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Steve was born in Plymouth on 14
th
 September 1953 to Ron and Irene Pudner at Brake Farm.  He was 

the youngest of 3 children, Lyn, Brian, then Steve.  Like his Father and elder sister, Steve was born with 
brittle bones, a condition that was to plague him for the whole of his life; he suffered hundreds of fractures 
and arthritis set in at a very early age adding to his pain. 
 
He was the thrifty one of the family, always saving his pocket money and he accrued a tidy sum in his 
savings box.  If the family were a bit short, Steve would lend them money, adding on an interest payment 
relevant to the duration of the loan!  His Mother often asked to borrow money from him as a youngster, 
including the money to buy his older brother Brian out of the army; Steve refused to lend the money until 
Brian himself asked because he didnôt feel it was right for their Mother to have to pay. 
 
In his youth Steve was into the óModô scene; he and his friends were into motor scooters which they 
weighed down with hundreds of mirrors. Then he progressed to fast cars.  They used to drink at the Ebb 
Tide Pub and race their cars along the straight piece of road that the pub sits on.  Although as a teenager 
and young man Steve wasnôt a big drinker, falling over on his Brotherôs Stag Party and breaking his arm 
put paid to his drinking for good, he vowed that he would never drink again and being a man of principle, 
he never did. 
 
Steve loved diving and became an accomplished diving instructor with the Plymouth Police Diving club at 
Fort Bovisand.  Sadly he had to give up his diving due to poor health. 
 
He had a varied career from leaving school, starting an apprenticeship with a well known hairdressing 
salon, he soon realised that hairdressing wasnôt for him.  He went on to hold a wide variety of posts 
throughout his life including Taxi Driver and Grave Digger and most recently just before his retirement 
due to ill health he was a Director of his own successful company.  However it is fair to say the he was 
happiest in his years as a Class One Lorry Driver, travelling up and down the country, he was never 
happier than behind the wheel of a huge truck. 
 
He is the Father of three children Teresa, Ian and Brett and Father-in-Law to Kelly; Granddad to 10 
children including his grandson baby Joseph who passed away just one month before Steve.  He was a 
devoted and loving Husband, Father and Granddad, adored by his family. 
 
He was a real joker with a huge sense of fun; the house would be filled with laughter during monumental 
water fights and pillow fights, with Lorraine as the usual victim of pranks by Steve, Teresa, Ian and Brett.  
No-one could bring a friend home without them getting soaked through with a well aimed hose pipe or 
strategically balanced bucket of water!   
 
Although not academic, he was a skilled and gifted craftsman and could turn his hand to anything manual 
or artistic, including masonry, brickwork, plastering, plumbing, landscaping, carpentry, wood turning, fly 
tying, and even photography and painting.  He was a gifted artist and loved to draw Disney characters for 
his grandchildren and painted a number of beautiful murals on the walls of the family home over the 
years. 
 
In April 2000 Steve suffered a series of heart attacks and due to the complications caused by other 
illnesses, it soon became evident that time was not on his side and so he and Lorraine sold up the 
business and bought their first motorhome intent on making the most of the time they had left together.  
They travelled extensively around Britain and in more recent years had begun to explore Europe.  They 
joined a motorhome owners club and made many friends, some of whom are attending the funeral from 
all over the country and Steve was known for his welcoming smile and joke at the rallies where he was a 
club marshal until his health would no longer allow it. 
 
He was a fan of the Play station in recent years which enabled him and his Son, Brett to play óonlineô with 
his Grandson Ben who lives in Nottingham.  This gave them all the opportunity to feel closer.  He often 
talked about winning the lottery and all the good things he would be able to do for his children, friends and 
family if he had a big win. 
 
He was a loyal Son, Brother and Uncle to his family and someone that everyone could depend on when 
times were really tough, he was a gentleman, a man of great principles and a wise counsellor and was 
well respected in his social circle. He was very close to his Sister Lyn and doted on her three sons, 
particularly Neil who he and Brett spent a lot of time with fly fishing in the last 2 years.  He touched the 
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hearts of everyone he met, none more so than his devoted wife, Lorraine.  The two of them were 
inseparable, missing each other if they were apart for much more than a couple of hours! 
 
He died at 4am on 24

th
 September, just 10 days after his 57

th
 birthday with Lorraine at his side. 

 
On behalf of my children, Teresa, Ian & Brett, 
 
I would like to thank our many good friends in the Autocruisers club for their messages 
of sympathy, letters & telephone calls & the planter we have received. Steve would 
have been shocked & proud to know the high esteem in which he was held & I am & 
have always been proud to be his wife. 
 
You have shown your worth as good & loyal friends as we have not met up with you all 
lately due to Steveôs declining health & many of you did not get the chance to meet 
Steve but so many of you have recalled in your cards & letters to us his marshalling 
days when he & John would greet you all at the start of our rallies, you recalled his 
smile, his sparkling eyes & the help he offered everyone & we his family will remember 
these things as well, all be it with a tear in our eyes for the husband & father we love so 
much. 
 
I intend to keep our van, so hopefully I will be strong enough to meet with you all again, 
so please if you see me pull in on site, donôt ignore me, wondering what you can say to 
me I will need all the help I can get.  
 

Until we meet up again 

Thank you all so very much 
Lorraine Pudner & Family x 

 

Fly Fishing in Heaven 
 
I hope you can fly fish in Heaven, 
óCos thatôs where our Dad is above, 
Casting his line in a heavenly pond, 
Wreathed in the light of Godôs love. 
 
And if you can fly fish in Heaven, 
Will they charge by how many youôve 
got? 
And if our Dad catches too many, 
Heôll hide one in his Tackle box. 
 
Our Dad went to Heaven too early, 
But I think that his peg will be placed, 
At the quietest part of the trout lake, 
Where the sunshine will light up his 
face. 
 
And when he is fishing in Heaven, 
I expect heôll be thinking of Mum, 
 

I know heôll be looking down on her, 
And wishing she wasnôt so numb. 
 
One day weôll all join him in Heaven, 
And fish at the lake with our Dad, 
And our Mum will cook what we catch 
there, 
Weôll no longer be feeling so sad. 
 
Enjoy your fly fishing in Heaven Dad, 
Make the most of the peace and the 
quiet, 
One day weôll all be up there with you,  
When we are it will seem like a riot! 
 
