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I’ ve recently been keeping my head above water 
with a trip to the Coastguard and a Brewery – both 
excellent trips.  Each of these was enhanced by 
the enthusiasm of our hosts.  The Coastguard trip 
was educational.  It was very interactive and 
Catherine provided a wealth of information about 
the way they work, what they can offer us and 
what they’d like us to do.  The Brewery trip was 
pure hedonism!  My thanks to Dawn, Rob and 
Duncan in these cases.  Don’ t neglect this side of 
the club – there’s more to the club than just 
getting wet outside!  This month we have two 
barbeques on offer. 

 

 

 

David Parkinson,  
Communications Officer 
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Here©s a brief run-down on the diving activities on 
Saturday 7th June: 
 
The fearless and intrepid cast of divers was Simon 
Keating, Gary Davey, Steve Wright, Karen Gould, 
Bob Crawley and your humble author. 

Decent weather forecast, good tides and even 
reports of 2-3 metres vis 17 miles out. We arrived 
in good time at Felixstowe Ferry to find the cafe 
car-park closed and being dug up! Fortunately we 
were able to launch and park before the Laser 
5000 crowds arrived for their regatta. 

First dive was on the furthest east of a small group 
of wrecks off the middle Shipwash, about 11 
miles out. It appeared on the sounder as we neared 
the charted position, 5 metres proud and lying 
along the tide. 

Vis not great so we consulted the chart and ran 
another 3 miles east to another charted wreck. Vis 
was much better here but one slight drawback was 
that despite magging we couldn©t find any sign of 
a wreck. Undaunted we returned to the original 
site and I attempted to hit it with the grapple. 
After two tries Gary strode up to the oche and 
scored a bullseye with his first shot. 

Simon and Karen went first, followed by Steve 
and Gary. Karen and Simon returned to report that 
the vis was not great, about 2m, but the wreck was 
big and populated with many crabs and lobsters. 
On the way down we passed Steve and Gary 
ascending, a distinct result as it meant that I could 
bag the anchor and we could enjoy a dive without 
the encumbrance of a reel. We set off in a 
Southerly direction at around 27m, using our 
torches to signal to one another. Many lobsters in 
evidence, mostly small.  I picked up one which 
was berried, so back it went. We were swimming 
along the bottom of holds, on three occasions we 
had to swim up and onto the deck before 
redescending to the bottom. It would appear to 
have been a big freighter. 

We passed a large winch and mooring bollard, 
signifying that we were close to either the bow or 
stern. At this point I looked down and saw a small 
brass eye sticking out from under a plate, so I 
pulled it out and attached what turned out to be a 
ship©s log to my DSMB and sent it up - we were 

now at 30 minutes (our estimated dive time) and 
the tide was beginning to run. 

We returned to the Ferry for lunch, Gary 
managing to drive through an entire fleet of 
dinghies at the Ferry entrance without hitting a 
single one.  There we bumped into Kaz 
Tchorzewski, who was a stalwart of Sunstar 
during the 80s and early 90s when I was setting 
out on my diving career. We also bumped into the 
Argonauts, who had been out to the Galloper (25 
miles plus) and had experienced 15 metres 
visibility. 

A quick look at the chart and we were off to 
another unknown wreck fairly close to the first 
one. On the way back we had seen that the vis 
stopped some 1 mile east of the Shipwash. Once 
again Deadshot Davey got the hook in with his 
first throw, and this time Bob and I went first. 
This one turned out to be the intact upright stern 
of a merchant ship, blown apart half way along 
the rearmost hold. There was some wreckage 
forward but no sign of the bow. We explored the 
area under the deck and then ascended to the top 
and made our way right to the stern. The visibility 
at 2 or 3 m wasn©t clear enough to allow us to see 
the rudder from the deck.  We then reeled back 
into the line to start our ascent, during which time 
a loud propellor noise could be heard from above. 
When we got back to the boat it turned out to be 
the Stena Discovery, which had passed 
sufficiently close to Calypso that Simon had 
considered casting off and abandoning us to our 
fate!  Charming. We must get a bigger ©A© flag. 

Once everyone had completed their dives, we 
returned into the setting sun, getting back to the 
Ferry just after 7.00pm . An excellent days diving, 
my thanks to all the divers involved for being 
sorted and much respect to Andrew and the boat 
officers: everything worked faultlessly including 
the new damper on Calypso©s trailer. 
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BSAC stickers illustrated below are available 
from the Secretary for a modest fee. (10p & 12p). 

 

They are 15cm x 2.5cm (Not all that large!). 
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Pete Young reported:  

“The diving area is now cordoned off with a line 
of buoys and greatly reduced in size, with max 
depth 10m at the platform. Nevertheless it is still a 
requirement that a DSMB is carried at all times. 

