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             Advance Notice 
       Group Clubnights. 2010 
 
   The September and October 
Clubnights of Surrey Group  for this 
year have been re-scheduled.   
 
   Please note your diaries now.               
 
   Reminders will be published in 
further issues of this newsletter and 
reported in Club News. 
  
  The new dates are:- 
 
Saturday, 2 October  at 7.00 pm  and  
Saturday, 6 November at  7.00 pm. 
 
 
The 27 November  meeting will be as 
usual. The January to April 2011 
nights will also be as usual—that is, 
the last Saturday for each of the four 
months.  
 
 
  To obviate this in the immediate 
future, the 2011—2012 nights have 
already been booked for our 
customary  nights so this hiccup is not 
expected to happen again.  
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   Having been transported over a 
controlled pedestrian crossing, a child in a 
push-chair asked, “What was that thing going 
round under the box, Mum?” Mother was 
perplexed and examined the area to which 
the child referred. There she saw it—an 
inanimate, inch long, protuberance at the 
base of the control box. Whilst looking, it 
began to rotate while at the same time the 
green man symbol appeared on the box 
across the road.  Thus the child’s question 
was answered.  
    On learning about this I pondered on how 
many years I have used these crossings, 
some of which have a bleeping signal when 
the green man shows, but have never 
noticed this whirling object before. This 
knowledge, however, is quite fortuitous for 
me in my present predicament as it is clearly 
an aid to the blind and partially sighted. 
   On finding out about this Thelma checked 
my copy of the Highway Code for a reference 
to it and the only mention is that it is a “tactile 
device”. I must say I think something like a 
“whirly knob” would be a better description 
but maybe that is just a bit too non-U.  
    What’s that? You didn’t know about this, 
either? Well, have a go at finding this whirling 
protuberance and tell your friends.  
   Further to this, I have also noticed some of 
the boxes with a hole where the whirly knob  
should be. Could this be that someone 
wanted a trophy? Who Knows? 
 
 
 



   Well, now, the AGM of 2010 is well and truly 
over and you have chosen to re-elect me as 
your Chairman. I thank you for this as it 
indicates your confidence in me (though I am 
aware that there were no other nominations) 
and I will continue to do my best on your behalf 
for as long as possible.  
 
   I have never written about caravanning, 
probably because I have never partaken of the 
activity. ( I was going to say” the sport” but the 
subject covers such a vast area of participation 
that I think it must be referred to as an activity). 
Obviously, I have been inside  caravans for at 
my age and mobility there are few places I have 
not been—given my predilection for the British 
Isles and inability to compete with the likes of 
Monte Carlo life  but after my sojourn in The 
Military  I have arrived at  the Court of the 
famous Omar Khayyam in that wherever you go 
and whatever you see you always come back to 
your home and familiar surroundings—like your 
own armchair, your own bed, your own Tesco 
and are reminded by him that you evermore  
came out the same door as in you went  
   But back to caravanning, now .My first 
encounter with one was as a child whilst 
camping with my parents. All the families (and 
couples and singles too, of course) on one of 
the earlier camp sites to which I was introduced 
were bunkered down in tents (I’m talking about 
the 1930’s here, folks) but with the exception of 
one family who, not only were they the only 
caravanners on the site, they were the only 
motorists.  (In fact, if I recall correctly, theirs 
was the only motorised vehicle on the field as  
all others were on bicycles). This would likely 
have been at Roydon in Essex. I even recall the 
name of the owner, Harry Hack. What’s more, 
he built the caravan himself. See photograph. I 
must say that it really does look like a DIY job 
but it was functional and it kept the rain out  
   I have experienced Service caravans, 
including some car-homes—or rather, lorry-
homes.– but my most recent was at 
Dymchurch. This is the” fixed”  site of Bill Best’s 
caravan. Bill is a long-sanding friend of mine 
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and he and his family have enjoyed this 
site—in regularly updated vans, of course—
for forty hears or more and the furnishings 
must be seen to be believed. Every luxury 
possible, including all water and power laid 
on, of course, as it is a permanent site. 
Actually, it is almost beyond description as it 
is so plush and warm and comfortable. Bill 
reads this newsletter so maybe he will put 
pen to paper and describe it for us. (Eh. 
Bill?)..        

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                Harry Hack’s caravan   1937. 
    
