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The number of cameras in the club is 
ever increasing and so is the number of 
pictures that are being taken on dives.  

 
After a year off the club photo competition is back and so 
now everyone is dived up (?) you should be throwing 
yourselves into the water capturing everything to do with 
diving. 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
If you remember the last competition you'll recall the 
eccentric categories which things were eventually grouped 
into (and after a Marine ID course too!). That seemed to 
work very well and rather than set any strict guidelines all 
submissions to do with the club and diving in general will 
be very welcome. Possible genres might be; club life, 
wreckage and myriad types of animals - who'll ever forget 
the turtle which was a mammal? So get snapping now and 
await more details...   
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The last club trip to Pembroke was in 1998, the year Dawn 
and I started training and so we weren't ready to go. That 
trip was run by Andy Saunders as far as I recall, but the 
club collective memory focuses on Dave Tonge's trip a 
few years before. This is perhaps because it was such an 
impressive feat of organisation. At the time, Dave had 
barely 100 dives under his belt and his logbook of the time 
makes good reading as he was clearly full of enthusiasm. 
Writing this now with nearly 3 times as many dives I'm in 
awe and very jealous of the 'can do' spirit and less 
restrictive nature of diving in those days. 
 
Having got the shiny new boat last year I thought it was 
time the club revisited Pembroke and suggested to John 
that it might be fun to run a club trip out there. He had 
fond memories of his last visit and an expedition was born. 
Knowing the area beforehand helped a lot and so the major 
concern was the accommodation rather than the diving. 
Frances found the most amazing place for us to stay, 
Monk Haven Manor; a palatial ex-vicarage with its 
own church, close to its own smugglers bay. Secluded, 
quiet and luxurious. 

 
 
Paul rushes the heavily bandaged patient to casualty 
 
 
Part of the group started off in the bus, Paul Thomas 
having offered to trailer the boat to Wales with his Jeep. 
Dale slip was in legend very shallow and very slippery and 
the extra traction of a 4x4 was a wise precaution. Using a 
monster yank tank to haul the boat also ensured 
'good' progress could be made - the bus would have been 
restricted to the legal limit, and somewhat less uphill. John 
made the early start more bearable by wearing his shades 
from the outset. This made arranging the boat's cover even 
more complicated as they rendered him almost completely 
blind under the fitted tarpaulin. 
 
Unfortunately, the fine looking cover started to come apart 
quite early and we eventually had to take it off. The boat 

had been stored outdoors, under the cover and the stitching 
had been weakened by UV. The stop gave us a chance to 
tweak the trailer lights. Paul T waved them around as I 
tried to fix them, resulting in the unsurprising discovery 
that hitting your head on a 200 horse outboard is no more 
pleasant than on a 90 hp unit and resulted in a torrent of  
colourful language. I was delighted when the good doctor 
cracked his own head in the same fashion*   
*without my help  
 
On the way we were alerted by Mick that we would not be 
able to get the boat down the narrow twisting 'road' to the 
Manor and so we parked the boat at the local dive shop. 
The shop used to own a large field which was easy to park 
in but now had a fiddly boat park already largely filled 
with boats. After much malarkey we pulled it back out of 
the hedge. In the meantime Mick found a friendly farmer's 
yard which was perfect and so we hauled it over there 
with great relief. As usual the time on the bus passed 
pretty quickly as the driving was shared around and we 
arrived in good time. Perfect timing in fact, as Mary 
had prepared a superb meal which we were able to help 
her dispose of even though we were quite tired. 
 
The forecasts weren't good and favoured the north coast so 
we headed hopefully to Little Haven. Despite a tight slip, 
launching wasn't a problem but the preamble took on epic 
proportions as the bus and the boat arrived at a point in the 
village's one way system barred to vehicles of more than 
16 feet. The bus is 17 feet and the loaded trailer is  26 feet 
so this wasn't going to work out... The sign had been 
helpfully placed on a very steep hill and having stopped to 
read the sign forward progress was impossible 
and reversing down the narrow road was the only course. 
Easier said than done. Reversing 3.5 tons of 43 foot long 
articulated vehicle is not a pleasurable recreational pursuit 
and although a team effort, John coped admirably with all 
the hard work and we were able to back far enough that 
the trailer could be chocked. Once unhitched so the bus 
could turn and use its freshly fitted front towbar to finish 
the manoeuvre. The bus stank of toasted clutch for the rest 
of the holiday. 

 
 

Our house (jealous?) 
 
The launch was easy and other divers were taking a RIB 
out at the same time. They were heading the same way as 
us, to Stack Rocks. We were somewhat slower into the 
water than they were and in retrospect a point worth 
noting is always to keep a close eye on the locals as they 
know what to expect… 
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The wind was freshening but we all got a dive and headed 
back somewhat after the other boat. This was a mistake, by 
the time we got back to Little Haven the sea was way out 
and there was no way to recover. 
The waves breaking into the bay also looked as though we 
would be lucky to recover at high water... What to do? 
Certain members of the crew wanted to reach the shore for 
quite basic reasons, others were thinking further ahead and 
realised there wasn't room for everyone to sleep on board. 
Remembering that there was a bay where the club had 
dived before, we trundled down the coast to Martins 
Haven where there were a number of boats moored and in 
the past a rope had been cunningly used to recover boats. 
That would be the target, but first we had to drop someone 
back at Little Haven to bring a vehicle round. Mick, Paul 
T and I would get the vehicles, and use the toilets. The sea 
was fairly wild by now and as we jumped off I did wonder 
where the tide would take us but, like the waves, we were 
carried straight into the bay. Looking back from the water 
as the boat turned away it rose high above us on a wave 
and we were, luckily, carried out away from it as it came 
back down. The boat coped with the big waves 
comfortably but that kind of experience is better gained 
gradually. 
 

 
 
These underwater umbrellas can't be a lot of use 
 
We raced around the coast to Martins Haven and it was 
clear straight away that there was no way to get the boat 
up the beach without a caterpillar tractor. We would have 
to beg a mooring and return either late that night or the 
next day. Paul T had an attempt to get the bus stuck at the 
top of the beach and revived the clutch smell inside. Over 
dinner we concluded that there was nothing other than 
checking to be done that night and so we didn't return in 
earnest until Sunday morning. We were all very relieved 
that the boat, its fittings and all our gear were still there. 
 