Special dispensation can be granted to dive 
outside the diving area, but this requires a 
qualified boat handler to hire a rib from the 
centre! Using a kayaker as a surface marker is 
apparently not permitted.”  

The committee is aware that this is a less than 
satisfactory situation and is taking steps to address 
it. 

There is space on the Alton Water Management 
Committee for a diver.  This individual would be 
expected to participate fully in the committee, not 
just turn up for any diving-related issues.  This 
person would be representing the interests of all 
divers who use Alton Water. 

As a first step your committee has emailed all the 
clubs that have paid the Alton Water diving 
affiliation fee this year in the hope we can 
collaborate on this – as mentioned above we need 
a diving representative, it doesn’ t necessary have 
to be someone from Sunstar.  Once we get 
somebody onto the Management Committee 
hopefully we can return Alton Water to being 
more of a diver friendly place. 

If any of you can help in any way please let a 
committee member know. 
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These are the current club officers you should 
contact if you have any questions or suggestions.  

Post Holder  
Chairman Robert Spray 

Diving Officer Raj Mistry 
Training Officer Christina 

Dowdeswell 
Secretary Eric Nelson 
Treasurer Duncan Jay 

Expeditions Officer Bob Crawley 
Communications 

Officer 
David Parkinson 

Minibus Officer Craig Snowling 
New Members Rep Andrew Osbourne 

Boat Officer Andy Auchterlonie 
Equipment Officer Mark Smyth 
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Asked to write a few words as a trainee ocean 
diver after only a couple of dips in ‘ real’  water 
(compared to Fore ST.) I didn’ t really know what 
to say, but here goes … 

Having experienced the silt of Alton Water and 
the stones of Stoney Cove I was looking forward 
to a trip to Gildenburg.  My first early start (of 
many as a diver, I suspect) saw John and Frances 
Cook, Ashley and myself get to Gildenburg for a 
good start.  The weather was very un-British:  hot 
and sunny.  Already a few divers were taking a 
plunge – we weren’ t far behind.  All excepting 
myself had been to the site before.  The visibly the 
day we went was the best any had previously 
known.  My anticipation of more Alton-style 
diving was about to disappear.  The only thing to 
worry about now was the task of horrible mask 
removal.  I was chuffed when I did this with half 
the nerves I had at Alton.  So off we went to 
investigate what Gildenburg had to offer.  

Both Ashley and I found our buoyancy had a little 
to be desired in the first of our two entries.  I have 
found both Gildenburg and Stoney Cove really 
enjoyable as a trainee.  Old planes, pipes and 
automobiles become interesting once under water.  
I did find the double-decker quite disorientating.  I 
must be restrained if I turn into a train spotter 
under water.  My fast air consumption restricted 
our diving.  A leisurely lunch allowed time for 
cylinder refills and purchasing from the shop.  
John added to his dive equipment while all I 
obtained was good quality sunburn.  The second 
dive turned into a wildlife spotting session.  
Ashley returned afterwards with heroic tales of 
rescuing Frances from the big, fat, killer pike.  
Good weather, good company and good diving 
(pikes and all) meant that an enjoyable day was 
had by all. 
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Sat 12th: Andrew doesn’ t know his left from his 
right. Last month’s instructions should read: 
(it©s a right turn off the 1078).  You may be better 
off ringing Susie! 

Sat 19th: Christina & Roger.  6pm until late - All 
are welcome, just bring your own meat and tipple 
and they’ ll take care of the rest. 01473 721205 
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In May John and I spent a couple of weeks in 
warm Tobago.  This was our first trip to the West 
Indies but getting there proved rather arduous.  
Everything went reasonably smoothly on the 
Monarch flight till we reached Grenada.  We were 
due to disembark and wait in the transit lounge for 
an hour whilst they refuelled and tidied up the 
cabin before the short 18 minutes hop to Tobago. 

We waited for at least 3 hours before we heard 
there was a problem with the nose-wheel that 
happened during the landing at Grenada.  There 
was no spare available and they had to send for 
one from Trinidad and a chap from Tobago was 
coming to fix the spare.  By this time it was early 
evening and the 300 passengers packed like 
sardines in the small transit lounge were now very 
restless and hungry.  The one tiny shop could not 
cope and eventually the airline provided rolls and 
bottled drinks.  The lack of information was very 
frustrating and if they did announce something on 
the tannoy it was incomprehensible.  Another 3 
hours went by before we were called to embark as 
the spare wheel and man to fix it had arrived.  
Hurray!  Strapped into our seats we waited and 
nothing happened, then the pilot announced the 
man could not fix the wheel as he had the wrong 
sized wrench so we’ ll have to leave the plane, 
collect all our baggage and they will sort out hotel 
accommodation for the night.  Several queues 
later we were finally installed into a 5-star hotel 
where we just collapsed on the bed. 

