Letter from the Editor:

It has been quite an eventful summer one way anthanfor us that is, although we don’t hear toccmabout what other members
get up to but we would very much like to hear abmutr adventures, so how about putting pen to papeemail (my address is on
the back page). Don't worry about your literarylisk 1 can always tweak it here and there - ithis ideas that matter and the fact that
we can all learn something from each other. Thbtialub have met up at quite a number of differamues over the past year and,
when | last wrote, we were just about to attendi Bsowning’s rally at Chainbridge, 16-23 July, afgerather dismal summer. We
were a few days late arriving as we had other pingagements, the first being a balloon flight fiath on the 18at 6 am in the
morning! This had been arranged by our family aftkr many cancellations due to bad weather cimmdit we were finally able to
take flight up to the heavens above the city ohBatd surrounding countryside - a magical expedenmtil it came to landing!! Our
‘pilot’ was being examined by an instructor, anttafwo abortive attempts to land, we finally cradlinto a narrow strip of land
between two railway lines. The cows in the adjadiefd were very surprised! Our feelings of eupaavere somewhat dashed
particularly when we had to spend the next houtihgthe balloon off the brambles and stuff itladick into a bag which seemed far
too small. It was lucky there were 16 of us tghelth this daunting task. We had a nice long adtstrwards as we were trapped in a
field with locked gates, the farmer having gonentarket with the keys in his pocket. The examinentoff to find the farmers’ wife
who managed to contact her husband and persuad® heturn and let us out, but we were still nait'of the woods’ yet as the land-
rover which was on its way to fetch us had brokewrl This entailed a long walk back to the neareatl and another long wait until
rescue arrived - then the driver got lost and te®lon a circular route bringing us back to the poi@ had started from! However,
eventually we returned to Bath and made our waydh@niew aches here and there but none the warseif@dventure. The next
commitment was to help a friend arrange a sur@ebirthday party which entailed putting up a largetp tent in their garden and
attending a dance in the village hall. Howevermage it to Chainbridge on the Sunday, the weatfasrglorious, and it was good to
meet up with old friends once again - we shouldetevanged our balloon flight from there insteaevasvatched them taking off in
the very next field. After a few days campingt@nts) with the grandchildren, | was glad to ertjoy relative comfort of our Hobby
for the trip to Ireland in August/September of thésar in the company of David and Ann Jackson,tteggewith Ken and Lucy
Cookson. They both had a headstart as they hagéwearlier in order to visit Donaghy Motorhomad_ etterkenny, but we managed
to catch up with them at Dungloe campsite on thstweast, then travelling south we stayed togedbdar as Doolin, when we parted
company with David and Ann who wanted to see somgtbf the lakes in the central part of Ireland sthive continued with Ken and
Lucy down as far as the Dingle peninsular, at wigicint we then had to leave in time for our rettemy. The weather had been kind
to us on the whole but then turned very wet so@svere heading for the ferry at Rosslare, Ken amd/lmade their way back to
Belfast and their return ferry home. Lucy hastlegdiary which she has shared with us (overled&fat Miller



IRELAND:  Lucy Cookson'’s Diary — August/September 2008

Giants’ Causeway
Monday 25-2¥ August
Antrim

We boarded the 9.30 ferry from Cairnryan, nearrtrar, no problems, apart from being subjectedftdl #ody search with strange
bits around the waistline of trousers and acros$ront bits! What were they looking for!? One antadf hours later we were driving
away from Larne, Co. Antrim towards Bushmills, aadintown on the northern Irish coast, with a carteoen the outskirts of the town,
not far from the famous distillery. It was raininthe ‘soft Irish rain’ we grew to know and loveut then the sun began to break
through, highlighting the many shades of greemédmall patchwork of fields, that became so familiver the next three weeks. The
campsite, privately owned, had excellent facilifje®e especially appreciated the music in the shdohmak!) but was expensive by
English standards. Bushmills town is not very bigh lots of small shops and a wide main road rogrstraight through the middle, it
had an old fashioned feel to it, as though timegtadd still about 50 years ago. On Tuesday wiethis Giant's Causeway, (in the
rain), the famous basalt rock hexagonal columrsgigertically from the ground, a strange and bieaight, almost as though it had
been manufactured by man. We cannot walk the eireolute, as there has been a landslide (the weith@revious week had been
atrocious). The Antrim coast is an area of outdtajtleauty, and we were not disappointed. Dritowards Carrick, we came across
White Park Beach, and as we walk across the dued@d ourselves in a beautiful bay with soft wretend as far as the eye can see
(about a mile long), and we have it to ourselvesitimesmerized as | watched the rolling waveskiomgaonto the shore. The famous
rope bridge at Carrick was our next stop and IMetty proud of myself as | walked across it withbatding the ropes, looking down
onto the 100ft drop to the sea, as the narrow ampleplank bridge swung from side to side. We dsiwathwards stopping at
Cushendall, to visit a ‘not to be missed’ Irish puith traditional Irish music but, being a Tues@dternoon, it was closed. We were in
the right place, as it is a pretty little villadgmt at the wrong time. However, the coastal drias worth it, being able to see seven
beautiful valleys (or glens), the Antrim mountaiaad a forest of pines giving way to rolling purpheorland, as well as more
spectacular, deserted beaches. A real feast faythe especially seen with a backdrop of moody gkies and shafts of bright
sunlight. It was our first time towing a car oroad) trip, and we were really enjoying the freedbigaive us. Ann and David Jackson
joined us on Wednesday, and we went to the Bushimnifi (a former coaching inn) to eat a very plegshaxpensive meal, with the
smell of a peat fire in the background, very resgent of our previous visit to Ireland some 10 geago.

