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BEDS VMCC NEWS 
KEEPING YOU INFORMED DURING LOCK-DOWN 

 

Ellis Billington on “The Island” – but where on the TT circuit? [see also page 3] 

Light at the end of the tunnel? 

EDITORIAL 

Some important news inside from Don about restarting the social runs but under strict rules to ensure everyone’s safety and legality. I’m sure this 

will be a very welcome step forward with a chance to air the bike and interact with others, albeit from six feet away. Small groups and no pub stop. 

 

Dave Watt’s funeral will be held on Tues 23rd June at the Bedford Crematorium but subject to current Government restrictions. Jennifer has asked 

that we provide a motorcycle escort from Shefford to Bedford, leaving at 9.45am. Logistics are yet to be sorted out, but we won’t be allowed to enter 

the crematorium grounds with the bikes, or attend the funeral itself. More details when available. There will be a proper memorial event later. 

 

Virtual club night available from tonight – Will is “Getting Moving”, see it on http://www.wcurry.co.uk/vmccbeds/net_night_may/w_001.html  

 

Once again, loads of really interesting and highly amusing content thanks to all our contributors: Ellis, Will, Neil, Tim, Martyn, Nige and Don. 

 

Bryan 

IN THIS ISSUE 

SOCIAL RUNS TO 

START AGAIN 

TALES OF WINTER 

RIDING 

SOME MORE TT 

STUFF 

 

http://www.wcurry.co.uk/vmccbeds/net_night_may/w_001.html
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Section riding news 
BEDS SECTION MID WEEK RUN ARRANGEMENTS 

DURING COVID 19 RESTRICTIONS, FROM JUNE 2020 

Don is keen to re-start midweek runs and has produced the following 

guidance which, for everyone’s safety and legality, must be strictly 

adhered to. The full guidance is here: https://bit.ly/COVIDRideV2 

  

Maximum of six riders 

This is to be achieved by pre-booking with the organiser (see below 

for contact details). When the run is announced, riders wishing to 

participate should contact the organiser by e-mail or telephone. When 

the number of participants (including the organiser) reaches six, the 

entry list is closed. The date of the run and the contact details of the 

organiser will be published in the VMCC Beds Newsletter. 

 

To ensure that riders not pre-booked do not join the run, the start 

venue will only be revealed to the booked participants. 

 

If more than six riders express an interest in attending, a “reserve” list 

will be kept in case anyone drops out before the start and, if enough 

are interested, the run will be repeated on another day soon after. 

 

Social distancing  

When meeting at the start, riders are asked to keep 2 metres apart. 

 

Start/finish locations will be chosen to avoid coming into contact with 

other members of the public. 

 

Route sheets will not be offered. Riding will be in a “follow-my-

leader” group or using the drop-off system. Wherever possible the runs 

will start and finish at the same place. 

 

The distance of runs will be limited to less than 50 miles and so no 

provision will be made for toilet breaks or refreshment stops and at no 

point will riders be indoors. Riders will be asked to ensure that before 

they start they have enough fuel to get them from their home to the 

start plus 50 miles to avoid filling station stops. 

 

You should consider whether you will need to bring with you a face 

mask, hand sanitizer and your own refreshments. 

 

Please ensure that your machine is capable of completing the run 

without needing assistance from others. 

 

At the conclusion of the run, if riders have brought their own 

refreshments, they will be able to consume them with social distancing 

of 2 metres. Riders will then disperse independently. 

 

DATE AND CONTACT DETAILS FOR THE FIRST RUN  

Don McKeand will lead a run on the morning of Thursday, June 18th. 

To sign up and get details of the start time and location contact Don 

either by email: donmckeand@hotmail.com, or by telephone on: 

01525 720629. 

Meanwhile, back at the ranch... 
BRYAN MARSH 

I finally got around to replacing the cork in the petrol tap on the James 

and went for a short spin, as you can see in the picture. As I’m sure 

you all recognize, it’s a 1946 James Autocycle with the 98cc Villiers 

Junior Deluxe engine. I bought it just over a year ago from Jackson’s 

Garage in Knebworth, mainly because I love the look of Autocycles (I 

also have a 1946 Francis Barnett version that lives in my lounge – you 

can do that when you’re single). This had been their own bike rather 

than one just passing through their dealership, and they’d had the 

engine fully rebuilt by Villiers Services and only done about 50 miles 

or so since.  