Early the next morning we were back at the 
airport where the problem had been fixed.  Thank 
goodness we thought but then a female passenger 
further delayed us.  She had sat in front of me on 
the outward journey and I knew she was a pain in 
the unmentionables.  This time she refused to 
remove her silver hairpin when requested to do so 
by airport security and then hid it so she was 
eventually arrested.  This was just as well as lord 
knows what some of the passengers would have 
done to her for causing further delay.  Then of 
course we suffered further delay while her 
baggage was offloaded from the aircraft. 

Once we did get underway in next to no time we 
arrived in Tobago and from then onwards 
everything was a doddle.  Our B&B 
accommodation, Manta Lodge, was at Speyside 

on the NE of the island.  We chose it as we had 
heard diving around Speyside was the best on the 
island.  Although Tobago is only 28 miles long it 
took us an hour to drive from the airport on the 
SW to Speyside as the roads deteriorated the 
further north one went. 
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DIVING 

The dive operator, Tobago Dive Experience 
(TDE), was just next to our hotel and our diving 
was conducted mainly around Speyside, Little 
Tobago and Goat islands with some diving done 
further north around St. Giles island.  These were 
all on the Atlantic side and proved to be quite 
challenging dives with big swells and strong 
currents.  The routine was breakfast around 07:30 
and then getting kit ready by 08:45 ready to be 
loaded onto the 4X4 jeep.  Then it was a 1.5 mile 
drive to the jetty to load the kit on to the 9 m boat 
with twin outboard engines.  The boat had no 
sunshade so plastering exposed skin with 
sunblock lotion was a good idea as we saw first 
hand what happened to an English girl who forgot 
and was then unable to dive for 2 days due to 
severe sunburn.  We did 16 dives in total at 
various dive sites of which some of the more 
memorable ones are described here. 

Japanese Gardens and Kamikaze Cut 

We went down to a beautiful landscape of barrel 
sponges, gorgonian fans, sea whips and sea rods.  
Peering into a barrel sponge I saw a pair of 
cleaner shrimp.  Under a hard coral was a nurse 
shark just lying on the sand and drifting with the 
gentle current we came across French angelfish, 
Queen angelfish, trumpet fish, trunk fish and 
snappers.  The current soon picked up as we 
neared Kamikaze Cut and it was quite exhilarating 
as we shot through the channel to the other side. 
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London Bridge Rock 

We were lucky to have been able to go out to this 
remote dive site as the sea conditions were pretty 
challenging.  Sean Robinson, the owner of TDE, 
was hoping to show Darren, a freelance 
professional videographer, some of the wonderful 
marine critters to be encountered and was quite 
willing to make the trip happen.  The journey out 
was not for the faint-hearted and I was glad to 
have a well padded bottom and no balls as the 
boat thrashed through the waves making the men 
wince each time they bounced up and down on the 
hard wooden seats. 

London Bridge is a massive pillar of rock with an 
enormous archway on the surface that drops 
straight down.  Interesting creatures were a green 
moray and a small group of cuttlefish. 

St. Giles Island 

From London Bridge Rock we went across to St. 
Giles for our surface interval and to snack on 
pineapple, watermelon and cheese sandwiches.  
The fruit was welcome but not the sandwich as 
John and I felt very queasy.  We watched a brown 
coloured turtle swimming near the boat 

Diving into the water was a welcome relief and 
underwater the seabed was covered in numerous 
types of brain coral from big to very big.  I have 
never seen so much brain coral in a single dive.  
Another nurse shark was seen along with the usual 
Caribbean angelfish.  We met up with Darren who 
was filming Laura, a divemaster from TDE.  For 
aesthetic reasons Laura was asked not to wear her 
wetsuit while she was being filmed (she was in a 
bikini) and came out of the water covered in 
goosepimples and shaking. 

Needless to say the boat ride back to Speyside 
was just as lumpy as the trip out. 

Kelleston Drain 

This site is renowned for having the largest brain 
coral certainly in the West Indies.  A drift dive 
along a coral wall showed up a green moray, 
tarpon (big silver coloured fish) and great 
barracuda.  On the sandy bottom were seminole 
goby fish close to their holes and when disturbed 
they darted inside within a blink of an eye.  
Garden eels poked their heads and bodies out of 
their holes and mesmerised me with their gentle 
swaying.  Towards the end of the dive we reached 
the famous brain coral and it was massive, about 
5m X 5m.  Beneath it was a nurse shark that took 
no notice of the divers as it was being cleaned by 
cleaner wrasse. 