Of course, the caravan clubs on the road are 
a different proposition but I must say that 
most I have encountered have observed the 
rule of the road by leaving sufficient spaces 
between the outfits to allow for overtaking 
while the single travellers have pulled in at 
regular lay-bys for traffic build-up to pass. 
 I must say that over the years I have 
hankered after a mobile home but resistance 
from the distaff side has scuppered my 
aspirations. Not everyone’s cup of tea, 
obviously. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
         
        

          The customary transport! 
            (my own parents, actually) 

Chairman’s Chat 
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Age Activated Attention     
Deficit Disorder—or 

Decisions, Decisions, 
Decisions  

 
   I decide I will have a cup of coffee, but 
before that I decide to water my garden. As 
I turn on the hose in the driveway, I look 
over at my car and decide my car needs 
washing but as I start toward the garage for 
car washing supplies, I notice that there is 
mail on the porch table that I brought up 
from the mail box earlier.  
   I decide to go through the mail before I 
wash the car. I lay my car keys down on the 
table, put the junk mail in the  garbage can 
under the table, and notice that the can is 
full. 
   So, I decide to put the bills back on the 
table and take out the garbage. But then I 
think, since I am going to be near the mail 
box, when I take out the garbage anyway, I 
may as well pay the bills first,  
   So, I take my cheque book off the table, 
and see that there is only one cheque left. 
My extra cheques are in my desk in the 
study, so I go inside the house to my desk 
where I  find a can of coke that I had been 
drinking.  
   I am going to look for my cheques, but 
first I decide I need to move the coke aside 
so that I don’t accidentally knock it over. In 
doing so, I notice that the coke is getting 
warm and I decide I should put it in the 
refrigerator to keep it cold. 
   As I head towards the kitchen with the 
coke, a vase of flowers on the counter 
catches my eye — they need to be watered. 
I set the coke down on the counter, and I 
discover my reading glasses that I have 
been searching for all morning. 
   I decide I had better put them back on my 
desk, but first I am going to water the 
flowers. I set the glasses back down on the 
counter, fill a container with water and 
suddenly I spot the TV remote.  Someone 
left it on the kitchen table.  
  I realise that tonight, when we go to watch 
TV, I will be looking for the remote but I 
won’t remember that it is on the kitchen 
table, so I decide to hold on to it and then 

put in back in the den, where it belongs, but 
first I will water the flowers. I pour some 
water in the flowers but quite a bit of it 
spills .So, I set the remote back down on 
the table, get some towels and wipe up the 
spill.  
   Then, I head down the hall trying to 
remember what I was planning to do.  
    At the end of the day:- 
    — the car isn’t washed, 
    — the bills are not paid, 
   — there is a warm can of coke sitting on 
the counter, 
   — the flowers don’t have enough water, 
   — there is still only one cheque in my 
cheque book, 
   — I can’t find the remote, 
   — I can’t find my glasses, 
   — I don’t remember what I did with the 
car keys, 
and my driveway is now flooded. 
   Then, when I try to figure out why nothing 
got done today, I am really baffled because 
I know I was busy all day long, and I am 
really tired.  
   I realise that this is a serious problem, 
and I will try to get some help for it, but first 
I will check my e-mail. 
   Don’t laugh — if this isn’t you yet, your 
day is coming! 
   Growing older is mandatory. 
    Growing up is optional. 
    Laughing at yourself is therapeutic. 
    Laughing at someone else is hilarious, 
but that’s another story. 
    
P.S. Before I forward this contribution to 
you, let me bring my coffee that I forgot to 
remove from the micro oven. OOPS! I am 
forwarding this to you now.  
 
                                             Brenda  Denby 
 
Don’t laugh. Do laugh! 
 
A further reminder of getting old is a gem 
from Ronnie Corbett, who has reported, 
”Nowadays, when bending down to do up 
my shoelaces I  think “ what else can I do 
while I am down here?” “ 
 
                                                       Ed    
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 George’s                                          
Jaunts 
 
 

    
At our Group AGM on 
Saturday 24 April we enjoyed 
another of Frank B’s musical 
quizzes after the completion of 
the formal business (which I 
assume your Chairman and 
Secretary will have covered in 
their entries for this issue) and 
the demolition work applied to 
the ploughman’s supper.  
  
  Frank suffered from an attack 
by Gremlins on the technical 
equipment soon after starting 
and had to turn to some older 
machines to really get his 
shown on the road successfully. 
It was another of those “Guess 
that Tune” sort of quiz and 
though I hardly made head nor 
tail of it Edna was the final 
winner of the pot plant prize. 
Early during the proceedings 
she had promised Chairman 
Stan would get a prize, and so it 
was, for at prizegiving she 
donated the pot plant to Stan 
for safe keeping. Frank B 
reserved a well deserved round 
of applause for his efforts, both 
for producing yet another high 
quality quiz and for 
overcoming the attack by the 
dastardly Gremlins. 
   The Catering Corps efforts in 
choice and presentation were 
also commended. 
 
