it. All 

too soon the dive was over and we 

ÞÌÙÌɯ ÉÈÊÒɯ ÖÕɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÉÖÈÛȭɯ (ɯ ÏÈËÕɀÛɯ
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realised that we were getting a 

second dive on site and when they 

said that we were going inside, I 

was a bit apprehensive. However, 

it was very well run and it went 

well. All that kit lost one just one 

ship and we lost thousands. How 

we ever managed to win the war is 

quite amazing! All those 

motorbikes! What a waste! I know I 

am preaching to the converted but 

it was an amazing dive and sets a 

very high standard to try and 

repeat. Yet again, time was soon up 

and the leader, having checked air 

supplies indicated that 3 of us 

should ascend the rope as we were 

getting low. Unfortunately, it was 

the wrong rope and we were on the 

wrong boat! Rats! Ten minutes later 

we were back in the water and 

swimming for our own boat. 

After that, we had a trip back to the 

Raz Gazlani (not the correct 

spelling but something close) and 

after lunch it was a reef dive. Nice 

and leisurely and uneventful until I 

put the wind up Poli, (the dive 

leader) when I indicated to her that 

I had 50 bar left. I had been 

pootling along, mind in neutral and 

had mixed up my hand signals and 

I actually had 100 bar left. Oops! 

All in all, an excellent day and 

excellent service from Camel.  

Would I go to Sharm again? Yes for 

the diving, no for anything else. 

PS, if you have ever fancied riding 

Èɯ ÊÈÔÌÓȮɯ ËÖÕɀÛɯ ÉÖÛÏÌÙɯ ÜÕÓÌÚÚɯ àÖÜɯ

ËÖÕɀÛɯÞÈÕÛɯÛÖɯÉÌɯÈÉÓÌɯÛÖɯÚÐÛɯËÖÞÕɯ

for 3 days! 

 

 

TRIP REPORT - Lahami Bay 

southern Egypt 

Regal Dive, February/ March 2010. 

 

As usual Regal Dive operations 

were all very good. We were met at 

Marsa Alam and led to a taxi for 

the two hour night drive to the 

Lahami Bay Beach Resort where we 

had a two week unwind with some 

diving. 

 
Sweet Lips 

The hotel was very good indeed, 

far better than what us Browns are 

used to but it was also not cheap. 

One joy was that we were the only 

Brits in the hotel which, when we 

saw the bunch who joined us to get 

back on the plane, was a big relief. 

Huge room in lovely gardens. We 

only went half board which made 

it expensive, as it is a captive 

market at the hotel all prices were 

inflated, a litre bottle of water was 

E2.25 and plonk E16/ bottle. 

 
Wrasse 
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Baracuda Divers was the resort 

dive operators and I have to say 

they were friendly and efficient, 

well led with good briefings. There 

was a choice of diving; either the 

day boat out to the Fury Shoals or a 

shore dive from the beach, which if 

you could find your own buddy 

was a cheap option and one not to 

be despised! Only moan was that 

water on the boat was at the above 

price, is that sound diving practise 

when you should be guzzling the 

stuff? 

 
A Yacht ɬ two previous owners one of who a careful 

lady driver 

 

The Fury shoals are one to two 

hours away and are a string of 

lovely coral reefs barely breaking 

the surface at low tide. Some such 

as Shaab Claudio are famous for 

there caves and swim throughs, 

Abu Galawa Soraya for its quite 

stunning coral gardens, yacht 

wreck and mini lagoon. Not a 

wrecky haven though a really 

scenic tugboat wreck at Abu Soraya 

Kebir that was worth a photo 

safari. So, lovely scenic diving BUT 

where were all the fish? Shaab 

Maksur was one of the further out 

reefs with cracking dropoffs which 

had some good Napoleon wrasse 

but no other big fish really at all, 

just the usual small reef species. 

Contrast this with the house reef, 

up to 9m deep only but fully 

protected and with some lovely 

shoals of big snapper and sweetlips 

within 50m of the beach bar.  

 
Blue Cheek Butterfly fish 

On my last snorkel in 2m of water I 

swam with a very large turtle, saw 

three species of stingray and 

turned round to see the largest 

baracuda I have ever seen, seemed 

as long as me, under 1m from my 

head!  And no camera! 