Bookends 

From our hotel balcony we could see 2 rocky 
outcrops south of Little Tobago Island which 
looked like bookends hence the name of this dive 
site.  It was intimidating to see the waves crash 
against the rocks and we were glad to go straight 
down on entering the water.  Following the reef 
wall we came across a narrow entrance to a good 
sized bowl shaped arena with rocky walls up to a 
height of 6 m.  In this arena were marine worms, 
several tarpon, great barracuda, scrawled filefish 
to name a few with crabs and lobsters hiding up.  
The most fascinating thing about this place was 
the sight of rolling bubbles like clouds racing 
across the sky.  The bubbles were the result of the 
waves crashing against the rocks and as it rolled 
above the arena it caused a bubble shadow.  It was 
hard work keeping still in this place as the swell 
kept pushing us forwards and backwards and up 
and down.  I’ ve never encountered anything like 
this before and we were so impressed we came 
here a second time. 

Angel Reef 
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Our one and only night dive was at this reef near 
Goat Island (the island is famous for being the 
residence of the late Ian Fleming, author of the 
James Bond books).  Of the 7 divers we were the 
most comfortable with the night dive as 2 were 
doing their first night dive, one was afraid of the 
dark and the others were just not very keen.  They 
did have cause as they were issued with torches 
with rather puny light whilst we had our powerful 
Light Cannon torch and video lights.  One said 
later she was pleased whenever John switched his 
video lights on.  We encountered the usual 
parrotfish wrapped up in its mucus cocoon, 
feather stars, brittle stars, crabs and other critters 
of the night.  Strangely enough we did not see any 
lionfish.  There was quite a strong current towards 
the end of the dive so we were glad to surface 
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before we got washed out into the dark Atlantic 
ocean. 

Sisters Rocks 

This was a group of rocky pinnacles on the 
Caribbean side of the island.  To get there we had 
to drive over the mountainous ridge of the island 
to the west coast.  The other alternative was to be 
bounced around on the boat as it was taken round 
from Speyside which none of us fancied.  The 
marine creatures were much the same as on the 
Atlantic side but there was a shoal of Southern 
sennet fish, creole wrasse, barracuda and the main 
attraction was a large hawksbill turtle which 
swam very close to us.  The viz was around 10 m 
here compared to the 30+ m on the other side.  We 
only did 2 dives on the Caribbean side. 

The diving on the whole was interesting though 
we did not see any manta rays or hammerhead 
sharks.  Other creatures we expected to see like 
clown fish and lionfish were nowhere to be seen.  
The hard corals like the brain corals were very 
impressive.  Water temperature was a warm 27-29 
degrees C but I still wore a 5mm sleeveless 
longjohn wetsuit with a 3mm sleeved top.  John 
had a one piece 5mm wetsuit.  TDE had a fairly 
laid back attitude with diving not starting till just 
after 09:00 and 2nd dives finishing by 13:00 with 
short surface intervals of around an hour.  Of 
course one can do more than 2 dives per day but 
we decided 2 was enough and we had the rest of 
the day to relax by the pool or doze off. 

NON DIVING ACTIVITIES 

We hired a 4X4 Suzuki jeep to tour the island.  
There is a dual carriageway which runs from 
Crown Point in the south west to the nearest big 
town in the south called Scarborough.  From there 
onwards it is single carriageway with lots of 
hairpin bends as the roads hug the mountainside.  
Drivers tend to drive on the side of the road with 
the least potholes though in the absence of 
potholes they drive on the same side as we do.  
It’ s not unusual for a motorist to stop in the 
middle of the road to chat to friends.  With the 
hired car we could go to the beaches and bays 
recommended by the guide books.  Englishman’s 
Bay was secluded and picturesque as well as 
Pirates’  Bay near Charlotteville.  The best one we 
feel is Little Castara Bay where there was superb 
snorkelling.  We saw huge stingrays, hawksbill 
turtle and about 50 cuttlefish ranging in size from 
very small to big adult ones as well as unusual 
fish like cowfish and lookdown fish.  Back on the 
beach we had a massage from Zing, the local 

masseur who told us her life story whilst 
massaging us. 
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We dined at little local restaurants but didn’ t find 
the food inspiring.  There’s no menu and there’s a 
choice of chicken, pork, beef, fish, or shrimps.  
This was invariably served with a salad, rice, 
bananas/yam, beans and occasionally baked 
vegetables.  After a while we hankered for local 
burgers and chips or fish and chips and were able 
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to find this at our hotel and the neighbouring Blue 
Waters Inn hotel.  One good thing was being able 
to pick and eat windfall ripe mangoes anytime.  In 
fact even chickens, dogs and goats were eating 
them too. 
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There’s not much nightlife at Speyside so the 
evenings are quiet and we tended to go to bed 
early.  Nightlife is at Crown Point and 
Scarborough where the bars, big hotels and 
majority of the tourists are to be found. 

We went in their summer and there had been a 
drought for 3 months so on a blackboard in the 
dining room at Manta Lodge there was a notice to 
“Save Water”  but one day an amusing new notice 
said “Save Water. Shower with a friend”   What a 
lovely thought. 