Next day we tried something modest first, the Dakotian - 
almost tideless just outside Dale harbour. A 20m deep 
wreck of some size, our first visit was to the stern and the 
back half of the boat is duller than the front, although 
we did find evidence of the original cargo of marmalade. 
Our ascent was confused as the last pair came down using 
the shot line as a brake and dragging it down with 
them. The afternoon dive after Dr Ts sausage sandwiches 
was on the Behar, to the East of Dale at the point of some 
rocks. A cable layer, the wreck was unsurprisingly covered 
with cable and littered with enormous parts of the winding 
gear and well covered with life particularly at the bow. 

Unbeknownst to us this was Dawn's 200th dive. The vis 
was good enough that the necessary threesome wasn't hard 
work. 
 
The completion of a days diving without being trapped on 
the boat or leaving it moored overnight relaxed everyone 
and the evening meal had a party mood...Christina's three 
course spread and plenty of wine made sure of it. 
 

 
 

Our seal zooms in for a closer look 
 
The next day dawned and things looked hopeful for a trip 
around to Skomer. We started with a second trip to the 
Dakotian as the slacks didn't suit a long haul first thing and 
we found that the front of the wreck is very much more 
picturesque than the rear. What limited current there is 
must encourage growth at the bow. In the afternoon we 
sped up to the North Wall of Skomer and enjoyed 
a fantastic dive in a three with poor vis and an attentive 
seal. (As has been mentioned I had trouble getting the 
pictures back and can recommend Data Recovery 
Services in Billericay who saved the proof that we did 
have a grey seal pup follow us for most of the dive). The 
next day we were off to the Lucy and to avoid the long 
trek back for tanks we sent a car to Martins Haven with 
them. The Lucy is Mick's favourite wreck and although it 
sounded stunning we didn't ignore the depth (35-40m) and 
most of us had a redundant air supply. The wreck is 
buoyed and the vis was excellent so after a thorough 
planning session the night before it was actually a very 
relaxing dive. I'd gone as twinset boy but since I 
hadn't reached my planned in-dive tank reg changeover 
point by the time we returned to the shot for my ascent, I 
decided not to use the second at all. How smug was I? 
 

 
Cute or what? 
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Our second dive was a return to North wall but 
unfortunately not a repeat meeting with the seal. We saw a 
fleeting glimpse at the very start of the dive but nothing 
more... 
 
The weather was poor the next day and after bouncing 
around in the bay for a while in worsening weather even I 
conceded that diving wasn't wise. We decamped to the 
cafe and schemed over bacon sandwiches. I thought we 
could get a shore dive in off Martins Haven so Dawn, Paul 
and I trundled over in the bus as no one else said they 
wanted to. I was kindly granted the loan of Micks drysuit 
as my neck seal split just before the bacon sandwiches. I 
was always very sceptical of the odd looking boots 
on Otter's neoprene suits but they were excellent and apart 
from a low crotch and loose wrist seals the suit was a very 
good fit. The dive was at its best just outside the bay and I 
was looking forward to my second dive with Paul but 
he had been getting chilled acting as our shore marshal - I 
suspect Paul only offered to make sure we had a safe dive 
- definite hero material. That was our last day and we 
finished off the remaining food augmenting it with a 
repeat of my patented bacon bolognese (I think there's 
something called Amertriciana which is the same thing 
done right). 
 
The trip back was a bit of a race as we tried to restrain the 
powerful magnetic attraction Suffolk exerted over Dr Ts 
Jeep. Eventually the snaking above 60mph kept us in 
convoy. The bus doesn't suffer such things 
but wouldn't have been able to make such good speed over 
the ground. 
 
It was a shame that such a well organised trip fell foul of 
this years terrible weather. Many thanks to John and 
Frances for all their organisation and to Paul who helped 
them with the dive planning and sailed so 
competently through his club cox assessment that the rest 
of us must hope we don't have to meet such high 
standards. We were still able to get 49 dives in between us 
and 
it is a fantastic part of the country, well worth another trip 
in less than 4 years time. Anyone willing to sign up now? 
 
Details 
We stayed at Monk Haven Manor - booked through 
"Coastal Cottages of Pembrokeshire" which cost £716 for 
the run of the place for up to 8 people. 
www.coastalcottages.co.uk / 01437 767600 
We used our own boat of course but the local dive shop, 
(the only one locally) West Wales Divers can hire them. 
They normally work 8.30 to 5 and will open and fill out of 
hours with warning, but only if you can get through 
(mobile coverage is poor locally) Nitrox and 270 bar fills 
are possible and seemed to be at similar rates to Diveline.  
www.westwalesdivers.co.uk / 01437 781457 
Total bus mileage was 888 miles, as there was a lot of 
shuttling about everyday, the bus fare was 14.88 + 35.24 
fuel. 
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No one knew at the time but Dawn made her 200th dive 
whilst away in Pembrokeshire. She reached this milestone 
on the Behar off Dale and I would have arranged some 
balloons and a cake if I'd known. Many happy returns. 

 
 
Dawn and a friend tango to celebrate her 200th dive 
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Trevor Norton, marine biologist and author of Stars 
beneath the Sea and Reflections on a Summer Sea gave us 
a talk on Thursday 4th of July, many tall tales of urchins 
wearing hats, marine biologists being doused in acid and 
strange goings on with warheads were told... 
 
Around 40 people, some traveling from as far afield as 
London, came for the talk. Copies of Trevor's two books 
were on sale which Trevor signed. Profits from the talk 
and from the sale of the books are going to club funds. 
This was Trevor's first presentation of this particular talk, 
something which the audience probably didn't realise. He 
has plans for at least his next two books, and has kindly 
agreed to come along and give us a talk when he gets his 
next book published. 
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It isn't until you look at the map and start to think seriously 
about getting to Falmouth that the distance strikes you. It's 
a long way, 9 hours and 400 miles saw us arrive with 
enough daylight to walk around the town and eat on a 
veranda at an open restaurant. Our B&B was only 5 
minutes walk from the quay in the north and Falmouth's 
beaches in the south. Sadly Andrew and Susie couldn't 
make it at the last minute due to house aggro so there were 
7 in the bus including Chris Lake, a new friend from Diss 
and O2 clubs, and his non diving wife, Sally. We shared 
the driving and Karen had a go, shaming several so called 
men who have claimed there was a malfunction in their 
arms when attempting the minibus' steering wheel. 4 shifts 
got us there with plenty of breaks to stretch and browse the 
soft porn in the service station shops. We met the skipper, 
Mike Tuffery, and his boat Patrice 2 at the old Customs 
house Quay just after 8am. Patrice 2 is a 1988 Cygnus 
Cyclone - a pretty typical hardboat in most respects. He 
carries O2 so our set was surplus. Mike Tuffery dives off 
the boat himself when he is able to take it out with his  
 