 

You might notice that it’s a local Bedfordshire registration. I contacted 

the archivist at Bedford Council and, for a small fee, they sent me a 

scan of the original registration listing. The handwriting is a bit 

difficult to read but it was supplied by what looks like “Turney”, and 

registered on 10th Jan 1946 to someone called Wyatt in Church Road, 

Sundon – just 2½ miles from where I live. 

 

 

 

1946 James Autocycle out for a spin in Harlington 

I haven’t been far but it’s a fun little thing to ride, once you get used to 

a slower pace of life and a very feeble front brake. Luckily, it doesn’t 

have a speedometer because I think that would be too depressing going 

up hills. 

 

At the other end of the scale. I’ve also been out on the Norton 

Commado I bought from Bob Culver, and now fitted with a touring 

screen, carrier and top-box. 

 

 

1977 Norton Commando at the Coveney lock-up and Pound, near Ely 

I’m sure I’m not the only one out riding so please send me some 

pictures for this newsletter. 

Seen in the papers: 

BEDS TIMES & INDEPENDENT - FRI 14 SEPT 1900 

The Automobile Club had a run on Saturday from London to Bedford, 

and were entertained to tea by Mr. E. W. Hart at Luton. Motors, 

motor-tricycles, and motor-cycles of all descriptions put in an 

appearance. A number of Pressmen were invited to join in the run 

from Luton to Bedford and back, dinner being served at the Swan 

Hotel, Bedford. The ride was enjoyable, but cold. The motors left 

Luton at seven o’clock, and the return journey to Luton was completed 

just after one o’clock on Sunday morning. The Pressmen had by that 

time been sufficiently shaken, scared by marvellous corner turnings, 

and frozen by rushing through the cold night air. During tea-time, 

while some of the motorists were washing the dust off and others 

taking tea, a dog-fight helped to while away the time. The canine 

specimen brought down by the Secretary of the Club all but got 

“chawed-up” by its opponent, and had to be put under the care of a 

veterinary surgeon. One of the motors turned unruly and backed into a 

big pair of gates, to the mutual benefit of the gates and the car. 

https://bit.ly/COVIDRideV2
mailto:donmckeand@hotmail.com
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SCOTT’S MEN APLENTY 
 

Many thanks to Ellis for letting us see two of his prized possessions, 

the picture on the front cover and the certificate below: 

 

 

Ellis’s 2000 VMCC TT Rally Finisher’s Award, signed by Geoff Duke 

 

 

Frank Applebee (500 Scott) on his way to winning the 1912 Senior TT  

Just look at the width and the surface of that road, and the gate! The 

Isle of Man TT was only five years old, and this was only the second 

year on the “Snaefell Mountain Course” made possible by advances in 

motorcycle engineering that meant they could, just about, tackle the 

incline. The story goes that the first rider out on the 189-mile race had 

to open the gates, and the last man close them. 

The page 3 girl (not on a Scott) 

 

Marianne Faithfull as “The Girl on the Motorcycle” in the 1968 film 

It’s that man again 
 

[taken from the BBC News Website] 

 

A museum has discovered that one of the motorbikes in its 

collection was raced by a young Captain Tom Moore. 

 

 
 

Bradford Council's museums and galleries service said the fundraising 

veteran raced the Scott Flying Squirrel in local club events. Capt Tom, 

who is originally from Keighley, West Yorkshire, won numerous 

motorcycling trophies. 

 

The bike once belonged to Oliver Langton, who raced for the famous 

Belle Vue Aces speedway team in Manchester. The museum said 

Maurice Rispin, who is in his 90s and is an expert on Scott 

motorcycles, remembers the bike being loaned, or possibly sold to 

Capt Tom. 

 

'Amazing and poignant' 

Sarah Ferriby, Bradford Council's executive member for healthy 

people and places, said: "We couldn't believe it when we found out 

that one of the bikes that we have on display in our Bradford Industrial 

Museum was once rode competitively by Capt Tom. In response to the 

museum's find, he said: "This is absolutely extraordinary. Who could 

have imagined this most amazing and poignant part of my story should 

come back to life.” 

