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Editorial

This Summer edition dances in the
face of force 3s, puts on Gore Tex in
the comfort of the porch as the dark
storm clouds beckons and takes to
its small, but loyal readership, a
groaning pudding trolley of prose.
Tuck in!

It was supposed to be a Barbeque
Summer - and so it was.

The Social Event of the Diving
Season was held on 11 June by
kind permission of the Patrick and
Wendy Lamb. It is reviewed here.
A feast was had by all who
attended and the night ended in
the early hours and the poor few
who could not turned green with
envy to see trifle recipes hunted
and exchanged. D Gilby relives it.

Feeding aside — the club has been
active.

Let not distance or adverse
meteorological events stand in this
clubs way. The Club made it to the
next county! A trip to Salcombe is
reviewed here by Miss W Rooke
demonstrating Devon although
only a county border away to be
another place - where they do
things different.

Closer to home waters Fearless II
has been out dropping its divers
near famous wrecks on the south
coast and other pieces of metal near

by and the club like so many
walruses has supped well and fine
on scallops and the occasional crab.
A recipe is offered.

Training progresses apace. The
sheltered and gentle sloping shore
of Chesil beach with its firm and
solid footing has provided the
perfect Summer training camp. TO
Douch and DO Edwards have both
been willing, cheerful stalwarts of
the Chesil camp. No one can doubt
it as the prettiest little shore dive in
the whole of Portland; if you can
rescue a diver on that beach you
can do it anywhere. D Gilby Esq.
advises on catering.

We return to our now regular
feature of “Something Old,
Something Borrowed, Something
Blue” with a profile of the club
treasurer Robin Langford.

And for those who can manage just
one little wafer thin mint of an
article our agony Aunt returns with
regular diving problems solved.

So read and enjoy.

And next Quarter - please send in
your copy so you can grace the
pages of the NDSAC newsletter
Autumn Edition!

ED
121 August 20009



Notices

DIVERSE NEWS
Our DO has spoken.

Divers on Dives below 30M must
have with them a Pony as well as a
main cylinder.

HOLIDAY PLANS

Plans are afoot for the dive season

of 2010 - “a cup-a-soup summer’ —

Scotland for the Brave. Let Wendy
and John know you are keen.

NITROX NEWS

APS Marine in Salisbury now have
the ability to fill a normal (non-O2
cleaned) cylinder with lovely
Nitrox. This is no advert for them
but it seems a good service to have.

“Petonclecoquilage a l&res, trespeite
vagué

Our resident chef is on holiday this
edition and so into the breach
comes Lee who inspired awe,
consternation, and concern
amongst the assembled crowd on
the poop deck of Fearless II with
his recipe for: “Petoncle coquilage a
la tres, tres petite vague”

It goes a bit like this.

Preparation 4 hours
Cooking 30 secs

You will need.

Dive kit.

Fearless II or other boat.

Dive knife.

Money for parking or a run to the
back of Asda.

Scallop (1)

One plastic vending machine
drinks cup cleaned out.

Preparation

First catch your scallop.

Drive to Weymouth in the rain.
Carry kit in rain to appointed
embarkation point. Wait on boat
for DO and Chairman to arrive.
Wait some more. Clothe in dive
suit etc whilst waiting. Sit in rain.
See arrival of DO’s “Yut” — unload
Chair and DO’s kit. Set course for
East of Weymouth.

Enter water at Captain’s indication.
Search crystal clear temperate
waters for bivalve. Catch it.
Return slowly to surface, re-enter
Fearless II.

Using Dive Knife open scallop.
Return, shell and frills to the sea.
Place meat in vending machine
drinks cup and hand to ship’s
mate.

Place cup in Microwave 800W for
20 secs.

Wait for “ping”.

Eat! Yum Yum.



It was a dark and stormy night, well of
course it was, tradition in the club is
that if we are going to have a barbecue
it's best to hold it on the worst night of
the year. Actually I did my best to find
a pleasant summer evening, consulting
the Druids at Stonehenge, the barking
mad Arturians of Glastonbury, and
even the slightly scary Granny
Frogscalper who lives in a hut in
deepest Dorset, for their advice. Fat
lot of good that did.