Donôt be sad when you think of him 
dying, 
Heôs there with a smile on his face, 
Fishing in Godôs golden trout lake, 
And making sure our pegs are placed. 

 
Written by Teresa Mullen  



Chairman ôs rantings  

 

Well another year is almost over, where does the time go? 
 
I wish to take this opportunity to thank everyone who contributed towards my fantastic 
presents for my birthday and prepared all the food for my party at the Ashbourne rally. It 
was a very memorable rally for us and we will never forget it. And a very big thank you 
to Sheila for organising it.  
 
If you havenôt all ready heard on the grape vine, Richard and Gordon Bentley and John 
Coburn have started to produce motorhomes again and will be at the NEC in October 
with their three new vans. We wish them all the very best in their new venture and Iôm 
sure if the quality and after sales service is there they will do well. 
 
It was nice to see quite a few Autocruisers at Steve Pudnerôs funeral on Monday 5th 
October.  
 
I remember Steve on his first rally when he took nearly 20 minutes to walk to the village 
hall where we going to meet, which was only a couple of hundred yards from the 
campsite. Even though he suffered ill health over the years his ability to get about and 
join in the rallies, improved tremendously, even to the extent of riding a motor bike. He 
was one of natureôs gentlemen and made many friends while in the club. He will be 
sadly missed and our most sincere condolences go to his widow Lorraine. 
 
Sheila and Lance have booked some exciting rallies for next year, and as usual 
members will be notified of them at the AGM at Lakeside. Unfortunately Janet and I will 
be away for the first part of next year as we have planned a three month tour of the 
United States in an RV with friends we have made over the years in Portugal. The 
camcorder will be in constant use on this trip. 
 
A blonde decide to take up fishing. Finding a nice lake, she had just begun cutting a 
hole in the ice when she heard a distant voice boom; ñyou wonôt find any fish in thereò. 
Puzzled by the mysterious voice, she began to cut another hole in the ice several feet 
away. Again the distant voice boomed; ñyou wonôt find any fish there.ò 
By now seriously spooked, the blonde looked up and asked; ñare you God?ò 
ñNo,ò replied the voice, ñIôm the manager of this ice rink!ò 
 
And finally, as this is the last newsletter for this year, I wish on behalf of your committee, 
to wish you all, a very happy Christmas and a healthy and prosperous New Year. 
 
Well thatôs the lot for now, so keep on rallying, 
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11th ï 14th November 

 
Riverside Camp Site 

Worksop Cricket Club 
Central Avenue 

Worksop 
S80 1ER 

 

 
From roundabout at junction of A57 and 
A60 Mansfield road follow Inter 
Caravan/Camping signpost first left, first 
right, first left to sports ground. 
 
PLEASE NOTE THERE ARE ONLY 25 
PITCHES AVAILABLE ON THIS RALLY 

 
9th ï 12th December 

 
Bainland Country Park 

Horncastle Road 
Woodhall Spa 

LN10 6UX 
 

 
On the B1191 Horncastle Road from 
Woodhall Spa, site in 1.5m on the RH 
side. 
 
On site sauna, solarium, swimming pool, 
spa bath, 18 hole golf course 

 
6th ï 9th January 

 
Teversal Camping & Caravan Club  

Silverhill Lane 
Teversal 
NG17 3JJ 

From the North M1 J29, A6175 toward Clay Cross, 

over first roundabout, left at second roundabout 

towards Tibshelf. 3 miles, left at roundabout. 

2 miles, left before Carnarvon Arms. 

From the South M1 J28, A38 towards Mansfield, 

1st lights turn left, over 2 mini roundabouts, straight 

through lights, left at crossroads, 2 miles, end of road 

turn right. 1.5miles turn left before Carnarvon Arms. 

 

 
11th ï 12th February 

 
Eden Camp Modern History Museum 

Malton 
YO17 6RT 

 

By Car: The museum is located off the A169/A64 
Junction.  The nearest town is Malton.  For Sat 
Nav users our postcode is: YO17 6RT 

 
March to be confirmed 

 

 
April to be confirmed 
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17th May ï 24th May 

 
Bourton Rovers Football Club 

Rissington Road 
Bourton on the Water 

 

 
20th June ï 29th June 

 
Hollesley Village Hall 

Woodbridge 
IP12 3QR 

 

 
July to be confirmed 

 

 
August to be confirmed 

 

 
8th ï 18th September 

 
Porth Beach Tourist Park 

Porth, Newquay 
Cornwall 
TR7 3NH 

 

Take the A30 from Exeter till junction marked 

'Highgate Hill' for A39/A392 to Newquay and 

Indian Queens. At the roundabout take third 

exit marked 'Newquay Wadebridge'.At the 

next roundabout marked 'Halloon' take second 

exit for Newquay A392 which will take you to 

Quintrell Downs roundabout. From here you 

follow the signs for Newquay (Porth) A3058 

which leads to Porth Four Turnings (approx 2 

miles on).Turn right on the B3276 (coast to 

Padstow). You will find Porth Beach Tourist 

Park approx half a mile on your right. 

 

 
20th ï 23rd October 

FOR BLACKPOOL ILLUMINATIONS 
South Shore Cricket Club 

Mad Nook 
Common Edge Road 

Blackpool 
Lancashire 

FY4 5DY 

 
M6 Junction 32 to M55 (12½ miles 
approx) onto A5230 for approx 2 miles, 
turn left into B5261.  Club on left 
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Please ensure that you bring your chequebook to a rally.  We will not accept any 
cash for payments for meals, site fees owing etc. 

 
ALL CHEQUES MUST BE MADE PAYABLE TO - THE AUTOCRUISERS 

 

 

 

We have been getting a lot of requests for rallies after 
the three week deadline.  This is causing quite a few 
problems with campsites.  Can I please ask that you 
book three weeks in advance and certainly no later 
than two weeks to enable us to communicate with the 
campsite numbers that will be attending. 
In future cheques for each rally will be paid in at the 
beginning of the month of the rally.  Please date your 
cheque 1

st
 of the month of the rally and write the 

month on the back of the cheque. 
 