 

The bike was restored in the 1950s by photographer C.H Wood, who 

used it to compete in scrambling races. It also needed to be re-
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registered and the number was changed from DN 3612 to AK222. The 

bike now belongs to Mr Wood's son, David, and is on loan to the 

museum. 

 

 
C.H Wood on the bike at Dob Park, near Otley, West Yorkshire, in 1954 

 

The 1899 Paris-Bordeaux Race 
CHARLES JARROTT 

[Part 3 – Conclusion.]  

At the end of Part 2, we left Jarrott stuck on the side of the road in the 

pouring rain, alone in the middle of French nowhere, with a dead 

machine and no shelter. 

 

One or two cars and one or two motor cyclists passed me, and then 

there was a big interval. Suddenly a solitary rider appeared in the 

distance traveling very slowly. The figure appeared to be familiar, and 

presently, to my joy, I recognized it as Edge. Dismounting, he inquired 

what my trouble was, and in order to see if my tricycle was really out 

of order he jumped on and pedalled it for ten or fifteen yards, but not 

an explosion could he obtain. He therefore rushed back to his machine, 

saying that as he could not help me he would go on. Then he found his 

own machine would not go either. We were therefore both stranded at 

the same spot in very much the same plight, both equally tired, both 

wet through to the skin. I should think we were delayed at this spot for 

an hour, and then it ceased raining, and we began wearily to push our 

way to the next village, which a kilometre stone informed us was some 

eleven kilometres away. The sun came out, the rain ceased, and then 

suddenly without any warning, my tricycle started off again. I 

immediately sprang into the saddle and dashed off. Arriving in the 

village, I found a little auberge and discovered that they could give us 

some food. This I ordered, left my machine outside, and started to 

walk back along the road to render Edge assistance. Then I saw a very 

peculiar thing – a motor tricycle coming towards me and wandering 

from one side of the road to the other apparently with no one 

controlling it. It certainly looked very uncanny, as I could not imagine 

where Edge had disappeared to and how the tricycle remained on the 

road. As I got nearer I discovered that Edge was pushing it, but he was 

so fatigued that he laid his head down on the saddle, and with both 

arms stretched out to the handlebars was dragging himself along, 

pushing the machine in front of him, regardless of where it went; and 

in this position it was impossible to see his body from some distance 

away. Our combined efforts enabled us eventually to arrive at the 

village, and after we had obtained some food we started off with 

renewed vigour on the rest of the journey – but we were not to arrive 

at Bordeaux that day. Edge broke a chain, and in trying to start his 

machine by running along and springing into the saddle over the back 

axle he charged a curb in Ruffec, bending the axle and putting a wheel 

out of truth. I ran into a huge rocky boulder that had been placed on 

the road by some miscreant for the benefit of the racing cars, and 

buckled my front wheel very badly. These delays, coupled with other 

troubles, made us resolve that we spend that night at least in 

Angoulême and make Bourdeaux the next day, which we accordingly 

did. 

 

Thus ended my first big motor cycle race. The experience I gained in it 

was invaluable, and I suppose its greatest charm lay in its novelty. 

Bardin eventually won the race so far as the motor cycle section was 

concerned, and I found that he had accomplished his win in a very 

cunning manner. The reason our tricycles had stopped was because the 

rain, saturating the high-tension wire from the accumulator to the 

sparking plug short-circuited the current. Bardin knew from 

experience that this happened, and as soon as it began to rain, he being 

near a farmhouse, dragged his machine under a shed, waited until the 

rain had ceased, and then went on his way without the running power 

of his machine having been affected in any way. It was another 

example of the old hand beating the novice. 

[THE END] 

Taken from “Ten Years of Motors and Motor Racing, 1896-1906” by 

Charles Jarrott, first published 1906. 

 
 

A ton-up TT? Never! 

 
 

An engineer had plotted a graph of the increase in winning average 

speeds in the Senior TT from 1920 to 1936, and concluded that the 

curve was gradually flattening and that it would level out just before 

reaching the magic ton. That he said was unattainable, “just like the 

summit of Mount Everest”, he added.  
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An Audience with Will Curry 
This all happened a long time ago before dashcams, mobile 'phones 

and even the internet. Nobody had said 'To err is human but to really 

screw up you need a computer'. Probably the dreadful americanism 

'screw up' hadn't even set sail across the Atlantic Ocean yet. 

