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                           Chairmans Message









                                                               It is my privilege as chairman to write a few lines and to welcome you to the New year edition of Dolphin News; I am pleased to give an update of what has been happening over the last couple of months and more importantly what will be happening in the future.

Following on from the AGM as you are aware we have been advertising the vacant position of Wessex representative, for Debbie who has carried out these duties retired and we thank Debbie for everything she has done over the last few years for our centre. we welcome into this position Karen Hines who was selected for this pos! Karen who will be working along with Richard towards Wessex 2012, all though this seems along way ahead, but it’s not as we start preparations after the January AGM meeting.

It is with sadness that I have to report that on the 18* November, Rhona Roberts wife of Reverend canon Steph Roberts passed away; Rhona has not been in the best of health recently, her funeral took place on Wednesday 1$ December at Southampton crematorium. The service was very uplifting and well attended by so rnany who wished to pay their respects.

 The children's Christmas party we are pleased that the change of venue worked well, we were going to be at west Moors middle school, but they had new fences erected and that was the end of that! No access into the parking area shame it wasn't gates. But Burgate school helped us out and the now all of parking area is hard standing, which is great for this time of year.

Adults Dinner Dance Haywire played for us a great band, I think the last time we used them was at the millennium rally 10 years ago, they sounded as good as ever, no doubt we will use them again sometime in the future.

2011 starts with Beauty & the Beast Pantomime this is organised by Carole Slater, special booking forms in the 2010 rally book or speak to Carole direct, the venue same as last year, Christchurch Junior school. with the pantomime taking place at the Regent theatre.

valentines Rally: Burgate school, Fordingbridge 11s - 13s February Evening dance super event which is very popular you need to book ASAP as this rally fills very quickly slips to Simon & Lois Bartlett

Celebration Birthday Rally: we as a centre have not held a Birthday Rally for many years, this is something that we have spoken about for quite awhile now, but the problem , getting a suitable venue at the right time of the year and would it be sufficiently well supported, after a chance meeting at last year's Pantomime, this started the wheels in motion as we might now have a venue' so we as a committee are pleased to announce the re-introduction of the centres Birthday Rally, to help us celebrate this occasion the East Hants centre will be joining us as an invitation rally. The venue will be Bashley Park, New Milton. A superb venue for this event as this commercial site has so much to offer all the family, but on the Saturday evening we will be holding our Celebration Dinner Dance in the Forest ballroom. During the evening after being served dinner we start our entertainment package with a Professional cabaret followed by Vivo to dance the night away till late. over the years many of our members have been asking why can't we re- introduce the Birthday

Rally? well we are doing it but it needs your support as we would love this to become a regular feature in our programme, so to re-start this rally we have made it an invitation rally plus dinner dance {black tie} plus cabaret plus a great band ail we need is you.

special booking forms available from myself or committee members, we do hope you can come and join us so make it a date in your diary.

Hope you all had a Merry Christmas and wishing everyone a Happy New year.

Best wishes: Adrian & Gill


















                                                                                































           
To All East Dorset members.                                                                              













                                                                                         This is your newsletter, it is not up to me to put anything in here,  if you would like to contribute anything at all to this newsletter then e-mail me at petmanuk@yahoo.co.uk 

                                                                    


















































   

          


              








INFORMATION

























                                    
This year the The Rally Book cover competition is open so please get your photos  
into the Rally Sec  or Newsletter editor asap
















The Photographic competition is also an open competition so again all entries 
to 
Rally Sec or Newsletter editor asap


















































                              
  

                                       
  



                             MISSING
                                                                    










  We are missing 1 x EDCC childs polo shirt that was not returned after the Wessex, If you find that you have forgotten to hand it back please do so asap, as we will not be able to supply all children with shirts at the next Wessex, you can hand it back to any committee member thank you

















































                                                                                               





























































                    


          



           
                                                                                                           





































































 Christmas in July

                                                                                                                                This write up was supposed to make the last news letter and apologies go to the rally

officers for the delay. We know it's a little late but this was such a super rally that it

really deserves a mention.

We arrived on a sunny Friday afternoon to a warm welcome from our rally officers

who were already to commence the Christmas festivities.

Saturday was a time to bring out the Christrnas decorations to decorate the caravans

for the * Non Illuminated Window Competition * and it was great to see how many

lovely windows were on display.

On Saturday evening we all dressed in some very strange outfits wearing that

Christmas present that you would rather not be seen in...all we can say is we must

have some very strange family and friends judging by what some people were

wearing. A turkey supper was served by our rally officers and helpers and it was

really nice to sit out on a warn summers evening enjoying traditional Christmas

food...thanks to Pete for the delicious turkey.

