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Dear Hobby friends and all new members to our club: 
 
We wish you all a very Happy New Year and hope that you had a good Christmas – whether it was a quiet one or otherwise!  
Eric and I had planned to have a quiet one this year, after the confusion of the previous year, but this was not to be.  We 
had decided to sit at home and let the Christmas festivities come and go but the family thought otherwise and descended 
on us in full force so it was back to the usual hectic planning, shopping, and cooking.  However, all went well in spite of the 
fact that we were snowed in and everyone had to leave their vehicles at the top of the hill and slip and slide their way down 
our 1-in-3 steep narrow lane with all their bags and babies – it was a good thing that Eric had toiled away shovelling snow 
and spreading salt on the lane otherwise there would have been a few broken bones, I think.  Beds had to be made up and 
even the Hobby provided emergency accommodation (in fact, the couple were so cosy in there we had a job to get them 
out!).  Fortunately, the ice melted in time for the new year so that we could get our car out but it has now returned and we 
are stuck once more and the future is bleak!.  On our return from a trip to London we found the roads blocked by snow and 
had to abandon the car in the next village and walk the last two miles home in the dark – how I wish we had bought a 4x4 as 
we had intended when we changed the car last year.  We all say how lovely it would be to have a white Christmas, but in 
spite of the beautiful pristine, sparkling white landscape, in reality it is not much fun is it – particularly when it lasts too long!  
The snow is now a foot deep where we live, so not much chance of getting out and about for some time as the snow plough 
cannot get down here and we have run out of salt grit.  At least we have food in the freezer and can stay warm and cosy 
indoors, unlike some poor folks who, for whatever reason, have to take to the icy roads and risk getting stuck – or worse.  
 
On New Year’s Eve I always find myself looking back over the past year, contemplating the good times as well as the sad, 
but, with the beginning of a new year there is much to look forward to, making plans to meet up with old friends, perhaps 
making some new ones, new places to visit and explore.  Our last Hobby Rally was at Broadway, in the Cotswolds, when 
we had a good turn out for the Christmas market in spite of the wet weather.  It was good to see Dennis Kearns again in his 
Hobby van and to meet up with some new members as well as familiar faces.  We enjoyed a trip to Winchcombe again and 
a good sausage and mash lunch at the local pub.  Unfortunately, we had to leave early so did not get to enjoy the group 
meal organised by Tony and Jan Charity at the Thai restaurant in Moreton-in-Marsh but, if it was anything like the last time, 
I am sure it was excellent. 
 
Our website officer, Ken Cookson and wife Lucy, headed off after Christmas for the frozen north......     
    

    
    
‘The invitation to join some friends who had rented a cottage in Northumberland for New Year seemed like a good idea – 



 

 

 a bit of bracing sea air would do us good and we'd get to visit Lindisfarne and other "romantic" places. The reality was 
slightly different. We arrived at the Caravan Club site at Berwick-upon-Tweed to find that it was like a skating rink. All the 
outside taps were frozen and the only running water was in the toilet block. The night we arrived, the temperature went 
down to -4C and we had a light dusting of snow. The following two days were slightly warmer but there was a howling gale 
blowing off the North Sea and, although we did go to Lindisfarne, we didn't even get out of the car. (We had towed the Aygo 
up there, which, thankfully, did give us some mobility). At Seahouses the wind was blowing icy spray over the sea wall so 
we went to Bamburgh and sat in a nice warm pub.    
 
After the usual New Year's Eve festivities we slept in the van at the side of the village church in Beadnell only to wake up to 
4 inches of snow. We'd had the heating on for the past 24hrs and the batteries were getting low, so I was worried about how 
long we could stay if it continued snowing. After a reconnaissance on foot I decided that we could make it back to Berwick 
but we ought to go before it started to get dark. All went fairly well (we had left the car in Berwick) until we hit a hill coming 
out of Bamburgh. One car in front of us had turned round and was heading back and another, a rather expensive Mercedes, 
was trying to get up for the third time. I had bought some snow chains a few years ago before visiting Switzerland, but had 
never needed to use them. I rummaged in the under-bed locker and found them. They say to practise fitting them on a mild 
summer day but, of course, I hadn't and cursed myself as I struggled to hold on to the instructions in a biting wind whilst 
trying to make sense of a cat’s cradle of steel cable and chain. I did manage in the end and, with some trepidation, set off 
up the hill. Success! Slowly we dragged ourselves the five or so miles back to the A1 where there was a single track clear in 
both directions. It was almost as difficult to remove the chains as to fit them and we were partially blocking the road, but, 
after that, it was straight forward to get back to the site, plug in the electric, put our feet up and have a nice cup of tea. 
Happy New Year! 
 
Ken & Lucy Cookson 
 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
Looking forward to the New Year here are some dates for your diary:- 
 
‘February Fun in Cambridge’ ‘February Fun in Cambridge’ ‘February Fun in Cambridge’ ‘February Fun in Cambridge’ ––––    10101010

thththth
----17171717

thththth
    February 2010February 2010February 2010February 2010    

 
Christine and David Lawson have planned a trip to the Roseberry Tourist Park www.roseberrytouristpark.co.uk 
 
This site specialises in the accommodation of RVs so all pitches are hard standing with electric hook up.  The fee in 
February will be £14.50 per night inclusive of all facilities.  This site is a 20 minute drive from the city centre or 10 minutes 
drive from the nearest park and ride.  There is a Tesco Extra 10 minutes drive away at Bar Hill CB23 8EL which is open 24 
hours apart from Sunday which is 10.00 am to 4.00 pm.  There is to be a new ‘guided busway’ service to commence in 
January which will pass close to the campsite, taking passengers around the county.  Details of this service can be found 
on the website www.cambridgeshire.gov.uk/transport/thebusway/.  More info at 
www.cambridge.gov.uk/ccm/navigation/leisure-and-entertainment/cambridge-markets/   Please book directly with the 
campsite and tell them you are with the Hobby Owners Club. Tel.No. 0195 426 0346.  See you there! 
 