Thursday 28 August
Donegal

Destination: Letterkenny in Donegal, Southern mdlavhere Ann and Dave’s new Hobby is due to unaésgfirst service. We are to
meet them a few miles outside Letterkenny at a piilere we will be able to park overnight as longvasate there. Although cloudy,
there are sunny spells as we travel past beagtifgn rolling hills, until we are diverted by roashks. Doris (our trusty sat-nav) is
having a fit (as usual). It's a bit scary now, asa@me across ever narrowing roads in an undul&imgin (the sort of roads we were
determined to avoid in our 750 and towing ourdiffloyota Aygo for the first time). Then disasteusk! Going up a very steep hill,
we had to stop for a lorry coming the other wayefthe van doesn’t have enough traction to contiqpweards. Ken tries, but the van
is juddering and going nowhere. He tries to revarsgthen go forward again, but still it doesn’tiveo know. We then try to unhitch
the car, but because it is at an angle it is alimpgbssible. We can’'t go up and we can’t go dowmer€ is also a ditch by the side of
the road, as well as the road being quite narrancdmpound our distress, the traffic hurtles pasatia frightening speed, and | have
to take on traffic cop duties to avoid any furth@shaps. To Ken’s great relief he manages to unlite car using the jack, and we
think all is well, but now the van won't startlcan’t believe it!  We call the breakdown servicel éet the van roll back a little, so that
we are not blocking so much of the road, but thidifficult and dangerous, remembering the ditctihatside of the road. Help was at
hand in the form of a friendly Irishman, who livedst up the hill, he is not at all fazed by ourgicament. He tells the breakdown
people exactly where we are, directs traffic asitfiohe has been doing it all his life, and seenkntav everyone who passes. The
little breakdown man eventually comes. He grestwith “Oh, the joys of motoring!” then tries evéing, to no avail, telling us that



we would have to be towed to either Sligo or Belfaghe nearest Fiat dealer, either way a distafie@proximately 70 miles. Our
hearts sink. Ken thinks it must be an electricabpem - an indication when the warning flasherssedao function - could be a fuse.
He changes the fuse, tries the engine and bingtarits first time. What a relief! It turns out were only a few miles from our
destination. IF we hadn’t been diverted - IF wertiahet the lorry coming the other way - IF ONLYhA and Dave arrived not long
afterwards. “What diversion?” they said. The pultere we met up with them had the most fantaséwythe patrons were very
friendly, and more than one or two Guinness wapedphat evening!

Friday finds us following Ann and David to Letterkgy, to Donaghy Motorhomes, where we also leavevaarso that they can check
out the engine management system, (it has beekirgima red light since our escapade the day befva)lst they are doing this, we
do some shopping, quickly realising that priceSauthern Ireland are almost one and a half time®mman at home and in Northern
Ireland. A couple of hours later the van is reamlgad, our pockets 80 euros lighter, but what ppieace of mind! Ann and Dave still
have some business to conclude, so we set off éanwsite at Carrigart, north of Letterkenny, whiets been recommended by Gerry
at Donaghy Motorhomes. So we are towing once agaiah all is well until we end up going along thesoroad instead of further
inland. Another detour brings us to Milford, a lbwéttle market town with one main road up theegiest of hills and a feeling of ‘déja
vu’ as we work our way past cars parked on botbssidnd even some double parking (the Irish aherdébnd of this little trick).
Someone is approaching in the opposite directMe tan’t stop’ | say (or probably scream) at Keut, due to his brilliant driving, we
somehow get through! The campsite is situated loeaatiful wide sandy bay, but the facilities, wedfi are not so good.

