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CHAPTER 16 – INTER PRIMOS CHAUFFEUR SERVICE 
 

 Having found myself suddenly unemployed due to my heart attack in 1980 I 
needed to find some other way to keep myself occupied and to make a few shekels. 
As I had a Rolls-Royce it seemed to be a good idea to use it for weddings. 

First it was necessary to get it insured for hire or reward – not a difficult thing 
to do I thought. I was wrong. After waiting for two weeks for the broker in Royston I 
had done business with for several years to arrange the appropriate cover I rang him, 
and to my amazement I was told that cover was only available if I was a bona fide 
hire operator. 

Realising that this was a typical ‘catch 22’ situation I tried all the local 
insurance companies and brokers only to be told the same thing. I was about to 
abandon the whole idea when Austen and Chris, both young drivers who had had the 
usual difficulty getting cover at a reasonable premium, suggested I try the local agent 
for the Co-operative Insurance Company, who had insured them. I went to see him 
straight away and to my surprise, not to say relief, got immediate cover. I stayed with 
the Co-op for many years until their premium rates rocketed and from then on I found 
much more economic cover through the Ecclesiastical Insurance Company. This was 
most appropriate as, by this time, IPCS was providing limousines for over 30 of the 
funeral directors in Sussex and Surrey. 
 Having got insurance cover it was necessary to 
think of a suitable name for the business. It just 
happened that many years ago we had bought a shield 
with the ‘Hopkins’ crest on it. This is  not, I hasten to 
say, just for my family, but for any Hopkins 
anywhere. As you can see the family motto is INTER 
PRIMOS, Latin for ‘among the first’. Being in that 
position had a certain appeal and bearing in mind one 
of my mother’s favourite sayings, ‘the best is always 
good enough’ and the fact that Inter Primos seemed to 
have a suitably international flavour, Inter Primos 
Chauffeur Service or IPCS for short, came into being. 
That it was a good choice was largely serendipity, but 
several of our foreign clients over the years have said 
what an excellent name it is for the sort of service we 
have provided. 
 The next thing was to find some customers, 
and this was when I found out to my cost that most advertising is a total waste of 
money and effort. I tried yellow pages, talking yellow pages (both very expensive and 
more or less useless), local newspapers (much more useful) and many other types of 
advertising, most of which yielded virtually no business. What is needed is personal 
recommendation, but this is another catch 22 situation since you obviously need 
previous customers to do the recommending! 

However the one thing that I tried that produced a fair amount of customers 
was the direct approach. I pored over the engagement announcements in the 
Telegraph and wrote to the parents of the daughter who had just announced her 
engagement in the locality and offered my services. This was pretty effective and 
certainly better than any advertising. 

After doing several weddings it became apparent that I would have to get a 
second car to be able to transport not only the bride but also the bridesmaids and 
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parents. To this end I purchased the first of my Audi’s. I had originally gone to a local 
dealer with the intention of getting a Volvo that they had advertised, but fortunately 
the salesman, whom I knew, talked me out of that idea as not promoting the image I 
needed, and got me to buy an Audi they also had for sale. This was indeed a brilliant 
move for not only did the Audi project the right ‘image’, but it also had the biggest 
boot space of all the cars I considered and this became an absolute godsend as soon as 
I started transporting customers, particularly Americans, to and from airports. 

Of course having a second car means having a second chauffeur, so Mella was 
fitted out with a suitable 
uniform and together we 
did many weddings most 
successfully earning 
many plaudits from 
satisfied customers. On 
the left Mella is between 
both the Rolls and the 
Audi decorated with 