 

In those far-off days having an audience fulfilled the role now usurped 

by the computer. Mishaps which unobserved would be nothing more 

than a two-minute pause to replace the plug lead knocked adrift by a 

flapping coat-edge became in the presence of an on-looker a tedious 

half-hour trying to explain that: 

 

- yes, it has indeed stopped, 

- yes, it is indeed not new, 

- no, it doesn't usually stop unexpectedly and 

- no, I'm not going to buy a car when I can afford it. 

 

During this exchange, the little nut which holds the plug lead to the 

plug takes the opportunity to escape and this extends the duration of 

the halt from minutes to hours, if you're lucky. 

 

This story concerns a young man and his sidecar outfit - a 1953 BSA 

Golden Flash with a Busmar double adult sidecar. Not perhaps an 

obvious choice for a young man but in those days 'L' plates were 

acceptable on over-250's if they had a chair attached and it was cheap 

too, the new family cars having killed the sidecar market. 

 

It was a rainy morning and the young man's route took him past a 

parade of shops and a bus stop. On the other side of the road were the 

school playing fields. The bus doesn't go that way any more since the 

council withdrew the subsidy, most of the shops have long since 

closed leaving just two charity shops and the playing fields are now a 

community development of 50 dwellings both executive and 

affordable, in the ratio of approximately 100:1. 

 

Despite the weather the young man was dry - well, mostly - thanks to a 

generous gift from his aunt which paid for the Barbour suit he was 

wearing. It cost nearly as much as the 'bike and nearly as much as the 

insurance too. 

 

There were quite a number of potential bus passengers waiting at the 

bus stop. It was one of those ones with metal railings and a shelter 

from the weather for about half the people waiting. Buses obviously 

don't like the rain either, hence the number of potential passengers 

waiting. 

 

Here then we have our 'hero', the young man with his sidecar outfit 

and we have the audience, the queue at the bus stop. All we have to do 

now is add the mishap for the audience to magnify into a disaster. I use 

the word disaster advisedly as our hero, even now more than half a 

century later, still wakes up in a cold sweat from time to time over it. 

It's time now to introduce the agent of our hero's misfortune - a cat, 

species, age and gender unspecified. Not called just a 'cat' by our hero. 

Given the times he had had quite an exposure to what will become 

called 'Service slang' and however good or otherwise he was with 

dealing with felines he had a good ear for words. 

 

The cat, for reasons which can never be known, chose just the wrong 

time to attempt to cross the road. It was however just the right time to 

ensure that it hit the front of the sidecar. From there is arrived at the 

bottom of the front mudguard, between the mudguard and the front 

wheel. 

 

This is a good point to pause in the narrative and explain some more 

detail about the sidecar outfit. It had been intended at daily transport 

and the manufacturers, BSA, had equipped it with large, effective 

mudguards, A previous owner had added a handlebar fairing and 

legshields. The young man's Barbour suit wasn't really challenged by 

the prevailing rain. It's worthwhile pointing out too that the front tyre 

of the outfit was not a ribbed tyre but a block tread, much more 

suitable for sidecar use. 

 

Back to the narrative. The tyre propelled the cat up between the 

mudguard and the wheel. As you will appreciate, the space available 

decreases the further round one goes. The cat went further round 

shedding various pieces and lives as it went. The wheel probably 

managed only a quarter of a turn before it was jammed solid by the 

remains of the cat. This sudden cessation of rotation had a profound 

effect on the sidecar. It slowed faster than it had probably ever done 

before - even though fitted with BSA's excellent 8" half-sided front 

brake. Sidecars are essentially asymmetrical. Even the best set-up 

sidecar tends to turn left on accelerating and to turn right on braking - 

unless of course the sidecar is on the European or wrong side when 

it goes the other way. 

 

The sidecar turned through 180 degrees and stopped nicely alongside 

the kerb on the other side of the road, pointing back along the way it 

had just come. There was an unpleasant smell. Parts of the cat had 

leaked out and they added to the aroma. The tyre had skidded on the 

road and made a burned-rubber contribution but the most noticeable 

component was the smell of scorched cat. 

 

Once the shaking had stopped, a few moments of investigation 

revealed that the sidecar wasn't going anywhere until the obstruction - 

the cat - had been removed from between the front wheel and the 

mudguard. This was not going to be an easy task. 