Later on, when out for a drive with Ann and Dave, get lost once again due to diversions — we dtingaised to this Irish
phenomenon! Another recurring sign was ‘temporagdrsurface’. Strangely, they always look as thahgly have been there forever,
and it certainly felt like it too. However, we spka very pleasant afternoon, exploring the Rodisgeninsular, one of the many,
which form the intricate pattern of Donegal’s sty beautiful and unspoiled coastline. By chamnekich is what tends to happen
when we get lost, we come upon Castle Doe, whighdst on the inlet of Sheep Haven Bay, near Cregh|dwilt in the 18 century,

it is said to be one of Donegal’s strongest faréifions. It is surrounded by the Lough on threesiifVe spend a pleasant hour
wandering around the grey stone ramparts, the whibed keep and other ruins, imagining times pssine of us anyway! That
evening we set off to have dinner at the Singinly, Pecommended by the campsite warden. Well, wiotfgllow the directions given,
which seemed pretty straightforward to us accorhplisHobby travellers. But, yes you guessed it, weewwrong. The road climbed
higher and higher up the mountain, at the same gietieng narrower and rougher. There cannot bstaueant at the top, we thought,
even though we were enjoying the views. Howevérieadly local put us straight, and we soon fourldwely old pub, with good
food, a cosy peat fire, plenty of Guinness, businging - that came later - but a bit too latedsr Ken and | take a walk along the
sandy shore and listen to the calm lapping of thees as twilight descends.

Saturday - we drive through beautiful scenery ofintains and lakes to Dungloe, a small town on thuttsvest coast. As soon as we
arrive, we seem to inherit a small black cat, whmiediately curls up on the sofa and makes himséldme. Pat and Eric Miller have
now joined our little group of intrepid travelleasd we take a walk into Dungloe. The skies tuomfigrey to black and down comes
the rain, we get absolutely soaked. Dungloe dghaar hilly town, with the now familiar, wide mastreet and nowhere to shelter.
Dinner that night is at the Bay View Inn, and tbed is absolutely delicious. Most of us have tamon sole with red pepper sauce, or
the lobster, and all agree it was cooked to padectAfterwards, we walk up the road to meet uthw@erry [Donaghy Motorhomes]
and his family for a drink at a very lively pub. ¥iag decided to stay another night, we are luckyaie up to a beautiful day of
sunshine. So, out and about to explore the pelainsauth of Dungloe to Slieve League, where wethe highest sea cliffs in Europe,
then on to Killybegs, an old fishing port.

Monday, we travel south to Ballyshannon througtdwidlling hills and mountains, and some pretty lye@in. Even so, the landscape
is beautiful, brooding and startling, with blue greountains on the distant horizon. The campsiteyiLake Assaroe and quite
expensive at 25 euros per night, showers are eatthno laundry or dishwashing facilities, thisraseo be the going rate in Southern
Ireland so far. Exploring Ballyshannon with Patl &ric, we find it to be a small, hilly town. Notuoh there really, but quite an
interesting Protestant graveyard with some veryestgravestones, which we came upon by accidedtaavery tiny pub, which we
found just in the nick of time as the heavens odanefor yet another downpour. We tucked ourseinsa corner (standing room
only) with some refreshment as we waited for tloerstto subside. As we continue our drive we cabetieve the number of newly
built private houses we see dotted about the cgsidi. This has been a feature since we arrivatigaite the opposite of how we
remember the Irish landscape on our previous Ysigears ago, now, there is hardly an originahldettage to be seen, instead, there
are luxurious mansions set in acres of perfectlgimaed lawns, which in England would set you backillion or two. Who lives in
these places, we wondered, and how do they affenth? In Ballyshannon, by contrast, there are nhages in various stages of
disrepair. Pat and | particularly notice a oncgate and imposing Georgian double fronted house, derelict, with vegetation
growing through it, and yet on the other side @f thad, a similar house is resplendent and lovitegiged. Very odd!

Tuesday ¥ — Friday ' September
Sligo, Mayo and Galway

We drive to Enniskillen in the car as we are nhartiorder with Northern Ireland, where we find @ besco and stock up! We take the
coastal road towards Sligo with dramatic viewshef Atlantic and the spectacular Darty Mountaingarticular Benbulben Mountain,



with its prominent tabletop feature sunlit agaim$teavy dark slate grey sky — awe inspiring. Thepsite situated about two miles
outside the small town of Ballina, in a lovely ctnyside setting, has good facilities. The next dayn and Dave do some exploring by
themselves, whilst Pat, Eric, Ken and | decideisit Ceide Fields, near the town of Ballycastl@rahistoric site, where Neolithic
people farmed the land and experienced a well agdrand civilized lifestyle. Our tour guide matleasy for us to imagine what life
might have been like in the Neolithic Age, as thisreot very much to actually see in the way of aém. As we stand here, high on
the coastal cliff, facing mile upon mile of the &titic, in beautiful sunshine and bitingly cold winee understood that not only did
those ancient people have an awesome view, butaleeyhad a much more temperate climate alongnigith fertile soil. No wonder
they chose this spot to settle. Climate changealstsresponsible for their demise. We continue raddbe Mullet and Achill
peninsulas to Achill Island. More stunningly beauitmountain landscapes, barren and isolated agjdimatic rain-washed skies,
and rainbows, contrasting with the varying shadgaigple heather. Back in Ballina we try to findléns, a pub which has been
recommended to us with music on Wednesday nighte food was good, but sadly the music was goirgettoo late for us. Again!