RALLY DATES  2011  
More dates will be added on confirmation received 
 
6

th
-9

th
  January Teversal Caravan & Camping club site 

11
th

-13
th

 February Eden Camp £11 per night Friday arrive after 12 noon ï no hook up 

March 
 

 

April  

17
th

-24
th

 May 
 

Bourton on the Water ï no hook up 

20th ï 29
th

 June 
 

Hollesley, Woodbridge, Suffolk ï battery charging facility available 

July 
 

 

August 
 

 

8
th

 ï 18
th

 September Porth Beach Tourist Park, Newquay 

27
th

-30
th

 October 
 

South Shore Cricket Club, Blackpool ï no hook up 

17
th
 ï 20

th
 November 

AGM 
 

Lakeside, North Somercotes 

15
th

 ï 18
th

 December The Ranch Selby 
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Take one Weetabix.  

Take an Aero chocolate 
bar.  
Crumble the Aero over the 
Weetabix. 
Voila! 

 
AEROBIX!   

 

 

 

 

THE DRUNK 
 
A man and his wife were awoken at 3:00 am by a loud pounding 
on the door.  The man gets up and goes to the door where a drunken 
stranger, standing in the pouring rain, is asking for a push. 
"Not a chance," says the husband, "it is 3:00 in the morning!" He 
slams the door and returns to bed. 
"Who was that?" asked his wife.. 
"Just some drunken guy asking for a push," he answers 
"Did you help him?" she asks. 
"No, I did not, it is 3:00 in the morning and it is pouring rain out 
there.ò 
"Well, you have a short memory," says his wife. "Can't you 
remember about three months ago when we broke down, and those 
two guys helped us? I think you should help him, and you should 
be ashamed of yourself!" 
The man does as he is told, gets dressed, and goes out into the 
pounding rain.  He calls out into the dark, "Hello, are you still there?" 
"Yes," comes back the answer. 
"Do you still need a push?" calls out 
the husband.  
"Yes, please!" comes the reply from the dark. 
"Where are you?" asks the husband. 
"Over here on the swing," replied the drunk. 
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We arrived at the campsite to find that we were going to be scattered around the site.  I 

donôt think they had realised how many would be coming although I 
had sent them a list of names.  To be fair to them, they did do their 
best and everyone was sited with electric hook up after a bit of a 
struggle. The trouble was that the woman who did all the 
administration work was off sick and nobody seemed to be really 
capable of stepping into her shoes. 
 
The main event was the party to be held for 

Peterôs 70th birthday so to be honest most of the rest of the rally is a 
blur.  We did have a visit from one of Lance and Mickôs sea faring 
colleagues who went out a couple of weeks later and bought an 
Autocruise so that they could join the club.  Zena Colwill came to 
Kings Lynn but Doug had to go back to sea so missed out!  He 
should retire! 
 
Anyway back to the rally.  Saturday morning found a goodly number 
of women helpers making sandwiches, salads and various other 
things for the buffet table that evening.  We had a great deal of help 
from the men who arranged the tables, blew up balloons and were generally helpful. 
 
The evening arrived and we congregated in the large room made available to us (at no 
cost), and then Peter & Janet arrived with the ótent people,ô (their family arrived earlier in 
the afternoon and set up tent city next to their van).  With friends Stan & Olive, David & 
Charlotte along with daughters Karen & Sarah, son-in-law Marek, grandsons Matthew & 
James and step granddaughter Maria all having seated themselves we were ready to 
start the eveningôs entertainment. 
 

For once, we had no jokes from Peter as he wasnôt 
allowed the microphone, (I know, I know you are 
grateful!)  He was called up to accept a gift that 
had been bought for him from all the donations that 
were received.  He received a bird table and some 
seed!  I was going to make him wait for the rest.  
 
The buffet was a huge success and I would like to 
take this opportunity to thank everyone who helped 

on Saturday morning, men and women, without you it couldnôt have been done. 
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After the buffet Peter was again called up to the front of the room 
and this time he was presented with a camcorder, bag, memory 
sticks and a warranty for three years to cover any mishaps with it.  
He was absolutely delighted with his gift and will make good use of 
it next year when they are flitting about all over the place, the US 
being one of the places but not the only one.  Those two are never 
at home! 
 
After the buffet we were entertained by Lance Newman as 
specifically asked for by Janet.  And for once, both Peter and 
Lance kept their clothes on! 
 

On leaving the room Peter and his family carried on the party and we finally went to bed 
at 3am!  Letôs make it an all nighter on your 80th Peter! 
 

Dear Autocruisers, 
 
What a great night we had in Ashbourne celebrating Peterôs birthday.  
Thanks to the camp site management we had the room free of charge 
enabling us to have the great entertainment from Autocruisers own ñLance 
Lennieò.  He did us proud once again. 
 
The nostalgic music got us up on the floor dancing, waving our arms and I 
even saw one woman playing pretend drums on the table! 
And what a superb buffet the committee prepared for us.  Thank you Sheila 
and Janet for organising such a wonderful meal.  Thanks also to your 
helpers who arranged tables, made sandwiches and did the washing up 
and all the little things that go unnoticed. 
 
I just want to say how grateful Derek and I are to the committee for the hard 
work and preparation that goes into making The Autocruisers successful. 
 
Itôs about friendship, community and a willingness to spend a happy time 
together.  I think the weekend showed that we do this. 
 
There was a big turnout for the weekend and it was lovely to see some 
faces we had met just once or twice before.  Someone made a special effort 
to come over to us to say hello.  We had met them only once before! 
 
Yes, there were some hiccups, which left some of us scattered about the 
area.  This was unavoidable, I believe, due to some misunderstandings but 
the intention was good. 
 
A big thank you to all those who help make The Autocruisers a good and 
friendly club and Peter is among those names at the top. 
 
Derek and Norma Bowen 
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Strange but True? 
Not from Peter Lockwood 

 

Irena Sendler is credited with having saved the lives of some 2,500 Jewish children in 
the Warsaw ghetto during the Second World War.  By 1942 the 
Germans had herded some 500,000 Polish Jews into the ghetto ï an 
area of about one square kilometre ï to await transportation to the 
extermination camps. Starvation and disease, especially typhoid, were 
endemic.  

 Irena Sendler was a Polish Roman Catholic social worker in the city 
who already had links with Zegota, the code name for the Council for 

Aid to Jews, and in December 1942 Zegota put her in charge of its children's 
department.  

