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Hi everyone! 

This months Newsletter as you will see is down to a 

smaller number of pages.  Luckily I kept articles from 

Bryan Halladay, David Hird, Denis Kearns and Peter and 

Janet Milner in case I was short of articles for this issue.  

I am indebted to the above as otherwise this issue would 

be a blank sheet! 

The deadline for articles for the July Newsletter is 15th 

June 2003 and I would be extremely grateful for any 

contributions, together with photographs if at all possi-

ble.  Please send your jottings to 

me at 11 Avon Crescent, Strat-

ford-upon-Avon, Warwickshire  

CV37 7EU as soon as possible.  

Alternatively, I have finally man-

aged to find a suitable provider for my new e-mail ad-

dress, Dawn@sunset.plus.com so there is no excuse for 

you internet users not to get in touch! 

Let’s hope everyone has some time to support the rallies 

arranged by some of our members this year and we look 

forward to seeing many of you over the next few months. 

Regards 

Dawn 

1—5 May 2003 
Norman and Pauline Selby’s Rally 
Nr Lutterworth, Leicestershire 
22—26 May 2003 
Brian and Vera McLean’s Rally 
Beverley, East Yorkshire 
6—8 June 2003 inclusive 
Roger and Hazel Morgan, Mary Hines and Steve Phillip’s  
Rally, Whitchurch, Shropshire 
20—23 June 2003 
AGM in Hanley Swan, Worcestershire 
28 July—4 August 2003 
Ed and Vera Watson’s Rally 
Ambleside, Lake District 
20—27 August 2003 
Jan Charity’s Upton-upon-Severn Water Festival Rally 
Caravan Salon Dusseldorf  (Show Dates 20.8.03—7.09.03) 
Please see details on Page 3 
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Membership 
 

At the end of 2002 we have a membership of 
67.  Subscriptions for the coming year are 
now overdue.  At the time of writing, (6 April 
2003) 41 have rejoined.  So a lot must be 
travelling and will catch up with post when 
they get home. 
2003 has started with 4 new members.  I 
would like to welcome Alan and Val Weeks, 
Frank and Carole Parker, Gerry and Viki Costa 
and John Denver.  I look forward to meeting 
them at future events and wish them happy 
motorhoming. 

 
Richard Tidbury (Membership Secretary) 
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I have modified my gas cupboard to take four 
Camping Gaz 907 for numerous reasons, but largely 
due to the fact that I can carry one, even two in 

and out of European supermar-
kets without hurting myself, I 
have a titanium valve in my heart, 
know that they are readily avail-
able and I will not be over-
charged for them.   
 
Secondly, we had a minor problem 
with the marker lights not work-
ing, on examination it was found 
that the very thick metal connec-

tors on the inside of the bulb holder had corroded, 
due largely to water running down tight wires, if 
the wiring is pulled down from the marker lamps 
and a small loop is formed below them, the water 
drops off the lowest part of the loop and therefore 
only a minimal amount of moisture gets into the 
marker and this can be further reduced by using a 
repellent – WD40 for example. 
 
The other job I have done is to make my own and 
indeed fit, some rear mud flaps and they are great.   
 
I was very disappointed with the slowness of filling 
the freshwater tank and after careful deliberation 
I decided that if it was possible to have the 
camper slightly up hill on the nearside I could actu-
ally fill the tank but I’m a slow learner and should 
have realised that the tank was so shallow it 
needed more time to displace the air than a deep 
tank, now we can fill the tank and it lasts really 
very well – it’s surprising how little water you can 
clean your teeth with, whereas at home it’s a dif-
ferent tale! 
 
Whilst sorting out these minor irritations I found 
the electrics in and around the water heater and 
leisure battery to be an absolute disgrace, inline 
fuses, each of different manufacture just hanging 
anywhere - I cut out over 5 yards of unnecessary 
cable and fitted a 4 way fuse block – it’s now far 
more pleasing to the eye and I feel better for hav-
ing done the job.   