Thursday- we drive south to Cong, a pretty villagaated on the border of Mayo and Galway’s Conmam@ountains, and between
two loughs (Irish for loch in case you didn’t kngwlit’s claim to fame being the location for thilenf ‘The Quiet Man’ starring John
Wayne and Maureen O’Hara in 1951. The campsiteugle of miles away is on a quiet road and easyiss, as the signpost is partly
hidden. Despite crawling along at a snail’s pacejwst miss it by a few feet, and our second disastfolds. Checking nothing is
behind us, Ken decides it is safe to reverse, lwouple of feet later, there is a horn blast and Kiés the brakes hard. | get out and see
a woman in a red car right behind, with about dimétre gap between us! Where on earth did she doome Ken wonders, heaving a
sigh of relief that he stopped just in time. Bug yyoung lady claims we have damaged her car,ipgitd a variety of scratches and
bumps. We then point out to her that ours is adrew vehicle, and there are no matching scratchbamps, or any sign of red paint
on our silver. She ignores these facts, sayingttteae may be further untold damage to the undénrafeher car. She proceeds to
phone the Garda, which she says is standard peaeticl tells us to move our vehicles to the sideeaare blocking the way. Which is
true, and by now there is a considerable queusfffct behind us. But we decide to stay put, as figiems to be getting out of hand,
and as we can see no damage we don’t understamddiéem. Other drivers get out of their cars tmedo see what all the fuss is
about and walk about shaking their heads. At l¢ash lovely sunny day, | think. About 20 minutleser the Garda arrives, and agrees
that there appears to be no damage. The lady theses Ken of being verbally abusive towards heil,We are both speechless, as
throughout the whole time Ken has been very cahty, emarking that it had all seemed to be a gnestte of time. However, the
Garda diffused the situation, and that was that,samfar, we haven’t heard anything more, but westrasolved never to reverse again
without first getting out and physically lookingeH is also looking into the possibility of gettiaggcamera fitted onto the car, as the
camera on the van shows the car, but nothing beyamdlif someone is too close behind, you can’tlses in the mirrors, which is
what we think must have happened in this instaa®ther learning curve! Later, having bored Amad ®ave, and Eric and Pat
recounting our tale of woe we go into Cong, wantgaround in the warm sunshine, enjoying the péstgue surroundings, and try to
clear our heads a little. After dinner Ken, Pad &mic go to watch ‘The Quiet Man’ which is beingeened at the campsite Hostel.

Friday — we have good weather again as we driveraf@€onnemara with Ann and Dave, while Pat and &ailk into Cong. More
beautiful scenery, dramatic, wild, and mountainauith lots of little inlets along the coastline,dabelow, the deep fjord of Killary
Harbour. If you like rugged scenery, Ireland ist@@ly a good place to be!

Saturday 8- Monday &' September
Clare, Limerick and Kerry

Driving south to the seaside town of Doolin, withar blue skies and warm sunshine, although we theagzastern side is being
plagued by gales and ferry closures. The roadomliB was full of potholes and lumpy surfaces. téthis road is called ‘Corkscrew
Hill'- and they weren't joking — it was full of neosw, dangerous, and nerve racking s-bends, oneaftgher. We find the campsite is
near the headland, from where we can see the faaliffgsof Moher in the distance, towering up frahe sea. Doolin is a small,
touristy place and, as we walked around in thelsnes with traditional Irish music filling the afirom various pubs, there was quite a
‘holiday’ atmosphere. It is said to be a centnegood Irish music, but again, mostly starting latein the evening, by which time we
are usually good for nothing. All this travellilgso exhausting!!

On Sunday we were sad to hear that Ann and Daveléeided to head back north, as they are both éinedDave is not feeling too
good, so we say our goodbyes. Pat walks to theoktitk pier to get a closer look at the toweiiiffs as the rest of us had seen them
before, but it is well worth the effort to seestliark, sheer, 5 mile long rugged rock face, ag#mesvast expanse of the Atlantic.
Killarney is our next destination. The roads aeey\good, for which we are grateful as we passuthind_imerick, the Republic’s third
city full of traffic and tall glass buildings, shgly surreal after being in so many rural areas buntryside is looking more lush,
resembling the northeast around Antrim, with smidlldds in varying shades of green. Our chosenpsite is not far outside
Killarney, and we find Eric dutifully washing theoht of his van as we arrive. What diligence!

Our walk into Killarney, a little later, seems ke longer than we anticipated and it all seemosgy and busy with tourists, people
chatting out of open windows and a steady streatrafffc, bumper to bumper. We wander back anthfthrough the town, finding it
difficult to decide where to eat as we want Irishsic as well as food without having to wait untdamly midnight. Eventually, we find
a pub offering Beef and Guinness Casserole andcntasi Although not traditional Irish, the solo gar had a good voice and a varied



repertoire, and we left feeling full and satisfidthe walk back seemed much shorter, and very piéas¢he balmy evening air.

