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INTRODUCTION
This epistle is seeing the light of day in response to the Covid-19, or Corona 
Virus, being the cause to postpone our lunch meetings until further notice.
The ProBus Club Horley & District’s Committee wants to stay in touch with the 
Members and the Members to stay in touch with each other.   
It is very important, in the situation we find ourselves in, to be “connected”.
Complete isolation from our friends/family is a dangerous thing.
The majority of our Members have access to email - only 4 don’t - and those 
without will receive “proBITS”  in printed form.   Hopefully, they’ll relay their words 
of wisdom in a more traditional manner, like snailmail or even pigeonpost  !

The  “proBITS” newsletter can only exist successfully with the cooperation of all 
Members concerned, that must be obvious to everybody.   
I plead therefore with all Members to make a contribution, however small.

The email address for “proBITS”  contributions is :
jpdl.probus@icloud.com

this is a change of address

As a guideline : maximum about 850 words. 
If pics included, deduct 30 words per pic.
Text in plain A4 Word document/email.  

Pics sent separately, in JPG or JPEG format, NOT embedded.
Please note : your copy may be edited !

 If you submit early enough you’ll receive a proof print.

Please email or mail your contribution for the 9th issue, to be received at the 
latest on Tuesday the 1st of December - as always : a week before issue.
Each issue will land in your mailbox on the second Tuesday of the month, the 
same day we would have had lunch.
Many organisations have a newsletter of some sort.   Virtually all of them 
struggle to get pages filled.   I really hope that the ProBus Club of Horley & 
District, with all its Members having (had) interesting professional lives and 
interests, will prove to be an exception to the rule.
And no, you can’t use the excuse that you don’t have the time .....                                                                            

John De Lang, editor
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Horley UFOs ?

If you happened to be driving towards Horley last month, between 11PM on 
Sunday the11th and Monday morning about 2, you would be forgiven for 
thinking that the town was being visited by UFOs, specially if you were about 
half a mile or-so away.   There were bright lights hovering above the town 
centre.   Only when getting close to Waitrose did it become clear that those 
lights were actually on the arm of a large crane.  As part of the refurbishment of 
the store, Waitrose had new airconditioning units installed.

©JPDL

                   What happened to them ?
In my first year in Durham I lived in a house in the Bailey.  Frequently a member 
from elsewhere in the college used to come into the bathroom, with his camera, 
and vanish into a cupboard under the stairs.  Later he’d reappear with a handful 
of wet prints and depart.  These were the days before digital cameras and 
processing had to be done in the dark with no more than a dim red light to help 
you see what you were doing - remember ?   He was the editor, a reporter and 
a photographer of the Colleges’ newspaper, the Palatinate - whilst studying 
for his degree (he got a good one).  He started writing articles for a local 
newspaper when he was sixteen.  He was set for a great future in the media, 
that was obvious, probably newspapers.  I wonder what happened to him.  
His name ?   Harold Evans.                   contributed by Arthur Browne

NEW
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Nothing has changed.
I usually print off a copy of proBITS from the email, when it appears in my inbox 
each month.  I was therefore somewhat surprised when a neatly stapled hard 
copy of issue 7 came through the letterbox last month.  More surprised still 
when a quick thumbing through revealed that my wife Pat and I were one of a 
trio of PROBUS couples celebrating their Diamond Wedding around that time.  
The accompanying commentary suggested that I might have “accountancy in 
the blood” or Scottish forefathers. Neither is applicable, but there was another 
good financial reason apart from the tax advantages for picking October.   
From the time that she left secretarial college Pat had worked for British European 
Airways at their headquarters BEAline House in Ruislip and as such was able to 
take advantage of heavily discounted staff travel which would include me once 
I had signed on the dotted line at the wedding ceremony.  Also, she knew that 
there was a 1st class hotel in Majorca that had links with BEA and were offering 
special rates for BEA staff during October:- 140Pts (17/6d) per day, full board, 
including service and taxes.  As she was planning to leave BEA a few weeks 
later it was a case of taking advantage of the perks while they were available.  
Being the link with BEA, Pat did all the correspondence and booking with the 
hotel and as a recently discovered letter from the hotel shows, she was using her 
future married name several months before the event.  However when we got 
the bill at the end of the week it had my name on it.  Nothing’s changed !
                                   

contributed by Les Lockett.