 

So what is wrong? The answer is 

probably too much exploitation of 

the reefs both by locals (I have 

some sympathy) and by the big 

trawlers in tandem that I saw 

sweeping the straits between the 

mainland and the reefs. The two 

hour drive back to the airport in 

daylight showed the whole stretch 

of coast to be a hotel building site 

with whole towns being built to 

support them so the pressure is 
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growing fast All those tourists 

want to eat the seafood so god help 

the fishes! 

 
Tug Boat ï same lady owner. 

 

IT HAPPENED TO ME 

-A Douch- 

 

We were down in hale diving the 

wreck of the Pandora this was my 

first deep dive trip, I was newly 

qualified but not very experienced, 

But was confident in my own 

ability to dive the deeper wrecks, 

on the day of the dive we had to 

rise at 5.00 am to load the boat and 

get over the sandbar at the mouth 

of the harbour so tiredness was a 

factor in this dive, I was buddied 

up with Pete from fearless a guy I 

had never dived with before, I also 

had borrowed a set of jet fins from 

John Beal and unbeknown to me at 

the time were too big so were 

prone to coming off . 

I was kitted up and ready to go 

now there were 2 entry points one 

through a narrow door in the side 

of the boat or you could throw 

yourself over the side now as Pete 

was wedged in the doorway I 

decided to go over the side , When 

the time to go came I had to push 

myself up with both hands and the 

drop was quite a way down and 

because I had to use both hands I 

could not secure my mask and reg, 

bang I hit the water and my mask 

flew off, my reg was out and I had 

swallowed some sea water, I 

composed myself and got my reg 

back in my mouth and signalled to 

the boat I was ok , The boat came 

around and I got on the ladder 

where I was told to stop, someone 

handed me a spare mask and said 

wait there and we will drop you 

back on the shot now this was a 

mistake I should have got back on 

the boat I had not realised I had 

also lost a fin, my buddy was 

nowhere in sight but I thought oh 

well I`ll catch him up, so down the 

shot I went I must have reached 

25m when I realised I only had one 

fin on, now for some reason I 

thought I might find it on the 

wreck so I proceeded down the 

shot line to 43 m , The wreck was 

magnificent led on a white sandy 

bottom with 15m viz you could see 

everyone there. 

 
A Pit 

 

I started searching for my fin when 

Lee and John came down the shot I 

could see John making a circular 

motion with his finger as iÕɯ ÏÌɀÚɯ

mad, John pointed at my feet I now 
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had no fins on and obviously 

looking for something that was not 

there, He put the fin that was lying 

on the wreck back on for me and 

signalled for me to reel my smb off 

the shot, I was happy to agree and 

attached my reel and started 

reeling off they then left me , things 

then got worse I had never put a 

line on a wreck before and was 

narked out of my tree by now and 

managed to get tangled up in the 

line I was well and truly stuck. 

 
The unfazed Douch (with hair) 

 

Now I was actually not worried 

one bit I placed the reel to one side 

and just led there humming to 

myself, This was actually scary 

thinking about it I made no attempt 

ÛÖɯ ÍÙÌÌɯ ÔàÚÌÓÍɯ ÈÕËɯ (ɯ ËÖÕɀÛɯ ÒÕÖÞɯ

how long I would have been there 

had John not come back and 

untangled me I could see he and 

Lee were not very pleased and they 

signalled me to get the f++k out of 

here [ Make a Steady Ascent 

Surely? Ed] which I was only to 

happy to agree with, they took me 

back to the shot and watched me 

put my smb back and start up the 

shot line I signalled ok and they 

went back to the wreck. 