Monday was spent driving around the Dingle peniasoiore rugged mountains, lovely views, sandy besoinding roads. Dingle
harbour and the town with its gaily painted stonédings in purples, pinks, yellow and orange milevery attractive place. We
enjoy a tasty lunch in a tearoom-cum-shop sellirygtal chandeliers amongst other things, with a@loda burly biker on a Harley
Davidson in the window. An odd combination we thiotydput typical of this quirky town. It rains sthly through the evening and all
night. The Irish complain that this has been aydsd summer. The Americans aren’t buying. We elwes are finding the prices
high and suffering from the strength of the euro.

Tuesday Y- Wednesday September™0
Tipperary

Our campsite in the Glen of Aherlow, is surroungdyreen hills and rocky mountains, and yet mooederful views, which we
glimpse occasionally through the rain and mist. &aalking and cycling here, though we don'’t getdp@ortunity, as it rains
continuously. We spend our last evening with Pt Eric in a cosy, friendly restaurant that wagioally an old forge. A phone call
from Ann and Dave reveals that they are retradigy tsteps and dining on Lobster Thermador in Do@ghgain), and intending to
catch an early ferry, as the weather forecastds 8torms, storms and more storms! The next daygsrthe forecasters right, as we
experience nothing but wild, gusty aggressive caiming down in sheets, buffeting the van from saside. We spend a few hours
sitting with Pat and Eric, solving the world’s pteims, coffee and biscuits - at one point Ken meéaguwur vans to see what the
differences are - how to amuse yourself in Irelanthe rain! We say goodbye to Pat and Eric latéhe afternoon, they are catching
the ferry from Rosslare. We are hoping for a walkhie hills, but the horizontal rain and buffetimgnds show no sign of easing, so it's
a glass or two of wine, home cooking and earlydd. I omorrow, we too must be making our way back.

September 1%:15"
Our final lasting impression as we make our rejaumney north to the ferry port, was a visit to thteamous streets of Shankhill and
the Falls Road, seeing for ourselves the starpimlgical murals adorning the walls and gable eofdthe buildings there - a reminder

of past troubles in the history of this beautifauatry.

Lucy Cookson

Hobby group photo — Eric & Pat Miller, Ann & Davithckson, Lucy & Ken Cookson — Doolin 2008



A Tale of Two Giants- by Philip Watson —

Long ago, an Irish giant named Finn MacCool roameéte north coast, where he could look across theroa sea of Moyle to Scotland. A
Scottish giant, Benandonner, was Finn’s greatestal, challenging his strength and reputation. Alse two giants had never met, Finn decided to
invite Benandonner to Ireland, to engage in a degis battle. There was no boat large enough to gagiants, so Finn built a causeway of huge
stones across the water so that the Scottish gantld travel on dry land; thus he would have no ewse to avoid the confrontation. However, as
big Ben approached, Finn realised to his horror thhis opponent was a larger and more fearsome ritren he anticipated. He fled to his home
in the nearby hills, and like any sensible man, askhis wife for advice. Oonagh, a practical womatisguised Finn as a baby, complete with
large nightgown and bonnet. She placed him in agey hastily made cradle, telling him to keep quéetd pretend to sleep, as Benandonner’s
great shadow darkened the door. Oonagh brought 8emttish giant in for tea, pleading with him nod tvaken Finn’s child. Looking at the
massive ‘baby’ lying in the cradle, Benandonner tofrsight, saying that if this was the child, he haab wish to meet the father. He fled back to
Scotland, ripping up the Causeway behind him, téied that the awful Finn might follow him home.

Here's one for the men — a joke from Ken Cooks6WAhilst on an Irish theme .....
‘Paddy calls Easyjet to book a flight. The operaieks “How many people will be flying with you?aédy replies “I don’t know — it's your bloody
plane!!”

A Muslim was sitting next to Paddy on the planadd orders a whiskey. The stewardess asks theénMifisie would like a drink. He replies with
disgust — “I'd rather be raped by a dozen whoreartlhet liquor touch my lips!” Paddy hands his dcihack and says “Me too, | didn’t know there
was a choice!

