MAY 7 2020 / / ISSUE THREE

BEDS VMCC NEWS
KEEPING YOU INFORMED DURING LOCK-DOWN

Virtual Club Night –
Thurs May 14th

I’m off to an open space to get some exercise, honest I am.

We’ve made it to a third issue
The next Virtual Club Night is coming soon

WILL CURRY PRESENTS:
‘GETTING STARTED’
The link will be on the website and, if I
remember, in an email sent out on the evening.

EDITORIAL
Many thanks to everyone who has sent
contributions for this third issue of VMCC
Beds News. Please keep them coming
because I think we’ll be here for a while yet.
Thanks to Richard for the virtual breakfast,
Don for a good supply of cartoons that should
last a few issues, Will for the highly amusing
tale of passing his motorcycle test, Tim for
his brave but enviable ‘garage’ exploits, and
Brent for some much needed humour.
Many of our members don’t have access to
the internet and email. If you know of
anyone’s address please let me know and I
can send them a printed copy.
Please keep safe and well. Keep your
metaphorical tyres inflated and batteries
charged.
BRYAN

IN THIS ISSUE
WILL’S
TIM’S GARAGE
MOTORCYCLE TEST

MEMORIES OF
EARLY TT RACES
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How I passed my motorcycle test, way back when.
WILL CURRY
I really needed a full licence. I booked my test
and the time I was given was 4pm on the last
Friday in August. I put the lump of concrete in
the bottom of the sidecar and tied the 'L' plate
on the front. I parked down the road from the
test centre next to a beautiful silver-grey saloon
car. It had Yale locks on the doors and a
discrete badge proclaiming it to be a Bristol. Its
registration number was BR 3500.

briefcase which had been on the nose of the
sidecar. The brick which functioned as a parking
brake was under the seat under the examiner. I
made a big thing of letting the outfit roll back on
full lock so the sidecar wheel was up against the
curb. I stopped the engine and made a point of
leaving it in gear "to hinder it rolling - if it were
pointing downhill I'd remove the plug lead so if
it did move there would be no danger of it
starting".

The first thing the examiner did as we left the
test centre was to ask me to read the registration
number of one of the parked cars. "BR 3500".
We walked a little closer. "Ah yes" he said.
"That wasn't the car I meant but well done". I
made a mental note to indulge myself in a quiet
snigger once this was over.
Everyone knows how the riding test goes:
Twice round the block with an emergency stop
thrown in and a finale of a couple of highway
code questions. Then collect the pink slip and
ritually burn the 'L' plates.
My examiner wasn't a member of 'everybody'.
Imagine my feelings when he climbed in the
sidecar. "Pull away and turn right at the end of
the road". There were traffic lights in the market
square, the left lane being on a filter. It was on a
rising gradient. To my right was a doubledecker
bus. I was becoming nervous now and when I
get nervous I'm inclined to talk. In this case the
examiner was getting a running commentary on
my riding. With the filter green there was no
need to stop but I went cautiously and
announced that this was 'because you never
knew who might run out from in front of the
bus'. She walked briskly out pushing a shopping
trolley in front. This was a wickerwork one on
two little wheels with a handle like a walking
We drove through the town and through the
stick. I hit the brakes. Everything stopped
countryside. I couldn't help thinking that the
except the little old lady and the examiner's

whole proceedings would have been a great deal
shorter if it hadn't been such a fine summer's
afternoon. We got back to the test centre at a
quarter to five. My examiner climbed out of the
sidecar and set off into the test centre. By now
completely thrown by the unexpected
proceedings I wasn't sure what to do. "Er,
excuse me" was my best offering. He turned
"you may have wondered why I haven't asked
you to do an emergency stop." I hadn't. Did this
mean I'd failed? "I consider your actions at the
traffic lights quite appropriate". Still I didn't
know if I'd passed or failed. I had to ask. He
replied by asking me what was the road sign for
a school. Simple, beacon of learning. Looks like
an ice cream cornet. He also asked what was the
significance of the metal studs on the approach
to a zebra crossing? If there's someone on the
crossing before you get to the studs you must
stop - or at least try to. If they start crossing
after you've got to the studs they are fair game.
It's funny what you remember in times of stress.
The pink slip was tucked in my licence ready for
the trip to the county council offices on Monday
to get the real thing. I removed the front 'L' plate
and decided to leave the rear one 'til I got home
as it was stuck onto the back of the sidecar and
was beginning to pull the paint off.
About a mile away from the test centre I was
stopped by a police car - the first of many
occasions - and asked why I didn't have an 'L'
plate on the front. "Because I don't need it" I
said brandishing the pink slip. "Careful, the ink's
still wet". "Oh" he said "Gibson - he doesn't pass
many motorcyclists".
This was followed up with "Why have you still
got an 'L' plate on the back?". I ripped it and the
paint off and stuffed it under the sidecar seat. I
had already begun to learn that there are many
circumstances where a discrete silence was
worth any number of smart words and that now
was one of those circumstances.