As I started to ascend I was 

immediately aware my breathing 

was starting to get erratic I tried 

calming myself down I had to slow 

my breathing down but it kept 

getting worse I was sucking the reg 

to get as much air as I could but as 

soon as I took a breath I wanted 

more I tried to calm down I 

actually had the whole mouthpiece 

in my mouth my lungs were 

hurting the feeling that I could not 

get enough air was overpowering I 

had gone past scared now and 

thought I must get to the surface I 

pulled myself up the shot line and 

as I got shallower my breathing 

started to slow my lungs were 

physically aching , I had now 

started to relax I had some deco 

stops to do but that was no 

problem on the shotline or so I 

thought, at 9 m I had 2m deco I 

stopped at 10m when I was met by 

the shot buoy shit what do I do 

now , stop and think send up my 

smb and do my deco on that of 

course you would have thought 

that all that had happened on this 

dive would be enough but no when 

I attached my smb to my reel I was 

narked and had attached the smb 

to the clip that attaches the reel to 

me so as I inflated it, it was 

snatched straight out of my grasp, I 

now had no smb was stuck on a 

buoy at 10m and had 15m deco to 

do at 6m which I could not get to 

well I sat there thinking shall I just 

go up anyway and bend my 

computer I was beginning not to 

care by now, I looked at my 

computer 6m I`m there how did 
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that happen I suddenly saw more 

ËÐÝÌÙÚɯ ÊÖÔÐÕÎɯ Ü×ɯ ÛÏÌɯ ÚÏÖÛɯ ÛÏÈÛɀÚɯ

why it had been dragged down by 

the other divers coming up the 

shot, well I managed to smile again 

, did my deco and returned to the 

boat with a new nickname 

dangerous I have to admit I 

probably earned that. 

Did I learn anything  YES never 

borrow kit, never do a deep dive 

without a buddy, never laugh at 

the incident pit it is there, build 

your experience slowly, never 

continue with a dive if àÖÜɀÙÌ not 

happy get back on the boat sit 

down and compose yourself . 

 

This story is not aimed at scaring 

the less experienced if you follow 

your training this will not happen 

to you I admit I pushed the 

boundaries a bit and should not 

have continued without a buddy, 

so do not let it happen to you learn 

from other peoples mistakes 

 

Safe diving! 

 

CLUB LEGEND 

D Gilby 

 

I have always enjoyed water, not 

with whisky obviously, but ever 

since I can remember I have been 

on it or in it, or around it, and in 

later years under it.  In fact one of 

my earliest memories is being 

restrained, as a 3 year old, from 

joining the big boys swimming in 

the Thames, during a bankside 

family picnic.  Meanwhile, just 80 

odd miles downstream, Hitler was 

bombing the BeJesus out of 

London.  

 
Also on the beach that day! 

 

(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÙÌÔÌÔÉÌÙɯÉÌÐÕÎɯÛÈÜÎÏÛɯÏÖÞɯ

to swim, but I have certificates to 

prove I could do 10 yards, and 25 

yards at the age of 7.  We went 

swimming with the school once a 

week.  I lived in Oxford then, and 

the school I attended used an open 

air pool which was actually a cut, 

off the Thames.  It was called 

Tumbling Bay and was equipped 

with diving boards and resident 

life guards.  It opened in April and 

closed in October.  We went there 

each week from the start of 

summer term.  We were marched 

in a crocodile along the towpath to 

the point where we boarded a ferry 

across the Thames to get into the 

pool grounds.  The ferry was 

actually a punt, capable of taking 

about 20 children, and was 

powered by a crusty old pipe 

smoking, dribbling ferry man with 

a scabby dog, and a long punt pole. 

(Ûɯ ÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯ ÏÈ××ÌÕɯ ÛÖËÈàȮɯ ÈÚɯ ÛÏÌɯ

prospect of leading 30, 7 year olds, 

along a deep river towpath, 

boarding a ferry with a dirty old 

man in charge, would give a H&S 

man a screaming fit. 
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 Mind you one of the teachers, a 

very old Miss Dymock was a very 

formidable woman.  Think an 

ageing Dawn French with even 

larger front battlements.  She 

would march into the middle of the 

very busy Botley Road, without 

bothering to look, and raise left 

arm upright, palm forward. And 

the right arm horizontal in classic 

×ÖÓÐÊÌɯȿ' +3ɀɯÔÖËÌȮɯÈÕËɯÉÌÊÒÖÕÌËɯ

30 odd awed children to cross. 

Traffic screeched to a halt, and the 

road was inevitably littered with 

ÉÙÖÒÌÕɯÙÌÈÙɯÓÐÎÏÛɯÎÓÈÚÚȭɯ3ÏÐÚɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ

faze Miss Dymock who had the 

same effect on us as she did the 

drivers. 

 

At the start of term we were 

chucked into the shallow end with 

the water temperature in the low 

fifties F, and by the time we got out 

at the end of term, we could swim. 