The DC3 mentioned in a recent proBITS brought back memories.  They were built 
between 1930 and 1960 but some are still flying.  This Australian plane was 
originally with Australian National Airlines, ANA.    On one trip that I made they 
weighed the people and luggage and found it too much.  Would any passenger 
please let their luggage go by train instead ?   Having reduced the weight we 
taxied to the end of the runway and the engines revved to full power.  The brakes 
were released and we trundled along the runway.  With little runway left - Lift Off 
(as they now say).  We had to land halfway, at Tamworth, to pick up the rest of the 
fuel.  The DC3 had the advantage of nice large windows so it offered excellent  

views for its 
passengers.
I wonder if I
have flown in 
this particular 
one.              
         contributed by 
        Arthur Browne
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Photo of the month
will YOURS be here, in the next issue ?

"Cat Litter"   Gozo.

A tragic last Christmas in Poland
A wealthy family were at their country dacha in rural Poland on Christmas Eve 
in 1938.  They were expecting a relation to join them that evening, walking 
from the nearby train station.   He was a senior army officer.   The family were 
disappointed when he did not arrive and the next morning a group set off to 
find out what had happened to him.   Within a short distance from the house 
they beheld a horrific scene.  The officer’s body had been dismembered by a 
pack of ravenous wolves.  A bit further on, towards the station, they found dead 
wolves, obviously slain by a sword.  It was not too difficult to reconstruct the 
train of events.  Apparently, the officer had been attacked by a small group of 
wolves and he had not too much difficulty in killing them with his sword.  A little 
later he was attacked by a much larger group of wolves (who had probably 
heard the earlier encounter) but to his horror, his sword had been frozen solid 
in its scabbard by the wolves’ blood and he was defenceless.  I don’t suppose 
that the family had a very enjoyable Christmas; little did they know that eight 
months later, Nazi Germany would invade Poland and a large number of the 
population would lose their homes and possessions - many even their lives. 
However, some Poles managed to get to France and the UK.  I know of one 
Polish refugee to the UK who became a millionaire by the late 1950s.  How did 
he do it  ?   That’s another (true) story. contributed by Arthur Meaton

© JPDL
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The Flint Stones House.
Over the years many buildings have been constructed with flints.  It is a very 
durable material but building with them is a highly skilled task.  To fit the irregular 
flints together several flat surfaces have to be cut on each stone.  This process is 
known as ‘knapping’ and involves hitting the flint in the right way with a metal 
hammer to cleave off part of the flint.  Years ago it was not only a skilled job 
but a dangerous one in that 
the workers caught silicosis, 
known as "knapper’s rot".  
Use of flints creates a 
problem at corners and at 
window and door frames.  
It  is very difficult to mate 
flints with the straight edged 
frame.  Consequently stone 
slab or brick quoining is 
used on the edges.  If you 
look closely at the wall, see 
insert picture, you might 
wonder whether the builder 
was amusing himself or 
getting rid of the flint chips.  
Neither - he is using a 
process called galleting. The material between the flints is mortar.  This is used 
because it can accommodate small movements.  Cement would stick to the flints 
and cause fractures.  Cement keeps bricks etc. together, mortar keeps them 
apart. Unfortunately mortar is affected by weathering and the insertion of slivers 
of flint - spalls - reduces this.  Also they may improve the stability of the wall.  The 

house was built before 1807 and the sash windows 
are recessed as required by the Building regulations 
and to meet Palladian principles.  The building has 
a Tuscan Doric portico with an open pediment (the 
triangular roof is open at the bottom, not a complete 
triangle).  Besides the two columns at the front there 
are two ‘attached’ columns against the wall.