RALLIES - past and present

The most important rally of course, was %@M at Redbrick House Hotel, near Mansfield, 24-&&ptember, a site arranged by our
Chairman, David Jackson, which proved to be vecgsssful. The weather was good, which always helpd although the site was
unusually laid out on three levels, the first lagaving the advantage of being adjacent to thditiasiand the hotel, the second layer
shaded by mature trees, and the lower layer witti standings, flower beds and a large pond, wats®mvhole very attractive, and
those that turned up managed to fill each area@ Mdwest members found themselves all togethdrelowest level but | am sure
that they enjoyed themselves. The meeting went inedpite of finding myself having to take the Mites (with a little help from my
friends!). Itis a pity John Anderton can no longerve on the committee as General Secretaryybdshall have a very able successor
in Tony Charity, a former Chairman of the Hobbytx;land hope John and Barbara will continue to dttba rallies as and when
possible. Christine Lawson has been elected todh@mittee as Membership Secretary, which willengdi our chairman, David
Jackson, of the extra work he has been doing tnepast year. David was also unable to attendaliliehealth but was included as
far as possible by a visit from some members tdbogpital bedside. After the meeting we all enjbgesuperb meal at the hotel in the
attractive dining room, served by their very attemnstaff - worth attending an AGM and that’s fore!

York (16-20 November)

This was not a rally as such, just an informal getty, which Eric and | were unable to attend dua forthcoming family event (new
grandchild who was taking his time coming into thisrld!). John Anderton gives an account of thieire spent in York:

Barbara and | stayed a few days on the Caravan siileilat Rowntree Park at York, where we met up &ifew friends from the

Hobby Club (David & Christine, Mike & Margaret, S®& Mary, Ed & Vera). Itis only 1 % miles frorhe¢ Park & Ride bus service
into York, both the car parking and bus is freever ‘60’s (and we don’t mind the bus driver knowimow old we are!). An enjoyable
day was spent in York, sightseeing and shoppingmainly eating and drinking (coffee of courseThe following day was bright and
sunny so Christine and David suggested a trip totf8cough. There was a similar Park & Ride systerthe outskirts of the town and
the bus brought us right into the centre of thertevihere you can head for the shops or turn towelsea front. A stroll along the
promenade looking out to sea was lovely - if dgliiracing. All the fresh air and exercise madéwsgry and as there were many
cafes and restaurants to choose from selling fishcaips - it seemed an obvious choice - in faetfeund one offering 2 for 1 which
made it even better. Christine said she knewsbfaat cut to the shops, but every few yards theneewteep flights of steps upwards
and as we looked at the climb involved we all shookheads and said ‘no way!’; so we kept walkiagHer and further along the

road until we came to a small alleyway with a skoftight of steps, so up we went and found oumsglmongst a dozen charity shops
- the ladies swooping on them with glee whilsttfen hung around outside - as usual. | decidedsttime to buy a newspaper from a
shop over the road and as | made the return teinéimdles on my plastic bag snapped and the eatitents spilled out over the
roadway (including the new glasses | had just paseld for the exorbitant price of £1 which narromligsed slipping down a nearby
drain). Of course, Barbara and Vera thought ttas hilarious - the best laugh of the day after myggle up the steps - and were
nearly crying at my incongruous attempts to retriew belongings amid the oncoming traffic. Unfodtely, our visit was cut short
due to Barbara’s appointment at the hospital the: day, but we had thoroughly enjoyed ourselvesneat this chilly time of year.

Not so long ago we always used to put our van daathe winter between October and March - not mwye, as there are so many
campsites now staying open all year round then® iseed to stay at home hibernating and waitingdionmer to come.



Now - Something to amuse you .... Sound Familiar?

I’'m looking for my wallet and my car keys

Well they can’t have gone too far

Just as soon as | find my glasses, I'm sure

I'll see just where they are

Supposed to meet someone for lunch today

But | can’t remember where, or who it is | am mesetj,
It's in my organizer ...... somewhere

I might have left it in the kitchen, maybe outside

In the car, last time | remember driving ....

Was it to that Memory Enhancement Seminar?
What's that far off distant ringing

In that strangely familiar tone,

Must be the person | am meeting calling me on my
Brand new cordless telephone ..... I might have
Left it under the covers - maybe outside on the law
Now I've got just one more ring to go before

My answering machine comes on.

Click!

‘Hello this is John and your call means a lot to me
so leave a message after the tone and | will dolregt
to try and remember to call you back when | getnhe.’
Beep!

John ... this is Barbara and I'm trying not to cry
I've been waiting here for over an hour!

| thought you loved me! This is goodbye!

Well ..... The voice sounds familiar

And the name, it rings a bell

Let's see, wherewas | .....

Oh! What the hell!

(John Anderton)

>
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A Recipe for Christmas Pudding:
Method:

Mix well together 1 %2 Ib of seedless raisins, 8noixed candied

peel, 8 0z glace cherries, 4 oz blanched almon@soA4 shredded
suet and 12 oz breadcrumbs. Stir in 8 well-beasgiys, ¥4 pt of
stout and 6 tablespoons brandy.

Leave to stand. Butter well three 1 % pt puddimasins and
divide pudding mixture among them. Cover with aepé of
buttered foil and wrap in a clean piece of whitadn.

Have a very large pan ready with enough boiling wato come
halfway up the bowls. Lay each bowl carefully on apturned
saucer and cover the pan.