ribbon and ‘lucky’ horseshoes. After a short time we got rid of the red bit in the 
horseshoes, which I constructed from metal coat hangers and silk carnations. To some 
people, apparently, red and white together signifies ‘ blood and bandages’ and is 
definitely not suitable for a wedding. YCNSTWLEM or to put it another way - you 
learn by experience! 
 Quite soon we had a request to transport five or six people in the same car and 
this precipitated the purchase of a Daimler Limousine. We saw one advertised by a 
firm of funeral directors in Liverpool so Mella and I went up by train to see it. As it 
seemed to fit the bill we bought it and drove it home. Like most second hand vehicles 
I’ve bought over the years it needed a lot of TLC (tender loving care) including 
decoking the engine. I can honestly say I have never seen an engine with so much 
carbon deposited in it, presumably because it had always been driven slowly. Anyway 
after close attention to a myriad of faults, which I 
later discovered were endemic in Daimlers, we had a 
limo fit to drive and hire out, pictured right in our 
new all white wedding livery. 
 Before long I realised that if, say the Audi, 
broke down I could substitute the Rolls, but if the 
limo fell by the wayside I could provide no suitable 
alternative. So it was that we purchased our second 
limo, but this meant that apart from Saturdays when 
most weddings are held, we had vehicles sitting around not earning. It so happened 
that a friend in the village was a funeral director and he became a regular user of our 
limos, and not only that, he recommended us to other funeral directors in the locality. 
In the end I think we worked for a total of 32 funeral companies in East and West 
Sussex and Surrey.  
 Now that we had all these vehicles (eventually we had six, the Rolls, three 
Daimlers and two Audis) it was vital to have a supply of chauffeurs. Because of the 
very nature of the business, much the same as any transport enterprise including 
flying, you either have vehicles sitting in the garage or you need more than those 
available. And because I could not afford to employ anybody full time I began to 
employ semi retired people on a casual basis as and when I needed them. Being of the 
older generation this had other advantages, i.e. they could be insured at a lower 
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premium than young drivers and having been around they were much more able to be 
good, informative guides to the many tourists we drove. 
 Often we were called upon to provide a car at short notice, usually for a 
hotel/airport transfer or a funeral, and because we made it a strict rule never to send a 
vehicle out that had not been valeted it became necessary to provide garage 
accommodation for all of them. Although we had four garages, seen in the next 
picture behind our cars in wedding regalia, none of them were long enough to house a 

Daimler limousine at just under 19 feet in length. Behind garage 2 (counting L to R) 
the vents at the top of the ‘long shed’ are discernable. I realised that if I were to knock 
out the back of this garage and part of the end of the shed I could join them to make a 
really spacious area to not only store the cars, but also somewhere I could use for 
maintenance without worrying about the vagaries of the weather. The result was a 
great success and provided garaging for up to eight cars. 
 The fact that I did all my own maintenance, except for replacement of tyres 
and exhausts, meant that routine work could be done when the vehicles were not 
required rather than at the convenience of a professional garage and, just as 
importantly, it saved a vast sum of money in maintenance costs without which I doubt 
if the business would have made much of a profit. 
 Fairly soon after the launch of IPCS we had the good fortune to be asked by 
the owner of Gravetye Manor Hotel to be their regular supplier of chauffeur driven 
cars, not only for airport transfers but, more interestingly, for tours of the local area, 
an area that is blessed with a great variety of historic houses, castles and gardens as 
well as beautiful scenery. In fact you would be hard pressed to find a better area in 
which to open a business such as IPCS, as Wivelsfield Hall was more or less 
equidistant from all the decent hotels in the area, such as Gravetye Manor, South 
Lodge, Horsted Place and Alexander House, to name but a few. Added to this was our 
proximity to Gatwick and access to the M23. Through contacts made at all these, we 
now have many good friends who come back to England time and time again and who 
also recommended our services to many of their friends and colleagues overseas, 
particularly in North America. Thus we were able to build up a considerable clientele, 
which together with our funeral and wedding hire resulted in an annual turnover 
approaching £100,000 by the early 1990’s. 

Over time it was interesting to observe how the type of work varied. In the 
beginning most of the work was weddings, over 120 in our busiest year, but these 
gradually tailed off so that by the time I retired we were lucky to be doing 35 per 
annum. Fortunately our funeral work was always there although the amount varied 
tremendously from month to month, from a maximum of 30 to a minimum of 2 or 3. 
In our best year for this side of the business we provided no less than 260 funeral 
limousines and while the average member of the public might think this would be 
pretty gloomy work to be engaged in, it quite often had its lighter side. 
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For instance I once collected five elderly ladies and an even more elderly 
gentleman from Lindfield to take to the Surrey & Sussex Crematorium in Crawley. I 
had helped the ladies into the back of the limousine, which seated six, and was 
holding the door for the old gentleman when he said, “I’ve got a gammy leg, I’ll sit in 
the front with you as it will be easier for me to get in and out!” So after he was settled 
in his seat in the front off we went. The old boy never said another word all the way to 
the crematorium, but the five ladies all talked non-stop the entire 25 minutes of the 
journey, nobody listening, all jabbering away like a tree-full of jackdaws. 

