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VI N T A G E  SP O RT S- C A R  C L U B  L I M I T E D  

ESTAB L ISHED 1 93 4

A temporary state of affairs 
W hen the moment came to ‘fill this space’ in the last 

issue (as Bulletin editors seem always to refer to the 
task of writing an editorial), it seemed important not to 
mention explicitly the dreaded virus. The news was full of 
nothing else, and if one thought about it for too long, one 
could suffer from a fit of the Lance Corporal Jones – ‘Don’t 
panic, Mr Tunnicliffe!’ 

Three months on, and we are a bit more used to the new 
normal. It seems safe to tackle the subject head-on. The 
club still exists, even if most of the year’s events have been 
wiped out. Given that, the Editor hopes you will forgive him 
for the complete absence of event reports in the pages ahead, 
apart from an item from Nick Sloan about the first pub meet 
since lockdown ended (wasn’t that first pint from a pub like 
manna from heaven?) 

What follows instead is a number of features about all 
manner of subjects that have little to do with VSCC life in 
2020, which is probably the point of a club magazine. On 
the bright side (which is where one tends to look), articles 
about Morris Oxfords and V8-engined motorbikes do cheer 
the soul, and the wiped-out events calendar provides an 
opportunity to run all the pieces there isn’t normally space 
for. The last time this happened was more recently than you 
might think – in a special farewell issue (230) to former 
editor David Thirlby in 2001. The Thirlby Farewell Issue is, 
even by VSCC standards, an eccentric publication, but after 
15 years in the chair, he apparently had a cupboard bursting 

with odd articles that needed printing, and wouldn’t leave 
until they had been. 

It is important to mention the virus here too because The 
Bulletin is a publication of record. Future readers looking 
back at this issue could be left scratching their heads as to 
why Wiscombe, Harewood and Oulton Park had not been 
reported on in 2020. Readers of 2080 – they were cancelled. 
And the agony continues. Every time you curse the dreaded 
virus for spoiling your summer, spare a thought for Andrew 
Tarring at TOPO, heroically trying to get future events off 
the ground, only for them to be scratched at the last minute 
(the Welsh Rally being the most recent casualty). The push-
me-pull-you of emotions – of hoping the future will be 
alright, only to have to make a reverse ferret nearer the time 
– is one of the most exhausting parts of life in a pandemic. 

But there is light at the end of the tunnel. Track days 
have now taken place at Prescott and Shelsley (reports in the 
next issue), and both events were a success, with people who 
had never had the chance to run up a hill being converted 
to vintage speed competition. And even if the virus returns, 
and further events are cancelled, there is always the future 
to look forward to. 

Self-help manuals and spiritual gurus tend to tell us to 
live in the present. But at times like these, it is healthier to 
dream of the future, while revisiting glorious memories of 
the past. There – we have acknowledged the virus. Now let’s 
not speak of it again. 

No. 309 Autumn 2020 VSCC Bulletin33

14366-VSCC-Bulletin Autumn 309.indb   3 18/08/2020   11:09



No. 309 Autumn 2020 VSCC Bulletin4

E ditor:  Matthew Bell
email: vscc.editor@gmail.com 
Fowler’s Lane Cottage
Stanton St Bernard 
Wiltshire SN8 4LP  
Tel: 01672 560235 

C hief sub -editor:  Andrew Hawkey

VSCC, The Old Post Offi ce 
West Street, Chipping Norton 
Oxfordshire OX7 5EL 
Tel: 01608 644777 Fax: 01608 644888

General information: info@vscc.co.uk

For all advertising inquiries, please contact:
Sue Farrow or Rob Schulp at Flying Space Ltd. 
Tel: 01344 761928 email: sue@fl yingspace.co.uk 

Cover: The poignant moment Count Eliot Zborowski looked upon his new 60hp Mercedes for the fi rst time, in 1903, shortly 
before it killed him. There is something haunting about the way he is studying the car, and in the expression of the mechanic, 
the composition having a portentous quality reminiscent of an Old Master painting. Read more on p.17 (Clare Hay)

THE BULLETIN OF THE VINTAGE SPORTS-CAR CLUB

6 SIDELIGHTS 

10 AN ALVIS IN NZ
The Easterbook-Smith 12/50 

12 THE PERFECT HACK 
A case for the Morris Oxford

17 A CURSED COUNT?
Zborowski’s fatal Mercedes 

18 TALES OF TUBBS
A Penny for them

22 RIVERS FLETCHER
Homage to my father, by Jeremy 
Rivers-Fletcher

26 AT LAMB HILL 
Andrew Hawkey recalls a long-gone 
Devon garage

30 A BANGALORE BUG
Unearthed photos of a Bugatti in 
India

32 GLENN CURTISS
The land speed record holder that 
never was

President:  Paul Tunnicliffe

Past Presidents:  S.C.H. Davis, Forrest Lycett, L.E. Pomeroy, 
E.K.H. Karslake, C. Clutton CBE, H.P. Bowler, K. Neve OBE, 
J.W. Rowley, R. Barker, P.A. Mann, N. Arnold-Forster, B.B.D. Kain, 
J.W.T. Crocker, T.J. Threlfall, C.P. Marsh, R.A. Collings, 
B. Spollon, B.M. Clarke, D.R. Marsh, J.P. Ghosh, P.L. Glover, 
M.R. Grant Peterkin, R.L. Ballard, A.K. Stephens, T.P. Kneller, 
G.F. Smith, J. Lees

President E meritus:  T.W. Carson MBE 

Secretary:  Tania Brown 

L ib rarian:  Ian Ferguson, library@vscc.co.uk

T he C ommittee and D irectors:  Simon Blakeney-Edwards, 
Clive Fidgeon, David Furnell, Mike Holt, Tim Kneller, 
Alisdaire Lockhart, Stuart Moore, David Rolfe, Ian Standing, 
David Swann, Nick Topliss, Ian Wasteney

14366-VSCC-Bulletin Autumn 309.indb   4 18/08/2020   11:09



VSCC Bulletin No. 309 Autumn 20205

If ever a time machine is invented, The Editor would like to be transported back to this very moment in France, when 
Monsieur Bourbeau’s Bédélia cyclecar ruled the roads. Henry Williamson’s story about a drive through France in one starts 
on p.48. Thanks to Mike Bullett for this photo and the many others illustrating that piece 

38 PHOTO  
COMPETITION
Jim Wood announces the winners 

42 HENRY WILLIAMSON 
Part Two: thrills and rolls in an Alvis 
Silver Eagle

48 BÉDÉLIA: A STORY 
Some bed-time reading

60 THE PAGE DIARIES
Final instalment of a 1909 adventure

66 A FINE PACKARD
What became of Page’s car? 

68 1920 
Motoring news from 100 years ago

72 LETTERS 

82 OBITUARIES

86 BOOKS

99 HOW TO...
Understand cut-outs and regulators, 
by Paul Rogers 

101 QUIZ 

102 CROSSWORD 

14366-VSCC-Bulletin Autumn 309.indb   5 18/08/2020   11:09



D isab led Photographers’  Society
John Taylor writes to ask if any members have any unwanted 
photographic equipment, and to consider donating it to the 
Disabled Photographers’ Society. John became involved with 
the DPS through his friendship with the late John Miller, an 
aviation and vintage car enthusiast, who was an avid col-
lector of cameras on behalf of the DPS. Since developing 
arthritis himself, John has become a member and has taken 
over the task of collecting donations with chairman Tom 
Molloy, travelling extensively to do so. If you have any old 
cameras, tripods or lenses lying around, John can be reached 
on (01926) 854456 or at 60 Windy Arbour, Kenilworth, CV8 
2BB. 

T om Norton
An item in the last issue about Tom Norton, founder of The 
Automobile Palace in Llandrindod Wells, prompted Sunbeam 
guru Bruce Dowell to write in. He kindly shares these pictures 
of Norton aboard a couple of early Sunbeams, of which he 
had a few, including FO 23, FO 35, FO 46, FO 57 and FO 

94. Like many members, Bruce has fond memories of seeing 
The Automobile Palace on his way to The Metropole Hotel, 
a regular venue for vintage motoring weekends. Our thanks 
to Bruce for sharing these pics. 

C hapeau, Madame
James Cheyne forwards this charming old postcard of a lady 
in France and wonders if anyone can identify the car. His 
wife is more interested in the hat, which appears to be a little-
known Cap-Beret ‘Blanche’ Special. 

Sidelights
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T hat Stirling Moss ‘ A ustin’
Much reaction to the photograph of Stirling Moss in a pecu-
liar-looking light car on p. 75 of the last issue. The caption 
erroneously describes it as ‘a bodged Austin 7’, whereas 
in fact it is the Peugeot Lockhart Special, built by Frank 
Lockhart (see Bulletin 307, p. 39). Simon Diffey noted that 
the photo would have been taken ‘at about 
the time Frank acquired the Rover single 
seater from Dunham & Haines in Luton 
and raced it with the forward thinking 
VSCC that allowed racing cars that were 
only 10 years old at the time’. 

Nigel Stennett-Cox said: ‘I find it 
hard to credit that any part of the “bodged 
Austin 7” ever saw the inside of the 
Longbridge factory. The car looks like a 
Peugeot “Quadrilette” or the later Model S 
from that manufacturer to me. The visible 
rear wheel, intriguingly however, is an 
18″ item from a 1934–39 Morris Eight 
van, with its six securing nuts suggest-
ing that the whole rear axle came from 
a Morris Eight. The swap would have 
given the Peugeot a differential thereby 
making it eligible for trials.’ Nigel also 
recalls Frank’s single-seater Rover racer, 
‘distinctly recalling it having the Rover 
three-litre engine which entered production in late 1958! 
The inlet over exhaust valve engine’s antecedent came out in 
1948, going into the first Land Rovers in that same year and 
the Rover 60 and 75 P3 models. A bit of arm-bending from 
Frank, and maybe not much chance being foreseen of his 
winning anything was sufficient to oil the eligibility wheels.’ 

Mike Costigan says the identity of Stirling Moss’s first 
car has long been a discussion in Austin Seven circles, but 
that this photograph ‘does not provide any useful clues. The 
car in your picture owes nothing to the Longbridge Company; 
it looks to me like it probably started life as an early 1920s 
Peugeot Quadrilette. Nor could it be taken in 1947 (when 
he would have been 17 or 18, not 16); the receding hairline 
suggests a mid-1950s date at the earliest. The photo attached 
shows a twenty-year-old Stirling with a full head of hair!’ 

But most authoritative of all is David Filsell, who writes: 
‘No, no, no and no again! This is Frank Lockhart’s Baby 
Peugeot, NX7075, after his first re-build. He had dug out the 
incomplete remains of this car from a scrap heap (possibly 
the big yard behind the old Cow Roast pub on the Berkham-
sted Road), put on some wings and added various bits to 
what remained of the bodywork. For example, the rear of the 
body had started life as the scuttle on a worm-drive Standard 
Nine. We had done one or two happy VSCC events with this 
cobbled-up little car, when Frank thought what a good idea 
it would be to ask his already well-known neighbour, from 
the farm up the hill, if he would like to try something very 
different to his habitual 500. Stirling was tickled pink by its 
total lack of performance. How do I know all this? I was 
there. This was in the early fifties. On the odd occasion when 

our paths crossed over the years, Stirling always addressed 
me as “Boy”, even though he was not much older than me. 
I realised that this was his habit when he recognized a face 
but couldn’t put a name to it, so when I had the good fortune 
to find myself sitting next to him at the post-event dinner 
after Pirelli Classic Marathon (circa 1990), I asked him if he 

remembered the little Peugeot. There was 
nothing wrong at all with his memory – 
“Yes of course I do. That’s where we first 
me – you were with the owner, dear old 
Frank Lockhart.”

While we’re at it, may I indulge 
in another happy memory of those pre 
Peugeot-Jap days? There was no speed-
ometer, but Frank used to say that the oil-
pressure gauge was a reliable substitute. 
With a hot engine, in top, 2psi equaled 
20mph and 3 psi meant 30mph. Keeping 
the power (?) full on, sometimes, on a 
favourable downhill stretch such as could 
be found on the undulating Cotswold 
by-way between Withington and Ched-
worth, we could even achieve 4psi – 
“Look David – 40!”

But suddenly, we found ourselves 
being blown to the side of the road by a 
30/98 which we estimated must have been 

doing at least double our speed. It was indeed fortunate that 
we had been blown off course because, attached by a short 
piece of rope that did not improve its directional stability, 
there was a Brescia (highly) Modifié with copper wings, 
occupied by a desperate-looking character with a name of 
Scottish derivation, which was bouncing around over nearly 
all the rest of the road. At the next Marshals’ Dinner, Brian 
Luscott-Evans (the one with the red beard) gave a brief 
address, during which he so aptly described Arthur Jeddere-
Fisher as “a tower of strength...”

As for its successor, the Peugeot 172R as once owned by 
my parents’ friend Henry Williamson, Frank had one of those 
as well, but it would be a massive understatement to say that 
this was not a success. Some other time for the reminiscences 
thereof?’
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I nvitation to all 3- litre B entley owners
In 1922 it may have seemed brave for a fledgling manu-
facturer to risk the glare of publicity in Britain’s toughest 
motor race, the Isle of Man Tourist Trophy, but W.O. Bentley 
grasped the opportunity. Three specially prepared light-
weight cars were entered, each with Ewart bodies, a flat, 
horseshoe-style radiator, high ‘straight through’ exhaust, 
and last-minute fuel tank additions. Clement and Bentley 
had tested the cars rigorously, recording 90mph into a 
headwind at Brooklands. They were pitted against Vauxhall 
and Sunbeam, one of the latter driven by Henry Segrave, 
who recorded the fastest lap but was forced to retire with 
ignition problems. The grid had formed in heavy rain for 8 
punishing 37.75-mile laps of the rough-surfaced mountain 
circuit, and conditions steadily deteriorated. Through a deep-
ening slush of stone and mud, the leading cars averaged 
over 55mph with just five finishers. Chassagne’s Sunbeam 
won, Clement’s Bentley came 2nd, and the other two 3-litres 
took 4th and 5th. The authorities hurriedly organised a team 
prize and a racing legend was born. To celebrate this heroic 
effort, a ‘Raid’ of 100 3-litre Bentleys is being organised by 
Vivian Bush through the Bentley Drivers Club. The event, 

in August 2022, is open to all 3-litre owners. The culmina-
tion will be to assemble a centenary grid for a very privi-
leged lap of the closed circuit. Please register your interest at  
www.Bentleytt100.com

B lower B entley could b e next  L ego set 
In August 2018, Ben Croot started building a Lego model 
of Tim Birkin’s1930 Bentley 4½-litre ‘Blower’. It took 
him eight months of working on the project on and off to 
complete it and he is now asking members to vote for it to 
become the next Lego set. He describes the process thus: ‘I’ve 
spent countless hours redesigning every part over and over 
again, from rebuilding the entire chassis to the small details 
on the engine in order to recreate the most accurate represen-
tation I possibly could. First, I built a prototype model using 
parts of all different colours. Once this was complete the 
next task was to get the car into the correct colours. I took the 
model apart into sections and figured out which parts I had 
to order and which needed to be sprayed. Once the parts had 
arrived, I built the sections made up of existing Lego colours 
and took apart, piece by piece, the bricks that needed spray 
painting. The original model was photographed so that I could 
remember how it all fitted together. I sprayed all the parts in 
either a dark racing green or camouflage green, then built 
the whole model back together again. A lot of my time was 
spent perfecting the steering function, it mimics the real-life 
mechanism, has a good turning circle and works alongside 
the tilted front wheels. The steering mechanism used in the 
Bentley is “worm and wheel”, a spiral gear on the steering 
column is interlocked (at an angle) with a small gear attached 
to a steering linkage, the steering linkage is then attached to 
the right front wheel hub which is connected to the left wheel 
hub using another linkage.’ Ben has now asked Lego to 
make it into a real set, for which he needs 10,000 votes. At 
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the time of writing, he has 4,500. If you would like to lend 
your support, please go to https://ideas.lego.com/ and enter 
‘Bentley’ in the search box. You will find Ben’s project and 
can lend him your vote. 

The first pint 
A wonderful time was had by all at the first post-virus meeting 
at The British Queen in Meldreth, just north of Royston in 
Cambridgeshire. David Smith organised this event and was 
worried that the pub could be overwhelmed, but it was a case 
of the right crowd and no crowding, or in our present situa-
tion, distancing. Some fine cars were in attendance ,including 

the newly acquired 23/60 Vauxhall tourer of Tim Reynolds, 
and a Vincents of Reading landaulette version on the same 
chassis of Frazer Sloan, in the back of which I was safely 
ensconced behind the curved glass division for the trip there 
and back from Hertford. There was the pristine, but not too 
pristine, Rolls-Royce 20 of Richard Edgell and the delight-
fully sporty Bentley of Richard Freestone. Also attending 
was an eight-pushrod Salmson, David Smith emphasising the 
eight-pushrod feature, applicable probably only to Salmsons 
to differentiate from their four-pushrod cousins. The food 
was excellent, as was my first pint of Timothy Taylor’s bitter 
in several months. Wonderful.

Nicholas Sloan 
Peter Meyer’ s web site
In a review of Peter Meyer’s excellent new ENV 75 workshop 
manual in the last issue, a hyphen was missing from the web 
address. 

The correct address is www.preselector-gearbox.de 

Has this one survived? 
Mark Garfitt bought this photo and negative recently on 
Ebay. It shows a very unusual left-hand-drive circa 1938 
BMW 326 on a UK plate, registered OG 4391, which is a 
Birmingham number from about 1930/31. Mark wonders if 
it was brought into this country by a member of the armed 
forces returning from Europe. He has consulted the BMW 
guru Rainer Simons, who confirms it is a BMW 326 Drauz 
Roadster Kabriolett. These where built exclusively for BMW 
dealer ‘Kurpfalz’ at the Kurfuerstendamm in Berlin. In 1939 
this dealership was bought by a Helmut Polensky, who was 
forced to close some months later when the war began. In 
early 1945 he had to flee for Hamburg with his future wife on 
a borrowed BMW R75 motorcycle. Mark wonders if anyone 
knows anything more about this particular car. 

The statements and opinions expressed in each and every issue of the Bulletin are not necessarily the considered views of the 
directors of the club. The views expressed by the editor, contributors, correspondents and advertisers are their own and do not 
necessarily reflect the view of the club. The VSCC accepts no responsibility for the results of following contributors’ advice, 
nor does it necessarily endorse the services or products offered by advertisers. 
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The Bulletin’s global reach
In the last issue, Clive Taylor of New Zealand wondered if 

anyone had any information on an Alvis 12/50 which in 
1944 belonged to a Geoff Easterbrook-Smith. We published a 
photo of the car from that year, which had surfaced in Oliver 
Heal’s archives in Buckinghamshire. Over in Sydney, Aus-
tralia, Tim Shellshear was watching the latest Agatha Christie 
TV series, The Pale Horse, in which the main character is a 
Mark Easterbrook. He then went to bed, taking with him his 
new issue of The Bulletin, whereupon his eye landed on the 
item about the Easterbrook-Smith Alvis. A bell was rung, so 
the next day he looked into the archive of the Vintage Sports 
Car Club of Australia, of which he has twice been president. 
There, in the VSCCA’s collection, he found the photos you 
see here, and 27 pages of letters from Geoff Easterbrook-
Smith to the VSCCA’s founder member, Robert Beal Pritch-
ett, dating from 1944 to 1946. 

‘Our Club was formed in September 1944 largely due 
to the huge enthusiasm and drive of Robert Beal Pritchett, 
known affectionately as RBP,’ says Tim. ‘Bob was a ded-
icated and prolific letter writer and kept excellent records 
so that our Correspondence Archives alone contain more 
than 3,400 pages, generally handwritten, of correspondence 

between 1943 and 1948. As Geoff Easterbrook-Smith was 
very involved in the establishment of the NZ Sports and 
Racing Car Club in 1944 it was inevitable they should cor-
respond.’ 

From the letters, we learn of the challenges that faced 
enthusiasts during the war years. ‘Unfortunately I have had 
to leave wife, child and Alvis in Nelson, so things are not 
as good as they might be,’ he writes on 12 October 1944.  
Easterbrook-Smith describes the difficulties of getting a club 
going in a country where good cars are thin on the ground, 
and of the age-old problem of having no money. ‘Before I got 
the Alvis I tried to buy Messenger’s 1921 8-cyl 3-litre G.P. 
Sunbeam but he wanted £250 for it, which sum I naturally 
considered rather excessive, quite apart from the fact that I 
have not got £250,’ he writes on 31 May 1944. ‘He is one 
of those people who keeps a car like that, won’t sell it at a 
reasonable price, and never uses it. Since I started the club, 
the price of vintage sports cars has increased enormously. 
Apparently people have realised that there are a few des-
perate members of the community, such as myself, who are 
prepared to go to almost any length to obtain a good car, and 
they react accordingly. Rogues!!?’

No. 309 Autumn 2020 VSCC Bulletin10
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 Throughout the letters, Easterbrook-Smith asks RBP 
how the Mercedes Crossley is coming on. This was a car 
that RBP spent some 14 years building, having acquired in 
1938 a much-campaigned 1925 Crossley 20/70 from Mrs 
Nina Jones, an enthusiastic Australian motorist of the 1920s 
and ’30s. RBP set about restoring the car, only to suffer a 
collision with a milk-cart a year later, which destroyed the 
radiator and front half of the engine. In 1940, he managed to 
buy a dismantled Mercedes 24/100 with Pullman limousine 
body for £20, and spent the following 14 years merging the 
two. The full story of the car, known as ‘Monster’, was pub-
lished in the September 2014 edition of The Automobile. To 
complete the circle, for the past 11 years the car has belonged 
to Tim Shellshear. Many thanks to Tim and the VSCCA for 
allowing us to publish these photographs.  

Opposite: Geoff Easterbrook-Smith can be seen hand-
cranking his Alvis 12/50 at the New Zealand Sports and 
Racing Car Club hill climb at Judgeford near Wellington 
on 4 January 1945. The 1924 SC Alvis 12/50 in front was 
driven by Errol Ansell, and was a celebrated car, having 
won the New Zealand Light Car Cup at Muriwai Beach in 
1926. The Riley is an ex-works lightweight team car, here 
driven by Morrie Proctor who is talking to Ansell. It was 
driven by Malcolm Campbell to third place in the 1931 
Irish GP, and had TT and Brooklands history in the UK 
before being exported to Australia in 1933 where it won the 
Australian GP driven by Bill Thompson. It has been in NZ 
since 1934. These two cars now belong to Peter Croft
Above: Action shot of Proctor in the Riley winning 
Judgeford Hill Climb in 1945
Right: With its shortened chassis and minimal running gear, 
Geoff Easterbrook-Smith’s 12/50 cut a rakish dash
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Why doesn’t everyone have a  
Bullnose for a hack?

Cheap and simple, the Morris Oxford is perfect for ferrying saplings,  
shotguns and children, finds B A U MPFL A NZ E R, after buying one by mistake

The distinguished motoring journalist Andrew Frankel 
has said that it is impossible to be unhappy and driving a 

vintage Bentley at the same time. The Bullnose Morris takes 
this to an altogether higher emotional and psychological 
plane: it is impossible to conduct a Bullnose Cowley without 
experiencing a feeling of pure joy.

Old Mr Morris, as my sentimental, if slightly unimagina-
tive, infant children named him, was the result of one of my 
occasional forays into the offerings of the smaller auction 
houses. I have always been prey to whims which, when they 
recur frequently enough, trick me into irrational purchases. 
Whereas these acquisitions have been almost entirely to the 
benefit of the auctioneers and their clients, OMM has been a 
conspicuous success.

The late great W.H. Charnock, in his book Mind Over 
Motor, used the literary device of the pathetic fallacy when 

writing about those of his cars which he held in highest 
affection. (I shall nominate this volume in the unlikely event 
that I find myself a castaway on a deserted island. It should 
be a set book issued to all VSCC members on joining the 
Club and made compulsory reading.) ‘W.C.’, as he lavatori-
ally styled himself, likened Behemoth, his Bentley 3/4½, to 
a hippopotamus. OMM is more like a pony. 

Getting him started is the automobile equivalent of 
saddling up: battery on, petrol tap on, ignition lever to retard, 
choke to rich, slow running turned down, ignition switch to 
‘D’, flood Smiths carburettor, press starter button, choke to 
lean, advance ignition, increase slow running and allow to 
warm up at fast tickover. As with many ponies, OMM is 
unco-operative and lethargic at first, but as the needles in the 
dashboard and radiator begin to point in the right direction, 
he picks up and becomes willing to please. 

The author’s grandson William at 
the wheel of Old Mr Morris, with 
Emilia and Isabella enjoying the 
carpeted rear quarters

No. 309 Autumn 2020 VSCC Bulletin12
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Clutton and Stanford, in their seminal work The Vintage 
Motor Car, described OMM and his brethren thus: ‘Most 
light cars had some weak feature or another which their 
owners had to tolerate, but the Morris has none of impor-
tance ... it has the merits of being easy to drive, totally 
reliable, and particularly smooth and silent.’ So enamoured 
were the authors of the Bullnose, that a ¾ coupe Oxford 
appears on the dust cover – along with the inevitable 30-98. 
Their one criticism was that the Cowley was ‘never notable 
for performance’; but OMM challenges their assessment, for 
he is a racehorse trapped in a pony’s body. Lurking deep 
within his engine bay lies a 32bhp Oxford engine disguised 
under a film of red paint – no puny pony, he.

OMM shares duties with the quicker products of Crick-
lewood, Derby, Barlby Road and Eisenach, as well as some 
pacy post-war machinery, but he’s as much fun around the 
narrow and twisty lanes of rural Lower East Anglia as any 
of them. Apart from relishing the very precise steering and 
stable cornering – once you’ve recalibrated your relative 
helming and throttle inputs – you can ‘heel and toe’ on 
the perfectly placed pedals, which you certainly can’t on a 
three-litre Bentley, unless you have trebly articulated ankles. 
This technique is, in reality, only required for turning off into 
side roads and your drive, rather than dropping gears under 
heavy braking into bends. There is a gulf between canter and 
trot in OMM’s stride pattern and the only time that he strug-
gles in traffic is on long hills when a down change is needed. 
Happily, Lower East Anglia is flat, but OMM’s usability, in 
modern traffic, reduces with each additional degree of lon-
gitude West.

OMM was supplied by Knott Brothers Ltd of 180, 
Charminster Road, Bournemouth, in early 1926 and, being 
fitted with the two-seater body, set the first owner back by 
about £162-10s-0d, plus £7-10s-0d for front wheel brakes, 
according to Jarman and Barraclough in their standard work 
on the Bullnose. It was the cheapest option and remains the 
least favoured even today. This surprises me for reasons 
which I shall reveal later.  

For such a cheap car, it was remarkably well appointed. 
OMM’s instruments tell you very accurately how fast he’s 
going; how little pressure his engine’s under, unless uphill 
under load; how he doesn’t feel the heat, even in summer in 
traffic; how dynamically he’s attending to his relationship 
with his battery; and how long it’s taken him to complete 
your journey. The clock, in some ways, is a better gauge of 
his rate of progress than his speedometer. His speedometer 
has a trip meter, though, which is more than you get on the 
standard Smiths speedo fitted to a three-litre Bentley.

Admittedly, the interior is a little stark, with ‘pyramid’ 
rubber flooring. I did ask Malcolm McKay, the charming 
membership secretary of the very active Bullnose Club, 
if he had the pattern for the carpet. He snorted: ‘Carpet? 
In a Cowley!’, from which I inferred that this was not an 
acceptable fitment. Curiously, it is, apparently, all right to 
have a carpet in the dickey, perhaps as compensation for the 
less comfortable seating arrangements compared with those 
afforded upfront. The front bench, although the Cowley had 

lost its deep button upholstery by 1926, is the accommoda-
tion of choice – unless you’re under ten.

OMM is in regular, that is to say frequent, use. He lives 
either in a cart lodge or is left outside, just like the willing 
pony he aspires to be, and has become my all-seasons 
shopping car. This wasn’t intended when he was bought; 
things have simply evolved that way. I have retrospectively 
rationalised his use. It is possible that I have selected the 
evidence to fit the argument, rather than the other way round, 
which is generally regarded as the more rigorous intellectual 
approach.

First, maintenance is simple and even I, an incompetent 
mechanic, can tackle regular servicing. The only time that 
he has been off the road is when my local garage rebuilt 
his tired engine, which took a frustrating twelve months. I 
pointed out to the gifted proprietor that an annual service 
is supposed to last a year, not take a year. The gifted pro-
prietor has also attended to the wood of OMM’s dashboard 
and hood sticks and replated various nickel items, rejuve-
nating them. (He sent me photographs of alternative finishes 
for the nickelling of the lock covers on the dickey, asking 
me for my preference. ‘Tell the plater I’d like the warmer 
tone,’ I said. ‘I am the plater,’ he replied.) He sees these jobs 
as a welcome relief from testing mundane modern motor 
cars – and his work is performed for what the late Kenneth 
Neve would have described as a ‘soothing price’. OMM’s 
new hood and revitalised side screens, obtained on equally 
attractive terms, were the work of a sailmaker in nearby 
Brightlingsea.

Secondly, road tax is nil, of course, and the cost of 
insurance is negligible. Depreciation is probably negative. 
Thirdly, and of the greatest importance, is OMM’s sheer 
practicality. He can accommodate up to four children and 
five hessian shopping bags at the same time. When we 
moved to Lower East Anglia a decade or so ago, we joined 

Emilia, William and Isabella demonstrating the capacious 
boot-space of OMM 
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the friendly Colchester Vintage Motor Club and took 
OMM to the Club’s enclosure at the Tendring agricultural 
show. On this occasion, OMM contained two grown-ups, 
five children and had the one-year-old William’s buggy 
strapped to the running board, together with a large picnic 
hamper. Paul Gallifant, then secretary, now chairman, of 
the Club approached and observed: ‘This looks like a scene 
from Grapes of Wrath.’

Children love the car and have, at first blush, a counter-
intuitive preference for travelling in the dickey. So incul-
cated are they, these days, by H&S that if you attempt to 
set off in a modern car without fastening your seatbelt, 
they scream out: ‘We’re all going to die!’ However, five 
minutes into a journey in OMM’s dickey and they’re having 
a stand-up fight, and risk falling out (literally), as normal 
childlike behaviour reasserts itself.

In the end, it is OMM’s sheer utility which is so beguil-
ing. This first occurred to me when I decided to plant a small 
orchard by Mrs B’s stable block.  (Year-by-year, the tree 
line encroaches more and more over the equestrian border 
at our premises, like Birnam Wood come to Dunsinane.) 
The question arose as to suitable transport for the saplings 
in their tubs, some of which are seven or eight feet in overall 
height. An estate car is no use and it would clearly invite 
suspicion to use our horse box. The solution lies in OMM. 
Open the dickey, remove the curiously acceptable carpet, 
take out the seat cushion and turn the seat board upside 
down and you have a ‘ute’. No fewer than five trees in tubs 
have been carried at one time, with offspring facing back-
wards to report on the saplings’ well-being and ensure that 
none is lost overboard. So far, there have been no casualties.

Furthermore, the dickey arrangement is ideal for those 
‘perfectly ordinary shooting weekends’. Unlike the tourer, 
guns and ammunition can be left in safety in the locked 
dickey.  The chance that a nefarious passer-by happens to be 
going equipped with a carriage key is low. Even if he is and 
gains access to the dickey area, he will see nothing in view 
to excite him, as the guns are cunningly concealed within.

OMM doesn’t go far, in the ordinary course. The 
majority of his journeys are in the Lower East Anglian 
range. A typical outing is to the post office at Weeley, the 
farm shop at Beaumont-cum-Moze and a visit to Frinton-on-
Sea for fish and other comestibles. He sometimes visually 
augments the sense that the appearance of the village of 
Thorpe-le-Soken hasn’t changed much since the mid-twen-
ties. He attracts very little interest in Frinton, where the 
ageing population supposes that he is a recent model. ‘I see 
that they’ve brought out the front wheel brakes. I hope those 
behind you can stop in time,’ observe anxious residents. 
Conscious of this danger, a red triangle is fitted to OMM’s 
rump, to warn Frintonian motorists of the possibility of his 
coming to an abrupt stop.

OMM does very occasionally venture further abroad. 
He’s been to Eastbourne, where Norman Burke, Bullnose 
doyen, exchanged OMM’s Flatnose front axle for a 
Bullnose. Norman also fitted Gabriel snubbers, which are 
of marginal impact, and a pipe-smoker’s companion, the 
ashtray of which is useful for storing the key to his locker 
on the running board. Once we’d decided that Norman, a 
retired tool-maker and engineer, was probably the better 
choice to effect the swap than a Lloyd’s insurance broker, 
I drove OMM down to the South Coast. A glorious day 
turned dark and very wet outside and in, this being in the 
days before his snug new hood and restored side-screens 
were fitted. By noon, on the A267, in driving rain between 
the tall trees on either side of the road and with the wiper 
moving at the same speed as the hour hand on his clock, 
I could hardly see a thing. Cars coming the other way had 
their headlamps on and I felt much as Janet Leigh did at the 
start of Psycho. Crawling along at a snail’s pace, I made the 
mistake of pulling off on an uphill stretch to let the queue 
of traffic behind me pass. I was immediately becalmed, as 
there was never a gap sufficient to accelerate into the flow of 
traffic, despite the powerful Oxford motor.

On the other hand, the full 32bhp at max. revs – whatever 
they are – has provided the occasional triumph: OMM held 
off a Talbot 105 on local roads that he knows well and also 
kept ahead of my German sister-in-law, hampered as she was 
by unfamiliarity with ‘links fahren’, in an RS Porsche 911.

I brought my eldest daughter up from London to Lower 
East Anglia, on one occasion, and OMM carried off one of 
the longest overtakes in the history of motoring on a deserted 
A12 (or the Autobahn, as my wife refers to it). Like two 
maniacally competitive HGVs, OMM went head-to-head 
with a German-registered VW T2 camper van. The manoeu-
vre began somewhere around the Marks Tey junction and 
was completed just before the exit for Lexden Heath. Unable 
to take the humiliation, the tourists turned off, pretending 
that it was always their intention to take in some architec-
tural sightseeing at the new town of Stanway.

Morris made over 150,000 of these vehicles, in one form 
or another, and had forty percent of the UK market in 1925. 
Many survive, so there are plenty to go round. The only 
question is: why doesn’t everybody drive one? Telephone 
Bournemouth 266 and place your order. 

Baumpflanzer has Bentleys and BMWs in his stable, but 
neither can carry five saplings like the Morris
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Everything else is just traffic

Triple M’s

1935 “NB” 1935 “PB” Supercharged 1931 “D” Supercharged

As I write this I have five Triple M’s sitting in our main showroom. Ranging from the Doreen Evans Single seater Q
Type replica, to a two seater D Type sporting a supercharger and go faster stripe! This is the car I have been using
everyday for a week while I waited for my daliy drive’s MOT slot!

We have so many MG’s currently our eldest daughter joked that I should re-brand the business “Bellevue Garage
MG!” Each of the cars are a joy to drive, the 1271cc NB is not only a great family car it is also well suited for long
road trips in comfort and in the dry! The standard PB is a golden ticket car for many prestigious events and great
to be used every day along with being the 7th PB built. Then we also have the deep red PB with Q type styled
coachwork and supercharger. These are firm favourites of ours, perform well are are real head turners.

The D Type mentioned above, is one we have recently bought in part exchange, it comes from a great MG home.
With a recently fitted modern crank and rods it will make a great VSCC car especially for a younger member!

All the other above car plus others as seen on our
website, are avalilabe to view at our showroom at
your convinance by appoinlment only, following
.gov Covid19 guidelines. I also have a number of off
market cars available.

Tom & Family
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The curse of the Zborowski Counts
The cover photo of a 60hp Mercedes comes from Dr Clare 

Hay, the Bentley authority, along with the photograph 
below. They were found in an album belonging to Arthur 
Hillstead, who was the salesman at Bentley & Bentley Ltd., 
and later Bentley Motors, until 1926. Hillstead’s caption to 
the cover photo records that this was ‘the first racing car on 
which I had a run’. 

Ben Collings, who campaigns a 60hp Mercedes, fills 
in some details of the cover image. He says it was taken at 
the Villa Mercedes in Nice, home to Emil Jellinek, creator 
of the Mercedes motor car. Jellinek named the villa – and 
cars – after his daughter, and a couple of months after this 
photo was taken changed his own name to Jellinek-Mer-
cedes. The picture was taken during Nice Speed Week at the 
end of March 1903, a popular week of motorsport, where 
Count Eliot Zborowski would collect his new car. Jellinek 
used the workshops behind the Villa Mercedes as premises 
from which to sell cars to customers, having patented the 
Mercedes name the previous year. 

Ben notes that the car is fitted with hill climb sprockets, 
in preparation for its participation in La Turbie hill climb, 
which kicked off the week’s motorsport on 1 April. It would 
prove to be Zborowski’s final day, as he ‘was dashed headlong 
against a stone wall while leading all competitors’, accord-
ing to a contemporary report. The collision was so violent 
that both car and driver were unrecognisable afterwards. The 
cause of the accident is thought to have been his starched cuff 
getting caught in the governor of the hand throttle as, aston-
ishingly, the early cars had no foot throttle. His mechanic, 
the Marquis de Pallange, was thrown clear and badly injured 
but survived. Pallange asked the Mercedes factory if he 
could have the remains of the car to rebuild as he was short 
of money, but they didn’t let him. Zborowski was 44 when 
he died, leaving his wife and 8-year-old son, Louis. Louis 

went on to become an equally heroic driver, creating the four 
monster racing cars called Chitty-Bang-Bang, which later 
inspired Ian Fleming to write his children’s story in 1964. 
Count Louis Zborowski also died in a Mercedes while racing 
for the team at the Italian Grand Prix at Monza, in October 
1924. People who believe in these things point to a curse 
that was supposedly cast on Eliot’s great-grandfather by an 
Irish lord who called upon Heaven that ‘no male descend-
ant should die in bed’. Various relatives did subsequently 
encounter violent deaths – one was hit by a train, another fell 
off a horse, another drowned. 

But Count Eliot Zborowski was a notorious thrill-seeker, 
who before discovering motorsport spent years hunting vig-
orously with the Quorn. When Ben took his Mercedes to the 
spot where he died, to lay some flowers and cut the foliage 
back from the plaque dedicated to him, he thought it was 
a very nasty corner. His father Roger has a handkerchief 
embroidered with a ‘Z’, given to him by Bill Boddy. Rumour 
has it that the cuff links that killed Zborowski were borrowed 
by an early VSCC member of some note and have never been 
returned. Where are they now, one wonders...?  

Above: Arthur Hillstead’s caption to this photo taken (presumably by him) at Brooklands reads: ‘Count Louis Zborowski 
aboard his famous Chitty-Bang-Bang. Note the pleasing absence of advertisements round the track’ (Clare Hay)  
Right: Ben Collings took his 60hp Mercedes to the scene of the accident on 1 April 2013 to commemorate Eliot Zborowski’s 
death exactly 110 years before
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At the side of the road
After a lifetime of vintage breakdowns, PE NE L O PE  T U B B S expounds the merits 

of carrying a Kirby grip and a hooked double prongy thing 

As a child I spent quite a lot of time at the side of various 
roads while my Papa, Anthony Cole Bird, fettled and 

fixed various mechanical mishaps. As a slightly older child, 
and because my father had a bad back, guess who it was that 
had to inflate the replaced tyres on the 1904 Lanchester, left 
to us by Lord Charnwood. As they had to be pumped to 70 
psi that was no mean feet (ha ha, feat). There had been a 
spate of slightly dodgy tyres in the late ’50s and it was almost 
obligatory to have a puncture, and we would be surrounded 
by MOPs (members of the public, as we say in the re-enact-
ment world), whose sole comments fell into one of two cate-
gories: ‘Ah, solid tyres,’ while my leg muscles trembled; and 
when it was an under-the-bonnet moment, ‘Ah, they don’t 
make them like that nowadays.’ Which elicited a sotto voce 
‘Thank God for that,’ from Papa.

