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There is a diver in our club

Who’s very seldom not in a pub

Now this may just refer to a lot of us

But with a few more clues you will suss

He likes a pint, or seven or eight

The bell at last orders is a sound he does hate

You can always find him sat at his table

As for moving around, we don’t know if he’s able

It’s said this diver does try his best

But the best laid plans can go out west

This year he’s tried so hard with boats

But probably just cost us more in pound notes

Anglesey is just a small tow and hop

Though even there he can damage the prop

Trying to get our boat on the plain

That rock being there was just a pain

With heart in mouth he limped back to shore

now he don’t take the boats out any-more

His real heart lies in a pub, the Mish Nish

Where on Saturday nights he driinks more than the fish

He likes a dance, a real good bop

As long as the tune is be-bop-a-doo-wop

An early night simply can’t be done

Though once this year he’s had to run

The trap in the pub was all in use

And his problem bowels needed to let loose

He strode and ran back to the Gaelic Rose

Making it to the toilet, unlike some of those

Bed at midnight must have been the cure

For he was up again early, drinking beer at four

He’s helped on lots of training dives

Showing best how for divers to help save lives

Though he’ll not want to remember at one northern site

How by mixing with Rachel he ended up taking flight

To top it all he didn’t quite land on his toes

Instead he fell over and his torch broke his nose

So now as his kit sits dry in a corner

Though thankfully now not covered in Korma

We wonder how long that chest takes to mend

And to Tony Wheatland this award do I send