After the ceremony I helped them all back into the limo and was just driving 
out of the crematorium grounds when the old boy turned to me and asked, referring to 
the deceased, “Did you know how old he was?” I indicated that I didn’t. He said, 
“Ninety, and I’m eighty eight!” I felt like saying, “Hardly worth you’re going home 
then.” But I politely restricted myself to something along the lines of, “Had a good 
run for your money, then!” After that not another word from the old boy while the 
five ladies carried on jabbering away, nineteen to the dozen, all the way back to 
Lindfield. At their house I helped the ladies out first and then turned my attention to 
the old man upon whose face there crept a slight smile and with a twinkle in his eye 
he spoke the memorable words, “No need for us to talk, was there!”  
 Speaking of the Surrey & Sussex Crematorium, it was there I once witnessed 
what I can only describe as being an attempt at a DIY cremation. A hearse arrived 
from somewhere in Surrey from where it had travelled at high speed in an attempt to 
arrive at the booked time having departed well behind schedule. It screeched to a halt 
outside the chapel and while the funeral director went inside to check on the 
arrangements, it burst into flames causing considerable panic while a fire extinguisher 
was found. YCNSTWLEM! 
 At a local burial during the summer one year I was a member of the bearing 
party and as I was threading the strap through the coffin handle prior to lowering into 
the grave my spectacles fell out of the top pocket of my jacket, straight into the grave! 
Since I couldn’t really say to the assembled mourners, “Hang on a minute while I 
retrieve my glasses”, I had to leave them in the grave. Before I left the graveyard I 
mentioned to the sexton my loss in the faint hope that I might get them back and to 
my astonishment the glasses were back at the funeral director’s office by the time I 
had returned the mourners to their house. Fortunately not only were they completely 
undamaged, but also I didn’t need them for driving, only reading! The moral? Keep 
them in an inside pocket whilst lowering coffins! 
 It was a pretty rare occurrence to be given a tip by a grateful mourner although 
it did happen from time to time, usually a fiver or so. However, as my grandfather’s 
saying goes, the unexpected does happen. I had taken just two mourners, an old lady 
and her son, back from the churchyard where her late husband had been buried and 
when we got to her house she thanked me for my services and shook me by the hand, 
in which was a note folded up to the size of a postage stamp. Putting it in my pocket 
and thanking her I went about my business, only later discovering that it was a £50 
note! 
 Likewise it was rare to get a gratuity at a wedding, but one of the best came 
from the father of the bride who had wanted two white Rolls-Royces and to whom I 
had hired two black limousines on the grounds that they were much more elegant and 
whose contrasting colour showed the bride’s dress to greater advantage in the 
wedding photographs. He gave the two of us £20 each, worth in today’s money 
something like £50 apiece! 
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 On the subject of colour the vast majority of brides wore either a white or 
ivory dress, depending on the fashion at the time. One day early on in my career as a 
chauffeur I had two weddings booked for a particular Saturday. At the first, in the 
morning, the bride appeared in a candyfloss pink creation, and very beautiful she 
looked. At the second, in the afternoon, the bride appeared, equally beautiful, in 
candyfloss pink, remarking to me as she got into the back of the Rolls with her father, 
“I suppose you think its unusual for a bride to be wearing pink.” To which I was able 
to answer in all honesty, “No, the bride I took to church this morning was also 
wearing pink.” In the entire nineteen years of weddings these were the only two where 
the brides wore pink, although I did once drive a bride most elegantly attired in a 
white dress trimmed with black ribbon. YCNSTWLEM! 
 In April 1986 I received a call from the Girl Guides Association of Sussex 
East asking if I could provide a car to take HRH Princess Margaret to a church service 
in Brighton in June. To say that I was surprised would be a considerable 
understatement, but once I recovered from the shock I assured them that I would be 
delighted to do so. After two briefings with Special Branch and, as I later learned, my 
driving ability had been checked, the great day dawned. Here we are arriving at St. 
Peter’s, the parish church, in Brighton having brought the Princess from Withyham.  