On Gobbling Billy, the 1906 Gobron Brillié which my 
husband Douglas Tubbs, known as Bunny, had acquired in 
1944, there were detachable rims, so it was a speedy job 
to jack up, undo the bolts and strap on the replacement. 
Sadly, the tyres were an obsolete size so we had the wheels 
modified, and no longer have that luxury. And, since you ask, 

dear reader, yes, the detachable could detach and would bowl 
merrily down the road.  

Not quite as exciting as the time when I was passenger 
in my daughter Deborah’s 12/60 Alvis when the whole wheel 
came adrift. As a mother, I knew that my role was not to 
shriek or otherwise have the vapours and keep an eye on 
where the wheel ended up while Deborah steered the car to 
a halt. It jumped a five-bar gate and ended in a field. I then 
asked her if she had a jack. She hadn’t. So we stopped a 
passing Mini, borrowed the jack, looted a piece of timber 
from the alongside fence (Mini jacks are wondrous small) 
to act as extension, and the other wheel was put on. Subse-
quent inspection of another brake drum revealed that this had 
happened to the previous owner and the very smart knock-on 
hub cap had defective splines. Mind you, in conversation 
with Stirling Moss, he revealed he had been overtaken by a 
whole caravan, did a double take and realised it was the one 
he was ostensibly towing.

Then there’s that tricky beast, electricity. My Papa 
always contended that the electricity in the DKW, which 
had been lent to our family by Bunny Tubbs, was oval and 
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Germanic and didn’t function in the same way as Good Old 
British Electricity. Bunny and I later had a particular soft 
spot for Lancia Augustas and had a pillarless saloon. One 
night, probably because Italian electricity is as continental 
as German, driving back through Sidcup in the dark, all 
the electrics ceased to function. A somewhat heart-stopping 
moment in heavy traffic. Just as mysteriously, they then flick-
ered into life again. And never did it again.

We also had an Augusta March Special, an open car of 
great charm.  Overtaking someone with Vim and Verve, I had 
my come-uppance. The rod linkage to the carburettor came 
unstuck and I was left at a piddling tick-over. Smartly out of 
the car, lifted the bonnet, and in a moment, stuck it all back 
together, only slightly red-faced.

This car had folding seats in the front, for no practi-
cal purpose – I think they had just been fitted from some 
derelict heap of a Morris Minor or something. Driving along 
I realised that the split pin that held the back to the seat had 
sheared. In those days I had long hair, and smartly removed a 
Kirby grip and fixed the seat back together. Another roadside, 
another day. And, no, I have never actually substituted tights 
for a fan belt.

We also had a Lancia Lambda, now belonging to Robert 
Britcher, and in this we went to Holland and had a wonderful 
time. The electrics decided to be a little bit Italian and we 
needed the battery charged. The 8-year-old daughter of the 
hotel owner where we were staying was deputed to take me 
to the local garage.  The mechanics asked her (she translated) 
how old the car was. I wrote in the dust on the bonnet in 
fluent English, 1929 and they translated it into Dutch. How 
clever. 

Gobbling Billy has had his moments. Trying to start the 
car one day the fuel in the carburettor caught fire. Luckily 
my children were small at the time and the sand from their 
sandpit was deployed to great effect.  The local fire team had 
been called and arrived in excitement and a big red machine. 
‘Isn’t this the one that caught fire in Ightham a few years 
ago?’ (Ightham being the little village just down the road 
where Bunny had lived before moving to Crouch). Shame-
faced, Bunny admitted that it was. Cups of tea served all 
round and a general clean of the carburettor, and a refurb of 
the magneto. I told you electrics were dodgy. 

The Birds and friends in the Lanchester at a Lydd Club day
Left: Deborah with 12/60 Alvis in her days as a herdsman 

Penny makes maternal use of the Lancia Augusta March 
Special’s running board

John Charnwood in the 1904 Lanchester he subsequently 
gave to Tony Bird 
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I’m no mechanic, but I did assist in the rebuild of the 
engine by being dogsbody and gopher. Now, the thing is, you 
have got (as all the myriad Gobron Brillié owners out there 
know) two blocks, four cylinders and a six-throw crankshaft. 
So, the top pistons are upside down as it were, and the bang 
happens in the middle. We learned a valuable lesson when 
attaching the bottom pistons to the crankshaft. If you are 
not very, very careful then you will push the pistons up too 
far and their piston rings will ping open in the combustion 
chamber and it’s a devil of a job, and requires the fangling 
of a hooked double prongy thing to compress the rings again 
while yours truly does some gentle banging with the handle 
of a hammer to persuade the pistons to go back to where they 
should be.  

That was in a nice heated garage of course, so not strictly 
side-of-the-road stuff. On our way back from the Kent Show 
there was a bit of a ping. One of the blades of the six-bladed 

fan had sheared and made a hole in the side of the radiator. 
Quick as a flash we gathered yet another piece of roadside 
wood and stuffed the hole, took off the fan belt, and motored 
home. Luckily, Gobbling is quite a cool running car. For a few 
months we ran him with a four-bladed fan, having removed 
the partner blade, until we found a great aluminium works in 
Ashford and they cast a new six-bladed fan. What was lovely 
was that on the bottom pulley we found punched into the 
metal the name ‘Earle’, the first demo-driver, chauffeur to the 
first two owners, and subsequent owner of Gobbling before 
Bunny bought him.

The most heroic roadside moment must have been in Italy 
in another Lambda. As you know, Lambdas have incontinence 
problems that no Tena Lady can solve. The head gasket went 
and the owner sat at the side of the road and fangled a new 
head gasket from that special stuff whose name I forget that 
head gaskets are made of. Fitted and hey presto! Motoring 

The Lambda in Holland beneath an appropriate sign; the 
hood remained up to accommodate five passengers plus 
luggage in the hood cavity and on the running boards

With Michael Nazir-Ali, then Bishop of Rochester, in the 
back of Gobbling Billy in 2006, to celebrate the centenary 
of The Church of the Good Shepherd in Borough Green

The Lancia Lambda, now Robert Britcher’s car, on daughter 
Alison’s wedding day 

Lambda windscreens make for useful picnic tables, or a bar 
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again. It was on that rally in Italy that Air-Commodore Buckle 
mended one of the British contingent Lambdas with a broken 
rear spring. Tyre lever would do, he opined. He was known to 
say: ‘I have two tools in my toolkit, a hammer and a bigger 
hammer.’ He did concede that probably it was safer not to 
have passengers in the back with the Stepney spring.

The Italians looked down on us because we were always 
arse in air under the bonnet fixing things, and we looked down 
on them because they couldn’t. There was one Italian driver 
whose clutch failed, and he had to get a British driver to drive 
his car. 

You see, driving without a clutch is key. Bunny had a VW 
Golf and took it to France with our oldest daughter. The clutch 
linkage failed. He just drove it like a Vintage car for a few 
hundred miles. We were visited by an Australian chum who 
had a 6-cylinder Gobron (yes, you read that correctly), and 
he was invited to drive Gobbling. He made a slight crunch 

with the gears, apologised, and said he was used to changing 
gear without the clutch. ‘Help yourself,’ said Bunny. It was 
beautiful to listen to – here was someone totally in tune with 
the engine. Never a snick. Daughter Deborah is the same. On 
getting home with our 7.6-litre chain-drive monster, Bunny 
asked what he thought of it. ‘Nice handy little car.’  

Another car that Bunny had was an Aston Martin fitted 
with an Alvis 12/50 engine. The chassis had never been 
drilled to take an Aston engine, so we presumed it was one of 
the chassis that had rolled off the line when Astons had gone 
broke, yet again. It was a delightful car, very shiny with a 
polished aluminium body and it thrummed and hummed and 
sparkled. Driving it back into Crouch one day a horse coming 
the other way got all uppity and scared.  Being considerate 
I stopped the car.  Whereupon the rider said, ‘Thanks, but 
could you start it up again, this nag has got to get used to 
traffic.’ A different sort of side-of-the-roadness. 

The Alvis-engined Aston Martin at Winfield House 

An early picture of Deborah getting acquainted with Gobbling Billy’s engine, the four pistons in two blocks 
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Rivers Fletcher
 My U nforgettab le Father  

The legendary figure of 20th-century motorsport may not have been a par-
ticularly good mechanic, driver, or even parent, but everyone who knew him 

loved him, says his son J E RE MY  RI VE RS-FL E T C HE R 

At every race meeting or hill climb where I compete, 
someone will come up to me and ask if I’m related to 

the Rivers Fletcher. My father has been dead for over 20 
years, and admittedly most of the enquirers have grey hair, 
but Dad was never a great racing driver, constructer, journalist 
or organiser. He was never a Stirling Moss, Denis Jenkinson, 
John Cooper or a Bernie Ecclestone. But somehow, he stays 
in the memory of true motorsport enthusiasts of a certain era. 
Why?

He was a true enthusiast, in an era when motorsport was 
a tiny world. He contrived to get a job with the newly-formed 
BRM team, which took him around the world with the F1 
circus.  He mixed with and befriended all the drivers, and 
then showed his films of the races to motor clubs all over 
the country. This was way before it was shown on television, 

when the sport was a tiny world of enthusiasts keen to follow 
their sport in any way possible. When not filming the Grand 
Prix, he would compete in hill climbs and sprints in his latest 
racing car, having discovered that his finances and lack of skill 
on circuits precluded him from a deeper personal involvement 
on track. Most relevant was his enthusiasm for the sport, his 
willingness to chat for hours with anyone who shared his 
passion for motor racing and racing cars. Indeed, when mot-
orsport was illegal during World War II, Dad’s enthusiasm led 
him to organise social meetings just so he could talk about 
the sport. These became known as the ‘Rembrandt Meetings’, 
named after the hotel where the gatherings took place. Not 
surprisingly, in this way, he met and became friends with all 
the pre-war racing drivers who were to return to the sport after 
the cessation of hostilities. 
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I am often asked what he was like as a father. In reality, 
he was awful. My mother was responsible for the children, 
so my elder brother and I saw little of Dad, who was either 
at work, or away at weekends filming the Grand Prix or com-
peting in hill climbs. I have no recollection of his existence 
before the age of eight. The Victorian attitude of mother being 
responsible for the upbringing of children was prevalent in 
our household; Dad’s job was to bring in the money to pay for 
our expensive education (in my case mostly wasted money). 
However, his attitude changed when he discovered that I 
enjoyed wielding spanners. Dad was a hopeless mechanic; 
he was good at polishing his racing cars, and drawing bodies 
for cars, but not much else. A young son who was starting 
to understand mechanics and keen to help was a son to be 
involved with. All of a sudden, I was involved with the racing 
cars. Small technical jobs were left to me, and I was his 
‘mechanic’ when he went hill climbing.

I well remember a sunny Shelsley Walsh meeting. Dad’s 
Derby Bentley special was entered in the handicap class and 
after practice he confided in me that his handicap time was 
good and that he stood a good chance of winning his class. 
Lunch was a joyous affair with the happy prospect of a ‘pot’ 
at the end of the day. I eagerly awaited the result of his first 
competitive run but returning to the paddock Dad had lost 

his earlier joy. ‘Clutch slip all the way up the hill.’ I gave the 
matter some thought and told Dad I would look into it. It was 
obvious that he thought nothing could be done in the time 
available before his final run, and that a big job was in store 
after the meeting to replace the clutch. Also, that it was going 
to be an expensive job (he was always short of racing budget). 

Although in my teens, I had already had experience of 
clutch work, and I’d never been happy with the ‘bite’ being 
so high up the clutch pedal. I spent the next two hours under-
neath the car, putting free play at every point in the mechani-
cal clutch linkage, while Dad was doing his usual: talking 
to people about motor racing. On the trip to the start line, 
I asked about his plan. ‘I’ll not use full throttle and try to 
prevent the clutch from starting to slip.’ I told him he was 
wrong (rather brave for a teenager). ‘Give it full chat off the 
line. If the clutch is no better, you’ll know straight away and 
can then ease off.’ I watched him off the start line. Clouds of 
wheelspin, and I knew that I’d done the job. On his return to 
the paddock, Dad was ecstatic. No clutch slip, a really great 
time, and a class win. What a fabulous end to a glorious sunny 
weekend. Dad knew that I’d played a key role in his success, 
and thereafter I was ‘part of the team’.

After experimenting with an unsuccessful miniature 
race car, Dad wanted something for the hills that was like 

Opposite: Rivers Fletcher at home in Arkley, Hertfordshire, showing the unsuccessful Jaguar XK120 Special that he 
designed to a group of local engineering students, circa 1965 Above: Exiting the Esses at Prescott in the HWM, 6 May 1962 
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the P25 BRM that he’d been allowed to test, and which he 
really loved. Jaguar XK120s were being sold for peanuts at 
the time. Dad had an excellent body builder, Freddie Owen, 
who was a good friend, and decided that he could ‘draw’ a 
lightweight aluminium body on an XK120 chassis for Freddie 
to build. His chum, the well-known suspension expert Leslie 
Ballamy, designed an E-type rack and pinion mounting for the 
steering, bringing the steering wheel to the centre line of the 
car, where Dad would sit astride the gearbox with the lever in 
between his legs. The resulting car looked really good, and 
as a boy in my early teens, it was my first ride in a ‘proper 
racing car’, albeit just up and down the drive at home. On the 
hills, however, the car was a failure. Plenty of torque from 
the 3.4-litre engine, but it struggled to get traction and had 
rather wayward handling. After a few years, he gave up the 

struggle and went ‘vintage’ (well, almost) with his Derby 
Bentley. Looking back at the Jaguar project, and his failure 
with the miniature racing car, I’ve realised that Dad was one 
of the old-fashioned racing drivers. His attitude was: ‘Here 
is the car, now go out and race it.’ He was good in his HRG, 
Bugatti, the Coopers and the Derby Bentley, all cars that had 
either been designed really well, or modified using tried and 
tested formulae. The Jaguar could never be good, because the 
engine was far too forward in the chassis, and Dad relied on 
the expertise of Leslie Ballamy and Freddy Owen to produce 
a car for him to drive. Dad had bypassed the time when 
drivers became analysts of car behaviour. He knew little of 
weight distribution, anti-roll bar and shock absorber effect; 
he just relied on other people to tell him what to do. When 
a limited slip diff was fitted to the car to help get the power 
down, it actually made him slower at Prescott (his favourite 
venue). I recall Leslie Ballamy telling Dad not to worry about 
the negative Ackermann produced by the modified steering, 
as the car only steered on the outer wheel when cornering fast. 
He was probably right.

When I built a similar special, but on a Triumph chassis, 
I relocated the engine 18 inches further back in the chassis, 
sorted the suspension to my liking, and am still enjoying com-
peting in this car over twenty years later. Dad sold his special 
very quickly. Perhaps, if he had been more of a ‘development 
driver’, he would have continued for longer with that car.

Before his Derby Bentley and Alvis days, Dad had experi-
mented with a miniature racing car for the hills. At that time, 
the Martini Special, little more than a modified kart, had put 
up some incredible times on the hills which led him to have 

Rivers testing the seating position in the BB Special at Arkley, then fitted with a 250cc engine; he liked to personalise his 
cars, hence the E-type front fitted to the Mk2 Jaguar behind

Father and son on the banking at Brooklands in 1995 
during a photo shoot for a painting by Peter Gregory of 
Rivers surrounded by some of his favourite cars
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a purpose-built tiny race car designed by Leslie Ballamy, and 
built by Buckler Cars. With rubber suspension and a motor 
bike engine, the car should have been very quick. Dad hated 
it. In fact, he admitted that it scared him, and luckily the car 
was destroyed in a garage fire at home, once he had decided 
to get rid of it. The burnt-out remains were given to a young 
apprentice, Denis Bissell, who was helping Dad with his new 
Jaguar Special. Over 50 years later, that one-time apprentice 
has rebuilt the car, and I competed in it at Prescott at the end 
of last year. I fully understand Dad’s feelings about the car; it 
was the most dangerous car I’d ever driven. But I knew what 
the problems were, and Denis has modified it to my instruc-
tions, so I’m looking forward to driving it again. If only Dad 
had been more of a ‘development driver’, he’d have had a 
class winner, and possibly been an FTD contender. 

Dad’s life was split into two when he rolled his HWM 
at Orchard corner at Prescott. I was in my early teens and 
wasn’t there, but I have a film of the crash, which threw 
him out of the car and he landed on his head. With back and 
serious head injuries, he was hospitalised for some time, and 
never regained all his brain function. His speaking voice was 
impaired. He told me that he ‘knew exactly what he wanted 
to say but couldn’t get the words out properly or quickly 
enough’. This continued for the rest of his life. So from his 
early 50s he spoke slowly and often with the wrong endings 
on words. He continued with his motor racing, his job, and 
his talks and film shows around the country and even in the 
USA. I think he must have been rather brave to continue 
in the spotlight at these shows, knowing that he couldn’t 
respond quickly to questions from the audience, and having 
to concentrate hard to speak at all. 

I was privileged to be able to help care for him when 
he started losing his eyesight in his 80s. Determined to 
continue his racing, I or a chum would drive his Alvis to 
a meeting with Dad as passenger (his eyesight was too 
poor for road driving) and Dad would take over once we 
were in the paddock. I recall accompanying him to the start 
line and giving him the thumbs up when the lights turned 
green, then Dad roaring off the start line with clouds of 
wheelspin. Eventually officials realised that he couldn’t 
actually see the lights, and his racing days were over. He 

still involved himself with motorsport, the game he loved. 
Outside the BRDC clubhouse one weekend at Silverstone, 
a voice shouted, ‘Hi Rivers, you old bugger’ and clapped 
Dad on the back. Not recognising the voice, Dad started to 
explain about his poor eyesight, but the mystery man obvi-
ously didn’t believe him. I interjected with ‘I think it might 
be Sir Jack Brabham’ and they went on to reminisce about 
the ‘good old days’.  

I accompanied Dad to the RAC event where he was 
awarded a medal by Prince Michael of Kent. During his 
acceptance speech, he passed out and fell straight back into 
my arms. I pulled him straight out of the room and was 
followed by a couple of the officials. I feared that he had had 
a heart attack and died, but one of the officials told me that 
he had only fainted and would be OK. Wanting a medical 
professional to verify that diagnosis, I suggested the inter-
vention of a doctor. The official smiled and said ‘I’m Profes-
sor Sid Watkins, will I do?’ 

In his last days at a local hospice, the authorities there 
questioned my mother and I as to our expectations of Dad’s 
stay. I summed it up by saying ‘He’s an old racing driver. 
This is his last lap.’ At his funeral, the chequered flag that 
the BRDC had given us for the occasion was draped over 
his coffin. 

The finished painting; it hangs in the clubhouse at 
Brooklands 

Jeremy Rivers-Fletcher in the rebuilt BB Special at Prescott 
in 2019 

In the Derby Bentley at Shelsley Walsh; Rivers started his 
motoring career as an apprentice to W.O. 
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The Lamb Hill Garage
 A ND RE W  HA W K E Y  reminisces about a long-gone  

Devonshire establishment and its associated characters

The current availability 
on our website of early 

VSCC Bulletins, dating 
from the pre- and immediate 
post-war years, is a welcome 
treat indeed. They conjure up a 
vivid impression of the club’s 
infancy, with early member-
ship figures gradually creeping 
up from the low hundreds, 
and of the companionable 
atmosphere that seemingly 
prevailed, as conveyed by the 
laconically patrician prose 
of Clutton, Barker, Arnold-
Forster et al. It’s also striking 
that, to judge by the Bulletin 
adverts of the day, a significant 
number of the club’s founding 
fathers, including Tim Carson, 
elected to set themselves up 
as individual dealers and spe-
cialists in ‘our kind’ of cars, 
thereby perhaps helping to create the template for the kind 
of small independent garage businesses, often tucked away in 
rural seclusion, that abounded well into the 1950s and ’60s, 
but which are now all but extinct. 

A chance halt for petrol in those days might often extend 
into a lengthy browse of the tempting machinery on sale, 
or hidden away in the workshop. For example, I recall my 
father and I stopping for fuel in Deddington, Oxfordshire, 
one day in the mid-1950s, at just such an establishment, run 
by VSCC member Ivor Lindsell. He was more than happy to 
show off his stable, which included an Edwardian Mors, a 
3-litre Lagonda, and an obscure flat-twin light car, an ABF, 
one of only two ever made – short for All British Ford, appar-
ently. Where is it now, I wonder? Lindsell also discovered and 
rescued the only other ABF built, which had a pointy Alvis 
racing body and disc wheels, and recently resurfaced for sale 
in America. The garage later passed to Charles Metcalfe, who 
in the late 1950s and early ’60s ran a 1930 OM Type 665 
Superba, with two-seater coachwork by Zagato. My acquisi-
tion of the vintage bug was largely fuelled by chance encoun-
ters like this.

My father’s purchase of a run-down cob-and-thatch farm-
house with 50 acres of neglected land in deepest Devon in 
1959/60, in order to set up an ultimately ill-fated pioneering 
large-scale broiler poultry enterprise, coincided with my need 
for a suitable first car. I really fancied a Riley 9, but with 
none immediately available in the vicinity, we hastily opted 

for a 6-light 12/4 Kestrel 
(registered CUW 480, sadly 
no longer known to the Riley 
Register) which, while unde-
niably pretty, was for a per-
formance-mad 17-year-old a 
heavy and ponderous option. 
We should have known better, 
that’s for sure. 

The Kestrel’s pre-selector 
box had clearly known better 
days, and the clutch pedal 
was occasionally in the habit 
of shooting violently out of 
the floor on a long stalk and 
jamming my knee under the 
steering wheel. I believe this 
is behaviour familiar to the 
pre-selector fraternity, as it 
throws the box into neutral 
to avoid some apocalyptic 
internal catastrophe.  But, as 
I clearly recall, it presents 

the driver with rather a lot to do in a very short time frame, 
including firstly bringing the car to a halt, invariably with a 
sharp Devonian corner looming at 50mph, before using both 
feet and all one’s muscle power to press the pedal back to 
the floor in order to re-engage a suitable gear. I subsequently 
heard tales of severe leg injuries sustained in this scenario, so 
my attitude to the Riley cooled somewhat, and it was side-
lined. 

Buoyed by substantial initial financial returns from 
factory farming, in 1960 my father generously presented me 
with a brand new Mini for my 18th birthday. I embarked on 
some local rallying in events promoted by the Taunton and 
the West Hants & Dorset Motor Clubs. In search of mild per-
formance improvement, a visit to the local Lamb Hill Garage 
was recommended.

Standing on the A38 at Burlescombe, between Cullomp-
ton and Wellington, long before the arrival of the M5, the 
Lamb occupied a prominent main-road site. Its proprietor 
was a roguish Cockney, John Cracknell, who together with 
his sidekick mechanic Bill Radford presided over an estab-
lishment where having fun with cars seemed to be by far the 
highest priority. As the result of a severe motor-cycle crash, 
John had a stiff leg which I believe was largely or wholly 
artificial, and which certainly caused him much pain, but he 
was invariably full of mischief and good cheer nonetheless. 
John and Bill obligingly shaved a little off the Mini’s head 
and added double valve springs, to good effect.

A prototype Jaguar XJ220 filling up at the High Street 
Garage in Deddington, Oxfordshire. Andrew Hawkey’s 
love of vintage cars was triggered by a chance stop at 
this garage in the 1950s (By kind permission of James 
Greenwood, whose parents ran the garage from 1972 and 
who now owns the site, and with thanks to Robert Forsyth 
of the Deddington History Society)
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I cultivated the habit of spending weekend afternoons 
hanging out at the Lamb. In retrospect, I’m truly grateful for 
their tolerant acceptance of a callow teenager getting under 
their feet. A rag-tag selection of regular visitors was guaran-
teed, with cars to match. Among the most memorable was 
W.R.G. (Bill) West, who ran a veterinary practice in the area. 
Bill, a lofty, melancholy and rather Eeyore-ish man, owned, 
among many other vehicles, a stark and dilapidated high-chas-
sis 4½-litre Invicta which defined the ‘cut-and-shut’ ethos of 
the ’50s. Referred to by one and all as ‘The Beast’, the car’s 
vestigial body consisted of little more behind the two bucket 
seats than a bolster tank. It was said that Bill campaigned the 
car at least once at a VSCC Silverstone in the 1950s, and that 
in order to mollify the scrutineers he’d addressed the problem 
of a collapsed spring by firmly roping in a baulk of timber as 
reinforcement. How true this is, and indeed whether or not 
he even competed there, might only be verified by perusal of 
race programmes and reports from the time. Maybe one day, 
‘when all this is over’, I’ll spend a few hours in the library at 
TOPO in search of the truth. 

Among Bill’s more adventurous creations was an improb-
able special dubbed, if memory serves, the WRM – West 
Racing Motor. It comprised a 1930s Riley chassis into which 
he’d dropped a V12 Lincoln Zephyr engine, mated to a 
Wilson pre-selector box, with independent front suspension of 
unknown parentage; clothed in a primitive off-set single-seater 
body, it might, in the sepulchral light of dusk, be momentar-
ily judged vaguely to resemble a Grand Prix Delage. The car 
was entered for an early Wiscombe Park hill climb meeting, 
and Bill pressed his ageing horse-box into service as a trans-
porter. In those days, there was a footbridge that crossed the 
track between Sawbench Hairpin and the finish line, and on 
making his way down to the paddock, Bill managed to wedge 
the transporter firmly beneath. This necessitated the suspen-
sion of proceedings and the deflation of tyres to free it before 
practice sessions could be resumed. 

With a vestigial exhaust system, the WRM certainly 
sounded pukka, but with the otherwise unmodified engine 
struggling to breathe through its original single carburettor, it 
was lamentably slow and probably recorded slowest time of 
the day. It was singularly deficient in both power and steering 
lock, such that to get through Sawbench entailed stopping and 
reversing, to take two bites at it. I seem to recall that this odd 
device was subsequently advertised in the Autosport small 
ads for £100, but whether anyone found this irresistible is not 
known. Bill West was also said to be planning an autogyro 
powered by an Austin Seven engine. I know not whether this 
ill-advised concept ever came to fruition but, for the sake of 
the intrepid pilot’s safety, not to mention the welfare of the 
anxious spectators gathered on terra firma beneath, one fer-
vently hopes not. 

Wiscombe in those early days was heaven, and there was 
usually at least one participant with connections to the Lamb 
Hill Garage. In my memory, the sun invariably shone, and we 
revelled in the efforts of the regulars: Majors Chichester and 
Lambton sharing their Type 37 Bugatti; the Rivers Fletcher 
équipe, including the monoposto Jaguar or his diminutive 

The 1930 OM that belonged to Charles Metcalfe, who 
owned the High Street Garage in Deddington until 1972. It 
was offered at Bonhams’ Zoute sale in Belgium last October 
(James Greenwood)

There were always interesting cars in Deddington, such 
as this Aston Martin DB2/4 and Lagonda Rapier (James 
Greenwood)
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250cc single-seater, all spotlessly resplendent in his trade-
mark pale blue; the busy bluster of Bruce-White’s wonderful 
All’t’Cock; Daniel Richmond’s raucous blown Rapier single-
seater; Martin Morris’s gorgeous polished-aluminium and 
blue Speed Six Bentley; Ashley Cleave’s ridiculously fl eet 
Morris Ten special (which has recently reappeared); and all 
the local club regulars in their Minis and Sprites. Among the 
quickest of the latter was Amy LeFevre, a dapper man with a 
neat handlebar moustache, who represented a lingerie manu-
facturer; inevitably, it was said of him that he ‘travelled in 
ladies’ underwear’ (cue knowing winks and snickering). 

Another Lamb regular was David Gill, whose choice of 
transport was decidedly catholic, ranging as it did from a 
fi ercely rapid blown ‘frogeye’ Sprite to a nice, if rather pedes-
trian, MG NA tourer, and in later years he campaigned more 
seriously in a Cooper 500. At one point, Cracknell took on a 
dealership for the LMB range of speed equipment for Fords, 
and this soon spawned a rash of upright Populars which ter-
rorised the denizens of the Devon/Somerset borders by trav-
elling far faster than nature intended at all times. Of these, 
Gill’s was the most extreme, boasting fi breglass doors and 
bootlid, a supercharged engine, i.f.s. and 15″ wheels shod 
with Michelin X tyres; he campaigned it vigorously in local 
autocross events. 

Another single-seater on the scene was an early F3 Iota 
500, which belonged to a keen young Lamb Hill Garage 

regular called Gerry Watts. After practice at Wiscombe, he 
complained that the car’s almost total lack of suspension 
caused vibration so severe that it was quite impossible to see 
the track ahead. Perhaps fortunately, come the competitive 
runs, a chain broke on the start line, sparing him the agony 
of further participation. Gerry was a representative for an 
animal feed company, and he regularly used his company car, 
probably a Hillman Minx, to go rallying in at weekends. His 
bosses presumably never questioned him as to why it had a 
huge reversing light and lacked its hubcaps, these being all 
that was considered necessary as preparation for entry-level 
club rallies in those days.

I bought a very nice 1934 Austin Seven saloon from John 
Cracknell, for £15 – it made me realize how much better a fi rst 
car a Seven would have been than the cumbersome Kestrel. 
Another Seven, an early steel-bodied 1930 saloon, came for a 
mere fi ver from the legendary Blackborough House scrapyard 
close by. It was a sweet quiet-running little car, and perhaps 
the one I wish I’d somehow managed to retain. Blackborough 

The Lamb Hill garage on the A38 in Devon, as 
photographed in 2017 

A period shot of Wiscombe: Brian Gray in the Hardy 
Special (VSCC library)

Also Wiscombe: Martin Morris at the wheel of ERA R11B 
(Brettell/VSCC library)

An aerial shot of Blackborough House scrapyard in 1993 
(By kind permission of current owner Martin Crane, who is 
trying to restore the derelict house)
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was a reliable source of spares for the likes of Cracknell. A 
semi-abandoned 19th-century Palladian-style mansion of 
menacing gloom, it was surrounded by hundreds of vehicles 
in every stage of decrepitude, including Rolls Royces with 
trees growing through them. It was an extraordinary place 
to visit, but from which one was glad to escape, so oppres-
sive was its gothic atmosphere. I also paid Cracknell £15 for 
the remains of an M-Type MG, which John declared was a 
genuine Double-Twelve Replica. He’d owned it for years and 
brought it to Devon from London, but hadn’t found the time 
to rebuild it. It was little more than a rolling chassis, but I took 
the engine home and tinkered with it ineffectually. It was not 
long after this that our factory-farming enterprise imploded 
almost overnight – we were felled by disease against which 
we had no insurance cover. Our two brief years in rural Devon 
were ruthlessly terminated. What became of the Sevens, I 
regret to say, I don’t know. But if memory serves, the M-Type 
was saved and restored by someone near Exeter; it would be 
of some comfort to have confi rmation of that.

As a postscript, an online check reveals that the Lamb 
Hill Garage, together with the four-bedroomed house along-

side and a converted chapel at the rear, was offered for 
auction earlier this year. It is still recognizably the place 
where I enjoyed those sunny afternoons sixty years ago, but 
the sounds and smells of interesting cars, accompanied by the 
cackling laughter of its likeable and kindly proprietor, have 
now long gone. 

Restoring, Reviving and Rediscovering

info@blue-diamond-services.co.uk
BLUE-DIAMOND-SERVICES.CO.UK

01823 490429

Chris Edmond, scrapyard owner, pictured at Blackborough 
in 1973 (Martin Crane)

Scrap merchants Graham and Chris Edmond and the south 
elevation of Blackborough, 1973 (Martin Crane) 

A surreal vision of decay: cars piled up in the internal 
courtyard at Blackborough (Martin Crane)
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The Bangalore Bug
These charming photos of a Type 22 or 23 Bugatti in India 

in the 1940s and ’50s were sent in by member Andrew 
Bradshaw. They belong to Julie Barraclough, whose paternal 
uncle Alan Kinkead owned the car and can be seen in one of 
the pictures. ‘My uncle and father were both engineers who 
grew up in Fareham, near Gosport, where their father ran a 
garage,’ says Julie. ‘They both went on to work in Bristol, 
for Bristol Siddeley, which became Rolls-Royce. In about 
1947, my uncle Alan was offered a job with an aeroplane 
engineering company in India, and being a young man, he 
thought this was an exciting thing to do, and off he went. 
My aunt Olga, Alan’s widow, says he bought the Bugatti for 
£5 for scrap from Webb’s Garage, which was on Mahatma 
Ghandi Road (or South Parade) north of Bangalore, which 
has since been demolished to make way for the airport. He 
had to tow it away from the garage and then worked on it. 
The car was bright red, and Alan commissioned some local 
Indian mechanics to undertake the restoration, overseen by 

him. Once the restoration was complete, the Bugatti was 
much used, and was in fact their sole car. Olga remembers 
driving to Mysore in it, and says it only took an hour (almost 
impossible as it took us 5 hours from Bangalore to Mysore! 
But she must remember the speed of it.) They loved Mysore 
and spent a great deal of time there. I feel sure these photos 
are taken near Bangalore.’ 

When the Kinkeads left India in 1960, it proved diffi-
cult to export the Bugatti back home. So Alan sold it to an 
American with an English wife, though family memories do 
not recall their names. Alan and Julie’s father then worked for 
Concorde, and Alan never had a vintage car again. Olga regrets 
that they didn’t bring the Bugatti home, which someone with 
a less honourable attitude to Indian exports laws might have 
done. It is thought the car still survives, which seems likely. 
If anyone can supply any information about its subsequent 
history, please get in touch. Our thanks to Julie, Olga and 
Andrew for sharing these images with us.  
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Glenn Curtiss 
T he land speed record holder that never was

We are used to seeing Curtiss V8 engines roar up Prescott in cars. But in 1907, one of these 
engines was dropped into a motorbike frame and driven at 136.4mph, breaking the land speed 

record. What an achievement, say D A VI D  B A RK E R and RI C HA RD  L E I SE NRI NG  J R, 
curator at the Glenn H. Curtiss Museum in Hammondsport, New York 

Did you know that the outright Land Speed Record could 
have been held for seventeen years by a motorcycle, 

between 1907 and 1924, when René Thomas did 143.41mph 
at Arpajon in the 10½-litre Delage? And that only a slight 
derangement stopped it happening? You didn’t? Well, very 
few people do, because the venue for the 1907 attempt was 
Ormond Beach, Florida, USA, and the maker and rider of 
the bike was Glenn H. Curtiss. He later made the engines 
that went into the Curtiss Jenny and, although it’s unlikely he 
anticipated it, into the Monarch, the Curtiss De Dion, Jeremy 
Flann’s Curtiss Le Zebre, Duncan Pittaway’s Curtiss-GN, the 
Franciss, the Curtiss-Krit, and the Oliver Way-created Mors 
‘Le Sanglier’, all of which are among the most entertaining 
and popular cars competing at VSCC events today.

The remarkable life of Glenn Hammond Curtiss began in 
1878 in Hammondsport, New York. He first got his thirst for 
speed while working as a Western Union bicycle messenger 
in Rochester, NY in the mid-1890s. Returning to Hammond-

sport in 1896, he became a champion racer for a local team 
caught up in the bicycle craze of the era. Curtiss’s life moved 
quickly on many levels, and by 1899, at the age of 20, he 
was married to a local girl, Lena Neff, and had opened his 
first bicycle shop, selling his own brand of bicycles known as 
the Hercules. He would open a second shop in Bath, NY the 
following year.

But a new era of transportation was simultaneously 
starting that would dramatically change his life – the age of 
motorcycles. Always looking ahead with his eye on speed, 
Curtiss began experimenting on his own motorcycle design 
with the help of his wife’s uncle, Frank Neff, in the summer 
of 1900. That October, they publicly announced their one-
cylinder machine was nearly ready for road testing. Using 
stock engine castings possibly purchased from E.R. Thomas 
Motor Co. in Buffalo, NY, the first proved under-powered. 
More experimentation continued through 1901, with the 
second machine too heavy and over-powered. Frustrated by 

The V-twin Hercules which broke all 
previous records at Ormond Beach in 
1904, covering a mile in 59 seconds 
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the outcome, Curtiss set about designing, with the help of his 
friend Charles Kirkham, a lightweight, high-powered one-
cylinder 2.5hp engine, utilising ball bearings in the casing, 
which could attain 40mph. 

In the spring of 1902, his third machine, a tandem, proved 
extremely successful, which he promptly sold. Encouraged by 
a number of enquiries, his first sale and an order from a New 
Jersey customer, Curtiss went public that July. Forming the 
G.H. Curtiss Manufacturing Co. and opening a third shop in 
Corning, NY, he offered for sale not only a complete motor-
cycle, but also the engine separately under the Hercules name. 
This success and the need to get back into competitive sports 
prompted Glenn to try his hand at racing motorcycles. His first 
endeavour on a one-cylinder Hercules took place in Brooklyn, 
NY on September 1st, gaining him a third-place medal and 
second-place Splitdorf Cup for two races, and garnering the 
attention of the racing community.

1903 would find Curtiss totally absorbed in the motorcy-
cle industry and racing (having dropped bicycles completely 
as well as his retail shops). By issuing his first catalogue, 
exhibiting at the New York Auto Show, and through exten-
sive advertising, there were soon orders coming in from as 
far as California and New Zealand, with twenty cycles and 
an unknown number of engines being shipped in the first five 
months, forcing an addition to the G.H. Curtiss Mfg. Co. plant 
behind his home. He immediately set about making major 
improvements to the cycle and frame. As a result of what 
Glenn considered a poor showing in his first racing event, he 
set out to make a more powerful engine. Glenn’s new creation, 
the V-twin or 2-cylinder, 5hp engine (the first of its kind in 
America), which powered his new Hercules, made its debut in 
New York City at the New York Motorcycle Club Riverdale 
Hill Climb on May 30th, easily taking first place out of 20 
entrants. Heading directly from there to Yonkers, Glenn took 
first place medals for both the one-mile and five-mile races at 
the Empire City racetrack, thereby vindicating himself for his 
poor placing the year before. To Glenn’s embarrassment, he 
was hailed as a hero with a parade and presented with a cut-
glass bowl by the community on his return. 

Glenn’s V-twin immediately became the focus of the 
industry with other companies looking to add his engines to 
their cycles or develop their own. (Indian publicly offered 

their first in 1906 and Harley-Davidson in 1909.) Demand for 
his engines increased, with another new mode of transporta-
tion, aeronautics, taking a big interest. Builders of lighter-
than-air balloons known as dirigibles looked to Curtiss for 
help. The end of 1903 found Glenn not only re-engineering 
his single-cylinder and V-twin for these aeronauts, but also 
creating the first American V4-cylinder engine for this new 
sport. 

In January of 1904, Curtiss headed to Ormond Beach, 
Florida by train with his V-twin Hercules to enter the new-
ly-staged speed trials there. Undaunted by the competition, 
Glenn won the one-mile race in 59 seconds and the 10-mile 
race in 8 minutes 54 seconds, breaking all previous American 
records. He would next revisit the New York Hill Climb that 
May. Finding his 5hp V-twin barred by the new 3½hp limit, 
he took second place with a one-cylinder Hercules machine 
while hampered with fuel mixture problems. While continu-
ing to race, Curtiss again expanded the manufacturing plant to 
meet the increased demand for his products. That November, 
Thomas S. Baldwin, a celebrity aeronaut, turned up in Ham-
mondsport to meet Curtiss and to award him a medal: his 
engine had won at the 1904 Louisiana Purchase Exposition 
in St. Louis. Baldwin used a Curtiss V-twin-powered dirig-
ible to fly the first motorized balloon flight in America and 
win the St. Louis expo competition. A significant change also 
came that year – after finding another company held the rights 
to the brand name Hercules, all models afterwards were now 
branded Curtiss. 