The evening was made more enjoyable with Christmas carols and a qulz...a big thank

you to Trevor who was compere for the evening ...great taste in jackets Trev.

The * Wobbly Coffees * rounded off the evening very nicely.

Rallies like this take a lot of time and preparation and we would like to say a very big

thank you our rally officers Pete & Sue and Trevor & Sue and all their helpers for all

their hard work. It's great to have Christrnas twice in one year.

Richard & Sue Oxlade                                                                                                                                   
                                                                                                                                                                     

















































































GO  APE                                                              


       Woolsbridge Manor Farm                                                                             
                                                                                                                   My Mummy has asked me to tell you all about our weekend away at Woolsbridge Manor Farm caravan site. Firstly let me introduce myself, i'm Fletcher and we've been rallying since May. Mummy has rallied since she was little when she used to go away with Grampy and my Nanny. I didn't know they even made caravans back then!!! 
It was very dark when we arrived but i did hear Pete the rally officer say we were right by the park! Me and my little brother Bailey were very excited! Mummy, me and Bailey headed to Grampys camper to eat his biscuits while Daddy did the 'blue' jobs. Martyn had very kindly let me use his light up hat so we found our way to Grampys easily. 

People had the opportunity to 'Go ape' at Moors Valley on Saturday morning. Daddy said i was too young. I'm sure Mummy must be old enough though as she quite often goes ape, and not just at Moors Valley, it could be anywhere!! 

The next morning we woke up and could see the park! Bailey and i headed straight there and we met a new friend to play with. His name is Lucas. We all had great fun together. Later we walked to Moors Valley Country Park were we had lots of fun jumping in puddles!! After a busy afternoon we all warmed up and got all cosy in our caravan. 

The next morning we went straight to the park and played with our new friend. Sue also went on the slide (photo on facebook!) I thought they were just for us kids?? After lunch we packed up and headed home. Bailey and i were so tired that we fell asleep in the car. 

Bailey and i love caravanning so much. Thank you to Pete and Mandy, and Martyn and Heather for running this rally for us all. We had a lovely time!
Fletcher, Bailey , Mummy & Daddy Hines

                                                                                                                       











Halloween at Forres Sandle Manor School                            
                              Sandleheath
It was a cold drizzly night when my chauffer pulled on to site and we were warmly greeted by Richard. His cheery smile disguised the fact that he was suffering badly with his hip after spending several hours trudging back and forth. Rod was fairing no better as his arthritis bit with a vengeance. Both stalwarts they gamely continued to site the continual stream of vans. Considering that we were all gathered to celebrate the night that goolies (have I spelt that right?) and gremlins joined forces with witches and warlocks, these two were in good company. Heard of hobbling goblins? 

Val’s biggest fear gripped her as she faced the daunting task of reversing the van onto our pitch in the manner demanded of a caravan club member. She need never have worried. As though sat in the seat, Richard had Val guiding it back to perfection. It’s a shame we can’t have him as an apps on our mobiles!

I started to set the van up and Val dutifully went collect the water. Several hours later she returned with a furious smile on her face.

“That’s the last time I go through that!” she remonstrated. That tap’s got a prostrate problem! I’m frozen standing there waiting for it to summon up the energy to deliver.

“Never mind dear, have an eggcup of tea”, ever mindful that the water has to last. This soothing remark was met by a steely stare and I decided to join the dog and retreat to the relative safety of  the bed.

Saturday dawned bright and we looked forward to our usual trip to Salisbury, an event we never tire of as with the market and shops there is plenty to fill the day. Whilst we were gone Debbie had the children engrossed in making Halloween cookies and lanterns to adorn every table. She had also been very busy with her artistic skills and face paints and had transformed our little darlings into unrecognisable apparitions from hell. Pumpkins were carved ready to light the way as nightfall arrives and they seek out the unwary and persuade them into parting with various goodies or suffer the consequences. 37 evil little imps, formerly known as children, were scurrying around as their high pitch voices filled all with foreboding. Sweets cascaded from each door as eager hands filled their goody bags. They may have looked fearsome but you couldn’t miss their lovely smiles and shouts of joy as they ran off with their spoils back to their covens. 

Time to put my teeth in, adjust my cloak and arm in arm with my sexy red devil (yes, we’re speaking again!) we made our way to the gathering of the lost souls. We entered through the ghostly tunnel with feelings of trepidation. We entered into a beautifully decorated chamber and mingled with all that had emerged from the dark side to celebrate this one night of evil. An evil hand chased us across the floor to our seats whereupon it sought out its next unwary victim.