The occasion was 
the 21st Anniversary of 
the Association in East 
Sussex, it being 21 years 
since Sussex was divided 
in two. The next picture 
shows the Princess being 
greeted by the Lord 
Lieutenant for East Sussex 
and being followed out of 

the limousine by Lady 
Buckhurst, the President of 
the Association. 
 This was my first 
experience of driving a 
member of the Royal 
Family and I thoroughly 
enjoyed the fun of driving 
with an escort of four 
motorcyclists from the 
Metropolitan Police 
Special Escort Group. As 
you will see I had this 
pleasure on another 

occasion, and they are the only times I have been able to drive through red traffic 
lights with impunity! Great fun indeed! And the whole event was made all the more 
pleasurable by the letter I received from the County Commissioner. (See Annex ‘F’) 

The other fascinating part of driving HRH was her bodyguard, a tall young 
man of the variety who would shoot you first and ask questions afterwards! He sat 
with me in the front of the limousine with the division, of course, closed so we were 
able to talk freely. During the course of the journey back to Withyham he told me that 
his ambition was to become the proprietor of a nice teashop in the country. An 
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understandable, if somewhat unexpected, reaction to the stressful life as a Royal 
Bodyguard. YCNSTWLEM! 
 Whilst I’m name dropping I must mention a few of the other famous names 
I’ve had the pleasure to drive. As I’ve already mentioned in connection with the 
hurricane in 1987 I drove Sir Peter and Lady Hall often at the time when they lived in 
Sussex. It was interesting to note that when Maria Ewing was on the way to a singing 
engagement she would be very reluctant to talk, presumably to preserve her voice for 
the performance, whilst on the return journey she would engage in any amount of 
conversation. 
 We also provided the limousines for Harold MacMillan’s funeral at Horsted 
Keynes parish church. This was a very high security occasion with some seven past 
and present Prime Ministers present. Some six months later we again provided 
limousines for the funeral of MacMillan’s granddaughter. 
 I took several well known personalities to Gravetye Manor where they were to 
be an after dinner speaker and these included Clement Freud, Diana Moran, Sheridan 
Morley and Ned Sherrin. I also drove David Hasselhoff from London to Sussex where 
he was doing some recording and I well remember him discussing with his agent the 
proposal that he take a part offered in some forthcoming production that required him 
to appear in drag. At six feet five inches tall he thought that the prospect of appearing 
in high heel shoes was not on! 
 Another person I drove on several occasions and who happened to live locally, 
was the late Sir David Hunt, first winner of the Mastermind competition and one time 
ambassador. He and his Greek wife were a charming couple and I much enjoyed their 
company and conversation. Unfortunately I had to provide two limousines for his 
funeral in the late nineties. 
 One thing I learned early on in my career as a wedding car chauffeur is that 
most brides and grooms think you are part of the car and cannot hear what they are 
saying. While this might be true in a limousine with a division it certainly isn’t in a 
saloon such as a Rolls-Royce.  
 Hence it was not unusual to hear some funny remarks at times. One such came 
from a bride of all of half an hour to her new husband, a man with a very noticeable 
‘five o’clock shadow’ even though he had no doubt shaved that morning. She looked 
at him very closely and said in extremely stern tone, “Have you shaved this 
morning?” I often wonder if they are still together! 
 On another occasion I was standing outside St. John’s, the parish church of 
Burgess Hill, waiting for the bride and groom to finish having their photographs taken 
when I noticed a young man peering intently into the back window of the Rolls-
Royce. I sidled up from the front, where I was standing, to see what he was up to and, 
as I got up to him, he said, “You’ve done away with the white seat covers, Guv!” “I 
beg you pardon,” says I! “You’ve done away with the white seat covers,” he repeated. 
I was about to tell him that I had never ever had white seat covers, when his wife, who 
was standing next to him with a small child in a pram expostulated, “Don’t be silly! 
That was my dress you were sitting on!”  
 During the early existence of IPCS I did a month’s driving for the MD of 
Whitbread’s ‘Take Home’ division at Dorking during which I found that MD’s are 
always late for their next appointment, necessitating doing an hour’s travel in half that 
time. Great fun if you don’t get caught by the fuzz exceeding the speed limit! 
 During this month I got in one Saturday just in time to take a phone call from 
a rough sounding individual asking, “Can you do a wedding in the ‘Roller’ next 
Fursday, Guv?” As it happened my services were not required by the MD that day so 
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I said I could, told him the price and asked if he would send me a cheque, to which he 
replied, “I’ll pay you cash when you get here, Guv!”  
 At the due time on the ‘Fursday’ I was approaching the house on a council 
estate in Lancing when a Ford came towards me containing a woman with an 
enormous hat and host of children. As she passed me she screamed at me through the 
open window, “Round the corner, Dearie!”   I assumed from this that I was getting 
close to the house, which indeed proved to be the case. Once there I got out of the 
Rolls to help the bride and her father into the car and by the time I had got them 
settled into their seats the father had pulled out a huge roll of ‘tenners’ from which he 
extracted the relevant amount and handed it to me. Off we went towards Brighton and 