 
Dawn searches for a bare piece of rock between the 

anemones 
 
 
business partner. You can spend time inspecting his kit as 
you sit on the loo in the bow. Our first dive was on Gull 
rock and was a very pleasant surprise. I was diving with 
Chris and I don't think he had ever seen so much wildlife 
in such good vis (10m). The gulleys covered with 
anemones and deadmans fingers stretched away into the 
distance. We saw a sleepy dogfish almost straight way and 
then moved on to the Whelps, a sucession of smaller peaks 
running down from gull rock. These were conical and 
could be circled before moving on to the next. The bright 
sun lit up the whole site and up in the shallows at the end 
of the dive shoals of fry, assorted small fish and rock 
cooks swarmed around the kelp on the heads of the rock. 
The wreck to follow was the Hera, coincidently the name 
of a ship tied up in Falmouth docks, perhaps a walking 
tour was on the cards. Instead it was a sparse low profile 
collection of wreckage, attractive in the clear water but not 
very reminiscent of a boat. Apparently there is a resident 
octopus but he is usually seen only at night. A slight run 
across the wreck made keeping station with each other a 

bit of gentle exercise but low down in its lee it was still 
and the low swim through beneath a short section of plates 
was well lit with just natural light. We got fills at Cornish 
Diving, a couple of minutes walk from the quay. Their gas 
pricing is pretty keen. £1.25/1.5/2for a 10/12/15l of air 
£3.50/4.0 for 40% nitrox. Unfortunately their hours made 
life a little rushed on the second day. We ate that evening 
at an Indian on the main drag above the quays. Everyone 
was completely stuffed and the sauces were unusually hot 
and fruity. Chris was tired of Vindaloo and tried the next 
degree of heat, and fears he may have damaged his 
bottom. 
 

 
The Plumose family on holiday 

 
 
On Sunday we headed south to Raglan Reef which is a 
spectacular pinnacle, part of the Manacles reef system (the 
premier dive location for the region). They were popular 
with another 4 or 5 boats nearby. The vis wasn't quite so 
good (plankton) which was a shame although the vistas 
across the solidly encrusted rocks were glorious. There 
were jewel anemones in abundance here - it looked like 
someone had been painting the rocks. Passing a torch over 
them is often a surprise as they change colour in your 
beam. The blue ones become purple and green ones 
become quite orange. The afternoon wreck waas the 
Peterson, flat as usual. Home to many congers but most 
spectactularly the landing ground for several Rhizostoma 
Octopus - enormous fat legged jellyfish - getting on for a 
metre long.  
 

 
A crash landed Rhizostoma octopus jellyfish 
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Checking on the next days diving we found that the NW 
winds which had persisted for the last few days had blown 
out our dives on the North coast from St Ives. Patrice 2 
wasn't available early the next day so Mike E called 
around and persuaded Cornish divers to take us out in 
Under Pressure. Whereas Patrice 2 is a typical hardboat - 
tiny cabin, open rear deck and assorted clutter - this was 
more Red Sea than Farnes. A sleek craft with a lot of 
space inside and a small tidy rear deck. With only 6 of us 
onboard it was truly luxorious. Steve even has barbeque 
which fits on to the side rail for on board entertaining. Our 
first dive was a return to Gull rock, the vis wasn't as good 
and the more northerly side was quite different, a gently 
sloping field of angled rocky shelves rather than big rocks 
and gulleys - which we had expected. We found a couple 
of Sea Hares mating and after putting them off their 
stroke, or whatever it is they do, found that find our way 
back to the best kelp heads was actually rather tricky and 
had to settle for a deeper one for the end of our dive. The 
cabin is a dry area but it was a pleasure to strip off and 
lounge around inside. 

 
 

Karen, "You lookin' at me?" 
 
Steve, the skipper and head honcho of Cornish Diving, is 
very likeable and not at all skipperish. This was helped by 
the fact that he reminded me a lot of my uncle Harry - 
though not the unfortunate part about having died. I think 
he may have come from the east end, of Cornwall. We 
learnt about the biggest merl (a form of coral) bed in the 
UK being a safe local dive in bad winds and that they were 
in the process of setting up a dive 'hostel' kind of set up for 
groups to stay cheaply without anxious landladies fretting 
over your full english. Its also possible to do an all-in 
booking of the boat for £35 per head where air and food is 
included, deals with accomodation will be on the cards 
too. An interesting proposition with cheap flights from 
Stansted to Newquay available. I wanted to like the 
traditional, gritty basicness of Patrice 2 more but Under 
Pressure was an excellent boat and Steve (another diver) 
couldn't do enough to help, a bit like having a parent 
board. The afternoon dive was on the Epsilon, another flat 
wreck but in good vis and another with congers to 
discover. Although broken some thoughtful soul had laid a 
line between the chunks and so it was easy to drift along 
taking in the main bits. Even this limited selection of 
boilers, girders and plates was splashed with jewel 
anemones. Inconveniently this was slightly deeper dive 
than the first and we were on weak nitrox so we were torn 
away to avoid deco. We were back on the quay just after 
3pm and after settling up in the shop and various malarky 
we were away from the B&B just after 4. The drive back 

started slowly but got better and we kept the pauses to a 
minimum. Many thanks to Mike for choosing such a 
pleasant town and such a good selection of dive sites. He 
did very well to keep us diving when the weather 
scuppered our North coast plans. He stayed on in Cornwall 
for a week of well earned rest after he saw us safely on our 
way. It was a pleasure to have Chris and Sally Lake along 
with the party and I think this mostly wildlife diving trip 
has tempted him away from wreck-centric UK diving.  
 
Contact numbers; Mike Tuffery skipper of Patrice 2 
[07979 335181] (excellent at selecting great dive sites and 
dropping divers spot on; very well priced hardboat) 
Cornish Diving, Falmouth [01326 311265] (dive shop and 
boat trips) Dive St Ives (un tried) Porthkerris Diving, close 
to the Manacles [01326 280620] 4 Seasons Guesthouse 
B&B [01326 311465] £22/person/night (very friendly and 
helpful)  
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Many years ago, on my RYA2 course at Fort Bovi, the 
instructors (who were barking mad - we got stopped 
numerous times by the police for speeding and 
even went for a motor inside the naval base!) took us out 
to the Martello Tower which they used for their 
commercial training. They showed us their 
commercial gear, and then said that traditionally. people 
jumped off the tower. They pointed at first to the steps ... 
about 6m above the water at their highest. Everyone 
jumped off that. Then, they pointed up to 2 girders 
sticking 4m out from the top of the tower and laid down 
the challenge! 
 