 
I am a little concerned about water collection under 
the bonnet and in the set screws on the trailing edge 
of the panel betwixt end of bonnet and around the 
panel covering the windscreen wiper mechanism. 
In conclusion, I appreciated the article and/or para-
graph on chipping the camper (October 2002 News-
letter ‘Performance Booster’).  This could hopefully 
get a genuine 100 mph out of our Hobby.  If that is 
the case, it would be our second camper to achieve 
this highly illegal but very rewarding sensation, the 
first was a 3.9 Ex BMC Sherpa with a 2.85” dia ex-
haust pipe and 6-7 mpg!   
 
Fairly long distance travel appeals to both Mary and 
myself largely because the Hobby is so pleasant to 
drive, particularly after a Hymer 535, so if anybody 
has ideas about going to Scandinavia, we’d be inter-
ested in hearing from you. 
 
 

Bryan thinks he may have a photograph of his modifi-
cations to the gas cupboard.  If anyone is interested 
please contact him direct. 

Conversions To Our Hobby 650 FSE 
Bryan Halladay 

J u s t  j o k i n g 
Bryan.You sound 
like a brilliant 
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Dusseldorf Show 
 
In the January Newsletter, I put a note in to see if 
anyone was interested in a trip to Germany to the 
Dusseldorf Show.  Dawn and my-
self are definitely going.  We’ve 
had two people respond so far 
and in order to see if it is viable 
to look at group savings, I would 
need to see more interest.  The 
earlier we do this the more 
chance there are of savings, so 
an early response would be appreciated.   
 
For those of you on the web the website address is 
www.caravan-salon.de where you can find further 
information.  Alternatively please telephone me on 
0 1 7 8 9  2 99 6 4 1  o r  e -m a i l  m e  a t 
Jim@sunset.plus.com. 

 
Jim Walton 



propriate PCV driving licence arose.   Providence took 
an even firmer grip on the situation when it became 
clear that I had held a restricted PCV licence for 
just a few months.   “Sit there” he said.   “Don’t 
move” he said, and disappeared to make a ‘phone call. 
“You start tomorrow”, he announced on returning.    
Cue for huge knot to develop in digestive system. 
 
After one trip, riding shotgun in the passenger seat, 
I was unleashed on an unsuspecting public.   I man-
aged four return trips that first day and, apart from 
making a complete hash of the ticketing and counter-
foil arrangements, enjoyed it reasonably well. The 
two buses over on the Cape are Mercedes 307/308s, 
with gearboxes configured like nothing else I had 
ever encountered.   The principal difference is that 
first gear is where I expected reverse to be, and 
vice versa.  “If you feel yourselves heading for the 
sea, backwards, at a fearsome rate of knots, then it 
is entirely my fault” I announced to a complement of 
passengers already concerned for their own well-
being after a crossing of the Kyle of Durness in an 
open boat in what is certainly Britain’s smallest inde-
pendent ferry operation.   
 
The Cape Wrath lighthouse run is no great test of 
navigational skills.   There is a start, at the steeply 
inclined Cape side jetty with minimal turning space 
(just how waterproof are these Mercs?), a single 
track, err, track, of eleven miles or so ideal for Lan-
drovers etc, and an end at the most north westerly 
point on the British mainland.  In between there is 
the deserted but stunningly beautiful last great wil-
derness in Western Europe.   “Sorry I’m late, I got 
lost” is therefore quite unacceptable as a valid ex-
cuse. 
 
The real excitements arose when encountering the 
other bus.   Passing places are few, unmarked and 
very overgrown; regular drivers know them but I was 
floundering.   Reversing fourteen passengers around 
tight corners up an unmade track whilst wrestling 
with an inverted gearbox can be a very significant 
learning experience, and quite character-building. 
The scenery is, however, simply awe-inspiring, and 
the wildlife is something else.   We frequently saw 
full 24-point stags, hinds with new young and last 
years followers on the journey, and seals, porpoises 