Before we were given the order to throw caution to the wind and let it all hang out we were treated to a display of everyone in their refinery parading before us, none recognisable beneath the mass of disguises. Megan Wylde stole the stage on behalf of the children and Teresa Brownsey and Paul Roberts romped home as leaders for the men and women. The beautifully carved pumpkins were all on display and all entries deserve recognition but the name of the winner escapes me. The formalities over and one more delight awaited us. You’ve heard of the Andrex puppy? By the time he’d have run around swathing our men in layers of toilet roll he would have died from exhaustion! Fortunately there were loads of eager young hands willing to complete the task.                                                                                                                                                        

The trickle of embarrassed people emerging from the communal toilets was becoming noticeable. A raised voice from one exasperated woman hit our ears. “Where’s the bloody toilet rolls”!!! Men and women had quietly stood behind each other waiting to dry their little bits under the one and only fan dryer. (I thought you only found these in ladies toilets?)

It was now time to party. Rod and Debbie struck up the music and we were all flying, with or without broomsticks. It was probably aided by the freely flowing witches brew and we were having a ball. The evening rushed by and my little feet never left the floor. They went into double time when Debbie remembered to play my favourite song by The Four Tops “Can’t help myself.” My heart melts every time I hear this song.  What a sentimental old fool I am.

After a disturbed night’s sleep, interlaced with visions of the horrors of the night before, it was time to all meet at Flagpole to applaud and give thanks to the marvellous success our rally officers had made of their rally. A very moving moment had us all gripped as Darren Henry gave his thanks for all the support our members had given to his wife and children whilst he was away serving with the Air force in Afghanistan. It was a heart rending moment and as Darren finished he was greeted with rapturous applause. 

We had a lovely weekend and on behalf of all that attended we would like to thank Debbie and Rod, Sue and Richard for making it all possible.                                       
     



Tony and Val Rigler 

                             























Halloween
















 This spooky rally was only a short distance for us to travel, but none the less both boys got very excited on the way with lots of chatter about scary costumes and trick or treating. Saturday morning for the two of them was spent colouring, sticking & decorating cookies which they really enjoyed as did all the other children,
With great excitement, no water or lights but horrific painted faces thanks to Debbie, Lewis and Henry dressed up and went trick or treating with lots of other little devils and monsters” The evening was a ghoultastic night of dancing and fun.  A very big scary thank you to all our rally officers, Sue & Richardand Debbie & Rod…   










         The Targett Family








































Bath  Marina November 2010
What are we playing at! We should be doing this on an open air bus! He we are dragging a bloody great lump of metal through all the congested streets of Bath at Friday rush hour. I’d had a blazing row with that annoying woman talking so calmly from the depths of my dashboard. With total indifference I had made the fatal mistake of ignoring her, a rebuff that no woman will tolerate.

“Computer say no!” was the only English she knew. With feelings of trepidation I summoned the courage to turn her off and take my chances. I’m sure I heard a wry laugh as her life faded away. 3 miles out of Bath on the A4 I placed myself at her mercy and switched her on (a joy to any woman!) and made my grovelling apologies. Her simpering voice resumed and with utter disdain she eventually guided us to our destination. Throughout the whole of this ordeal, Val had remained her usual placid self, taking it all in her stride. She turned the heater of as I was generating plenty myself.

What a lovely warm welcome awaited us from our rally officers. This makes everything worthwhile and one of the pleasures of rallying together. Margaret had the kettle on and Den willingly assisted me in siting the van in the fading light. After a warm cup of tea it was time to meet the big chief and settle our dues.

She always presents a broad beam and a cheery voice to brighten any company. Oh dear! I’ve dropped a clanger! I meant a lovely smile. I’m talking about our Carole of course, the little lady with the large personality. Sorry Carole, no disrespect intended. Honest![image: image1.png]


 

A very full programme had been arranged by these three gems. For the evening a ghost walk was on offer, not to be attempted by the fainthearted. For those that survived the night a shopping trip to Swindon to visit their massive retail outlet. This used to be the home of the great railway industry until Dr Beeching threw the toys out of his pram. To top this extravaganza a get together for a carvery was on offer for Sunday lunch.

We stood as a group by the ancient theatre in the High street. One lady, who shall remain anonymous, had her K2 meter at the ready. This is a mysterious piece of equipment that detects the presence of psychic phenomena.

May the force be with you Daphne.