 

Our hero is not in a good situation but the 'audience effect' still has one 

more blow to deal him. 

 

It arrived in the form of a shrieking high-pitched voice demanding that 

he "Let that poor cat go immediately". Running towards the outfit was 

an old woman brandishing a walking-stick - never a good omen. Our 

hero made the mistake of attempting to be rational with her. He 

explained that the cat despite perhaps having once had nine lives was 

now thoroughly deceased and beyond any help at all. He explained 

that the legs on a live cat didn't stick out like that and anyway there 

were usually four of them and not two as now. 

 

This rational statement did not have the hoped-for effect. Instead with 

increased volume the original demand was repeated, coupled with the 

threat "I'm going to get the Cruelty on to you". 

 

Things continued in this vein for the next hour and a half while he 

struggled to undo the very strained and slippery fixings for the 

mudguard. His task was occasionally interrupted with more high-

volume threats and prods from the walking-stick until the deceased 

state of the cat, already obvious to the audience, finally dawned on the 

old woman who eventually departed to a fading chorus of threats to 

'Get the Cruelty on to you". 

 

Our hero was late to his destination and his arrival, bloodied, sweating 

and somewhat agitated had the inevitable effect of reinforcing their 

prejudices about youth and motorcycles. 

 

Such events can have a lasting effect on a young person's life, marking 

them for ever and leading to unpredictable and sometimes violent 

behaviour. 
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A Winter’s Tale – Part 1 

THE BELLOW 
 

TIM KINGHAM 

When the winter came the Bantam transport had gone where all stink 

wheels go, and rebuilding the Vincent had left me brassic again, (I 

think the steel idler I ‘had to have’ was £50!). So, for transport I had 

an MSS Velo in a BSA frame (It wasn’t me – honest) and, as the days 

got shorter, I added a sidecar chassis and an orange box containing a 

sack of sand. Now those of you who know something about sidecars 

know that setting them up is an art, but in the brashness of youth I saw 

the frame holes and just bolted it on, and the gods smiled on me as it 

was the sweetest plot I have ever ridden. It would U-turn so quickly 

that, in the snow, the front and rear wheels, on the way out, would go 

back into the ruts that they came in on, and I could ride for miles with 

the sidecar wheel in the air. Honestly, if they ever place a blanket 

50mph limit on all roads, a sidecar outfit like that is still fantastic fun. 

And in that winter of snow I never felt cold, and I must have passed a 

zillion cars vans and lorries stuck on the Chiltern Hills.  

I was still running down to Aylesbury Vale at weekends and the thaw 

was coming, but this particular night the melting snow had frozen 

across the road (no salt lorries back then) and it was a magic skid pan. 

I remember going round a roundabout about five times that night in a 

controlled drift – “Bill Bodice eat your heart out”, I thought. However, 

to get traction I had draped another half full sack of sand over the 

substantial rear number plate so it hung down both sides of the plate 

but the weight had done for the rear light connections, and that night, 

as I came into a certain village (no names to protect the guilty), I saw a 

policeman in a phone box next to his Morris Minor. I passed him and, 

as I turned right, I saw him exit the box and make for his car. I 

thought, ‘I bet he’s after me’. Perhaps my roundabout antics had been 

passed on to him or he had seen my back light was out, I shall never 

know, but I doubted he could see my number plate, so up the road I 

went at a reasonable speed, feigning ignorance of possible pursuit, and 

down a side road strewn with ice towards the hills (wherein lay my 

salvation). Now on that side road was a long bend with a stone wall on 

both sides; the curve was exactly that I had encountered earlier on the 

roundabout, Bill Boddice I was indeed. Round I drifted, and then 

pressed on into the hinterland but then, on the next bend, I heard above 

the Velo’s roar, the crash of what must have been the Morris Minor 

against the wall on the first bend.  

This was serious. What I should have done then is race home as I 

doubt there was much wireless communications available, but what I 

actually did was switch off my lights, open a gate, drive into a field 

and hide behind a haystack, then nip back, close the gate and cover my 

snow tracks. I don’t think they were called squad cars back then, I 

don’t even think Z cars was on telly, but I am sure there were a few 

police Wolseley 4/50s running up the Chilterns that long cold night, 

and a tow truck came into play below me. It was nearly six before all 

was quiet and I ventured out, frozen to death and sneaked home by the 

back lanes, heart in mouth. Of course, the sidecar had to come off the 

next day, together with some changes to the appearance of the ‘Bello’ 

and mending of the rear light. 