Last summer Rachel and I determined to see the real 
Scotland properly and therefore planned an un-
planned month’s assault on the northern lands, with 
the intention of making haste slowly. Rachel’s 
brother lives in Durness, the north western-most 
village on the British mainland, and we thought it 
likely that we would visit at some time, perhaps, 
whenever.   We accordingly pointed the FIAT* 
Hobby Cinquecento- plus-twenty-percent** 
(perspicaciously named “Ultimate Indulgence”) north-
wards and headed towards the far west of Scotland. 
The scenery, as everyone knows, is beyond stunning, 
especially at a leisurely pace unconstrained by ad-
vance bookings and underpinned by a determination 

to wild camp when the opportu-
nity arose.   The eight days 
journey around the bays and 
lochs of Wester Ross and Suth-
erland was certainly a prescrip-
tion for unwinding and indolence 
almost to the point of supine 
horizontality. Our favourite 
overnight stop was at Eilean 
Donan Castle (that well known 

Highland beauty spot depicted on countless betarta-
ned shortbread tins and tourist tat tea towels).   We 
spent an undisturbed night on the unsurfaced exten-
sion to the castle car park, accompanied by a French 
family in their panel van conversion.  This lochside 
spot really is idyllic; Eilean Donan Castle is floodlit at 
night and we were entertained by the skirl o’ the 
pipes – the castle was the setting for a wedding re-
ception that night. 
 
We eventually arrived in Durness on a Monday and 
contacted Tony by ‘phone.   After exchanging pleas-
antries a certain amount of confusion was engen-
dered when we announced, “Is the kettle on? We are 
marching up your drive!” Purely by coincidence it 
emerged in conversation that Tony was due to re-
start his day job the following day, that he had been 
working as a relief driver on the Cape Wrath minibus 
service and his non-availability coincided with the 
other driver also being unavailable.   Without two 
drivers the service could not operate fully, and this 
was the third week in August, quite the season’s 
busiest period. Again, purely by coincidence, I of-
fered to help if I could, and the question of the ap-

Excitements On The Lighthouse Road 
David M. Hird 

“ I f  y o u  f e e l 

yourselves heading for 

the sea, backwards, at 

a fearsome rate of 

knots, then it is 

entirely my fault” 

Page 4 INDEPENDENT ASSOCIATION OF HOBBYISTS  



and dolphins in the Pentland Firth at the Cape.   
The Clomhor cliffs, Britain’s highest, are passed on 
the trip out and the beach at Sandwood Bay, said 
to be amongst the finest and certainly the most 
isolated in Britain, is visible on the return. 
 
There are no permanent residents on the Cape.   
Anything approaching frenzied activity is re-
stricted to the times when the area is used as a 
bombing and strafing range by the armed forces.   
The bus trip on those days will be, err, even more 
exciting. Continentals of just about every national-
ity were keen to experience this unique combined 
sea and minibus adventure.   On one particularly 
busy day I had already done five return trips when 
I returned to the jetty, at about 4.00pm, to find 

yet another party waiting.   A large and voluble 
Australian couple – no doubt Bruce and Sheila by 
name – were strutting about complaining about any-
thing and everything to anyone within earshot, and 
that was one vast area!! 
 
They had evidently already had a run-in with the 
ferryman and now singled me out for their own 
brand of Ocker bonhomie.   “We’ve had to wait here 
over and hour and a half for you” (Absolute balder-
dash; the wait could not have been more than forty 
minutes, and who cares anyway, when half a day 
means nothing in these parts?)   “You’ve wasted all 
our time and completely ruined our day”. “If you 
wanted a day at the Cape, why didn’t you arrive at 
9.30 this morning instead of late afternoon” I re-
plied, taking some of the wind out of his not incon-
siderable sails.   Reversal of stout Aussie, mum-
bling. 
Antipodean sidles back, with another attack, from 
another angle.   “Since you have spoiled our plans, 

we think that you should take us to the Cape for 
free”. 
“Yep.   Fine.   Sure.    Agreed.   I’ll take you to Cape 
Wrath free of charge, certainly.”    The merest 
hint of a smile coursed across his troubled counte-
nance although it could, of course, have been wind. 
“But it will cost you £6.50 each to come back.” 
“*#*^%^%# +*&%*#$% *~^%*” came the swift 
rejoinder, and they got straight back on the boat, 
to resume their verbal skirmish with Cabreck the 
ferryman.   
 