Wearing nurses' uniforms, she and a colleague, Irena Schultz, 
were sent into the ghetto with food, clothes and medicine, 
including a vaccine against typhoid. It soon became clear, 
however, that the ultimate destination of many of the Jews was 
to be the Treblinka death camp, and Zegota decided to try to 
save as many children as possible. Using the codename 
"Jolanta", and wearing a Star of David armband to identify 
herself with the Jewish population, Irena Sendler became part of 
this escape network. One baby was spirited away in a 
mechanic's toolbox. Some children were transported in coffins, 
suitcases and sacks; others escaped through the sewer system 

beneath the city. An ambulance driver who smuggled infants beneath the stretchers in 
the back of his van kept his dog beside him in the front seat, having trained the animal 
to bark to mask any cries from his hidden passengers.  

In later life Irena Sendler recalled the heartbreak of Jewish mothers having to part from 
their children: "We witnessed terrible scenes. Father agreed, but mother didn't. We 
sometimes had to leave those unfortunate families without taking their children from 
them. I'd go back there the next day and often found that everyone had been taken to 
the Umschlagsplatz railway siding for transport to the death camps."  

The children who were taken by Irena Sendler were given new identities 
and placed with convents, sympathetic families, orphanages and 
hospitals. Those who were old enough to talk were taught Christian 
prayers and how to make the sign of the Cross, so that their Jewish 
heritage would not be suspected. Like the more celebrated Oskar 
Schindler, Irena Sendler kept a list of the names of all the children she 
saved in the hope that she could one day reunite them with their families. 
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Strange but True? 
Not From Peter Lockwood 

 

On the night of October 20 1943 Irena Sendler's house was raided by the Gestapo, and 
her immediate thought was to get rid of the list: "I wanted to throw it out of the window 

but couldn't, the whole house was surrounded by Germans. So I threw it to 
my colleague and went to open the door. "There were 11 soldiers. In two 
hours they almost tore the whole house apart. The roll of names was saved 
due to the great courage and intelligence of my colleague, who hid it in her 
underwear." The Nazis took Irena Sendler to the Pawiak prison, where she 
was tortured; although her legs and feet were broken, and her body left 
permanently scarred, she refused to betray her network of helpers or the 
children whom she had saved. Finally, she was sentenced network of 
helpers or the children whom she had saved. Finally, she was sentenced to 
death.  

She escaped thanks to Zegota, one of whose members bribed a guard to 
set her free. She immediately returned to her work using a new identity. 

Having retrieved her list of names, she buried it in a jar beneath an apple tree in a 
friend's garden. In the end it provided a record of some 2,500 names, and after the war 
she attempted to keep her promise to reunite the children with their families. Most of the 
parents, however, had been gassed at Treblinka.  

Irena Sendler was born Irena Krzyzanowska in Warsaw on February 15 1910 into a 
Polish Roman Catholic family. Her father was a physician who ran a hospital at the 
suburb of Otwock, and a number of his patients were impoverished Jews. Although he 
died of typhus in 1917, his example was of profound importance to Irena, who later said: 
"I was taught that if you see a person drowning, you must jump into the water to save 
them, whether you can swim or not."  

After the war Irena Sendler continued in her profession as a social worker and also 
became a director of vocational schools. In 1965 she became one of the first Righteous 
Gentiles to be honoured by Yad Vashem, the Holocaust Martyrs' 
and Heroes' Remembrance Authority in Jerusalem. At that time 
Poland's Communist leaders would not allow her to travel to Israel, 
and she was unable to collect the award until 1983.  

In 2003 she was awarded Poland's highest honour, the Order of 
the White Eagle; and she was nominated for the Nobel Peace 
Prize, eventually won by Al Gore.  
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Strange but True? 
Not From Peter Lockwood 

 

In her later years Irena Sendler was cared for in a Warsaw nursing home by Elzbieta 
Ficowska, who ï in July 1942, at six months old ï had been smuggled out of the ghetto 
by Irena in a carpenter's workbox.  

In 2005 Irena Sendler reflected: "We who were rescuing children are not some kind of 
heroes. That term irritates me greatly. The opposite is true ï I continue to have qualms of 
conscience that I did so little. I could have done more. This regret will follow me to my 

death."  

Irena Sendler's first husband was Mieczyslaw Sendler. The 
marriage was dissolved, and she later married Stefan 
Zgrzembski, with whom she had two sons and a daughter. 
One of the boys died in infancy and her second son in 
1999. Her daughter 
survives her.  

 

 
 

                                                                                                                                  9ƭȊōƛŜǘŀ CƛŎƻǿǎƪŀ ǇƭŀŎƛƴƎ ŦƭƻǿŜǊǎ ƻƴ LǊŜƴŀΩǎ  ƎǊŀǾŜ                        

 

Roll of Honour 
 

125Rallies 

Lance & Sheila Lennie 

 

                                 50 Rallies 
                                          John & Anne Purser 
                                               

                                      25 Rallies 

                                       Gerald & Lynda Brown 
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A distinguished young woman on a flight from Ireland asked the Priest beside her, 

ôFather, May I ask a favour?õ 

'Of course child. What may I do for you?'  

'Well, I bought an expensive woman's electronic hair dryer for my 

Mother's birthday that is unopened and well over the Customs limits, 

and I'm afraid they'll confiscate it.   Is there any way you coul d carry it 

through customs for me? Under your robes perhaps?'  

'I would love to help you, dear, but I must warn you: I will not lie.'  

'With your honest face, Father, no one will question you.'   

When they got to Customs, she let the priest go ahead of her.   

The official asked, 'Father, do you have anything to declare?'   

'From the top of my head down to my waist, I have nothing to 

declare.'   

The official thought this answer strange, so asked, 'and what do 

you have to declare from your waist to the floor?'  

'I h ave a marvellous instrument designed to be used on a woman, 

but which is, to date, unused.'   

Roaring with laughter, the official said, 'Go ahead, Father. Next!'  

 

Gracie Allen' s Classic Recipe for Roast Beef  
 

 

     1 large Roast of beef  
     1 small Roast of beef  

 
 

     Take the two roasts and put them in the oven.  

     When the little one burns, the big one is done.  
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Two hillbillies walk  into a restauranté 

While having a bite to eat, they talk  about 

their moonshine operation.    