the registry office where the ceremony was to take place, but since we had a lot of 
time to spare I suggested we went via the ‘scenic route’ to kill a bit of time. As we 
drove along the seafront the father suddenly said, apropos to nothing, “I nearly bought 
a ‘Roller’ the other day, Guv!”  “You didn’t though?” I queried. “Nah, got a Range 
Rover instead!” 
 Eventually we arrived at the registry office a minute or two before the 
ceremony was due to take place, only to find all the women standing in one group and 
all the men standing in another on the other side of the road among a mass of brand 
new Mercedes and other expensive cars. I stood by the Rolls trying to fend off what 
seemed like a million boys running around the car and trying to open doors, boot etc. I 
used expressions like, “Please don’t touch that sonny”, which had absolutely no effect 
at all. Slowly I realised that I needed to talk their language, so I grabbed one by the 
front of his shirt, lifted him up to my eye level and said firmly, “F**k off!” 
Immediately the whole million vanished like smoke in a hurricane! 
 About 20 minutes after start time the ‘lady’ with the big hat and host of 
children appeared in her car, and by the way she was driving I assumed she had filled 
in the time since I had seen her previously with a visit to the boozer. Finally everyone 
went into the RO, to reappear some short time later for the drive to the reception at a 
hotel on the outskirts of Worthing, where the photographer did his thing. After this 
was over I was taking the ribbon off the car, as I don’t like driving with it on when its 
not necessary as it restricts one’s vision, when the father came out and asked if I 
would like to “Come in for a drink?” Thinking that I might never emerge alive I made 
some excuse, whereupon he produced the roll of tenners again, peeled one off and 
said, “Have a drink on the way home, Guv!” This was my first experience of driving 
‘Travellers’, but by no means the last. YCNSTWLEM! 
 Still on the subject of weddings – people have the strangest ideas of what 
makes a ‘romantic’ wedding. In January one year a young lady came to book a car for 
her wedding in the following November. The service, she said, was  to be at 5.30 pm. I 
reminded her that it would be dark at that time and there would be little chance of 
outside photographs, but she told me that it had been a life-long ambition to walk to 
her wedding up a path lit by candles and this is precisely what she did! 
 To be perfectly snobbish, the ‘quality’ of a wedding is usually indicated by the 
number of lady guests wearing hats. For a bit of fun Mella and I invented the ‘Hat’ 
scale for grading the type of wedding on a scale of 1 to 10.  1 for travellers up to 10 
for royalty and although I never had to provide cars for the latter I was approached to 
provide two cars for the wedding of the daughter of the Duke of Norfolk at Arundel 
Castle. Regrettably we were already fully booked for the day in question. 
 At another wedding, which I knew was going to be about 4 on the hat scale, I 
was pleasantly surprised to see the groom, best man and ushers all attired in morning 
dress. The illusion was somewhat spoilt, however, when one of the ushers removed 
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his top hat to reveal a ‘mohican’ hair style and an earring!  Grandpa was right, life is 
full of little surprises. 
 Speaking of surprises, I was once providing one of the Daimlers for a wedding 
in Horsham. When I got into the town I found the traffic at a standstill – neither the 
bride nor I had known that it was Horsham’s Carnival day. Whilst I was pondering 
what to do to get to the bride’s house on time a policeman on a motorbike appeared 
alongside. He asked me where I was trying to get to and as soon as I told him he 
switched on his blue light and instructed me to follow him! When we got to the house, 
in excellent time, I thanked him for his assistance and also asked why he had been so 
kind as to help. He replied that I had done his wedding some 18 months previously 
and he had recognised the number plate. YCNSTWLEM! 
 Returning to funerals – I had considerable experience of ‘Gypsy’ funerals, all 
of which were alike in one particular respect. Flowers, or rather floral tributes to the 
deceased, on which they spend an inordinate amount of money. I have been present at 
several where a very conservative estimate of the cost of the flowers would be in 
excess of £20,000. 
 I learned early on that one needed to allow the whole day to attend one of 
these elaborate affairs. One I was asked to provide a limousine for a double funeral 
near Swanley, Kent. The time I was given to be there was 11am, but with previous 
experience to fall back on I arrived at about 11.15 to find myself last in a line of 25 
limousines garnered by the funeral director from all quarters of South East England. A 
message from the FD was passed back along the line that all the Daimler limousines 
were to go into the caravan site last. “Good”, I thought to myself, I’ll be tail-end 
Charlie. How wrong can you be? When I got to the site I found that all the limousines 
had backed in making me number one instead of number 25! 
 This funeral was a double one for a young couple who had committed suicide, 
or rather he had shot her and then himself whilst under the influence of drugs. Thus I 
finished up with not one, but two sets of grieving parents in the back of my limo and 
somehow I sensed that there was going to be trouble of some sort. In common with 
most Gypsy funerals we first toured all the places the deceased had been associated 
with, this done at a funereal pace and requiring a police escort for the 100 or so 
vehicles in the cortege, including no less than six flat-bed trucks covered with the 
floral tributes. 