Not only that but dive off the bank 

and boards.  It was about then 

when I was shown how to do a 

backward 360 degree somersault, 

which I can still do today 60 years 

later, albeit with a bigger splash. 

 
 

 Cousin Barbara, Me and brother 

Bob in 1950 at Tumbling Bay.  I 

was 9. 

 

This new found swimming skill 

enabled my gang to spend the 

whole of the summer holidays in 

the water.  Our favourite place was 

called Port Meadow, a mile or two 

upstream from Oxford.  Here the 

river doubled in width, and as a 

result was shallower and less swift. 

An ideal place.  It was 6 or 7 feet 

deep, over a bottom of thick black 

mud.  It had wall to wall swan 

mussels.  We had learned that  

Queen Elizabeth 1 had been 

presented with a large pearl from a 

swan mussel, and is part of the 

Crown Jewels.  (Actually it might 

have been Queen Vic)   We 

resolved to find some and get rich.  

Every day we dived for them and 

could usually collect 2 or 3 on 

every scramble along the bottom, 

in gloomy green viz of about 2 feet.  

By the end of an afternoon us lads 

would have collected upward of 

500 mussels which required 

opening to find the pearls.  

Naturally we were all well armed 

with knives airguns and catapults, 

and I still have a big Jack Knife 

given to me on my 7th birthday by 

my sister. I quickly learned that the 

folding blade on this knife was not 

the best tool to open swans with, 

and acquired a fixed blade sheath 

knife of such proportions that 

would get you locked up today.  

Sad to say that despite our best 

ÌÍÍÖÙÛÚɯÞÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯÍÐÕËɯÈɯÚÐÕÎÓÌɯ×ÌÈÙÓȭɯ

The opened mussels were left in 

heaps to rot, and I can confirm that 

the worst smell in the world is that 

of 3 day old swan mussels rotting 
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in the sun.  Such was the stink that 

each day we were forced to move 

our base of operation fifty yards 

further upstream. 

In this way we covered more 

water. 

 

Naturally we always had a cooking 

fire on the go, and we arrived on 

site each day with a basic diet of 

jam sarnies, and a bottle of fizzy 

Corona with a spring loaded 

ceramic top that could be easily 

resealed to prevent the pop from 

going flat.   We would try to add to 

the basics by catching fish.  The 

easiest of all fish to catch are pike.  

The Thames was, and still is home 

to millions of baitfish called Bleak.  

3 or 4 inches long, they shoal in 

hundreds.  We caught them by 

floating a piece of bread, within 

seconds it was being attacked by 

hundreds of bleak.  A few shots 

from airguns into the central mass 

would stun several, it was then a 

simple matter to swim out and 

collect them.  It was even more 

simple to put one on a hook and 

lob it into the swirl of bleak still 

attacking the bread.  It generally 

took only a few minutes for a small 

pike to grab the struggling bait fish.  

It was agreed that all small pike, 

that is 2 ɬ4  pounders,  would be 

cooked on the campfire, and 

anything bigger  would be taken 

home by the catcher, for family 

consumption.  Pike are good 

eating, but benefit from 24 hours 

soaking in brine or vinegar 

ÚÖÓÜÛÐÖÕȭɯɯ6ÌɯÊÖÜÓËÕɀÛɯËÖɯthat on 

the river bank, but they were 

gutted immediately and spitted on 

the fire to bake.   The end result 

was usually charcoal on the 

outside, and Sushi on the inside, 

but they went down well with jam 

sarnies and fizzy pop.  We even 

tried roasting the swan mussels, 

but a gourmet feast they were not.  

The flesh looks just like an oyster, 

ÉÜÛɯ ÛÈÚÛÌÚɯ ÓÐÒÌɯ ÚÏÐÛȭɯ ɯ 2ÛÐÓÓȱÛÏÌàɯ

ËÐËÕɀÛɯ×ÖÐÚÖÕɯÜÚȱȭ(ɯÛÏÐÕÒȭȭɯ3ÏÌÙÌɯ

were a lot of allotments about, and 

ÐÛɯ ÞÈÚɯ ÌÈÚàɯ ÛÖɯ ȿÉÖÙÙÖÞɀɯ Èɯ ÍÌÞɯ

potatoes and carrots to cook in 

various ways, although beans, peas 

and cabbage were ignored, as being 

green were therefore considered 

inedible. 