1905 found Curtiss spending much of his time travelling 
to shows, exhibitions and races. More trophies, awards and 
new speed records increased the demand for his machines and 
engines, which in turn brought about more expansions of the 
plant and an increase in the workforce, as well as additions 
to the product line. 1906 would find Hammondsport quickly 
becoming the centre of American aviation experimentation. 
A variety of inventors came seeking Curtiss’s help with their 
designs, as they sought to create the perfect engine. Thomas 
Scott Baldwin moved his dirigible company to Hammond-
sport, and another balloonist, Charles Oliver Jones, arrived 
to work with Curtiss as he wanted an engine like no other. 
For Jones, Glenn designed the first V8 engine. At this time 
Leonard ‘Tank’ Waters, a childhood friend of Glenn’s, relo-

After the success of the V2, Curtiss experimented with a V4 
unit in 1904/5

Glenn H. Curtiss aboard a V2 Hercules in 1906 
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cated his company, the Motorcycle Equipment Company 
(MECO, originally known as MESCO), from Buffalo to 
Hammondsport to be connected to the Curtiss Co., using the 
facilities to produce the Erie motorcycle and the MESCO/
MECO brand motorcycle kits.

To exploit the new V8’s power, Glenn mounted it on a 
modified motorcycle frame and took it to the Speed Trials in 
Ormond Beach, Florida, in January of 1907. The frame was 
made in the Curtiss workshops and was 7ft long; the rider 
sat behind the engine, which necessitated extra-long handle-

bars. Goodrich tyres were used and there was no clutch, gears 
or suspension. The engine had atmospheric inlet valves and 
pushrod operated exhausts. Bore was 3⅝″ and stroke 3¼″, 
and it used two carburettors, jump-spark ignition with dry 
cells and splash lubrication. The following extract from The 
Scientific American, dated 9 February 1907, describes what 
happened that day:

‘What is unquestionably the most powerful, as well as the 
fastest, motorcycle ever built made its appearance at Ormond 

Inside the workshop: the distinctive Curtiss logo visible on one of the bikes

A 500cc single-cylinder Curtiss at Ormond Beach in 1907 In 1909, now without Curtiss, the G.H. Curtiss Mfg. Co. 
experimented with three cylinders
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Beach recently; but, owing to the breaking of a universal joint 
and subsequent buckling of the frame [the slight derangement 
I referred to earlier], this machine made no official record. It 
was built by Mr G.H. Curtiss, a well-known motor-bicycle 
maker with the idea of breaking all records. The machine was 
fitted with an 8-cylinder air-cooled V-motor of 36-40 horse-
power. The motor was placed with the crankshaft running 
lengthwise of the bicycle and connected to the driving shaft 
through a double universal joint. A large bevel gear on this 
shaft meshed with a similar one on the rear wheel. The total 
weight of the complete machine was but 275lbs, or 6.8lbs per 
hp. In an official mile test, timed by stop watches from the 
start by several persons who watched through field glasses 
a flag waved at the finish, Mr Curtiss is said to have covered 
this distance in 26.4 seconds, which would be at the rate of 
136.3mph – a faster speed than has ever been made before 
by a man on any type of vehicle. [Just imagine that for a 
moment: 1907, 137mph, on a motor-bike!]  Unfortunately, 
before this new mile record could be corroborated by an 
official test, the universal joint broke while the machine was 
going at 90mph. Fortunately, it was brought to a stop without 
injury to its daring rider from the rapidly rotating drive shaft 
which was thrashing about in a dangerous manner. Later on, 
the frame buckled, throwing the gears out of line, and the 
official test had to be abandoned.’

Curtiss had set a world land speed record of 136.4 miles 
an hour, earning him the title of ‘The Fastest Man on Earth’ 
as well as becoming a world media sensation. (It should 
be noted, this record stood as a motorcycle speed record 
in the United States until 1930.) Glenn’s comments on the 
record-breaking V-8 run were a bit subdued, as was his 
nature. He was quoted as saying ‘Riding an eight-cylinder 
motor cycle is not likely to become very popular.’ At such a 
high speed, ‘all I could see was a streak of beach with wild 
surf on one side, sand hills on the other and a black spot 
where the crowd was … The machine set up a terrific and 
inexplicable vibration; it was so great that it did not create 
wholly comforting thoughts.’ However, he did say of the 
experience: ‘It satisfied my speed craving.’ Curtiss met with 
further success in 1908 and 1909, by which time he was 
producing two special racing models, a 500cc single and a 
1000cc twin and finally, although there are no records of any 
racing successes with it, a 1500cc triple, weighing only 175 
lbs, with a claimed top speed of 90mph. Curtiss bikes and 
their badge-engineered brother, known as the ‘Marvel’, con-
tinued in limited production until the First World War. His 
success with the V8 engine in the motorbike must have made 
him realize that this engine would make a perfect power unit 
for the most exciting invention yet – the aeroplane.

It would appear that the first use of a Curtiss engine for 
aviation was by Dr Alexander Graham Bell in one of the tetra-
hedral kites with which he was experimenting in 1907. Later 
that year, Dr Bell and his charming wife persuaded Curtiss to 
join the Aerial Experiment Association (AEA) as their engine 
expert. As a result of this, a Curtiss engine was supplied to 
Captain T.S. Baldwin for his airship. It was an air-cooled V8 
developing 40hp at 1800 rpm, and further examples were 

used to power the first three aircraft of the AEA. Unfortu-
nately, they overheated and lost power, and flying had to be 
suspended until they cooled down. The longest flight achieved 
was of three minutes on 29 August 1908 with a craft known 
as the ‘June Bug’. But prior to that, on 4 July 1908, Curtiss 
made the first public flight in the US at his home town of 
Hammondsport. He would also build the first private dirigible 
hangar in the US in Hammondsport to accommodate these 
aeronauts. In 1909 he sold his first aeroplane and won the 
first International Air Meet in Rheims, France, followed by 
the first long-distance air flight from Albany to New York City 
in 1910.

By then Curtiss has given up motorcycle racing, and 
diverted his attentions entirely from wheels to wings. From 
1907 to 1909, the Curtiss motorcycle was still extremely 
popular with riders and agencies all across the US. While 
concentrating more on aeronautical engines, the G.H. Curtiss 
Mfg. Co. was offering five models including the new, short-
lived, three-cylinder motorcycle in the 1909 catalogue. That 
year the company was reorganised under the new name Her-
ring-Curtiss Company. A pioneer aeronaut, Augustus Herring 
joined Curtiss as a partner with an emphasis on ‘develop-

What started as a bicycle business had soon turned to 
engine development

Close inspection of this belt-driven bike reveals large 
accumulations of dirt
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ment and manufacture of aeroplanes’, promising the public 
that in no way would it affect the Curtiss brand of motorcycle 
manufacture. And in fact the newly-formed company issued 
their own Herring-Curtiss motorcycle catalogue for 1910. In 
August of 1909, Glenn formed another company, the Marvel 
Motorcycle Company with his childhood friend ‘Tank’ Waters 
at the head. New buildings to house the Marvel and MECO 
enterprises (the Erie motorcycle was discontinued at this 
time) were erected adjacent to the Curtiss Co. and a new one-
cylinder engine was designed for the Marvel.

Sadly, 1910 heralded the demise of the Curtiss motor-
cycle. The Curtiss–Herring partnership soured and soon dis-
solved with ‘little chance for the Curtiss plant being opened 
as a motorcycle factory’, according to one news report. The 
production of motorcycles and engines on a smaller scale was 
transferred to the Marvel plant to keep the Curtiss brand name 
alive and meet existing orders. 1911 saw many changes at the 
manufacturing facilities in Hammondsport. The Curtiss Aero-
plane Company was formed in April and the Curtiss Motor 
Company a few months later to occupy the existing plant. 
The new unincorporated Curtiss Motorcycle Company which 
appeared in May was merged with the Marvel company by 
December. In the meantime, the 1911 model Marvel and 
Curtiss motorcycles appeared on the market as one-cylinder 
machines, the V-twin being completely discontinued. Sales 
soon diminished and, due in part to the lack of variety and 
stiff competition in the growing industry, 1912 would be the 

last year motorcycle and motorcycle engine production of any 
kind would take place in Hammondsport. The major emphasis 
was now fully on aviation in the village. The Curtiss a nd  th e 
Marvel were no longer offered.

The next engine Curtiss created was a water-cooled V8 
used to power the Silver Dart with which many flights of 
more than twenty minutes were made, and this engine was 
the forerunner of the series of engines culminating in the OX 
and OXX. Both four-cylinder and V8 engines were made, but 
these early ones had concentric valves, the exhaust operated 
by a pushrod and the inlet being atmospheric. The engines 
that followed had a single push–pull rod and a single rocker 
arm to operate both valves, a feature that remained unchanged 
in principle until the introduction of the OX. Prior to that, the 
Model O appeared in the spring of 1912. It had a 4-inch bore 
and a 5-inch stroke and developed 75hp at 1100rpm; it differed 
from the earlier engines in having a Monel metal water jacket 
in place of the previous copper ones, but it retained the earlier 
valve gear. The limitations of this were soon realised and the 
next valve gear that appeared was that of the OX and OXX 
engines. It features one push rod for the exhaust and a concen-
tric pull-tube, which operates the inlet. This arrangement was 
first applied to a modified Model O, which was to be called 
the O+, but the + sign was inadvertently turned and became 
an X, thus the O+ became the OX. This engine was marketed 
as developing 90hp at 1400rpm, but would in fact go on up to 
1900rpm at which it produced 100hp.

The record-breaking V8-engined bike on which Curtiss achieved 136.4mph in 1907
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The Model OX was developed through four versions, the 
OX2, 3, 4, and 5. All engines before 1914 were the basic O, 
then when supplies of the German-made Schebler carburettor 
and Bosch magneto dried up due to Allied blockades, Split-
dorf or Buerling mags and Zenith duplex carbs were used on 
the OX2. The OX 3 and 4 were probably experimental units. 
The engine used in the Curtiss De Dion is very different from 
those in the Monarch and the Le Zebre; the former uses two 
four-cylinder Bosch mags (each mag firing one bank of cyl-
inders) and a Zenith carb and has much less strengthening on 
the crankcase than the others, which both use one eight-cyl-
inder mag, not of Bosch manufacture. Maybe the engine in 
the De Dion is really an OX3 or 4. This would accord with its 
engine number being C17, and the fact that there is no manu-
facturer’s plate on it.

About 12,000 of these engines were built between 1912 
and 1918, 600 or so by the Curtiss Aeroplane & Motor Co. 
in the period up to the Americans joining in WW1, after 
which Willys Morrow and Willys Overland took over produc-
tion. The OX was a very popular engine with both civilian 
and military users. The British bought OX-powered Curtiss 
JN-3s and 4As and also further engines for use in the DH6. 
It was the only engine used in the entire Canadian training 
programme, and when the US finally did join in WW1 only 
the OX and the Hall-Scott A7A were considered suitable for 
their own training programme. Troubles with the Hall-Scott 
led to its abandonment and the entire load of primary training 
in the US then fell on the OX engine. In the post-war period 
its availability in quantity at war surplus prices led to its use 
by many aircraft manufacturers. It was used in the Laird 
Swallow, the Travel Air 2000, the Waco 9 and 10 and the 
American Eagle. Many of these surplus engines were con-
verted for marine use: the Auto Engine Works of St. Paul, 
Minnesota advertised the ‘Capitol’ with clutch, forward and 
reverse gear, starter, dynamo, distributor and coil ignition, 
water heated inlet manifolds etc., with a total weight of 
625lbs. It is rumoured that Curtiss actually had an automobile 
put together for his own use using a modified OX5. Leonard 
‘Tank’ Waters would continue operation of the Motorcycle 

Equipment Company in Hammondsport until 1928 strictly as 
an accessory supply company. And while there was a Harley-
Davidson dealership in the village for a short time in the 1920s 
and ’30s, any connection the village had to the motorcycle 
industry ceased to exist in its entirety. While Glenn H. Curtiss 
and Hammondsport are famous for their major influence in 
aviation history, it should be noted that when it comes to the 
motorcycle industry their influence is just as great. Over the 
short ten years from 1902 to 1912, Curtiss and representatives 
set world speed records, won countless races and inspired 
other companies to move on to bigger and better accomplish-
ments. Five brands were produced here – the Hercules, the 
Curtiss, the Erie, the MESCO/MECO and the Marvel. Curtiss 
engines were supplied to several companies to power their 
brands, including the Harry Geer Co. of St. Louis, Mo. who 
even went as far as the purchase and resale of complete 1904 
Hercules V-twin models under their own brand name, Green 
Egg. No doubt, had Glenn H. Curtiss kept his interest in 
motorcycles on an equal par with his aircraft, several famous 
brands might not be where they are today.

So next time you see one of the several OX5-engined 
specials flying along in a VSCC event, don’t say, ‘Oh, just 
another aero-engined special.’ Think instead of Glenn Curtiss 
on his V8 motorbike achieving 137mph in 1907, and be 
thankful that some of his wonderful engines are still finding 
appreciative owners who actually use them instead of letting 
them lie idle. 

With thanks to Richard Leisenring Jr. and the Glenn H. 
Curtiss Museum for the use of these images, and grateful 
acknowledgements to American Racing Motorcycles, the 
AAHS Journal, the OX5 Club of America, and the late Steady 
Barker

The Glenn H. Curtiss Museum is located in Hammond-
sport, New York, and is open most days from 9am to 5pm. Its 
extensive collection of aircraft, motorcycles, automobiles and 
aircraft engines is dedicated to Curtiss’s life and work 

Oliver Way built the Mors ‘Le Sanglier’ using a Curtiss V8 
engine (Oliver Way)

A well-known VSCC car: Jeremy Flann’s Le Zebre is also 
powered by a Curtiss V8 (Jeremy Flann)
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The inaugural Bulletin 
photographic competition

C hair of the j udges and coordinator-in-chief J I M W O O D  
commends the winning entrants 

This action shot of a Chrysler mid-trial, also taken by David 
Southcott, was highly commended by the judges

The essence of this idea was aired in telephone tennis 
between several VSCC members at the instigation of 

Kevin Lee around the time that Geoff Smith asked him 
to take on the role of Vice-President. It was well received 
by Bulletin editor Matthew Bell and rolled around various 
dining tables and at gatherings of interested parties at events 
in notable club campsites. I was nudged and bumped into 
discussions, and over twenty regular photographers and con-
tributors to our publications were encouraged to join in with 
the ad hoc occasional and casual team of judges. In keeping 
with the minimal rules and regs philosophy, and a prefer-
ence for anonymity and the least accountability, I agreed to 
coordinate for a while. Some judges have been kept strapped 
and wrapped because of close association with the images or 
because of faster responses from others.

This is the long-awaited fi rst result. Restrictions and 
asymptomatic delays were set aside, and a select group of 

1 st
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pictures took to the air for comparative selection. I look at 
rather large numbers of still images and spent my working 
life involved in fi elds where it is essential to look at pictures 
for information. The enjoyment has always been the less 
easily defi ned analysis of the magic within the smoke and 
mirrors stuff.

David Southcott submitted three pictures that were 
looked at with seven other pictures. Each of the ten had 
just an identity code and judges were just asked to return 
three codes ranked fi rst choice, second and third. Five of the 
pictures were by two people. One of the pictures later proved 
to be by a non-member. Another picture was submitted by 
someone I decided was too close to the organisers, though 
it was one that would have been a podium choice and we 
will quietly use the image in another way. One of David’s 
three submissions is the winning picture. It is of John James 

competing at Brooklands in his Rover at the 2020 New Year 
Driving Tests in the beautiful January sunshine. David’s 
other popular picture was of a trials Chrysler with the pas-
senger leaning out, and the car about to turn across in front 
of him. 

A couple of entries in the fi rst batch stood out for the 
ability to give us pictures that had more than the initial 
impact of a well-taken picture of our friends and members 
enjoying their cars. I kept returning to look at the details. 
Two of the select few judges also remarked on the ‘more 
to that than fi rst thought’ factor. A measure of quality may 
be the technical stuff like being in focus or tonal balance, 
but we see that all the time in The Bulletin. These pictures 
have to make some of us return and look again or indeed 
may trigger some other sort of positive response. The Photo 
Comp gives us a chance to enjoy some shiny metal, some 

Left: The winning picture of the fi rst Bulletin photographic competition is this image by David Southcott of John James 
cornering hard in his Rover 9/20 at this year’s New Year Driving Tests at Brooklands. Above: Imogen Carvell-Crook came a 
very close second with this atmospheric photograph of a hood being erected between hill sections on Simon Bowyer’s Ford 
Model A

Imogen Carvell-Crook: a portrait of the artist ...and snapped at work at Prescott

Left: The winning picture of the fi rst Bulletin photographic competition is this image by David Southcott of John James 

2 nd
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patination, or the sense of smell, the heat or the noise of 
VSCC life.  

I love Jacques-Henri Lartigue’s work and the pictures 
he conjured up with people, cars and amusing activities in 
the early 1900s are always delightful. The reason for JHL 
being so remarkable was his understanding of the camera 
and that he set out to capture something – it was intentional 
and there were things to do to be sure the image would be 
captured in focus. He involved his friends and family as 
well as boundless energy and had a remarkably long life. 
He loved cars and aeroplanes as well as the same sense of 
fun that describes a very large number of VSCC members. I 
look at Lartigue and look for his echoes today.

I have watched many youngsters getting to grips with 
photography. Seeing Imogen Carvell-Crook wielding a 
borrowed SLR with a chunky lens from the open and breezy 
back-seat of the family Dodge, I was astonished to see that 
she was wise enough to review her pictures and go in for 
some alternatives (just like her mum might do). Imogen has 
a long history (by her standards) of using cameras and taking 
the chances to get things right. She has an understanding 
or an intuitive feel for proportion and position within the 
picture frame. We didn’t have to fi dget around with edits to 
correct the levels: her horizons weren’t tilted, and the light, 
colour and density suited the situation.

Imogen has often shown me or her many victims the 
result of her efforts to show people and cars and the situa-
tion to great effect. To be fair, her mum is a good teacher and 
we all recognise the infl uence. That said, Imogen often gets 
some cracking shots while Rhiannon and Chris are busy and 
older sister Isabel is working or keeping watch on the car. It 
must be said that I have rarely seen or heard moaning about 
the cold and wet while the girls are busy with vintage cars. 
Getting muddy or worrying about the trivial stuff that many 
others witter about is not a Carvell or Crook preoccupation. 

What is the connection between Jacques-Henri and 
Imogen? Sense of humour, people and their old cars are high 
on the list. May I recommend an exploration of the work of 

Lartigue if, amazingly, you have not browsed through some 
of his work?

Several other pictures by the early entrants gave us a 
while to decide. I think we had unanimity with the second 
place although it must be said that only one vote divided fi rst 
and second. The groups of pictures from David and Imogen 
gave me a headache as each provided top-hole alternative 
entries. My fi rst job was to decide not to use two pictures by 
one person: I wanted three people to be named for a podium 
of sorts.

We have all seen the Louis Klemantaski trackside 
pictures. The master of trying to high-fi ve Behra or Fangio as 
young Klem dangerously leaned almost over the front wing 
of a car doing eighty miles an hour. Our fi nal ‘smudger’, 
again with good images, was Tim Harrison in third place, 
who offered up a close shot of Mark Walker aligning Thun-
derbug at speed.

Today we have digital cameras that do much of the 
twiddly stuff for us. Louis Klemantaski and Monsieur 
Lartigue used slower fi lm speeds and learned the essentials 
of metering and silver bromide monochrome: black and 
white prints with fabulous, subtle and fi ne-grain quality 
printing. Young Mr Harrison had the track-safety bounda-
ries and distance to contend with, but for an enthusiast with 
an engineering career rather than a photographer with an 
interest in vintage motorsport, Tim has delivered a good 
result (and, poor chap, had to re-submit after my modern 
technology failure in March). It is all too easy to miss a 
fast-moving car, close up, while fast panning with digital 
cameras: whoever invented cameras that ponder? Pre-focus, 
turn off the auto-focus and squeeze!

I was thankful that many people presented us with a 
choice, and from many choices it was easy to pick one good 
shot that stood above the others. That is most often the way. 
As a quick taster for the second competition: at least three 
groups of pictures were terrifi c clusters of pictures that do 
not deserve to be split up. Please do submit your efforts if 
you haven’t already.  

M. Lartigue is not a VSCC member and therefore not 
eligible for the competition, but this is a good shot by him 
taken in 1912, showing Wagner’s Fiat being encouraged by 
Nazzaro

This image by Tim Harrison of Mark Walker in Thunderbug 
reminded the judges of the work of Jacques-Henry Lartigue

3 rd

C
LA

SS
IC

 TRUSTED LUBRICANT PARTNER SINCE 1853  

MOTUL
CENTURY

First multigrade
lubricant on the
market

MOTUL
CENTURY 2100

Very first 
semi-synthetic 
lubricant 
for cars

MOTUL
300V

First fully synthetic
4-stroke lubricant
based on Esters

ESTER Care®
TECHNOLOGY

Introduced through
300v Motorsport 
line and 300V 
Factory line

1953 1966 1971 2011 2016 2018
MOTUL
HYBRID RANGE

Launch of the first
ever hybrid range 
on the market

MOTUL
300V2

A direct evolution of 
the 300V with increased 
performance for o� road 
and road racing 
applications

         

withamgroup.co.uk
     01353 723373 motul@withamgroup.co.uk        

To order online or for more information please contact:

Follow us on
social media

Classic engines often require specially designed lubricants. The Motul range of 
classic oils provides optimal protection and improved performance from over 
160 years of expertise in lubricant development.

C

M

Y

CM

MY

CY

CMY

K

Motul Classic TRUSTED LUBRICANT Advert 183x245 06-05-2020 FP.pdf   1   06/05/2020   16:16

No. 309 Autumn 2020 VSCC Bulletin4040

PHOTOGRAPHY

14366-VSCC-Bulletin Autumn 309.indb   40 18/08/2020   11:11



C
LA

SS
IC

 TRUSTED LUBRICANT PARTNER SINCE 1853  

MOTUL
CENTURY

First multigrade
lubricant on the
market

MOTUL
CENTURY 2100

Very first 
semi-synthetic 
lubricant 
for cars

MOTUL
300V

First fully synthetic
4-stroke lubricant
based on Esters

ESTER Care®
TECHNOLOGY

Introduced through
300v Motorsport 
line and 300V 
Factory line

1953 1966 1971 2011 2016 2018
MOTUL
HYBRID RANGE

Launch of the first
ever hybrid range 
on the market

MOTUL
300V2

A direct evolution of 
the 300V with increased 
performance for o� road 
and road racing 
applications

         

withamgroup.co.uk
     01353 723373 motul@withamgroup.co.uk        

To order online or for more information please contact:

Follow us on
social media

Classic engines often require specially designed lubricants. The Motul range of 
classic oils provides optimal protection and improved performance from over 
160 years of expertise in lubricant development.

C

M

Y

CM

MY

CY

CMY

K

Motul Classic TRUSTED LUBRICANT Advert 183x245 06-05-2020 FP.pdf   1   06/05/2020   16:16

VSCC Bulletin No. 309 Autumn 20204141

14366-VSCC-Bulletin Autumn 309.indb   41 18/08/2020   11:11



Henry Williamson
Part I I

In her second article about the writer and his motors, A NNE  W I L L I A MSO N  
describes how HW delighted in the power and speed of a much-abused Alvis  

Silver Eagle, bought second-hand from Whitney Straight

There is one further story to relate before HW moved to 
the Shallowford cottage at Filleigh on the southern edge 

of Exmoor. His book Tarka the Otter had been brought to the 
attention of Lawrence of Arabia – T.E. Lawrence – in 1927, 
then stationed in north India.  He wrote to say he had ‘sizzled 
with joy’ on reading it. The subsequent friendship between 
the two men was conducted mainly by correspondence but 
there was one significant meeting. On 28 July 1929, TEL, 
back from India and stationed at Plymouth, got astride ‘Boan-
erges’ and as HW relates in his book Genius of Friendship, as 
the church clock struck 12 noon, Lawrence appeared on his 
nickel-plated Brough Superior motorcycle in the lane outside 
Vale House in Georgeham (no doubt they heard him coming).

Knowing TEL’s preferences, HW had asked his wife to 
prepare a very simple lunch of salad, with nuts and apples 
placed about the room. There is no proper record of their con-
versation, but perhaps HW would have mentioned that he had 
also owned a Brooklands Road Special Norton? Was the 1928 
Morris on view – or hidden away in the garage? There is no 
photograph marking the occasion, so we do not know which 
particular Brough of the many TEL rode hard and fast he was 
on that day, but we do know that he was in the habitual black 

leathers. He stayed about an hour, then it was time to return 
to duty in Plymouth. 

The two men met again briefly in early 1934, as HW 
boarded the SS Berengaria for his second visit to America. 
Lawrence, then stationed at Southampton (working on high 
speed rescue boats), came to see him off. Then on 13 May 
1935, soon after TEL left the RAF and was living at Cloud’s 
Hill in Dorset, it was while returning from sending HW a 
telegram inviting him to lunch on the following Tuesday, that 
he met with the accident which caused his death a few days 
later. 

When TEL made that visit in July 1929 plans were well 
in hand for the Williamson family move to Shallowford 
that Michaelmas. HW was now a well-established author 
here and in America. His American publisher, John Macrae 
(Dutton Publishing), invited HW to join him and his sons on 
a fishing trip to Mastigouche, a fishing club on the lakes in 
the Canadian outback (north-east of Quebec). HW embarked 
on 6 September 1930. At Mastigouche life was still almost 
in an earlier age. Their transport was by canoe and ‘portage’, 
as HW described in a letter home to his wife: ‘The canoes 
are lovely, 60 lbs, the guides carry these from lake to lake.  

The Alvis Silver Eagle at Shallowford, 
Devon, in the 1930s, with village 
children on board
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Balance a careful business.’ 
Fishing holiday over, HW returned with the Macraes to 

New York, where he settled down for a winter of writing in 
Greenwich Village. The outcome was The Gold Falcon, a 
novel which describes in considerable detail the frenetic New 
York scene as it was at that time. Spoiler alert: the book ends 
with the death of the hero, Manfred, in the Atlantic when the 
aeroplane he is flying home in to his dying wife, a ‘blue and 
silver monoplane’ (a Lockheed-Beaumont Altair), ditches 
in the water where, in a scene of mythic drama, he drowns. 
HW checked various technical flying details with his wife’s 
cousin, Sir Francis Chichester (famous as a round-the-world 
aviator and yachtsman).

While in New York, HW had written to his wife to say 
that on his return he intended to buy a fast car in order to 
facilitate visits to London. He returned on 17 March 1931. 
On 10 June 1931 he bought from Henlys Ltd of London, as 
recorded in the bill of sale: ‘One second hand Alvis Tourer, 
finished black as seen, tried and approved, …£335.0.0’. The 
document also notes: Registration no. DR 6084; Engine no. 
8352; Chassis no. 7906. He was given £85 as part exchange 
for the Morris. Subsequent documents from Henlys refer to a 
stock number, 13069.  HW’s Sun Insurance certificate notes 
the horse-power as 16/95. There is little to tell us how HW 
came to buy that particular car from that obviously very pres-
tigious Automobile Car Agency (addresses for the various 
sections of the firm include Devonshire House, Piccadilly, 
Great Portland St., W1, Fitzroy Square, W1, Henly House, 
Euston Road, a works and service station in Camden Town, 
and also premises in Manchester and Bristol). Neither is there 
anything within the correspondence documents revealing that 
the previous owner of the car had been Whitney Straight, but 
that information would have been on the car’s logbook. 

Whitney Straight, born in the USA in November 1912, 
had been brought to England when his mother, an heiress, 
married Leonard Elmhirst after the death of Major Straight 
in the 1918 flu epidemic. In 1925, the Elmhirsts bought the 
Dartington Hall estate in Devon, and founded the famous pro-

gressive school where Whitney was educated before going 
to Trinity College Cambridge, where Richard Seaman was 
also currently an undergraduate. The 1930 Alvis Silver Eagle, 
bought new for £559, was Whitney Straight’s first car at the 
age of 17. Judging from its condition only a year later, he 
drove it hard and fast: he was obviously hard-wired to be a 
racing driver. In the summer of 1931, he turned it in for a 
Brooklands Riley Nine, in which he immediately made his 
first foray into competition, entering in the amateur class at 
Shelsley Walsh. He later traded this up to a 2-litre Bugatti 
and then the ex-Tim Birkin 1931 2½-litre Maserati. Described 
as ‘strikingly good-looking’ by Bill Boddy, Whitney Straight 
was also an RAF pilot during the Second World War; he was 
shot down from his Spitfire, taken prisoner and escaped. He 
was later chairman of BOAC, and awarded the MC, DFC, and 
later CBE. He died in 1979.

Dartington Hall is not far from HW’s home at Shallow-
ford. I had assumed that HW heard locally that the car was 
for sale and rushed off to London, no doubt telephoning his 
interest in advance, to make his purchase. However, I have 
now found in the file a somewhat faint duplicate letter from 
the County Garage, Barnstaple, to Alvis Cars (see later for 
reasons underlying this) stating that they had recommended 
that HW bought an Alvis, and had hoped to sell him a new 
one, but that he had been to London and ‘purchased this one. 
Undoubtedly he has been unfortunate with it.’ I would still 
assume that the local connection was a factor in his choice. 

A letter dated 10 June 1931 to HW from G. Challis, the 
sales director at Henlys Ltd, reveals that HW had sensibly had 
an AA report done on the car. This revealed several problems, 
including that the radiator was to be ‘exchanged’. The 
letter also thanks HW for his ‘kindness in leaving a signed 
copy of The Old Stag. I do very much appreciate that kind 
of book.’ The car was to be delivered to HW on ‘Saturday 
next’, rendezvous to be outside Salisbury Station at 1 o’clock 
(Salisbury being conveniently halfway between London and 
Devon). Another receipt shows HW had had fitted ‘a spot 
lamp’ (£2.10.0) and a ‘radiator stone guard’ (£5.0.0). Mean-

HW poses alongside the Alvis after turning it over on 16 
April 1936

The accident was caused by a barn owl swooping across a 
lane late at night
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while HW had equipped himself with leather flying helmet 
and coat, goggles and gauntlets – ready for flying along the 
Devon lanes.

HW wrote of the purchase of his Silver Eagle in his 
novel The Phoenix Generation (1965, Vol. 12 of A Chroni-
cle of Ancient Sunlight), where Phillip Maddison is based on 
HW. The fictional time is May 1929 and Phillip has bought 
‘ a Silver Eagle, a six-cylinder, three carburettor sports car…’ 
Phillip’s friend Piers Tofield (John Heygate who owned an 
MG Magnette at that time) ‘thought his friend had paid far 

too much for the second-hand car. It was less than a year 
old but the exhaust smoked blue, the engine used a gallon of 
oil every one hundred miles. Obviously the previous owner 
had caned it.’ (Fiction has blurred the facts here, of course:  
a Silver Eagle bought in May 1929 is unlikely to have been 
second-hand.)

The Silver Eagle features strongly in the remaining three 
volumes of the Chronicle, more or less as in real life, except 
for the final volume, The Gale of the World, which is set post-
Second World War, by which time HW no longer owned the 
Alvis. In the novel, the car ends its days when struck by light-
ning on the Chains of Exmoor and bursts into flames, in the 
storm that gave rise to the real-life Lynmouth flood of 1952. 
A very dramatic ending for a faithful friend. In real life, in 
1931, a further ping-pong of letters, first from Henlys, but 
very soon also ‘Alvis Car Company’ and also involving the 
County Garage in Barnstaple (who were possibly agents for 
Alvis Cars) reveal a series of problems, an increasingly irri-
tated HW, and extremely polite and patient but obviously 
bewildered recipients trying to solve problems which they 
thought did not exist but HW insisted did. 

This letter, dated 30 May, gives the car as being Alvis 
stock number 12727, though this seems to be an error as all 
subsequent letters refer to car 12717. We learn: ‘We are sorry 
to know that the petrol gauge is still unsatisfactory, also that 
the carburettor still floods, and that the chassis lubrication 
still leaks,’ but they insist that all were checked and correct 
both at Henlys and at the Alvis works. A letter from Henlys, 
dated 22 June 1931, reveals that the car had been returned to 
them as they are doing fairly major work on the cylinders: 
they have removed score from No 1 cylinder by ‘grinding out 
the bores to 69.5 mm’ (an error corrected in their next letter 
to ‘68.5 mm against the standard measurement of 67.5 mm’) 
and are ‘awaiting the oversize pistons from Messrs Alvis’. 
Another letter implies that the Silver Eagle had actually been 
into the Alvis works in July, as their bill becomes a bone of 
contention. 

The carburettors were a major problem. Alvis sent a list 
of instructions (sadly not present in HW’s archive) but it is 
obvious that HW had already tried to solve the problem in his 
own way, thus exacerbating the situation. The letter explains 
that a particular nut (obviously one HW had played with) had 
nothing to do with the calibration – and (my understanding 
of the technicalities here) that if the central carburettor was 
tuned correctly the others would be automatically aligned.

Despite all these ongoing problems, in early September 
1931, three months after purchase, HW and his wife set off in 
the Alvis for a holiday on the Isle of Islay in Scotland at the 
invitation of Gipsy’s cousin, Sir Stephen Renshaw and family. 
HW included a chapter on this fishing holiday in his book 
A Clear Water Stream (1958) which opens with basic details 
about the car: ‘six cylinders, 3 carburettors, up to 4800 rpm, 
80 miles an hour – the driver wears leather coat, goggles, and 
flying helmet’. The particular point of interest here is that on 
his way north HW stopped off at the Alvis works in Coventry 
on 6 September, recording ‘to have the timing checked and 
the carburettors synchronised’. At the end of this chapter HW 

Top: The bill of sale from Henlys in London; HW’s Morris 
Minor was taken in part exchange Above: One of several 
letters from Alvis contained in the Henry Williamson archive
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notes that he did the return journey all in one go – 550 miles: 
so 1100 miles all told – and no further problem mentioned.

On 19 November Alvis Cars wrote to ask for payment 
of their overdue invoice of £39.9.3d. for work done in July 
and September but HW disputed the amount stating that some 
items were duplicated. Alvis refuted this and itemised work 
carried out. The sum included labour charge – ‘4 mechanics 
and a tester were involved on your car on the last occasion 
it was here’: cost for five people over no doubt several hours 
being – £2.6s.0d. Other items attended to include the Alcyl 
lubricating system, the Hobson petrol gauge, and water pump 
glands. To show good will (and no doubt to end the dispute) 
Alvis gave HW a generous discount – and the matter was 
settled.

Further letters show work carried out in November 1933, 
and in 1934. The radiator problem seems to have finally been 
resolved by Serck Radiators of Birmingham in the summer 
of 1935, who offered to fit a new ‘filter type centre, which 
we have proved is far less subject to “weeping” than the old 
type round-tube honeycomb’. Despite the problems the Alvis 
was in constant use and HW covered a huge number of miles, 
back and forth to London for business purposes and visiting 
friends, particularly girlfriends.  He became involved in radio 
talks broadcast from the BBC Studio in Bristol, and it was 
while returning late at night from one of these on 16 April 1936 
that he overturned the car, after a white barn owl flew across 
his windscreen as he turned a corner when nearly home. The 
incident is described in Goodbye West Country (1937) in the 
entry for 17 April, which ends: ‘I watched the poor old Eagle 
towed away, twisted front wheels and bent axle up in the air. 
It will be repaired.’ Note it is the County Garage dealing with 
the incident. While the Alvis was hors de combat, HW used 
what he refers to as a ‘very ancient Crossley’ left with him by 
his wife’s brothers when they emigrated to Australia.  

By then, HW had already made the decision to leave 
Devon and had bought the somewhat derelict Old Hall Farm 
at Stiffkey on the north Norfolk coast. Explaining how this 
decision came about, his book The Story of a Norfolk Farm 
opens:

One dull day in 1935 [it was after Christmas] I went to 
London in my open car which I loved. It was painted black, 
and all the seats were covered except the driver’s, in which 
I sat as in the cockpit of an airplane. There was a sense of 
freedom in my car, which had a silver eagle as a mascot on 
the radiator cap. It was fast, doing 85 m.p.h. when flat out, 
and it covered 24 miles to the gallon.

No mention here of any problems. HW would take over 
the farm at Michaelmas 1937, but it was decided that the 
family would not move until the accommodation had been 
sorted. In the early summer of 1937 HW, together with his 
brother-in-law whose help had been enlisted, decided to go 
to Norfolk and camp on the farm in order to begin some of 
the work involved prior to the official hand-over. To facili-
tate this, HW ‘acquired’ (see below) a trailer for the Alvis, 
and also a Morris Commercial lorry: ‘Bought a recon-
ditioned 1932 Morris 2-tonner from Moor of S. Molton 
today for £66.10.0d. Tipper, hoops and hood, engine, all 
new – rest made 100%.  We have a 2-ton trailer (£21), this 
lorry, a £9 trailer, & caravan for our summer road-building  
campaign.’

Everything was very fraught, with HW in the highest of 
nervous states, but in due course these vehicles were loaded up 
with the various immediate necessities, and what HW called 
‘the Flying Column’ set off on 21 May for a complicated and 
difficult journey to Norfolk. ‘We came to … a gravel-washing 
and sifting plant… It was an ideal parking place.  We pulled 
in … and went to sleep.’ On arrival at the farm they set up 
what is always referred to as ‘Pine Hill Camp’. They imme-
diately began the backbreaking work of road-building. This 
involved continuous trailer loads of gravel from the quarry 
topped off with chalk. This is all described in detail in chapter 
15 of The Story of a Norfolk Farm and again in the later 
Chronicle volumes.  

    Once the farm was officially his, the Alvis was used 
for actual farm work, despite the fact that HW very early on 
bought a Ferguson tractor, ‘the little grey donkey’, which 
arrived on 10 December 1937. HW describes its arrival 

This trailer was made using the remains of a Crossley, seen attached to the Alvis in HW’s field at Ox’s Cross. The boy is his 
eldest son Bill, here aged 10
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in chapter 25, ‘The First Furrow’, of Norfolk Farm: ‘ The 
Ferguson tractor … was half the weight of an ordinary 
tractor, built of aluminium and immensely strong steel, and it 
carried its twin furrowed plough under its tail, on three steel 
arms that looked like a grasshopper’s hind legs … It had a 
petrol engine which looked absurdly small.’

On 6 December he recorded sending a cheque ‘For 
Ferguson, including plough, cultivator & power pulley 
£282/10/- less 10%: …£252’. And on 18 December a further 
‘£47 less 10% for rubber wheels.  They are giving me £5.5.-  

rear mudguards for free.  So I get £334/15/- tractor for 
£296/10/-.’ The Alvis was used for such tasks as pulling the 
harrow, transporting bulk seed – and HW’s wife bravely took 
a pig in it to be sold at market in nearby Fakenham. We read 
towards the end of The Story of a Norfolk Farm that a severe 
storm flooded the farm meadows and tore off the hood as HW 
drove round the farm trying to deal with stranded animals.  

On 18 May 1942 HW’s diary records (the barest of facts 
in between farming notes): ‘I bought a 1938 Ford car, never 
used more than six months, for £145.’ And on 17 July he notes 
that he loaded up the ‘little Ford with food and petrol & set 
off for Devon’, for a holiday in his writing hut in the field at 
Ox’s Cross, as illustrated on p. 47 of the last Bulletin. We read 
in the Chronicle novels that the Silver Eagle becomes very 
dilapidated and is extremely difficult to start. The engine had 
to be rebored locally – as the Alvis works had been blitzed 
during the Coventry raids. At some point this thoroughbred 
Silver Eagle was made into a work-horse when Mr. Ebbage, 
a carpenter in Stiffkey village, turned it into a farm waggon 
with a pick-up body. The back seats and bodywork were 
removed and a box put in their place with a let-down back 
section for ease of loading.   