2010 Rallies2010 Rallies2010 Rallies2010 Rallies: 

 

    
May 5May 5May 5May 5

thththth
----12121212

thththth     
WeymouthWeymouthWeymouthWeymouth     Contact:  Toni Browning  (Mobile: 07938687045) 
East Fleet Touring Park, DT3 4DW. Situated on the shores of Fleet Lagoon overlooking Chesil Beach and 
the sea.  Three miles from Weymouth in peaceful Dorset countryside, chosen to receive the David Bellamy 
award for 4 consecutive years as the most environmentally friendly park in UK.

 

 
May 12May 12May 12May 12

thththth----19191919
thththth CheddarCheddarCheddarCheddar     Contact:  Toni Browning (as above) 

  Bucklegrove Caravan and Camping Park in heart of West Country with licensed lounge bar and shop. 
  (Map and other details on the website). 
 
June 16June 16June 16June 16

thththth
----23232323

rdrdrdrd 
  AmblesideAmblesideAmblesideAmbleside  (AGM Saturday, 19

th
 June at 11 am. Contact:  Vera Watson (Tel. 01539 432177) 

  (Map and other details on the website) 
 
The 2010 AGM Ambleside Rugby Club The 2010 AGM Ambleside Rugby Club The 2010 AGM Ambleside Rugby Club The 2010 AGM Ambleside Rugby Club ––––    Saturday 19Saturday 19Saturday 19Saturday 19

thththth
    JuneJuneJuneJune: 

The AGM will commence at 11.00 am, followed by a free sumptuous buffet and drinks! 
This venue is wonderfully placed for enjoying the Lake District and the rally field is only 10 minutes walk from the centre of 
Ambleside with many shops, pubs, restaurants, and a cinema.  We have exclusive use of the clubhouse for get-togethers, 
along with the private use of the shower and toilet facilities.  Vera Watson is organising this rally so she will need to know of 
your intention to attend by means of a £10.00 deposit.  This information is essential to enable Vera to finalise the catering 
requirements, so please let her know ASAP.  The camping fee for this rally will be £7.00 per night. 



 

 

June 23June 23June 23June 23
rdrdrdrd
----30303030

thththth
 DDDDoe Parkoe Parkoe Parkoe Park, Cotherstone, TeesdalCotherstone, TeesdalCotherstone, TeesdalCotherstone, Teesdaleeee  Contact:  Christine Lawson (07845 961115) 

   
Following on from the Ambleside rally is a week in Cotherstone in beautiful Teesdale.  A site brochure is already on the 
website.  The camping fee for this rally will be £14.00 per night, inclusive of electric hook up, with a reduction of £5.00 off 
the total fee if seven nights are booked.  Christine Lawson would appreciate confirmation of your intention to attend this 
rally along with a £10.00 deposit by the end of March.  This could ensure that we would be all together on hard standings. 
 
July 14July 14July 14July 14

thththth
----21212121

stststst
 ChainbridgeChainbridgeChainbridgeChainbridge, Usk, S. Wales    Contact:  Toni Browning (01873 880017) 

  Further details on website. 
 
This site has been tried and tested over many years and is always a popular venue, situated on the banks of the River Usk, 
opposite a convenient pub, and the nearby Golf Club, which also has an excellent restaurant. 
 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
‘Fun in the Forest’ ‘Fun in the Forest’ ‘Fun in the Forest’ ‘Fun in the Forest’ ––––        September September September September ––––    dates to be confirmeddates to be confirmeddates to be confirmeddates to be confirmed        Contact:  Pat Miller (01594 860261) 
 
Pat and Eric Miller have stayed at the Greenway Farm Caravan & Camping site and found it a very pleasant venue, so are 
planning to book a week here and hope that some of you will come and join us.  Details to be confirmed in the next 
newsletter. 
 
 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
“Travels with a Hobby “Travels with a Hobby “Travels with a Hobby “Travels with a Hobby ––––    a Burstner a Burstner a Burstner a Burstner ––––    and a Frankia”and a Frankia”and a Frankia”and a Frankia”    
 

Six Hobby Club members (Eric & Pat Miller, John & Barbara Anderton and Mike & Margaret Woodhead) embarked on a trip 
to Slovenia via Germany and Austria, returning through Italy and France 30

th
 August – 1

st
 October 2009.  