Bring quickly back to the boil and keep boilingesdily for 6
hours, adding more water as needed, roughly oncehanir.
When time is up, lift out the puddings and leavedool.

On Christmas Day the pudding should be boiled ag&r 4-6
hours. To serve, turn out onto a heated dish. Paower flaming
brandy just before serving.

FIGGY PUDDING

Broadway: 27" November — % December

There were very few places available for thesesdatainly due to the fact that it was the Christfais on Friday 28, when all the
shops remained open in the evening, many of thewingewine and savouries to tempt would-be buyekkhough it was cold and
slightly foggy, there was a good atmosphere, tspaskling with little lights, shops brightly dected and inviting. Santa Claus

arrived in his pony and trap (this is the Cotswalfter all!) offering rides to anyone (£2 for adylf1 each for children). There were

ten of us altogether — David & Christine, John &lB#ra, Eric and myself (Pat), joined by Ed and \teh® had managed to get a place
at the last minute due to a cancellation - ag@hddon and Jenny Sinclair — it was lovely to sesrttafter such a long absence. (Toby,

their beloved cat is still going strong at near®}'? Ed and Vera succumbed to purchasing somatlfeboak furniture in one of the
Broadway shops, and after much measuring, and kge&john’s van on standby just in case it couldoedfitted into their own van,
they found they would be able to transport it hamithout having to pay the exorbitant delivery clesg | went mad and bought a
brush to scrub my potatoes! It was all good fud hope the others enjoyed themselves as muchids [flat Miller)




Christine Lawson sent in this story:

‘We were on a long quest to find our ideal reclinohairs — you may remember a pair of green cafoldimg picnic chairs we have
been using (the type with a pocket for your driglksss in the arm rest). They had to be blue,Weidht, but not too heavy on the
price. We have searched many dealers during avels in the Hobby this year and while we were e¢ ¥ Glade in the summer, one
of the green canvas chairs actually broke. Thegure was now on!

Our search ended in Darlington, just on our doprsae Barrons. When it came to ditching the oldid) David decided that he would
dismantle the metalwork in the hope that he coaldage a length of tube possibly to hold the Hotbbgr open. The canvas he
thought might also come in useful, so | took timakoors.

One rainy afternoon | was toweling Rye (our dogy)dafter a walk and thought about that canvas, lwkicangely enough was dog
coat shaped. So out came the new sewing machiaes(another story!) and with a bit of imaginatiidrnwvas transformed into a coat
for Rye. Although it keeps him very dry now, Rya&shyet to find a use for the drinks holder! Hera photo of the finished result.’

A ‘dog’ joke from Ken Cookson:

“Paddy and his wife are lying in bed and the neighis’ dog is barking like mad in the garden. Paddys “I've had enough of this!” and storms
off. He comes back upstairs 5 minutes later asdnfifie asks “What did you do?” Paddy replies “I'pat the dog in our garden, let's see how they
like it!

From Steve Phillips - more brain stuff..from Cambridge University (Waggoners Talk -téman 2007)

Olny srmat poelpe can raed this.

| cdnuolt blveiee that I cluod aulaclty uesdnatwaht | was rdanieg. The phaonmneal pweor of heammind, aoccdrnig to a
rscheearch at Cmabrigde Uinervtisy, it deosn’t ertta what order the Itteers in a wrod are, thiy gogrmoatnt tihng is taht the frist
and Isat Itteer be in the rghit pclae. The rsetlmaa taotl mses and you can still raed it wouatlgbrhelm. This is bcuseae the human
mind deos not raed ervey lteter by istlef, butwied as a wlohe. Amzanig huh?yaeh and | awlyashghslpeling was ipmorantt! If
you can raed this psas it on !



ERIC’'S SNIPPETS
Beware!

| read an article recently concerning someone wdtbgurchased a Hobby from a local dealer, an irepoftHobby's, who believes
that you do not have to convert these vehiclesW& &pecification in order to sell them in this ctry. The vehicle came with a
speedo showing kph and with continental headligtitsost the buyer £275 to get new UK specificatieadlights fitted as the dealer
would not pay the costs. To meet UK Road Vehi€leastruction and Use Regulations 1986 and Roadcléhighting Regulations
1989, all vehicles registered in the UK must have:-

Speedometers that display the speed in mpibleiafter dark.

Headlamps that dip to the left.

Centre mounted or UK offside mounted fog lamp.

Rear view mirrors that provide an adequatd fi¢ view in left-hand traffic.

PR

Failure to carry out these modifications meansrdyistered owner is breaking the law by drivingtkeicle on the public highway.
It recommends that the dealer should be requestpdyt for rectifications. If he refuses or ignoties request, the customer should
approach another dealer to carry out the workntaktie first dealer to the Small Claims Court.