Tobago is the place to go for a nice, relaxed 
holiday where one can do as much or as little as 
one wants. 
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After a small hiccup along the 
way we ended up at St Peters 
Brewery near Bungay – a great 
example of Serendipity!  It’ s a 
small brewery with a large (and 
excellent!) range of mainly 
bottled beers.  It was established 
in 1995 by a marketing man 
which was evident in the 
location (a 13th Century moated 
hall) and the presentation: 
Unique bottle shape, modern 
stainless steel brewing 
equipment but clad in copper or 

wood as appropriate.  (The business plan can be 
seen on their website). 

Our guide was ex-Adnams so the tour was two-
for-the-price-of-one as we also heard a fair 
amount of detail about the Adnams operation as 
well.  (Compare and contrast).  We ended up 
delaying his evening out as we purchased 
‘mementos’  of the trip from their shop.  I came 
back with a case of short-dated ale (Dec 2003) 
which was on special offer. (Short Dated?  It’ ll be 
gone by the end of July!) 

The meal afterwards was excellent (but not cheap) 
and the setting in the Great Hall added to the 
experience.  Thankfully Craig laid on a minibus 
for us so there was no need for anyone (other than 
Craig) to show undue restraint over the 
consumption of their product. 

My thanks again to Dawn, Rob & Duncan over 
the arrangements. 

http://www.stpetersbrewery.co.uk/ 
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To work out what©s going on, read part 1! 

The following morning, we all set off together for 
the raft village adventure.  We travelled in our 
own car with the Dutch perverts and the Germans 
went with the Thai guides.  An hour into the trip, 
we stopped at a market to buy food and water.  All 
the fruit on display looked like some kind of 
marital aid.  The Dutch girl bought some sour 
mango and offered it round, it was rather like 
eating someone©s burst appendix pickled in 
vinegar. 

At the dam , guards took our passports away in 
exchange for identical looking tickets and we set 
off across the lake in a long tail boat; it was like a 
big canoe with a car engine on the end of a long 
metal stick and a propeller on the other.  Although 
entirely unnatural, the lake was extremely 
beautiful, with sheer cliffs rising out of the still 
water.  The dead trees at the water line gave it 
away though. 
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The ©village© was in fact a kind of hotel run by the 
government to give the locals something to do.  It 
was a big floating platform with smaller ones 
tethered to it with a bedroom on each.  The rooms 
were numbered 1 to 12, but 8 to 10 were missing 
and 11 was parked to one side, half under water.  
We were in number 4, which seemed far enough 
away from the sinking end. 

Throughout the drive and boat trip over, the 
Germans had talked excitedly in a fairly loud 
monotone, mostly about themselves.  This 
continued through dinner, even whilst they were 
stealing everyone else©s food, and well into the 
night.  I breathed a sigh of relief as they finally 
shut up, only to discover that they all snored. 
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We got up early the next morning and scampered 
up the hill to use the frightening toilets.  The 
Germans were already there, had discovered that 
the boy©s loo was full of pooh and moved into the 
ladies, where they were waving their knobs 
around and singing.  Must be traditional. 
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We all bundled into the boat and set off for our 
adventure.  30 seconds later, we all got out again 
and started walking.  Presumably, they just 
wanted to set the mood.  The walk was fairly 
exciting, following the course of the river through 
an area where communists had their hideouts.  We 
arrived at a place where the river had cut a cave 
into some rocks and Tee announced that we were 
going inside, but it was alright as the water only 
came up to here (pointing at his chest).  As he 
wasn©t much taller than me, this seemed OK. 
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He then asked if anyone had a torch, as he only 
had one for the entire group of 8 people.  Luckily, 
Rob had thought to bring one of our small diving 
torches and the Dutch couple also had one.  We 
set off into the cave, which was enormous.  As the 
roof and walls began to close in, we noticed the 
wildlife around us, which included snakes (©Turn 
off the torches!© ©Argh!© etc), bats, cockroaches, 
frogs and just before we stepped into the river, big 
catfish/eels/snakeheads/things you don©t want to 
see before stepping into deep water in the dark. 

As we nervously made our way into the cave 
(Germans talking loudly to keep their spirits up) it 
closed in to become a tunnel and the water did 
indeed rise to chest height.  I was pleased to think 
that the water was washing the blood from the 
leeches out of my trousers, as they had become 
quite stiff, but then I wondered if it was attracting 
anything...  Just then, the German in front of me 
disappeared rather suddenly and stopped talking.  
It was quite nice.  It turned out that the water 
would only have been chest height if we©d all been 
wearing lifejackets, but it was worth it for the 
silence. ©Merry Christmas.© Said Rob.  We 
eventually staggered back to camp for a Christmas 
dinner of snakehead (a bit like a pike crossed with 
a wells catfish) and curried catfish for the 
adventurous (Rob). 
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The next morning, we had a quick trip out in the 
long tailed boat for some wildlife spotting.  It was 
all a bit distant, but still very impressive to see 
hornbills, langers, cranes and eagles out in the 
wild; we could hear a troop of gibbons in the 
distance. The senior German kept trying to use 
Rob©s head as a camera tripod, which at least 
meant that we didn©t feel guilty leaving them to 
die in the jungle as we set off for Phuket. 