Here is an account of our journey – in two instalments – to be continued in the next newsletter: 
    
Part 1.  Outward journey: 
 
After our last successful trip as a threesome, we decided to travel a bit further afield following a suggestion by the 
Andertons, as they were now relinquishing their baby-sitting duties for their grandchildren and had more time to themselves,  
they wanted to re-visit Lake Bled where they had spent an idyllic holiday many years ago.  We also wished to attend the 
International Motorhome Show at Dusseldorf at the end of August so that was to be our first destination and we would 
continue from there.  As we were coming from different directions we planned a meeting point at The Black Horse Farm 
Camping Site near Dover, where we met up with the Andertons and the Woodheads for tea and biscuits before being 
invited in to see Mike and Margaret Woodhead’s new acquisition – a brand new Frankia – very swish!  It is a little shorter 
than John and Barbara’s ‘Elegant’ Burstner and quite a lot higher (quite a climb up into the van) and has all sorts of 
interesting features – particularly the bathroom area!  This has a very clever arrangement with the doors which makes the 
bathroom quite large and private.  It has a high bed with proper steps up to it  - without fear of breaking a leg in the middle 
of the night – as well as a drop-down bed over the cab.  The seating area also makes up into a bed – I said we need not 
have brought our own vans, we could have all stayed in theirs!  We tried not to feel like the poor relation with our 650 Hobby 
and consoled ourselves with the thought that our van does have other advantages as we would find out when we got to 
Austria.  Having thoroughly admired the new van and toasted the start of our new adventure, we walked over the road to 
the Black Horse pub in the hope of having our first meal together (and also meeting up with Eric’s daughter and husband to 
celebrate Eric’s birthday).  We had to wait for a couple of hours for a free table so managed to get through another couple of 
bottles of red wine before we could eat at 8.30 pm – we were so hungry by then we would have eaten a black horse!  The 
food wasn’t brilliant but it filled a hole.  What with the wine and the late meal, it wasn’t the best sleep I had that night.  We 
had to be up at 6.30 am ready to leave the campsite and catch the ferry at 8 am to Dunkirk.   
 
In spite of John and Barbara’s fear of being seasick (reminiscent of our trip to Guernsey in June) it was a smooth crossing 
and we enjoyed coffee and croissants on board ship in the warm sunshine.  In fact the day turned out to be very hot as we 
drove along the busy motorways to Dusseldorf.  We arrived at the enormous camping area around 6 pm and once settled in 
our row (there are many huge campsites surrounding the exhibition area which are accessed by an efficient and frequent 
bus service) we relaxed with drinks and nibbles before setting off to the camp entertainment area where we bought 
bratwurst and chips which we ate whilst listening to the ‘oompah’ band – very German! 
 
The next day was bright and sunny as we set off to catch the bus to the exhibition centre, but it wasn’t long before the skies 
clouded over and down came the rain (there was me dressed for a summer’s day!).  It was fortunate that most of the day 
was spent under cover. This was the second time we had been to Dusseldorf and we were prepared for the huge variety of 



 

 

vans and ancillary equipment which were displayed over a vast number of exhibition halls together with cafes and 
restaurants, both indoor and outdoor, catering for all needs.  As we were staying for only two nights, this gave us one whole 
day to see everything, so had to carefully plan where we wanted to go and what we wanted to see.  Obviously, the first 
choice was the Hobby Hall to see the latest models, and for Eric to make contact with the agents there to discuss various 
problems, such as the availability of spare parts, which he was able to do, and subsequently report back to our Secretary, 
Tony Charity, so that he could take up the cudgel (so to speak) and take it from there.  John wanted to see the latest 
Burstner and, of course, fell in love at first sight with the latest ‘elegant’ model and wanted to take it home! (It didn’t help 
when we met a couple who were doing just that).  We also had time to look at other makes and styles of vans until it all 
became just a blur and I could not remember which was what.  I was particularly taken by a cute little caravan as it was so 
innovative in its design and so well equipped in spite of its minute size – I just really wanted it!!  It would have been perfect 
for the odd weekend (or even a playhouse for the grandchildren!) - I know I am just being really silly!  As we arrive back at 
the campsite we see Rex Wade (founder member of our club, now living in France) heading in our direction.  Their van was 
a few rows over from ours.  After a brief chat he went into John’s van as the weather was really awful, so did not see him 
again until he waved goodbye.  His wife was unwell so he was unable to meet up with us later.   
 
Our next stop was at Rudesheim, on the Rhine where there is a good campsite next to the river, close to the Hindenberg 
Bridge – or what’s left of it.  Next to the site is a large swimming pool and sports ground with a play area for children. There 
was a large contingent of Pilote vans on a rally site – many of them English.  We had visited Rudesheim on our last visit to 
Germany when we took a day cruise down the Rhine, but as we only had an hour to explore on that occasion, all we saw 
was the famous little narrow cobbled street winding its way up from the river bank, lined with fancy bars and eating places – 
each competing to play the loudest music.  We stopped at an open air bar near the bell tower for a drink, but they were 
charging 27 euros for a bottle of wine, so we moved hurriedly onwards and upwards until we found an attractive café down 
a side street with an inner courtyard covered in vines, although, apart from us there were only two other occupants.  We 
had a good meal of pork escalopes, chips, and large bowls of fresh salad, plus a bottle of the local Rudesheimer red wine 
for 16 euros – not bad eh?  The owner, who served us, seemed very pleasant, the music was mostly ‘60s English songs, 
and the atmosphere pleasant so we were feeling very relaxed as we chatted away, but, rather surprisingly, before John had 
even finished his meal, a young waiter started to clear the table, plates were stacked, condiments removed, candles blown 
out, and every other table was cleared and even the seat cushions removed.  Admittedly, we were the only ones left in the 
restaurant but, even so, we began to feel very uncomfortable and, as there was no offer of a dessert or coffee, we had no 
choice but to pay the bill and leave.  It was all very odd.  We wandered around the town, contemplating where we could 
stop for a Rudesheim coffee, a speciality of the town, but as they were 6 euros each we thought it was a bit expensive and 
decided to return to the campsite and make our own instead. 
 