A clean ascent…
BRYAN MARSH
A handwritten caption on the mount of this recent
purchase proclaims ‘A clean ascent of Duracot, MCC
Land’s End Trial, April 1st 1961’. ‘Duracot’ should
actually read ‘Darracott’, an historic section rising from
a watersplash over Marsland Water, which marks the
border between Devon and Cornwall. My father told me
of cycling the 10 miles there to spectate pre-war when
the bikes taking part were still largely hand-change.
The section is a true joy - long and steep, one tight bend
after another all the way up and, as you can see, popular
with spectators. These days the bikes arrive early
morning, usually in the dark, adding to the fun. It must
be easier now because I’ve always cleaned it myself.
I don’t know the identity of the rider but I’m guessing
the bike is a BSA C15 as the B40 didn’t come in until
1961 - and this one looks a bit too battered to be new.
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Tim’s Garage
Father and son bonding – doing it in style
TIM KINGHAM
Here is our racer almost ready for a season
with the 2020 Lansdowne Series race season,
now of course not running. Eagle eyes will
note the strange exhaust pipes – they’re pipe
insulation ready to be transformed into steel
but the shutdown came on the day it was going
to the pipe bender...
Last Autumn I finally succumbed to my
son’s* pleas and let him take my Vincent road
twin and, after stripping the road bits off and
gaining a win in a shakedown last meeting at
Cadwell, together we spent the winter
translating it into a club class contender using
many parts from our Comet racer that I started
racing in 1965.
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We’ve not done anything to the engine as it
was already pretty quick (I’ve done two
Grossglockner hill climbs and a couple of
closed road TT rides on it). We have,
however, done a lot with the rest - new GP
carbs, Newby Clutch, new suspension and
revised fork geometry. We've done our best
with the limitations of the original brakes,
that have to be retained, just leaving the
exhaust pipes and rolling road work to do.
Yes, it’s a frustrating year for all of us.

* Ben Kingham (bskspeedworks.co.uk)
A true superstar of the late 1940s - and Rita
Hayworth was quite well known as well. Bill
Johnson, Triumph’s highly successful West
Coast distributor, must have pulled a few strings
to wangle a publicity shot like this during one of
Edward Turner’s visits to California.

IXION’S REMINISCENSES

Falling with Safety
‘Accidents became tolerably frequent, but
seldom had any serious results. A racing
motorcyclist usually falls as softly and safely as
a baby or a drunken man, and for similar
reasons. The baby or the toper has not the wit to
stiffen his limbs instinctively when a crash is
imminent; a motorcyclist has not the time. The
finest “save” I ever witnessed was achieved by a
sporting parson in a provincial event. The hill
was easy, and the cleric was riding a big twincylinder Zenith. He streaked over the crest at a
mile a minute, and then steered into a rut. His
machine went over, and as he was flung clear,
he curled his body into a ball, with his head
tucked well into his stomach. He bowled along
the road for yards like a tennis ball, but took all
the shock on his shoulders and sit-upon, so that
he was not a penny the worse.’
‘A few [hill-climb competitors] try to prolong
their waning courage with whiskey, and only
hasten the inevitable downfall. After the twentyfifth birthday only one man in a thousand can
continue to race on motorcycles and display any
real skill. The strain is as great as that of flying a
scout aeroplane over the lines.’
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Secretary’s Scribbles
BRENT FIELDER
Hello Bedfordshire Section Friends,
Brent here, the old fool that normally shouts
out the notices at our Thursday club-night
get-together. I hope that you are all staying
safe and that those of us not doing well
manage to have a decent day today.
I’ve got a couple of videos that might be
your cup of tea. One of my favourites is the
1973 John Player Norton one. You don’t
have to be into motorcycle racing to enjoy
the programme, it’s a great slice of history
and is more about the people, rich and poor.
It was unusual at the time as it was well
made and had good camera work and was
created by a professional tv crew. I watched
it at my friend’s house when it first came out
and almost crashed my little two-stroke by
trying to go flat out around the corners of
our town on the way home. To watch it click
on this link. If there is no sound click on the
‘Tap to Unmute’. To make it bigger to cover
the whole screen, click on the little sign that
looks like a square in the bottom right-hand
corner.
https://m.youtube.com/watch?v=aSOXVVdIZ4
My second offering comes from a few years
earlier. Again a well-made film that took a
different view on we motorcyclists. Click
here to watch it, same applies, click on ‘Tap
to Umnute’ and click on the little square box
to make it big enough to
enjoy. https://m.youtube.com/watch?v=Ng
NxuEoKnf0
I was just thinking about my childhood, I