Suddenly, a woman at a nearby table, who is 

eating a  sandwich, begins to cough.   

After a minute or so, it becomes apparent 

that she is in real distress.   

One of th e hillbillies looks at her and 

says, 'Kin ya swallar?'   

 The woman shakes her head no.  

Then he asks, 'Kin ya  breathe?'   

The woman begins to turn blue and shakes her head 

no.  

The hillbilly  walks over to the woman, lifts up her 

dress, yanks down her  drawer s and quickly gives 

her right butt cheek a lick with his tongue.   The 

woman is so shocked that she has a violent spasm 

and the obstruction flies out of her mouth.   As she 

begins to breathe again, the Hillbilly walks slowly 

back to his  table.   

  

His partner  says, 'Ya know, I'd  heerd of that there 'Hind Lick 

Maneuver' but I  ain't niver seed nobody do it!'   
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We had to change the venue for the August rally as Banhan Zoo had booked us in for a 
rally but for the wrong month!  Having searched Norfolk to no avail we approached Paul 
at Kings Lynn who agreed to let us have a rally at his campsite.  Due to this we didnôt 
have a massive attendance at this rally but nevertheless we still enjoyed ourselves.  
 
We had one evening in the large shed (this had been hired out to the Lunar club for the 
whole of their rally but as they werenôt using it we asked if we might.  They were 
completely agreeable as it would be empty.  Then they charged us £20 for the use!  So 
we only used it once.  We had an enjoyable evening and had a raffle and played some 
games.  Jack, I am pleased to say, went home quite sober on this occasion. 
 
We arranged a meal at a pub not too far away for one evening and with everyone 
sharing cars we all managed to be taken to the venue.  There was some fun to be had 
playing golf on the Wii by some of the men and to be fair by a couple of the women 
also. 
 
As you can see from above Jack needed a haircut and beard trim which Janet was 
doing quite competently when Les and Don decided his nail and ears needed seeing to. 
We are helpful, us Autocruisers! 
 
Not to be outdone when Les and Margaret decided to put up their awning, six of us 
decided that they needed help. 
 
Unfortunately Don had to visit hospital when he damaged his shoulder and they had 
intended to stay over the Bank Holiday weekend but had to leave early.  It was a shame 
as Olivia and Chloe came to visit us having just come back from a holiday with their 
parents. 
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Due to a family funeral Lance and Susi came down to the campsite 
and left Shadow, their German Shepherd, for us to look after.  I was 
over the moon but Lance wasnôt as pleased.  She does tend to pester 
Allie and she is a very old dog now.  The night they arrived Susi, 
sensible girl, slept in the motorhome but Lance had brought himself a 
tent, one of those things that just pop up.  He had the dog in the tent 
with him and it rained during the night, oh boy did it rain, and you can 
guess the rest!  Yes, you got it, the tent rained it and he was soaked!  
I told him he should have slept in the motorhome. 

 
 

We once went on a 
mystery tour from 
this campsite and 
went to 
Sandringham and 
looked around the 
gardens so this time 
we took the 
opportunity to look 
inside the house. 
What surprised me 
was that the house 
is left almost the 
same when the 
Queen goes to visit.  
Tourism junk is 

removed and the fancy china dishes on display are taken back to the store rooms (as 
obviously they are used when she is in residence), but all in all nothing much is moved 
about.  
 

  
 

 

Unfortunately the weather wasnôt very good.  When the sun shone it was fine but there 
was a very cold wind blowing for a lot of the time.   Jack and Janet went out one day 
and we had to take down their wind breaks (well the ones that hadnôt fallen down), and 
a little later it was all hands on deck to ensure that they didnôt lose their awning! 
 
We were given the opportunity of staying on over the Bank Holiday weekend but the 
weather forecast was lousy and so all but one went home on Thursday.   
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Dizzy 
   

 I always swore that I never ever would! (No, not that! I did that! 
Years ago). Anyway youôre an Autocruiser so we both know you 
wouldnôt ever say, never do that!  
 
 So what was it that I was never going to do, I hear you ask? 
Well, I always said that I would never buy a bigger van and I 
would certainly never bother with a fixed bed because we are 
still active enough to be able to climb up into the Luton to sleep. 

 
 So how come we end up with a van called Dizzy thatôs not only longer, taller but also 
has a fixed bed. 
 
 Oh by the way, first let me explain the Dizzy! bit. When we first saw the van its 
registration letters were DZZ added to this I think Joan and I must have been more than 
a bit dizzy on the day we decided to buy the van. So all in all the name Dizzy has stuck, 
even though it now carries our cheeppo DVLA personal number. 

Now for biggest confession of all (no no not about that!) much worse than that, Dizzy 
isé.  

 
An Autotrail. 

  
In fairness when we first decided to change we did look for a late model Autocruise 
Starblazer or a Pioneer Frobisher but unfortunately we couldnôt find one and the 
Cheyenne 696 came along just at the right time. 
 
 The van is 2 years old but to say that it has had very little use would be an 
understatement. Having only covered 5000 odd miles both the exterior and the 
habitation look as good as new, in fact Joan looked in the oven (as women do) and she 
doubts whether its ever been used. It also looks as though the previous owner has 
kitted the van out to go continental touring. Itôs been fitted with an extra battery, Fiamma 
locks on the doors, a gas attack alarm, solar panel, a fancy theft alarm that drives me 
mad and a freesat system in a dome on the roof that Joan has christened The Eden 
Project.  Mind you I think our big ambition in life has now become how to learn to 
operate the aforementioned system! Itôs not that long till the 2012 Olympics is it? We 
should have just about found the on switch by then.   
 
 I saw the van advertised on that interweb thingy at a dealer in Southampton so off we 
went, just to have a look you understand, fatal isnôt it!  We saw it, we liked it and we got 
more or less what I expected to get for a part-ex deal so we took the plunge and bought 
it. 
 
