
Dive Report: Swanage, July 2015 

 The urge to head for Swanage to the oldest 

dive centre in the UK - Divers Down – for a spot 

of mid-week diving, was too great to resist. It’s 

what you might call ‘pier pressure’. So Mark, 

Steve and Charlie, having booked into the Sunny 

Bay Guest House, with its stunning view of the 

bay, hit the town on a Thursday afternoon during 

the July heat wave, thus avoiding the difficulties 

of parking on the pier, which is always the case at 

weekends. 

 Soon after arriving, we were kitted up and 

exploring the underwater world beneath the pier. 

Visibility was so bad that at one point we even managed to lose the pier. Even so, several 

small wrasse were in evidence – both cuckoo, ballan and corkwing – a number of crustacea, 

juvenile tompot blennies, bib and pollack, and the occasional snakelocks anemone. By now I 

would have been happy diving solo – after all, who needs friends when you have anemones 

like this? Your scribe believes he saw a dragonet too, although there were no other witnesses; 

it was four inches long and distinctly triangular, widest at the head and tapering steadily 

backwards. 

 Later that same afternoon we boarded Spike, the 

Divers Down catamaran, to dive the two Valentine tanks 

which sank in 1943 whilst practising for the D-Day 

landings in Normandy. They had been fitted with canvas 

screens which could be raised or lowered pneumatically to 

allow them to float. They were powered by a drive system, 

allowing the engines to turn large propellers, mounted at 

the rear, when the tanks were in the water. Most of the 

experimentation took 

place in Poole Bay, 

but a few succumbed in rough conditions and sank. The 

two tanks we dive on are 80 metres apart, at a depth of 

14 metres, with a navigational line between the two. 

One still has an intact gun turret and both are home to 

several conger eels, tompot blennies and shrimps. By 

the end of this otherwise enjoyable dive in 4 metre vis 

the neck seal on my drysuit was proving somewhat 

ineffective and by the time I ascended I was soaking 

wet throughout. 

 That evening we feast at the Black Swan and may even have come close to victory in 

the pub quiz, had not the Swanage pub quiz champions been in residence and had we known 

the fruit that sits atop te Wimbledon men’s trophy. It’s a pineapple, allegedly. 

 Day Two has us boarding Spike again to head for the wreck of the Betsy Anna. This 

was an 880 ton Dutch steamer which sank in 1926 and which lies at a depth of 25 metres. The 

wreck is now broken in half with the bow pointing towards the surface; the remains are 
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mostly upright, but with the engine fallen over; there is one main boiler and one donkey 

boiler. Today I shall be wearing a 7 ml wetsuit, with matching hood and gloves, which does 

the trick, as the water is 16-17 degrees C and visibility has improved to at least 5 metres. 

There are lots to explore and we spot, amongst others, a truly 

enormous conger eel. We each ascend our own DSMB lines 

and are the last of eleven divers to get back into the boat. As 

I am nearing the lift, a huge barrel jellyfish – almost two feet 

in diameter – crosses my path. 

 We opt out of the afternoon drift dive and, as Steve 

drives homewards to meet a family commitment, Mark and I 

take the coastal walk to Durlston Castle, along the South 

West Coast path to the Great Globe, the abandoned quarry 

and finally the lighthouse. That night we are woken by a terrific storm and the debris in the 

town the next morning is clear evidence of its destructive force. Our alarms are set for 6.00 

am as it’s now Saturday and thus we need to arrive early at the pier to ensure a parking spot. 

 

 

      The Kyarra 

 Today we’re on one of the other Divers Down boats – the Swanage Diver – bound for 

one of the most dived wrecks in the UK, the Kyarra. This British steamer, weighing in at 

nearly 7,000 tons, sank in 1918 and rests at almost 30 metres depth. She was torpedoed by 

UB-57, had four boilers and twin triple expansion engines and has a fair amount of cargo still 

in the wreck. Visibility of around 10 metres – yes, no exaggeration! – provided us with an 

excellent view of several aspects of the ship. Above water the sun was shining and all seemed 

well with the world. Back at the pier we couldn’t resist another session underneath this 

historic structure, having previously read many of the hundreds of plaques attached to the 

walkway. One from Buxton Dive Club caught my eye; It said simply ‘Live and Let Dive’. 

Nice one! 
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