was raised as an only child which was
difficult for me but it must have been even
worse for my brother....
Hope that you are all staying as safe as you
can during these virus hit times. I know that
quite a few of us were looking forward to
going on holiday, the best we can do now is
to take a look through our old photo-albums
to revive the memories of holidays gone by.
That's what I've been doing this morning. I
was looking at pictures that my wife and I
took when we went on a cruise along with
my wife's Mum and Dad a few years ago. It
was the Mother-in law's birthday as we
cruised so I bought her a gift of a paperback
from the ship's bookshop. Perhaps it was a
poor choice, The Exorcist, but choice was
fairly limited. Anyway, she thanked me and
sat reading it on deck as we all relaxed
enjoying the sunshine. She must have
reached a particularly scary part of the book
as she suddenly gasped, stood up and threw
the book straight over the side and into the
sea! Looking straight at me she snapped
"That's a horrible book you bought me,
thanks for nothing!" I was a bit taken aback
at her rudeness but just mumbled an apology
to keep the peace. Later I sneaked back to
the shop and bought another copy. I sneaked
into her cabin, ran the book under the tap in
her sink until it was really soggy and then
put it into her bedside drawer. I'd forgotten
all about it until around midnight when we
all went back to our cabins for the night.
Apparently her screaming roused half of the
ship and the Purser was called. Fortunately
we were on the other side of the ship and
never heard a thing. So the moral of the
story, first of all, don't throw litter into the
sea, second, if I ever buy you a present....

Just had a supermarket grocery delivery. I
shouted through the letterbox 'Thanks, just
leave it on the step I'll bring it in later.'
Apparently this wasn't good enough though,
demanded that I open the door. I refused and
went back to my tea and toast. Amazingly
that wasn't the end of it, the next thing I hear
is banging on the window. I turned the telly
up and tried to ignore it but the knocking
and shouting continued. In the end I got up
and opened the door. I knew I'd get no peace
until I did, my wife is a very persistent
woman....
You know, I've found that as the years of
marriage roll merrily along I can almost say
exactly how my wife will react to any given
comment from me. For example, if she gets
a little upset because she's late going out of
the house and could miss her train.
Sometimes a simple "Calm down, calm
down" which I say in a very soothing voice,
is all it takes to get her very upset....
My Mother used to tell me that I'd never
make anything of myself just laid out on the
settee reading Motor Cycle News or
Motorcycle Sport. Well look at me now
Mum, I’m saving the world!
She also told me that education was
important, I'm sure she was right but I just
think that some things are more
importanter….
Try and keep smiling, not always easy if you
are rough I know, but all the best my
friends.
Cheers!
Brent
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Some words from VMCC HQ
HQ have recently sent us a ‘Sections
Bulletin’. Much of it is administrative waffle
that we won’t bore you with, but sharp-eyed
Brent spotted a mention of The Braithwaite
in a microscopically reproduced page from
the programme mentioned below, which
we’ve blown up into a more legible form.
JOHN HOLT
VMCC BOARD MEMBER FOR
SECTIONS
A brief introduction
With COVID-19 causing havoc throughout
the country and the resultant lockdown,
communication is vital for our peace of
mind.
The VMCC is a fantastic club in which the

Sections play a vital part. The lockdown has
shown how creative we have become, with
quizzes, stories and films circulating helping
to keep us all sane.

Club, founded 1910, (I am a Lakelander by
birth, Bowness on Windermere). The club
has a hill climb at Barbon Manor near
Devil's Bridge.

Nothing will take the place of a run out with
our mates on our treasures; however, the
VMCC is not just about motorcycles. They
are the common interest that has brought us
all together as a community to enjoy the
company of each other.

Included was a round of the Vintage
Motorcycle National Hill Climb
Championship. In the entry are the VMCC
founder, Titch Allen, and other notable
names.

Yesterday I was on Morning Parade for
inspection and to receive the day's orders
from "she who must be obeyed", as
Rumpole used to say. I was informed we
were going to tidy the cupboard under the
stairs. As it transpires, we found quite a few
treasures, one of which is a Hill Climb
program from 1960.