Discussing this delightful interlude later with 
Cabreck I opined that it must be very unfortunate 
having to share a hotel with the likes of them.   
“Hotel?” he said.   “Its bloody unfortunate having 
to share the same continent with ‘em”. I spent a 
thoroughly enjoyable five days driving the Cape 
Wrath run and twelve days in Durness, when we ex-
pected to be there for no more than two. If they 
will have me and if the driver shortage persists 
next year, I’m going for the whole season.   If you 
manage to get to Sutherland look me up.   I’m the 
one who failed the Diplomatic Service entrance ex-
amination. 
 
*         do these initials stand for Fires In All Tem-
peratures? 
**       600 Fsd, to the uninitiated 
 
P.S.   Scotland is renowned for its midges.  They 
appear in even more numbers than made themselves 
unavoidably evident at last year’s IAH AGM in 
Wales.   But I have been made privy to local folk-
lore knowledge that significantly minimises the dis-
comfort these tiny airborne attackers cause. Of 
the genus Ceratopogonidae the commonest biting 
midge is the Culicoides impunctuctatus (sub-species 
Maximus Gobbus?). Now scientific research indi-
cates that only the female insect is prone to biting. 
So to avoid midge bites, all you have to do is ensure 
that you surround yourselves with the male of the 
species. 
But you must, of course, possess exceptionally good 
eyesight in order to detect the differentiating 
physiological characteristic!!   
 
October 2002 
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It was a typical Welsh summer’s day.  At least, I 
think it was Wales.  It was either Wales or North-
ern Kenya and as I have never been to Northern 
Kenya, it must have been Wales.  Anyhow you all 
must know it as the place where King Ethelred the 
Seldom married Queen Blodwin the unwilling.  There 
were no children of this match so hence the line ran 
out. 
 
So, it was a typical Welsh summer’s day.  The liquid 
sunshine was pouring down in buckets and we were 
on holiday.  As I remember, it only rained twice 
during our fortnight.  In other words, it stopped 
for ten minutes on the second Wednesday.   
 
Aud decided, after a one-woman vote, that we 
should forsake the mechanical transport and go 
horse riding.  Although I did not know it at the 
time, I am to horse riding what Dame Margo 
Fontaine is to long distance lorry driving.  Never-
theless, off we went. 
 
At the riding stables there were a number of peo-
ple ready to go forth and the groom (bless the dear 
little man), decided that I merited a big, big horse, 

which is exactly what I got.  It 
was at least seven feet high in its 
slippers and weighed around two 
and a half tonnes.  My protests of 
non-experience were ignored.  
The groom told me to just keep 
its head up and all would be well 
so, off we went.  “Show it who’s 
boss,” he said.  I soon found out 
that it wasn’t me. 
 
Now as I said the liquid sunshine 
had stopped for a minute but the 

trees were still dripping.  This damned animal, out 
of sheer spite walked me gently through the drip-
ping leaves, pausing only for a moment at the wet-
test spot.  
 
Once outside, the horses all decided to stick to-
gether and with me in the middle, hemmed in on 
every side we started up a small incline.  Whether 
horses are trained in manners, I don’t know, but as 

one they all decided that this exertion merited an 
emptying of the bowels and as if at a signal, away 
they went.  Unfortunately, as I said, I was in the 
middle of the pack (or is it herd or more likely mob) 
and to use the words of the scriptures, “The lot 
fell not so much upon Jacob as Den”. 
 
With my well-manured 
shoes and trousers we 
reached the summit where-
upon my mount decided to 
refill it’s now empty stom-
ach.  This it did by turning 
side on in the narrow lane 
and start grazing from the 
hedgerow.  
 
Remembering the groom’s advice about keeping its 
head up, I pulled on the reins.  This evoked a 
counter measure from the dear little thing, the re-
sult of which was that I was bent double over the 
flamin’ horse’s head.  Time passes ever so slowly in 
a situation like that, but it wasn’t long before the 
joy of my life galloped up to the rescue but not be-
fore I had, remembering John Wayne, The Cisco 
Kid and others tried the usual “Gee up”, “Get along 
little doggie” plus various comments on the animal’s 
blood line. 
 