   
 
We awoke the following morning to heavy rain which eventually eased off by 10 am, so we made sandwiches for our lunch 
and set off towards the ski lift to take us up to the ‘Germania’ monument – a huge statue overlooking the town and 
surrounding vineyards.  The hillsides are covered with vines in all directions bordering the Rhine.  It was very windy and we 
thought maybe the ski lift would not be working, but it was, so we hopped on - 2 persons per lift – and rocked our way to the 
top.  We all felt rather sick and giddy when we got off, particularly Margaret who hates heights and had kept her eyes shut 
all the way up!  It was a bit scary looking down on the vines beneath us as well as the river, and it had crossed my mind as 
to whether it was better to land on a vine or in the water, and was glad I hadn’t had to suffer either, and we all soon 
recovered after a coffee at the restaurant.  We happened to be sitting next to a trio of transvestites, who looked very weird 
in their rather matronly attire – they were all quite big, tough-looking men with deep voices, dressed in summer dresses, 
jackets, high heels and handbags, wearing wigs and make-up – and they were speaking English!  One of them said they 
were going to the ‘loo’ and we wondered whether it would be Damen or Herren?  After that we went outside and admired 
the view from the Temple, then went up to the Monument where we had our picnic lunch.  The afternoon was spent walking 
through the woods, stopping at various viewpoints to admire the view.  At one of these places we found a bin full of bottles 
of wine, juice, or water, a box of clean wine glasses plus a price list with a box to leave the money in, and another box to 
take the dirty glasses – how wonderful.  We sat at the picnic table, sampled a bottle of the white wine which was excellent, 
took some photos, and marvelled at the generosity and sophistication of such an idea – I cannot imagine finding anything 



 

 

like that in England.  The hedgerows were bursting with autumn fruits – blueberries, little yellow plums, blackberries, 
rosehips, even white grapes!  There was also a little shrine and a bird hide along the stony path as we climbed steadily 
upwards (not easy after the wine) until we eventually arrived at the hotel where there was a ski platform which would take 
us down to the next village of Asbach.   
 

  
 
The absolute quiet and stillness of the ride down was amazing, it was certainly not as scary as the ride up had been on the 
other side of the mountain probably because the lift was enclosed between a gap in the trees.  We landed in between the 
gardens and houses of this picturesque village – a typical German medieval village with painted houses, carved wooden 
features, quaint shops and pubs.  We bought some gorgeous bread from a local bakery and then made our way back to the 
river to wait for the boat to take us back to Rudesheim.  It was quite a luxurious boat with a restaurant, sun decks and an 
ongoing informative commentary on the history of the area as we made our way back along the Rhine with its fairy-tale 
castles perched on high promontories.  Mike was still harping on about wanting a Rudesheimer coffee so it was decided we 
should buy a small bottle of the local brandy and make our own version (I had some cream in the fridge) and we had a 
description in the guide book.  When we got back to the campsite we set up the chairs and table and concocted our own 
version of a Rudesheimer coffee but it didn’t really work – the brandy wouldn’t ignite, and the cream was only single cream 
so it wouldn’t float on the top – anyway, we tried.  It began to get chilly so we each cooked our own meals in our vans before 
meeting up for a final night-cap before bedtime.   

Rudesheim Coffee  Rudesheim Coffee  Rudesheim Coffee  Rudesheim Coffee  ----         tastes better in Rudesheim cups! 
Infuse 3 sugar cubes with 4cl of well-warmed Asbach Uralt (brandy), set it alight and keep stirring until the sugar is dissolved.   
Then fill up with hot coffee, set a swirl of sweetened whipped cream on top and sprinkle with bitter-sweet chocolate shavings.  

 
It was time to move on, to catch the ferry to the other side of the river, which got us onto the road to Sinsheim Automobile 
and Aircraft Museum, which Mike was keen to visit.  By the time we reached our next destination the weather had turned 
wet and cold.  It was a large site comprising a huge outdoor area and a kids play park with engines and things for them to 
play on, surrounded by two exhibition halls, an Imax cinema, shop, restaurant, as well as a second storey exhibition of 
aircraft which could be seen on the roof, with the original Concorde and Russian Concorde aircraft which you could climb 
inside to look around.  The two large indoor exhibition halls were filled with all kinds of classic cars dating back to the 
1900s, also motor-bikes and aeroplanes, engines, trains, wurlitzers – all kinds of motorised stuff – very elegantly displayed 
with models dressed in the era of the motor.  The huge Wurlitzer organs could be played by putting a euro into the slot 
machine – great fun.  We spent all afternoon looking at the exhibits, then had a coffee and cake in the restaurant before 
heading back to the vans.  We had not been impressed with the Concorde – it was so narrow and claustrophobic – I couldn’t 
imagine how anyone could work on board in such a confined space.  We spent the night on a Stellplatz next to a football 
stadium and watched some boys playing football in the rain.  There wasn’t much to do as we were too far out of town, so we 
congregated in the Burstner, after we had eaten, for a nightcap.  That night there was some sort of festival – or rave – going 
on nearby with loud, booming ‘music’ and strobe lighting, which kept us awake all night, so we were more than ready to 
leave early next morning. 

        



 

 

Although the sun had started to peep through the clouds, it was quite cold and windy.  Our first destination was Rothenburg, 
a lovely old medieval walled town with picturesque ‘fairytale’ houses and cobbled streets.  Luckily, we had timed it perfectly 
as it was the start of a weekend festival.  There were stalls in the streets, musicians, bands, and a medieval market with 
everyone dressed in costume.  We found a stall selling food and sat in the sunshine eating our ‘hot dogs’ (bratwurst mit 
brot) and then meandered back through the narrow streets to the car park past a medieval encampment by the city walls.   
 