Our very own Archie Beggs, who is now 92,
was an entry from Cheshire and North
Wales Section. Archie is still riding his
Sunbeam and an active member of the
Section.
Below is the extract from the programme
that John included in his bulletin.
Braithwaites came sixth and seventh.

I am a member of the Westmorland Motor

VMCC Facebook Group
As part of our plan to market the VMCC more effectively, we have
created a new Facebook group “Vintage Motor Cycle Club (VMCC)”
in addition to our existing Facebook Page.
https://www.facebook.com/groups/TheVintageMotorCycleClub/
This is an "open to the public" group, for like-minded souls to see our
activities and attract them to join the Club. It is in addition to our
Facebook Page which acts as a shop window for the Club. The Group
is the next stage on, for those to sample our wares.
Senior Citizen Membership Renewal
I have had calls from members who have had difficulty in renewing
Senior Citizen Membership.
The process for renewal is as follows;
a) Send an email to Pam, general@vmcc.net, including your
Membership Number and Name together with your telephone
number. She will ring you back asap.
b) Post a cheque with your membership details etc.
Due to the lockdown Pam is not in Allen House every day, but she will
respond as soon as she is able.
JOHN HOLT
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Memories of the Early Tourist Trophy Races
By an old-time track exponent
‘Motor cycle racing originated on the Continent, and its parents were the
salesmen in search of advertisement and the engineer who wanted to
increase the efficiency of his engine. Nobody was quite sure how to
ensure these ends, and the Continental experts decided that the best idea
was to impose a maximum weight limit. So machines for the first big
races were limited to 110lb.

firm, won in a trench coat and ordinary cap. The twins were slower than
the singles, and only eleven finished.

I well remember how three of us, all impecunious, got together the
money for the necessary materials, and started to build a trio of eight
horse-power twin machines to come inside this weight. One of us, who
was an engineer, personally constructed all three machines, whilst the
other two made excuses to people to whom we owed money, or
wandered in search of more people to trust us. Eventually we got the
machines to the post, though two of them had never been run. They were
all slightly overweight, so we bought a breast drill and bored holes in
them.; one of them was put on the scales no fewer than seventeen times
by the patient officials before it squeezed through. None of them
completed ten miles, and we scattered to the ends of the earth to avoid
paying our creditors.
England had a miserable record in those overseas championships, and it
dawned on a few keen men that we should never do any good till we got
some racing practice on our own soil; we were ignorant novices,
travelling abroad to meet better engineers who were often quite
unscrupulous in the actual racing, riding us off – polo fashion – on
corners, and having sidecars full of spares following them up. So in 1907
trophies were given. The Auto Cycle Club and The Motor Cycle united to
provide a prize fund of £100, plus a few accessories presented as extra
prizes by the trade, and the first Tourist Trophy race was organized.
The entries were mostly from the manufacturers, and the few privateers
who entered mostly failed to reach the post; for example, one rider, W.
D. Coplestone, ordered from France a “3½ hp” Peugeot engine in
January, and did not get delivery until June. Instead of limiting the
engine capacity, the ACC imposed a petrol ration – 90mpg for singles
and 75mpg for twins. At the half-distance (i.e. after five laps of the old
“short course” in the Isle of Man) the men were allowed a ten-minute
breather – and didn’t they need it! First their single-geared machines
were forced up the easy slopes of this circuit by frenzied pedalling;
moreover, as 60mph was possible downhill, the riders wore fairly heavy
clothing; Charlie Collier, one of the founders of the famous Matchless

During the following winter the Triumph, Matchless, and Norton
concerns found that their Manx success brought them many customers,
and the 1908 race required far less boosting bythe enthusiasts. At this
date designers hoped to solve the hill-climbing puzzle by piling up
engine power, and twenty-two twins started as compared with fifteen
singles. The boys might be divided into three classes. There were a few
steady men of real ability, like the Colliers and J Marshall – who rode a
Triumph to victory; and a good scattering of harum-scarum
irresponsibles who treated the whole affair a a gigantic rag, spent their
days with the Manx girls instead of tuning their engines, started off at an
absurd speed, and crashed after a lap, generally through skidding at a
sharp corner on the top-heavy, ill-balanced machines of the day. This
year’s weather was a little warmer, and some of the men rode very
lightly clad in order to facilitate pedalling; one hero even rode in shirt
sleeves.
[Extract from an article in the 1928 Motor Cycle Book for Boys]
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