 

Seen in the papers: 

LUTON TIMES & ADVERTISER - FRI 24 JULY 1903 
 

MOTORIST FINED.—Mr. W. A Sale, of George-street, motor and 

cycle agent, went from Luton to Winchester the other day on his 

motor-cycle. A Hampshire constable, on the watch for speed-

merchants, calculated that he was travelling at 25 miles per hour. Mr. 

Sale told the Winchester magistrates on Saturday that such speed was 

impossible, but he was fined £2 and 10s. 6d. costs. 

 

A Winter’s Tale – Part 2 

MEMORABLE RIDE FROM HELL 
 

NEIL CAIRNS 

It was on a cold, damp, overcast November Friday evening in 1969 

when I set off from RAF St. Mawgan in Cornwall on my 1963 

Triumph 350cc 3TA. I had recently been posted from RAF Germany 

to St. Mawgan and had purchased the 3TA for £80 from Camden 

Motors in Leighton Buzzard. Then I had met the girl I eventually 

married but was now love-struck and courting. This entailed me 

travelling from St. Mawgan to Newport Pagnell every second weekend 

(which was all I could afford on Junior Tech pay of £9 a week) on 

Friday evening, returning Sunday night via the A30-A303. It was a 

250-mile trip, 500 miles return. I had wanted a 500cc Speed Twin but 

simply could not afford one so that little 350cc twin had to work hard 

to earn its keep. This particular trip to Buckinghamshire became a 

nightmare as when I entered Devon it began to snow heavily. I was 

wearing RAF cold-weather gear, an open-face helmet and RAF Mk9 

goggles complete with RAF wellington boots and white woollen 

socks. It was 'wet' snow and it began to get into my clothing, and by 

the time I had reached Stonehenge I had had to stop many times to 

clean off the engine of thick snow and slush as well as the front wheel. 

Speed had to be low because of the slushy conditions on the road. 

Then the bike began to misfire, the ignition becoming coated in cold, 

wet snow. I cleared this off a few times with my now thoroughly wet 

and cold gauntlet leather gloves. To try to dry them I had been 

grasping the two exhaust pipes but this had burnt the leather, making it 

difficult to open out my hands to operate the clutch and front brake 

(which was now drenched in salty water from the road). The snow 

began to drift and the road became very difficult as I had to charge 

through drifts at gateways and gaps in the hedges. Visibility was awful 

and my headlamp only gave a few feet of a beam. Eventually the bike 

simply gave up and refused to re-start; I had been riding for four hours. 

In disgust I pushed it under a snow-covered hedge and lent it on a 

fence, putting my helmet and useless wet gloves on the handlebars and 

went back to the road and thumbed my way home. A lorry driver 

picked me up but I was no companionship for him as I promptly fell 

asleep as I was shattered. He dropped me off on the A406 North 

Circular and I managed to get to the A5 and to my parents near 

Woburn Sands by about 4am with two more lifts. It had taken eight 

hours. 

 

 
 

After my weekend home, I borrowed my sister's ancient Ford 7cwt van 

(a 100E really) and set off late Sunday evening (just after the one-

night's sleep, on Saturday) in it. It had no heater. It drank fuel and 

burnt oil like mad in its 1172cc worn out engine. The Ford's vacuum 

wipers were almost useless against the snow. I found the 3TA was still 

hidden under that snow-covered hedge, but the gloves and helmet had 

gone. I threw the bike into the back of the van (I must have been fit in 

those days) and it was completely covered in frozen snow including 

the wheels between the spokes. I tied the doors together as the bike's 
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front wheel hung out of them. As I drove up Launceston Hill in the 

early hours I became aware of a blue flashing light. So, at 2am, I found 

myself explaining to two police officers why I had the bike in the 

back. One gave me a 'producer' for the insurance for the van. I then fell 

asleep twice at the wheel, the van chugging in top-gear at 10mph 

waking me up. I arrived at St. Mawgan, had a shower, got into my 

uniform, went to breakfast in the Mess then to work in the ASF 

hangar. My Flight Sergeant saw I was totally worn out and sent me to 

the tail-end of a Shackleton MR2 (once a tail gunner's position) where 

I fell asleep, being woken up for tea-time and handed the hangar keys 

to lock up. 