  I had to work as usual on Saturday so we didnôt get to the dealer until 3 oôclock. Hey 
Ho, if youôre going to do it you might just as well get cracking and jump in with both feet. 
 So far all Iôve talked about is the dealer, I havenôt told you who they are and that is very 
unfair as we would both, thoroughly recommend Dolphin Motorhomes of Southampton.        
Both Josh (the boss) and his brother Tom were extremely helpful.  When we told Josh 
we would have the van it was 5-30 on the Saturday evening (they close at 5) and when 
asked when we would pick it up we said, Monday! Josh calmly picked up the phone and 
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started calling people to arrange for them to be in at 6-30am Monday to get the van 
ready in time for these Mad Midlanders to take it home, thus saving us a 6 hour round 
trip.    
 
 Even given such short notice there was no penny pinching on their part.  A Fiat service 
was done, a habitation service, new number plates for our own registration, change the 
pig tail over in my gas locker, a final wash and brush up and half a tank of fuel (£50 
worth) to see us on our way, all as part of the deal and even better, all without us having 
to ask or quibble.  
 
 So! I hear you ask why on earth is this dizzy bloke writing to the Autocruisers magazine 
to waffle on about an Autotrail?   Ok Ok! I will finally get to the point. Joan and I have 
decided to join the Autotrail Owners Club and will therefore be leaving The Autocruisers. 
 One reason being that although according to club rules I believe we could stay, it 
doesnôt seem right to turn up to a rally in an alien vehicle. The second reason and I 
have to say most important for us, is that most Autotrail Rallies continue until Monday 
and quite often Tuesday too. So with still having to work on Saturdayôs you can see that 
moving clubs will suit us a little better. 
 
 Last but not least (I know, I know, Iôve nearly finished!) Joan and I would like to say a 
huge thank you to everyone who made us so welcome. We will, we hope stay in touch 
with the friends we have made on the various Autocruise Rallies and Iôve no doubt that 
we will come across a drunken Autocruise member at some time or other on some site 
somewhere. 

  
 

Happy Motorhoming to all of you. 
 

Best Wishes 
Joan and Keith Hewitt 
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Does Wine make you Fat  ?  

                    

   

 

 

 

 

 

Wine does not  make you FAT - it makes you LEAN...  
Against tables, chairs, floors, walls and ugly 

people. 
 
 
            
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

There is an old Hotel/Pub in Marble Arch, London which used to have gallows adjacent. 
Prisoners were taken to the gallows (after a fair trial of course) to be hung. The horse 
drawn dray, carting the prisoner was accompanied by an armed guard, who would stop 
the dray outside the pub and ask the prisoner if he would like ''ONE LAST DRINK''. If he 
said YES it was referred to as ñONE FOR THE ROADò If he declined, that prisoner was 
ñON THE WAGONò.  
They used to use urine to tan animal skins, so families used to all pee in a pot & then 
once a day it was taken & sold to the tannery. If you had to do this to survive you were 
"**** Poor". But worse than that were the really poor folk who couldnôt even afford to buy 
a pot they "Didnôt have a pot to **** in" & were the lowest of the low. 



Newsletter No.53  23 
 

New Alphabet 
A  is for apple, and  B is for boat,  

That used to be right, but now it won't float!  

Age before beauty is what we once said,  

But let's be a bit more realis tic instead.  

  

A's  for arthritis;  B's the bad back,  
C's  the chest pains,Perhaps car - d- iac? D  is for dental decay and 

decline,E  is for eyesight, can't read that top line!  

F is for fissures and fluid retention , G is for gas which I'd rather 

not mention.  H   High blood pressure -- I'd rather it low  I   for 

incisions with scars you can show.  J is for joints, out  of socket, 

won't mend,  K is for knees that crack when they bend.  

L for libido, what happened to sex?  M is for memory, I forget 

what comes next.  N is neuralgia, in nerves way down low  

O is for osteo, bones that don't grow!  P for prescriptions, I have 

quite  a few,  Just give me a pill, I'll be good as new!  

Q is for queasy, is it fatal or flu?  R is for reflux, one meal turns 

to two , S is for sleepless nights, counting my fears,  

T is for Tinnitus, bells in my ears!  U is for urinary, troubles with 

flow;  V for ve rtigo, that's 'dizzy', you know.  W for worry, NOW 

what's going 'round?  X is for  x- ray, and what might be found.  

Y for another year I'm left here behind,  

Z  is for zest I still have --  in my mind.  

 

I've survived all the symptoms, my body's deployed,   
And I'm keeping twenty - six doctors fully employed!!!  
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Dear Minister 

I'm in the process of renewing my passport but I am a total loss to understand or believe the 

hoops I am being asked to jump through. How is it that Bert Smith of T.V. Rentals Basingstoke 

has my address and telephone number and knows that I bought a satellite dish from them back in 

1994, and yet, the Government is still asking me where I was born and on what date?       How 

come that nice West African immigrant chappy who comes round every Thursday night with his 

DVD rentals van can tell me every film or video I have had out since he started his business up 

eleven years ago, yet you still want me to remind you of my last three jobs, two of which were 

with contractors working for the government?  

     How come the T.V. detector van can tell if my T.V. is on, what channel I am watching and 

whether I have paid my license or not, and yet if I win the government run lottery they have no 

idea I have won or where I am and will keep the bloody money to themselves if I fail to claim 

in good time. Do you people do this by hand?  

      You have my birth date on numerous files you hold on me, including the one with all the 

income tax forms I've filed for the past 30-odd years. It's on my health insurance card, my 

driver's license, on the last four passports I've had, on all those stupid customs declaration forms 

I've had to fill out before being allowed off the planes and boats over the last 30 years, and all 

those insufferable census forms that are done every ten years and the electoral registration forms 

I have to complete, by law, every time our lords and masters are up for re-election.  

      Would somebody please take note, once and for all, I was born in Maidenhead on the 4th of 

March 1957, my mother's name is Mary, her maiden name was Reynolds, my father's name is 

Robert, and I'd be absolutely astounded if that ever changed between now and the day I die!  

 I apologize Minister. I'm obviously not myself this morning. But between you and me, I have 

simply had enough! You mail the application to my house, and then you ask me for my address. 

What is going on? Do you have a gang of Neanderthals working there? Look at my damn 

picture. Do I look like Bin Laden? I don't want to activate the Fifth Reich for God's sake! I just 

want to go and park my weary backside on a sunny, sandy beach for a couple of week's well-

earned rest away from all this crap.  