Life on the Norfolk farm continued throughout the years 
of the Second World War. It all took a great toll on HW and 
his family’s life. At the end of October 1945, HW sold the 
farm and, with a divorce already decided, the family moved 
to Bank House in Botesdale on the Suffolk/Norfolk border 
near Diss, prior to HW returning to Devon to live alone. The 
heavily used and by now quite mangled Alvis came with 

HW moved from Devon to Norfolk using the Alvis and a 
Morris truck in May 1937; they stopped to sleep overnight 
at this gravel-washing plant

HW was thrilled with the purchase of this Ferguson tractor for £252
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them, as did their 1938 Ford 8. For HW this was an inter-
lude prior to his departure alone to Devon. He was busy with 
various writing projects, mainly the allegorical story The 
Phasian Bird.

In March 1946, while on a visit to London, HW bumped 
into the father of Ann Edmonds, a former girlfriend from the 
early 1930s, and so renewed his acquaintance with her. She 
had always been mad about flying, and had served as an ATA 

pilot in the war flying Spitfires. By now she was married with 
two young children and running a gliding club in Surrey. 
HW recorded that in October 1946, ‘I gave her the old Silver 
Eagle and she came up [to Botesdale], and on Wednesday we 
took it and the Ford to Redhill, Surrey.’ Another document 
reveals that the Ford 8 was actually picked up at Ipswich on 
12 October where it had been reconditioned. HW continued 
down to Devon (in the Ford) to begin his new life. 

Ann used the Silver Eagle mainly to retrieve the tow ropes 
dropped after gliders had been towed into the sky and released 
– the box-body no doubt proved a handy receptacle. The car 
then went through several owners before being rescued by 
Alex Marsh, the current owner. Alex reinstated its original 
touring coachwork and refurbished the car to a high standard, 
and has enjoyed many adventures with her ever since. In May 
1993, the Silver Eagle returned to the Norfolk farm to grace a 
meeting of the Henry Williamson Society, where it was much 
admired. HW’s first wife, Gipsy (Ida Loetitia Williamson), 
then in her 90s, sat in the driver’s seat and remarked that she 
thought she could still drive it. We shall resume the story of 
HW’s life in cars in the next issue of The Bulletin – it concerns 
the racing driver St John ‘Jock’ Horsfall and Aston Martins. 

Our thanks to Anne Williamson for the preparation of 
these articles, and to her and the Henry Williamson Society 
for their generous permission to use these images 

The Alvis as it is today, owned by Alex Marsh, seen here at 
Le Mans in 2007
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Bédélia
By HE NRY  W I L L I A MSO N

At Prescott last year, past president and Bédélia owner David Marsh told us of a story he had 
read featuring a Bédélia and an otter. Our interest was piqued. David kindly sent a photocopy 
of the story, which was unsigned. A little digging revealed it forms the first chapter of a novel 

by Henry Williamson, author of Tarka The Otter, called It Was The Nightingale, published 
in 1962. The Bulletin got in touch with the Henry Williamson Society, who kindly gave their 
permission for us to publish the story here (it has been slightly shortened in parts). Although 
much of the tale has little to do with motor cars, being a romance set in the years after the 

Great War, we hope readers will forgive this unusual departure from our usual reading matter, 
especially since these strange times preclude us from publishing event reports. Marc Périssé, 
the world Bédélia expert, and Mike Bullett, a fellow Bédélia owner, have generously supplied 
all the period images you see here. Mike begs us to bear in mind the correct pronunciation: 

‘Bédélia – rhymes with failure, to be taken home on a trailer.’ As a final aside, the Marsh 
Bédélia was discovered in Swindon in the 1970s, bought for £100 from the Getley family. 

Records held by Wiltshire Council show that in the years immediately after the Great War, a 
Bédélia was registered to the residents of the Manor Farm in Stanton St Bernard, which hap-
pens to be the Editorial village. As Swindon lies only 18 miles away, is it fanciful to suppose 

that car might now be the Marsh car?

They had been married in January, and the winter was 
glorious at first, with snow falling to a depth of six to ten 

inches all over England; one of those seasons, which occur 
about every ten years, when Europe is scoured by winds 
from the North Cape to the Mediterranean; when strange 
birds, with staring eyes and feathers the hue of frost and 
fog, are driven far from their sub-arctic hunting grounds in 
search of food upon a white continent. 

Such a snowfall had covered the West Country from the 
end of the month until the beginning of March, bringing 
hardship to farmers and labourers, death to old people, and 
joy to the independent young. But even they were wearied 
out by the thaw, which exposed the flattened fields and made 
every lane a waterbourne carrying away dead song birds to 
be scavenged by the daws and crows. 

 It had been dark in Valerian Cottage, all wood had long 
since become ash in the open hearth, so that the fumes of 
the American oil-stove, burning with a blue flame, had pen-
etrated everywhere within the kitchen and the two small 
bedrooms. 

Now the frosts were gone, the sun shone with heat, cel-
andine and primroses broke along the hedge-bottoms and 
banks. By April all was forgotten, and when the swallows 
came back, Barley said: “Let’s go and see mother, shall 
we?” Irene lived in the south of France, in the foothills of 
the Pyrenees. They had thought of going in February, to 
ski on the slopes above Laruns, but the hard weather had 

This picture of the Bédélia in which its inventor Robert 
Bourbeau won the Cylcecar race at Le Mans in 1913 
appears in a book about cyclecars, of which Henry 
Williamson had a copy. Although HW was more familiar 
with Tamplins (see Bulletin 308), he decided to cast a 
Bédélia as the main character in the first chapter of his 
1962 novel, It Was The Nightingale
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stopped them, while Philip had wanted to write his war-
book. He had made a sledge instead, an excuse to put off 
the start of the book, which had haunted him ever since she 
had known him. 

Barley realised that it was a part of his life which he 
could never share with her, and while accepting this, or 
rather the fretful perplexity which came between them 
whenever he thought about the war, it troubled her. Often 
at night she heard him sighing, he lying still lest he awaken 
her; she already awake, for it was as though she could feel 
his discord even in her sleep, but forbearing to touch him 
lest she come between him and his world of the dead which 
awaited resurrection. Mummy had gone through the same 
thing with Daddy when they lived in India, only with Daddy 
it had been thoughts of going home to England. Mummy 
had told her that the only thing to do was to wait for the 
moods to pass. With Daddy they had never passed, he had 
grown more and more irritable with Mummy; and now he 
was dead. 

They set out in the third week of April for France; he 
wanted to see the battlefields of Picardy and Flanders on the 
way south. Having arranged for dog and cat to be boarded 
out, they headed north across Dartmoor on the motor-bicy-
cle, she riding pillion, to the coast of the Severn Sea and on 
to Bristol. 

They went on to Dover, leaving the Norton there and 
crossing by boat to Calais. Looking around before the slow 
train to Arras was due in, they passed a garage, and she got 
into conversation with the motor mechanic who was tuning 
a  voiturette in a shed. 

 The vehicle was long and narrow, with disc wheels. It 
had a twin-cylinder, air-cooled engine driving two belts to 
the back-axle. The two seats were placed tandem-fashion, 
the driver sitting at the back. 

 “A vendre,” said the mechanic, seeing their interest. 
“Bédélia, c’est bon marque, n’est-ce pas? Trés vite!” There 
followed a conversation in French. 

 “What’s he saying, Barley?”
 “He says it won the Grand Prix des Cyclecars in 1920, 

and is in very good tune. He wants seven thousand francs.” 
 Philip calculated. “About sixty quid. Too much. I’ve 

only got ten fivers on me.” 
 “I’ve got twenty pounds Mummy sent me.” 
 The mechanic was watching their faces. Then he spoke 

in French again. 
 “He says he would like to show you how to drive it. It 

takes two: one to drive, the other to shift the pulleys.”
 “But I don’t think we can afford it.” 
 “He says there is no obligation to buy, but he would like 

to show you how it works. It is the same Bédélia driven by 
M. Bourbeau, the designer, at an average speed of nearly 70 
kilometres an hour for nearly four hours, during the Grand 
Prix at Amiens, when it won the race.”

 Philip got into the front seat, which was like a canvas 
deckchair without the frame. The driver set the throttle, 
then running round to the back begun to push the cyclecar. 
Suddenly the engine roared and the mechanic flung himself 

sideways into the driver’s seat behind Philip. 
 They rattled up the cobbled street, heading for a road out 

of the town. From the horn, an affair of several brass whorls, 
came a series of high notes. 

 “En avance!” cried the driver, suddenly striking his pas-
senger in the shoulder. Philip thought this meant he was going 
to open up, and gripped the sides of the body; but the speed 
remained as before. The driver struck his shoulder again, 
while yelling into his ear and jerking about in his seat. Could 
he be getting into a rage? “Hoop! Hoop!” he cried, pointing 
over his passenger’s shoulder into the cockpit, and making 
what appeared to be an exaggerated gesture of sawing wood. 

 “Ah, mon Dieu!” he exclaimed finally in resignation, as 
he closed the throttle and got out, to explain what he wanted. 
He pointed to a lever in the cockpit. “Comprenez? Eh bien, 
regardez-vous maintenant!” He indicated the pulley on the 
nearside of the engine mainshaft. When he pushed the lever 
forward and to the left Philip saw that the outer flange of 
the pulley opened, so that the belt hung loose upon it. Then 
going to the other side of the car, the mechanic pointed to 
the smaller off-side pulley, which was now engaging its belt. 

 “Regardez!” 
 He got back in his seat and with a jerk shifted it back, 

together with the back-axle, this movement taking up the 
slack of the belt which had been loose while the engine was 
driving the other pulley. 

 So that was it – the lever, pulled back and sideways, 
or forward and sideways, changed over the driving pulleys 
while the driver took up the belt slack, or loosened it, by 
moving the floating back-axle. 

 They started off again. This time the gear was suc-
cessfully changed while Bédélia rushed over cobbled road 
to tarmac. They stopped beyond the crest at a buvette, and 
drank cognac. 

 “Six mille francs, m’sieur.”
 “Eh bien, mon vieux!” replied Philip, spreading his 

hands like the Frenchman of English newspaper cartoons. 
“C’est madame ma femme qui est le – la croupier – she has 
la banque – si vous comprenez?”

 “Santé!”
 Philip looked more carefully at Bédélia. The belts were 

new, the tyres were not worn. It was a lovely horn, tightly 

The start line at Amiens in 1913; note the Bédélia’s close-
fitting front mudguards (Marc Périssé)
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curled. No oil dripped from the engine. The magneto looked 
clean. 

 From the nettles in the orchard beside the buvette came 
the notes of a nightingale. “Attendez, monsieur! Le ros-
signol!” He stared delightedly at the other’s face. “Connais-
sez-vous ‘Le Rossignol’, par Stravinsky?”

 “C’est un auto?”
 “Non, c’est un opera.”
 The mechanic shrugged his shoulders. They drove back, 

Philip at the wheel. 
 “I’ve heard the first nightingale, Barley!” 
 “How lovely. They’re always a few days earlier than the 

English birds. They’ll be in full song in the Cote d’Or now.”
 “Let’s buy this ’bus, and go there by road! A thousand 

miles, what an adventure!”
 “Let me do the bargaining.”
It was theirs for 5,500 francs. The mechanic filled the 

tank with essence, and put a spare tin of oil in the driver’s 
cockpit, while Barley went to change the fivers into francs. 
The deal was concluded. One last thought as the mechanic 
prepared to push them off. What about a driving licence? 

 “Pfui! En avance! Bonne chance!”
 Between trepidation and glee he steered for the high 

road across the down to Arras. It was tremendous fun down 
the straight road between poplars. Here he must stop on a 
slope, and look at Bédélia. Walking round her, examining the 
brake bands on the rear axle, feeling the tyres. No tool kit, 
or puncture outfit! 

 “We’ll be able to get some at Arras, Philip!”
 Arras! How strange to get anything in Arras!
 On down through the poplars lining the road, the engine 

pulling well on less than half-throttle. The corn in the fields 
on either side of the road was beginning to shine in the breeze 
which blew the curls of the adorable head in front. 

 After an hour’s run they came to St. Omer, where she 
bought sausage, bread, butter, cheese, and a pot of apricot 
jam, while he went after a bottle of vin ordinaire and one 
small glass, for of course they must share everything. 

 They sat on the grass in the Jardin Public, opposite the 
Place Maréchal Foch.

 “I don’t recognise anything! But then we arrived at night 
and saw only the arc-lights in the autumn fog.” He sighed; 

with Barley beside him, the war was faded away almost to 
nothing. “Have some more wine?”

 “Thanks. It’s not bad stuff for a franc a bottle.”
 Marvellous girl, putting away the wine!
 At Arras they stayed the night at a small hotel, newly 

built and decorated, called the Strasbourg. Barley did the 
bargaining: dinner, petit dejeuner, and room cost 50 francs, 
about 8/6d. – far too much, they thought, but the English had 
always been rooked by the peasants. 

 They walked around the town, still in ruins, and at 10.30 
a.m. the next morning made for Cambrai on the straight N 
39. The pavé was bumpy with brick-filled shell-craters ... but 
where was Bourlon Wood, which had overlooked the Sieg-
fried Stellung in November, 1917? It should have been on the 
left of the road. He looked bewildered, lost. 

 “I am sure it was on the left of the road! I saw it a 
hundred times! The company came out of the line on 30th 
November, we had to wear our masks, even the horses – the 
place was drenched with lachrymatory and phosgene. That’s 
how I lost the way and led the company right over there” – 
he pointed south – “to the other flank of the salient, and got 
stellenbosched – kicked out.” 

 “There’s a wooded hill over there, Phillip.” 
 She pointed to the right, to where a low long mound a 

couple of miles away rose under the midday sun. “It’s the 
only wooded hill around here, so far as I can see.”

 “That’s not it. It can’t be!”
 A mile down the road, with Cambrai looming near, he 

stopped to ask a woman standing in a village partly rebuilt in 
red brick. She said it was Raillencourt. 

 “Ask her if it was called Fontaine before the war.”
 “She says Fontaine is over there.”
 “But it couldn’t be!”
 Again the woman pointed. “She says that’s Bourlon 

Wood.”
 “But I’m sure it was on the left of this road! I saw it 

many times. We all did. It was shelled day and night – on the 
left of the road as we went up to from Graincourt.”

 “She says Graincourt is beyond the wood, lying off the 
Bapaume road.”

 “Ah, yes! Of course. This is the Arras road!” She 
wondered why he looked so relieved, as though he had found 
something he had lost, and dearly loved. They went on to 
Cambrai and turned right at the fork before the town. 

 “Of course! This was the road to Bapaume!” 
 The wreckage of Bourlon Wood was covered by green 

scrub. Far away on the horizon lay the old Somme battlefield, 
like a distant sea fretted by waves of wild grass and poles of 
dead trees. He longed to be once again in the desolation of 
that vast area, so silent, so empty, so – forsaken. Somewhere 
in the misty distance were the failed objectives of July the 
First, that dream-like day of terror and great heat; and below 
the horizon of fear was Albert, and the Golden Virgin. 

 “It says Albert on the map, Philip. Would you like to go 
there?”

 “But there won’t be anyone there, now.”
 She took his hand and they walked into the wood. The 

Some people like to be driven, but who can truly enjoy 
having their driver behind them? 
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forest floor was still rough and cratered, barbed wire among 
its brambles; half-buried dud shells, yellow gas canisters, 
faded stick-bombs, rusty screw-pickets – rifle-barrels – shreds 
of uniform – shattered helmets. There was harshness and 
distress in the air, the sun had no real kindness. He turned to 
living flesh for relief from thoughts of the dead, and lay down 
beside her in an area of sunlight amidst the shade of new 
leafy growth tenderly covering black and splintered trunks 
and branches of dead trees. He held her in his arms, at peace 
before rising on an elbow to regard the beauty in her face. 
One thought came from his blood into his mind and thence to 
his will: to make this calm and self-possessed girl pregnant. 

 “Barley, let’s go on south!” he said, after they had lain in 
the sun. “I don’t want to see the battlefields.”

Cambrai, shabby and bleak like Arras, was left behind 
to gay toot-toots of the snail horn, hands waved to children. 
Onwards to St. Quentin, through the last of the Hindenburg 
Line country, grave of Gough’s Fifth Army in March, 1918. 
Comrades, I will never forget. Sausage and bread and wine 
and a sleep in the sun before going on to Laon and thereafter 
it was all new country as they approached the fabulous Cham-
pagne department. 

 Six hours after leaving Arras they were in Rheims: 142 
kilometres in 3 hours running time, and not one miss of either 
cylinder since leaving Calais. “O Bédélia, Bédélia, she must 
be christened with the vin du pays, a bottle of Veuve Clicquot 
bought in a wine store!”

 After which Bédélia ran south in top gear on full throttle, 
leaving behind the Chemin des Dames – name inducing 
compelled thoughts of a hundred bombardments, attacks, 
and counter-attacks – now but a crest of young tree growth 
among chalky patches receding behind Barley’s curly head. 
Bédélia rattled and bumped across the plain to the country of 
the Marne. 

 Within the hour they were in Châlons. Boys and old men 
actually fishing there – ah, the Marne, a word, a name – he 
said to Barley’s candle-gilt face across the small table à deux 
in the dining room of the Hotel d’Angleterre – that had the 
power to raise eighty thousand ghosts of the original B.E.F., 
ghosts of both dead and living. 

 “For we were all ghosts, whether in or out of the flesh,” 
he went on, as he raised his sixth glass of vin rosé. “Can ‘a 
necromancer raise from the rose-ash the ghost of the rose’? I 
shall do it one day soon! Meanwhile let’s have another bottle 
of the ghost of the grape!” 

 “Vin rosé is fairly strong, you know. I don’t want any 
more, but don’t let that stop you. Another half-bottle?” 

 He sighed. “I’m only in a fume of words, words, words. 
The necromancer will never raise from the rose-ash the ghost 
of the rose.” 

 She pondered this remark. Did he think there was a rose 
essence in the wine? 

 “I think it’s made from a pink grape, isn’t it?”
 “You don’t understand, you are all matter-of-fact.”
 He drank another half-litre in silence, and when they 

were in their room, she said, “Did I say something stupid?”

 “Not in the least. It was I who was stupid.”
 “Look at me, Philip!” She forced him, not unwilling, to 

stand before her, while she held his shoulder to look into his 
eyes. “How can I know what you mean, unless what you say 
comes from your real self? I can only understand you when 
you feel what you say! If you make yourself clear, in other 
words! Why should you allow yourself to be hurt, because 
people don’t know what you mean? At first, when you spoke 
about the necromancer, I didn’t remember that it occurred 
in one of the poems you read in your cottage to me when I 
first knew you. I do remember, now. It was in The Mistress 
of Vision, wasn’t it?” She shook him playfully and said in a 
quieter voice, “Anyway, you’ve no need to worry, you will 
one day write a splendid book about your friends in the war. 
I know it. I know also that you feel that time is passing, and 
you’re not working. But it is growing, all the time, in your 
mind.” 

 He could hardly believe that it was not a dream that he 
was beside her in deep-feathered softness, sharing the deliri-
ous warmth of a girl, all of whose softness was for him: that 
the dream of love had come true: and most wonderful of 
all, she wanted him in the same way that he wanted her: all 
thought between them was a silk gossamer binding them as 
one person.

 “Darling, darling, darling Barley, it’s too good to be 
true!” 

 “Isn’t it fun to be friends, as well as married?” 
 Yet once more he wondered if such bliss could last – to 

drift into sleep beside her with no more thought than scent 
was thought to a flower. Deep, deep sleep; to awaken and see 
the sun shining through the window; and what fun, another 
day lay before them, on their way to thalassa!, thalassa!, the 
sea of ancient Athens, and the radiance of the Greek poets!

 After coffee and rolls and butter they went on their 
journey, travelling towards the sun above the mountains of 
the Massif Central. But after a while the sun went in and 
it rained; it rained harder; it poured down and there was no 
hood to put up. The belts slipped, the engine went dud, with 
water in the magneto. 

 They pushed Bédélia for a mile and came to a garage-

Windscreens are optional, hats compulsory (Mike Bullett)
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A pre-war photograph showing the fashions and follies of French 
men and their machines. Two Bédélias, two drivers, and no 
volunteers to passenger (The Mike Bullett collection)
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shed where a new condenser was fitted to the magneto; very 
cheaply, he thought, giving the mechanic a pour boire. The 
engine fired at once, the rain ceased to fall, they went on 
happily through a damp twilight into Chaumont, to leave 
Bédélia in a side-street barn while Barley looked for a small 
hotel. It was a relief to him that she decided the price (while 
he waited below) and all he had to do was to be beckoned 
upstairs. Safe for one more night! No waiting by the road-
side, walking about until dawn: the room, lit by electricity, 
was a refuge against the darkness of memory. The war was 
over!

 They washed and changed, she collected their clothes 
to be dried; they went down to a wonderful dinner with a 
bottle of wine, most of which he drank before going to bed, 
half-blotto and wonderfully lucky to be safe under a roof 
with a girl, to watch the trim little female creature undress-
ing quickly and lightly, to see her shape, her gentleness, the 
small breasts and thin arms and tiny waist and beautifully 
shaped legs and feet with their high insteps and broad toes; 
feet which he held one in each hand while determined to 
make her pregnant. She sighed, she kissed, she nuzzled his 
throat and cheeks and brow like an animal already enjoying 
its young. 

 Again they were on the road early, a clear bright day, the 
engine running well; through Dijon with its vineyards and 
rose gardens, stopping to eat their midday meal on a bridge 
over the Sâone – white wine, cheese, sausage and the usual 
long loaf of bread. He felt muzzy in the intensely hot sun, and 
she was sleepy too, so they slept on the river-bank, waking to 
throw off their clothes and swim naked in the water. 

 The river turned its course there, the flow had carved a 
pool at the bend. The water moved gently over a sandy bottom 
at the verge, and, towards the farthest bank, it deepened over 
a stony pit. While they were swimming to the other side he 
saw what at first he took to be a water-vole on the bank; 
but coming nearer, he saw it had a flatter head and curiously 
small eyes with apparently no nose. It was scarcely seven 
inches long, with a stub tail, dun brown like its fur. Through 
the wimpling current he swam, nearer and nearer the animal, 
which did not move, but opened its mouth in an inaudible 
mew when the hand of his extended right arm touched the 

bank. He waited for her to draw level with him, and put a 
hand on his shoulder to steady herself while treading water. 

 “I’ve never seen anything like it.”
 They got out, and picked up the mite. It was cold, she 

breathed upon it for warmth, while feebly it sought with its 
paws to burrow between her fingers. 

 “It’s hungry,” she said. “Poor baby.”
 Phillip, looking down into the water, cried out, “Come 

here!” 
 On the stony bottom of the pool lay an animal slowly 

swaying in the current. It was on its back, it was dark except 
for a light patch on its throat. As they stared, the body 
lifted slowly and half turned over; the current checked this 
movement, and they saw something upon one paw, attached 
to a chain. 

 “It’s an otter, it’s been trapped! The chain is nailed to the 
top of that sunken post! The weight of the trap has drowned 
it!” 

 He swam underwater and hauled at the chain, drawing 
up the body until its spiky fur showed above the water. It was 
heavy with the weight of the trap; he released it and sinking 
down gripped the top of the post, to work it to and fro and to 
loosen it. It was driven too deeply to be shifted. 

 “What a shame. They trap otters at Laruns, for their fur. 
I wonder if there are any more cubs?”

 “They have them in holes of trees by the river, I think. I 
wonder how this one got on the bank? It’s too small to swim.”

 “Perhaps she was carrying it to another nest, Phillip.” 
They could find no other cubs, and walked down-river to find 
a ford.

 “We’ll get some milk in the next town. I can feed it with 
my fountain-pen filler.”

 As soon as they had dressed they went on to Dôle, where 
Barley bought some milk and, mixing it with hot water, fed 
the cub on the rubber squeezer of the pen-filler. 

 “Good, it’s sucking!”
 It took three fills of the glass container, then closed its 

eyes. She put it inside her jumper, next to her collar bone, 
and seeing an hotel, decided to spend the night there, because 
of its name, the Pomme d’Or. 

 Next morning the cub was still alive; with joy they went 
on south, a new view of mountains immediately before them. 
They climbed up to Poligny, the engine sharply crackling 
through the tree-lined streets partly in shadow; and continuing 
along route 83 they came to Lons-le-Saunier and after filling 
the pointed cylindrical tank over the engine with essence, 
made for Bourg-en-Bresse, their objective being Lyons – 187 
kilometres on the map from Dôle. They ran non-stop the last 
sixty kilometres to find that Lyons was the Birmingham of 
France, except that it had trees around its great square, and 
no grime. Even so it was a business town, the hotel they 
entered for a drink was filled with sallow-faced, podgy men 
in black coats and trousers, so let’s go on to Vienne, he said. 

 The mountain peaks were ruddy as they rattled down 
the valley route beside the great Rhone whose leaping snow-
waters were visible on their right. 

 “Just fancy, this town is exactly 500 kilometres, 300 Monsieur Bourbeau flying the flag in 1912 (Mike Bullett)
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miles, from Paris,” he said, lying on the hotel bed and 
reading the Michelin guide, while she pulled off her jumper 
and put on a silk blouse. After fondling her, he tried to draw 
her to the bed. She resisted. “I must get some goat’s-milk.”

 “Come back soon, and we’ll feed the cub here.”
 When she did not come back he went to look for her and 

found her sitting at a table in the salle à manger, a young 
waiter standing beside her table. They were looking at the 
cub. He saw that the waiter was young, perhaps eighteen, 
a handsome youth talking excitedly in French. On the table 
was an open stamp book.

 Barley looked up as he came in. “Hullo, old boy, I’ve 
been showing Jules ‘la petit loutre’.” She put the cub back 
inside her blouse. 

 “Aren’t you coming up to feed it?”
 “It’s been fed. Jules wants to show me some of his rare 

French Colonials.” She remained seated while Jules con-
tinued to look over her shoulder, pointing out this and that 
stamp, while she turned the pages and appeared to share his 
interest. 

 Feeling out of it, Phillip went to the bar and ordered a 
calvados, swallowing the fiery liquid before going back to 
the dining-room door. The boy-waiter was now seated beside 
her, the two blond heads close together. He returned to the 
bar, drank another calvados, and then walked into the street. 
It was ten minutes before he returned, to find her waiting 
for him. 

 “I didn’t order dinner, not knowing how long you’d be.”
 He seated himself on the other side of the table. Hitherto 

they had sat side by side. 
 There were a few local Frenchmen dining in the room, 

commercial travellers judging by the tucked-in napkins and 
the absent-minded speed with which they swallowed their 
food. 

 Jules gravely examined Barley as he stood awaiting the 
order. Phillip could not decide. Had she left undone the top 
button of her V-blouse on purpose? 

 “Steak for you, with watercress as usual, old boy?”
 “What would you like?”
 “I think I’d prefer a herb omelette tonight.”
 “Aren’t you hungry?”
 “Not very. But you have a steak – you’ve done all the 

work.” This wasn’t true; she had a blister from changing over 
the belts, the gradients had varied frequently upon stretches 
of the journey. 

 “What wine would you like with your omelette? A 
Graves? A Chablis?”

 “I’ll have Vichy water, I think. Where did you get to, 
just now?”

 Was Jules hanging on his answer? Old boy – yes, he was 
that. Was her remark intended to show up his greater age? 
He gave the order; Jules brough the Vichy bottle, and waited 
beside her again. 

 “M’sieur! Du vin?”
 “Vin rosé, s’il vous plait.”
 He drank silently. The dishes came, expertly places by 

Jules. She seemed not to be hungry; she waited, holding her 

fork as though playing with her food, while he ate the steak 
and swallowed glasses of wine as though they were water. 

 “What’s the matter, Phillip?”
 “Nothing. Why should there be?”
 She pretended to eat while she waited for him to finish 

his steak. Then she said, “D’you mind if I go up now? I’ve 
got a bit of a headache. It’s the vibration, I think.” 

 “I’m sorry.”
 “You won’t mind my leaving you?”
 “Not at all.”
 He stood up, she left, he sat and ordered a large cognac. 

Headache – or heartache? But he must not allow imagination 
to – and yet, in the past, all his forebodings had turned out 
to be real. Eveline Fairfax – Spica – O for God’s sake, not 
Barley. He finished the bottle and thought to walk into the 
dark night; but hesitating in the foyer went upstairs to their 
room, anticipating its emptiness. 

 She was in bed, only the top of her head visible. 
 He undressed and washed slowly, and got in his side 

of the bed, to lie apart from her. At last he could bear it no 
more, and touched her shoulder with his hand. She patted the 
back of his fingers, and said, “Go to sleep – you’re tired out, 
you know.”

 “Don’t you want me?” he said at last. 
 “Of course I want you. But tonight we ought to sleep.”
 “Is it anything I’ve done, or said?”
 “No, of course not.”
 He lay awake beside her, suffering. She didn’t want him. 

She was thinking, perhaps dreaming, of the eager youth. He 
lay still minute after minute, breathing through his mouth to 
make his breathing inaudible. At last she turned over. 

 “What is the matter, Phillip? I can hear you thinking. 
Tell me, what’s the matter?”

 He told her. 
 “Oh darling! How clumsy I am! I am so terribly happy, 

you see! I feel like – well, like Juliet set free from the vault. I 
suppose I shouldn’t have put ‘la petite loutre’ there, but Jules 
was so eager for me to see his collection, and anyway the cub 
is used to sleeping there. Also I thought that probably Jules 
had no one to talk to about his stamp album.”

The Bédélia is a family car, if half the family doesn’t mind 
walking (Mike Bullett)
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 “You’re not growing tired of me?”
 She took him in her arms. “Oh, my poor boy, so you 

thought you had lost ‘Anky’! Never, Phillip, never! – never! 
– never! I can never change towards you, or grow tired, not 
one smallest fraction of me!” She leaned over him and kissed 
one eyebrow. “Oh, how could you think that I might ever 
change? I owe you everything – it was you who first opened 
my eyes to poetry, and the feeling that ‘everything that lives 
is holy’.” 

 It was his turn to pay tribute. “And I wasn’t really alive 
until I knew you. I could never be my real self with anyone 
before I knew you.”

On the way south they ran into flocks of sheep. The dust 
of the movement of thousands of lean animals, with long ears 
and tails, hung on the air. Among the ewes were rams with 
spiralled horns held well above the flocks. 

 They sat in Bédélia on the road verge, hearing the tot-
tle-tonk of bells, the short clatter of cloven feet in the dust 
amidst the barking of dogs. Boys with black shaggy hair 
and dark eyes passed by them, in charge of donkeys which 
seemed loaded almost to back-breaking point. Goats were 
among the sheep. 

 “They’re going up to the snow-line grass,” she told him. 
“The shepherds call this the ‘transhumance’. They live in 
huts, and eat the flesh of male kids, and drink goat’s milk, 
all the summer.” 

 The long-haired goats looked uneasily about them, 
uttering plaints of discomfort. 

 “I always heard that goats and sheep didn’t mix.”
 “They don’t as a rule, but they all go up to the mountain 

pastures together.” 
 “I suppose this summer migration goes on all over 

Provence?”
 “All over Europe, I think, where there are mountains. 

D’you see the ticks on the ewes’ ears?”
 “They look like rivets, close together. How do they get 

them off?”
 “They don’t, there are too many.” 
 “When are the lambs born?”
 “In the autumn, in the lowlands. Some on the way down. 

The shepherds have to look out for wild boars, and foxes. 
Lammergeyers, too – eagles.” 

 “In England they usually have their lambs in January, 
when the ewes are on the turnips. How would you like to 
be a farmer’s wife? I’ve still got a chance of going in with 
Uncle Hilary.”

 “I’d love it! But wouldn’t it clash with your writing?”
 When the flocks had passed he sat listening to the sound 

of bells breaking upon the distant air like the blooms of 
mountain flowers below the snow-line. “Your word tran-
shumance exactly describes it, Barley – the soft bells – cold 
air in the sunshine, water running from the edge of the 
snow everywhere – the fritillaries and the gentians pushing 
through the flat grass – the great empty caves of the valleys 
below one.” 

 “I was thinking of the Col d’Aubisque just then, too. I 
was seeing your footsteps as I followed them a year ago – 
it was a shock when they vanished at the avalanche. I felt 
awful, I thought I had lost you. It was just a year ago today.” 

 “And at night we both dreamed the same dream about 
each other! And do you know, Barley, I think I must have 
shouted to those two peasants, when I had climbed up from 
below Le Corniche, just about the time you got to the end 
of my tracks! I shouted out that my companion was dead 
before I could think. It must have been transference of your 
feeling to me.”

At noon they rested among aromatic bushes growing on 
a piece of waste land beside the road. The low stems gave 
a springy couch without injuring the bushes. Near them the 
scrub had been cleared by a past fire, so that out of reddened 
stones on the black ground lowly plants were growing. Each 
flower of the harsh soil was served by butterfly or bee. 

 “Did you notice that the horns of those rams were like 
the twists on the heads of Greek pillars? I wonder if their 
descendants came originally from ancient Greece? Did the 
Greeks come so far west?”

 “The Ionic columns, you mean? Some of the Greeks 
spread across Italy. It’s possible they may have reached 
here.”

 “How do you know about the Greeks?”
 “Daddy told me.”
 They knelt to examine the flowers. 
 “I suppose if this stony soil were dressed with rich sheep 

dung, the plants and bushes would degenerate, Barley?”
 “Yes, they’d grow more leaf and stem than blossom. 

Like the Romans, they’d grow soft and decadent.”
 “Did you father tell you that, too?” 
 “He used to talk to me about farming. He was looking 

forward to buying a farm in England when he retired from 
the Bench. He was keen on breeding sheep, and also to 
improve pastures by breeding new strains.” 

 “He must have been keen on botany, then.” 
 “Yes, he was.” 
 He stared at her, his fond possession. And yet she 

remained always herself. She was part of him, also apart 
from him. If there were such things as solar bodies, what 
spiritualists called astral bodies, she was surely his bright 
other self. If he should ever lose her ...

 “I wonder if people like you are born direct and clear, 

Disc wheels and flared wings indicate worrying ambitions 
of speed (Mike Bullett)
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or does it come from a good early training, otherwise school-
ing?”

 “I hated school.”
 A brown and yellow bee was crawling over the florets of 

wild thyme. They watched it gathering honey, then he said, 
“Were you much bothered because your parents didn’t hit it 
off together?”

 “I was brought up by my amah, and never heard 
Mummie and Daddy quarrelling.” 

 “Were they very unhappy?” 
 “Only sometimes. Their minds didn’t think the same 

way, or rather Mummy’s mind didn’t see the same things 
as Daddy’s did. He was quick, in both mind and body, and 
Mummy’s slowness used to annoy him. He was older than 
Mummy, too, about twenty years, I think.” 

 “I really shouldn’t be asking inquisitive questions like 
this.”

 “Why not? I can tell you things as easily as I can think 
them to myself.”

 “Then I really must be a part of 
you?”

 “Have you only just found that 
out?”

 He looked at her face, examin-
ing it as though for the first time. “Do 
you know, Barley, I think that if ever 
I loved you utterly, so that everything 
you were, and everything you did, 
was of the greatest importance to me, 
I should lose all ambition to write the 
greatest novel about the war.” 

 “Then I hope you never will, for 
I don’t want to be a piece of blotting 
paper, old boy!”

 “You blot up a part of me already, 
you young devil!” 

 “Yes, you old devil!” she laughed, 
moving out of his reach. Then seeing 
the shadow of loneliness on his face 
she crawled towards him and pulled his 
shoulders towards her, so that they were parallel with her 
own.

 “Look at me, Philip! Look at me! That’s better!” She put 
an arm round his neck, and kissed each of his eyes in turn. 
“You think I’ve changed towards you, don’t you? Come on, 
tell me exactly what you really think!”

 “Sometimes I don’t know.”
 “You mean, these last few days?”
 “I have sometimes wondered.”
 “Well, I have changed towards you.” She held him with 

her hard young arms. With her cheek against his she repeated, 
“I have changed towards you, but in one part of me only.”

 “You mean – physically?”
 “Yes.”
 “I thought you had.”
 She pushed him back gently and lay on his chest, then 

lifted her head to kiss him lightly upon his face, planting 

little kisses while making a sort of humming noise from her 
diaphragm. “Nice little man!” – kiss kiss kiss – “dear little 
man!” – kiss kiss kiss – “clever little laddy” – kiss kiss kiss 
– “he’s going to be a daddy” and then she buried her face 
against his heart, murmuring, “Now you know, so be kind 
to me.”

Bédélia was moving with its secret shadow along a track 
through a flat region of reed and water, where pink reflec-
tions drew out from flamingos, and distant boats seemed to 
be sailing above the horns of wild cattle in the marshes. 

 Here the Rhône had rolled fragments ice-broken from 
the Alps until its flow was checked by its own rush, so that 
the river had sought many courses to the sea. 

 They had arrived at the Camargue – with its strange 
primitive life of fen-men and water-beasts – wilder and wider 
and more mysterious than the country of Dick o’ the Fens 
a nd  Bevis, in those days when, thought Phillip, there had 
been romance, but little true living, in his life. Now he had 
got through to that ‘other side’ which all poets whom life had 

‘mumbled in its jaws’ had dreamed of, 
but never achieved. How fortunate he 
was, he thought for the hundredth time, 
as he listened to nightingales singing 
among the osiers, and larks above in 
the sky. 

 “‘If I cannot achieve immortality, 
at least I can think it’. Like Jefferies, 
Willie never found true love, other-
wise he would have been calm, I think. 
I’m damned lucky to have found you, 
Barley.” 

 “What happened to that girl who 
loved your cousin, Mary someone?”

 “Mary Ogilvie? She still lives in 
her mother’s house on the Burrows in 
North Devon. I ought to go and see her 
sometime. Poor star-crossed lovers.”

 “Is that your expression? It’s not 
bad.”

 “It’s Shakespeare’s, from Romeo 
and Juliet. You’re an uneducated moon-calf!”

 “Yes, because you were my tutor, don’t forget. Tell me 
about Juliet.”

 “She tries to cling to her love, while feeling herself to 
be on the edge of doom. She tries to keep Romeo just a little 
longer, when the dawn breaks. ‘It was the nightingale, and 
not the lark, That pierced the fearful hollow of thine ear’; but 
he replies, ‘It was the lark, the herald of the morn, no nightin-
gale’. The mortmain of hate destroyed them. But here we are, 
alive, listening to lark and nightingale together.”

 She moved into his arms; he stroked her hair, and kissed 
her eyebrows; but it was not enough; behind his eyes waited 
the apparition of magnesium flares and gun-flashes, of toiling 
men upon the brown, the treeless, the grave-set plain of 
Flanders— 

 “Come on, let’s get a move on!”
 They continued along the track by the shore of a 
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waveless sea, stopping to bathe and swimming apart in order 
to enjoy coming together again. “Oh! Quick, let’s get out!” 
She had seen a fleet of Portuguese men o’war, their single 
blue sails adrift, their poisonous strings below the water. The 
sky was beginning to look sulky; she said the mistral might 
blow, so they went on to Sète, to wander among the quays of 
the old port until it was time for dinner. 

 “I wouldn’t mind living here.”
 “You mean always?”
 “Why not?”
 “I’m so fond of Devon—” She thought, I want my baby 

to be born there, where I first saw Phillip, I want to play with 
my baby on those very same sands of Malandine. 

Across a flat plain of stones, through the torrid air with 
its mirages of shifting dark blue levels, they came to a desert 
of sandhills, and beyond the sands was the sea. 

 A welcome wind blew from the short wash of waves 
which revealed with every retreat glints of mica in the lapsing 
sand. Throwing away their clothes they ran into the sea, then 
lay upon the shore. He was restless, they walked back to the 
sandhills, into the intense heat under a motionless air. There 
they sat down, she letting the cub crawl in her shadow. 