Before the Deluge i P Lamb

The day of the barby dawned bright
and sunny, and I really believed that
we had found a dry slot in the
otherwise doom laden weather. We
erected 5 gazebos in Pat and Wendy
Lamb's delightful terraced garden, with
the sun burning down, and all looked
good for the evening. Pat's hacienda is
in the middle of Tollard Royal,
completely hidden away from public
gaze surrounded by trees, with only the
glimpse of a thatched roof to indicate
that other folk live nearby. It was
almost sub tropical. Humming birds
flitted from flower to flower, cicadas
chirruped in the trees and fruit bats
circled silently above. All was well
with the world.

At about 4 in the afternoon all that

changed. The heavens erupted and it
started to rain. Heavily.
Continuously. Without let up. Did
that put anyone off? Hell no. The
lure of burning meat and a supply of
booze was enough to ensure that the
rufty tufties of the NDSAC turned out
in full force. We all had a thoroughly
good evening, doing absolutely
nothing other than eat and drink.

Members Relax T A Jupe

While it's true that I tried to get a
slightly different game of darts going
as a fundraiser, the rain outside the
gazebos was so heavy that the glue
holding the dart flights in place,
dissolved, so no darts. However one of
the highlights was when Wendy Lamb
appeared with a very dodgy looking
Hubble Bubble pipe which she insisted
that everyone try, telling us that the
smoke being sucked into our lungs was
harmless. We all had a go, and at the
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last roll call no one turned up dead, so
she might be right.

Dry Diners converse T A Jupe

Pat had taken the precaution of lighting
up two chimaeras to provide a bit of
colour and heat, and these were
continuously stoked through the
evening, whilst Pat himself spent the
best part of three hours cooking in his
barby house.

This is a very clever construction,
roofed over and almost completely
open, it has nevertheless been so
cleverly constructed that all the smoke
from the three barbecues in operation
is held in suspension under the roof.
Pat's legs could be seen fairly clearly,
but everything else above waist level
disappeared into the haze. The vis
from the inside was down to mere
inches. What with this and two
chimeras on the go, the only way now
he can improve his carbon footprint is
to cycle to work in Poole for the next
five years.

And so the evening continued,
everyone chatting away and drinking
steadily. Wonderful. When the time
came to depart in the minibus that John
M had organised out of Shaftesbury, I
was told that the party would continue
until 2am, the closing time of The Ship
Inn. I declined. | must be getting old.

The quote of the day came from Mully.
He said "l was very apprehensive

about attending, as | had been told so
many stories about perversion and
bestiality that goes on at these dos. In
fact I was pleased and only slightly
disappointed that it was all so gentile."

Phil Watches on as Brian Sets
himself on fire - A Jupe

TO DOUCH TAKES A TRIM
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Well, this trip certainly did what it
said on the tin: we had rain sizzling
on the barbecue, rain sizzling on
the sea, bacon sizzling in the pan
on the boat and finally us sizzling
in the heat on Sunday!

My dad always said that if the road
has grass growing down the
middle of it, it must be going
somewhere good, so Reece and I
knew we were onto a good thing
when the roads that we were
following en route to the campsite
got narrower and grassier. It was
true camping weather too: cold,
wet and misty. In fact, the vis was
worse than underwater.

Janus Cristanus — G Brown

We were the first to arrive and had
the sense/decency to hold off the
booze until after we’d pitched our
tents. It was hard to tell through
the murk whether the sun had
gone down over the yard arm by
then (possibly not as it was circa

6pm midsummer), but we cracked
open the perry anyway and raised
a glass to a good weekend. The
Jameses were next on the scene and
opened the beers before they did
anything else - seasoned campers
them. It wasn’t until they
commented on the pleasing sea
view that Reece and I realised that
there was one. It had been
obscured by fog until then!

