The Mangawhai Dredge

My time was up. Yes, | knew it was my turm when | overheard they needed someons
on the Dredge. The day was sunny and it would only be for half a day. | volunteerad.

Wearing my gumboots | boarded the Dredge via the trustee float. The skipper's
name was Mike or Mark. It was a bit hard to hear with the earmuffs on but we
communicated pretty well. | soon got the hang of the winches which pulled the
Dredge forward so the snorkel cove red the bottom.

We were off Picnic Bay and biting into a 2-meter high bank of sand. The water was
very clear and every so often a large slab of sand broke free and we would see the
sand cascading underwater towards the =norkel. The snorkel tended to move around
like some living animal sucking up the sand and sea water and jerking the Dredge
with its movements.

However this was not to last. An extra big slab broke free and although the snorkel
gave a jerk and the hose twitched it was not enough and on shore | could see the
water fountains from the leaks in the pipeline slowly subsiding.

The skipper with frantic gestures indicated we needed to raise the snorkel. Not an
easy task and one that | was pleased to see completed.

To start the water flow- the pump had to have the air removed from the suction line-
using the vacuum pump. It was my job to hold a piece of 12 mm diameter steel bar
against the belis 50 as to give sufficient tension to m the vacuum pump. The first
three times | tried it- the belts threw a wobbly- and twisted in the grooves coming
right off. It didn't take long ta reposition them and eventually we had vacuum and
were back in business.

| don't know why we tried so hard fo get it going again as it was hard work winding
up the winches and dragging the submerged hose behind the Dredge. Perhaps it
was for the excitement of seeing another slab of sand breaking away from the face
down towards the snorkel which was followed by our frantic efforts to wind up the
snorkel before it was covered by too much sand- stopping the water flow.

| had noticed a red coloured rope tied to the snorkel now had one end disappearing
into the snorkel. | pointed this out the skipper and asked if this was normal.
Apparently it was not as he clambered out on the derrick supporting the snorkel and
rafrieved the rope. The end of the rope was frayed and it was obvious the missing
end the rope had disappeared into the pump. The awesome power of the motor had
continued to turn the pump without missing a beat.

In true form the rain arrived. The beautiful blue sky put on a black overcoat and the
rain hissed down. In the beautiful su nshine that followed | ate my overdue lunch, It
was about 2:30 p.m. | waved to my wife, Margie, who accompanied by Wendy- our
dog- had come to see if | was surviving. | was.

After the third or was it the fifth time the pump would not restart. We checked the
water flow from the cooling pump, checkad the vacuum pump, ran the main motor a



little bit faster- but to no avail. | wondered what the crowd on the bank was thinking. |
noticed several children playing in the puddles arou nd the pipeline. They would get a
fright when the pump restarted and doused them in a fountain of water. But no luck
with the pump or fountains.

Jim had turned up and we looked to him for inspiration. We checked the lubncation
on the vacuum pump seals. Tightened the belts, No go. Next the pipeline flanges on
the suction where checked and tightened. No luck. \We separated the pipeline where
the vacuum line joined the suction pipe, It was completely blocked by a wad of the
same red rope we had removed earlier from the pump suction. We fned again and
this time the pump restarted. Relief.

Back to the winches and more cascades of dry sand from the cliff face. This was
exciting stuff even if it was hard on the muscles. Jim continued his inspection of the
Dredge. We were moving a lot of sand. On shore Noel was continuing to work on the
pipeline. He had been there the whole day- tightening up joints and shifting the pipe
with the digger. My mind tended to wander as | worked on the winches, sheltered
from the world by earmuffs and happy in my work.

Suddenly | noticed frantic waves from people on the shore. Not just Margie- but a
whole lot of people were waving and pointing to the stern of the dredge. | walked
down to the back and saw Jim in the dinghy- with one oar, waving and yelling
something about a stern anchor. | walked back and got the skipper who had a
conversation about something being all tangled up. | kept out of the way. This was
too technical for me.

Soon it was five pm and the pump was shut down. Behind the Dredga- Jim was
balanced precariously in the dinghy- with one oar pulling on the rope which the
digger was trying to lift. It would have keen comical if it had not been so serious. |t
was difficult to say whether the dingy would capsize or the digger bucket would crush
it.

I was tired and carrying my things as | walked back 1o the car along the pipeline. The
pump- of course- was stopped and apart from the last of the water which was leaking
from joints in the pipeline it was relatively dry.

| stopped and inspected the joints. Almost every one which had been lzaking had
bits of the frayed red rope jammed in the joints. Perhaps we had discovered a new
way for stopping radiator leaks!

Back home | had a hot shower and the following day my back and arm muscles
reminded me of my rash decision to volunteer on the Dredge. But it was good to
have been a participant and not just an anlooker. Perhaps | will do it again.
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