Well, a few of us went to the top, and two jumped off the 
ends of the girders. I edged along to the end of one girder, 
my friend was on the other. They were about 3 m apart. 
We both looked down and said "stuff this - far 
too high". Then I foolishly said if he would do it, so would 
I. Then he stepped off. B*st* rd! So I did as well. Bl* *dy 
long way down that was ... you've actually got time to look 
around you as you are falling!  Didn't blow any seals - I 
untucked my neoprene neck seal and held my arms up 
(bad move that as I got tremendous hand slap which meant 
I couldn't touch anything or use my hands for about 5 
minutes. Getting back into a rib without using your hands 
is, well interesting!)  Apparently I was the first 'girlie' who 
had ever done that jump and the instructors didn't believe 
any of us would do it! 
 
When we got back to Bovi, one of the guys who had also 
jumped undid his dry-suit and found that his underpants 
had split from the front waistband right round to the back! 
He claimed it was due to hitting the water at speed, but we 
all reckoned he was so scared he farted big-time and split 
t hem ; - )   Best,- h 
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The Sunstar Minibus is a 9 seater LDV. It is lovingly 
looked after by our Minibus Officer Craig Snowling.  It 
has plenty of room in the back to store heavy kit, a roof 
rack for lighter bulky kit (such as kitbags), towbars fitted 
front and back, comfy seats with seatbelts and headrests 
and a radio to while away those long journeys. Craig has 
even thoughtfully provided a ladder so that the vertically 
challenged can put their kit into the roof rack which is also 
known as the shark cage! 
 
 
 

 
 
 
The minibus is available for use on all club trips, and is 
also available for hire for private trips if it is not already 
being used by the club. There is a minimum cost of £20 
for non-club use. The minibus can be booked either 
through Craig or through the Sunstar diary system if you 
have a password. 
 
Any club member over the age of 25 can drive the 
minibus. 
The minibus must be returned full of diesel after use and 
the mileage sheet must also be filled in and any problems 
reported. 
The per-person cost of a journey in the minibus can be 
calculated by using the following formula: 
 
 

Miles Cost per  mile 
0 - 50 8p 
51 - 100 4p 
101 - 200 2p 
200+ 1p 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
There is also an easy to use calculator on the minibus 
webpage. 
 
Please contact Craig for more details about the use of the 
minibus or to let him know about any problems. 
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Well Done to Shani Eimers who has gained her Diver 
Coxswain qualification.  
 
Regards, Raj  
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No trip is without hiccups and the first diving incident 
occurred when John noticed he had packed 3 halves of his 
suit and only one half of Frances'. She was able to hire one 
but I don't think she'll let him forget in a hurry. The 
diveshop staff included a girl from Colchester which took 
some of the exotic foreign sheen off it. The other 
passengers on the boat were changed regularly to avoid us 
getting bored with them. One day we were joined by a 
large, nervous girl preparing to do her PADI 'discover 
scuba' - imagine how that will set her diving aspirations 
compared with 20 minutes in the Diveline pool. 
 
I generally carried the camera, but was enormously jealous 
when on the day Dawn was persuaded to give it a go a 
beautiful octopus posed, pouted and made love to the lens 
for her. We got a lot of good pictures, in amongst the 
dross, but those octopus pictures are fantastic - a perfect 
combination of subject, lighting and opportunity. I'm still 
as jealous as a cat with the second best ball of wool. 
 
Being slightly cold and not classic tourist coral, the divers 
on the boat were either localish or had come here on 
purpose. One day we had a pair who combined both, two 
mad tech style divers - a walrus moustached German and a 
Kiwi who had rebuilt his own rebreather. I think it was a 
Drager, perhaps it was less dangerous than it looked? They 
were keen to go to the back of Scarey cave, an impossible 
challenge for John and Frances to resist. For the rest of us, 
squeezing into a cave recently vacated by the bulky 
German and his friend with the battered RB wasn't as 
urgent. 
 
After an early (8.30) start we were back every day by mid 
afternoon and there were several places to eat at the 
marina. The best was the pizzeria, amazingly run by a 
bloke from Essex. They did other stuff too and great 
dessert - their dense chocolate torte was pure evil* . 
Frances learnt that feeding seagulls at your table is like 
inviting a lot of thugs to peck your legs - or in fact the legs 
of those on the table next to you if you throw the food that 
way. The trail of bloated animals across New Zealand 
witnessed that Frances continued feeding anything that 
walked by - cats mostly. 
*This is a different kind of evil to the one that inhabits my 
undersuit. 
 
The most spectacular sight of the Islands is the gathering 
of hundreds of stingrays in the arches of the islands. Sadly, 

we were too early for the gathering this year, their 
numbers had also been affected by Orca attacks. We were 
disappointed not to have seen them in their favourite 
Northern Arch, but did enjoy their company in a shallow 
bay as we rocked back and forth in a powerful surge. A 
few of them were resting, parked like space ships on the 
sand. They were disgruntled, but not startled and rippled 
about keeping an eye on us. These were short tailed sting 
rays, 3-4 feet across and 4 feet long. 
 
I didn't see any sharks under water, but out near the Sugar 
Loaf and Tie Dye Arch we watched a bronze whaler at the 
surface herding a shoal of spluttering, splashing mao mao. 
Only a few minutes later the same location also hosted a 
leatherback turtle.  The islands are affected by weather and 
apparently getting a dive out on Tie Dye Arch is relatively 
unusual, the winds quickly build the seas up around that 
isolated islet. The main islands are big enough that there is 
always a sheltered side. We moved around a lot, diving all 
over and only repeating one site, and that by popular 
demand. The other boats, perhaps with less pushy and 
'experienced ' passengers stuck to the protected bay on the 
west of the largest island most of the time. 

 
 

A leather jacket, NZ trigger fish  
 

What the weather did do was build the sea state, on the 4th 
day it was as bad as they would consider going out in. The 
14 mile trip usually took 40minutes but fighting 1m waves 
on a 1m swell into a strong wind it took an hour. The crew 
was ready - with sick bags. We weren't encouraged to 
chuck over the side and sully their marine environment. I 
was fine until the first bag was asked for but I was only 
trying to put off the inevitable. Once someone had cracked 
I added my request and felt the volcanic heritage of these 
ancient islands well within me. I thought that I was stoic 
and resigned. On the other side of the boat, a slight 
Japanese girl was trying to sing and hand jive her way 
over the impeding return of her Kellogg’s Sushi Crispies. 
It didn't work. 3 British women who joined us that day had 
their own drill for these occasions - out on the soaking rear 
spray deck in their kagoules they stared off to the horizon 
and succeeded in retaining their dignity and breakfast. 
Regular Stugeron from that point on! 
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All asleep on the way home on the 5th day diving  
 
 
As the 'odd' one on our trip Paul unfortunately paid the 
price of not having a ready made victim/buddy. Poor Paul 
had to suffer a selection of variously qualified, 
experienced and empathetic dive partners* . Big Gay Bob 
seemed very friendly, Thomas the Danish dickhead was 
hopeless, Karen the Kiwi newly qualified instructor 
looked to be the best of the bunch. She'd actually seen the 
recent killer whale attack on the stingrays but normally 
dived a little further south near Goat Island. 
 