contributed by Arthur Browne
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Smut In The Deep South
How did I find myself starkers and pinned to a bed by the ample charms of 
a beautiful busty blonde southern belle ?  For those of you whose lascivious 
curiosity has been raised read on. For those of a moral bent I refer you to St 
Paul’s letter to The Colossians Ch 3 vs 2 to 5...
We were due to audit a manufacturing plant which synthesised most of the 
world’s paracetamol supply. At least that is what a banner draped over the 
warehouse "goods out" doors proclaimed. Located in Charleston Sth. Carolina, 
it is best reached by flying to Raleigh Durham and completing the journey by 
aerial crop sprayer (AKA American Eagle for those of you well versed in USA 
travel). We made it to Charleston but the bags were delayed and I reached 
my 14th storey hotel room with just the clothes I stood in and my briefcase. 
Tired to the point of exhaustion I undressed, fell on the bed and was asleep 
in seconds.  Sometime later I was awoken by a furious banging on my door. 
Bleary eyed, stubble faced and pyjama-less I blindly stumbled to the door 
and unlocked it whereupon it was instantly flung open by a large and well-
endowed blonde policewoman wearing regulation strip (appropriate wording) 
for a sultry Carolina evening. What a blousefull even for somebody who was 
not really awake and aware of one’s surroundings. She would have stopped 
any criminal dead in their tracks and the term "Police Bust" had taken on a 
new meaning. In her haste to enter she tripped and grabbed me and we fell 
backwards onto the bed firmly pinning me down and burying my head in Happy 
Valley in the process as two of her colleagues entered and began checking the 
room and particularly the windows for security. I had certainly drawn the lucky 
straw regarding the team selection. Being smothered by a bull necked, sweaty 
redneck police officer would have been no fun.  Pandemonium having subsided 
and modesty restored she blushingly explained the reason for their intrusion. 
The person next door under the influence of LSD or whatever thought they could 
fly from their balcony. This they achieved for about 1.5 seconds in a downward 
direction until the car park turned them into instant strawberry jam. Suicide or 
murderous intent ?  In such instances it was normal police procedure to rapidly 
check adjoining rooms to eliminate the possibility of anybody gaining access 
to next door and throwing people over the balcony. Suitably exonerated I was 
allowed to return to my slumber knowing full well I was in the good books of 
the local constabulary. Needless to say, recounting the night’s adventure to my 
colleague over breakfast had him choking on his grits.  And here’s me thinking 
that Southern Comfort was some sort of  drink...             contributed by John Startup
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A wartime experience in the dark.
As a 12 year old I lived in Dorking, when WW2 could not even call itself one 
month old, on that warm and pleasant Sunday of 1st October1939. My parents 
had two very good friends in the tiny village close to the Surrey/Sussex border, 
where my father lived when young, called Oakwoodhill. We had been invited 
to have Sunday afternoon tea with them. As was usual we caught the 414 bus 
to Horsham and alighted at Clarks Green just beyond Capel and walked the 3 
miles or so along Weare Street to their house. The last thing you could imagine 
on this glorious early autumn day was that our country was now at war.  By our 
return it was quite dark and along this narrow country lane there was perfect 
silence except for the bark now and then of a distant dog. Nothing else disturbed 
our footsteps until in the far distance the drone of an aircraft engine reached our 
ears. Its noise quickly increased in volume until it sounded right over our heads 
though we could not see it but judged 
it to be very low in height. It was as if 
it purposely was seeking us because 
it started to circle yet we could not 
be seen from above as we had no 
torch-lights whatsoever. He must have 
circled us several times and on one he 
switched all his navigation lights on 
and off. What on earth was he up to, 
we asked ourselves ?   With that he 
flew away and we were soon back 
to complete our peaceful evening walk.  We gained the main road to Dorking 
and climbed on to the fairly empty bus that trundled through Capel village 
and on to Beare Green where several men were waiting to board.  All were 
chattering at once in an almost excited fashion. I recall my parents remarking 
in low tones about people having no respect for their fellow passengers, as the 
men continued with their very loud remarks, some changing  seats to make a 
point with others further away.  I was far more interested in trying to hear what 
they were so excited about as the words "aircraft" and "crash" reached my ears 
several times. Were they talking about the aircraft that flew around us and had 
it crashed nearby ?   The schoolboy jungle telephone system soon confirmed 
that an aircraft had crashed just beyond the bus stop where the men had been 
standing, but I had to wait some six years for the war to end before I could 



9

gain the full story.  The elderly Gloster Gladiator biplane (shown typically in the 
attached photo) was on a night flying exercise out of Croydon Airport where it 
was based with 615 Squadron and not fitted with a radio and hence he became 
lost. The Airport even illuminated the large peace-time neon beacon hoping to 
attract his attention to home onto, alas without success. The crash site was on the 
corner where the original A24 met the A29 Bognor Road. I like to think he was 
attempting to land on the A24 road  where perhaps he had seen reflections off 
the road surface from the hooded lights of vehicles travelling along it, but we 
will never know now.  His parents created a plate that was originally mounted 
on the outer wall of the nearby Beare Green Secondary Modern School that 
read :

To the memory of  Pilot Officer John C. Mackenzie Hanbury
Auxilary Air Force, County of  Surrey Squadron,

killed near this spot while on active service.