 He wandered away, and leaning upon an elbow, watched 
her playing with the cub until his feeling became detached 
from her, beyond his abiding personal happiness, until he felt 
himself to be bodiless, a mere consciousness in the timeless 
elements. 

 Everything was so still, the sound of the little waves a 
mere whisper. Yet each moment the sandhills were changing. 
Every beetle toiling up the hot slope, every touch of gossamer 
bearing tiny Linyphia, every vibration of wing of sand-wasp 
and butterfly caused a stir among the grains of sand revealed 
by a glint, a spill, a change.

 Never for an instant did the elements cease to cry their 
sharp and mindless cries of creation, even on the most still 
day of summer, under the vast blue silence of the sky. 

 When the mistral blew, the shape of a dune might be 
changed in a day, diminishing and streaming away in the 
coils and rebuffets of the wind until the damper, finer sand 
of the interior hillock was exposed, to be carved cliff-like, so 
that roots of the binding grasses hung loose when the wind 
had blown itself out. 

 Here the elements of air and sun and water strove to 
abrade all form, living and dead, in the ceaseless percussion 
of the sands. Bottles rocked upon the shore of the tideless 
sea received the blast of grains driven by the wind until the 
glass was dulled to a beauty like the fathomless light of 
ocean’s floor. 

 Moving the sand with his fingers, he saw that they had 
buried the skulls of water birds and the shells of snails; 
wind and sand wore them thin, they broke, and joined the 
sand-blast, to help polish newer bones and shells, now lying 
white, momentarily at peace, under the shimmering sky. 

 He went back to her, and taking her hand, trudged 
over the scalding sand, feeling himself to be thoughtless as 
a gossamer drifting in the air. He was part of her, she of 
him; they were one in spirit. How vain and unreal was his 
former conception of love, arising from longing. With her 
beside him he shed the shuck of experience, to exist within 
a freedom which, before he had truly known her, had lain 
always beyond the horizon of life.

 With her he felt himself to be of the very air of the 
shore, of the light of ocean, without body, beyond desire. 

 Walking on, they came to a lower plain extending to 
another range of sandhills, where torrid air arose in mirage 
all around them, where even the skiey whisper of the tideless 
sea was shut out. Such was the heat upon that dried-up plain 
that they were forced to put on their espadrilles; even then 
the heat burned through the rope of the soles. In silence they 
came to wind-ribbed slopes, and ascending to a crest, pale 
green with marram grasses, met the cool shocks of the breeze 
moving in through the gaps in the dunes torn by old storms 
bearing across the sea the yellow dust-clouds of Africa. 

 The sandy hollows were strewn with the battle-wreck-
age of air and water – jetsam of rusty tins and bleached 
corks, litter of pine and cork-tree bark, cast feathers of sea-
birds, bottles, sea-coal, shattered lengths of bamboo reeds 
and roots of olive trees torn from mountain ravines by floods 
of melting snow. 

 Beyond, the shore was stony. Unknown wading birds 
flickered away, to alight and run over the line of pebbles 
anciently rolled smooth by the Rhône. Among black and 
brittle bladder-weed the shore-birds would gravely pause to 
pipe their thin notes, to run on again and pretend to pick 
up food. Somewhere their young were crouching above the 
verge of the sea, speckled as sand and gravel. He knew their 
fears and hopes, and led her away. 

 He must swim! Leaving her with the cub he ran into the 
water, to plunge through the translucent shells of waves, to 
glide with open eyes over blurred sand, and then to jump up, 
shake water from his eyes before turning on his back, hands 
behind head, to float there bodiless. 

 They returned the next morning with a tent; they were 
the only human beings on miles of shore, their faces gilded 
by hot, quick-silvery reflections of the sun on the pale green 
wavelets losing their brief water-shadows as they tinkled on 
the sand. 

 He built a fire of sea-wood and grilled a fish, which 
they ate with their fingers while the engine beats of a coastal 

Five Bédélias on a hill climb, perhaps in northern France 
(Mike Bullett)
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steamer came to them, a ship dissolving and disintegrating 
before their eyes as the medusas of the mirage strove to 
reduce it to scrap. 

 Now where was the tent, and their clothes? Where was 
Bédélia? 

 “Are you hungry?”
 “No.”
 “I believe the sun feeds us through our skins.”
 They walked for an hour, and there was Bédélia, appar-

ently uplifted, surrounded by legless black ponies which 
scampered away into the mirage as they approached. 

 “I don’t want to wear clothes ever again.”
 “Nor do I.”
 Cicadas flipped against their legs. Thin and pale in the 

sky hung a new moon above the Algerian glare of the sun. 
 She pointed to the sky, where yellow clouds were gath-

ering. “The mistral may be on the way.”
 “Let it come.”
 They sat by a driftwood fire and ate biscuits and bananas 

as the sun followed the moon now upon the rim of the sea. 
He lay, his dark hair curled with salt, with his head on her 
lap. 

 “When does Irene expect us?”
 “Oh, any day.”
 “Won’t she be anxious about us?”
 “Why should she be?”
 A cold wind fanned the flames. The sun was round and 

red. It was time to leave. They had no light but the moon 
upon the wastes. 

The next day they drove with a view of the high peaks 
of the Pyrenees. Carcassonne, with its old walled town dark 
on a hill, was passed; they were making for Pamiers. Before 
them lay a route of steep ascents with many coiling bends, 
or virages, which so wore the belt of the smaller pulley that 
they had to change it over at Mas-d’Azil for the climb to St. 
Girons. The air was cold with patches of snow still unmelted 
on pastures where sheep grazed upon the subdued grass. 

 There was a further climb to the Toulouse–Tarbes main 
road, a steady ascent to St. Gaudens and on to Montrejean – 
over sixty kilometres from St. Girons. Would Bédélia’s belt 
hold out? 

 Up again from Montrejean, and on to Lannemezan, 
which according to the Michelin map was nearly 600 metres 
high. Could they get there on the belt now frayed and 
ragged? They took the wrong turning and found themselves 
on a small stony road, leading with many bends to St. Lau-
rent-de-Neste. She suggested turning back; he went on until 
the belt-fastener tore loose. He repaired it and fitted a spare 
link and continued along the twisting route to Bagnères. The 
engine had plenty of power; up they went in low gear until 
Bédélia, long and narrow, stuck at a hair-pin bend. They 
managed to lift round her tail. But how to restart the engine 
up a slope? It was hopeless. 

 They lifted the tail round a complete circle and returned 
the way they had come, spending the night in an otherwise 
deserted auberge at Bonnemazon, sitting before a wood fire 
in the dining-room after a dinner of small thin trout and 

tough mutton. In the morning, back to the main Tarbes road 
beyond Capern; and from Tarbes along the N 117 to Pau, the 
adventure nearly over, for at the end of the road was Laruns.

 It seemed almost the end of the old life together when 
they stopped at the villa and sat still for a few moments 
before looking round to see Irene as she came down the 
garden path to greet them. 

 “Well, P.M., what do you think of France?”
 “A marvellous country, Irene!”
 “And how is my brown, brown daughter?”
 “Happy, Mummy!”
 Hitherto he had thought of France as all one Départment 

du Nord seen in those areas occupied by the British forces. 
Now he had known a new France – varied, vast, magnificent 
– mountains, rivers, bridges, cathedrals, meadows, vine-
yards – France as she had endured for centuries, France now 
majestic in his mind. 

A week later Bédélia, her rear tyres worn to the canvas, 
was sold – after some hesitation, for they had shared so 
much with the faithful little ’bus. Still, there was satisfaction 
in knowing that seven one-thousand-franc notes were folded 
in his hip pocket, as he sat in the Paris train at Bordeaux, 
thinking that the blossom of the hawthorn would be white 
upon the hedgerows when they returned to England. It 
would be great fun, too, to ride the Norton motorbike again. 

 And yet—
 As the train ran through the old battlefields she said to 

him, “Are you sorry we didn’t go there, after all?”
 “No. It may have been so different from what is in my 

head.”
 She took his hand. “When my baby can walk, we’ll 

all come here together, shall we? On our way down to the 
Camargue?”

 She laid the cub, now active and fat, against his neck. 
“We’ll bring ‘la loutre’, too, shall we? You look after him, 
and I’ll look after Billy! I’m sure it will be Billy!”

 At the Dover customs there was nothing to declare. For-
tunately Lutra – Phillip had given the cub its Latin name – 
slept soundly against her heart, so there was no bother about 
quarantine.

This Bédélia has twin headlights and a splendid horn (Mike 
Bullett)
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The Page Diaries
Part I V

In 1909, young Americans Stanley Page and Charles Belden drove across 
Europe to Moscow in a Packard Model 30. In the final instalment of Page’s 

diary, they travel from St Petersburg to Moscow then home, fending off 
disaster with runaway wagons and a chronic shortage of tyres

A ugust 1  – The cholera epidemic is very bad here, the 
deaths from cholera in Petersburg, alone, being several 

hundred per day, out of a population of one and a half million. 
We are constantly seeing funerals, some processions consist-
ing of pallbearers led by a priest, carrying what must be a 
plain wooden box, over which is thrown a piece of white 
cloth. They walk for blocks over rough cobbled streets, in 
and out of down-town traffic. The whole funeral party is on 
foot, there being no carriages. At numerous points through-
out the city are carts from which the poor are given steri-
lized water. It is a lucky thing for us that we have kept away 
from uncooked foods and from other than bottled drinks. We 
have discovered a light beer, from Riga, it is very good and 
obtainable in most places of any size. Kwass is pretty good, 
too, especially on a hot day. It is non-intoxicating, but fer-
mented by years, and is very popular. 

A ugust 2  – So far Petersburg has been most interesting, and 
well worth what we have gone through to get here. The city, 
the people, their life and customs, the food, in fact every-
thing is so different from what one sees elsewhere in Europe. 
This city was built by Peter-the-Great almost 200 years ago, 
on land reclaimed from the marshes formed where the Neva 
river joins the Gulf of Finland. We are only a few miles 
from the largest lake in Europe, Lake Ladoga, lying between 
Finland and Russia. 

Petersburg’s principal street is the Nevsky-Prospekt, 
three miles long and always crowded. This morning we 
drove down to Nevsky to the Kazan cathedral, where for 
about 100 years the royal family has come to give thanks 
fort deliverance from epidemics, and for success of their 
army. Services were being held, so we were able to enjoy 
the singing of the great choir of men and boys. 

Page’s Packard with the 15-foot, 200-tonne monster bell at the Kremlin in Moscow, 7 August 1909

No. 309 Autumn 2020 VSCC Bulletin60

A 1909 ADVENTURE   

14366-VSCC-Bulletin Autumn 309.indb   60 18/08/2020   11:11



When we got back to the hotel we found that Capt. 
Hansen had called. He is a resident here and is quite famous 
as the pilot of the Thomas Flyer in the recent Round the 
World race. Had read about us in the papers. All had lunch 
together, after which he invited us to the Petersburg Auto-
mobile Club. This club was founded in 1903, and has as a 
patron one of the Grand Dukes. We were presented with a 
fine enamelled insignia to fasten on our dashboard. It has 
the serial number 84, which gives some idea of how few 
cars there are here. Also got benzin at the club. After dinner 
with us the captain took us to the Café de France. He has 
been here for years in the machinery business, knows Russia 
thoroughly and speaks several languages, including Russian. 
Have accepted his offer to accompany us to Moscow. 

A ugust 3  – To another of Petersburg’s great cathedrals, the 
Cathedral of the Resurrection, erected in memory of Alex-
ander II. It is on the canal, and covers the spot over which 
he was riding when a bomb was dropped into his carriage. 
Going inside we saw, railed off from the rest of the church 
and with a jasper canopy over it, a small section of the old 
cobbled street, with the hole made by the exploding bomb. 
The interior is done in fine coloured marbles, with a great 
collection of rare gems. Outside walls are of various colors, 
as are also the eight or ten domes and spires. The whole thing 
is very gaudy. It was put up by popular subscription at a cost 
of 20 million rubles. Alexander’s popularity was due to his 
having freed the serfs. 

Then drove over to the museum of Alexander III and saw 
some fine water colors and oil paintings, and some not so 
good. Also to the royal stables, where we saw every sort of 
vehicle but an automobile, even the sled of Peter-the-Great. 
After seeing guard mount at the palace we returned to the 
hotel. 

After lunch we found one of the finest grocery stores we 
have ever seen, with food from all over the world. Bought 
grub for the next lap of our trip, did a few errands about 
town, had dinner with Capt. Hansen and then pulled out for 
Moscow, with him as a guide and interpreter, getting away at 
8:10pm. Still light. 

For 92 miles the road was perfectly straight, one of the 
Tsars having placed a rule on the map, drawn a line along it, 
and told the road builders that was to be the route! When a 
Tsar said straight [it] meant straight and no one dared to go 
otherwise. 

A ugust 4  – About dawn we struck bad roads again. The 
sunrise was magnificent, and began about 1:00am. By 
4:00am the sun was well up and we had long before turned 
off our lights. Driving all night saved us from meeting so 
many wagons. 

Passed through Novgorod at 4:15am. Captain told us that 
this was once the great city of Russia, with 400,000 people 
and that it was an independent republic until conquered by 
Ivan. Present population is about 25,000. The old Viking 
Rurik once ruled all of Russia from here. The outstanding 
building is a cathedral built in the year 989 and rebuilt in 

about 1050. There are the remains of many other old houses 
and forts, but we had to keep moving. 

Roads continued bad all day. Right front tire blew out at 
5:30pm. Had trouble since daylight with frightened horses 
and wrecked wagons. No matter what we did to avert acci-
dents they happened regularly. 

Shortly after repairing the blowout we ran into what was 
nearly the end of everything for all of us. At the outskirts of 
a small village we saw several wagons coming towards us, 
all heavily loaded with freight. The horses of each wagon 
were tied to the tail of the wagon ahead and the only driver, 
who was on the leading wagon, must have been dozing. 
We stopped as far off the road as possible and waited. The 
leading horses took fright and almost instantly the whole 
train of wagons followed them over the bank. The wagons 
turned over, one after the other, as each got onto the embank-
ment, and the freight was scattered everywhere. We started 
to leave, then stopped and got out to see if we would help. 
This was a mistake. We were soon surrounded by a crowd 
of men and women who had seen from the village what 
had happened. There was loud and excited talk and it soon 
became evident that we would have to get away as gracefully 
as possible or be mobbed. Showing my very official looking 
passport to the leaders of the crowd quieted them down a 
bit. Although they could not read a word on it, they were 
somewhat awed by its appearance. 

Captain Hansen was doing his best in Russian to explain 
how blameless we were, and how we had done everything 
possible to avoid the accident. Something that he said was 
misunderstood and a fight started. One of the Russians struck 
the captain’s head with a clenched fist. Just before his fist 
struck he opened it, exposing a sharp rock which cut into 
the captain’s forehead. Capt. Hansen was too old a man to 
defend himself, so we managed to scramble into the car with 
him and get underway before the crowd fully realized that 
we and the car could move so fast, and they could not catch 
us later, as if we had been in a wagon. They started too late 
to chase us. 

Their shouting resulted in additional men trying to attack 
us as we passed through the village. We were rapidly gaining 
speed when from out of a house came a running man with a 
heavy pole, about five inches in diameter and six or seven 
feet long. He headed directly for us, and had we met, his pole 
would have gone through the radiator and left us helpless. 
We in turn, headed directly for him, still increasing speed. 
At the last moment, with only a few feet separating us, he 
lost his nerve and jumped aside, at the same time dropping 
his pole right across our path. We had visions of one or 
more tires blowing out, or of the steergear letting go, but 
we banged over the pole and made our getaway. The captain 
was bleeding and we were all scared, and agreed that our 
escape was a narrow one, and that had we hesitated but a few 
more seconds, or the tires failed, we would have been in for 
a terrific beating, loss of our car and perhaps of ourselves. 
No one could try harder to avoid these accidents than we do. 

Arrived at Tver with a feeling that perhaps some official 
had telegraphed ahead to stop us. We have been running 
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along the Petersburg–Moscow rail line, so it would have 
been easy to wire ahead. But nothing happened – in fact 
we were again the center of interest. The local police in the 
towns – and even the small ones seem to have police – keep 
the crowds away from the car. Occasionally someone will 
approach us and introduce himself as having once lived in 
New York or Chicago and having come back to his native 
town to live again. 

Tver is another old town, dating back to 1181. It is 
famous for its manufacture of cotton fabrics. Located on 
the Volga, which here is navigable, and on the railroad only 
three or four hours from Moscow, it is quite a busy place, 
with about 60,000 population. There are about 200 convents 
in the immediate vicinity. 

On account of our strenuous experiences today, we were 
glad to stop over night here, to get a hot dinner and to have 
a bed, even if we did have to sprinkle some powder around 
before crawling in. 

A ugust 5  – Nice bright morning. Left at 10am for Moscow, 
100 miles ahead. With the aid of Captain Hansen we have 
learned to speak a few words of Russian. We can ask simple 
questions such as ‘Is this the road to Moscow?’, ‘Have you 
Paprika Schnitzel?’, etc. 

Roads to Moscow are fairly good and very straight, as 
usual on this section. Just before entering Moscow we again 
encountered a large number of troops going through field 
maneuvers. Upon entering the city we struck rough, cob-
blestone streets. Went to the Hotel Metropole and, although 
it is one of Moscow’s most modern hotels, they were unable 
to provide for our car. We went over to the National, another 
fine hotel and, rather than turn us away, the management 
offered us part of the hotel court for the car. This is as if the 
Palace in San Francisco allowed us to keep a car in their 
court. Six hours to cover the 100 miles from Tver! 

A ugust 6  – This morning we started out to see the Kremlin, 
taking a guide with us. Within this great citadel are two 
palaces, a great museum, the treasury, three cathedrals, 
several churches, three convents, an arsenal, the Palace of 
Justice and a large barracks.

The Kremlin is enclosed by a wall, built about 500 years 
ago, to replace the old wall of oak which acted as a defense 
against the Tartars. It is the part of Moscow that escaped the 
great conflagration started by the Russians when Napoleon 
besieged the city. Within these walls Russia’s rulers have for 
centuries been crowned, married and buried. 

In the treasury we saw the coronation, and other royal 
robes, also the crowns and the world’s largest ruby, mounted 
in one of the crowns. The collection of jewels spread among 
the palaces, the cathedrals and other buildings of the Kremlin 
is so enormous and so valuable that hundreds of soldiers are 
constantly on guard, seven or eight hundred, our guide said. 

Went through the palace and into the great throne and 
ball rooms, then to the Cathedral of the Annunciation in 
which Napoleon is said to have stabled his horses just before 
the burning of Moscow. For years all the Tsars have been 

married in this church. On our way to the Cathedral of St. 
Basil we drove through Red Square. In this square, about 
200 years ago, took place the terrible executions and tortures, 
which gave the square its present name. At one end of Red 
Square is St. Basil’s, erected over 300 years ago by Ivan the 
Terrible in memorial to an imbecile monk, whose bones lie 
beneath it. The exterior is extremely ornate, finished in all the 
colors of the rainbow. The blood-thirsty Ivan the Terrible had 
its architect’s eyes gouged out, after having asked him if he 
could design another cathedral as beautiful. He did not want 
this memorial to be surpassed, so he blinded the man who 
had designed it. 

We drove to Petrovsky gallery, in which the most impres-
sive painting was one of Ivan the Terrible, showing him with 
the body of his own son, whom he had just murdered. From 
there our guide took us to the more modern Cathedral of the 
Saviour. This church, considered by Russia, is Moscow’s 
offer of thanksgiving for deliverance from Napoleon. Com-
pleted about 30 years ago, after 18 years of construction, at 
a cost of $12,000,000, it is the most striking building we 
have seen. The exterior is in marble and gold. The interior 
is finished in marbles from Russia, Italy and Finland, with 
great quantities of green malachite, alabaster and jasper, and 
great mosaics set with jewels of fabulous value. One piece of 
jasper was pointed out to us as being worth about $20,000. As 
in all of the Greek Orthodox churches, there was no organ, 
and no seats or benches. All had to stand, when not kneeling. 

With the guide we then went to what is known as the 
Thieves’ Market. Here was a great collection of foods, old 
books, old bronzes, samovars and many other odds and ends 
offered for sale. 

For dinner we went to a real Russian restaurant, Moskwa 
Traktir, where we tried some more Russian dishes. 

A ugust 7  – Called on the American consul this morning. 
He had read about our trip in the newspapers and was very 
accommodating. So that Charles could use his camera we 
had to obtain a permit from the chief of police. The consul 
gave us a letter to the chief, so we went over to police head-
quarters and, after presenting the letter and our passports, we 
obtained the permit. We then had to obtain special authority 
to take photographs within the Kremlin. 

Returning to the Kremlin, we got some good shots of 
the monster bell, which weighs 200 tons. It is a beautiful 
specimen of cast bronze, and was intended to be hung in the 
Ivan Tower with its great collection of bells, one of which 
weighs 65 tons, and several of which are of solid silver. The 
200 ton bell is mounted on a stone foundation in front of the 
Ivan Tower. The building in which it was cast was destroyed 
by fire and the bell was so badly cracked that it has never 
been sounded. A single piece, which was cracked out, weighs 
nine tons. The height of the bell is about 15 feet. 

Another famous casting within the Kremlin is the great 
gun, said to be the largest cannon ever cast, and dating back 
to 1586. It is beautifully done, is very ornate, as are also the 
carriage and the wheels. It contains over 40 tons of metal, 
and the balls are about three feet in diameter. 
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Went to the Continental tire place for tubes and patching 
equipment, then to the Credit Lyonnaise and then to the 
Automobile Club of Moscow, where we were presented 
with another very handsome enameled insignia for our dash-
board. Did a little shopping, principally for another pillow 
and for a supply of grub for the next leg of our journey. 

In the evening we went out to the Ermitage for dinner, 
which is quite similar to the aquarium in Petersburg, and is 
a very popular place to dine.  We had an enjoyable evening 
there, the entertainment lasting well into the morning hours. 
Our droskie trip out was nothing out of the ordinary, but 
the trip home was dandy. Our driver had just enough vodka 
inside to make him reckless and wild. We immediately 
got up to full speed and went rattling and bouncing over 
the rough cobbles, taking turns on two wheels and slowing 
down for nothing. Fortunately the streets were pretty well 
deserted, except for policemen, who all seemed to be out 
in the street. Our driver headed for every one of them and 
missed them only because they woke up in time to jump. We 
finally arrived safely at the hotel. 

We have all our food and other supplies packed and are 
ready to leave Moscow tomorrow for Warsaw, about 900 
miles away. 

A ugust 8  – Decided to stay another day. It being Sunday, 
we inquired where we could hear some more Russian church 
singing. Cathedral of the Saviour was recommended so we 
went there. The church was packed, everyone standing, there 
being no seats in these cathedrals. Many were in a kneeling 
position, at times bending over and touching their foreheads 
to the floor. 

The singing of the choir, without any accompaniment, 
was the finest we have yet heard. There were 100 male voices 
and the acoustics of the building so added to their organ-like 
effect that at times it was hard to believe that we were not 
listening to an organ. The priest who intoned the prayers 
was a small organ all by himself, with a voice that went 
down to the deep, rumbling notes of a pipe organ, and then 
up through the scale, and all of this without any apparent 
effort. This marvelous music, the robes of the priests, the 
grandeur and size of the building, and the earnestness of the 
worshippers have made this a most interesting and enjoyable 
morning. 

After lunch at the hotel we drove around the city, taking 
in a dog market, a poultry market, a vegetable market and 
one or two other markets, all of which were set up in open 
market spaces, and all packed with people. 

In the evening we drove out to Sparrow Hills, from 
which Napoleon watched burning Moscow. From our table 
we had an excellent view of the city in the distance, with 
the Moskva river winding through the foreground. The 
waiters were supposed to be ex-Cossaks, anyway they were 
in Cossak dress, and there were serving broiled meats from 
skewers taken off charcoal fires – all supposed to represent 
the food and cooking of Cossack camps. 

Before turning in we repaired the speedometer shaft and 
packed most of our things. 

A ugust 9  – After filling up on benzin, and some carbide 
for our lights, we pulled out of Moscow bound for Warsaw. 
Getting out of Moscow, and for some distance into the 
country, we had, as usual, to bump over very rough cobble-
stones. Just out of Moscow we passed a one cylinder Cadillac 
chugging along. This is the first automobile that we have seen 
outside of the big cities. It and the Ford taxicabs in Peters-
burg are the only American cars we have seen in Russia. 

In the first 20 miles we had to pass through four gates, 
which were kept closed until a wagon wanted to pass through. 
We were stopped at each. At the first the keeper made it 
known, by signs, that we must show some sort of permit or 
pass. We had none, and he was very insistent about our doing 
whatever it was we were expected to do. No one had told us 
to be prepared for this, so it looked as if we would have to 
bump over all of those cobbles back to Moscow. 

A conference between the keeper and his wife didn’t 
help. As a last resort my passport was tried. The keeper and 
his wife studied it for a while, seemed satisfied and opened 
the gate. They couldn’t read a word on it other than the 
stampings of the police in the many towns back of us, but it 
did the trick. We then ran on to the second gate, and then a 
third and a fourth. The procedure was about the same at each 
gate, only the passport was brought out more promptly. It, 
of course, had no value at all as a local permit, even if the 
keepers had understood its contents. 

About evening the road became fairly good, and stayed 
that way, except for one or two bad stretches, all night. We 
kept rolling, Charles and I taking turns at driving and at 
sleeping. Much to our surprise, there were many wagons on 
the road all night. There was one runaway and, as usual, it 
ended in a turn-over. We had several other narrow escapes. 

A ugust 10  – At 6:00am, 347 miles out of Moscow, we 
stopped and had our breakfast of cold bottled water, sweet 
crackers and some canned sausages. At 8:40 we had to ferry 
a broad river, the Dneiper. We went onto the ferry, or barge, 
first, then various kinds of horse drawn wagons followed. On 
the way across we discovered why the run-away wagons so 
often lose a wheel or two. On many of the wagons the axles 
are of wood, and are not intended for speed. The front axles 
extend far out from the hub. Ropes fastened to these long 
extensions lead up to the front end of each shaft. The shafts, 
unlike those of our wagons, must be held apart, and away 
from the horse, by a high yoke running well over and across 
his shoulders. The ropes from the ends of the long axles serve 
to swing the front wheels for steering. 

Leaving the ferry, we were soon in Bobruisk. Had hoped 
to get lunch there but it was such a dirty, smelly place, and 
we were surrounded by such a crowd that we could not get 
going any too soon. 

Right rear tire blew out shortly after leaving Bobruisk, 
so we stopped, had lunch then tried to patch the tire. It was 
in such bad condition that we had to put on our last tire. 
We had hardly got under way when bang! Went the left rear 
tire. Patched it up but after a few miles it went out again, 
and we had no good spare tires. The casing was so far gone, 
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with a big hole that you could put your hand through, that 
we had to devise some way of making it hold a tube. The 
old Michelin spare front casing being smaller than the rear 
casings, was taken off the rack with the idea that we might 
get it inside of the rear blow-out. After struggling with it for 
about three hours we succeeded in forcing it into it. Being 
9:40pm, we pulled out our grub, had a quick dinner and 
started off. At exactly midnight out she went again. From 
6:00 this morning until midnight our mileage was only 132. 

A ugust 1 1  – After putting the jack under Chas and I piled 
into the tonneau for a little sleep, while Gene decided he 
would crawl under the car for his. At daybreak we took off 
the casing, got the other spare, cut off the beads from the 
Michelin and, with the rivets and a hammer and a hand drill 
that we had for relining our brakes, we riveted the Michelin 
over the spare. This gave us a tire made of two blow-outs, 
one riveted over the other, with the holes staggered and two 
blow-out patches strapped on. We cut up the old Diamond 
tube to repair the other tube. Packed all of our things, drove 
five minutes and had to pile out again because the tube was 
leaking. 

From daylight until 4:00 in the afternoon repairing one 
tire, and it lasted five minutes! Put in another patched tube 
and started again. Friction between the two riveted casings 
caused them to heat up and melt a patch off the tube. Put 
in another and managed to get to Sluzk by stopping every 
three or four miles and pumping up the leaky tube. Did this 
for 25 miles. In Sluzk we ran across a man who could speak 
English. He helped us find a place to stay over night, and a 
place for dinner. 

A ugust 1 2  – Up early to try to get our tire fixed up. There 
[was] a small auto stage here but its garage had nothing 
but an old 810 Michelin, which is not our size. Took it, 
cut off the beads and then succeeded in forcing in into the 
riveted casing. This gave us three casings, but no inner 
tube, so we bought a roll of hemp belting and managed to 
get three layers of it inside of the three casings and then to 
get the whole thing clinched on the rim, working steadily 
from early morning until dinner. Were invited to dinner at 
the Sluzk club. They knew all about us from the Petersburg 
and Moscow papers, and were very hospitable. After a fine 
dinner we started off on another all night run. 

Our hemp-filled, 3 casing, riveted tire kept the rim off 
the road but it was terribly hard riding. We were only a 
few versts out of town when the hemp belting had worked 
around inside of the casings in such a way that we had a 
bad bump at every revolution of the wheel. Tried to work 
the hemp back again but without much success. Continued 
running throughout the night, stopping once or twice per 
hour to try to smooth out the bumps. Even at low speed the 
bumping is so bad that we are afraid that our axle will break, 
and Detroit is a long way off! 

A ugust 1 3  – Another fine sunrise, but we were in no mood 
to appreciate it, for our tire is bad now, getting worse and 

hotter all the time. It got so hot it could not be touched 
with the bare hand. A few versts after crossing the railroad 
it came loose, so we had to stop. The heat of friction had 
burned the hemp belt and the inner Michelin so that nothing 
but the charred remains, and plenty of smoke, were found 
when we looked inside. Chas got some pictures to show the 
clouds of smoke rolling out of the casings. 

A local roadmaster, who spoke German, came along 
and told us a train would be leaving for Warsaw at 9:30, so 
Chas walked back four miles to the railroad at Sockovitch, 
arriving just in time to see the train pulling out. He soon was 
back with us, coming aboard a ‘briska’, the ride costing only 
a rouble. He might have gotten us a tire in Warsaw, but we 
can’t wait for tomorrow’s train. 

Our hemp belt having burned up, we started all over 
again, repairing tubes. The roadmaster invited us to his 
home and gave us a very nice lunch – everything cooked 
and served by his wife and sons, and all just as the country 
people lived. Even served some vodka, which was pretty hot 
stuff. 

After enjoying the hospitality of our roadmaster friend 
we started again for Warsaw. Even though we ran but eight 
miles per hour, the casings heated up so much that our tube 
patches melted off. After several stops to renew the patches 
we decided to take an unpatched tube from the rear right tire, 
put it in the hot left casing, and put the patched tube in the 
right casing, which was good and running cool. This com-
bination worked pretty well and we kept going slowly until 
our lights gave out. Stopped by the roadside and tried to 
sleep in the car, but it rained and blew so hard that sleep was 
impossible. Heard wagons passing all night, some stopping 
to investigate us. Our having kept a kerosene side light 
going aroused their curiosity. 

We are on the route followed by Napoleon and the 
French army on its long march to Moscow. 

A ugust 1 4  – Still cloudy this morning. Roads are much 
better but we ran very slowly all day. Our road maps are 
not much help, being printed entirely in Russian. Might just 
as well be in Chinese for all the sense we can make out of 
them. And the peasants whom we try to get help from repeat 
Varsovie sometimes but shrug their shoulders. We have 
decided that most of them don’t know anything beyond their 
next village. Maybe our Russian isn’t so good. 

Every few miles we stopped to feel our sick tire. Its 
temperature has been pretty high all day, but slow running, 
frequent inspections and plenty of good hard rain has kept 
it from catching afire, as did the last one. Just before getting 
into Brest Litovsk it went flat and we had to patch the tube. 
By the time we got the tube patched up, and had entered 
Brest, it was so late that all the stores had closed, so we went 
to the hotel for the night. 

A ugust 1 5  – Up early to see what we could find in Brest-
Litovsk to use for tire repairs. The best we could do was 
an odd collection of rubber cement, some canvas and some 
rawhide. No casings and no tubes to be had. With this 
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material Gene and I spent the rest of the day patching our 
sick tires. If they will hold until we reach Warsaw we can 
get new tires there. 

Brest is a small place of 45,000 population, situated in 
White Russia, which was once part of Poland. We notice 
a difference in the people, both in dress and physiognomy, 
from those of the Russia we are leaving. The great fortress 
here, still bearing marks of the past wars, is now one of 
Russia’s first class fortifications. Should Germany ever 
attack Russia through Poland she would first have to pass 
Brest’s fortifications. 

Chas left us this morning to go on to Warsaw by train, to 
make sure that needed tires will be on hand when we arrive. 
Gene and I got dinner and pulled out of Brest at 5 o’clock 
for Warsaw, 150 miles away. We drove all night very slowly, 
stopping frequently to pump up the left rear. 

A ugust 1 6  – Still plugging along. Had one blow-out during 
the night, and three more today. Cut a section out of the 
other non-sid [sic] and used it to patch over a blow-out hole. 
Arrived in Warsaw at 3:30pm pretty much all in, but with air 
in all four tires. It has taken the best part of eight days, not 
to mention the nights to cover the 900 miles from Moscow. 
Met Chas, put the car away, had dinner and turned in. Chas 
having had a good rest last night he decided to take in a 
show. It did not start until 11:30pm, finishing at 6am. 

A ugust 1 7  – Spent the whole day on the machine, oiling, 
cleaning and removing what was left of our bad tire, putting 
on a new one and getting some of our tubes patched. Also 
had to do considerable tightening up all around because of 
the miles of bumping the car had to take while we were 
running on the hemp-filled casing. After dinner we were 
called on by a Mr London, who took an account of our trip 
for the English and American papers. Also met Mr Monk, 
US Consul to Chile. He had just completed a trip across 
Siberia on the Trans-Siberian railroad. 

A ugust 1 8  – Mr London had breakfast with us then took us 
to the Customs House where we were to get back the deposit 
on the car. They seemed to know nothing about it and sent us 
over to see the Commissioner of Poland. We were up against 
the same old trouble – driving a car over a route unused 
by other than local people. No one knew anything about a 
refund, where we were to get it or where it was to come 
from. 

So we headed out for the frontier, hoping to find the 
deposit there. About 97 miles out we had to fix a leak in the 
left front tire, and one in the rear. It was about dinner time 
so we went to a small farm and, after considerable difficulty 
in negotiating its purchase, came away with a live duck. The 
peasant woman was glad to sell it for 80 kopecks. The thing 
got kind of nervous and messy so we soon pulled off the 
road and made camp. After a fine duck dinner we turned in, 
Chas sleeping on the floor of the tonneau while Gene and I 
climbed into a nice hay stack. Roads today have been pretty 
good, lined with fine trees. 

 A ugust 1 9  – Raining this morning. Started the day right by 
fixing another flat tire. Met many people, all bound our way. 
Finally came to a village in which a peasant fair was being 
held. The place was so packed with people that we had dif-
ficulty in getting through. The usual household goods and 
farm implements, all made of wood, were on sale. 

At about 9 o’clock, just as it began to rain hard, we had 
to get out and change a tube. Our tubes have so many patches 
that there seems to be always one ready to come loose from 
the heat of friction. The roads are very bad again. Although 
still driving slowly we hit such a bad hole that several of the 
leaves of the left rear spring were broken. There was just 
enough spring left to barely hold the car off of the axle if we 
drove very carefully. 

At Sleepey, the border town, we asked a Russian soldier, 
who understood our kind of German, where the customs 
house was. He was directing us when along came a superior 
officer, who evidently wished to direct us himself. He either 
was jealous, or he felt that we should have been referred 
to him for directions. In any event, he knocked the soldier 
down, causing him to fall into a deep puddle of muddy 
water. The man picked himself up and disappeared, while 
the officer proceeded to direct us as if nothing had happened. 

This sort of thing seems to be accepted in Russia, but we 
wonder why, and for how long. We had a somewhat similar 
incident in one of the small towns at which we stopped over-
night. A man had taken us to a clean house and we were 
all ready to turn in when along came the police chief. He 
wanted us to stay at the house of some friend of his, so he 
just told the other man he was to give us up. As we had to 
have our passport signed by the chief there was nothing for 
us to do but pack up and move. 

When we finally arrived at the Sleepey Customs we were 
told that our refund would have to come from Evdkunnen, 
the town through which we had entered Russia. This would 
have caused a several days wait, so by paying a broker 7 
roubles we got our refund. This is the second time we have 
had to employ, and pay, a broker – or wait indefinitely. In all 
other countries there was neither delay nor expense. 

Passed through the German Zolampt without delay. 
About 20 miles further on we stopped in a small village and 
had the town smithy make some clips to temporarily hold 
the broken spring leaves. Stopped at Posen for a very good 
dinner. Pulled out at 11pm for Berlin.

A ugust 2 0  – Roads were fairly good all night, but the 
country seemed pretty wild. Early in the morning we saw 
about half a dozen deer. 

Arrived in Berlin at 11:30am, completing what we are 
told is the first trip by auto between Berlin, St. Petersburg, 
Moscow, Warsaw and back to Berlin. It has been hard work. 
Once or twice we wondered if we would come through it 
alive, but it has been a great experience, exceedingly inter-
esting, and well worth what we have gone through. We 
found the Russian people most hospitable and courteous. 
Our only regret is that we have had so little time to spend in 
their great country. 
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After the adventure
What became of the car and two 20-somethings who drove  

15,000 miles across Russia and Europe in 1909?

Over the last few issues of The Bulletin, we have followed 
the progress of Stanley Page and Charles Belden in 

their Model 30 Packard as the young adventurers drove from 
Berlin to Moscow and back. Thank you to Nic Portway for 
keeping a manuscript of the diary in his bottom drawer for 
many years, and to Jonathan Reeve for sending them our 
way. Page’s account of the journey revealed how appalling 
motoring conditions were in those early days, with countless 
punctures and horses unused to motorcars causing dreadful 
disruptions along the way. 

But what became of the Packard 
and the two friends after their 
adventure? Stanley Page was born 
in 1885, Charles Belden in 1887, 
so they were only 24 and 21 when 
they made the journey. Although not 
recorded in Page’s diary, it seems 
he met the Wright brothers while 
in Italy in 1909, while they were 
touring their flying machine around 
Europe. This triggered a lifelong 
obsession with flying, and he imme-
diately enrolled at a flying school 
in Redwood City upon his return 
home. He also started working on 
building a plane, and joined a firm 
in East Oakland that manufactured engines for ships. 

Page developed a passion for photography, and upon 
completion of his airplane, he used it to fly over the Bay of 
San Francisco to take aerial shots of the area. In 2010, his 
nephew Charles Page gave his collection of negatives and 
photographs to the San Francisco airport museum, who just 
earlier this year put on an exhibition of Page’s astonishing 
images. Page’s other legacy is that the lightweight engine he 
designed was used in airships by the U.S. navy.

Charles Belden had just graduated from MIT when he 
set off on the journey with Page in the Packard, and was 

already fascinated by photography. The pictures published in 
The Bulletin with the diary extracts were all taken by him 
using the first camera he ever bought. His grandfather, Josiah 
Belden, had been one of the early pioneers in California who 
made a fortune in real estate in San Francisco, and was the 
first Mayor of San Jose. After the trip, Belden went to work 
as a cowboy on his friend Eugene Phelps’s family ranch in 
Wyoming, known as as Pitchfork. In 1912, Belden married 
Eugene’s sister Frances, and the couple had three children. 

When her father died, Charles 
helped take over the running of the 
ranch, and his photographs of the 
Pitchfork Ranch between 1921–
1940 were published in magazines 
including National Geographic a nd  
on the cover of Life. 

Belden also became fascinated 
by flying. In the late 1920s, he 
became involved in raising antelope 
and sending them by airplane to 
zoos around the world, including 
to Germany in the Hindenburg. 
Like Page, he combined his love 
of photography and flying, helping 
the Wyoming Game and Fish Com-
mission to conduct a census of wild 

herd populations from the sky. He was also involved in pio-
neering the process of ‘planting’ fish from the air.  