It would have been nice to have stayed until the evening to see more of the festivities but we had to make our way to the 
next campsite at Kipfenburg (near Eichstatt) next to the river Altmuhl.  It took us a long time to get there as our leader that 
day led us astray a few times (Sat-Navs are not always reliable) but we got there in the end about 6 pm, had tea, then 
cooked our evening meal – and the sun was still out!  We thought we would make the most of the pleasant evening and walk 
up to the town to see what there was.  It was all very quiet, the town was overlooked by a large castle on a rocky outcrop 
and on another hillside loomed a large iron cross, we were surrounded by craggy, tree-covered cliffs on one side and the 
river on the other.  As the weather had improved we decided to stay another night and explore the area further the following 
morning.  It was a Sunday, chilly but bright, perfect for a cycle ride through the Naturpark of the Almuhtal valley.  We set off 
after breakfast from Kipfenburg, along the cycle path, following the river, surrounded by forested hills.   There were a lot of 
people coming and going along the pathway so had to travel single file most of the way.  We reached Kinding by midday 
where we stopped for a coffee at a local hostelry beside a pretty stream.  Lots of people were arriving for their Sunday lunch 
so we moved ourselves to the river bank where we ate our sandwiches, then climbing back on the bikes for the longer 
stretch to Beilingues.  On arrival, we found ourselves caught up in the local festivities – a large fair was in progress and a 
crowd was gathering in readiness for the carnival parade.  The local brass band led the floats (57 in all) mostly pulled by 
ancient tractors bedecked with flowers, and many other participants in fancy dress parading on foot, or horseback.  Most of 
these parades were depicting different countries of the world – it was absolutely fantastic!  The show went on for most of the 
afternoon as the floats often stopped to distribute sweets to the children and drinks to the adults.  The grand finale ended 
with the local fire engine and the fire-fighters out in full force, before the crowds dispersed as the parade moved on winding 
its way through the town.  With great difficulty, we pushed our bikes through the crowds in search of ice-creams but the 
queue was a mile long, so quenched our thirst at an outdoor café instead before setting off on the return journey.  We found 
an ice-cream parlour at Kinding and sat by the stream licking away at the most delicious ices I have ever tasted – all the 
more so as it made a welcome break from the cycle riding – we were all getting rather saddle-sore!  The last stretch back to 
Kipfenburg was just too much for me, I was finding it quite a strain and having to get off the bike and walk up every incline.  
Barbara and John were suffering too, so I was not alone.  Eric cooked the dinner when we got back, after we had a cup of 
tea and a shower to ease our aching bones (it had been a 40 km ride!!) and an early night was had by all. 
 
We left next morning travelling through the quaint villages of Bavaria on our way to Salzburg in Austria.  It had been a misty 
start to the day but the skies soon cleared into bright sunshine and, as we neared the Austrian border we could see the 
huge, craggy mountains in the distance – some even covered in snow!  The houses looked even more alpine with their large 
overhanging roofs, geranium-clad window boxes hanging from the dark wooden verandas.  The bright green grass on the 
hillsides looked as neat and short as a well kept lawn, grazing cows looking healthy and well-fed.  We had a coffee and 
cake stop en-route and by mid-afternoon were at the Camping Panorama site 2 km from Salzburg.  As the name suggests, 
there were lovely views from this campsite but the pitches were small and it took a lot of negotiating to fit John’s and Mike’s 
vans into place and we were thankful that our van could slot in quite easily.  All this stress meant that the tables and chairs 
had to come out and two bottles of rose wine were quickly demolished!  By 6 pm we were all suitably rested enough to 
tackle a bit of sightseeing, setting off to find the nearest bus stop so that we could explore Salzburg.  There was a cycle 
route but most of us were not keen to get back onto those saddles just yet!  We crossed a field and a bridge over a river 
(where the cycle path followed the course of the river) and then into a built up area where we found the bus-stop – the bus 
appearing almost immediately – a 2 euro ticket enabled us to go all the way to the centre of the city.  The buildings are 
rather austere – not as attractive as I had imagined it to be – tall, grey stone buildings surrounding paved piazzas – and a 
large statue of Mozart of course.  We wandered around the silent streets, most of the shops were closed, and few 
restaurants looked inviting enough to enter, then, turning a corner we found a delightful little outdoor restaurant where we 
sat on rather rickety chairs and ate goulash and dumplings, well Barbara and I had them, the others had chicken and ham 
with cheese and chips.  Having filled ourselves up nicely, we returned by bus and then an uphill climb through the field in 
total darkness to the campsite.  
 