The only way we could get that horse to move at all 
was by towing it so Aud took my reins and towed me 
at about 1 m.p.h. followed by 3 cars, a motor bike 
and a party of ramblers down on to a sandy beach 
where I was abandoned once more while she dashed 
up and down.  The horse of course reverted to form 
and stayed quite still.  If only such horses had been 
used at the Charge of the Light Brigade, the course 
of history might have been changed. 
 
All was not lost however, as after what seemed like 
24 hours, my mount decided that it must visit its 
relatives who unfortunately for me lived across the 
sea in Ireland.  We set off then at a steady pace 
into the waves and I felt some trepidation as to 
where this was all going to end. 
 

It Was A Typical Welsh Summer’s Day… 
                                 Denis Kearns 

Ride ‘em cowboy- 
sorry, Den! 
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“Aud decided, after a 

one-woman vote, that 

we should forsake the 

mechanical transport 

and go horseriding.” 



I was saved from a watery grave by the expiration 
of the booked hour.  The horse obviously had a 
built in clock and without hesitation, deviation or 
anything else, it set off at full gallop for home.  I 
don’t know what awaited it, but he obviously did for 
we travelled at around the speed of sound, with me 
dropping the reins and clutching both arms around 
the horses neck and so on into the stable yard 
where he suddenly realised he was home and 
stopped…just like that.  Unfortunately, my hold on 
the brute was not up to the same standard, such 
that I found myself “Base over Apex” on the well-
manured and very wet cobbles. 

Undaunted I composed myself such that, when the 
others came in, I was able to join them in claiming 
to have had a really good outing. 

 
After that day, I became Anti Hunt, 
Anti Field Sports, Anti Country Life 
and above all ANTI RUDDY 

HORSES.  Motorhomes are so docile 
by comparison.  

Caption describing picture or 
graphic. 

… and he rode 
off into the 
sunset! 

lively open air market, Collonges-la-Rouge, a medie-
val town built entirely of deep red stone and St 
Yrieix-la-Perche near Limoges where we had ample 
opportunity to indulge in luxury purchases.  

 
We also followed part of Rich-
ard Coeur de Lion’s route 
through the area and had a 
wonderful restaurant meal 
together in the tiny little vil-
lage of Mortemart. More 
sadly we spent an afternoon 
at Ourador sur Glane, the 
heartrending scene of the 
massacre of villagers by re-
treating German troops in 1944.   
 
After enjoying Chateauponsac and La Souterraine 
we finally gathered with many other club members 
for the annual Assemblee Generale and feast be-
fore heading home via Amboise and Vouvray on the 
Loire, Chartres, Alencon and Caen.   

 
In November 2001 we took the ferry to Le Havre 
and drove along the delightful River Eure to meet 
up with the other members at Rambouillet, West of 
Paris. Rambouillet is an interesting 18th century 
town that houses the National Bergerie, an enor-
mous farm where rare-breed sheep and cattle are 
bred. This year we held our Assemblee Generale 
and enjoyed a banquet before setting off on our 
Balade.  This proved to be a relaxed but tricky tour 
of ‘Les Chateaux de L’Isle de France’. We saw many 

Three Splendid ‘Balades’ 
                           Peter and Janet Milner 
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“To give you an idea of 

costs, which are kept 

to a minimum by careful 

organisation, this ten 

day Balade cost us 

about £45 each…” 

In an earlier piece I said I would write up the three 
wonderful Balades’ we have been on with our French 
friends in the ‘Camping Cars sur les Routes de la 
Soie’.  Here goes: 

 
Our first Balade, in July 2000 was in the Limousin 
country of South Western France. We met up with 
the other club members at the ancient Roman city 
of Argentan-sur Creuze East of Poitier and, as the 
first active British members of the club, were rap-
idly granted special, almost, ‘mascot’ status. The 
balade that followed was organised as a sort of in-
formal ‘Treasure Hunt’ with each day’s route requir-
ing us to visit eight or so particular villages, hilltops 
or waterfalls so that we could answer simple ques-
tions about the monuments, houses or views we 
found there. 
 