 

 - 9 - 

It seems only fair to mention at this point that the 
Germans were, in fact, Swedes. 

Tee had given us some little bags of meat and 
some rice wrapped in banana leaves, in case we 
starved during the couple of hours it took us to get 
to Phuket, so we ate it in case he knew something 
we didn©t. 
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Phuket town was just as expected; a cross between 
Bangkok and Yarmouth.  We stopped only long 
enough for Rob to get a battery charger for the 
boat trip, then legged it to the Big A Resort, which 
was run by an old fat white man and a selection of 
little Thai girls, as is the custom.  There was an 
orchid farm next door and water buffalo grazing 
in the fields. 

We dropped into the dive operator©s office to 
make sure they had heard of us and were 
expecting the same things to happen as we were.  
They were quite jolly, but a bit concerned that 
they had had no word from Mike since he arrived 
in Thailand.  We decided that he had probably 
been eaten by leeches. (Not true - he had the right 
kind of socks!) 

We were due to do a couple of days© diving before 
Mark and Mike joined us, so we weren©t overly 
concerned that they hadn©t been in contact.  We 
were assured that a ©bus© would be sent to pick us 
up from our resort at 7pm , so we packed up our 
boxes and sat at the gate to wait.   2 1/2  hours 
later, when all the giggling girls had gone home 
and Rob had been sucked dry by mosquitoes (if 
you want to avoid being bitten, sit next to him!), a 
thing that looked like a cattle truck with bench 
seats turned up.  We wondered why everyone was 
sitting in the very middle of the space; as we 
turned out of the resort grounds and onto a tree 
lined track, we found out.  The tree branches were 
bent back by the cab of the truck, then released to 
sweep through the open rear, taking out 

everything in their path.  What fun!  It did break 
the ice as we all clung together. 

Our boat was the Colona VI, which sounds like 
something that should occur in hospital, but was 
actually very nice.  The trip out to it was by the 
obligatory long tailed boat, and we followed the 
usual ©no shoes© custom once on board.  The first 
trip was South, through Hin Dieng and Hin 
Muang. The diving was fantastic, but you©ll have 
to wait until next issue (or when David pokes me 
with a sharp stick1) to hear about it. 
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If you©ve seen members walking around sporting 
garments with the club logo and wish to make an 
order then you need to see me, FrancEs Cook. I am 
usually down at the pool/ Lord Nelson pub on 
Monday club nights. I have only one catalogue 
book to show but it is worth looking through its 
extensive range of garments, hats and accessories.  
Ordering is quite simple. Just choose garment type, 
size, colour (garment and logo) and let me know. 
For an extra charge of £3 you can even have 
variations of the logo eg. Sunstar logo on one side 
of the garment and the lettering of Sunstar Sub 
Aqua on another side. 
Prices seen on the price list does not include VAT 
or postage and packing. I share out the cost of P&P 
between those who have placed an order. 
It can take up to a month to receive your garments 
as the company has to order the garments in and 
they are also slow in sending an invoice so please 
be patient. But as many members will tell you it©s 
well worth the wait. 
The garments are good quality and wear and wash 
well. So do come down on a Monday and fix 
yourself up with some clothes that will make you 
proud to be a member of Sunstar Sub Aqua. 

� � 
 
 � � � �

                                                      
1 #73 in “101 things to do with a snorkel”  
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When the question arose who should accompany 
aged mother-in-law down to Brisbane, Australia, 
guess how difficult it was to persuade me?  
After a relatively uneventful flight to Tokyo we 
settled down for the 6 hour stopover in rented 
day-cabins at the air-port and went out like lights. 
 That is, I did; Mom-in-law thought it was a good 
idea to sneak out of her cabin and go looking for 
me all over Narita airport.  Now, that©s quite a big 
area to go looking for anybody.  How she found 
her way back to the cabins was and always will be 
a mystery, but there she was, all happy and 
carefree when I woke up and realised what she 
had been up to. I of  course was anything but.  
Anyhow, the next haul was uneventful, and we 
arrived in Brisbane early in the  morning to be met 
by sister-in-law and I could deliver M-I-L to her 
daughter. 