   Our outing to Richmond Park 
on May 11 was very much of a 
non-event. The weather was 
still very cold with 10/10th 
cloud, a few drops of rain and a 
biting wind. We had planned a 
picnic and brought it with us 
but it seems Edna and I were 
the only ones to eat alfresco—

seated warmly in our motor car 
All the others attending partook 
of their vittles in Pembroke 
Lodge Café. We can’t win them 
all, hopefully the weather will 
be better next May. 
  
 All the others ventured to the 
Isabella Plantation and, 
shielded from the wind, 
enjoyed  the colourful view of 
Azaleas, Rhododendrons, 
heathers and Camellias while at 
the same time being serenaded 
by a wide variety of birds 
happily singing away in the 
treetops.  
  
 On Wednesday May 26 we 
followed an oft used pattern of 
lunch at the Prince of Wales, 
West End Village, Esher 
followed by a short trip to 
Garsons Farm. The weather 
was far better than in January 
but was by no means “high 
summer” - good enough, 
however, to entice almost 
twenty Surrey Gannets to the 
hostelry.  
   
 We found there had been 
changes to the pub management 
and staff, plus the menu aiming 
more up-market with prices to 
match. On our table, three of us 
chose ham and eggs and found 
the price had climbed  to only a 
few pence short of £10 each, 
which didn’t go down too well 
when many carveries are 
offering full main courses at 
half that price. 
 
    The ham and eggs were well 
cooked but the accompanying 
chips were said by some 
Gannets to be ”on the dry side”  
 
   On to Garsons afterwards for 
the usual large display of plants 
and other gardening items, plus, 
of course, the welcoming 

cafeteria for slaking our thirsts 
again—only tea or coffee this 
time.– and a further opportunity 
to chat with friends. 
    I am sure the price level at 
the Prince will be a matter to be 
considered in future event 
planning by your committee. 
 
   Our next event was the trip to 
Puttenham on Thursday June 
10th for either lunch at The 
Good Intent or a picnic by the 
lakes (or both if you could 
manage it).  
 
WHAT HAPPENED?  
WHERE WERE YOU ALL?  
 
 Only four stalwart Gannets 
met for lunch at the pub—
Christine, John, Edna and 
someone named George 
(among other things). The food 
was quite good—there were no 
complaints—we found the 
ham, eggs and chips to be of 
very good  sized portions, AND 
more than £2 cheaper than at 
the previously noted hostelry.  
 
   Maybe the weather forecasts 
kept many people at home, 
with heavy rain said to be 
likely.  It certainly wasn’t 
“flaming June”. It was a grey, 
cloudy day with light drizzling 
the wind.  
 
   We took the opportunity to 
introduce C and J to the sights 
of some of the local beauty 
spots and walks around the 
lakes as they had not previously 
discovered the local attractions 
of this corner of Surrey, with 
the suggestion that they make a 
repeat journey in better 
weather.  
                                 George                  
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           Crazy Cars   
Driving along an unfamiliar side road in 

the dark a few weeks ago the car just in front of 
me seemed to have lost its sense of direction by 
zigzagging along the road. A few seconds later I 
knew why!  My front and rear wheels bumped 
down several deep potholes which were in the 
view of the driver of that front  car. Fortunately, I 
keep my tyres well up to pressure and, on later 
inspection, could not see any other visual damage. 
(Some  I know in similar circumstances have not 
been so lucky). Naturally, I rang the local 
authority and spoke to a weary sounding 
employee about it and notes were taken of the 
location  with the promise that immediate 
attention would be given. Regrettably, at the time 
of writing this, nothing has been done.  

Most of us know that such damage has 
been caused by the severe frost a while back but 
why is it taking so long to rectify?  Other 
countries such as North America, Norway and  
Sweden, much colder climates than ours, keep 
their roads in good, drivable, condition. It must be 
more economic than having to pay out for 
recurring accidents and many other claims that 
may occur.  

The same could be said for speed humps, 
especially those where constant use is wearing the 
edges  into sharp jagged hazards which ruin the 
inner sides of tyres causing quite serious 
accidents through subsequent tyre failures. 

 
                                          Bill Denby  
 
 
    
I thought that I would send you a bit of 

page padding which I think you might like to use, 
so here goes. 