      Well, I have to go now, because I have to go to back to Salisbury and get another copy of my 

birth certificate because you lost the last one. AND to the tune of 60 quid! What a racket THAT 

is!! Would it be so complicated to have all the services in the same spot to assist in the issuance 

of a new passport the same day? But nooooo, that'd be too damn easy and maybe make sense. 

You'd rather have us running all over the place like chickens with our heads cut off, then find 

some idiot to confirm that it's really me on the goddamn picture - you know... the one where 

we're not allowed to smile in case we look as if we are enjoying the process! Hey, you know why 

we can't smile? 'Cause we're totally peed off!  

      I served in the armed forces for more than 25 years including over ten years at the Ministry 

of Defense in London. I have had security clearances which allowed me to sit in the Cabinet 

Office, five seats away from the Prime Minister while he was being briefed on the first Gulf War 

and I have been doing volunteer work for the British Red Cross ever since I left the Services. 

However, I have to get someone 'important' to verify who I am -- you know, someone like my 

doctor... who, before he got his medical degree 6 months ago WAS LIVING IN PAKISTAN...  

Yours sincerely 
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The Original 
Computer!!!! 

 
 

 
 

Memory was something you lost 
with age   

An application was for 
employment   

A program was a TV show   
A cursor used profanity   
A keyboard was a piano   

A web was a spid er's home   
A virus was the flu   

A hard drive was a long trip on 
the road   

A mouse pad was where a 
mouse lived    

And if you had a 3.5 inch 
floppy.   

 

 
You just hoped nobod y 

eve found out!?!  

 
I know most of you are dog lovers and 
will help us. Our neighbour has lost her 
Chihuahua and is desperate to find 
him.  She does a lot of traveling and 
always takes her dog with her.  
Yesterday, she was sitting on the 
couch watching TV . She called out for 
her puppy with no response, and the 
back door was open.  
She has been putting up signs 
everywhere. If you see this dog, please 
let me know and I will notify her. Your 
help would be greatly 
appreciatedééééééééééééé 
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21 vans attended the rally  on this beautiful site.  There was a bus stop 

directly outside of the campsite with buses to Gloucester or Cheltenham 

depending on what side of the road you we re on.   

 

We went into Gloucester and as it was raining went 

into the National Waterways Museum.  It was 

extremely interesting and we spent a very good 

couple of hours the re.  Deciding it was lunch time we 

went in search of a Wetherspoons  but got waylaid by 

the cathedral so in we went.    

 

There are a couple of royal monuments, the first is 

Robert of Normandy,  oldest son of William the 

Conqueror  This unfortunate knight was imprisoned 

by his younger brother (King Henry I) and died in 

Cardiff Castle (nearby in Wales) in 1134. He was 

buried in Gloucester Cathedral and this effigy of him was carved about a 

century later.   The other one is the tomb of King 

Edward II, which was the closest thing this church 

ever had to a holy relic. Edward was murdered in 

1327 and this fancy alabaster tomb was ordered by 

his son, Edward III, shortly after.  
 

The site had a number of horse chestnut trees and 

we cleared the site of conkers!  If you put one in each corner of room you 

will not be plagued by spiders.  So we were wandering around with large bags 

full of conkers.  I wonder what the other people on site thought when they 

saw us carrying these bags.  Must have looked as though we were taking 

elephants for a walk and cleaning up af ter them!  
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The following day nine of us were in vited to 

Bill Blundellõs house for morning coffee.   He 

had two enormous horse c hestnut trees in 

his garden and we spent a good few minutes 

picking them 

up.  We 

certainly will 

not be worried about spiders this year!  

We spent a couple of hours with Bill in his 

beautiful home  and after coffee and 

pastries in his summer house we all had a 

guided tour around his house.   
 

Janet, Peter & I begged a lift from Brian & Margaret who very kindly 

dropped us off at Cheltenham Racecourse.  We were picked up  by Susi, 

who had come down with  Shadow to spend some time with her  family  

who live in Cheltenham and had a cup of tea wi th the family before 

walking around the racecourse with  Susi, her mum and dad and the dog .  

Arriving back at  the Park and Ride we caught a bus into Cheltenham 

where Janet & I had some retail therapy.    

 

Arriving back at the campsite we had  time for a quick wash and brush 

up before going to the local pub, a five minute walk away, for a meal.  

After the meal most people stayed on and we went into the skittle alley 

and had a lot fun playing skittles.  It was  men against women ð and the 

women won! 

 

The weather was good to us at this rally and we have been asked to 

arrange another one for a longer period as there is so mu ch t o see and 

do in the area and of course there is that bus stop outside for free 

rides (most of us are old enough to have a free b us pass)! 
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Unfortunately our photocopier gave up the 
ghost and a new one had to be purchased.  
This is an ex display model and when it was 
delivered it had only done 35,000 copies.  
This should last us for many years to come. 
 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Did you ever wonder why there are no dead 

penguins on the ice in Antarctica- where do they 

go? Wonder no more!                                 

It is a known fact that the penguin is a very 

ritualistic bird which lives an extremely ordered 

and complex life. 

The penguin is very committed to its family and will 

mate for life, as well as maintaining a form of 

compassionate contact with its offspring 

throughout its life. 

If a penguin is found dead on the ice surface, other 

members of the family and social circle have been 

known to dig holes in  the ice, using their vestigial 

wings and beaks, until the hole is deep enough for 

the dead bird to be rolled into and buried. 

The male penguins then gather in a circle around 

the fresh grave and sing: 

     

 óFreeze a jolly good fellow.ô

When weeding, the best way to make 
sure you are removing a weed and not a 
valuable plant is to pull on it.   If it comes 
out of the ground easily, it is a valuable 
plant. 

  From Hazel 

 

How is it one careless match  can 

start a forest fire,  but it takes a 

whole box to start a campfire?  

 The easiest way  to find 

something lost around the house 
is to buy a replacement.  
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I got this from Carol Jenkinson, donôt know if it is true but it makes good 

reading anyway. 

 

Pay your fine, but, NO POINTS DEDUCTED,  

  

 This is how the points get added to your licence:  
 
 If you get a fixed penalty notice through the post which also carries 
penalty points the  computer  system first sends you a demand for 
the cash.   
 When you have paid, it then sends a demand to return your licence 
for endorsement.   
  It cannot handle the licence endorsement and the payment at the 
same time, and it cannot  process  the points part of the s ystem until 
the financial section is complete.   
  If you overpay the fixed penalty, it must issue and send a refund 
cheque for the  overpayment .  
Therefore, overpay the fixed penalty by sending a cheque for the 
full amount plus £1 .0 0 the computer will t hen automatically 
generate a refund cheque for the over -payment and send  it  to you.  
    