Later, the plate was relocated within the School’s hall.
My parents and I had probably been the last few persons who had been so 
close to a young man, just a few feet above us, of whom we did not know 
that he'd die just a few moments later and who we could not help in any way. 
A thought I have carried with me for the rest of my life.

contributed by Brian Buss

A woman goes with her husband to a psychiatrist and says "please, can you 
do something for my man - he thinks he is a horse".  The psychiatrist says "that's 
something I've come across before, about three years ago.  I must warn you that 
it took a while to cure and the process is not cheap". The woman replied "don´t 
worry about the money, he has already won three races."

One night a man walks into his favourite pub, looking very sad. The bartender 
asks the man what he wants. The man answers "Oh, just a beer I suppose". 
The bartender remarks "you're usually much more cheerful - what's wrong ?" 
The man says that he and his wife had a big row and now his wife is not going 
to talk to him for the rest of the month.  The bartender says "what's wrong with 
that ?"   The man replied "well, today is already the 29th isn't it ?"
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Page Ten Teaser

Across :
1 - Bad tempered sound coming out of Cuba ?   Hardly. (3) 
3 - Distracted earls see the light. (5) 
6 - Initially claimed universal benefit for youngster. (3) 
8 - How a seamstress might reach a satisfactory conclusion. (3-2) 
9 - Ruminant’s offspring found in woodland. (7) 
10 -Flier from humble beginnings represents top university. (6,4) 
12 - May be said to have viewed an old adage. (3) 
15 - Young swimmers found back in West Ferring. (4) 
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17 - Sounds like one given instruction under pressure. (4) 
18 - Poor thespian from Okehampton ?   (3) 
22 - Turned spies snare high fliers. (10) 
25 - Bloom on the face of an unpleasant woman ?   (7) 
26 - Famous leader ingests Calcium in China. (5) 
27 - Amphibian that may be found in a Sherlock Holmes story. (3) 
28 - West to a red-backed wetland bird. (5) 
29 - Pull an appendage.  (3)

Down :
1 - Split by best dice configuration. (8) 
2 - Sell a test to high flier. (8) 
3 - Friend returns to quiet electronic device. (6) 
4 - A way to steal energy for lighting effect. (6) 
5 - Disturbance contained by Trump (US president). (6) 
6 - Boast about an American, perhaps ?   (4) 
7 - Swimmer is born a fool. (4) 
11 - Consume unusual drink. (3) 
13 - Take a flier from unexpected Ascot Win. (8) 
14 - Instrument used by medic contributes nothing to the range. (8) 
16 - Extract the juice from a Cox’s apple. (3) 
19 - Frenchman will concede a plant. (6) 
20 - Crustacean is open to quiet over-dose. (6) 
21 - Sets off right after church service. (6) 
23 - On reflection it could be a character from Greek Mythology. (4) 
24 - s999 follow directions in the water. (4) 