* In Australia things were sadly also inconsistent, Mike 
Ball's people were happy to partner up their rusty and 
trainee divers with anyone who looked capable of saving 
them, so Paul put his fin down and asked for a capable 
buddy, which in most cases was one of the staff. 
 
On the 5th day we overheard dramas unfolding over the 
VHF. A diver had been recovered unwell and although we 
had a diving doctor onboard that day the offer of help was 
turned down as the boat made for shore at top speed. It 
transpired that it was the owner of the dive boat who had 
suffered inner ear barotrauma, the chap left in charge 
hadn't fancied any tricky manoeuvres to take a medic on 
board whilst underway and opted for reaching land ASAP. 
Although we had gone out to see the rays there was 
actually a little 2ft one feeding in the harbour shallows. 
 
They didn't feed us on the boat but there was all the hot 
drink and soup we could cope with. On top of this there 
was Milo, in case you are faced with this don't be scared. 
Its a malted chocolate drink.  
 
John, Paul and I were all camera'd up and most days 2 or 3 
of the other divers were as well. Most of the others were 
conventional and there was a lot of interest in our digital 
toys. The islands were an endless series of photo 
opportunities and even though we took more than 50 
pictures on each dive it didn't capture the density of the 
encrusting life and the fantastic colours on the insides of 
the many arches. The arches were the remains of vents in 
the volcano of which the islands are the remains of one 
side of the rim. 
 
In the arches the shoals of fish hid out of the sun and away 
from the diving birds and the kelp and tougher wall 
dwellers gave way to coral and vivid encrusting sponges. 
The funnelled sea water made forays through these 
channels quite strenuous, in one direction at least. 
 

The local fish are an interesting crowd, a bait ball shoal of 
6-12" koru flash along the rock walls. Bigger Mao Mao 
lurk in smaller groups and all about curious leather jackets 
watch only just out of reach. They are unmistakably 
related to trigger fish and although numerous are similarly 
difficult to get a good picture of. Lots of Moray eels 
peered from between rocks, not as large as the tropical 
ones but still powerful predators - yellow, grey and 
marbled varieties all came out to pose for us. 
 

 
 

A small, bald, yellow moray  
 

After the diving we had a day spare and on a day when the 
precipitation barely paused so we could tell if it was 
raining for the amount of water in the air we headed North. 
Sadly there was a slight error in the route selected and it 
turned into something of a marathon. The idea was to get 
up to 90 mile beach and see some of the ancient forests on 
the west coast. With the heavy rain we had to trade the 
actual forest for a rather exotic shop where the ancient 
kauri trees were made into things - furniture, frames, 
bowls and as the centrepiece, supporting the whole 
building, a spiral staircase made from a single 30 tonne 
chunk of trunk. 
 

 
Dawn's friendly octopus  

 
Rain or not, we were not to be denied our swim in the 
Tasman Sea. It is possible to drive the length of ninety 
mile but we decided to change before the sand started and 
run into the sea.  
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Frances was excused this stupidity as she was in charge of 
committing the moment to film. It was quite a long way 
and it was really quite cold.   In fact reaching the water 
was only part of it and we had to go another few hundred 
yards before it was a swimming depth. The waves were 
pretty strong and there was a strong long shore undertow. 
After a swim out with the current and surfing back on the 
waves against it, I looked back to check on Dawn. Whilst 
my back was turned a high, quiet wave snuck up and 
swamped me. I spat out the sea and Dawn noticed 
immediately that my glasses were gone. I realised straight 
away that I didn't stand a hope in hell of finding them so 
we waded back. John and Paul were some way further 
along the beach by now and were having drama of their 
own. They had gone out and were having trouble 
swimming back. John later said he was genuinely 
concerned for his life and was heartened that he had felt so 
determined to make it back to shore. Just as well they did, 
or they might have arrived in Australia a week before our 
accommodation was ready. On the way back we made sure 
I swam on the east coast so that we had tried the Pacific 
too on the same day. A funny way to end an interesting but 
challenging day but it got us back in a light hearted mood. 
 
 
John and Paul's drama was more extreme than mine but it 
was over, the ocean had claimed my sight... However 
within a few hours I had got hold of my prescription and 
the next morning whilst the others enjoyed a fernery I met 
a Yorkshire optician, got some contact lenses and arranged 
to meet some glasses a few days later in Auckland. It had 
delayed us by a few hours but we were ready to head 
South. 
 
Coming relatively soon - Part 3!!!  
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This w/e I assisted with a DCS incident at Dorothea, the 
casualty was whisked off to the Wirral for recompression 
treatment. 
 
The diver was doing a deep dive (90m OC perfectly 
executed profile before any one asks or speculates and he 
did not deny any of the symptoms, a thoroughly sensible 
attitude) and soon after surfacing was exhibiting 
symptoms of DCS, shoulder pain, lack of feeling in the 
fingers (checked by pinching the nail beds where even a 
tight pinch did not register too well) and basically 
unsteady (balance). I diagnosed this as bordering on Type 
II DCS. We treated with immediate O2 and called in the 
helicopter and paramedics. 
 
A few things I learned to reinforce the good stuff taught on 
the diver medic course: 
 
1. Dive in a team who are diver medics and will get stuck 
in (the PADI qualification and BSAC bits served me well). 
If you are not a diver medic and O2 provider, get 
qualified, it helps if you have at least two on the team, 

because if there is only one it puts him under a lot of stress 
to do all the work. 
 
2. Carry Oxygen with a face mask (I have a 12 litre of the 
stuff for topping off my tanks but we have an O2 kit as 
well, we got through two of the small 3 litre tanks in one 
hour!, so carry 3 litres at 200 bar for each 30 minutes you 
are away from the emergency services). It can take an hour 
even locally before your casualty is away to the chamber. 
 
3. Space blankets for warmth and shock, get one on the 
casualty straight away, I was surprised how quick he went 
into shock. I also had a sleeping bag handy as we were 
camped for the weekend. Get any wet clothes off them 
(casualty was in a drysuit so no problem here).  
 
4. We always carry loads of bottled water, but get one of 
those strawed cups, it hurts the casualty like hell if you 
move him to give him water. We pushed over a litre of 
water, more would have been better, but watch for choking 
closely of course. 
 