After a few days in Brisbane I found myself on 
another plane again, this time going down to 
Hobart in Tasmania, there to stay with our friends 
and to go out sailing on their new boat.  
Unfortunately the weather turned a bit foul, and 
we ended up sitting in a rainy Hobart for most of 
the time.  We did however venture out for a 
couple of days, sailed out from Hobart sound and 
turned south along Bribie Island which offers 
some spectacular views; beatiful green fields 
surrounded by vast forest of gumtrees gently 
sloping down to pristine sandy beaches. A true 
delight. 

All too soon it was time to turn my nose back to 
Aussi mainland and this time to go to Sydney, 
again to see more friends, and thereafter to return 
to Brisbane and the highlight of the trip, to go out 
on a live-a-board to the most southern part of the 
Barrier reef, Moreton Istland and Flinders reef, for 
some serious diving.  

We set out from Redcliffe, north of Brisbane, in 
an 18m vessel "Esperance Star".   She seemed to 
be quite comfortable, the cabins were roomy and 
housed twin bunk-beds, the lower one a double.  I 
shared with a young lady from Cairns, there to 
take her first diving grade, Padi Open Water.  It 
took ~4 hours to reach our destination, and after 
some food we all turned in for a nights good kip 
in anticipation of the following morning and the 
first dive.  

The morning arrived and after some breakfast we 
kitted up.  The dive was to be on a wreck, The "St. 
Paul".  She was a large freight vessel lying at 42 
meters.  I was diving with John from Brisbane, a 

Padi divemaster, but fairly freshly baked.  The 
water was wonderfully warm and clear with the 
viz ~25-30 meters. We arrived down to the wreck 
when I saw my buddy seeking a sandy spot aft of 
the wreck and signalling to me that something was 
not right.  I closed up with him and signalled 
"what©s wrong" and he showed me his weightbelt 
buckle in one hand and the rest of the belt gliding 
off him in the other.  Well, you really don©t want 
that to happen at 40m+, but we settled down on 
the sand and got the buckle back on the belt and 
secured.  A lot of the bottom-time was of course 
spent by now, and we only had the time for a very 
short look at the wreck before it was time to go up 
again. Safely back on the boat  we had a good 
story to tell!  

The next dive was the “Cementco".  As the name 
indicates, a cement carrier. She was lying on her 
side at ~25 meters, was fairly intact and sported a 
couple of really big groupers.  

After some lunch we moved out to the real jewel, 
Flinders reef.  A marine reserve with a really 
healthy coral and marine life. Lots of turtles and 
Woobbigongs to look at, beatiful soft and hard 
corals, and teeming with the usual reef fish.  A 
true delight to dive.  

And so we settled into a daily routine with 
breakfast at 6.30 am first dive ~7.30 am  another 
dive later in the morning and an afternoon dive 
after lunch and, weather permitting, a night dive 
early evening.  The crew and the people onboard 
were really nice and fun, the food was absolutely 
wonderful, and the diving, apart from a couple of 
sites, truly interesting.  Highlight of the trip for 
me was a dive on the other side of Flinders reef 
where I was able to observe a cleaning station for 
turtles and had 4 big turtles in front of me visibly 
enjoying the small wrasses picking at their shells.  
We also saw whales in the bay one day, a mother 
and her calf, the calf being very playful and 
repeatedly flipping its tail fin against the surface 
for quite some time, much to the delight of us all. 
Everyday Dolphins were chasing the waves in 
front of our ship, and we could hear them call 
through the water during diving.  They did not 
come and play with us while we were diving 
though. 

Again, all too soon it was time to head back to 
Redcliffe and Brisbane.  I had had a wonderful 
experience diving the waters around Moreton bay 
marine park with all the wrecks and reeflife I 
could hope for, and can recommend this site to 
anybody who finds themselves down under. 

Diving: www.prodivebrisbane.com.au  
Flight:  Japan Airlines  
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The coast guard are busy people 
but we’ re just the kind of people 
they’ re around to help so learning 
a little more about the way they 
work can’ t really hurt. Our local 
coast guard is Thames, even they 
admit this is confusing since there 
is now also a London coastguard 

which covers part of the Thames. They cover the 
coast stretches from Orford down into Kent.  
Yarmouth coastguard take over to the north and 
Dover to the South. If you call up naming the 
wrong one, their reply will put you right! 

We were hosted by Catherine Boyer-Beasant who 
welcomed us to the Thames Coastguard HQ at 
Walton on the Naze. She was pleased to 
eventually get to see us as last year’s trip was 
called off due to their workload. It soon became 
clear that since they make no compromise in 
operational safety (and there weren’ t many 
officers around).  Iif something serious came up 
we’d end up having gentle stroll up the seafront. 