As for the Packard, it remained in Stanley Page’s pos-
session for the rest of his life. Page died in 1964, and Belden 
two years later, in 1966, of a self-inflicted gunshot wound. 
The car was sold by Page’s executors in 1971, and has passed 
through several owners in California since, inevitably under-
going restoration during that time. Today, according to the 
‘Packards Online’ website, it belongs to a Stan Lucas of Long 
Beach, California, and is in fine fettle, as seen in our photo-
graph here. 

Stanley Page’s 1908 Packard Model 30 as seen 
today; a one-owner car until 1971 

 Tel: 01252 323038
www.reesbros.co.uk  email:andy@reesbros.co.uk For free advice and estimates, 
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Richard Battyll
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One Hundred Years Ago Today
As production volumes increase, car manufacturers slash their prices, and find ever more 

ingenious ways to promote their wares

4  Septemb er 
The JCC holds a meeting at Brooklands at which Archie 
Frazer Nash achieves the fastest speed of the day – 85¼mph – 
over a flying kilometre in his new GN known as KIM II. The 
car is a replacement of KIM I, which met with misfortune 
when it overturned on the track, but the engine is the same. 
GNs did well in other races, winning the Ladies’ Handicap 
and Novices’ Handicap. 
There was a race specially for 
Monocars, attracting seven 
entrants, of which four started, 
all of them AVs. 

8  Septemb er
Sir Eric Geddes, Minister 
of Transport, and Sir Henry 
Maybury, Director-General 
of Roads, set off on a com-
prehensive road inspection 
tour of the British Isles. They 
will cover over a thousand 
miles, including 500 miles in 
Scotland. The Ministry will 
soon be in a position to sub-
sidise roadmaking and road-
improving to the extent of 
roughly £10,000,000 a year 
from the revenue of petrol tax. 
In 1919, nearly £33,000,000 
was spent by local authorities 
on the upkeep of roads. 

1 1  Septemb er 
Colonel J.G. Vincent, Vice-
President of the Packard 
Motor Car Co. of Detroit, 
declares that since airship 
travel is cheaper than automo-
bile travel, it is guaranteed to 
eventually oust the automobile 
from many of the latter’s uses. 

A Mr H. Benson writes in to The Autocar lament-
ing the poor value for money represented by modern cars. 
‘In December 1915 I bought a new six-cylinder Buick car 
in Bombay, and paid £285 sterling for it ... I drove this car 
25,000 miles, mostly in the Himalayas on gradients averaging 
1 in 13 and altitudes up to 6,000 feet ... The greater part of 
the mileage in this mountainous country was done in top gear, 

and, except for a breakdown in the dynamo outfit, the car had 
no mechanical breakdowns. The car is now running daily 
in Calcutta and, as far as I can see, is good for many more 
years’ hard work ... Think of the value for for money – £285 
for a full-size six-cylinder car, which is now costing £745 in 
London, and which has quite possibly not got the same finish 
... The good old days are gone, I am afraid. I am now running 

a Hillman light car, which cost 
me £600.’

1 8  Septemb er 
A Mr T.M. Graham of Mold, 
North Wales, wonders if there 
is such a thing as the fool-proof 
car. ‘If it does exist, I have 
not met it, and I hope I never 
may, for is not half the fun of 
motoring, to feel that you can 
get just a little more out of 
your engine than anyone else 
can, and that the “little ’bus” is 
never so happy as she is with 
you at the wheel?... It seems 
to me that it would be like 
shooting with a gun that could 
not miss, if by some means a 
truly fool-proof car were to be 
evolved. The personal element 
would be gone, and motoring, 
except for road dangers, would 
afford little more interest than 
pushing the lawn mower, or 
turning a mangle!’

A motor coach driver is 
fined £10 at Hereford Police 
Court for driving at a speed 
alleged to be 25mph in the 
town, it being stated that the 
big vehicle almost collided 
with a motor cyclist. The 
defendant claims he believed 

it was the business of smaller vehicles to get out of his way. 
The Dunlop tyre factory at Levallois, Paris, is destroyed 

by fire, the damage estimated at 20 million francs. 
The twelfth annual automobile show of Prague takes 

place, the first of its kind to be held in Eastern Europe since 
1914. Local firms Praga and Walter exhibit their cars, but no 
British firms are present. 

RIGHT HEADER.. . . . .
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Czech sportsman Count Kolowrat goes into partner-
ship with Trieste businessman Signor Casiglioni to buy 
the Austrian works of the Austrian Daimler Co. at Wiener 
Neustadt, the Puch works at Graz, and the Fiat works at 
Vienna. They plan to make cars in large numbers, each 
factory producing only one type of chassis, along American 
lines. 

20 Septemb er 
A representative of Willys-Overland performs a publicity 
stunt at Crystal Palace in which he drives an Overland up the 
main steps then down them again. Considering the steps have 
a gradient of 1 in 2.25, this is quite an achievement. But he 
is not the first – in 1903 a Mr Letts performed the very same 
stunt in an Oldsmobile. 

25 Septemb er 
A firm in Birmingham launches a light car known as the 
Autocrat. It is not reported whether any orders are received 
from Italy, where Benito Mussolini has just created a 
movement called fascism. 

A revolutionary new carburettor that has no float chamber 
is launched with great fanfare by Simplex of Bayswater, 
London. 

Owing to greatly increased output and a consequent 
lowering in production costs, the price of the 10hp Swift 
is slashed from £550 to £495. Other manufacturers follow 

suit, with the Bean Car company cutting prices across its 
range, a new two-seater Bean now costing £495, down from  
£600. 

The introduction of overhead valves on a Standard 
11.6hp elicits praise from The Autocar. ‘Accessibility is 
incomparably superior to that of the side valve, owing to the 
provision of a detachable head,’ writes ‘Runabout’. 

‘The dread of a broken valve dropping into a cylinder 
is the one and only snag which an imaginative pessimist 
might foreshadow ... The worst of owning such an inter-
esting engine is that you cannot leave the car anywhere 
without having the bonnet lifted before you take the road 
again; Peeping Toms in hotel yards and garages cannot 
resist the temptation to look, and they seldom have the 
courtesy to latch the bonnet afterwards; it is some consola-
tion that the valves are quite invisible when the bonnet is 
opened, and these meddlesome intruders therefore suffer a  
disappointment.’ 

Jean Chassagne in an eight-cylinder Ballot is the star 
attraction at the BARC’s autumn race meet at Brooklands, 
the last of the year. In that car’s debut appearance at the 
circuit, it records a best lap of 112.17mph.

29 Septemb er 
The JCC holds a general efficiency trial at Brooklands. 

Overheard at Brooklands, between one racing man to 
another: ‘I see you use the Hobson’s choice carburettor.’ 

In another publicity stunt by Messrs Willys-Overland, designed to show the ruggedness of their cars, they organise for one 
of their cars to jump a 7-foot hedge in a field opposite the stadium at White City during the Motor Show, using a pair of 
sharply angled ramps on either side of the hedge
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1 O ctob er 
The total number of cars imported to Britain in September 
1920 was 3,299, with a combined value of £1,183,698. Of 
those, more than half came from USA (1,751), followed 
by France (468), closely followed by Italy (461), Germany 
(427), Canada (142), Belgium (37) and Switzerland (5) and 
a few countries sold one car apiece. Despite the clear popu-
larity of American cars, the figure is down by 680 on the 
previous month, suggesting a rise in popularity for European 
and British cars.

2 O ctob er 
After 20 years of campaigning in favour of alcohol as a fuel, 
The Autocar hails a victory as the government scraps duties 
imposed on its importation, manufacture and sale. 

The letters ‘NM’ are allocated to the county council of 
Bedford as an index mark for cars registered in this area. 
Until now, only the letters ‘BM’ had been used. 

Fifty-four motorists are summoned at one sitting in 
Malling, Kent, for exceeding the speed limit of 20mph 
between Wrotham and East Malling. Fines range from £2 to 
£3 in most cases, although one defendant is ordered to pay 
£20 as he had nine previous convictions. 

Citroen announces a cut in the price of a new 10hp model 
car. 

Popular new accessories for car owners include the 
running board toolkit and the running board detachable spare 
petrol can. 

A review of the Milburn electric car, whose 40-cell 
battery has a range of 80 miles, makes a prophetic sales pitch 
for the merits of electric cars: ‘It must be remembered that the 
electric vehicle has many advantages, not the least of which 
lies in the fact it runs with absolute silence. Further, the car 
is easy and almost automatic to control; there is nothing that 
requires periodical or frequent attention from the owner ...’ 
Nevertheless, electric cars fail to sell in Britain as well as 
they do in America. 

A correspondent to The Autocar called ‘The White 

Knight’ points out the inconsistencies of the Treasury Rating 
Rule. ‘[In last week’s issue] you describe three cars of very 
similar powers, viz: The Autocrat, 1,495cc rated 11.9; the 
Hillman 1,496cc rated 9.7; and the Marseel 1,498cc, rated 
10.9. Not only are these practically identical engines taxed 
very unequally, but the smallest is actually taxed one horse-
power more than the largest! Can anything be more absurd?’ 

The Lanchester Motor Co. writes to The Autocar to point 
out that the publicity stunt performed by Willys-Overland 
the previous month is old hat, as a Lanchester of much less 
power than the Overland, viz. 10hp, also carried out a similar 
feat in 1903. ‘We venture to think that the performance of 
the Lanchester was even more remarkable than that of the 
Overland, for, apart from the consideration of its low power 
as compared with that of the Overland, the car was stopped 
in the course of the climb for the purpose of photographing, 
and was restarted and successfully completed the ascent, not 
once, but several times in the course of the day.’

9 O ctob er 
Farmers and landowners are asked by the motoring com-
munity to cut back all high hedges, as rampant greenery is 
blamed for making several junctions and corners dangerous. 

10  O ctob er 
A hill climb takes place at Gaillon for the first time since 
the war. Several records are broken, most notably by René 
Thomas in a twelve-cylinder single-seater 450hp Sunbeam, 
who climbs the hill in 20³/5 seconds, equivalent to a speed 
of 108.3 mph, beating the record set in 1913 by a Benz of 
23 seconds. Not that Thomas is surprised, commenting after-
wards: ‘Well, that is not fast, and if I had been able to get a 
little more time for preparation, I am certain that I could have 
done very much better.’ Jean Chassange puts in the second 
best time of the day in his eight-cylinder Ballot, achieving 
99mph and also beating the Benz time of 1913. Almost 50 
cars enter the touring car class, including a Voisin, Rolland-
Pilain, 30-98 Vauxhall and two Chenard-Walckers.   

Left: A Mr Ernest Finelli of New York comes up with an ingenious design for a ‘safety fender’ Right: Here Finelli is seen 
demonstrating the fender, which reportedly ‘worked perfectly at the legal limit; except for a little shaking up, Mr Finelli was 
quite uninjured’
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23 O ctob er 
News that Talbot-Darracq are introducing front wheel brakes 
using the Perrot system on their eight-cylinder Darracq is 
greeted with delight by The Autocar. ‘The idea that front 
wheel brakes call for delicate adjustment and are dangerous 
on curves is a myth. The truth is, that when properly designed 
they require no special attention, and, instead of being dan-
gerous, they are the greatest general protectors of life and 
property every devised in connection with a motor car. Only 
one fault can be found with them – the extra manufacturing 
cost they involve.’

Twenty-five 250hp Hispano-Suiza eight-cylinder aero 
engines, complete with Claudel carburettors and two 
magnetos, are offered for sale with prices between £15 and 
£20. Their original cost was close to £1,000. 

24 O ctob er 
The 11th Targa Florio takes place in Sicily in heavy rain and 
wind. 16 mainly Italian cars start the race, but only 7 finish. 
The race is won by Guido Meregalli in a Nazzarro, narrowly 
beating a young Enzo Ferrari in an Alfa Romeo to second 
place. 

4 Novemb er 
Aluminium boot-scrapers and black-faced speedometers are 
among the new accessories for 1921 launched at the 1920 
International Automobile Exhibition at Olympia and White 
City. A firm called Donne and Willans launches an ingenious 
hood for cars with dickey seats that extends to protect the 
previously exposed benighted rear passenger. A two-minutes’ 

silence is observed for the fallen dead of the Great War at 
the Olympia Motor Show for the first time. ‘It is in a way 
fitting that the end of what was often called an engineers’ war 
should coincide with the holding of the Automobile Exhibi-
tion,’ notes The Autocar.

Hotly tipped attractions at the Olympia Motor Show 
include ‘Cucumber Kate’, the name given by its American 
salesman to the Dort car, because it never boils; manufactur-
ers on many stands boast of hugely more comfortable dickey 
seats; the chrysanthemums on the Ensign stand are so lavish 
they are said to be ‘alone worth the entrance money’; the 
skiff body and marine ventilators on the Delaunay-Belleville 
cause a stir; an Enfield-Allday tourer is launched featuring 
just one large door positioned midway along either side of 
the body; and one reporter remarks upon the ‘comparative 
emptiness of the floor space round exhibits at £2,000 and 
upwards’. 

His Royal Highness the King of Spain, an enthusiastic 
purchaser of motor cars, attends the Olympia Motor Show. 
He astonishes and delights by buying the cheapest car in the 
show, a £100 Carden. 

A member of the public receives an electric shock from 
a magneto display. 

8 Novemb er
The record for an ascent of the test hill at Brooklands is 
broken by Mr Kensington-Moir in a six-cylinder Straker-
Squire at a speed of 25.4mph. 

27 Novemb er 
A member of staff at The Autocar notices a signpost between 
Newbury and Basingstoke that reads ‘To Bishop’s Green 
(Ford only)’, and wonders: ‘Is this a new and insidious 
American advertising stunt, or must we suspect the local sur-
veyor’s accuracy in using his mother tongue?’

The state of Britain’s roads is the subject of a poem by 
Leslie M. Tyler, entitled The Ordeal:

He felt himself impelled with force
Along a stony winding course
With yawning gulfs on either side
And pitfalls scattered far and wide!
No pen can write, no words convey
The terrors of that frightful way
As, with some other luckless wights,
He whirled along the rugged heights.
A nightmare? No; the poor old thing
On modern roads was motoring!

A writer for The Autocar derides the new trend for quar-
ter-elliptic springs, saying they ‘are not a panacea for all 
suspension troubles. We recently drove such a car. The sus-
pension reminded us of a peer whom we once saw unhorsed 
in the Pytchley district. His horse took a fence; he moved 
swiftly two feet to the rear of his saddle. Then the hind-quar-
ters of the horse bobbed up to the peak of the power curve, 
and the peer disappeared!’  

 A stir is caused in Paris by the appearance of a curious car 
driven by a three-cylinder air-cooled Anzani engine coupled 
to a propeller, guarded by a hoop. The body resembles 
an aerial saloon and is completely enclosed – indeed, the 
slipstream of the propeller necessitates this protection 
for the passengers. It is reported that the car behaves 
admirably in traffic and can hold its own with most cars 
in the matter of speed. The photograph shows the aerocar 
running across the Place De La Concorde, Paris
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The Wriggly Monkey Brewery kindly sponsors a ‘star’ letter every issue. The recipient of the 
six-pack case of beer this time is John Boothman, for drawing on the classics in his pursuit of 

an answer to the age-old question of what constitutes an original Vintage car

D ear Sir,
There is little doubt that the F.H.N. is an interesting and 
potentially exciting motor car. Its story, and particularly the 
text of the letter from Frank Harrison, the original construc-
tor, formed an interesting read at a time when we don’t have 
much in the way of events to think about. However, you will 
not be surprised that I feel the need to respond to the issues 
of eligibility raised in the Bulletin article that I do not think 
were presented correctly and fairly.

The Eligibility Sub-Committee does not generally 
discuss the eligibility of specific cars other than with the 
individuals submitting the Buff Form application and hence 
we did not wish to comment on the Bulletin article. That 
said, the piece on the F.H.N. and the editorial appear to chal-
lenge, or misrepresent, issues that have a broader impact 
than the eligibility of a single car. 

Many VSCC members own interesting but ineligible 
motor cars, as anyone who has attended a ‘Pom’ or even 
walked around the car park at one of our events will know. 
How interesting, exciting, or even how well regarded by 
Bill Boddy a particular car is, however, are not the criteria 
by which the club assesses eligibility to compete in its 
events. These criteria are set out in the ‘Eligibility of Cars’ 
document, and are not, as stated in the Bulletin article, 
the ‘rules of the eligibility committee’ but the rules of the 
Vintage Sports-Car Club, as agreed by the Club’s Commit-
tee. The role of the Eligibility Sub-Committee is to apply 
these rules as fairly and equitably as it can. Clubs, particu-
larly clubs where competition is a fundamental part of their 
activity, have to have rules and those rules, while subject to 
change and review, must be applied without fear or favour 
to all members. One cannot, as you suggest in your editorial, 
simply ‘nod in the occasional exception’. 

There are exceptions to the eligibility rules, but cars 
given a Buff Form based on the exceptions are not nodded 
through but considered on a case by case basis to consist-
ent criteria. In the case of cars with otherwise ineligible, but 
pre-war components for example, they must be cars with 
both significant pre-war racing history and be run in the 
specification they did when competing pre-war.

For obvious reasons the F.H.N. cannot meet either of 
these criteria. As the article points out, the F.H.N. can run in 
VSCC speed events, in the class for invited cars. However, 
unless it meets the eligibility requirements it cannot compete 
in other classes with cars which do. The ESC understands 
the current owners of the car do not wish to compromise 

the car’s history by changing the engine and front axle to 
make the car eligible, but we also recognise the ESC cannot 
compromise the rules of the VSCC to do so either. It is, 
of course, the case that should the Club decide to change 
the rules such that the F.H.N. becomes eligible, there will 
always be another motor car at the margin that is not, and 
for which an equally interesting Bulletin article might be 
written. Wherever there are eligibility rules for competition 
there will always be cars that sit just outside these and which 
some believe are just as worthy as those inside them. 

Neither should we forget that if and when rules change, 
there will be members who will choose not to compete in 
their once competitive vintage, or PVT motor car that can 
no longer keep up with more modern and once ineligible 
machinery.

SI MO N B L A K E NE Y -E D W A RD S
Chair of VSCC Eligibility Sub-Committee

D ear Sir,
I have read, with great interest, the article on the F.H.N. 
Special. It is a really interesting car with a proper history 
and absolutely in the spirit of the VSCC.  The reasons given 
for not accepting it made little sense to me. No pre-war 
history – well, many of the cars running have no history 
at all, let alone pre-war. It has a rare pre-war Ford engine 
with a gear-driven cam but Ford engines are not acceptable. 
Why are they any less acceptable than an Austin 7 engine 
– both cheap and mass produced? Accepting it would open 
the flood gates to all sorts of Ford-engined specials like 
Dellows. Well, Dellows and most Ford-engined specials are 
post-war trials cars and as such have a variety of events they 
can enter. The F.H.N. Special is clearly a racing car with 
really nowhere else to go but the VSCC. I assume that the 
eligibility committee has the flexibility to judge each car 
on its merits and this car would seem to have considerable 
merit and perhaps in sharp contrast to some of the decidedly 
dubious cars sometimes encountered in a VSCC paddock. I 
have not seen the car but judging from the article I suggest 
that a serious re-think might be appropriate.

K I RK  RY L A ND S 
Wigton, Cumbria

This letter was cc’ed to the President, who replied to Mr 
Rylands as follows: 

LETTERS
RIGHT HEADER.. . . . .

No. 309 Autumn 2020 VSCC Bulletin72

14366-VSCC-Bulletin Autumn 309.indb   72 18/08/2020   11:12



D ear Sir, 
Thank you for this, I read your comments with interest. I can 
fully empathise with your views on this remarkable car. On 
the face of it, it ticks all the right boxes – interesting builder 
with race pedigree, albeit on motorcycles, fastidious levels 
of engineering and construction, highly successful racing 
history post-war, and owned by two loyal Club members. 
Who in their right mind would decide it was not for us?

In fact, it is pretty straightforward, but only if you follow 
our rules of eligibility objectively, and strip away some of 
the emotion. That engine is ineligible. Make it acceptable, 
and there would indeed be a rush of similar cars seeking 
approval. Not just Ford-engined cars, but some of the 
post-war HRG section already see a chink of light, as do 
their Allard counterparts. To allow the F.H.N. would very 
quickly unravel the rules by which the Club has operated 
for many years, and which, to my mind, have held it in good 
stead. Add to that the undeniable issues with its front axle 
and supercharger, both in conflict with the rules, and there 
can be no doubt that the Eligibility Sub-Committee called 
this one right – as indeed they have on three previous occa-
sions when the car has been presented. It all comes down to 
what sort of club we want the VSCC to be – we could easily 
allow these cars in, worthy in their own right, but then we 
cease to be what we started out to be, and I, for one, would 
feel less inclined to be part of it. I am a pre-war car chap, 
I accept there are other really great old cars out there, but 
they’re not my thing.

Also, the F.H.N. is so highly developed that, were it 
permitted to compete, it would dominate its class.  Cars 
such as Riley 12s, on which the Club is underpinned, would 
stand no chance against it. It has a power to weight ratio 
of 200bhp per tonne! It would change the face of our hill 
climbs. Frankly, the ladies would have to find themselves a 
very experienced driver first, this is not a car your average 
VSCC hill climber could get in and drive with confidence.

We have offered the owners to run the car in the invita-
tion class at Prescott, but that would not entitle it to record 
an official time or qualify for an award. Also, we have 
offered to help them source a suitable pre-war engine, on 
installation of which eligibility would be granted, subject 
to the other transgressions being attended to. We have no 
desire to prevent any worthy cars from coming to play with 
us, but they need to conform with our basic rules to ensure 
they derive no unfair advantage. The Eligibility Sub-Com-
mittee are nothing if not pragmatic and reasonable when 
they go about their work, allowing cars that do not currently 
meet the rules an amount of time to be changed. Recently, 
a Lagonda came before them with modern dampers, a clear 
violation of the rules – the owner was given a Buff Form 
on the condition that they be replaced with friction ones at 
the end of the season. However, he took these comments 
on board, and replaced them immediately to avoid any risk 
of innuendo from fellow competitors.  In the face of such 
integrity in abiding by the rules, it would be wrong of us to 
play fast and loose, to dilute them and muddy the waters so 
that people no longer knew where they stood.

I accept this is not what you wanted to hear, but I believe 
that if we want the Club to continue to thrive, we need to 
stand for something and try not to be seduced by the fallacy 
that we can be all things to all people. Not everyone will like 
that, and may opt to vote with their feet, but I think the greater 
danger is from the majority of members who are happy to 
go along with the rules as they are, and have been for many 
years.

PA U L  T U NNI C L I FFE
President of the VSCC

D ear Sir,
I was interested to read of the eligibility challenges of the 
F.H.N. Special (Bulletin 308) and the letter of Derry Aust (p. 
67), which in many ways touches on the same subject. There 
is an old expression in leadership circles: ‘If you do what 
you’ve always done, you get what you’ve always got.’ In 
other words, our great club needs to change if it is to survive. 
This cannot be more true given the trying circumstances we 
now face. I’d suggest the options are:

1. Continue as at present which runs the risk of even 
more challenging times ahead or even extinction;

2. Admit all pre-war cars and forever quash the accusa-
tion that we are the ‘Very Snooty Car Club’;

3. Extend the date range of eligible cars as suggested 
by Aust as above. Members will probably know that 
other clubs e.g. the HSCC are doing just this. There 
are lots of ’40s/’50s cars on the road so it’s a big 
field to go at. 

4. Do both 2 and 3 after a fixed short period of debate.
You can probably tell that I do most sincerely believe 

that we must do something different to meet the challenges 
of survival.

RO B E RT  W I L SO N
Yarm, North Yorkshire

This letter was cc’ed to the President, who replied to Mr 
Wilson as follows: 

D ear Sir,
Thank you for this, I appreciate that the matter raises strong 
views, and it is reassuring to know that members continue to 
feel empowered to share them. I raised it during my presenta-
tion at this year’s AGM, and so have nailed my colours to 
the mast, albeit with some trepidation. My view, in case you 
haven’t seen the video, is that I favour continuing as we are, 
focusing on our pre-eminent position as the club for pre-war 
cars. It is highly tempting to pursue other audiences in the 
belief that they will bring new members to us, but I think this 
is not necessarily the case. Much of what we do is only of 
interest to us, and some of our more arcane cars, Edward-
ians, aero-engined behemoths etc, are totally alien to someone 
with, say, a Jowett Javelin (a lovely car, incidentally, I’d love 
one). Inevitably, with competition at our heart, we have to 
have rules of engagement, and to quietly ignore some of these 
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to attract cars that do not fit the Club’s ethos or history, just 
to gain a few more subs fees, seems wrong to me. We know 
who we are, those with other interests have plenty of options 
to enjoy theirs, and frankly they may be suitable places for 
them.  I think, paradoxically, this is our best route to survival 
– compromise often brings with it confusion, and the risk 
is that we lose those for whom we are the natural place to 
exercise their cars, whilst failing to give others what they 
want in a motor club. With no VSCC, I could be tempted to 
seek my pleasure with the Frazer Nash Car Club.

I firmly reject the moniker ‘Very Snooty Car Club’.  My 
godson, an impoverished 19-year-old student, is in the throes 
of building a A7 special from cast-offs belonging to various 
connections.  He knows of at least 4 others doing precisely 
the same.  This, to me, is the spirit of the VSCC, not the 
ability to recite all the chassis numbers in date order for 
the ERA production history. All of these industrious chaps 
bolting together worn-out bits of A7 will struggle to liquidate 
the final item for £8,000, so they would reject the notion that 
they are buying their way into a snooty organisation, but they 
will be active in all areas of our calendar, and, more impor-
tantly, inspire another group of like-minded souls to help per-
petuate the Club.  They have to be the key to survival, rather 
than welcoming in a group of people and their cars who, once 
in, wonder where the fit is between us and them.

But as I said at the AGM, this is only my personal view, 
although it appears well-supported thus far by the mem-
bership (a self-selecting sample audience, admittedly).  If 
there is a consensus among members to make the changes 
you promote, then it will be considered in accordance with 
the Club’s rules; none of us have the right to impose what 
we think is good for the membership.  Personally, I think 
the arguments have been muddied by the promotion of one 
single, exceptional motor car with an illustrious history, but 
which falls foul of the rules as they currently stand.  However 
to change those rules to enable us to welcome it, would inevi-
tably have consequences, as it would open the door to many 
other cars that are much further removed from the spirit that 
encouraged our forebears to start the Club. Thank you again 
for taking the time and trouble to write to me.  I am sure this 
is not the last piece of communication I will have on this 
matter.

PA U L  T U NNI C L I FFE
President of the VSCC 

D ear Sir,
I thoroughly enjoyed the article in last month’s Bulletin about 
the F.H.N. Special owned by Gillian and Edwina and have 
been lucky enough to actually see the car in the early stages 
of its restoration. There cannot be many cars used for historic 
racing that still retain so many of the original parts first used 
in their construction after all this time, this appears to be one 
of those rarities. It seems to have been built in the spirit of 
many early VSCC specials, i.e., on a shoestring, using what 
is available or to hand, and it also appears to have been a 
very successful collaboration of those simple parts to give 

the performance described in the article. There are many 
accepted specials in the club, some built up fairly recently, 
using many new parts but still fulfilling the required rules. 
These are brilliant to watch when competing and the club is 
all the richer for them, especially when competing alongside 
original specials of the vintage period. This car, I feel should 
be one of those original specials.

The club has in the past made exceptions when it suited 
it. One that comes to mind is the MG TB. It uses the non-
eligible XPAG engine, but this is now accepted if it is in this 
car, but not in any other specials. I would hope the F.H.N. 
Special could be one of those cases for an exception. This 
car is unique, a one-off construction. Allowing this engine, 
in this car only, will not open the floodgates to other ineli-
gible cars. Asking the owners to remove the engine of this 
original little special, with such a documented history and 
which would otherwise be eligible, and replace it with some-
thing else is, I feel, wrong. It has been sitting in that chassis 
for over 70 years, it would no longer be the car that Frank 
Harrison created and no longer original. Surely this is the 
time for the eligibility committee to accept this engine – in 
this car only – and let the rest of us see another original car, 
constructed of pre-war parts, owned by two ladies who are 
diehard VSCC supporters, competing as it once did. This is 
the spirit of the VSCC, and I feel this car should be accepted 
in the form it was originally created.

As a separate issue, creating a new class, as suggested, 
for specials constructed of otherwise ineligible pre-war parts 
could also be another way to invite younger members to build 
something interesting using more affordable components and 
increase grids at events, to the benefit of us all.

I A N Y A X L E Y
Solihull, West Midlands

D ear Sir,
I was most interested in the article about the F.H.N. and its 
situation versus the VSCC. I think Dick Smith’s suggestion 
is a good one and the Committee should look at it. There 
are high fixed costs in running a race meeting and, if we can 
attract more cars and drivers into a suitable class with their 
attendant entry fees, so much the better. Many members, 
myself included, are of ‘vulnerable’ age. I appreciate we have 
the Junior Section but any extra members would be welcome. 
I wonder also if we should scrap the PVT list and allow all 
prewar cars into our club. Things have changed since 1934 
and I really don’t feel ‘grey porridge’ would be a problem. 
The sort of events we run are not going to interest many 
owners of Morris 8s, Austin 10s, etc and neither is our sub-
scription, at 2–3 times more than that of a one-make club. 
So no likelihood of anyone being killed in the rush! We need 
to look at every way to raise more money from our events 
and hopefully provide an interesting time for both the par-
ticipants and the spectators. What do other members think?

MI C HA E L  RI L E Y
Bournemouth, Dorset 
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D ear Sir, 
No doubt you will get plenty of folk pointing out that there 
are several cars competing at the moment with 1930s Ford 
engines in them, Jonathan Rose’s Allard being the most 
obvious example of a side-valve Ford motor. O.K., it’s a V8 
but it is still a side-valve Ford. Stephen Fathers’s Batten is 
too, the Ballamy is another. It’s time the Eligibility Commit-
tee used a level playing field. 

D A VI D  B A RK E R
Chesterfield, Derbyshire

D ear Sir,
Regarding the F.H.N. Special, I do agree that (like govern-
ment lockdown advice) the VSCC should, whilst using our 
‘rule book’ as guidance, never be hidebound by precedents. 
In this case, it cuts both ways. What could be less ‘thorough-
bred’ than a Ford 10? Yet the Club has accepted one Ford 10 
Special, because it had an (Irish) pre-war competition history. 
On the other hand, it rejected the arguably more interesting 
single-seater built at Dearborn in 1936 for Malcom Campbell 
to attack class speed records, on the grounds that it had no 
actual competition history. This car had a side-valve 1172cc 
capacity, but otherwise had absolutely nothing in common 
with the contemporary European Fords. Frank Lockhart, 
who had the car for a while, averred that no parts whatso-
ever were interchangeable with the British Ford C-type, so it 
was a true one-off, though professionally-built, special. The 
VSCC were unmoved. Later on Paul Foulkes-Halbard also 
tried and failed to get it approved, condemning the poor little 
car (forever?) to a stagnant life in museums.

D A VI D  FI L SE L L
Crickhowell, Powys 

D ear Sir,
Congratulations on producing a first-class Bulletin in the most 
trying of times. The lengthy article on the F.H.N. Special was 
particularly welcome. The detail of its provenance and the 
long letter from the constructor are both fascinating. Don’t 
you wish you had known Frank Harrison? Constructor, tuner, 
but above all a racer of the old school. What a lot we could 
have learned from him over a few jars of the amber fluid. 
Quite properly in your position as Editor of the Bulletin you 
are well advised to stay away from issues of eligibility. But, 
on a show of hands, what member would not be delighted to 
see this car in the paddock at Prescott, Wiscombe or Loton? 
Well, gentlemen, I think you have missed the point and I am 
sorry for you.

ST E PHE N D E NNE R
Victoria, Australia

D ear Sir,
I think there is a good case for admitting the Ford 7W as an 
eligible engine. In 1938 a Ford 10, with capacity reduced to 
just under 1100cc was used in a virtually standard two-seater 

Ford, prepared by Jarle Bezzart at Le Mans. Not only did it 
run creditably for the full 24 hours but it also finished second 
in class and 13th overall. Lots of better known makes did not 
complete the 24 hours. I believe other competition cars – if 
any exist – using the 7W engine are also acceptable, provid-
ing a pre-1950 competition history is available. The deletion 
of the gear driven camshaft and the other different parts 
suggests in its original form it was too expensive. Clearly we 
do not want to see a flock of ‘new’ Ford-engined Austin 7s.

The obvious conclusion is the F.H.N. should be permitted 
to compete in VSCC events.

C HRI S D RA PE R
Cologne, Germany

D ear Sir, 
I was interested to read the article on the F.H.N. Special in 
the latest Bulletin; what a splendid machine, and how typical 
that the Eligibility Committee cannot see beyond the Ford 
name. Their excuse for not accepting the F.H.N. – that it 
would open the floodgates to the likes of Dellows and RMA 
Riley specials – is just a smokescreen to cover their preju-
dices. Of course it wouldn’t render such vehicles any more 
eligible, since they consist of post-war components (if we 
exclude the prototype Dellow, which was built on an ineligi-
ble Austin Seven van chassis). In any case, a precedent has 
already been set, when after years of negotiation, the ex-TT 
Ford V8 was eventually accepted; that hasn’t resulted in a 
huge influx of post-war V8 specials, has it? It shouldn’t be 
beyond the bounds of common sense to accept an historic 
special for what it is; to suggest it would be eligible if the 
owners were to bastardise it by replacing the engine with 
something ‘more acceptable’ disgusts me.

MI K E  C O ST I G A N 
Warsop, Nottinghamshire

D ear Sir,
Thank you for a very packed and interesting Bulletin. Thanks 
also for printing my letter. I now write on the matter of the 
eligibility of the F.H.N. Special. I don’t know what all the 
fuss is about. Clearly, as an entity, it is a car without any 
pre-1940 provenance. But it certainly has a post-1940 prov-
enance with its very full history of competition and an 
intriguing construction which is in keeping with the concept 
of a ‘Shelsley Special’, many of which do take part both in 
VSCC and MAC events. The comparisons mentioned are 
nothing but red herrings. As the Club’s rules stand, it cannot 
be accepted as a pre-war special, of that there is no doubt, but 
it very certainly should be welcomed as a Group 3, Post-1940 
Historic Racing Car. (The mention of Dellow is also a red 
herring since those fine cars are Post-1940 Sports Cars and 
are not eligible anyway.)

Where it may be parked in a paddock, doesn’t preclude 
interaction and comparisons of levels of bravery, with fellow 
competitors in other classes. I thoroughly enjoyed my adven-
tures with our little Formula Junior, though it was very 
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uncompetitive with other cars in the same class. It is only 
oneself against whom one is competing as there is no ‘level 
playing field’ in VSCC sprinting and hill-climbing

Just come off ‘Zooming’ the VSCC AGM after which 
our President quoted the words of one of our illustrious 
Past Presidents, Kenneth Neve, who also created some very 
‘hairy’ specials!

‘Problems there will always be, but this early and grateful 
member has no doubt at all that the VSCC will live on as the 
lively, level headed, endearingly eccentric Club that we have 
known for fifty years, provided that it moves with, but just 
that gentlemanly bit behind the times.’ Hear, hear, and may 
the eccentricity continue.

NE I L  MU RRA Y
Chinnor, Oxfordshire

D ear Sir,
Regarding the article on the F.H.N. Special. The Ford W 
engine with gear drive to the cam shaft: the block is approxi-
mately a quarter of an inch shorter than the Ford E93A 
engine. The valves are therefore a quarter of an inch shorter 
than the E93A engine. I have in my garage a number of 
the shorter valves which I am willing to donate to Gillian 
and Edwina, if they will find them useful. Please will you 
arrange to forward my email address to them. I did not think 
the Ford E93A engine was such a dirty word in the VSCC, 
my 1948 Ford-engined Morgan three-wheeler will not be 
accepted under the suggested changes.

A .W . B I RK S 
Bedford, Bedfordshire

D ear Sir,
Thank you for the article re the F.H.N. special, which has 
generated a little detective interest to while away lockdown. 
Until 2004 I worked part-time in Reeth, Swaledale and 
regularly travelled the high, small road route to and from 
Richmond and so was interested in the description of the 
competition between the Jaguar and Ford 10 to the pub in 
Hirst as recounted by Frank Harrison. I was confused by ref-
erence to Hirst and Marope, which don’t exist in that part of 
the world. Hunting through various internet maps produced 
the eureka moment for the road I travelled so often is named 
‘Hard Stiles’, between Fremington and Marske, with steep 
climbs at both ends, especially approaching from Reeth/
Fremington up Reels Head, which is the easiest approach 
from Catterick Garrison. Therefore I believe the ‘sprint’ 
started, after leaving Fremington, at the junction with the 
lane to Marrick Abbey, climbing to Reels Head and finishing 
close to Marrick Moor House, before turning left to HURST 
and so to the Green Dragon for a well-deserved pint. Thus 
Frank Harrison’s Hirst is Hurst, and Marope is Marrick, but 
could be Marske. The policeman deserved his refreshment if 
he had pedalled his bike from Marrick, which is a steady pull 
all the way, but not as gruelling as from Reeth or Marske. 
Until about 1998 the police house in Reeth had a resident 

bobby, but I do not know whether Marrick was similarly 
blessed. The Green Dragon is clearly marked by name on 
the 1890s OS map, and only as ‘Inn’ on later editions, e.g. 
1947. It still exists but sadly as a private house. The F.H.N. 
probably resides about 10 miles from my home, so perhaps 
you may be willing to forward this snippet to the present 
owners Mrs Stewart and Mrs Bateson for I wish them well in 
their search for recognition of their historic car. 

 
D R J O HN MI NNS

Stoke-on-Trent, Staffordshire

D ear Sir,
I fear Derry Aust (Letters, p. 67, Bulletin 308) has not 
thought his idea through fully. VSCC eligible cars means 
they are eligible for competitions run by the VSCC. I under-
stand the competitions department is already very busy, 
possibly overstretched at times. I wonder what competitions 
Derry is suggesting the VSCC drops in order to cater for 
these post-war cars.

To be a member of the VSCC one does not need to own 
an eligible car, so owners of these cars can already join, but 
why would they when there are many clubs catering for their 
needs already?

 
K E Y T H RI C HA RD SO N

Crediton, Devon 

D ear Sir, 
Thank you for another excellent Bulletin and for including 
my letter in it. I was particularly interested in your edito-
rial which you opened with ‘We have been here before’ and 
reflected on events following WW2, when the Club faced a 
dilemma in deciding which direction it should take to avoid 
a ‘steady dwindle’. I can’t help feeling that the situation 
facing the Club in 1946 is very much the same as we face 
today and in my letter I have proposed a new direction to 
avoid a similar ‘dwindle’. As we know, the Club is needing 
more members and my suggestion to invite owners of the 
quality post-war cars is just a repeat of the action taken back 
in 1946, when it was necessary to offer membership to a 
wider audience. 

I have always considered the decision made in 1934 to 
draw a DATE line at 1931 – beyond which ALL cars were 
accepted as being of Vintage standard – was unfortunate and 
should really have been based on QUALITY rather than 
AGE as you so clearly point out. When the decision was 
made to include some cars of post-1931 period and recognise 
their quality, it was realised that age itself was not a factor 
in assessing a car’s worthiness and it was the quality of the 
machine that was important. Unfortunately, by overlooking 
the fact that in 1934, some cars have managed to be included 
as of Vintage quality when they were nothing of the sort and 
we now have a flood of Austin Sevens and Ford Model As, 
for example, parading as Vintage Cars. As a matter of fact, 
the latest Bulletin contains no fewer than seventeen photos 
of Austin Sevens, nine photos of Model A Fords, and a Riley 
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with a Model A engine. I can only hope that my proposed 
suggestion is given some consideration and if accepted 
would in some small way help to avoid that feared ‘steady 
dwindle’. We have, of course, Been Here Before. 