The Daves soon arrived to disturb
the peace. Dave A actually reduced
me to silence when he set off in his
truck to travel the short distance
down the field to the toilet block.
John, Gwyn and I left the lads to it
and set off for an evening stroll
through the fields to the estuary.
We were just watching the tide
come in and hoping it wasn’t going
to cut off our return route when my
phone rang. It was Robin. He and
Sheena were stuck in Totnes in a
broken-down camper van and
needed a tow to the campsite. I
relayed the emergency call to the
man with the monster truck and
thus the Daves and Reece headed
off to the rescue. Three hours and a
shiny new tow rope later we were
all assembled at the campsite and
the midnight feasting commenced.
It would have been a bit earlier but
it took a while for Dave E to master
his barbie. (Just be grateful it's a
girlie writing this up or you’d have
been subjected to a blow by blow
account of what was wrong with
the van and how it was fixed. For
more details, ask Robin.)
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Skipper Richard Taffs had spared
us (and himself) a 6am start on
Saturday and instead arranged our
boarding for 11, which gave us all
time to wake up and sober up.
When the Woodpeckdiove into
view through the fog, the twinset
toters among expressed concern at
the absence of a dive lift. On
boarding, I was more worried
about the apparent lack of a toilet. I
was on the brink of panic and
regretting not availing myself of
the facilities on dry land when I
eventually located its whereabouts.
Relief! [AND the Reader equally
expresses great relief at this point in
the narrativg]

Woodpecker, resplendent in shades
of fresh blue paint, accommodated
us all comfortably, and Richard
proved to be all you could wish for
in a skipper: friendly, professional
and a dab hand at bacon butties (so
I gathered). And for some reason,
he readily remembered Giles from
the last club trip to Salcombe in
2002.

Our first dive was on The Oreganat
about 35m, which proved to be
highly satisfying, not least because
we were just about able to do it all
before running out of no deco time.
The Oreganwas a steel hulled
sailing ship and carrying a cargo of
sodium nitrate when she ran into
rocks in Bigbury Bay on the
evening of 18" December 1890. The
crew abandoned ship without loss
of life and the ship sank soon after.

The afternoon’s dive was on the
Soudan A small French steamer,
she came to grief on the Ham Stone
in thick fog on the morning of 27t
June 1887. She was carrying
peanuts, hides and oil, so not much
spidge to be found. The passengers
and crew were taken off to safety,
but the ship sank under tow near
the entrance to Salcombe Harbour.
I didn’t enjoy this dive quite so
much, but I think that was because
there was a bit of current, which
made it uncomfortable, and my
buddy, Martin, and I didn’t get to
see the whole thing. Nothing
against the wreck itself, so I'd
definitely like to try it again
another day. Others had seen a
huge old lobster inhabiting the
wreck and respectfully left it in
peace. Richard was relieved when
we all reappeared on the shot, as
the fog had rolled back in and he
didn’t want to add to the wrecks of
Salcombe, nervous or other.

We were back on dry land by
5:30pm, which unfortunately gave
us far too much drinking time
around the camp fire that evening.
We should be thankful for small
mercies, however, as next morning
Dave A refrained from driving the
evidence of the night before down
to the recycling bins!

Having woken early on Sunday
morning, I decided to make a pre-
emptive strike on the lone shower
before the lightweights surfaced. I
emerged from the cubicle to find
Dave E next in line. As I was
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departing, he dangled some
shower gel over the door and asked
if it was mine. It was not. Nor was
the blue fluffy thing that he also
discovered, although it did look
rather girly (I think someone later
described it as a ‘fanny fluffer”).
When Dave recounted this back at
the campsite, Reece recognised the
description of his beloved blue
fluffy thing and ran down the field
to retrieve it. And so it was that
Reece deftly took the flak off poor
Robin after his Friday-night
breakdown. (A photo of Reece with
his blue fluffy thing will be
appearing in the NDSAC 2010
calendar as Mr June.) Apparently,
while Dave E was in the shower, he
overheard some of the other
campers complaining about the
noisy bunch at the top of the field. I
felt a strange sense of pride in the
fact that we were more rowdy than
the group of youngsters camped
nearby.