She was all set up to show us a video of the 
coastguard in action but started off with some 
questions, which set the tone for the rest of the 
night - we never did see the video!  The questions 
came thick and fast, though I’m sure everyone 
thought of better ones as soon as they left… 

Would you recommend EPIRBs? Yes, it’ s a 
further, redundant way to call for help. 
What about radar  reflectors? Good but can 
interfere with SART location beacons. 
What about PLBs? Good for location once an 
alarm has been raised, but will not the emergency 
services on their own. 
Do you track our  tr ips? No, there is no big board 
of boats, ships and hazards. Individual vessels are 
not plotted. 
Do you like us to call in? Yes, stations should 
start to ask for more detail and confirm someone 
will remain top side. If they appear abrupt its just 
because they are busy. 
Do you like us to call in our  return? Yes, but 
start and return calls are logged separately.  No 
‘ incident’  is opened/closed unless you’ re a school 
party. 

So logs don’ t stay open waiting for  a call back? 
No, the data would only be used in the event of an 
alarm or enquiry being raised.  (Apparently a lot 

of ‘yachties’  get highly focussed at the end of 
their trips and head straight for the bar without 
announcing their return). 
What if our  reception is poor? Use a phone once 
back on land if possible. If you have doubts about 
your radio they are happy to help out with signal 
reception checks as you head for a dive site. 

N.B. Their weather forecasts are centrally 
supplied and they’ re not allowed to add local info 
or comment to them, you can always ask them 
what they think though! 

We only saw the control room through the 
window, Bob’s dreams of huge computerised 
displays were shattered and my belief that it was 
like a WW2 RAF control room with gravy legged 
WRENs pushing models around were also 
dispelled. Catherine was the only fulltime officer 
on duty who was short of a beard and tattoos! 

Many, many thanks to her for her time, patience 
(as most of the questions were asked twice as a 
couple of late comers, who barely blushed, tried to 
catch up) and perseverance in making the trip 
happen so long after it was first mooted. 

P.S. As a by product of the trip approximately £40 
was raised for the RNLI as a sign of appreciation. 
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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 and persuasions are welcome! 
The club has great facilities for all kinds of diving, 
and offers a wide range of training and courses.  
We also organise loads of diving trips each year, 
both in the UK and abroad. Check out our website 
at http://www.sunstar.org.uk/ to see what facilities 
we have (Minibus, Boats etc), what we do and 
what we have done (back issues of SubScript). 

We have several schemes you could join under - 
varying from complete beginner to first-class 
diver.  New Trainees normally pay ~£230 for the 
year (includes BSAC training materials and use of 
club equipment), whereas experienced divers pay 
~£140 p.a, (inc BSAC subscription) with some 
discount available if you work at BT and already 
pay ATLAS membership.  Please contact Er ic 
Nelson, club secretary for Membership forms and 
the exact payment details on 01473 606592 or 
info@sunstar.org.uk. 

Alternatively come and meet us on Monday nights 
in Ipswich at the Fore Street swimming pool 
(8:30-09:45pm) or afterwards in the Lord Nelson 
Pub. 
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July 
3 Trailer guides removed for alteration  Andrew Auchterlonie C  
4 - 7 Pembroke Long weekender  Rob Spray M C club sport D  
4 - 20 Norway©s Coastline (Liveaboard)  Helen Johnstone sport D  
26 Oxygen Administration SDC Adastral Park Raj Mistry training  
28 Committee Meeting Lord Nelson 7pm Eric Nelson  

August 
9 - 10 Norfolk - Calypso Vs The Paddle Steamer  Rob Spray M C club sport D  
22 - 28 Emerald Isle dive Ireland Craig Snowling club D  
23 - 24 Norfolk Neap Weekend  Bob Crawley M C club sport D  
25 Committee Meeting Lord Nelson 7pm Eric Nelson  

September  
19 - 22 Farne Islands Northumberland Mark Smyth M club D  
27 - 28 Boat Handling Course  Bob Crawley C B  
29 Committee Meeting Lord Nelson 7pm Eric Nelson  

October  
4 - 5 Lyme Bay - Neap Weekend  Susie Young sport D  
18 - 19 South Coast Neap Weekend South coast Bob Crawley M C sport D  
27 Committee Meeting Lord Nelson 7pm Eric Nelson  

November  
15 - 16 NEC Dive Show    
24 Committee Meeting Lord Nelson 7pm Eric Nelson  
26 Sunstar AGM tba Eric Nelson  
29 - 30 BSAC Diving Officer©s Conference To be confirmed Tracey Skirrow  

) * * 8 �
February 

1 New Zealand - Top to bottom All of New Zealand Rob Spray sport D  

Apr il 

10 - 13 Warmish, Easter- ish trip  Bob Crawley club sport D  
 

Key  

C     Calypso          club     Only suitable for Club Diver upwards  

B     Buzo          spor t     Only suitable for Sport Diver upwards  

M     Minibus          Full     Fully booked  

training    Training event         D     Diving trip  

 