D E RRY  A U ST
Witney, Oxfordshire

D ear Sir,
I was fascinated to see the photographs of the 1939 Buxton 
Trial in the last issue, and in particular to see Donald Ack-
ernley in the BMV. Donald was the elder brother of my step-
father Michael Ackernley and I well recall seeing the BMV 
in the garage at Gilstead Hall in Shipley in about 1950. 
Donald was working on the car and told me that he called 
it ‘The Bloody Marvellous Vehicle’ before explaining it was 
a Bugatti chassis with a Morris axle and a Vauxhall engine. 
He had a number of Bugattis during his motoring career, one 
of which he gave to his godson. He suggested that I join the 
VSCC, which I did as a junior member in 1959.

J A ME S C HA PMA N
Wirswall, Shropshire

D ear Sir,
Keeping my brain active during lockdown, I started writing 
childhood (wartime) memories for my grandsons. As I’m 
sure others find, once started, all sorts of things rise from 
the depths of one’s brain. I recalled my father telling me that 
his father had driven a steamroller for the Wimpey building 
firm in Hammersmith. My grandfather was promoted by 
George Wimpey to be his chauffeur (in the 1911 census he 
is ‘Chauffeur {Domestic}’). My father thought Wimpey’s 
car was a Peugeot and Wimpey arranged for him to race it 
against another businessman’s car. George Wimpey died in 
1913. I understand that all London registrations and details 
have been destroyed and I’ve had no response from an email 
to HQ of VCC. I know it’s a very long shot but is it possible 
a VSCC member can help me? The registration in question 
is AP 3474.

A D RI A N PA D FI E L D
Cheltenham, Gloucestershire

D ear Sir,
The photo of Neil Murray taking an unusual line at 
Wiscombe (Letters, Bulletin 308) reminded me of the time 
I tried to round the final corner on a rainy day a tad more 
quickly than the laws of physics ordained. My friend Nick 
Channing, on viewing the modified bodywork of my XK120 
in the car park afterwards, commented that perhaps my 
expertise was greater with a dry Martini than a wet one. I 
followed his advice and ever since I have stuck to what I 
know best.

JO N RA D G I C K
Glanton, Northumberland

D ear Sir, 
It was good to see (in the Spring Bulletin, 307) those won-
derful pictures of the race teams assembling for the 1923 
Grand Prix de Tours, especially the excellent photograph of 
the Rolland-Pilain. The cars at Tours were a diverse and fas-
cinating gathering. Rising race speeds had encouraged strong 
interest in aerodynamics and each company presented its 
own solution. The cars of Delage and Rolland-Pilain, being 
both of 1922 construction, favoured a conventional smooth 
low bodyline and a long round torpedo tail. Sunbeam and 
FIAT were also conventional but sported the latest tapered 
tail design, reminiscent of the FIAT 1922 GP winner. Two 
other entries were extremely innovative. Bugatti fielded his 
amazing Type 32 ‘Tanks’ with their full-width all-envel-
oping trilobite bodywork ending in a tapering flat tail. The 
Voisin C6 ‘Laboratoire’ was even more outlandish, being the 
world’s first wedge-shaped racing body, not seen again in 
this form until one Colin Chapman introduced his Lotus 56 
and 72 designs. Frenchman Philippe Moch created a copy of 
the Voisin and first ran it at the GP de Tours retrospective in 
1993, where it caused a sensation.  

There are much better photos in existence of the sole 
Delage entry. Star driver René Thomas finally managed to 
look towards the camera and his indomitable race mechanic, 
Lhermitte, was more visible. Thanks to the research of Daniel 
Cabart and others, we are now confident that the assembly 
of the 2 LCV Delage chassis was completed in 1922. The 
hasty construction of the innovative 2-litre V-12 engine was 
the rushed job. Although the new motor had good power and 
great potential, it had insufficient development. The testing 
for the GP was fraught with problems. The main issue, as 
Thomas records in his memoirs, was insufficient cooling 
capacity for the oil and water. 

Louis Delage was aware of this fragility well before the 
event and should have scratched. However his company had 
invested heavily in the car and was keen to reap the benefi-
cial publicity which the Grand Prix would provide. Delage 
finally decided the car should race. It’s likely that Thomas 
was instructed to make a spectacle and push the car into 
an early lead, even if this hastened its retirement as the 
overheating took hold. The car raced with its bonnet sides 
removed for enhanced cooling, nevertheless Thomas retired 
after seven laps. The official report gave the reason for his 
retirement as a damaged fuel tank. We now know better, and 
inspection of the original fuel tank reveals no evidence of 
any damage whatsoever. 

Delage’s Chief Engineer, Charles Planchon, was 
famously dismissed after the event. It’s always been said 
that he was sacked for his failure with the little GP car. I 
don’t believe this. A more likely explanation of Planchon’s 
dismissal is for what we’d call today an ‘attitude problem’. 
After all, Planchon and his assistant engineer Albert Lory 
were top level engineers and his productivity at that time 
was amazing. His team were responsible for the design and 
launch of seven competition cars in 34 months, including the 
highly successful 10½-litre and 5-litre hill climb Torpilles. 

The 1923 Grand Prix may not have been a sensational 
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race but it was a celebration of post-war enthusiasm, crea-
tivity and innovation. Sunbeam’s win did much for British 
engineering credibility. I am fortunate to be the custodian of 
one of the less successful 1923 contenders: the Delage. Not-
withstanding the result at Tours, the design of this car laid the 
foundations for all the later successes of the Delage GP team 
and to this day there are few cars in the world more charis-
matic than the 2 LCV Delage after its union in 1925 with 
Maurice Bequet’s 12-litre ex-SPAD Hispano Suiza motor.

A L E X A ND E R B O SWE L L
Newport Pagnell, Buckinghamshire

 
D ear Sir, 
David Price (Letters, Bulletin 308) has raised the age-old 
question of whether (and if so when) a car with a continu-
ous history, but many replacement parts (including in his 
case two new frames) retains or loses its original identity. 
Readers with the benefit of a classical education will at once 
recall the Ship of Theseus paradox, dating back to ancient 
Greece – so even older than a 3-litre Bentley. Recording the 
controversy in the first century AD, the historian Plutarch put 
it thus: ‘The ship wherein Theseus and the youth of Athens 
returned from Crete had thirty oars, and was preserved by the 
Athenians down even to the time of Demetrius Phalereus, 
for they took away the old planks as they decayed, putting in 
new and stronger timber in their places, insomuch that this 
ship became a standing example among the philosophers, for 
the logical question of things that grow; one side holding that 
the ship remained the same, and the other contending that it 
was not the same.’ Even after 2,500 years, philosophers are 
by no means agreed on the solution.

Wooden ships are particularly prone to decay, but differ-
ent parts of the vessel – hull, decks, spars etc. – decay at 
different rates, and thus are replaced sequentially, rather than 
scrapping and rebuilding the whole thing from scratch. It is 
what is known in the trade as a continuous history from new. 
Perhaps unsurprising that the paradox was named after a ship 
rather than a vintage Bentley, though similar issues surely 
arise. 

A more recent illustration is provided by the USS Con-
stitution, famously preserved since 1797 and still in commis-
sion to this day. Following numerous restorations and repairs, 
the ship is now estimated to contain no more than 10 per cent 
of her original timbers – yet no-one would have the audacity 
to describe her as a replica. If that’s good enough for the US 
Naval Board, it’s good enough for me.

JO HN B O O T HMA N 
St Lawrence, Jersey 

D ear Sir,
Keith Brettell’s letter (Bulletin 308, p. 62) recalling memories 
of Keith Schellenberg driving the fearsome Barnato Hassan 
8-litre Bentley at Silverstone brought back similar memories 
of my own. Back in about 1974 or 1975, during the Boulogne 
Trophy race at VSCC July Silverstone, I was standing on the 

brakes approaching Woodcote corner when Keith shot past 
on the outside. Right on the apex, which on the old Club 
Circuit was quite a sharp angle, he looked across, and seeing 
a fellow Bentley driver, smiled and gave me a cheery wave, 
almost lost it, went sideways one way, caught it and then 
went sideways the other way, finally got the car pointing 
the right way and headed off down the pits straight towards 
Copse as though nothing had happened. 

I seem to remember that the Barnato Hassan travelled 
to and from the circuit in a large, closed truck, accompanied 
by four stout wooden planks and two empty 45 gallon oil 
drums. These were so arranged behind the lorry that the car 
could be unloaded to the ground, and the process reversed 
at the end of the meeting, with the aid of a large number of 
willing helpers. I used to watch this performance with my 
heart in my mouth as it seemed to me that a plank could 
quite easily be dislodged, or even one of the oil drums, with 
the car half-way down. Interestingly, the fascinating article 
on the F.H.N. Special includes a photo, taken in 1954, of the 
Barnato Hassan next to the F.H.N. and wearing an earlier 
body. By the 1970s the car had a different body with a nose 
cowl similar to that of the Birkin single-seater. We regularly 
used to see both of these great Bentleys, and another, the 
Pacey Hassan, at VSCC meetings. 

By the way, I was always much amused, and delighted 
to see in your earlier, excellent editions, the phrase ‘as any 
fule kno’ which, as any fule ought to kno, was uttered by 
Nigel Molesworth in the wonderful Down With Skool! books 
written by Geoffrey Willans, and illustrated by Ronald 
Searle, probably better known (knon?) for his drawings of 
the infamous St Trinian’s girls. What any fule might not kno 
however, is that Ronald Searle was caught up in the fall of 
Singapore in February 1942 and was a contemporary of my 
father both at Changi and later on the Burma railway. Searle 
somehow managed to conceal from his captors both pencil 
and paper, discovery of which would have resulted in unim-
aginably severe punishment. He later published a book of 
the drawings he had made as a POW depicting some of the 
horrors and deprivations he had witnessed. Needless to say, 
unlike Nigel Molesworth and St Trinian’s, there is nothing 
remotely amusing about these earlier drawings.

MI C HA E L  PA NC HE RI  
Curry Rivel, Somerset

D ear Sir, 
As a child I would regularly insist to my mum that we 
walked the long way back from school on the off-chance 
that a double garage on that route would be open. In that 
garage sat a beautiful Bentley and a single-seat Rover racing 
car. If chance would have it that said garage would be open, 
inside a kind gentleman by the name of Frank Lockhart 
(who will have been known to many in the VSCC) would 
invariably be seen tinkering with the cars. As an enthusiastic 
primary school child, I would ask Frank questions, or just 
ogle the cars for a few minutes as often as possible and he 
would tell me tales of racing both machines. Frank sowed 
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a seed in my young brain that would grow into a passion 
for classic and vintage cars and the engineering behind them. 
I’m now projects editor for Practical Classics magazine and, 
at 27 years old have just started my first pre-war project – an 
Austin Seven special based upon the chassis of a terminally 
rotten 1937 Ruby, which you’ll be able to read about soon in 
the pages of PC.

Much discussion has surrounded how the classic and 
vintage car world will encourage new members over the next 
fifty years, as the world turns ever more digital. Be it young 
member discounts or classic loan schemes, such schemes can 
only work if the interest is already there. These schemes feed 
the saplings, if you will. Therefore I implore you, next time 
you’re in a position to make an impression on a youngster 
taking an interest in your vintage car, please take the time 
to make it a good impression. If only one in every hundred 
seeds sown grows into a tree, then there remains a future for 
the hobby. 

 
MA T T  T O MK I NS 

North Witham, Lincolnshire

D ear Sir,
Thank you for another excellent issue of The Bulletin. I have 
one question. The front cover picture of the Sunbeam shows 
that the offside front tyre and the nearside rear tyre are of a 
similar pattern with plenty of tread whereas the front nearside 
and rear offside tyres are of a different pattern to the others 
with little or no tread. Is this just a coincidence or is there a 
reason for this?

C HRI S A D E NE Y
Hanley Castle, Worcestershire

D ear Sir, 
Initially I was excited to see in the latest Bulletin a book 
review of Karl Ludvigsen’s definitive Porsche: Excellence 
was Expected by your reviewer Ivan Margolius. As a bit 
of a Porsche fan I do have a copy of the previous three-
volume edition. Sadly Mr Margolius’s  review was a huge 
disappointment – the greater part being about himself, some 
Porsche associated friends and totally irrelevant content 
about Tatras. There is very little to review and critique the 
actual content, pros, cons, value and critique of the books. 

About the only critique was that it could do with an index. 
The only comment is that it is definitive. Pah! We knew that 
already. A prospective buyer would be hard pushed to make 
a decision on whether to buy, or not, this tome, costing the 
not trivial amount of £400. One cannot discern if the four-
volume edition contains new material across the board or is 
it just a top-up about the more recent Porsche models. This 
is after all the definitive ‘must-have’ Porsche book. It surely 
deserves much better.

MI L O SL A V D O B RO T A
Exeter, Devon 

D ear Sir, 
Another interesting Bulletin has arrived here this morning. 
Particularly interesting are some of the people who have 
written for you/us like Mrs Tubbs. We older folk remember 
there being two Tony Birds, Tony C. Bird being the writer 
of books on early motor matters and Tony P. Bird being the 
VSCC Competition Secretary. One might have expected 
them to write to the Bulletin about it, in much the same way 
that Earl Russell and Lord Russell of Liverpool wrote to The 
Times (see pic). 

A L L A N L U PT O N 
Letchworth Garden City, Hertfordshire

Castrol’s famous brands reformulated using latest technology low detergent base
oils in appropriate viscosities on which Vintage Sports Cars are designed to run.

C A S T R O L  C L A S S I C  O I L S  F O R  R O A D  A N D  T R A C K

Engine and Gear oils, Damper fluids, Greases, Fuel Octane Boost, Brake Fluids etc.
Small quantities and workshop supplies.
Recommendations covering ABC to Zephyr

Technical Help-desk and Sales Tel: 01954 231668 Fax: 01954 231923
www.castrol.com/uk/classics

Wakefield House, Cambridge CB24 4QZ 

Castrol Oil 160x40 colour.indd   1 25/01/2013   11:19
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Jonathan Wood 
1940–2020

Professor Jonathan Wood was lost to his family and many 
friends through Covid-19 just as he and Suzie were 

settling into their new home in Petworth after moving from 
Northbridge House, Chiddingfold, where they had lived for 
forty-one years. A blue plaque at Northbridge might have 
summarised his life in this way: 

‘Amico della Lambda, raconteur, structural engineer, 
bon viveur, motoring events organiser, encourager of youth, 
much loved family man and friend.’

Jonathan was brought up in Frensham, Surrey, and from 
an early age had an eclectic range of car projects including: an 
Essex ‘Tannoy’ van with a loudspeaker on the roof; two bare 
Lambda chassis  (one short and one long); and a two-door 
Weymann Lambda saloon, probably bought from the great 
Lambda enthusiast Commander Buckle. The Lambdas later 
went to Gerald Batt and the ‘Tannoy’ van saw little road use. 
A much longer ‘stayer’ was a 1929 Austin 7 Chummy bought 
by his great friend Dick Chapman. This took them to France 
in 1958 and Jonathan bought the Seven from Dick in about 
1990. The car was refurbished in recent years and remained 
painted a vivid canary yellow.

Charterhouse did not particularly suit Jonathan scholasti-
cally and he left after ‘O’ levels, but he went on to Newcastle 
University to read Civil Engineering and became ‘Convenor 
of Debates’. Later he achieved his PhD, also at Newcastle. 
One of his highpoints at Newcastle was to become captain 
of the University Challenge team that included Kate Adie, 
and travelling to Uppsala University to take on the Swedes in 
a quiz competition. The two captains were later encouraged 
into a schnapps drinking competition, which Jonathan won.

He married Suzie in 1967 and the family blossomed, 
with Antonia, Jessica and Lucy brought up in the welcom-
ing house and grounds which Jonathan loved. Dredging the 
lake or designing and making a wood-burning stove to heat 
the swimming pool were all enjoyable projects for his fertile 
brain. His Palazzo del Auto triple garage and workshop were 
built of Northbridge wood.

Jonathan was a great encourager of youth, from allowing 
a friend’s son to fish for rudd in the lake, to providing 
ongoing practical help to another young man who needed 
help to finally achieve ‘chartered’ status. His own structural 
engineering career included ten years with the firm Flint and 
Neil, during which time he worked on the Severn Bridge 
project and later, during another ten years at Mott McDonald, 
work on the Channel Tunnel. During this stage of his career 
his interest and expertise on deleterious concrete grew. He 
was involved in confirming that Exeter Hospital’s concrete 
structure had failed to the extent that a complete rebuild was 
required. 

From 1990 he became a self-employed consultant as a 
forensic expert in failing concrete. On this he lectured interna-

tionally and was also an expert witness in several significant 
legal proceedings. Jonathan was also asked for advice con-
cerning how best to stop the leaning Tower of Pisa toppling 
further and his recommendations helped in stemming the 
dangerous lean. Having submitted a design for the Millen-
nium pedestrian bridge, which was not selected, his advice 
was later sought on how to reduce the wobbles of the new 
bridge over the Thames. It had opened on 11 June 2000 and 
closed the same day after the initial crowds made it wobble 
alarmingly. It was re-opened in 2002 after 91 dampers were 
installed to absorb both lateral and vertical oscillations. 

Jonathan Wood with Chummy and Lambda in the garage he 
built using his own timber
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These were fitted at an additional cost of approximately 
£7 million. In 1998, Jonathan purchased a short wheelbase 
seventh series Lancia Lambda tourer, reg. DS 8065, from 
Donald Biggs which had been reimported from the USA and 
‘unAmericanised’ by Peter  Wigglesworth and Gerald Batt. 
Jonathan loved his Lambda and took over from Pat Ure the 
considerable organising task of the Amici della Lambda (an 
English group of Lambda enthusiasts) to travel to Turin and 
Fobello in the Val della Sesia in Italy (Chiddingfold to Turin 
and back, circa 1,600 miles). Jonathan encouraged Lambda 
owners internationally to join these rallies in 2006, 2011 and 
2016, and achieved a good response of 40 to 50 cars. He 
became friendly with the Lancia family, who were impressed 
by Jonathan’s Italian welcoming speech and he continued to 
work on his Italian at a small friendly class in Sussex.

On a much smaller rally scale, but appreciated by local 
enthusiasts in Surrey and Sussex, Jonathan had a talent for 
bringing like-minded motoring enthusiasts together. His and 
Suzie’s ‘Lambdas and Locals’ rallies with pictorial clues were 
very popular. A jolly drive through the south-east, starting 
and ending at Northbridge, with Suzie’s soup to warm finish-
ers before their picnic, would finish with a group photo in 
the field. These local rallies produced worthwhile funds for 
local charities. 

While going up the Northbridge House drive, two or 
three curved segments of concrete of significant size were 
to be seen on the verges. These were excess segments from 
the Channel Tunnel, in which Jonathan had invested and 
worked on. He did not make riches but these initial shares 
included two nominal-cost Trans Manche return journeys 
a year. Jonathan, Suzie and the Lambda took advantage of 
this to go to the rallies to Fobello, Sliding Pillar rallies and 
touring to see friends in Europe. Jonathan looked forward to 
both the lunch and dinner stops at a selected Logis de France. 
Jonathan’s love of these trips was unbounded and his ability 
to see Lambda or civil engineering friends en route was a 
useful networking skill he possessed. Local friends wondered 
if the excess on the motoring recovery policy would be tested 
again as he set off abroad.

Jonathan started – and kept going for seventeen years – a 
monthly lunch for male friends at local pubs. A friend said 
in his condolence letter: ‘Jonathan was a great friend and 
personality whose charisma attracted so many to attend the 
peripatetic lunches with an eclectic group of participants. He 
was always at the heart of some slightly controversial point 
of view that made him so endearing.’ Another wrote: ‘Dear 
Jonathan was a life-enhancing one-off, a polymath. Someone 
who embraced life and all its opportunities with bound-
less enthusiasm, just as he could entertain his friends with 
numerous anecdotes.’ Many local friends have valued the 
hospitable gatherings large and small that Jonathan and Suzie 
hosted at Northbridge. Jonathan’s interest in more unusual 
wines, particularly from Alsace, and Suzie’s cooking talents 
made for a winning combination that have been enjoyed by 
many, including this writer. His death leaves a big gap in the 
lives of his family and a very large circle of friends.

G eorge Pitt

Don Orosco
1944–2020

Don Orosco, who died 
on 28 May 2020, was 

a Californian property 
developer and historic 
racer with a passion for 
American racing cars of 
the 1950s. He was best 
known for his love of 
Scarabs, the 1950s Chev-
rolet-engined race cars 
built by Tom Barnes and 
Dick Troutman for Lance 
Reventlow. Don’s obses-
sion with the marque 
began when he was 18, 
when he watched the 1962 

documentary The Sound of Speed, directed by Bruce Kessler. 
In the film, not a word is spoken as Reventlow screams 
round the Riverside International Raceway in California in a 
Formula 1 Scarab with his crew watching. 

In 1982, Orosco acquired chassis 001 from the Revent-
low family. He commissioned Troutman to restore the car 
and campaigned it all over the world. He followed this with 
a pair of Grand Prix cars as well as the team’s original Fiat-
Bartoletti transporter, which he restored and used to transport 
his fleet. Other acquisitions included a Birdcage Maserati, 
RSK Porsche, Lotus and various motorcycles.

Orosco was a perfectionist who threw limitless time and 
money at his projects. This was evident in his love of hot-
rods, of which he built an impressive collection, including 
the So-Cal 1934 Ford coupe lakester. He loved to work on 
the cars, having restored his first Model A Ford when he was 
14. He would have parts made when necessary, taking pains 
to track down rare parts for copying. In the early 1990s, he 
had a tip-off that the 1929 Ford ‘Dick Flint’ Roadster might 
be for sale, a car which achieved 143mph in 1950 and, when 
featured on the cover of Hot Rod Magazine in 1952, helped 
sell 500,000 copies of that issue. After spending two years 
persuading the vendor to sell, Orosco embarked on a restora-
tion so painstaking that he said it would have been cheaper to 
have built it from scratch. It won first prize at Pebble Beach 
and was invited to appear at Goodwood. 

Orosco was a popular and social figure in California, and 
an approachable enthusiast in the pits of race circuits around 
the world. He was generous with his time and knowledge, 
often mentoring the younger. For 29 years he lived with 
multiple myeloma, a rare bone-marrow cancer, the longest 
living survivor of the disease. He tried new medicines in the 
hope that his experiences might help others. He is survived 
by his wife Kelley and sons Patrick, Chris and Brian. 

MB
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Diana Russell
1922–2020

Long-time member Diana Russell died 
peacefully in her sleep early on her 98th 

birthday. She was a remarkable woman and 
a stalwart of the vintage car world for many 
years. Older members may remember Diana 
from watching her race her Riley Brook-
lands or manning the signing-on at Silver-
stone, and running Vintage Racing Cars Ltd 
from Derby Road Garage in Northampton. 
Members may also remember Diana from 
her Beaulieu Autovac stand, which she 
attended with her very rare Saab 95 van.

Diana was born on 16 May 1922 and died 
on 16 May 2020.  She grew up in Northamp-
ton where her father ran a company manu-
facturing and supplying the shoe trade with 
fittings and accessories. She drove a Red 
Cross ambulance during the war and after-
wards left for the USA and settled in New 
Orleans, where she married and had two 
sons, one of whom sadly pre-deceased her 
by many years. She returned to Northampton 
in the early 1960s and bought Derby Road Garage, where 
she founded Vintage Racing Cars (Northampton) Ltd. With 
her two right-hand men, Les and Colin, she specialised in the 
maintenance of vintage and pre-war cars.  

One of the first cars she bought upon returning to England 
was an HRG, which her son David now owns in America, 
followed by two FWD Alvis racing cars. One of these was 
an ex-works car, driven by Leon Cushman at the 1930 Ards 
TT, and the other was owned and driven by Commander J.B. 
Rooper RN. Many other cars passed through her hands and 
it was always a treat to see what she had when we visited; 
an early Dennis flat-bed lorry was around for some time. In 
the December 1966 edition of Motor Sport she advertised a 
‘Very Rare 1922 Mercedes, 7¼-litre. Only 3 known to exist’. 
She was buying and selling ‘all interesting makes of vintage 
cars’, and Derby Road Garage had by then also become a 
Saab dealership, so it was natural for the business workhorse 
to be a new 95 van in 1968. This was one of only 12 that 
came to this country, which Diana collected from the docks. 

In 1966, on being told of the demise of Autovac by the 
VSCC, she took it upon herself to save the business. She 
made two trips in her ex-Stirling Moss two-car transporter to 
Stockport and rescued a large quantity of the original stock 
before it was thrown into a skip. Along with the purchase 
of the trade name and stock came blueprints, some original 
tooling, patent applications, general archive, publicity 
material and handbooks. Diana provided a comprehensive 
service to Autovac owners, and thanks to her spirited actions, 
British cars built from 1920 to 1934 – when Autovacs were 

superseded mostly by SU electric pumps – have been main-
tained as historically correct by many very grateful owners.

I first met Diana in 1974 when I visited Moulton Lodge, 
her home in Northampton, with my late father. She had 
arranged a large country fair with steam engines and vintage 

and classic cars, including a rare Ford GT70 
racer and a Model T; somehow Ford had 
been persuaded to contribute. In the late 
1970s, Diana had a house built in Hunstan-
ton on the north Norfolk coast, where she 
enjoyed dips in the sea and the local golf 
course, and her intention was always to 
retire there. That finally happened in 2001, 
when she asked me if I would take over the 
Autovac business, which of course I and my 
partner Barbara Ashton were honoured to 
do. She sold Moulton Lodge, which became 
a prep school. The ex-works Alvis was given 
to the British Motor Museum at Gaydon, the 
other FWD Alvis went to Brooklands and the 
95 van was handed back to Saab, who grate-
fully sent two men with a trailer to collect it.  

Diana remained thoroughly committed 
to Autovac right to the end; we had to report 
regularly on developments and to reassure 
her of the health of the business. Often at 
Beaulieu visitors to the stand would ask after 
her, fondly remembering Diana’s often forth-

right advice. She told us that she preferred to sleep under the 
Saab at Beaulieu rather than in it due to the annoying con-
densation. Three years ago Charles Gray of Bishopgray took 
on the responsibility of continuing Diana’s work. Autovacs 
are shipped around the world, still using some of the original 
parts that Diana rescued along with new parts made to the 
blueprints she also saved. Numerous times owners say how 
grateful they are that Autovac is still going, servicing and 
supplying parts, but it is due to Diana’s energy and enthusi-
asm for our automotive heritage that this is possible.

Her energies were also directed to charity work, being 
much appreciated by my late father Dennis when he was 
national chairman of The Men of the Trees, now The Inter-
national Tree Foundation. He always thoroughly enjoyed 
Diana’s hospitality and knew he could always rely on her 
tireless support. She regularly lined up fund-raising and 
tree-planting duties for him in Northamptonshire, duties he 
relished in Diana’s company. She also did charity work for 
the RNLI and the Red Cross, and I am sure volunteers for 
those charities will have similar memories of Diana’s loyalty 
and dedication.  

 Diana Russell was one of those people who 
never stopped. She had a seemingly infinite supply of energy 
and an ability to inspire others to get things done, often when 
they did not realise they were capable of the task she assigned 
them. But she did all this from the ‘rear’, never seeking the 
limelight. We shall miss her tremendous energy and enthusi-
asm for life.  

Martin Hull 
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Edmund de la Rivière
1935–2020

Edmund de la Rivière, who preferred 
to be called Ted Rivers, was born 

in Glasgow on 24 November 1935 to 
parents Lewis and Margaret. Lewis then 
worked for Elders & Fyffes as a clerk in 
the Glasgow office, having transferred 
back to Britain from Germany, worried 
about the way in which the Nazi party 
was gaining popularity. Three weeks 
later they moved to Hastings until the 
outbreak of war, when they moved to 
Stanmore to be with grandparents until 
London started being bombed, where-
upon they were evacuated to Welshpool.

Lewis joined the Royal Navy – ‘pre-
ferring a bed to sleep in at night, rather than a ditch that the 
Army might be likely to provide’ – and was engaged on 
North Atlantic convoys, whilst Edmund was sent to boarding 
school in Potters Bar, aged 6, where Margaret had taught 
before she married. 

After the war, the family moved to Birmingham, where 
Edmund attended Solihull School from 1948 until the age of 
16, when he started an apprenticeship with Webley & Scott as 
a gunsmith. On the first day the old foreman asked his name: 
‘Edmund,’ he replied. ‘What’s that, Edward? Right, we’ll call 
you Ted,’ and it stuck from then on. From there, Ted went to 
do deferred National Service with the Fleet Air Arm for two 
years, mainly in Northern Ireland where he serviced aircraft.

Soon after, Ted started work at Rover Development, 
which introduced him to a life-long love of cars. Helping 
out at hill climbs and races at weekends saw Ted support 
Mike Hatton with his Cooper Mk X and, in 1959, Tommy 
Norton with ERA R4D. During this work stint, he met Daniel 
Richmond of Downton Engineering who tuned Minis for 
Monte Carlo Rally entrants. He asked Ted to go and work for 
him, which of course he did.

Ted’s horizons expanded further with a year’s work for 
a BMC dealership in Toronto, living with his aunt and uncle 
who had emigrated after the war. While there, he was asked 
by André Pilette, the Belgian racing driver, to work for him 
on his Scirocco Grand Prix cars for the 1963 season; and 
so began his two years of work on the Formula 1 circuit. 
1964 saw a move to Parnell Racing, where he was mechanic 
for drivers Mike Hailwood, Innes Ireland, Chris Amon, Peter 
Revson, Richard Attwood, Bob Bondurant and Mike Spence 
with chief mechanic Ray Lane.

After two years, his mum thought it was ‘time he got 
a proper job’. So he gave up the job he loved and started 
working as a rep for SKF Bearings. But Ted was an engineer 
and wasn’t cut out to be a suited and booted salesman, so he 
decided to go back to what he loved and start specialising 

in a marque of car.  His initial thought 
was to specialise in Scimitar GTEs, but 
a change of plan meant he went down 
the MG route, much to the relief of his 
family. How many Scimitars do you see 
on the roads today?

In his free time he raced dinghies 
near Chichester, where he met Sally. 
During this time, he had worked for 
Jackie Epstein on his Ferrari 250LM at 
Daytona in ’66 and on his Lola T70 with 
Paul Hawkins and Ed Nelson through 
’68 and ’69. Having married and settled 
in north Hampshire, sons Will and David 
came along in 1970 and 1973. Profes-

sionally, Ted moved on a while later to work with the French 
bearing company, SNR. Covering the whole of the south of 
England meant an awful lot of driving. It was at this time that 
Sally worked with Peter Hull at the VSCC, driving regularly 
to the offices on Russell Road in Newbury aboard her black 
and yellow Austin Seven box saloon, Bumble. 

After working from home, in 1979 Ted and Sally made 
the decision to found Beech Hill Garage and specialise in the 
MG marque.  During the ’80s and early ’90s they continued 
to build their business on good old-fashioned service.  They 
retired in 2002 and the company is now run by their son, 
Will, and his wife Louise from the same premises just south 
of Reading.

One of Ted’s many qualities was his great patience; a 
characteristic well tested during the highly regarded restora-
tion of his 1924 Arrol-Johnston 15.9hp. A herculean effort, 
but as with all things he undertook, a job he saw through 
to a high standard. Never a cynic, his enthusiasm and com-
petence shone through. Ted and Sally had a broad set of 
friends and enjoyed cruises and driving vintage cars such 
as their Sunbeam 14/40 all over Europe, sampling the local 
wines and cheeses as they went. Through all this, Ted will be 
remembered for his warm smile, kindness and happiness. Ted 
was always known by the family only ever to have £3 in his 
pocket – ‘mum looks after the money,’ he’d say.

Sadly, Ted was diagnosed with Alzheimer’s five years 
ago and it was that which took him in July, with his beloved 
wife ‘Sal’ by his side. Clearing out their old garage, David 
came across a pencil that was all of an inch and a half long, 
both ends sharpened. As ever, Ted had been eking the most 
out from it, something which for David stood as a real 
metaphor for his dad. As David says: ‘That’s what Dad did, 
he got the most out of everything. He brought the best out in 
people, he spread this warm affection over everything.  He 
couldn’t bear to see anyone lonely.’

Harry C olledge and I an G race
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Bentley 
L ast of the Silent Sports C ars 1 9 3 8 – 9

By Ian Strang and John Boothman. 384 
pages, £95 + £15 postage in the UK.  

Published by Strang and Boothman. To order 
email Sandra, sandrahingston@gmail.com 

Reviewed by ‘ B A U MPFL A NZ E R’

There is a tendency for the reviewer of history books to 
use his allocated space to advance a thesis of his own. 

This is intended to solely demonstrate that he knows con-
siderably more about the subject under review than the 
author(s) of the book. Your reviewer has no thesis, but only 
ponderings. How did the Derby Bentley outsell its cheaper 
rivals? Exactly how much flat-out Continental motoring 
did pre-war owners do? Had the problems associated with 
sustained high-speed running been largely cured before the 
M-series arrived? Was the M-series less suitable for UK 
motoring than its predecessor? Why did so many survive? 
Why is an expedient ‘stop gap’ now so highly prized?

Messrs Strang and Boothman resolve these questions 
lucidly, with a blend of lightly worn scholarship and wit. 
Absent a thesis, the supercilious critic usually hints at 
lacunae, howlers, sloppy editing and poor-quality illustra-
tion, but there’s little scope here. Not only have the authors 
provided a comprehensive bibliography, but they helpfully 
supply an informed commentary on their sources, which 
confirms that they have, indeed, read them. If there are any 
omissions, the reader can take it that they are deliberate. 
In 384 pages, your reviewer found only one questionable 

observation, a trifling error and one slight misapprehension 
over a person’s identity. The sub-editor has allowed one 
(amusing) misspelling of a coachbuilder’s name to evade 
his eagle eye.

The last throw of the die for the now deflated reviewer 
is to argue that the book has entered a crowded market 
– and that it is expensive. It is true that there have been 
several well written books on the Derby Bentley, but this is 
only the second devoted to the M-series. It is broader in its 
reach, and much more colourful, than co-author Ian Strang’s 
earlier, largely monochromatic, collaboration with the late 
Mervyn Frankel. At £95, a modest price in the light of the 
many high quality illustrations it contains, it is far cheaper 
than the current price of its predecessor, for which inflation 
has outstripped the cars; less is distinctly more.

The book is a ‘four-for-one’ offer. Under the biographi-
cal sounding heading of ‘The Life and Times of the Over-
drive Bentley’, the first section contains an outstanding essay 
on the social, economic and historical context in which the 
M-series appeared. The affordability of Bentley ownership 
in the late thirties is examined in detail. There is a digestible 
discourse on the model’s distinctive technical features and 
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a commendably impartial analysis of the degree to which 
the M-series maintained its lead over the competition (and 
an open admission that the gap was closing). The authors 
provide a delightfully subjective assessment of the coach-
builders’ art at the contemporaneous apogee of bespoke 
body and Derby Bentley designs (although a significant pro-
portion of M-series cars wore the semi-standard, catalogue 
Park Ward saloon body).

The next section, containing period advertising and road 
tests, subtly augments the atmosphere of ‘The Long Weekend’ 
already palpably evoked. Some more recent articles judge 
the M-series in a modern perspective. The authors have not 
hogged the limelight. In another section, space is conceded 
to the redoubtable Ken Lea, who tells the absorbing story of 
the Phoenix from the ashes which is ‘The Fabled Corniche’. 
John Hudson and Trevor Komaromy give detailed accounts 
of rebuilds, each a hymn to refined, if complex, machinery. 
The baton is passed back to John Boothman, who tells us why 

B89MX gives him so much pleasure (and this from a man 
with a Cricklewood 4½ in his garage). His reasons chime 
with those of Johnnie Green for his selection of the famous 
‘Honeysuckle’ (B154MR), when Green had tried the oppo-
sition and found them wanting. But at the book’s heart lies 
the section entitled ‘The Cars and Their Owners’. This is a  
prodigious undertaking, as anybody who has tried such cata-
loguing will know. It is a record of all of the M-series, just 
over 200 in all, of which an impressive 175 are known to 
have survived. The authors’ accessible style makes it look 
easy, but it is a stupendous achievement. The appeal of this 
book goes beyond the Bentley owner or the academic (or, 
possibly, both). It would be embarrassing for the Derby 
owner if this book were absent from his or her library, 
but there is much for any enthusiast for pre-war motoring, 
which is surely all of us? Given the soaring cost of the 
Frankel and Strang tome, there is something in it for the 
investor, as well. 

Arthur Sidgreaves, managing director of Rolls-Royce, outside The Grand Hotel, Cannes, with B8MR. It is thought he and 
his chauffeur delivered the car to its first owner, Alfred Benhaim, on 23 March 1939; the coachwork is by De Villars of Paris 
(By kind permission of his grandson, Christopher Sidgreaves)
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Brooklands 
T he Sports C ar E ndurance Races

By David Blumlein, published by Chaters, 
hardback 171 pages, £30, available 

 from www.chaters.co.uk 
 Reviewed by NE I L  T HO RP 

This book covers the long-distance races held at Brook-
lands for sports cars as distinct from those held for racing 

cars. As Allan Winn states in his foreword, this has permit-
ted the author to deliver far more detail than Bill Boddy was 
able to do in his seminal history of the track. It has been 
put together using the contemporary reports of all the various 
period magazines and documents, mainly from the Brook-
lands Museum library. The extensive illustrations are nearly 
all from the Brooklands Society Archive or Motorsport 
Images (formerly LAT Photographic) and add immeasurably 
to the text.

The book opens with a résumé of the construction of the 
course and early long-distance events for production cars. 
Having stated that the diversity of participants renders the 
JCC 200-mile races outside its scope, the book then goes on 
to describe them! In these early chapters page headings for a 
specific year are confusing and have only a passing relevance 
to the accompanying text. However, the bulk of the book is 
much better structured to give a chapter each on the Six Hour 
races, the Double Twelve races, the 1932 Thousand Mile race 
and the 1938 Three Hour Production Car race. It has a good 
index and tabulates the finishing order of the cars in these 
main events. 

As well as a detailed description of each race as it 
unfolded, the text is crammed with background informa-
tion about the various cars and drivers involved. No doubt 
of interest to many readers, this sometimes distracts from 
the narrative. There are instances in which the text is poorly 
written – as if some sections are still a first draft where every 
fact the author can collect is stuffed in without thought to 

context or the sentence structure. The book should have been 
given to a good copy-editor before going to press. Fortu-
nately this concern seems to be worst in the early chapters 
with the later ones about the main races being, on the whole, 
perfectly readable as the background information is much 
more extensive and stands by itself. 

Pictures are relevant to the adjacent narrative, although 
some layout gremlins have crept in; the caption on p. 75 
appears within the main text, and the illustration of the 
Railway Straight in time of flood on p. 100 shows only three 
swans a-swimming rather than the Austin Seven described.

The desire to cram in extraneous facts is highlighted 
by the six pages of chapter eight entitled ‘Following on…’. 
These might have been footnotes, except that there are no 
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Tim Birkin making the fi rst competition appearance of a 
supercharged 4½-litre Bentley, in chassis HB3402 during 
the 1929 BARC 6-hour race; he retired and the Harrison 
coachwork was replaced with a single-seater body, to 
become the famous red car owned by the late George 
Daniels (Brooklands Society)

 references in the text, but more likely are snippets which 
came to light after the book was completed and which the 
author could not bear to omit. Even more bizarre is chapter 
nine, which is a brief description of cars bearing the model 
name ‘Brooklands’, including relatively modern offerings 
such as the Panther J72, the 1986 Ford Capri and 1990s 
Bentleys. These have no relevance to the subject of the 
book.