 Our knowledgeable guide for the tour was narrating the history of this theatre and how even to the present day a ghostly form of a lady would often sit alongside an unsuspecting person enjoying refreshment. Perhaps more water with the spirits may help? Our walking tour began and we stopped at various buildings and places whereupon our guide revealed the murky secrets of the past. A few of our group were fervent believers and could connect with the spiritual side of these revelations.

We moved away from the comforting safety of the street light into the black of the night as we ventured into the park. We paused in a clearing where we were enthralled by tales of duels to the death. The doctor would hide under the foliage of a nearby tree, fearing to be recognised, ready to help the unfortunate loser as they drew their dying breath. This was a place of intense concentration of those that had passed before and we stood spellbound, wrapped up in every word.

“Isn’t it getting cold?” an enquiring voice sounded as a hand gripped my shoulder. I know some pass bricks but for the sake of politeness I’ll say I had kittens. I’d become a believer and this unfortunate person had destroyed my illusion. My feet now firmly on the ground we moved on to a set of steps disappearing into the darkness. A man with a black hat would often be seen walking down these steps, approaching the unwary onlooker. If your eyes met his, your fate was sealed. Daphne’s box of tricks sprang to life, its needle swaying like a divining rod and buzzing violently like a lady’s friend. (Too much information?). False alarm, it was your modern day man, smartly dressed, for a night on the town.

It was time to head for our beds ready for an early start on our trip to Swindon. “Sorry dear, enough excitement for one night. Sleep soundly.”

The massive engine sheds of our glorious past belied the fact that modern day living was hidden within. The biggest shopping mall that I have ever visited. I’m starting to waffle on a bit so I shall try and come to a swift conclusion.

I was beside myself. Absolutely overjoyed and ecstatic. I’d found trousers with a 29” inside leg. Perfect for an overgrown dwarf like me! The rest of the day didn’t matter. I was content.

Sunday came all too quickly but Den and Margaret were at the ready with tea, coffee and biscuits as a warming prelude to flagpole. Grateful thanks were given to our three stalwarts who had, once again, given us a rally to remember. But it wasn’t over yet!

We all met at the Dolphin Inn on the side of the canal for Sunday carvery. Our numbers had swelled somewhat from the expected 30 odd to over 50 but this was not expected to be a problem. This was the day that the staff failed to materialise but the few held the fort magnificently. There was the expected discontent but within the warm company of friends this could be overlooked. I did wonder that in the light of the endless queue, the poor girl would have been better equipped with a circular saw rather than a carving knife!

Time to finish and I would like to extend our heartfelt thanks to Carole, Margaret and Den for making this so enjoyable for us.

Tony & Val Rigler

PS  I’m sat writing this and just about to phone Daphne to gain permission to involve her in my epilogue and the light began to flicker violently. Is she psychic? You tell me!

Maybe a little risqué but my attention is to create enjoyment and not cause offence. I take full responsibility for editorial content.     Tony

 

    








        Childrens Christmas Party                                                                                                                       
                                                                           We arrived at the rally  and set up in the  pitch black, freezing cold, with snowflakes falling and it wasn’t exactly ideal. But once inside with a beer to cheer dad up and the heating on all was well, At last it really felt like Christmas was coming! On Saturday I woke up really excited looking forward to this afternoons activities, all us children got dressed up in our best clothes and got ready to go and see santa and to receive our presents for being good, before santa arrived we had lots of laughs at the magician and his puppet. Then we all sat down to our xmas party and what a party it was we had loads of sandwiches, sausages, cakes and lots of chocolate puddings to eat. Then for the moment that all of us children had been waiting for, the arrival of santa, and it wasn’t long before we all heard his sleigh bells ringing in the distance, we all cheered loudly when he arrived and assisted by his angel Molly Fudge he started giving out presents to all of us children but we were not allowed to open them until we had said goodbye to santa because he had go to deliver more presents to other children at there xmas parties, and then came the moment we had all been waiting for the ok to open our presents, you could hear the squeals of delight as every child opened there present to reveal  what santa had given them, we all wanted to play with our toys as soon as we could but the grown ups had to clear away all of the wrapping paper discarded by us children, then unhappily we had to leave the hall so that the adults could get it ready for the nights party. The evenings party started off with flagpole followed by supper being served to everybody, Then they played some party music for us kids to dance too, then they slowed it down for the oldies to get up and have a go and after that the dance floor was full all night long, nobody wanted to go but unfortunately every good thing must come to an end. Our heartfelt  thanks go to our rally officers Adrian & Gill and Richard & Sue                                                                           

                                    Lucy & Hannah Wallis