5. Tie your loose kit down, or better still remove it from 
the area completely, the down draft of the chopper is 
unbelievable, even big items get blown around and 
covered in crap! 
 
6. Get the crowd moved well back, back seat medics and 
people making smart comments about the symptoms of 
DCS, how they got bent as a nine bob note and that the 
chopper is coming from Scotland even if well intentioned 
doesn't make the casualty feel better, I waffled a bit myself 
to pass the time, so monitor what you say yourself. 
 
7. Tie both his computers and his slate to him, and get the 
dive buddy to write his actual profile, name, address and 
date of birth plus next of kin details clearly on a bit of 
paper and tie that to him as well. I did, and the emergency 
services were grateful. 
 
8. Delegate the buddy to go with the casualty and get 
others to sort kit, etc.,. Use the people around you to get 
the job done. 
 
9. Phone the next of kin ASAP, the other half or mum will 
nag for the next five years if you left it "till later". 
 
I hope he makes a good recovery, we were glad to help 
even though we didn't know him and I hope if I ever have 
a problem that people would muck in like yesterday for 
me. 
 
A big vote of thanks to the RAF Rescue Helicopter, 
Paramedics and Police, if you are a diver, stick some 
money in their collection boxes next time you see them, 
we need them in our sport from time to time. 
 
Regards 
 
Stephen Bird. 
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Diving in Pattaya 
 

by David Parkinson 
 

Those of you who read the mailing list will have seen that 
I had an unexpected opportunity to join my daughter, 
Anna, on a 10-day holiday in Pattaya, Thailand at the end 
of May.  She had booked this through lastminute.com.  
She went to relax and pick up a suntan; I went along to 
keep her company and also do some more warm-water 
diving.   It was my first visit to Thailand. 

 
Pattaya Area Map 

Pattaya is a place you go for the night life.  We were there 
in the low season – I hate to think what it is like in the 
high season!  Whilst the fact it was the low season was 
obvious in a number of places (deserted beaches etc), 
Pattaya itself was busy enough for me.  We were staying 
in the Sunbeam Hotel in Soi 8, close to 2nd Road.  This put 
us close to central Pattaya.  It took less than two minutes 
to walk down the road to the beach.  In that time we 
passed more than 50 bars, which, in the evening, would be 
blaring loud music and be full of young Thai women 
encouraging you to stop and have a drink (and more).  It 
wasn’ t quite as bad during the day.  We avoided these bars 
and, in the evening, tended to drink in more restaurant type 
bars despite the higher prices.  (Maybe 80 baht for a 
Singha beer rather than 50 – the exchange rate was ~60 
baht to the English pound).  After several days we got it 
right – buy the drink at the local mini-mart (beer @ 30 
baht) and walk down to the beach and sit and watch the 
sunset whilst drinking it before moving on the find 
somewhere to eat.  The hotel itself was fine, and our room 
was on the 10th floor which meant we were well clear of 
all the noise at ground level. 
In the ten days we were there I did five days of diving – a 
balance between the diving and keeping Anna company.  
Before we left I did a bit of research on the Internet about 
the diving in Pattaya but without any real result.  A 
Google search using key words like “pattaya diving trip 

report”  brought up some rather graphic descriptions and 
costs in relation to the “night”  life and nothing to do with 
the pros and cons of the various local dive operators.   
There are plenty of dive operations in Pattaya (around 
12?), and based on the web sites I found I decided to go 
with a German run organisation – Paradise Scuba Divers 
(http://www.tauchen-thailand.de/).  It was a rather 
arbitrary choice but one I didn’ t really regret making.  
They also turned out to be just over a five minute walk 
from the hotel.  They aren’ t the largest of the operators 
there (I believe Mermaid is), but they had their own 
reasonably sized boat and turned out to be friendly and 
accommodating.  I had exchanged a few emails with them 
before I went, and for my diving I ended up paying 1800 
baht a day (tank, weights, lunch, two dives).  I was able to 
leave my gear with them over the period I dived which 
saved me having to carry it back and forth to/from the 
hotel.  In retrospect I wonder if I might have been able to 
negotiate the price down a little – especially in view of it 
being the low season, but I hadn’ t got into that mode on 
the first day.  Anna joined me on the boat for a couple of 
days and the charge for her was 500 baht/day. 

 
The Dive Boat 

As to the diving itself – the visibility was not fantastic.  It 
varied between about 6 and 12 metres due to the 
suspended matter in the water.  I gather that in November 
to January it is very much better, often being 30M+ on 
some of the sites.  The majority of the dives I did were on 
the shallow side, maybe 10-15M at the deepest point, but 
most of the time in the 5-10M range.  This didn’ t bother 
me as the important thing is what you can see, not the 
depth, and with shallower dives one does have the side 
benefit of longer bottom times!  There were lots of 
interesting coral dives, but no large fish.  However on a 
couple of dives I did come across a large turtle – but 
probably not the same one!  The water temperature was 
consistently 30-31oC.  In all cases the surface interval 
between the morning and afternoon dives was at least 2 
hours, unlike my experience in Antigua where it was 
around 45 minutes (but no lunch).  The lunches on the 
boat were also excellent. The instructor/guide from 
Paradise Scuba Divers was Kay (pronounced Kye) 
Brunkau.  He was from Berlin. 
Each diving day followed a similar pattern: I got to the 
Dive Shop around 8am and by ~8:30am we’d made our 
way to the dive boat at the Pattaya pier.  We set off for the 
dive site soon after that.  I either dived as one of a pair, or 
in threesome with a dive guide.  (If there were other divers 
on the boat they were usually in the middle of a course of 
some kind).  Depending on the distance to the dive site 
we’d return to the pier between 3:30pm and 5pm. 
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My first day’ s diving was on Thursday (we arrived 
Tuesday evening) and the boat went out to one of the 
outlying islands, Ko Rin, where we dived two locations.  I 
was buddied up with Andy, a fellow Brit, and Kay lead the 
first dive1.  It was a drift dive with a strong current at first 
that then tailed off as we got further round the reef.  About 
15 minutes into the dive (having decided we were 
competent?) Kay signalled for us to buddy-up and then left 
us to our own devices.  The dive started around 14m, but 
mostly was around 11m.  Plenty of interesting corals, 
shoals of (small) fish, a stone fish and a large turtle.  The 
dive time was 49 minutes.  The afternoon dive was 
similar, but slightly shallower.  This time a few puffer fish 
turned up as well.  One thing that was present on all dives 
in profusion were sea urchins! 
The next day we went to two locations on Ko Lan. The 
first dive was slightly delayed as we had to wait for two 
oversleeping American servicemen to turn up by 
speedboat.  Kay commented that the empty beach we were 
anchored off would have been covered with people a few 
months earlier.  Kay had some students in tow and so the 
Thai Captain kitted up and acted as dive leader for us for 
the day. He was an experienced diver, and although his 
English was very limited he “spoke”  extremely well 
underwater!  The two dives were basically coral dives 
although I did spot a couple of rays hiding in the rocks on 
the first dive.  The second dive was a drift dive, but quite 
shallow at around 5m.  The first ten minutes was across a 
sandy bottom before we picked up the reef.  Not as boring 
as it sounds as there was plenty of small life to see lurking 
in the sand if you had your eyes open.  Once we reached 
the reef we passed some amazing coral formations along 
the way before finally surfacing after an hour.  As the 
captain had a tendency to fin (strongly at times) with the 
current we covered a considerable distance on the dive.  I 
had my camera with me on these dives, but being a cheap 
one (flash on the camera, no external strobes), the pictures 
generally weren’ t very good due to all the suspended 
matter in the water. 
On Saturday I took a day off diving and did a trip with 
Anna to “Coral Island”  which turned out to be Ko Lan.  
This trip had a strong commercial edge to it (opportunities 
to “sell”  the punters further things) which rather took the 
edge off it.  The snorkelling was interesting if you got far 
enough out, but you had to be wary of the sea urchins on 
the bottom whilst wading out from the beach, as well as 
the jet skis on the surface at all times. 
                                                           