Solution for Crossword in Issue 7 :
Across : 
1-Bucks, 4-Spirit, 9 Narwhal, 10-Eagle, 11-Ante, 12-Mustard, 13-Cub, 
14-Rash, 16-Nits, 18-Art, 20-Overrun, 21-Scan, 24-Pares, 25-Drummer, 
26-Redial, 27-Koala. 
Down : 
1-Bantam, 2-Carat, 3-Soho, 5-Pheasant, 6-Regnant, 7-Trendy, 8-Plumb, 
13-Charisma, 15-Averred, 17-Copper, 18-Anode, 19-Andrea,  22-Comma, 
23-Puck   thanks again to “Friends of Warnham Local Nature Reserve”
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Don't Forget the Diver.
The article on the Swindon visit jogged my memory of a visit in my student days 
to the Royal Naval diving school.  I was a member of the College sub aqua 
club and we visited HMS Vernon.  Not to be confused with HMS Dolphin where 
submariners were trained to escape from submarines at great depth. Vernon 
was a huge tank filled with seawater, some 20 feet deep and about 30 feet in 
diameter. Observation ports were let into the side to view the divers in action. 
This was not about flippers, snorkels, masks and Lotte Hass but the real thing. 
Diving suits, copper helmets, airlines and lifelines, all the things needed to carry 
out underwater repair and maintenance 1950’s style. Our afternoon was spent 
in kitting out and going down to do some simulated jobs. There was plenty of 
flippant gallows humour between us and the petty officers in charge but later we 
realised we were being watched  like  hawks for any  signs of distress needing 
remedial action. In today’s PC world this sort of outing would be verboten.  The 
diving suit is best described as an adult size romper suit made from rubberised 
canvass, with only holes for neck and cuffs. These were finished in rubber which 
gave a tight waterproof seal. Air could bleed out under pressure but water 
could not get in.  I shrugged into the suit and sat down. The suit, being very 
baggy gave plenty of room to move about. Terror and apprehension then set 
in as I was progressively dressed for the dive. Firstly, the boots. 10lb of lead 
firmly strapped to your ankles making movement impossible. Then a copper/
bronze neck corselet bolted to studs embedded in the suit. More weight and my 
shoulders began to sag. More lead weights front and back were hooked on. By 
now I was helpless, trapped inside the suit with more to come. A lifeline/intercom 
and harness were then strapped to the suit which further reduced mobility. Lastly 
the copper dome. As this was lowered onto my shoulders and screwed into 
place, I glanced up and saw a photo of the smiling instructor stuck to the inside 
rim with the caption “Please count to 10 before you panic”  I struggled to the 
water’s edge probably moving like the quintessential mummy seen in horror 
movies. My instructor screwed in the faceplate and I was alone. A tap on the 
shoulder and a gentle shove sent me feet first into the tank and; absolute bliss !!   
The crushing weight had magically disappeared and I dropped serenely to the 
bottom some 20 feet down with the comforting hiss of compressed air issuing 
from somewhere behind my right ear.   The first thing I saw was a motionless 
imposing figure reminiscent of “Gort” the robot in the movie The Day the Earth 
Stood Still. He was the instructor supervisor charged with keeping us in order.  
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What&Where ?
As with all things - it's always easy 
if you already know the answer !   
This  W&W is to be found within 8 
miles of Horley.   Award yourself 25 
points + a Gold Star if you did get it.

The first task was to adjust buoyancy. The helmet was fitted with a regulator 
valve. Shut it and you inflated like a balloon. Open it and air gushes out and 
you lose buoyancy and sink. Several attempts at achieving the correct valve 
setting got me standing on the bottom rather than bouncing around like a 
lunar astronaut. The second task was to do up a nut and bolt using a spanner. 
Where was the spanner ?  Dangling from the belt, impossible to retrieve without 
contorting oneself. Solution ?  Drop it and pick it up. Try kneeling down in an 
inflated diving suit.  Of course, the spanner was half buried in the simulated 
muck on the bottom. Next task, saw a plank of wood in two. Try kneeling on a 
sawing horse as one normally would. After a struggle it was done and then the 
scary bit. Did the sawn-off piece fall to the floor as one would expect ?  No, 
it floated up past your eyes. Totally unexpected and somewhat disorientating.  
The nearest experience I could think of is the feeling of going "up" on the "down" 
escalator. Your somatic nervous system cannot cope and you tend to freak out.   
One of our number, a diminutive girl was having trouble seeing out.  Remember, 
over-inflation causes the helmet to rise above the shoulders, causing the glass 
window to rise to forehead level. She had to stand on tiptoe inside the suit to see 
out. With 2 or 3 of us in the tank our shenanigans had entangled our lines not 
inextricably but enough be a nuisance to untangle.  “Gort” to the rescue. Over 
the intercom he told us when to step back, turn, move forward etc. untangling 
the lines as we moved about. We were told by onlookers that our movements 
resembled a grotesque underwater ballet.  Fun over and time to surface. 
Close the valve inflate the suit for positive buoyancy and climb the ladder to 
the surface. One buddy tightened his valve and before he could loosen it, he 
ballooned like a Michelin man. Floating spread-eagled on the surface he was 
“gaffed” by one of the petty officers who paddled him around the tank before 
releasing his valve. Hilarious for us but not so funny for him. The crushing weight 
having returned I could not wait to be dis-robed.  Today I cannot believe I did 
all this but then it was a great adventure.                                                                                                         contributed by John Startup