As we had decided to have a full day of sightseeing, we invested in a ‘roundabout’ ticket, trying to fit in as much as we could 
in one day.  We travelled on the buses for free, catching a bus to the chair-lift to take us up the mountain (2000 metres) 
where we had a coffee and wandered about admiring the  360 deg. views, then descended again to catch another bus to 
Hellbrunn to visit the Schloss (castle) and the trick fountains, which were incredible.  These fountains were almost 
impossible to describe, situated in part of the large formal gardens of the Hellbrunn Summer Palace built in 1612 as a place 
of pleasure for Archbishop Markus Sittikus.  It is seen as a ‘place for the joy of life and celebrations’.  Everyone is invited to 
stroll through the park and take pleasure in fountains – life is a party!  We were constantly sprayed with jets of water – I was 
soaked all over the back of my trousers!  The children were absolutely loving it – diving in and out of the spray – it was 
unavoidable.  The tour took about ¾ hour, in and out of the stone follies and waterfalls, and by the time we had looked 
around the magnificent gardens laid out with lakes, fountains, and parterres, it was time to head back for the bus to take us 



 

 

back to the city and the boat trip we had booked for 4 pm.  The 45-minute trip took us up the River Salzach with a 
commentary on the points of interest, in fact we were taken a little further than usual as the water level was apparently 
higher than usual thus enabling the boat to go further upstream, so we were able to see the snow-clad mountains in the 
distance.  On the return journey, as we neared the jetty they played the Viennese Waltz and the captain waltzed the boat 
round and round in time to the music – it was fantastic!  We still had time to see one more thing before our ticket expired, so 
we crossed over into the old part of the town where the Museum of Modern Art is situated and took the lift up 3 floors to a 
fine viewpoint of the city of Salzburg and the castle – the spot where the ‘Sound of Music’ family were filmed.  There were 
some interesting sculptures and a large expensive-looking restaurant at the top which we decided was not for us, so we 
returned to the lift and descended once more to street level where a short walk away we found a nice beer garden and 
ordered ourselves a large beer each before returning to the campsite for a meal of chicken and chips at the Panorama 
restaurant – and superb they were too – the best chicken and chips I have ever had, followed by apple strudel and walnut ice 
cream – delicious!  It was worth coming here just for that.  
  

   
  Hellbrunn Schloss, Austria     Lake Bled, Slovenia 
 
When we went to pay the proprietor next morning he said we were mad to leave as the weather was set to be warm and 
sunny in Austria, whereas it wouldn’t be so good where we were heading. It is an excellent site, superb ‘facilities’, good 
restaurant and shop, freshly baked rolls for breakfast, everything you need - hey ho!. There was a ‘meeting’ to decide on 
the best route to take to Slovenia, and big problems as to whether John and Mike would need Go-boxes, and also where to 
hand in their Go-boxes for Austria as we wouldn’t be coming back this way and they needed to redeem some of the cost. 
Eventually, we set off hoping these problems would somehow be resolved, as we made our way through tunnel after tunnel 
through the mountains – some of these tunnels go on for miles!  The last one crosses the border into Slovenia for which we 
had to pay a toll. We bought a Vignette which was necessary for our sized van from the service station but they did not deal 
in Go-boxes, so John and Mike had to cross a very busy motorway via an underpass to reach the service station on the 
other side where they were able to hand in their Austrian Go-boxes – but still no information about what was required in 
Slovenia other than they would have to pay toll charges.  We all had a good moan about the lack of information as we drank 
tea in Barbara & John’s van until we felt like proceeding into the unknown!  We had to find the campsite at Lake Bled before 
nightfall and there was still quite a way to go - the scenery was amazing – huge soaring mountain peaks as far as the eye 
can see - wooded hillsides and rushing streams of glacial water.  The little town of Bled looked very attractive on the shores 
of the lake in its fairytale setting, surrounded by mountains, a castle perched on a promontory, and the tiny, tree-clad island 
topped with its quaint little church in the middle of the lake.  The campsite is situated on the shores of the lake, with 
restaurant, shop, and the usual facilities, it covers a large tree-clad area but some parts were closed as it was late in the 
season.  In the evening we took a stroll to the edge of the lake but it was pitch black and really too dark to see where we 
were going other than gaze at the lights across the lake.  We all looked forward to exploring this beautiful area over the next 
few days.    

To be continued in the next newsletter ……… 
 

    Prize for best caption!! Log on to the website forum and go to “Odds and Ends” 



 

 

Search for a New Hobby MattressSearch for a New Hobby MattressSearch for a New Hobby MattressSearch for a New Hobby Mattress    
 
We all have stories to tell about Hobby mattresses – trying to find the best sort to give you a good night’s rest – 
Christine Lawson has sent in this tale: 
 
‘Having spent the last couple of years putting up with the roll together effect (the hippo and the duck) of the existing Hobby 
two-piece mattress we decided to renew it.  Put off by the cost of a tailor-made replacement we kept a lookout for 
something suitable. As luck would have it we found what seemed to be a suitable replacement at our local Lidl store. 
 
The mattress was made of Vitacel foam core (memory foam) with an additional inner cover of cotton jersey and a 
removable zipped outer cover. The size was 2000mm x 1500mm (king size) by 160mm thick. We realised that this would 
have to be cut to shape to fit the Hobby bed base so decided to risk the cost of £69.00 and hope for the best. Fortunately, 
Christine spotted that the outer plastic wrapper (the mattress was shrink wrapped in the form of a large Swiss roll) was torn 
and had resulted in a small area of the outer removable cover becoming shop soiled. When she pointed this out to the store 
staff she managed to haggle an extra £10.00 off the price! 
 
Back home we released the Swiss roll from its shrink-wrap and immediately it began to grow to full size. After leaving it for a 
couple of days to expand fully we began to think about the forthcoming operation of cutting to shape.  A decision was made 
to attempt the cut using an electric carving knife, and so we began. The mattress was brought downstairs and the existing 
twin mattresses were placed on top as a template while the removable outer cover and the internal jersey cover were 
placed in the washing machine. 
 
Having drawn round the existing template with a large marker pen we began to nervously cut the foam.   The knife was 
making a perfect cut up until about 80% of the way through and then it began to get warm and smoke.  At this point we 
thought it wise to give the knife a chance to cool down, so I put the kettle on and Dave began to smoke.  A cup of tea and 
two fags later we returned to the cut and managed to get to the end of the foam, but now the knife was rendered useless. 