**** Do not cash this refund cheque -  DUMP IT.  
 

 The system then remains 'open' and cannot  generate  the 'send 
your licence for endorsement' demand part of the program .  
It does however, record your payment of the fixed penalty, so it 
does not trigger the  ôfollow-up unpaid fine' stage.  
As there is no human intervention, the system will leave  you alone, 
since it has got your  money , which is the primary objective!  
 

We went to breakfast at a restaurant where the 'seniors' special' was two eggs, 

bacon, hash browns and toast for £ 2.99.   

òSounds good,ó my wife said , òbut I don't want the eggs. ó  

òThen, I'll have to charge you three pounds and forty -nine because you're ordering 

a la carte ,ó the waitress warned .  

òYou mean I'd have to pay for not taking the eggs? ó my wife asked incredulously.   

òYES!!ó stated the waitress.   

òI'll take the special then, ó my wife said.   

òHow do you want your eggs?ó the waitr ess asked.  

òRaw and in the shell,ó my wife replied.    She took the two eggs home and baked a 

cake.  
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We called in to see 

Richard on our way home 

from Plymouth and he 

said that he will come 

and see us at Worksop in 

his new van.  I couldn½t 

resist taking a 

photograph but he 

assures me that it will 

have sides and a roof by 

November.  Watch this 

space! 

 
 
 
 

A group of primary school infants, accompanied by two female teachers, 

went on a field trip to Cheltenham races to see and learn about 
thoroughbred horses. 
 

When it was time to take the children to the toilet, it was decided that the 
girls would go with one teacher and the boys would go with the other. 
 
The teacher assigned to the boys was waiting outside the men's toilet when 
one of the boys came out and told her that none of them could reach the 

urinal. 
 

Having no choice, she went inside, helped the boys with their pants, and began hoisting the boys up, one by 
one, holding their willies to direct the flow away from their clothes. 
 
As she lifted one, she couldn't help but notice that he was unusually 
well endowed. Trying not to show that she was staring, the teacher 
said, 'You must be in year four.' 
 

'No, madam,' he replied. 'I'm riding Silver Arrow in the 2.15.' 
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                       The Importance of a Second Opinion! 
 
A Man went to the doctor, complaining of headaches. The doctor said, 'Joe, the good 
news is I can cure your headaches.    The bad news is that it will require 
castration.  You have a very rare condition, which causes your testicles to press on your 
spine and the pressure creates one hell of a headache. The only way to relieve the 
pressure is to remove the testicles.' 
 
Joe was shocked and depressed. He wondered if he had anything to live for. He had no 
choice but to go under the knife. When he left the hospital, he was without a headache 
for the first time in 20 years, but he felt like he was missing an important part of himself. 
As he walked down the street, he realized that he felt like a different person.  He could 
make a new beginning and live a new life. 
 
 He saw a men's clothing store and thought, 'That's what I need... a new suit.'  He 
entered the shop and told the salesman, 'I'd like a new suit.' 
 
The elderly tailor eyed him briefly and said, 'Let's see... size 
44 long.'  Joe laughed, 'That's right, but how did you know?' 
 
'Been in the business 60 years!' the tailor said. Joe tried on the 
suit it fitted him perfectly. 

 
As Joe admired himself in the mirror, the 
salesman asked, 'How about a new 
shirt?'   Joe thought for a moment and then said, 'Sure.' 
 
The salesman eyed Joe and said, 'Let's see, 34 sleeves and 16-1/2 
neck.'    Joe was surprised, 'That's right, but how did you know?' 
 

'Been in the business 60 years.ô the tailor said.   Joe tried on the shirt and it fit perfectly. 
 
Joe walked around the shop and the salesman asked, 'How about some new 
underwear?'   Joe thought for a moment and said, 'Sure.'  
 
The salesman said, 'Let's see... size 36.  Joe laughed, 'Ah ha! I got 
you there! I've worn a size 34 since I was 18 years old.' 
 
The salesman shook his head, 'You can't wear a size 34.   A size 34 
would press your testicles up against the base of your spine and give you one hell of a 
headache.' 

 

      New suit - £200 
      New shirt - £36 

      New underwear - £6 
      Second Opinion - PRICELESS 
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A nun was sitting at the Victoria airport waiting for her flight to 
Calgary. She looked over in the corner and saw one of those 
weight machines that tells your fortune and thought to herself, 
Iôll give it a try and see what it tells me. 
 
She went over to the machine, stepped on to the scales and 
put her nickel in, out came a card that read, óYou are a nun, 
you weigh 128lbs and you are going to Calgary. 
 
The nun sat back down, she told herself that the machine 
probably give the same card to everyone.  The more she 
thought about it the more curious she got so she decided to 
try it again.  She went back to the machine and again put her 
nickel in, and out came a card that read: 
 
You are a nun, you weigh 128lbs, you are going to Calgary 
and you are going to play a fiddle. The nun says to herself, I 
know that is wrong, I have never played a musical instrument 
even once in my life, and sat back down. 

 
From out of nowhere a cowboy came over and sat down, putting 
his fiddle case on the seat between them.  Without thinking she 
opened the case and took out the fiddle and started playing 
beautiful music,  Surprised at what she had done she looked over 
to the  machine thinking, This is incredible, Iôve got to try it again.  
Back to the machine she went, put in another nickel and another 
card came out, it read:  
 
You are a nun, you weight 128lbs, you are going to Calgary and you are going to break 
wind. 
   
Now she knows the machine is wrong as she thought to herself, Iôve never broken wind 
in public a single time in my life, but getting down off the machine she slipped and as 
she was straining to keep herself from falling on the floor, she broke wind.  Absolutely 
stunned she sat back down and looked at the machine.  She said to herself, this is truly 
remarkable Iôve got to try this again.  She went back to the machine, put in another 
nickel and another card came out.  It read:   

 
You are a nun, you weigh 128lbs, and you 
have fiddled and farted around and missed 
your flight to Calgary. 
     
 

 
 
 
 