 
The Gilby Gang 

 

By this time we were incredible 

hunters and trackers, so it was 

quite amazing that our attempts to 

snare rabbits failed us completely, 

and our airguns were too feeble to 

guarantee a kill at anything other 

than point blank range, otherwise 

we would have been really self 

sufficient on the bank with fish and 

fur to stave off the hunger. 

    

My Jack Knife lived on a spring 

clip on my snake buckle belt 24/7.  

It even went to school with me. In 
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fact my form teacher, Mr Parsons 

called on me regularly to sharpen 

pencils with it.  

 

During term, it was a rush to get 

home,  and out again as quickly as 

possible for the long summer 

evenings.  I would grab a fishing 

rod or my air rifle and get down to 

the river, which was only a few 

hundred yards away.  There I 

would roam along the bank fishing 

or taking pot shots at rats, 

sometimes both.  We killed 

hundreds of rats around the farm, 

and no doubt many on the river, 

but years later I realised that most 

ÖÍɯÛÏÌɯȿÙÈÛÚɀɯÒÐÓÓÌËɯÖÕɯÛÏÌɯÙÐÝÌÙȮɯÞÌÙÌɯ

actually water voles, of Wind in the 

Willows Ratty fame.   

 

Farmer Grant whose land adjoined 

the river, actually called  Seacourt  

Stream and was a continuation of 

the Tumbling Bay cut which 

meandered through the country to 

rejoin the Thames further 

downstream, allowed us lads to 

wander through his land on the 

ÚÛÙÐÊÛɯÜÕËÌÙÚÛÈÕËÐÕÎɯÛÏÈÛɯÞÌɯËÐËÕɀÛɯ

shoot at his animals.  At that time I 

was always on the lookout for a 

lame horse, as my Jack Knife had 

the useful tool designed for getting 

stones out of horses hooves.  I had 

told Farmer Grant about it soon 

after I got it.  One day he came over 

to me fishing on the river bank and 

asked if I had my knife on me, 

(stupid question) a few minutes 

later he came back with a giant 

Shire horse, and told me to clean 

out his hooves.  He had several 

shires which he used for 

ploughing, and used them right 

through to the sixties.  This huge 

animal lifted its hooves one by one, 

and with a bit of guidance from the 

farmer, allowed me to rummage 

around in its dustbin lid size 

hooves removing about a ton of 

mud and stones.  I was right 

chuffed.   Years later I discovered 

that the pointy thing on my knife 

commonly known as a tool for 

removing small ÉÖàÚɯÍÙÖÔɯÏÖÙÚÌɀÚɯ

hooves, was in fact a Marlin Spike 

used by sailors when working with 

rope.  

 

About this time we discovered how 

to make Bomb Boats.  There were 

piles of discarded aircraft drop 

tanks at RAF Abingdon which we 

could take away.  One of the gÈÕÎɀÚɯ

father was a builder, and had a  

truck.  He collected the tanks for 

us, and we put them together. They 

were about 7 feet long and 18 

inches in diameter.  Two of them 

could be bolted together and with 

holes cut for our feet and planks 

bolted across as seats would easily 

take two people, and in fact made 

excellent stable fishing platforms.  

We made about a dozen of them 

for our gang, but there must have 

been getting on for a hundred 

around the Oxford area, and very 

soon gang warfare broke out. Late 

night raids were made on other 

gangs locations and their boats put 

into the water and sunk.  It 

happened to us also, but was 

actually only a minor 

inconvenience.  The boats were 
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easily locatable and dragged out, 

cleaned up and were none the 

worse for spending a day or two 

under water. They served us well 

for several years before being 

abandoned. 

 
In my Bomb Boat Cobra, 1952 age 

11. 

 

Despite some quite serious conflict, 

(ɯËÖÕɀÛɯÙÌÊÈÓÓɯÈÕàÖÕÌɯÎÌÛÛÐÕÎɯÌÝÌÕɯÈɯ

little bit stabbed, or drownded.  I 

do remember accidentally shooting 

my mate Keith.  We were sitting 

side by side on an upturned boat.  I 

had my loaded gun across my lap.  