  To all members who turned up for the 
musical quiz, SORRY. What more can I say, 
except, SORRY? Very Sorry, perhaps!  

After last year’s musical quiz using 
CSMA’s equipment, none too successfully, I 
thought that it would be better to do this year’s 
quiz using my own equipment. WADDA 
MISTAKA DA MAKE! I must have checked the 
equipment a dozen times without any trouble. On 
the evening, DISASTER. With the combined 

brains of Bill, Roger and myself—no joy. We had 
to give up and use a small combi unit which got 
me out of a very uncomfortable hole.  

Fast forward to Sunday afternoon and I 
thought I must try the outfit again. GUESS 
WHAT? IT ALL WORKED PERFECTLY! One 
up to The Gremlins.  

Now for some better news.  
On our way to our New Year party 

evening we hit several deep potholes on Epsom 
Downs resulting in two damaged tyres and a 
broken wheel. “What about a bit of 
compensation?” I thought. “Worth a try?” So a 
phone call to the Highways Department, filling 
up some forms and providing loads of 
photographs etc., ensued. THEY PAID UP. Yes, 
in full, but less 25% for the two tyres to allow for 
wear and tear on the ruined ones. GIVES YOU 
HEART, DOESN’T  IT? 

                                        Frank Burgess 
  
Here are a few “Georgeisms” for your 

amusement. No, not “our” George, but someone 
else’s. Have a guess who. As my correspondent 
says, “We will miss you and your words of 
wisdom that brought tears to our eyes” So here 
we go - 

“The vast majority of our imports come 
from outside the Country” 

“If we don’t succeed, we run the risk of 
failure”. 

“One word sums up probably the 
responsibility of  any Governor, and that one 
word is ‘to be prepared’”. 

“I have made good judgments in the past, 
I have made good judgments in the future”. 

“The future will be better tomorrow”. 
“We are going to have the best educated 

American people in the World” 
“I stand by all the misstatements I have 

made”. 
We have a firm commitment to NATO, 

we are a part of NATO, we have a firm 
commitment to Europe. We are a part of Europe” 

“Public speaking is very easy”. 
“A low voter turnout is an indication of 

fewer people going to the polls” 
”.I have opinions of my own-strong 

opinions– but I don’t always agree with them”. 
We are ready for any unforeseen event 

that may or may not occur” 
“For NASA, space is still a high priority” 
                                                   Stan 

      Letters to  
      the Editor 
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    Taking in the view on Box Hill.                    ( Picture by Roger) 
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             Games Evening at Banstead                      (Brenda) 

Chat at Purford Lock 
                   (Brenda) 
 

Godstone Village sign 
                  (Roger) 
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   All our luncheon visits start at 12 noon. Come early for a chat beforehand. 
        
  Prices quoted are correct at time of printing. Telephone Roger Clark for further information     
 

         LUNCHES for JULY   2010           

 

On Thursday 8 July we go to an 

old favourite, The Anchor, Pyrford 
Lock, Wisley Lane, Ripley, GU13 6QW 
and savour dangling your feet in the River 
Wey, visit the marina or walk the towpath 
after a lunch at around  £9.05 each.  Last 
time we were there car parking was for 
disabled to the right by the pub and all others 
on the left., 

 
 
 
 
On Wednesday, 21 July the visit 

is to The Weir, Waterside Drive,  
Walton, KT12 2JB, when I am sure 
we will have a much warmer reception, 
weather-wise, than last time, when the North 
wind went right through those hardy towpath 
walkers to Sunbury Lock. Lunch prices then 
were.  £9.95 0 shouldn’t be much different 
this time round. 
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   All  our luncheon visits start at 12.00 noon. Come early for a chat beforehand 
 
 Prices quoted are correct at time of printing. Telephone Roger Clark  for further information. 

              LUNCHES for AUGUST 2010  

  
 
 
 
 On Tuesday 10 August  our 
visit is to The Fairmile, Portsmouth Rd, 
Cobham, KT11 1JR  and afterwards a 
splash in the Black Pond  or a splash out 
at Garsons (KT10 8LS).  
  Remember not to look out for the 
stagecoach at the front of Fairmile—it is 
no longer there. 

 
 
 

  On Wednesday 25 August  we 

go back to The Queen Adelaide,  
Kingston Rd, Ewell, KT19 0SH  
and check out Ewell Court Gardens 
afterwards The gardens is the place for the 
bird lookers-at rather than the bird watchers, 
but is nevertheless a most pleasant place to 
wander round..   
   