A snippet sent in by Steve Phillips: (Taken frdre tnternational Caravanning Association, Noveni8)
Travel Insurance: getting top-up cover for the European Health tasge Card (EHIC)

(Information given by Gill Charlton, Travel Corresplent, in the Sunday Telegraph regarding trasiremnce for older people. There
may be concerns about costs, worry that the EHIghtmot cover all medical costs and questions abecoming ill during travel to
and from the holiday destination.

“EHIC Plus (0845 055 5222, www.ehicplus.com), oéfitby the Medical Screening Company and undenwrhitea Lloyd’s syndicate,
is a new top-up policy for holders of an EHIC.

‘If you become seriously ill in Europe it is bestdo to a state hospital, present your EHIC andivedree emergency treatment” said
Robert Ince, managing director of EHIC Plus.

“Unfortunately, as readers have told me, tourigelsoare often in league with private ambulancédsclwtake customers to private
clinics in the first instance. Aggressive privali@ics, especially in Spain, try to overcharge $abstandard treatment. Most don't
have intensive care facilities or paediatric daparits”, said Mr Ince. “People should say they havg an EHIC and insist that they
are taken to a state hospital. Our policy is aupgor charges not covered by the EHIC”.

“Private ambulances, most outpatient treatmentra@dication and repatriation are covered. BecalH€ Plus does not have to pay
out for private treatment it accepts cover for devirange of pre-existing health conditions, thotighcondition has to be ‘relatively

stable™.

“EHIC Plus also provides basic cover for cancediatibaggage loss, personal accident and missedtdepaHowever, compare its
levels of cover with other annual policies on thaket to make sure its pay-out limits reflect yoaeds.

“EHIC Plus’s annual European policy for an adulden45 costs £20; for a family (both parents urdgrit costs £37 irrespective of
the number of children; for a couple aged 82 i86.£ However, the per-trip limit is 31 days (a 4bydimit is offered for a
supplement).

“For longer stays in Europe (up to 122 days), am&tis must buy a single-trip policy. A couple ag&dvould pay £217.20 for 112
days; a couple aged 79 and 81, £310.35. Them ipper age limit.”

Moreton-in-Marsh, Gloucestershire

We will be starting the New Year with a Club Radliythe popular venue of Moreton-in-Marsh whichssially where we have our pre-
Christmas get-together. The dates &®:12" January 2009 Telephone site no. 01608 650519 or 01342 32748 you there!



The Chairman’s Ramblings

Hello old & new friends alike. Well | hope | am ¢ime road to recovery after falling over and distogpand/breaking my shoulder; it
has now been screwed and anchored together. K #ilaof you for your good wishes and hope to see ggain soon.

| am glad that my arrangements for the A.G.M. werecessful on the #Beptember at The Redbrick House Hotel, near Edmirest
Mansfield. Notts. | trust all of you who attendenjoyed yourselves and may even visit again.

| note that more people are putting meetings witleomembers on the website and anyone is welcoroéntin.

Although we could not come to Broadway in the vanhad booked to stay in the Broadway Hotel for hights but fate took a hand
and | ended up in Derby hospital instead, howen Inow out and it has not affected me as badlgstsime. So | hope you all have
a super time and the calendar gets filled for eat. | think those of us who made the trip téeind enjoyed it, as you will read
elsewhere in this newsletter.

I will post on the website the names of the Hobbgldrs for your information as soon as they ardicoad; as for the
spares situation please ‘phone me.

Here’s wishing you all a merry Christmas & HappyliBg New Year.

Dave Jackson
(Please note my new e-mail addrasgcksonl16@btinternet.cgm

* The Committee and Hobby friends all wish Davidpeedy recovery and look forward to seeing him/Ama in the New Year *

Contact List for Committee Members 2009:

Chairman David Jackson d.jacksonl6@btinternetrtdd1530 832585 / 07785588080
Membership Secretary Christine Lawson hobby.chinist@tiscali.co.uk0784 961115
General Secretary Tony Charity tony.charity@btopsrid.com 01684 594049 / 07762325106
Treasurer Michael Woodhead mike.woodhead@zenlko01422 361997 / 07710629000
Rally Co-Ordinator Toni Browning tonilen@talktalket 01873 880017 / 07938687045
Association Photographer Edwin Watson edwatsoni@btnet.com 01539 432177 / 07720943649
Website Officer Ken Cookson ken.cookson@nthdardm 01159 179829 / 07812196280
Technical Officer Eric Miller p.e.miller@btinterat.com 01594 860261
Newsletter Editor Pat Miller pat.ericmiller@online.co.uk 01594 860261 / 07979590772
Disciplinary Officers: 1) Len Browning tonilen@thtalk.net 01873 880017

2) Tony Charity tony.charity@btopenworld.cofl684 594049: 07762 32510
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The views expressed in the newsletter are persoraid not necessarily those of the [LA.H.
The publication has been put together by Pat Millel(contact details above).
All articles and photographs are the copyright of he Independent Association of Hobbyists and must nde copied without their permission.
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