1 I believe it was intended that three US servicemen dive  with us, but 
they entered the water first, submerged rapidly and vanished! 

The following Monday Anna did a trip to Samet Island (a 
national park area) which was far better – white sands and 
no intrusive pushing of flipflops, hats, paragliding, jet skis, 
manicures, massages etc. 
Sunday was diving again.  This day things were slightly 
different as we were diving to the south of Pattaya on the 
wreck of the Hardeep.  The day started off with a 45 
minute taxi ride down to Sattahip (a local fishing village) 
along with all the gear and air bottles.  There we 
transferred to a local fishing boat2 for the dive.  Anna 
came along on this trip which brought the numbers up to 
8.  (They restrict the total to 10 due to the size of the boat).  
This time I was buddied up with another Brit – Andy.  He 
actually lives and works in Rayong, a town a short way 
down the coast from Sattahip.  This had the side-benefit 
that Anna and I travelled down to Sattahip in his air-
conditioned pickup rather than being bounced around in 
the back of the taxi along with the dive gear. 

 
Local Taxi 

Due to the local conditions (currents) we ended up doing a 
coral dive in the morning, and the wreck dive in the 
afternoon.  For both these dives Andy and I were put in the 
hands of a young Thai girl who was completing her 
Divemaster training.  The morning dive was on Ko 
Chuang.  The corals and the topography here were 
excellent but the visibility was only just over 8m.  It was a 
very enjoyable dive but could have been better.  Our guide 
kept high (max depth 11m) a meter or so above the highest 
point of the reef.  I felt there was more to see if we’d been 
down exploring the many gullies and canyons in the reef.  
(I did spot the odd ray and puffer fish lurking down there).  
Also when she also brought us up after 40 minutes I still 
had 90 bar left in my tank and my buddy also had plenty 
of air left.  There was a certain amount of swell running 
and I got back on the boat to find that Anna was slightly 
seasick.  We then moved to a more sheltered bay for lunch 
where she soon felt better. 
In the afternoon we moved on to the Hardeep which was 
only a short distance away.  As you would expect this site 
was rather busy.  I listened to Kay briefing our Dive 
Leader on our briefing, but when she briefed us a lot 
seemed to have got lost on the way.  Her briefing was very 
short and was no more than “we go down the line, we 
come up the line, we do not penetrate the wreck” .  

                                                           
2 In the high season they occasionally move their dive boat down to 
Sattahip for the day. 
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The Sattahip Dive Boat 

The Hardeep is a 803 ton merchant ship first 
registered in 1940. The ship is 68.11 metres long, 
10.84 metres wide and 5.43 metres deep.  It was 
bombed and sunk on the 1st June 1945.  The crew 
managed to swim to the nearby Chuang Island and 
no one was killed in the attack.  The ship now lies on 
its starboard side in around 30 meters of water. 

 
The Hardeep Wreck 

The wreck is buoyed, and, once another dive boat had 
moved out of the way, we moved up and temporarily 
moored to the buoy.  We rolled off the side of the boat, 
swam up to the bow and descended down the line to the 
top of wreck. There was a slight current running, which 
was only noticeable at the start of the descent, not once we 
got down to wreck.  From the top of the hull we dropped 
down to the bottom (24m) near the stern and then 
traversed the front (deck) of the wreck three times on a 
gently rising profile.  Finally we came up along the top of 
the hull from the bow to the buoy line near the stern which 
we followed to the surface with the usual (PADI) 3 minute 
safety stop at 5 meters.  This time I exited the water after 
30 minutes with just over 70 bar in the tank.  We were 
quickly collected by the boat and set off back to Sattahip.  
There was plenty of life on the wreck – corals, fish and 
divers! 
In retrospect I think this day was the best diving of the 
week with the combination of the corals in the morning 
and the wreck in the afternoon.  I’m sorry that I didn’ t 
repeat it (they dive it Sundays and Wednesdays) but I had 
already organised an outing with Anna for the following 
Wednesday.  (This was to the Elephant Village – highly 
recommended). 
My last two days diving were on the Monday and 
Tuesday.  On Monday I was buddied up with Lee from 
Hongkong who I’d met the previous day on the wreck 
dive.  We dived on our own as a pair, with both dives 