Horley Piscatorial Society
One of the oldest angling clubs in Britain is the Horley Piscatorial Society, dating 
back to the 1860s when it was known as “oddfellows”.  We have a traceable 
history spanning much of the last 70 years in the form of Committee meetings 
and AGMs which are minuted in two ledgers with the first entry dated 19th April 
1953. It is with great pride that we 
still control the Angling on several 
of the original venues on the club’s 
portfolio.  Angling has changed in 
many ways over the years but the 
spirit of the sport is still very much 
rooted in a love for the outdoors 
and the quest for the secrets hidden 
beneath the water’s surface.  To 
some it is an occasional hobby, 
enjoyed in the fairer weather, but 
for some unfortunate souls (myself 
included), it is an all-consuming passion which fills in the other two seconds of 
thought when not thinking about the obvious…   In fact it can be hard to think of 
anything else (the fishing that is) as it is such a diverse hobby. There are many 
different disciplines within angling; fly; coarse; sea; big game; to name but a few. 
Each category then has its own sub categories.   In its modern day guise, HPS 
is firmly focussed on a conservation minded and community spirited approach.  
We are always pleased to welcome new members of all disciplines, all ages and 
importantly, all abilities.   We have introduced young members to their first fishy 
encounter and also given more experienced anglers opportunities to catch fish 
of their dreams.  Ladies are also getting in on the action – not to be outdone by 
the men !   Through conservation work we hope to preserve local habitats for not 
only fish and our members, but also populations of native flora and fauna which 
can only enhance the natural environment for the wider community. We are 
lucky to work in partnership with a host of local and national organisations such 
as Horley Conservation group, Gatwick Greenspaces, RBBC, the Environment 
Agency, South East Rivers Trust and the Wild Trout Trust.   If you feel you are not 
an Angler at heart you could still enjoy a day on the bank and get a sense of the 
purpose that drives us fanatics to spend endless hours staring at the shimmering 
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Highlighting a Local Club or Organisation.



surface of the local ponds and rivers.  For those of us that are fortunate to have 
been captured hook, line and sinker, we could probably never truly explain our 
fixation. It is summed up all too well in a television series from the early 90’s – A 
Passion for Angling.  If you have had the pleasure of watching Chris Yates and 
Bob James in this all time classic series you will have heard them use the quote:
"Just being there".   If you would like to try being there, drop us a line and we 
will do our utmost to point you in the right direction.   I could describe many 
encounters I have had throughout my Angling career but instead I would like to 
paint you a picture of one of my most cherished venues under our remit;   "This 
picturesque stretch of the river is nestled in beautiful farmland surrounded by 
trees and fields.  Due to this being a working dairy farm you can expect to find 
livestock roaming freely in the fields where the river runs through.  Approached 
sensibly this should not cause disruption to your pursuit.  In addition to livestock 
there is a wealth of wildlife to be appreciated here with Barn Owls, Red Kites 
and Buzzards amongst the spectacular aerial displays for those who take the 
time to really appreciate their surroundings.  There are many mammals here 
too such as deer, voles and field mice for those with a keen eye and stealthy 
approach.  The fishing here really is secondary to its natural beauty".   The club 
has moved with the times, no doubt the key to its longevity.  Membership has 
been an issue we had to contend with this year and we are looking to improve 
our joining process with modern online options.  This we hope will ensure the 
future of the society for generations to come so that the gift of Angling may 
be shared with many more budding Piscators.  We operate on a non-profit 
basis and it is important to note that all proceeds raised from memberships are 
reinvested into both the club and its venues.          
                                                                          Lewis Keen - Membership Secretary

email : horleypiscatorial@gmail.com             web : horleypiscatorial.com
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What&Where ?
Not really an every day subject but once seen never forgotten.  In Buchan Park.

© Chris  Tollast



And finally...

Even in these dark days there are still enough reasons to celebrate !

In November we pay tribute to the parents of the following people :

On the 21st Eddie Redfern saw the light of day.
On the 22nd Bill Chapman made an appearance.

On the 23rd Chris Phillips entered this world.
On the 30th Eric Daniel increased the local population with one.

Please let us know if your birthday is in November but was not mentioned.

The editor always has the last word.....

I would like to say a very warm “thank you” to those people who have, with 
their contributions, made this  issue of proBITS  possible - take a bow !

Contributions for the December issue are very welcome (if not essential) - and 
you still have enough time on your hands !     More details on page 2.

Please email to :

jpdl.probus@icloud.com

Receipt by 1st of December latest would be much appreciated, it gives me 
enough time to prepare the next issue which will see the light of day on the 

second Tuesday of December, the 8th.

Our website : www.probusclubhorley.org