By the time we arrived at the church in St. Mary Cray we were about an hour 
and a half late, but the vicar was not phased by this since he was well acquainted with 
Gypsy practices. After the service we proceeded slowly the short distance to the 
cemetery. Just after all the mourners had assembled around the double grave there 
was a shout, “Look out, he’s got a gun!” I immediately took cover behind my limo, 
which was rather too close to the scene of the action for my comfort, and waited for 
events to unfurl. Before long one of the mothers, a very large woman of about 20 
stone who had been in my limo, was carried by four burly men and virtually thrown 
into the nearest limo, thankfully not mine, and the burial was completed. I never did 
find out whether anyone really had a gun, but the reason for the large woman’s rough 
removal from the graveside was that she had tried to hurl herself on top of the coffin 
of her son. 
 That was undoubtedly the most action packed funeral I ever attended and I 
didn’t get back home until around 5pm having left at 9am. A full day’s work indeed! 
 My own opinion of floral tributes is that they are a waste of money that could 
be put to a much better purpose like cancer research, etc. However I would not want 
to detract from the artistry of the florists who make up these creations. I have seen an 
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enormous variety of structures made from flowers, including footballs, cricket bats, 
snooker tables, lorries, pearly gates, etc, etc, all beautifully created. 
 At a funeral of a young lad of 18 who had committed suicide because he was 
about £1,000 in debt, there were flowers to at least twice that value, and I thought to 
myself how much better that money could have been spent getting the young man out 
of debt! 
 The activity I enjoyed most was touring, especially to gardens of note where I 
found I was well able to talk knowledgably about many plants to the extent that many 
of my friends, as I like to call them, asked my advice on gardening problems.  
 Tours could be for anything from a day to two weeks and one of the first I did 
was for five days starting at the Hilton Hotel, Park Lane with two American couples. I 
arrived at the hotel at the appointed time and made myself known to them, to be told 
that their luggage was on its way down. I sat in the lobby watching the world go by, 
so to speak, when an enormous amount of bags went by on a hotel trolley. Quite why 
I should have thought these belonged to my party I don’t know, sixth sense perhaps, 
but sure enough they did. All told there were 42 pieces of luggage plus the four 
people to go into the Daimler limousine. When Mr & Mrs Dickey and friends arrived 
I said that it would be impossible to get all their luggage and them into the limo, to be 
told that part of the load was only going as far as their factory in Wokingham, where 
it would be stored. A London taxi was hired to take this while the remaining 22 bags 
were carefully loaded into the limo. To this day I am not sure how I got it all in, but 
there seemed to be bags everywhere, in the boot, on the front seat and all around my 
passengers, who seemed quite comfortable with the arrangements, although I felt 
quite embarrassed having them packed in like the proverbial sardines. 