                                                              
The sewing machine then came out and with a nip and a tuck the two covers were altered to fit the newly carved foam. 
Thank goodness there was an inner jersey cover as it would have been impossible to slide the foam into the outer cover 
without it - it was like trying to push a length of rope up a hill - much more difficult than trying to change a duvet cover. 
 
The newly shaped mattress dropped into its space perfectly and we have since had two trips away without the dreaded roll 
together.’ 
 
 

         
 
Christine & David Lawson 
 

 
Many of us are becoming more interested in gardening, especially growing vegetables, even having allotments to keep us 
fit, so here are a few gardening tips (gleaned from last year’s calendar!) 
 
Gardening Tips:Gardening Tips:Gardening Tips:Gardening Tips:                What to do in JanuaryWhat to do in JanuaryWhat to do in JanuaryWhat to do in January    
 
When the cold weather outside tempts you to stay indoors where it is warm and cosy, use the time to sit back and plan the 
garden for the year ahead.  You can relax in the comfort of your armchair, browsing through the catalogues and gardening 
books you received at Christmas!  There are still jobs to do – winter prune established wisteria to improve shape and 
flowering; cut whippy side shoots back to 3 buds from the base.  Cut and place old carpet or underlay around the base of 
young trees to control weeds and reduce moisture loss.  This is a good time to sow lily seeds in pots, also begonia, lobelia, 
salvia and pelargonium seeds – but keep them in a warm greenhouse!  Also, now is the time to plan your vegetable crop for 
the coming seasons. 



 

 

What to do in FebruaryWhat to do in FebruaryWhat to do in FebruaryWhat to do in February: 
 
This can be a bleak month, but it is time to be brave and venture outside and do some work!  Buds are starting to break 
through, snowdrops are coming into flower.  Don’t forget the birds will be hungry, so leave out some food and water on a 
daily basis.  Cut back over-wintered fuchsias under glass to within a few buds of the main stem, bush varieties should be 
chopped back to about 3 buds of the framework.  Many summer flowering shrubs can be pruned this month.  Cut back the 
stems of overgrown honeysuckle to encourage new growth.  Sow seeds of annual flowers in trays of compost towards the 
end of the month, then put in a greenhouse or on a sunny windowsill.  Seed potatoes can be planted in a tray, keep them 
warm and leave to sprout.  Plant blueberries in containers of ericaceous compost stuck into the ground – these should bear 
fruit for 30 years or more. 
 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
Eric’s SnippetsEric’s SnippetsEric’s SnippetsEric’s Snippets    
    
I thought that this extract from an article in the January MMM may be of interest to owners of 2003 era Hobby 750 FML with 
3.0 litre diesel 4-5 tonne.  This couple were on a long winter stay in Portugal with a water leak problem in the double floor.  
There was a large pool of water in the furthest corner under the shower, evidently they do not use the shower so the leak 
was unlikely to come from there.  They suspect it was coming from the water tank.  Asking how to get access to the water 
tank, MMM gave advice and suggestions on what it could be and how to tackle it. 
 
The outcome was that the couple dealt with the problem themselves in Portugal.  Due to the volume of water they felt it 
must be a problem with the fresh water tank, so they needed to extract the tank.  The Hobby handbook shows the fresh 
water tank as being located towards the front of the van, but proves to be located under the floor in the hold under the fixed 
bed at the rear of the van.  This is what was said:- 
 
“The Hobby 750, as you are probably aware, has a double floor.  This was where the real problem started.  Hobby, in their 
wisdom, put the water tank in and then built the floor over it with no thought to the difficulty in removing it should a problem 
occur.  It soon became obvious that there was no way you could just slide the tank out, in the end I used a small scissor 
jack alongside the tank and slowly jacked the floor up so after much levering and pulling I was able to slide the tank towards 
the back of the van.  This still left about eight inches under the floor and it needed to be lifted higher.  On removal of the bed 
I was able to lift the tank upwards and eventually removed it from the van.  In all it took me five hours just to remove the 
tank!”  
 
“The fresh water tank has four inlet/outlet holes in, all at the same corner.  One of the outlet spigots, which is approximately 
two inches long, had actually split at the bottom where it is moulded to the tank.  The cause of this split was that Hobby had 
fitted a pipe onto this spigot and then bent it at a 45 degree angle so it followed the side of the tank, held in place by 
horseshoe clips.  Well, this would have been okay except that the pipe they used was virtually inflexible, this had caused 
strain on the spigot, eventually causing it to split.” 
 
“In order to remedy the problem I used epoxy resin smeared both on the inside and outside of the split and then I used a 
rubber 45-degree car radiator hose to replace the inflexible one put on by Hobby.  Voila!  No leaks.      
 
“My concerns are that this type of hose should never be used except on a straight run as it is so inflexible.  I also discovered 
that on a fresh water return pipe that comes back into the tank the hose has been fitted passing through a rubber grommet.  
My grommet was in the bottom of the tank and therefore the pipe was loosely dangling in the hole so if the water tank was 
full, some water was obviously spilling out.” 
 
“Where the water tank sits on the lower floor of the van, part of the floor has been cut away as the outlet pipe sits lower than 
the rest of the tank.  This was necessary to enable the tank to sit flush (but also caused a problem in trying to slide the tank 
out).  The leak may well have been going on for a considerable time as the cavity in the insulated floor was full of water.  I 
have a safe fitted in this area and when I removed the first bolt it was like I was draining a sump – the water just flowed out 
underneath the van.  I have had to resort to drilling holes in the floor to be sure all the water drains away.” 
 
