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DM -    Jim 'How the chuff do I run in these fins' Darbyshire 
ADM -   Steph ‘Romantic weekend in Abu Dhabi' Darbyshire 

Buddy Pair 1 -  Brian 'I'm not leaving without a shark' King 
   Karen 'Sharjah Wanderette' 

Buddy Pair 2 - Bob 'Asleep by 8.30' Claridge 
   Marion 'Gavin' Wagg 

Buddy Pair 3  Steven 'Twin set' Beckett 
   Helen 'Anybody want some raffle tickets' Beckett 

Buddy Pair 4  Paul 'Finest Waist coast in the West' Cooper 
   Cynthia 'Lady in Red' Weston 

 
All started at 6.00pm sharp with the dive bus completely lost and sent to Dubai 
marina.  However, after some frantic phone calls and a little off-roading the dive was 
back on track with all divers on board and heading to the dive site.  That is of course 
except for the Fluffkins who, as always, were running late and had to be picked up en 
route. 
 
With all divers accounted for and the boat heading 
towards the dive site buddy pairs were agreed and the 
preparation of essential dive equipment was 
commenced - Mr Darbyshire and his Grolsch twinset, 
Mr Cooper and Mdm Cyn on the Juniper stuff and Bob 
and Brian on the back seat on single cans (0.33l of 
course). In the front with the driver Mrs Fluffkin was 
pleased as punch that she had remembered her bottle 
of red and a number of glasses until Mr Fluffkin asked 
where the bottle opener was.....here we see the 
importance of a buddy check before the start of the 
dive!!!  B.A.R. - Bottle And (cork) Remover.  After several futile but sterling attempts 
with pens, keys and hair brushes the dive marshal finally managed to save the dive 
for the poor Fluffkins with the aid of one of Ms. Waggs stiletto heels.  Hurray dive 
continues and fun bus trundled south into the night. 
 

We arrived in Abu Dhabi at 8.00pm and in the spirit of improved club 
ties scattered ourselves over a number of tables - and to avoid having 
to share the free table wine or course.  ADSAC, as promised, put on 
an absolutely cracking evening.  The room was adorned with divers 
suspended from the ceilings, blow-up sharks (Brian, calm down and 
get down from the table) fishing pots (Mr Cooper stop it and get down 
from the stage) and lots of sparkly flashy anemones.  There was a 
giant projector screen playing some fine footage of ADSAC dives and 



this was all accompanied by the resident club DJ Mr Kyle who 
boasted some 15,000 tracks to choose from.  The evening was 
expertly compered by the lovely Amanda looking most stunning in 
her fine evening dress and the equally fine, but not so stunning in a 
dress, Tom who kept the evening rolling along with poor jokes and 
fine humour. 
 
As well as the hubble bubble of conversation and 
five excellent course meal the evening was 
interspersed with numerous competitions and prize 
draws.  There was the golden plate competition, 
where a lucky lady from each table found they had 
a gold star on the bottom of their plate and were 
invited up to collect such classy prizes as singing 

cows with udders and air inflated peek a boo bra's.  Fantastic.  
There was also the fish seats.  All were asked to check the 
underside of their chairs where one gentleman off each table would 
find a fish sticker.  However, prizes were not so easily won this time, 
oh no.  We were treated to the display of good sportsmanship and 
bad coordination of a line of ten men in masks and fins racing 
across the dance floor - first two past the post got dinner for two at a local hotel.  
Sadly Jim's need to win by fair means or foul resulted in him spending more time 
trying to trip the others up than actually racing and he came absolutely last.  Thank 
goodness nobody tried to trip Jim up otherwise we would have been forced to 
discover what a Scots man wears under his kilt!!! 
 
Then came the prize draw raffles.  Now those of you who attended the DSDC/EDA 

ball last year may get a sense of deja-vu from what follows.  
Yes you guessed it, of the 24 prizes almost half of them were 
taken by DSDC divers, with the swag campaign ably lead by the 
Fluffkins.  ADSAC had a most impressive collection of generous 
sponsors including Al Mousa and Scuba Dubai as well as a 
number of hotels in the area.  As a result the scores were as 
follows:  Mdm Cyn - 2 prizes, Mr King 2 prizes and the Fluffkins 
winning on numbers with 5 prizes but the grand winner by far 
had to be Ms Wagg who collected two prizes including the 
evenings grand prize of a shiny yellow scooter, 20m depth rated 

variety of course not the telly tubby fame variety.  Mr Fikree beware - you may have a 
new dive buddy for Gavin. 

 



 
 
With the prizes divvied up and the food enjoyed the rest of the 
evening was whiled away with friends from different clubs 
catching up with each other, new friends being made by others, 
couples swaying on the dance floor and drunks swaying at the 
bar.  As the evening progressed and spirits got higher Mr Fluffkins 
was seen dancing (which was bad  enough) with a Blue Peter 
Built twin set comprising two of the polystyrene tanks off the stage 
(A pair of stage tanks you could say).  These were of course held 
to his back with a DIR-tastic harness constructed from Mrs 
Flufkins best shawl, which went down well. 
 

The evening drew to a close around 2am with our strict DM 
keeping us all to our planned dive times and shepherding us all 
back to the dive bus at the allotted time. This was a little 
extended so that couples could have the one last slow dance, 
witness Mr Claridge smooching around the dance floor with one 
swooning Karen while Mr King, not to be out done by Mr Fluffkins 
twin set, proceeded to climb up on to a table and grab a five foot 
shark off the ceiling.  Off course Brian not being the tallest fellow 
in the world, Wendy Boyle was able to easily intercept him from 
floor level and rescue the shark from being kidnapped.  Oh well 
Brian, the one that got away.  At least this way when you get 

back to the club you can now tell everybody it was “This Big!!!” and nobody will be 
able to prove otherwise, just like the sun fish and the whale shark. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
We all then said our farewells to new friends and old and piled in the fun bus for a 
very sleepy two hour trot up SZR and back to the other capital of the UAE.  The trip 
was of course punctuated by the obligatory toilet break at a service station in the 
middle of nowhere (or cigarette break if you are Marion).  We then ATTEMPTED to 



drop the Fluffkins off at Interchange 5, with the driver pulling of on the slip road as 
requested only for Brian to wake up and ask the fool where he was going and directed 
him back onto the freeway.  The driver was eventually persuaded to ignore Mr King, 
and Helen and Steven were seen clambering over the excavations and spoil heaps 
next to the hard shoulder to get home.  Thanks Brian.  There was also the musical 
jackets as Bob complained his mobile phone was not in his jacket pocket.  It turned 
out Bob had Steven’s jacket, Steven had Bob’s jacket and Bob’s phone was in Jim’s 
pocket.  I guess the combination of age, all black jackets and one or two drinks had 
confused the poor Mr Claridge but it all turned out nicely after all. 

 
Well that was the point of exit from the fun bus for this writer who watched the bus 
float off into the night with an almost complete compliment of sleepy divers, but no 
doubt enjoyed a few more amusing tales before they got home.  With a brilliant night 
had by all I would of course express thanks.  Thanks to Jim for organising the dive, 
thanks to Steph for allowing her romantic weekend away to be shared by 8 other 
divers, thanks to Marion for the loan of her bottle opener and most of all thanks to the 
ADSAC for their warm hospitality and an absolutely cracking night out!!  Hopefully we 
can return the favour later in the year and invite friends new and old up to join us.  
And we'll try to arrange an equally generous collection of raffle prizes for you to take 
back with you.  
 