It went off, driving a pellet deep 

into his thigh.  I went with him as 

he limped home, and his mother 

dug out the pellet and doused the 

wound with Iodine, which was 

apparently more painful than the 

shot.  I expected to get into trouble, 

but no, it was dealt with along the 

ÓÐÕÌÚɯ ÖÍɯ ɯ ȿÈÊÊÐËÌÕÛÚɯ ÞÐÓÓɯ ÏÈ××ÌÕɀȮɯ

and that was that.  We were seven 

or eight  years old.  Today of course 

we would be locked up and sent 

for analysis. 

 

Fast forward to 1959.  My first 

foreign holiday.  We went by train 

to St. Raphael, in France, not far 

from St.Tropez.  It was there that I 

saw my very first scuba divers. 

(And my very first topless female 

sunbather).  I was a big fan of Hans 

and Lotte, and also the strange 

Jaques Cousteau, so I knew  what 

scuba was.   

I watched as four divers walked 

out of the sea, carrying long 8 foot 

lances tipped with fine trident 

points.  They were laden with big 

unusual fish, which I later learned 

were sold to local hotels. The 

divers were French students and 

the fish paid for their holiday.  

Every day they went into the water 

for no more than 20 minutes, and 

came out with a dozen or more fish 

between them.  I decided that I was 

going to be a diver, and that very 

day purchased a mask, snorkel, fins  

and a pistol speargun which I still 

have.  The snorkel was gold 

anodised aluminium, an S bend at 

the top with a cage that held a ping 

pong ball, designed to prevent the 

user from sucking water.  The fins 

were open heel and made from 

heavy, very hard black rubber , and 

were excruciatingly painful to use, 

rubbing skin off toes and instep in 

just a few fin kicks.  However I 

learned to lay motionless on the 

surface watching the brilliant fish 

life, just a few feet away.  The 

speargun lacked the oomph to 

actually do any damage, and I 

never did catch a fish with it.  But 

the seeds were sown.  I snorkelled 

on every foreign holiday from then 

on.  My best catch being an octopus 

dragged from its lair with my bare 

hands.  The hotel chef in Ibiza 

cooked it for us.   
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One day I saw an unbelievably 

large fish, think Dawn French with 

scales, it was about 10 feet below 

me.  I duck dived to go down for a 

closer look, but the fish, some kind 

of grouper I believe,  just sank 

away from me without seeming to 

move a muscle.  I ignored the pain  

in my ears, not having learned to 

clear them, and continued to fin 

down.  I was probably 30 feet 

down when I realised that I needed 

to breath, and kicked for the 

surface.  The last few feet were 

really hard work and I thought I 

was close to drowning, but I hit the 

surface and was never more 

pleased to get some air. 

 

Very soon work got in the way of 

pleasure, marriage loomed, etc etc, 

and thoughts of diving drifted 

away.  Fast forward another 30 

years and I was now in Shaftebury, 

and an add in the BV magazine 

offering try dives by something 

called the NDSAC caught my 

attention. My mate Eagleburger 

and me took it up. The Chairman 

then was Martin Barnett, and he 

took us under his wing and off we 

went.  I remember John Maynard 

giving me a lesson on mask 

clearing on that first try dive, and I 

found it simple.  We returned the 

following week for another go at it, 

and we were hooked.  We joined 

up, and I quickly qualified with 

Novice 1 and 2, went on for Sport 

Diver  and Dive Leader and 

Assistant Instructor.  Added 

various skills, boat handling, radio 

operation, nitrox, rescue 

management,  O2 and such and 

settled down to enjoy the 

underwater life.  Unfortunately my 

mate Eagleburger had a nasty 

experience with buoyancy 

problems and gave it up. 

 

2ÖɯÛÏÈÛɀÚɯÞÏÌÙÌɯ(ɯÈÔɯÕÖÞȮɯÈɯËÐÝÌÙɯ

for only 13 years with some 400 

dives, but very late in life.  I hope 

to continue for another year or two 

before it all gets too much. 

 

2Öɯ ÛÏÈÛɀÚɯ Ôàɯ ÚÛÖÙàȱÞÏÈÛɀÚɯàÖÜÙÚ 

Graham, John, Giles??? 

 

 

COMING NEXT 

EDITION! 

? 

Articles please! 
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 

 

 

 

 
Grouper – G Brown 