MO0 AL NTY Al
FTHORISED
A ENTRY

ONLY |

Lady Members of thel@b speak out
GB

We had another civilised start on
Sunday, and as it was a gloriously

sunny day I had my first good
view of Salcombe, which had been
obscured by thick fog the previous
day. We were headed for the
Newholm a steamer built by Swan
Hunter and sunk off Prawle Point
by a mine on 8" September 1917.
The stern lies at 40m+ with the bow
in Sports-Diver friendly depths
nearer the shore. As Martin and I
had rather feeble fills, we had only
a taste of this striking wreck, but it
left us hungry for more on a future
trip. The vis was good and the
wreck unusual in being covered
with mussels. Particularly
satisfying for me, having organised
the trip, was the fact that it was
new even to the longest-serving
club members and everyone
seemed to have enjoyed the
experience. Definitely one to do
again, although it can only be
dived on rare occasions with just
the right combination of tide and
weather. I obviously had beginners
luck for my first trip the area!

Our last dive was on the Herzogin
Ceciliea once-beautiful four-mast
sailing ship now lying at just a few
metres in Starehole Bay, next door
to Salcombe. With all sails hung
she had an acre of canvas and a top
speed of 20+ knots. Her globe
trotting came to an end on 25"
April 1936 when she hit the Ham
Stone in thick fog and was towed
to her final resting place where her
cargo of grain could be salvaged.
Having done Cecilieseveral times
in the past, John decided not to go
down on her again and served
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instead as deck boy, making sure
that we were turned on before, and
helping us get our kit off after, the
dive. Having been intrigued by the
story and pictures behind the
wreck, it was one I was intrigued to
do, but the sand and kelp left a lot
to the imagination and so [ haven’t
added this one to my “to do again’
list.

We managed to disembark and
head for home in time to place the
last food orders at The Otter Inn
near Honiton (a regular haunt for
NDSAC en route from the West
Country, but a first for me). We
compared sunburn over a pint or
two and generally strung out the
weekend for as long as possible. I
suspect that a lot of kit sat soggy in
car boots that night.

If you missed out this year or
would like to do the same again the
next, see me as I am hatching plans
for a return trip in 2010. Next time I
will be more specific about what
sort of sizzling we want so that the
weather doesn’t hedge its bets!

Dear Ed,

I do so enjoy a good shore dive.
It's so much easier than hopping in
and out of a Rib, and more keenly
priced than a hard boat. You even
get to see a mating cuttlefish or one
lonely cuttlefish all by himself
watching out for other cuttlefish.
No seasickness either. What could
go wrong? Well this. On a recent
shore dive my buddy and I found

ourselves 12M down and deciding
it was time to turn to shore. We
checked our compasses, made
appropriate signals to each other
and to the lonely little cuttlefish.
We turned for home. 30 bar later
we had made good progress.
Depth now 16M and hum of
propeller shafts clear. Another 30
bar took us to 20M and some of the
tish looked positively continental.
We decided to use what little air
we had left to surface safely.

I was pleased at once to see the
shore but not so pleased to see it
500M away and myself in the
shipping lane. Where did I go
wrong?

Dear Troubling the Shipping,

A shore dive is best seen as a
means of entering the sea at its
closest point to shore. However,
the sea is near the shore at many
points. An experienced diver uses
the same point of the shore, to be
sure, as a point of ingress and
egress to the sea from the shore.
“Adventure divers” relax after long
wreck hunting dives with longer
surface swims allowing lungs a
chance to work on fresh air.
Congratulate your buddy on his
tine navigation he brought you
home and you saw a bit of Portland
you might not have done!

If you selfishly wish to go back and
forth to the same shore best to
remember the sun sets in the West
and to use land as a fixed point of
reference for the start and end of a
dive.
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It was a beautiful summer evening,
the last Thursday in June, and
Andy had arranged for his
fledglings to meet at Chesil,
together with experienced
members to act as buddies.

There were some 14 or 15 in the
party. Good old Adrian pitched
up, pushing an ancient builder's
wheelbarrow, as you do,
announcing that he was not going
to dive, but would prepare a
barbecue which would be ready for
when we all exited the water.

