First Stab at Deviceless Dowsing
We moved into our bungalow in a village in rural Lincolnshire in March this year; only
about 4 days before the Covid lockdown. A lovely area, but very flat and quite a contrast
from East Cornwall and West Devon.
Another difference from our previous house is that the area is without mains drainage.
We then found that our septic tank had been modified to pump its untreated discharge
into a nearby watercourse. Which, as well as being illegal, was not endearing us to our
neighbours living near the ditch. So, the septic tank had to be replaced with a new modern
domestic aerobic treatment plant and the neighbour-friendly treated discharge was to be
sent to the ‘communal pipe’ which almost all of our immediate neighbours were
connected to. Or so we believed.

Despite the changeable weather and unexpected rainstorm, we had few hiccups and
things went reasonably well; certainly as well as you might expect, burying something
resembling a mini submarine in the back garden.
The surprising problem which delayed us and took up a whole morning was in locating
the ‘communal pipe’ which we planned to connect with.
The pipe had reputedly been installed around 30 years ago by the local drainage board
and was thought to be about 5 feet below ground and about 6 or so feet into the farmer’s
field at the rear of our garden. The tale at that time was that any property owner wanting

to connect to the pipe had to contribute to the installation of the pipe, and there had to be
sufficient interest to make the project viable. Obviously, the pipe only extended to those
properties joining the scheme and it stands to reason that our property wasn’t one of
them.

So, all morning the contractor was digging holes and short trenches in the farmer’s field
looking for the mysterious, elusive pipe. After 5 attempts, there was no sign of the pipe.
The contractor did manage to establish that our neighbour, who we (and they) believed
was connected to the pipe, was in fact discharging untreated waste into the farmer’s field
drain.
I was asked, as the customer, ostensibly to see if I had any ideas where the pipe was
located in the field, but judging by the mutterings of the disgruntled digger driver, I think
they really wanted to see if I was willing to consider an alternative option of discharging
to the ditch we had previously been using.
I asked a different neighbour, who was home for lunch and who was the son of the farmer
who owned the field, where the pipe was buried and sought his opinion about the pipe’s
whereabouts. We met in the field and he showed me where he believed the end of the

pipe was. Unfortunately, it was obvious that he was way off the mark, because he
indicated an area that had already been checked by one of the previous exploratory digs
and which had been filled in. Common sense and logic had narrowed down the target
area to part of the field behind the properties measuring about 30m x 3m, but that was as
close as we could get by conventional means without extensive excavation.
On the spur of the moment, I decided to dowse for the end of the pipe. I did not have my
rods with me and dug in my pocket to find that my pendulum was not there either, although
with the bad weather and gusting breeze, a pendulum would not have been my first
choice.
I decided to try Deviceless Dowsing. I was not really sure what to do or how this was
supposed to work, but I tried to visualise a pendulum or rod in my right hand, while I
walked across the field with a stake in my left hand and simultaneously tried to focus on
the end of the pipe that I was seeking. I was pleasantly surprised to feel a tingle and twitch
in my hand when I was facing in the right direction and another when I was standing on
a spot next to a neighbour’s hedge. I planted the stake in the ground an inch in front of
my toes. The farmer’s son assured me that the pipe was buried at least 5 feet down, but
I dowsed it anyway and got the answer that the pipe was buried between 2 and 3 feet
underground.
Childishly, I was so pleased with myself. I know that I am supposed to maintain a level of
detachment and disinterested curiosity, at least while actually dowsing, but I really
couldn’t help myself afterwards. My dowsing was proved to be completely accurate. I had
warned the digger driver that I believed the pipe to be shallow and to be careful around 2
feet deep. He duly stopped the digger bucket at that depth and they carefully dug down
a few more inches by spade to reveal an angled bend where the discharge from one
property joins the end of the pipe. The communal pipe was found to be 4 inches diameter
and the top was a fraction over 2 feet down.
Reflecting back, I feel that I was justified in taking pleasure in my achievements, I had
experimented and successfully tried something different. I didn’t feel guilty when I learned
to use a computer to search for information on the Internet, quite the contrary. So why
should learning new and diverse ways of dowsing be any different? Or am I overthinking
it?
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