“I suggest that all Hobby 750 owners should check their tanks, as I do not believe that mine is an isolated case.  This would 
appear to be a slowly ticking time bomb for causing a rotten floor. “       
               

        



 

 

Hobby DealersHobby DealersHobby DealersHobby Dealers    
 
The latest update on my contact with the Hobby representatives at Dusseldorf and subsequently passing on relevant 
information to Tony Charity, our General Secretary, is that he has made contact with Hercberg, confirming that they now 
have 16 dealers (outlets) and that a list of these will be forwarded to him.  He is hoping to make contact with them at the 
NEC Birmingham Caravan & Boat Show (23

rd
-28

th
 February) and will report on the outcome. 

 
Eric Miller (Technical Officer) 
 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
 
Eric and I went with some friends to a Christmas Folk Dance party in the village hall at May Hill – the night the first lot of 
snow fell!  We had a great time joining in with the country dances and listening to the excellent folk band as well as being 
entertained by a group of visiting Mummers.  It was all very traditional and a lot of fun (until we saw the snow when we 
came to go home!).  John Anderton passed the following passage on to me, so I am passing it on to you:-  
 

‘Dancing is a fun way of getting exercise and making new friends!’‘Dancing is a fun way of getting exercise and making new friends!’‘Dancing is a fun way of getting exercise and making new friends!’‘Dancing is a fun way of getting exercise and making new friends!’        
    
Roy Smith of Hoghton Folk Dance Club, near Preston has written a poem in Lancashire Dialect.  Although many Lancashire 
people have a recognisable accent, not many nowadays speak in a real Lancashire dialect.  Why not try and see if you can 
decipher it:   
 
EAWR PROBLEM 
 
Cum t’Hoghton-on-the-hill – it’s allus bright an’ sunny, cum ov a Toosda’ evening’ – tha’ll hev value fer thi money. 
But we’ve a problem, aw tell thee, as isn’t verra common; to’ mony chaps an’ nod enoo’ lasses – it con cause commotion. 
It’s all awreet when we’re sittin’ reawnd, an’ chewin’ t’fat together – but then yon Caller sheawts us up: “Ne’er mind heawt 
the weather!  Ged in her sets, an’ maek lung lines; ‘eeads up, an’ smile a bit”.  But then all t’ladies rustle abeawt – they just 
corned do wi’ it.  They get fair giddy, quick as leet, an’ look at each other funny:  “Us four’s wrung I’ this ‘ere set – we’n 
getten a chap to’ mony.”  “Nay, nay, that’s reet, aw tell thee true:  He’s dancing; t’part o’ one o’ you!”  Well!  Wimmen dancin’ 
as chaps – what’s new?  Sum do that every wick; but cum to Hoghton, lasses all, an’ you’ can tek yer pick ov all them lads – 
spick, spon an’ cleaun – awaiting’ yo’ in masses; we’re not stuck fer bobbins ‘ere – but we’re stuck fer mooer lasses! 
 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
    
Don’t forget to celebrate Burns’ Night – 25

th
 January – perhaps supper with some friends, and maybe a poem to keep the 

poet’s memory alive?  The first suppers were held in Ayrshire at the end of the 18
th
 century to celebrate the life of the 

Scottish poet, Robert Burns.  A true Burns’ supper consists of Haggis served with ‘tatties and neeps’ (mashed potatoes and 
swede or turnip) washed down with plenty of whisky – the Haggis is piped in with great ceremony and a toast proposed.  
The sweet is usually Cranachan – a little goes a long way so serve in small glasses:- 
 
CRANACHANCRANACHANCRANACHANCRANACHAN – serves 6 people 
 
75g pinhead oatmeal;  300ml double cream;  150g mascarpone cheese;  3 tsp Scotch whisky or Drambuie; 
3 tbsp clear honey;  fresh raspberries;  Scottish shortbread to serve. 
 
Heat a dry frying pan and add the oatmeal.  Stir continuously until the oatmeal is just golden, then  tip onto a plate to cool. 
In a large bowl, whisk the cream with the mascarpone until soft peaks form, add whisky and 2 tablespoons of honey and 
whisk again until thick.  Reserving 1 tablespoon of the cooled oatmeal, layer the cream with the oatmeal in individual 
glasses, cover with clingfilm and chill for several hours.  Just before serving, divide the remaining oatmeal and honey 
between the glasses and add a couple of raspberries to each.  Serve with shortbread. 
 

 
Please let me have any items for the next newsletter (due arPlease let me have any items for the next newsletter (due arPlease let me have any items for the next newsletter (due arPlease let me have any items for the next newsletter (due around Easter time) by the middle of March if possible,ound Easter time) by the middle of March if possible,ound Easter time) by the middle of March if possible,ound Easter time) by the middle of March if possible,    
I am always I am always I am always I am always very grateful for anything at all !!very grateful for anything at all !!very grateful for anything at all !!very grateful for anything at all !!                    Contact:  Pat Miller (eContact:  Pat Miller (eContact:  Pat Miller (eContact:  Pat Miller (e----mail:  >pat.ericmiller@ukonline.co.ukmail:  >pat.ericmiller@ukonline.co.ukmail:  >pat.ericmiller@ukonline.co.ukmail:  >pat.ericmiller@ukonline.co.uk<<<<))))    
 