Griping to one side, the book is still a worthwhile addition 
to the library of anyone interested in the Brooklands sports 
car endurance races. It might not add any new information, 
but its race-by-race descriptions are very thorough and, as 
has been stated, the illustrations are fi rst rate and would by 
themselves justify the book.

The 2-litre Lagonda of Jackson and Broomhall passes 
Childes’s grounded Lea-Francis during the BARC 6-hour 
race at Brooklands on 29 June 1929 (Brooklands Society) 

Examples of Amilcar, Alvis and Bugatti in the Essex Motor 
Club’s 6-hour endurance race on 12 May 1928, the only 
endurance race at Brooklands that year; entrants had 
to undertake a fl ying Le Mans start with hoods erected 
(Brooklands Society)
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‘Gott mit uns’. Not only did the Third Reich have God on 
their side, they had Mercedes-Benz and Dick Seaman as 
well. Frankly in the thirties in Europe you were a nobody 
unless you had some great utopian dream. In England, on the 
other hand, we had mock-Tudor. Now, Wikipedia tells me 
that Richard Seaman was Adolf Hitler’s favourite driver. He 
had the matinée idol looks, style – everything. But a moral 
dilemma: do you drive the best kit with 
the dodgy politics, or the PC dodgy kit? 
Not dissimilar to our recent dilemma 
with Huawei.

Early in the book, Richard Williams 
tells us where The Savoy is located. 
Anyone who doesn’t know where The 
Savoy is shouldn’t be reading this book 
in the fi rst place. He then tells us that 
Seaman’s second car was a 2-litre MG 
Magna, which was obviously inserted 
to see who was paying full attention, as 
of course we all know that MG didn’t 
make such a car, but a nice try anyway. 
At this stage it occurs to me that I am the 
worst person to do this review. I should 
be glorifying in this Boy’s Own stuff, 
Roy of the Rovers, fi ghting impossible 
odds, the young handsome daredevil, 
‘One day as a tiger’, and so on. Instead 
I am feeling sorry for his father and his 
mother Lilian. I too want to see him take up stamp-collect-
ing, or just anything else. Even my VSCC membership card 
has ‘Motor Sport Can Be Dangerous’ on the back. There is 
no such caveat in my stamp album.

I would have liked to say that all the best bits of the book 
are the various post-war successes and failures at Silverstone 
and elsewhere. If only that were true. This is not some sort of 
motoring whodunnit, as we already know the end. He hardly 
gets into his stride and it’s ‘Goodnight Vienna’, at the age 
of 26. His death at the wheel hangs over this book like a 
Damoclean sword. Damon Hill states on the dust-cover that 
the book is ‘a chilling reminder of how little control we have 
over our fates’. No! No! No! Seaman was a racing car driver 
in the Thirties. Frankly, what do you expect? Okay, there 
were notable exceptions, but if you do the arithmetic, it was 
a killing fi eld. His mother knew from the beginning. It was 
not kismet.

What is interesting is how wonderful all the British in the 
book found Germany – welcoming people, effi cient hotels, 

great autobahns, and so forth. For some it was as though 
the utopia had already arrived, while for the others it was 
‘Arbeit Macht Frei’ written above the gates of hell. I thought 
this was going to be a book about Seaman’s fl irtation with 
the Third Reich; it is more a book about his fl irtation with 
death. It is set in the period of Cabaret but without the music. 
The German motor racing programme was propaganda on 

its propaganda. Joseph Goebbels at his 
most creative.  

It’s the Belgian Grand Prix, 25 June 
1939. The newly married Dick Seaman 
dies on the track in the pouring rain in 
a Mercedes-Benz – he never quite made 
one of the corners. War is declared on 
3 September just over two months 
later. The Mercedes convoy returning 
home from racing at the Grand Prix in 
Belgrade found that the factory had been 
taken over by the army and all the cars 
and trucks were confi scated. Even if 
Seaman had not died, the party was over. 
It had been the last hurrah, ‘lights were 
going out all over Europe’. The noise of 
screaming superchargers was soon to be 
replaced by other screams. To put it in 
context, over the next few years lots of 
young men were to meet the same fate in 
the Ardennes, and elsewhere in Europe.

Frankly, I found the book tough reading. I wonder if 
Richard Williams actually found it hard work to write this 
book. I think it is almost impossible to capture the nuance 
and colour of the little anecdotes of particular races so many 
years later. What was I expecting? Graham Greene? On the 
other hand this is a reference book, a useful record of what 
happened before it’s all forgotten. It has a very good index 
at the back that makes it easier to navigate for the academi-
cally minded. I must add that there is a wonderful bit for 
the Delage enthusiast on how Seaman took a nine-year-old 
outdated Delage that he bought from Earl Howe, updated it 
and made it competitive. I wonder if that car still exists?

Well, you certainly get your money’s worth, with a 
cover price of twenty quid, and it can be got for less. In all, 
three hundred and eighty-seven pages with lots of yummy 
pictures. Worth it alone for the picture of two strong men at 
Dick’s funeral in Knightsbridge, struggling to carry Hitler’s 
enormous wreath sent from Berlin. Adolf certainly knew how 
to steal the show.

A Race with Love and Death
T he Story of B ritain’ s First G reat G rand Prix D river, Richard Seaman

By Richard Williams, published by Simon & Schuster, 400 pages, £20, widely available online. 
Reviewed by Q U E NT I N C HA SE S 
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Ken Miles: The Motoring Maverick
By Paul House, self-published, £25 plus postage, available from the author at pdhse@aol.com 

Reviewed by G I L L I A N ST E W A RT  and E D WI NA  B A T E SO N

Ken Miles was an engineering apprentice before the war 
who, in 1939, like many young men with this back-

ground, joined the services and found themselves involved 
at an early age with very sophisticated machinery which they 
might otherwise only have dreamed about: young men in the 
Royal Navy with steam turbines and sophisticated weapons 
systems; young men in the RAF with cutting-edge aero 
engines and airframe technologies. It was in this world that 
Ken Miles became involved with armoured fighting vehicles, 
and the mechanical knowledge he gained during this time 
would serve him well in his future interest in vintage cars 
and motoring competition. 

The book chronicles Ken Miles’s service in various 
branches of the army. On 16 June 1944, he landed on Juno 
beach in Normandy and advanced across Europe, arriving 
in northern Germany in May 1945, at the end of the war. 
The next few years of his life will be of great interest to 
many VSCC members, as the book tells of the buying and 
selling of some very desirable vintage cars, most of which 
are still current and appear at meetings today. In the early 
post-war period they were not the pristine and mechanically 
restored vehicles that we see in the twenty-first century. The 
story follows some cars from Ken Miles’s ownership to 
their current ownership and many names will be familiar to 
VSCC members. The book gives details of events entered 
and results gained and shows that Ken Miles was a talented 
driver as well as a competent engineer.

One of the notable cars raced by Ken Miles was the 
Triangle special, formerly raced by our past president Bruce 
Spollon. The car was reputedly scrapped in the 1960s but 
rumours of its survival surface from time to time. Anybody 

involved in motor racing at this time would inevitably be 
aware of the Emery family – George the father and sons Peter 
and Paul. They were prolific special builders and competi-
tors in various formulas throughout the 1950s and ’60s. The 
narrative continues with the construction of the Emeryson 
500, making an interesting sidelight on motor racing history. 
The knowledge gained in building these 500s was useful to 
Miles when he came to build MG specials after he moved to 
America.

Throughout the book there are references to his friends 
and family, his wife Mollie and son Peter. There are anec-
dotes referring to people and events in his life, all of which 
bring alive the atmosphere and the ad hoc nature of the 
motoring events of the late ’40s. Although the book mainly 
covers the immediate post-war years, Ken Miles’s story does 
not end there, and a chapter detailing his American adven-
tures concludes the story. 

Ken emigrated to the west coast of America, becoming 
a service manager for a company that imported Morris and 
MG cars, which gave him the opportunity to continue his 
racing career, driving some of the most desirable cars then 
racing in America. He eventually joined Carroll Shelby, 
racing AC Cobras and GT40s. He was involved in the well-
known attempt by Ford to arrange a dead heat at Le Mans 
which many thought Ken Miles should have won, and thus 
he was denied the treble wins of Daytona, Sebring and Le 
Mans in the same season. Sadly, two months later he died 
at Riverside whilst testing a Ford appendix J prototype car.

The book is well illustrated and brings to life a time when 
the VSCC was prominent in the rebirth of motor sport after 
the war. A book well worth reading.

Ken Miles competing at a VSCC event at Silverstone on 19 May 1951 in a borrowed Alvis, chassis 3007, reg. JF1181. The 
car started life in 1924 as a 12/40 but has been rebored and rebodied and since 1968 has belonged to member Chris Leach, 
who regularly campaigns it in the Measham (Guy Griffiths collection)

No. 309 Autumn 2020 VSCC Bulletin9292

BOOKS

14366-VSCC-Bulletin Autumn 309.indb   92 18/08/2020   11:12



A Cobra Daytona Prototype at Goodwood in 2015; Ken Miles was the main instigator for the Peter Brock-designed Cobra 
Daytona to be built (Ryan House)

Shelby Cobra Daytona Coupe
T he A utob iography of C SX 2 30 0

By Rinsey Mills, published by Porter Press International, £60, 320 pages,  
available from www.porterpress.co.uk Reviewed by JO HN A T K I NS 

This book is No. 14 in the Porter Press 
Great Cars series and tells the fascinating 

history of the Shelby Cobra Daytona Coupe. 
Nominally focusing on one car, CSX2300, it 
tells the story in detail of all six cars built. 
The author, Rinsey Mills, is a leading expert 
on ACs and Cobras, having previously written 
numerous books on the subject, including 
Shelby’s authorised biography. While in the 
USA researching that book he met and inter-
viewed all the crew involved in the building 
and running of the team of Coupes. 

Carroll Shelby’s dream was to beat Ferrari and to win 
The FIA World Sportscar Championship, which he duly did 
in 1965. His early Cobra roadsters were not fast enough. The 
regulations allowed for coupe bodies to be built but only 
on the original homologated chassis. The streamlined body 
would obviously give more speed – the reason for the whole 
project. Peter Brock, the longest serving employee of Shelby 
since the early days, was fascinated by aerodynamics and 
sketched his ideas for the new streamlined body on a paper 
napkin. He then had to convince Shelby. There were no funds 
available, so Shelby had to use his charms to get the backing 
from Goodyear. Brock was soon given the go-ahead and the 
first car was completed in under 12 months.

The book begins with a foreword by Brock, followed by a 
chapter on the early days of Cobra racing, most of which has 
been aired in other books. We then quickly move on to meet 
‘Shelby’s People’. There is a wonderful full-page group pho-
tograph of Shelby employees – the men and women involved 
in the World Championship campaigns. They are all named 
and listed under USA or Europe, 1964 and 1965. This photo 
includes Ken Miles, an active racing member of the VSCC 
in the 1950s before he emigrated to America, about whom 
Paul House has written a new biography which is reviewed 

opposite. He starred next to Shelby in the 
recent film Ford v Ferrari, about the 1966 Le 
Mans.

The section entitled ‘Evolution of the 
Daytona Coupe’ has 72 photos, many previ-
ously unseen, all of superb quality and well 
captioned. Having studied these photos you 
feel you have experienced every nuance of the 
build. The first Coupe was bodied in-house, 
with the next three specially prepared chassis 
being sent to Italy in April 1964 to have their 
bodies made.

All the races, hill-climbs and Tours de France are covered 
in great detail, with very clear reports, full results and a 
seemingly never-ending supply of beautiful photographs. 
CSX2300, the main star of the book, was only completed 
late in 1964 in time for the Tour de France, where it led for 
the first five days until sadly the crank broke. However, its 
inclusion in four 1965 events made the Championship win 
possible.

In the usual ‘Great Cars’ style we have potted biogra-
phies of the eight key drivers, which makes a pleasant break 
after the barrage of Coupe photographs. The final thirty pages 
cover ‘Later Life’, bringing us up to date on the car’s history, 
which has included several Japanese owners. The book ends 
with a beautiful collection of moody images taken at the old 
Reims circuit.

Overall this is an excellent and worthy addition to the 
Great Cars series. The photographs are all of superb quality, 
probably the best so far. Mills has covered the whole story 
with accuracy and authority. He has exploded a few myths 
to present the whole story as it really was, and has cleverly 
incorporated all six cars into the single biography, leading you 
to discover why CSX2300 was chosen for this book. Excel-
lent value – I heartily recommend it.
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Ferrari 857S
T he remark ab le history of 0 5 7 8 M

By Ian Wagstaff, 128pp, £30, published by Porter Press, www.porterpress.co.uk  
Reviewed by W A L T E R HE A L E

W hen one thinks of Ferrari during 
the 1950s, as both a racing 

team and a manufacturer, one can be 
forgiven for immediately thinking of 
its V12-powered motorcars, which 
proved so successful on the track and 
as customer road cars. This latest book 
by Ian Wagstaff, published by Porter 
Press, may go some way to informing 
the reader that Ferrari also built some 
highly successful and beautiful racing 
cars powered by just four cylinders.

This finely presented book is one of 
a series of studies on exceptional cars and in this case focuses 
on the Ferrari 857S chassis number 0578M. The 857S was an 
unusual model and exceedingly rare. With just four examples 
produced, it was the final and wildest incarnation of the lesser 
powered 2-litre 500 and 3-litre 750 Monza, with the Lam-
predi-designed engine developed to 3.5 litres. As Wagstaff 
explains in his introduction, this particular 857S is notable 
for its encapsulation of Italian road racing of the period, with 
it racing abroad just once in its first season. With a slew of 
famous names at the wheel and a colourful life after racing 
for the factory team, this car certainly has a history worthy 
of documentation.

The book is ordered chronologically 
with chapters on the factory days, the 
reign of four cylinders and, later on, on 
its racing history within private hands. 
The inevitable mix-ups that often serve 
to confuse chassis numbers and engines 
found in old racing cars are well doc-
umented; Wagstaff clearly knows his 
subject, and deftly weaves the story of 
the car. The early period photographs 
are a delight, along with copies of the 
original race entry sheets and individual 
case studies of the famous drivers that 

raced 0578M.
Talking of drivers, this particular 857S was driven by no 

less than two future Formula One world champions, Mike 
Hawthorn and Phil Hill. Hawthorn debuted the car at Monza 
in 1955, taking second place. The following year, Phil Hill 
raced it in Buenos Aries and scored another second. Then 
there was the TT drive of the great Maurice Trintignant, and 
the five drives of pipe-smoking Italian Umberto Maglioli. If 
you want to know more, a purchase of the book may be nec-
essary.

One of the most interesting aspects of a book devoted to a 
single car is the wealth of period photos and background. The 
photos within this book show how well documented the car 
was and really knit together the life of 0578M through three 
distinct epochs: its turn as a factory racing car; its period in 
New Zealand; and finally its life in Scandinavia. The photo-
graphs show the changes, modifications, and wonderful wear 
and tear that this car wore so proudly while racing compet-
itively.

As we come to the end of the book, we encounter the 
chapter entitled ‘Modern Times’. Luckily for 0578M, it 
seems to have found sympathetic owners and skilled restor-
ers, with Hall & Hall reuniting the 3.5 litre engine to the car 
and using their experience to ensure it goes as well as its Sca-
glietti-designed body looks. The last ‘Photo Gallery’ chapter, 
for me, is a little disappointing, with staged studio shots of 
the car. Although I know it’s a beautiful design, cars really 
ought to be photographed in context. This is a racing car, 
after all, and while the photos are arty, they have a soft-focus 
’80s bedroom-poster feel, that makes one yearn to see the 
car in its dusty racing glory. Nevertheless, this is a superbly 
researched book, illustrated with fine period photographs and 
providing an interesting insight into the life of one of Ferra-
ri’s most exciting four-cylinder cars.

Ferrari 0578M on the startline of the 1955 Circuito del 
Mugello with Umberto Maglioli, who would become a 
regular driver of the car, alongside OSCA driver Giulio 
Cabianca in car 86 (current owner’s archive)
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Ferrari 250 GT SWB
T he remark ab le story of 2 6 89G T

By Richard Heseltine, 128pp, £30, published by Porter Press, www.porterpress.co.uk 
Reviewed by HE C T O R K O C I A K

My first foray into Ferrari 250 GT SWB was not without 
trepidation. One of the occupational hazards of books 

about classic cars is that they sometimes ignore the art of 
storytelling, choosing to prioritise the recording of informa-
tion over a pleasant reading experience. Nothing destroys 
the morale of an automotive reviewer quite like stumbling 
through a desert of arid race reports or engine development 
woes towards the seductive gleam of the next chapter, only 
to find that the torture continues for tens or hundreds of pages 
more. Luckily Richard Heseltine, the author of this carefully 
crafted addition to the Exceptional Cars series from Porter 
Press, has planned his exposition well, and produced a work 
of variety and interest which does 
justice to the tale of the iconic Ferrari 
250 GT SWB. 

The 250-series is a legendary 
Ferrari success story, and the 250 GT 
Berlinetta (aka SWB, short wheel-
base) has become one of the most 
recognisable and desirable sports cars 
ever built. Launched in 1959 as a 
lighter and faster replacement for the 
250GT Tour de France, the 250 GT 
SWB could play the role of the con-
summate racing car as well as a grand 
tourer. While catering to the more 
prosaic needs of the gentleman drivers of the time, the nimble 
and powerful Passo Corto in competition guise also destroyed 
opposition from the likes of Porsche in the GT Manufacturers 
title of 1960–61, and (amongst other successes) took the 1960 
Coppa Inter-Europa at Monza and back-to-back victories in 
the Nürburgring 1000 Kilometres in 1961–62. Heseltine tells 
the story of the 250 GT SWB by focusing on chassis 2689GT, 
a particularly well known example which was driven by 
Pierre Noblet and Jean Guichet to a remarkable class-win-
ning third place on its first outing at Le Mans in 1961. Many 
years, many victories and many owners later, 2689GT now 
lives a pampered existence in the hands of super-collector 
Bruce Meyer, making the occasional appearance in magazine 
photoshoots or concours d’élégance as one of the definitive 
examples of the 250 GT SWB. 

The book is divided into three parts (The Car, The Races, 
a nd  Life after Racing) which come together to put the 250 
GT SWB and chassis 2689GT into historical and cultural 
context. Heseltine takes care to keep each chapter distinct 
and focused. He provides colourful biographies of Noblet and 
Guichet, 2689GT’s principal drivers, and the relatively inex-

perienced Ferrari engineers responsible for the 250 GT SWB 
– Giotto Bizzarrini, Carlo Chiti, and Mauro Forghieri. There is 
an illuminating account of the complex relationship between 
Ferrari and the artists and hammer-wielding artisans at Pin-
infarina and Carrozzeria Scaglietti who gave physical form 
to the beautiful lines of the 250 GT SWB designs, followed 
by a chapter on Enzo Ferrari which hints at the front-engined 
Gran Turismo ideal as a stubborn response to the success of 
Surbiton garagistes and their mid/rear-engined grand prix cars 
of the late 1950s. This leads neatly to two chapters devoted 
to 2689GT’s brief racing history, sprinkled with the kind of 
details true racing fans and VSCC members enjoy reading 

about: surprise rainstorms, rules 
disputes, fisticuffs with members of 
the press, and thumping track records. 

For a book written in such an 
accessible style there is also a surpris-
ing amount of detail tucked into every 
chapter; even if you were not inter-
ested in the changes introduced by the 
SEFAC ‘Hot Rod’ tweaks of 1961, 
which saw the Competizione specifi-
cation of the 250 GT SWB upgraded 
to keep it as the benchmark GT racer 
on the European scene, or did not care 
to find out which subcontractor was 

actually responsible for the original chassis frames (Vaccari 
e Bosi of Modena, naturally), the technical detail is always 
introduced with a light touch. This attention to detail also 
serves up some myth-busting. Despite what is often parroted 
in collector circles, far from being the belle of the ball on its 
debut at the 1959 Paris Motor Show, the 250 GT SWB in fact 
only appeared on concessionaire Charles Pozzi’s stand, rather 
than the official Ferrari display. Autocar a nd  Road and Track 
did not even mention it in contemporary dispatches, which if 
anything shows that you should never put too much trust in 
the opinions of automotive journalists.

250 GT SWB is generously illustrated with evocative 
and clear period photographs, some from the Noblet archive, 
showing the 2689GT (and other iterations of the 250 GT 
SWB) in action both on the racetrack and the road. The quality 
of the printing and binding is excellent, which makes the final 
section of the book showing off the 2689GT as it is today, in 
a glorious full colour studio photoshoot by Ted7 Photography, 
a delight to leaf through. It’s a fitting conclusion to an accom-
plished book, which will be enjoyed by classic car enthusiasts 
a nd  Tifosi alike. 
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High Performance 
When Britain Ruled the Roads

By Peter Grimsdale, 336 pages, published by Simon & Schuster, widely  
available online for about £10.  Reviewed by NI C K  C O A T E S

This is the story of the British 
motor industry and Britain’s 

role in motor racing in the post-war 
years. The 41 chapters describe the 
personalities behind Jaguar, MG, 
Lotus, BRM, Cooper, Austin Healey, 
Triumph, Mini, Rover, and the con-
ception of the sports and racing cars 
of the period. We also read about 
the backgrounds of the drivers: 
Stirling Moss, Mike Hawthorn, 
Peter Collins, Duncan Hamilton, 
Tony Rolt, Jackie Stewart, Phil Hill, 
Jim Clark et al. Peter Grimsdale 
intertwines these two facets in a nar-
rative that shows how the great part-
nerships were seeded. 

Britain in 1946 was a nation 
broken from six years of war, and 
with 5.5 billion dollars of debt fol-
lowing the termination of the ‘Lend 
Lease’ agreement. The nation 
required dollars urgently to maintain 
the lifeline of food, fuel and raw 
materials from the United States. 
Following Labour’s recent landslide 
victory at the polls, the president of The Board of Trade, Sir 
Stafford Cripps, was tasked to inculcate in British car manufac-
turers the need to export 75% of production, or face extinction. 
The post-war British sports car successfully fulfilled a hitherto 
untapped niche demand in the US market and contributed sig-
nificantly to shoring up Britain’s economy.  

There is something peculiarly British about the notion of 
the ‘man in the shed’ of impecunious means with an ability to 
think ‘outside the box’ building a competitive car for the track. 
John Cooper and Alec Issigonis started this way with the 500 
and Lightweight Special respectively, albeit with rather dif-
ferent approaches to design and construction. Innovation and 
creativity also permeated production car design thinking, but 
all too often, this was ‘reined in’ by management – the HQ 
at Longbridge was amusingly referred to as the ‘Kremlin’, 
alluding to this. 

Grimsdale depicts the beginning of the end of an era of 
affluent and often aristocratic amateur racing drivers, before the 
advent of the professional racing driver and major sponsored 
team funding. The likes of Duncan Hamilton and Peter Collins 

had lost their prime years fighting in 
the war and wanted to make up for 
lost time by both ‘racing and playing’ 
hard. One is reminded of the dangers 
of the sport, with the frequent fatali-
ties that occurred on the track in that 
era.

I confess to have known very 
little about The British Intelligence 
Objectives Sub-Committee before 
I read this book. The purpose of 
this war department was to gather 
as much information as rapidly as 
possible from the Third Reich’s finest 
engineers, scientists and design-
ers before it fell into the hands of 
the Russians. The full extent of the 
technical superiority of the Auto 
Union and Mercedes teams that were 
so dominant in the interwar years 
became apparent from a ‘BIOS’ 
fact-finding mission by a precocious 
25-year-old – Cameron Earl.

Earl noted that the Mercedes 
team preparation in 1939 consisted 
of a minimum of twelve race-worthy 

cars and sixteen spare engines. The experimental department 
had eight large diesel lorries; one was equipped with a lathe, 
boring machine, welding equipment and a shock absorber test 
jig. Another was supercharged to dispatch urgently required 
spares to race meetings (just the ticket for Prescott). Such was 
the meticulous preparation that could be achieved with state 
funded backing. 

There are some minor inaccuracies, such as Grimsdale’s 
account of Colin Chapman’s early days tuning his Austin 7. 
I quote: ‘modifying the cylinder head to accept double the 
number of inlets’ – even Chapman might have found that a 
technical challenge on a side-valve engine. There are period 
stock photos printed on glossy cartridge paper to refer to, and 
the quality is what one would expect for a £10 paperback. A 
list of citations (per chapter) and bibliography provide further 
reading. This is a fascinating account of the stories behind 
the personalities and the industry in period, within the larger 
context of the role of the car in a rapidly evolving post-war 
society. This is a recommended light read for the layman and 
expert alike. 
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Using our Lloyds EMEA approved 
Fusion Welding Procedure we can 
‘Breathe New Life’ into cracked, eroded, 
broken and frost damaged castings. 
Machining and fi tting of spares is an 
option - if required. All components are 
fully pressure tested, abrasive blasted/
cleaned and painted - Looking like new 
and ready for you to install!! All repairs 
are guaranteed for 12 months.

Specialists in Cast Iron Welding & 
Metal Stitching Repairs

Slinden Services Ltd
T: +44 (0)1530 274646
E: info@slindenservices.co.uk

For a free, no obligation quote – 
contact the specialists

www.slinden.co.uk

Slinden Services Ltd

✔  Cylinder Heads
✔  Cylinder Blocks
✔  Exhaust Manifolds
✔  Cast Iron Components
✔  Aluminium Components
✔  Fusion Welding
✔  Metal Stitching

+44 (0)1869 345535

Richards Bros.Richards Bros. Wire wheel specialists since 1937.

THE complete specialists in renovating and manufacturing all types of wire wheels for Veteran & Vintage Cars to the highest standards.

We stock a vast range of spokes, wheel centres and our exclusive TQ rims.  Straight Sided Rims with Authentic Lock Ring  

  Rolled Edge Rims - 17” to 23” in many widths up to 4½” wide.  Beaded Edge Rims  Split Rims for Wooden Wheels  

All our TQ (Top Quality) rims are ‘cold roll formed’ and are far SUPERIOR to any other rim on offer in the UK.

New range of TQ (top quality) knife edge rims now available in 16" to 21"diameters.

Also NEW Austin 7 wheel centres now available from stock!

All makes of Tyres & Tubes supplied & fitted.

NATIONWIDE COLLECTION & WORLDWIDE DELIVERY SERVICE.

Please do not hesitate to phone, fax or email with your wheel or tyre problems!

UNIT 6, HEDEL ROAD, CANTON, CARDIFF, WALES. CF11 8DJ. UK

Tel: +44(0) 29 2022 9945       Fax: +44(0) 29 2022 0717

Email: sales@richards-bros.com    Web Site: www.richards-bros.com
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www.akvr.com

ASHTON KEYNES
VINTAGE RESTORATIONS

ESTABLISHED 1969

• Restoration
• Engineering
• Historical research

Tel:       01285 861288 Workshop/Enquiries
Mobile: 07811 398562 Keith Bowley
Mobile: 07841 017518 Andrew Ames

Email:  kbowley@akvr.com
              andrewames@akvr.com

• Logistics
• Paintwork
• Panel beating

Over 45 years experience

YOUR MONTHLY OLD-CAR FIX

10% DISCOUNT  
FOR VSCC MEMBERS

Subscribe now by calling Jules on 01306 628385 
or by visiting www.theautomobile.co.uk

The Automobile 158x103mm ad_NOV19.indd   1 14/11/2019   16:15
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How to... understand a cut-out
PA U L  RO G E RS examines the inner workings of a dynamo

Before looking at the cut-out, it’s necessary to understand 
how a dynamo works, since its output is what the cut-out 

has to deal with. If you have a coil of wire cutting through a 
magnetic fi eld then you will see a voltage and current produced 
if there is a complete circuit. In our area of interest, the coil 
of wire is the armature windings which rotate. The magnetic 
fi eld could be provided by a large permanent magnet (e.g. a 
horse-shoe magnet) but these are heavy and rather too simple. 
Instead, dynamos have more, separate windings called the 
fi eld windings. These are attached to the inside of the main 
body and remain stationary. When a small electrical charge is 
passed through the fi eld windings, a magnetic fi eld is created 
in which our armature windings are spinning. This means that 
by putting a small amount ‘in’ to the fi eld windings (terminal 
often labelled ‘F’) then you get a lot more out of terminal ‘D’.

The dynamo is driven at (or proportional to) engine speed. 
The faster it rotates, the more voltage it puts out. At tick-over 
it will produce less than one volt, while if you wire it incor-
rectly, at higher rpm it can produce over twenty volts for a 
brief time before melting its own internal wiring. In normal 
use, a 12-volt dynamo can produce up to 15 volts. In order to 
produce a useful output at normal driving speeds, the output 
at higher speeds will be too high and cause damage to the 
battery and internal wiring as explained above. 

If the dynamo were connected permanently to the battery, 
at low engine speeds the dynamo output would be less that 
the battery voltage (12.7 volts) and so the battery would dis-
charge through the dynamo and the same would happen when 
the engine wasn’t running. Only at higher speeds would the 
dynamo fi nally start charging the battery. To counter this, a 
primitive automatic switch is inserted in between the two: 
the cut-out. When the dynamo output is less than the battery 
voltage, the points are open, meaning there is no complete 
circuit between the dynamo and battery. At higher speeds, 
the points close and the dynamo output can then go into the 
battery and charge it. The shortfalls of the cut-out are that 

because it is just a simple switch it permits, when closed, 
whatever voltage is produced by the dynamo to go straight 
into the battery however high the voltage, which can damage 
the battery. So a development of the simple cut-out is a voltage 
regulator, the most common being the Lucas RB106, as found 
in many cars of the 1960s. This will include a cut-out, namely 
a set of points which open and close in the same way as above 
to control the minimum voltage at which the dynamo starts to 
charge the battery, but it also includes a device to moderate 
the maximum voltage that fl ows into the battery. This regula-
tor is electrically separate to the cut-out. 

Looking back at the earlier cut-outs again, these are used in 
conjunction with a switch on the instrument panel whose two 
positions are labelled ‘summer charge’ and ‘winter charge’. 
The purpose of these is to alter the voltage going to the fi eld 
windings, ‘summer’ giving about half the voltage of ‘winter’. 
This is the only regulation that the dynamo sees on this primi-
tive system – manually changing the voltage and therefore 
the magnetic fi eld. The current output of these systems can be 
further altered by adjusting the third brush inside the dynamo.

Looking back to our voltage regulator again, when this 
decides that the output voltage is too high it reduces the 
voltage supplied to the fi eld windings, meaning less of a 
magnetic fi eld and less dynamo output. This in turn means 
that the dynamo is now producing less than the battery and so 
the cut-out opens again and the whole process keeps repeat-
ing ad infi nitum with points opening and closing incredibly 
quickly. Put crudely, the regulator does the job of constantly 
varying the position of the dashboard switch in the cut-out 
system. The regulator system does not have a third brush in 
the dynamo, nor does it need a ‘summer’ or ‘winter’ option on 
the dashboard. A word of caution to fi nish: the voltage regula-
tor system does not use the third brush inside the dynamo. If 
you are thinking of modifying your car, please be aware that it 
is not just a case of swapping the cut-out for a regulator, there 
is some re-wiring to do inside of the dynamo too. 

Award winning 
family business
VETERAN  
VINTAGE  PVT  
CLASSIC
Based in Buckinghamshire

WWW.TIMWALKERRESTORATIONS.CO.UK 01296 770596 R E S T O R A T I O N SR E S T O R A T I O N SR E S T O R A T I O N SR E S T O R A T I O N S

KNOWLEDGE   RESTORATION   SERVICE   REPAIR
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Our new range of
Beaded Edge Tyres

blockleytyre.com 01386 701 717 info@blockleytyre.comBEWARE  OF  IMITATIONS!

Beaded Edge   Straight Sided   Cross Ply   Radial   Tubes
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The Bulletin Quiz 
Series Two, Number Three  

Set by FRA NK L I N

Some very impressive answer sheets came in for the last 
quiz, with Ian Polson achieving 100%. Hats off to Ian. 

The top five results of Quiz Two are: 

1. Ian Polson  40 
2. Allan Lupton  39
3=. David Price  37
3=. David Filsell 37
4. James Holland   36
5. Gordon Stoner   32

The top five rankings for the series so far are:
1. Ian Polson          75
2. David Price        68
3. Gordon Stoner   65
4. James Holland   63
5. James Higgins   50

Send in your entries for Quiz Three to ‘Franklin’ at 15 Lanark 
Road West, Edinburgh, EH14 5ES, or via email, franklinhi@
yahoo.com by 31 October. Good luck. 

1. Bentley’s final success at Le Mans was in 1930. When 
was the next British victory, what was the car and 
name one of the drivers? (3)

2. Bugatti’s coachbuilder from nearby Colmar? (1)
3. The first names of the following pioneer engineer/

designers? a) Otto   b) Diesel   c) Daimler (3)
4. The short lived Arab (1926–29) was a collaboration of 

ideas between two design engineers (one best known 
as a driver). Who were they and what engine provided 
both the basis and inspiration for the car? (3)

5. Who would have thought that the God of Fire came 
from Southport? (1)

6. The following brothers founded which manufacturers? 
a) Frederick and August b) Benjamin and William c) 
Louis, Marcel and Fernand (3)

7. HE made some quality sporting models between 1919 
and 1931. What did HE stand for? (1)

8. Emile, the founder, died in 1905 but the company went 
on to produce some  of the most sporting and elegant 
pre-war cars, bodied by the likes of Figoni et Falaschi 
and Saoutchik. Who were they? (1)

9. Who were the coachbuilders of Barnato’s Speed Six 
‘Fastback’ Bentley? (1)

10. Following the Peking to Paris race of 1907 the ‘Round 
the World’ race from New York to Paris was less of 
a success. The winning car was driven by George 
Schuster (and others). What was it? (1)

11. What are the racing colours of the following  
countries? a) Belgium b) Spain (2 colours) c) 
Thailand/Siam (2 colours) d) Netherlands (4)

12. The last time the Land Speed Record was broken on 
public roads was in 1924 at a speed of 146.1mph. The 
car dated from 1907. Who was the driver, what was 
the car and in which country was it achieved? (3)

13. David McDonald as head tyre-fitter for racing cars was 
better known as? (1)

14. German maker with same name as a typewriter? (1)
15. Before his death at Monza driving a Mercedes, Louis 

Zborowski built four aero-engined cars all with the 
same name and numbered 1–4. What was the name? 
All four used different engines: name two of them and 
what became of No. 4? (4)

16. Better known as motor-cycle manufacturers, their brief 
affair with four wheels and a Coventry-Climax engine 
lasted only a couple of years before being sold on to 
Crossley where, as it competed with their 10hp model, 
it was equally short-lived. Who were they? (1)

17. In the first 11 years (1927–38) the Mille Miglia was 
dominated by one maker. Who were they, and name one 
of the other two makers that won during that period. (2)

18. Quality Belgian maker (1898–1914) but not made from 
briar. (1)

19. Starting with Bentley motors in 1919, he built specials 
in the thirties, worked with ERA, SS/Jaguar and later 
Coventry-Climax. Who was this design engineer? (1)

20. Sammy Davis was a journalist, editor, illustrator, car-
toonist and the first president of the VSCC, but is 
perhaps best remembered for his epic victory at Le 
Mans with Dudley Benjafield in 1927. As a driver he 
raced many cars other than Bentleys. Name four of 
them. (4)

Answers to Quiz Number Two of Series Two 
1. a) Journalist b) Jockey c) Doctor d) Aviator/Naval 
Officer 2. a) Vauxhall b) Rolls-Royce c) Alvis d) Morgan 
3. From: Deauville, Mentone, Monaco and Biarritz 4. 
Bean 5. John Cobb 6. From: Berlin, Vienna, Madrid 
and Ostend 7. Edsel Ford 8. Goldie Gardner 9.  Panhard 
Levassor 10. Carlo, Furniture/Jewellery Designer 11. It 
was the Shawnee name of a local creek/settlement close 
to Wilbur Gunn’s birthplace of Springfield, Ohio 12. 
Major/Isis 13. Taxis 14. Henry Segrave, Sunbeam 15. 
Belsize-Bradshaw 16. Outer, Mountain and Campbell 
17. Ransom Eli Olds 18. Romulus, Remus and Hanuman 
19. Perth to Sydney, Brush 20. Ariel
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There was a very good entry to Crossword 77, the first by  
our new setter, which suggests the high standards set by  
Brian Goodman and John Warburton have been maintained. 
Congratulations to Susan George of Henley-on-Thames,  
Oxfordshire, for winning Crossword 77. The 5 litres of Motul 
oil kindly supplied by our sponsor, Witham Motorsport, are on 
their way to her. This puzzle, 78, is perhaps a little more taxing, 
though that could just be a dimness from The Editor. 
Please submit your entry by 1 November by email to  
vscc.editor@gmail.com or by post clearly marked Crossword 78  
to Fowler’s Lane Cottage, Stanton St Bernard, Wilts SN8 4LP. 
Good luck.

C rossword numb er 7 8

Name  .................................................................................

Address  .............................................................................

............................................................................................

............................................................................................
Answers and winner in the next Bulletin.

Across
6. Somewhere between Peking 

and Paris (8)
8. Does it wriggle its way into 

the steering? (4)
9. Lorry burnt as an effigy (3)
10. He wrote about Talbots 

with a bloody light touch! 
(6)

13. Hooter that might need to 
be blown (4)

14. Soon to be part of a canoni-
sation (4)

15. In time also they might be 
on wheels (5)

16. Fish that sound like 15 
across when the head is 
removed (4)

18. What we would like to win 
(4)

21. Lament being in a burial 
place (5)

23. Where the Secretary can be 
found (4)

24. City in go-slow mode (4)
25. See 20 down
28. Old port or whiskey? (3)
29. Elva could have made this 

car in the thirties (4)
30. This car maker was 

twinned with a lovely town 
in France (8)

Down
1. Does it have to be induced to 

work? (4)
2. Excited to be in the Gog 

Magog hills (4)
3. It takes your money when 

part of a machine (4)
4. Light car made by Genny out 

west (6)
5. Bugatti maker reveals sly 

score (8)
7. Even a car salesman can be a 

bit of a gentleman (5)
11. Anger is part of the require-

ment (3)
12. Graham at Prescott? (4)
15. Machine tool maker tossed 

yummy salad that wasn’t 
mine (8)

17. Might help you get started if 
given a plug (4)

19. Car with a tale to tell out 
East (6)

20 and 25 across. John’s mph 
score (5,6)

22. Part of the engine could be 
pink (3)

25. Something to keep money 
in until lost (4)

26. Birds consume backwards 
without deception (4)

27. Martin has a vehicle in 
reverse (4)

A nswers to C rossword No. 77

A cross
1 Bulletin 5 Snag 9 Lighter 10 Repel 11 Flea  
12 Amateur 14 Selwyn 16 Heists 19 Alpines 21 Plus 24 
Abide 25 Francis 26 Edge 27 Princess

D own
1 Bell 2 Legal 3 Estuary 4 Inroad 6 Napiers 7 Gold rush 
8 Frua 13 Escapade 15 Lapwing 17 Explain 18 Ask for 
20 Noel 22 Uncle 23 Isis
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Entries now invited
Goodwood Speedweek
Important Collectors’ Motor Cars and Automobilia
Chichester, Sussex  |  17 October 2020

Works car driven by T. Wisdom in 
Ards TT, and D. Froy at Brooklands.
1931 INVICTA 4½-LITRE 
S-TYPE LOW CHASSIS 
SPORTS ‘SIMPLON’
Coachwork by Carbodies

As a founding Partner to Goodwood, 
Bonhams is delighted to support the 
Duke of Richmond and conduct an 
auction of high-quality Collectors’ 
Motor Cars as part of the brand-new
and unique Speedweek event. 

ENQUIRIES
+44 (0) 20 7468 5801
ukcars@bonhams.com
bonhams.com/motorcars
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