 

Sadly, my sister had earlier removed me (and my father) from her 

van's insurance to save money, and I got a £10 fine and endorsement 

for 'No Insurance' and she the same for 'Aiding and Abetting' me. I 

then gave her £10 for the van, insured it for me, sold the 3TA and used 

drained-down AVGAS from the Shack's tanks in the Ford. That high-

octane stuff soon burnt out its exhaust valves. 

 

I married the girl in November 1970 after having been 'exchange-

posted' to RAF Benson, only 50 miles away from Newport Pagnell. 

 

Secretary’s Scribbles – Brent’s Bit 
 

Hello Chums, 

 

What were you up to in 1953? Were you old enough to be considering 

the purchase of a new motorcycle? If so, you probably made sure that 

you got your hands on a copy of The Motor Cycle London Show 

Guide in November of that year. 

 

The cover showed a large number of keen-eyed, sharply dressed young 

men all eyeing up the BSA Golden Flash with undisguised amazement 

and delight.  

 

 
 

What a bike, a 500cc vertical twin with swinging arm rear suspension 

and dual seat, it came in stunning green and chrome, just the thing to 

buy if your pockets were two hundred and fifty quid deep. As the 

average wage was under ten pounds a week, that represented six 

month’s salary. If you were looking for something a little cheaper then 

perhaps the 125 Bantam that the company offered was more to your 

taste, a snip at £87. 12. 00. 

 

Douglas meanwhile had reduced their prices drastically, the Mark V 

was down from £217 to just £180, a sign of trouble ahead, they ceased 

production in 1957. 

 

 
 

Meanwhile, here surely was a machine worth waiting for, the Wooler, 

500cc, four cylinder and shaft drive. According to the ad the Waller 

was “Now in Production”. If you had £200 burning a hole in your 

pocket then here was a motorcycle that only had one spanner in the 

toolkit, only two sizes of nut and bolt were used! Very rare ‘bikes 

today, few were actually sold. 

 

 
 

How about a piece of exotica? An Indian, although if you were 

thinking of a huge V-twin you’d probably be disappointed by the 

250cc side valve single that was ironically named ‘The Brave’. It came 

ready for sidecar use too! 
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A sign of things to come was the Vespa scooter, this 125 small-

wheeler was going for £120. Early signs of big sales for what was left 

of Douglas. 

 

 
 

Accessories were pushed with aplomb, how about the ‘Britax Twisdip’ 

a snip at 25/- This replaced your left grip with a twist grip that dipped 

your headlight leaving you “In complete control of your machine!” 

 

 
 

Royal Enfield offered their Meteor 700, showing that vertical twins 

were getting bigger each year. 

 

 
 

If you wanted three wheels on your wagon you could look at the AC 

Petite, not cheap though at £308-13-9 including Purchase Tax. More 

conventional attachments for motorcycles included the Blackwell 

Snug, as you might have guessed a somewhat compact sidecar at only 

£50 plus tax. 

 

 
 

Clothing featured heavily in the Show Special edition, for just under a 

fiver you could be ensconced within the ‘heavily double textured twill 

with beaverteen inter-rubbered with rubber taped seams Viceroy’ an 

all-enveloping coat that was guaranteed to produce clouds of steam 

when un-buttoned after a particularly gruelling push-start, not much 

breathable fabric in those days! 

 

 
 

What about the hard-working chap just wanting a simple device to get 

him to and from his place of work? For only sixty pounds, including 

tax, the New Hudson autocycle was all yours. I rode one of these a few 

years ago and have to say that it was pretty good, especially at the 

price, it was the forerunner to the moped and the ubiquitous Honda 50 

of a decade later. 

 

We finish on another scooter, the all-British Oscar. It promised the 

world, and with a 122cc Villiers engine to pull all of that heavy fibre-

glass bodywork around, who am I to doubt it. Sadly, or perhaps 

fortunately, it never entered production. 

 

 
 

So, what did you buy? Drop us a line, we’d love to know. 

 

Keep on keeping-on friends. 

 

Cheers, 

Brent 
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FROM THE ARCHIVE – NO BANBURY RUN THIS YEAR BUT… 
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What the Section was doing in 1996… 
 

 