Chesil Beach On training Night
— Ed (NB position of sun relative to
beach)

One thing about Adie, show him a
glowing ember, and he will
immediately prepare a perfectly
cooked 5 course meal on it.

In the wheelbarrow was everything
he would need, and the steel
barrow would act as the fire bed.
Perfect, who needs a gas fired three
ringed circus machine?

Everyone got out of the water more
or less on time with no one
missing, and Whisky Juliet was
once again not needed. Which
given the shifting shingle, the steep
sea wall, the swell is well worth a
grateful prayer. Why no lift at
Chesil?

After the gut wrenching crawl back
up the beach, we all flopped and
chilled out ready for the
sumptuous barby and a can or two.

Then, BANG, there was the most
ear splitting explosion; gulls fell
from the clouds in droves knocked
out by the concussion wave,
sausages hurtled through the sky
like aerial torpedoes, and burgers
crashed like exploding cow pats
onto the pebbles.

It really isn't a good idea to fire up
a barbecue on top of a fully inflated
wheelbarrow tyre!
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I first became interested in diving
in 1976 while working as a project
engineer for British Leyland in
Oxford. A friend had been diving
in the Scilly Isles and had come
back with a silver “piece of eight”,
and full of excitement about diving.
His enthusiasm was contagious!

I couldn’t even swim at the
time, and decided I would teach
myself. The Cowley pool was only
a short walk (run) from my office. I
could actually get 50 minutes in the
water in the lunch hour!

I'joined Oxford BSAC, in
March 1976, but because of the
structure of the training
programme at that time my first
open water dive was not until 1977
(on the sand-barges). Oxford

BSAC was at the time the second
largest branch in the country with
about 250 members, and had their
own clubhouse with a bar, and
their own compressors. They also
had (and still have) their own hard
boat, moored at Weymouth, and it
was out every weekend of the
summer. Diving was relatively
cheap then — about £2.50 a day. I
very quickly got involved with the
club and became an equipment
officer — pumping bottles to all
hours and servicing valves etc.

All pool training was done
with twin hose valves. One test
involved fitting the kit at the
bottom of the pool (3 metres) using
“twin hose flooders”: the one-way
valves were removed so the hoses
were full of water. This was quite
an experience, and taught you to
“filter” the air out of the water in
your mouth. We made all the kit
we could, including back packs,
weights, weight-belts and wetsuits.
At that time no-one used drysuits
and the size of the cylinders limited
the length of dive to about half an
hour. All our dives were “no stop”
on tables.

The Hoodat Portland was
considered an advanced dive, at
17m!

The currents however
would pick up very quickly and
often it was quite hairy getting
back to the boat. In those days the
wreck came very close to the
surface (which is what caused the
strong currents over it).
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In December 1980 I took
voluntary redundancy and moved
back to my father’s car breakers
yard in Semley, where I had grown
up. For quite a time I carried on
diving with Oxford club; I found
the North Dorset club, but they
weren’t very active at the time.

I remember that a group
from Oxford were planning a week
on the Lizard and I mentioned it to
the North Dorset club, who were
beginning, at least, to do some
simple diving. This chap Graham
Brown, who I hardly knew,
decided to join us — he and I have
been diving together ever since!

The North Dorset club then
started to sort itself out, mainly
pushed into it by Graham. There
was quite a gang of us by then,
including John & Gwyn, Giles, and
a number of others who have since
fallen by the wayside.

I started getting involved
with training while at Oxford,
taking novices on their early dives
and helping in the pool, and
always found this very rewarding,
but in those days we didn’t bother
with official instructors’
qualifications: consequently I only
got around to qualifying as a full
instructor a few years ago.

It's nice to see past trainees
who you have helped train develop
into experienced club members and
in their turn putting something
back.

I've seen a lot of changes in
diving, both to the equipment we
use and in the way we go about it,
but then I have been a member of

BSAC for more than half of its life! I
still mainly enjoy wreck diving but
now even enjoy the sea life
especially the smaller things that
tend to get overlooked (though
even better if it's combined with a
broken up wreck site where you
never know what you might find -
like the Colossus, but that’s another
story!)

Chesil Beach on another Training Night!

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
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