The balade took us among some breathtakingly 
beautiful and remote scenery over the next ten 
days, concentrating on the lovely rivers and old 
towns of the region. We knew we had done the 
right thing by joining because, on our third night, a 
French couple, who had no English whatsoever, 
asked us to share their evening meal. Although they 
still have no English at all, Roger and Andree are 
now among our very best friends.  

 
We visited museums, chateaux, vineyards, tiny little 
hilltop villages and several interesting historic 
towns. These included Aubusson, where the curator 
of the Tapestry Museum gave us an excellent 
guided tour, Brive La Galliard on the day of its 
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lovely and fascinating places and things but the 
navigation was a bit tricky because we had been set 
a variety of routes that, wherever possible and de-
spite our proximity to Paris, took us along hardly 
used back roads. 
  
This trip took us to a great many other fascinating 
spots including the Chateaux of Breteille, where 
the six or eight British members (numbers had 
gone up since our first year) were shown around the 
enchanting property by the charming Marquis de 
Breteille while his wife looked after the little shop. 
After this we went on to Versailles (where we were 
broken into by a very professional thief who found 
nothing he wanted) and Monte Cristo, the over-the-
top home of Alexandre Dumas. We saw several 
other very worthwhile places and some lovely coun-
tryside and especially enjoyed the amazing city-
scape of Paris from the terraces at St Germain-en-
Laye. Other highlights for us were Auvers sur Oise 
where there is a wonderful ‘Impressionists’ living 
history exhibit and Chantilly where we camped 
right beside the racecourse for two nights so that 
we could see the chateau’s marvelous art collection 
and enjoy another splendid meal together before 
saying goodbye.   
 
This September we were back down South again 
with a balade that started at a superbly sited mu-
nicipal campsite on the bank of the gentle river 
Dronne at Bourdeilles near Brantome. After enjoy-
ing Bourdeille’s chateau, friendly street life and 
lovely views we took a series of white and yellow 
roads that took us through lovely country and su-
perb bastides to the River Lot where we spent a 
night at Puy L’Eveque. Next day we all went on a 
guided coach tour of the Cahors vineyards. The day 
included a gargantuan meal of soup, gizzards, duck 
legs, salad, cheese, cake and other local delicacies 
and visits to several delightful villages, one of 
which has an out-door collection the work of the 
cubist sculptor Zadkine.  We spent the next day in 
Cahors, buying fruit, vegetables, ham, honey and 
cheese in the market, looking around the cathedral 
and taking a relaxing boat ride on the River Lot. We 
camped that night on a hill-top plateau with tre-
mendous views over the town and its famous three-
towered medieval bridge.  
 
After that we drove through Agen by way of the 
luscious hill-top town of Luzerte to our next treed 

campsite at Roquefort d’Agen, deep in the heart of 
prune country. The next morning we drove on 
through lovely open, rolling hills, which Stendahl 
called ‘The French Tuscany’, to Condom. On the way 
we visited a tiny village with a huge Abbey, Castle-
nau d’Auverne where there is a moving memorial to 
a combined group of French and Spanish resistance 
men who died fighting the Germans in 1944 and 
Romieux, one of our favourite French places. We 
camped that night in the little bastide town of 
Mezin and next day visited its large fortified 
church and the Cork Museum before making our 
way to Lislebonne, a super campsite by a lake on the 
edge of the Foret des Landes. We spent the last 
two nights of the Balade there, chatting together, 
enjoying another huge and superb feast and holding 
our Assemblee Generale.  
 
This time we came home via the Dordogne, St Emil-

ion and the Charente. As usual 
we brought eight or nine cases 
of wine with us and, after 
seeing the astonishing prehis-
toric alignments at Carnac, 
which we last saw in 1981, and 
visiting English friends near 
Lorient, finished up with a 
superb Assiette des Fruits de 

Mer at Lancieux in Brittany before catching the 
ferry from Cherbourg. 

 
 
To give you an idea of costs, which are kept to a 
minimum by careful organisation, this ten day 
Balade cost us about £45 each, including all the 
camping, two magnificent meals, wine and liqueurs, a 
day-long coach tour, a nice boat ride and lots of 
museum visits and other jollies. 
  

If anybody would like more information 
drop us an email on peter.ribenco@btinternet.com 
or a call on 01938 552459. 
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