being drift dives.  For the second dive we used an SMB. 
This time we were diving off Ko Han Winchai. 
The first dive was to a maximum depth of 17m.  The boat 
was anchored in a small bay, and after entering the water 
we swam on a compass bearing to pick up the reef.  We 
followed the reef around the corner of the island.  Towards 
the end we came across a large turtle resting gently by the 
reef.  Naturally it legged it once we noticed it!  Earlier on I 
noted some cuttlefish, various small spotted rays and some 
puffer fish.  Shortly after encountering the turtle the reef 
ran out (about 30 minutes dive time) so I signalled to my 
buddy that we should turn round and retrace our steps.  
This we did, finning back against a very slight current – 
nothing particularly onerous.  For some reason this turned 
out to be too much for him and he indicated we should 
surface, so surface we did a few minutes later.  I had 70 
bar left and he had a similar amount of air. 
After lunch we moved to another point on the island.  This 
dive was similar to the first, but shallower (max depth 
9m).  Once again interesting corals and canyons.  After a 
while the reef petered out but we kept on going this time.  
We came across occasional interesting coral outcrops – 
especially towards the end.  After circling what turned out 
to be the final one (which I found very impressive) it 
looked like there was nothing further ahead so we decided 
surface.  The dive time was just over 50 minutes.  The 
boat was nearby having followed the SMB and came in to 
collect us.  For some reason my Hongkong buddy decided 
to submerge again whilst we were moving out towards the 
boat, so when I collected the line thrown from the boat I 
had to swim back away from it to get hold of him.  Even 
when I had managed to attract his attention (which got him 
to the surface) he was too preoccupied with dealing with 
the SMB to notice that the boat was getting further and 
further away.  Luckily they were able to pay out a lot more 
line and I managed to reach him and grab his hand and put 
it on the line before they ran out of rope. 
Also on the boat that day was a gentleman from India.  He 
was along to do a “Discover Scuba”  dive.  Talking with 
him I discovered he was actually in the medical 
profession, had treated barotraumas in the past, and was 
interested in seeing one of the causes of them.  He was 
from somewhere in the centre of India – well clear of any 
large masses of water.  Subsequently it turned out that this 
was also his first trip in a boat and after a while he was 
seasick.  I’m glad to say that despite this he really enjoyed 
his trial dives in the sheltered bay where we anchored at 
lunch time. 
When we got back to the Dive Shop late that afternoon it 
transpired that I was the only one diving the following 
day.  (No problem as far as Kay was concerned).  When I 
turned up the following morning I discovered that in the 
interim another diver had turned up – somebody from 
Japan this time.  This day we headed out to some small 
islands near Ko Lan.  The morning dive was on Ko Sak.  
This was another gentle reef dive starting (and finishing) 
in a sheltered bay.  The maximum depth was 13m 
although most of the dive was in the 5-6m range resulting 
in a dive time of 64 minutes (with 65 bar left).  A 
colleague of Kay’s acted as dive leader on this dive.  (Kay 
had been out late the evening before and spent the morning 
asleep on the deck!) 
In the afternoon we moved on to Ko Crok (Ko Khrok?) 
for a drift dive.  This was a dive that Kay hadn’ t done for 
about a year, but was part of his promise to me that he 
would do his best to ensure that we didn’ t repeat any 
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dives.  This turned out to be a very enjoyable final dive.  
The maximum depth was 11m although most of it was at 
7-8m.  The visibility varied between 8-11m.  We kept to 
the bottom of the reef, but it also looked to be a dive that 
could be repeated at a shallower depth as there seemed to 
be plenty to see higher up.  One thing I found interesting 
was that at regular intervals we came across pairs of 
butterfly fish.  As ever they always turned end-on 
whenever I pointed the camera at them.  There were also 
some larger fish that I hadn' t spotted in previous dives, but 
unfortunately, even borrowing the captain' s fish book, I 
couldn' t identify them.  There was a suggestion that they 
might be Imperator' s (German classification?). 
In summary I would say that I enjoyed the diving, but I 
wouldn' t necessarily travel to Pattaya in May/June just to 
dive.  November-January sounds to be better, but then you 
have the problem of the crowds (in Pattaya and on the dive 
sites) of peak season. 
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If you like what you©ve seen in this month' s newsletter, 
why not think about joining Sunstar?  Divers of all levels 
are welcome! The club has great facilities for all kinds of 
diving, and offers a wide range of training and courses.  
We are also organising loads of diving trips this year, both 
in the UK and abroad. 
 
We have several schemes you could join under - varying 
from complete beginner to first-class diver.  New Trainees 
normally pay £228 for the year (including training), 
whereas experienced divers pay £150 p.a, with some 
discount available if you work at BT and already pay 
ATLAS membership.  Please contact Mike Saucede, club 
secretary for Membership forms and the exact payment 
details on 01473 623918 or info@sunstar.org.uk. 
 
You can also find out more information on the club©s web-
site at www.sunstar.org.uk which has constant updates on 
what' s happening with the club, or come and meet us at 
the Lord Nelson Pub, Ipswich (next to Fore Street 
swimming pool) on Monday nights. 
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Post Holder 
Chairman Tracey Skirrow 

Diving Officer Raj Mistry 
Training Officer Christina Dowdeswell 

Secretary Mike Saucede 
Treasurer Duncan Jay 

Expeditions Officer Robert Spray 
Communications Officer Sarah Thompson 
Minibus Officer and New 

Members Rep 
Craig Snowling 

Boat Officer Andy Auchterlonie 
Equipment Officer Mark Smyth 
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2002 Club Calendar  
August 
14 Broomhill Pool Session 7-9pm, Sherrington Road Andy Tyas (Diveline) training  
17 ± 18 Neaps in Norfolk  Pete Young C club D  
28 Broomhill Pool Session 7-9pm, Sherrington Road Andy Tyas (Diveline) training  
September 
6 ± 15 Scapa Flow Scotland Andrew Auchterlonie M sport D Full 
14 ± 15 Raj at sea  Raj Mistry M C club D  
27 ± 30 Dive Dorset  Rob Spray M C club D  
30 Committee Meeting Lord Nelson, 7:00pm Mike Saucede  
October  

12 ± 13 Dive 2002, dive show NEC, Birmingham diveshows@divermag.co.u
k M  

28 Committee Meeting Lord Nelson, 7:00pm Mike Saucede  
November  
10 ± 16 Red Sea Holiday Hurgarda, Egypt Barry Manning club D  
25 Committee Meeting Lord Nelson, 7:00pm Mike Saucede  
December  
19 Dec - 7 Jan Thai Liveaboard Holiday Thailand Rob Spray club D  

2003 
May 
1 ± 10 Gozo Holiday  Rob Spray club D  
July 
20 ± 26 South Africa  Karen Gould sport D  

 
http://www.octosys.co.uk/SuperCalhttp://www.octosys.co.uk/SuperCal 
Please login to enable the Email links. (They are deliberately hidden to prevent the contacts from being sent spam Email). 
Mail me if you need a password.  
Key  
C   Calypso   club   Suitable for Club Diver upwards  
B   Buzo   sport   Suitable for Sport Diver upwards  
M   Minibus   Full   Fully booked  
training   Training event   D   Diving trip  
Monday Meetings The club also meets every Monday (except bank holidays) in Fore Street Pool from 8.20pm to 10pm 
and then we move into the Lord Nelson pub next door for a chat and a drink.  
 
This Web Calendar is powered by SuperCal v0.43, available from Octopus Systems  
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