 The four of them are pictured 
here by the limo outside the Gidleigh 
Park hotel in Chagford, Devon 
where they stayed. The fact that 
some 16 years later I still get a 
Christmas card every year suggests 
that they found their sardine 
experience great fun! 

On this and most other tours I 
was expected to arrange my own 

accommodation in local B & B’s, but with one couple I drove for over a week they 
insisted I stay with them in such luxury hotels as Chewton Glen. This was the lifestyle 
I could quite easily have got used to on a regular basis, although I must say that being 
with clients throughout the day can be a little overwhelming, not to say tiring. 
 Of all the tours I did, and there were a great many, only on one occasion did I 
not enjoy acting as chauffeur/guide. That one occasion was with an American couple 
and their two teenage children. I think the parent’s idea was to broaden their son’s and 
daughter’s education. It was an utter failure, particularly in the son’s case, as all he 
did was sit in the back of the limo with his ‘walkman’ clamped firmly over his ears 
and stare into space. Also his diet consisted entirely of hamburgers and Coca-Cola. 
 Another couple, who I still see from time to time, have become firm friends 
since we all have the same intense interest in all things horticultural, and through 
several tours with them I have visited many gardens all over England that I might not 
otherwise have had the opportunity to see. Not only did I enjoy these tours 
immensely, but I was getting paid for the pleasure. YCNSTWLEM! 
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 Every year for about five years I had the pleasure of driving a couple from 
Vancouver, who always came with his mother – a youthful 90 year old! Over the 
years I toured with them all over England, Wales and Scotland, but because of 
mother’s great age we usually just drove around, only occasionally going on ‘shank’s 
pony’ to look at some house or garden. The other thing I remember about them was 
that we had to stop at a greengrocers quite regularly to purchase a supply of fresh 
lemons to go with their evening G & T’s. I once expressed surprise that the hotel 
couldn’t provide them with lemons, to be told that although this was the case they 
liked to have their own supply to be able to scrape zest into their drinks. 
YCNSTWLEM! 
 Some time ago I met a lady and gentleman from Texas and drove them a lot 
over a period of several years. Sadly the gentleman died some five years ago, but the 
lady still comes over to England every year. She is convinced that England saved the 
world from dictatorship and disaster in 1939/45 and because of this she has an 
extremely high regard for England and everything English. I would have been driving 
her yet again this year, 2001, but for the fact that the day she arrived from Ireland I 
had just got home from hospital after my re-plumbing. She had invited Mella and I to 
go and have dinner with her at Gravetye Manor, but since this was out of the question 
she sent us a token allowing us to have dinner at Gravetye at a later date and at her 
expense! I feel justified in saying that we must have been doing something right over 
the past 20 years! 
 Over the years we quite often were asked to provide limousines to help with 
State Visits. Usually this meant sitting the Royal Mews ‘in reserve’ in case anything 
went awry with the standard arrangements. The only time this actually happened was 
with the arrival of the President of Egypt, whose aircraft for some reason landed at 
Heathrow instead of Gatwick. So this became the second occasion on which I had the 
pleasure of driving through red lights with an escort of  police motorcyclists. Coming 
back from Heathrow the M4 was completely blocked (no bus lane then!) and so we 
had the fun of driving along the hard shoulder past hundreds of frustrated ‘ordinary’ 
motorists. YCNSTWLEM! 
  
 
 
 
 
 


