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EDITORIAL
OCTOBER 1990

The September highlight seems to have been the Club Run to Brooklands. Thanks to Biddy Brown we have a vivid account of the day's events. Biddy has also begun a series of 'How I became a Sevener' profiles of Club Members. This month she has chosen that popular pillar of the DA7C, Glyn Llewellyn. Beware folks - you may be on her hit list. It's an interesting idea. Thanks Biddy.

Also within is an item snaffled from the Bristol A7 Club Newsletter of June concerning the renewal of king pins. This may be useful for those who like to spend autumn and winter evenings in the garage or may be just of general interest.

And if your defunct trafficators have beaten you so far, see next month's item that Jeff Bridge discovered and thought might be helpful.
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Keep greasing!

John
NOVEMBER NEWSLETTER Items welcome, but as soon as possible as the third Thursday is as early as it can be this November.

SECRETARIAL
Hi Gang,

This is to be my last Secretarial as I am standing down from the Committee at the A.G.M. I have served on the Committee in most posts since the start of the Club and I feel it's about time some fresh blood was brought in. I have very much enjoyed my time served and wish the new Committee well.

Still on the subject of the A.G.M., don't forget that it all happens on the October Club Night. This is your chance to have your say, also if you would like to serve on the Committee let Bernard Cowley or me know before Club Night.

You will all have heard by now, I expect, of the sudden death of veteran Club Member Vic Steele who died in his Austin Seven in an accident in Kent. Vic had been a member of the Club for many years and was a very popular character who enjoyed recounting his many adventures in foreign lands,

in both his Austin Seven and his old Triumph motorcycle. We shall miss him.

The Club Run to Brooklands last month was for me one of the best 'visits'

we have ever done. We were made specially welcome by the staff. In fact we were let in free, the cars lined up in the paddock and after a video we were given a guided tour of the whole site - and to make our day complete we were invited to take the cars onto the banked part of the track. It was a really super day. Many thanks to Jeff Savage who organised the day.

Pat and I were joined by George and Joy Mooney for the trip to Birmingham on 30th September in the Austin Sevens to represent the 'Dorsets' at the interment of the ashes of Stanley Edge at Frankley Beeches, a spot that Stan passed daily on his journey from home to Lickey Grange in those early
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years when he worked for Austin.


Stan had asked in his Will ..."I would wish my Austin Seven friends to gather together at an appointed date and time at Frankley Beeches for a short ceremony with my ashes being scattered to the winds ..."

Between 25 and 30 Austin Sevens gathered at Cofton Park, near Longbridge factory for a procession to Frankley Beeches, where the local vicar performed a short service and the ashes were buried and a memorial stone put over. The land is owned by the Cadbury Trust who gave permission for the service and interment. It was not at all a sad occasion and those there all said they were glad they had attended.

Well Gang, that's all from me at present. Happy Sevening,

Glyn.

RUN TO BROOKLANDS MUSEUM SUNDAY-16th SEPTEMBER, 1990

Almost didn't make it! Opal in the garage having a new clutch until almost 8pm. the previous evening. Thanks to a very enthusiastic garage proprietor, Mr. Loader (our in-house Munwellyns being already fully booked), and an incredibly amazing Spares Dept. (run by an always smiling Phil Whitter), the vital new ring gear could be purchased and fitted late on Saturday.(Does anyone know of any other concern where the purchasing of spares can take place after 12 noon on Sat?) Despite the inevitable nail biting 'will we, won't we make it?', two nice things happened: as I collected the

car I had a chance to chat with Mr. Loader senior who was full of lovely early-car days stories; also a complete stranger pulled onto the forecourt to ask 'do you mind if I look?', then proceeded to tell of an Opal which he had found that very week in a Kingston On Thames Garage and had bought for £1,400! I promptly offered him more, but 'Barkiss was not willing'.

After all that, Sunday morning found both Gordon and me 'late as ever', almost missing the well forecast 'early start' from the Cat and Fiddle. Fortunately meeting the yellow flower power leaders, Jeff and Janet head on, we were able to 'U' turn and follow the Tickford of Glyn and Pat, Ruby of Bob, John Paige, John and sister, Gary and Brian, on the jolly successful though interesting run through Romsey; where we collected Richard Cressey and his father through Winchester one way traffic-light maze, losing dear Gordon (he manfully ground to a halt, swung round onto the right road just as he was heading off all sad and alone Ha!), coffee and comfort stop at Arlesford, eventually into the racing traffic of the Guildford By-pass and very impressively, fearlessly into the middle lane at the dreaded M25 entrance (in fact I lie through my teeth, for as soon as I saw what our intrepid leader was doing, I grabbed my fluorescent hand glove- yes in bright sunlight- arm out, I swear an extra foot, closed my eyes, prayed like mad and moved likewise through the mad melee of the menacing moderns, and yes not drawing breath until we were all safely onto the minor road ahead. (Nothing to it afterwards is there?) Wheehee! down the road and into Brooklands. Just a note folks to say take the road into Weybridge, i.e. ignore the glossy 'Brooklands' sign, since that is for the big building development taking place there. However it was interesting to have that diversion for we got onto a rather tacky bit of the old course whilst we were sorting ourselves out and had a great time beetling up the slope etc.
Brookland Museum reached, we truly were greeted like Royalty (well yes, as befits us of course). Gates not opened to the general public allowed us through for an impressive parked line up outside the attractive main building. Time for a quick picnic lunch - if you could get to your car for the over enthusiastic visitors, peering, camera clicking, questioning, touching, oohing!, aahing! You know, all those things we so modestly love. Our rather grand official tour then began, as do all visits there, with a video giving information and showing something of the past and present history of the museum. Luxuriously we were then divided between two of the officials who kindly took us on a walking tour of the area. Glyn I know was delighted to have the secretary of the Tickford club to guide his group. Briefly I would say the museum is a delight in that it has something for everyone: airplanes modern and old (some replicas made for films, others not); bombs (Barnes Wallace of Bouncing Dam Bomb fame worked there); cars; bicycles; tools; original wooden sheds; period furniture; refreshments; souvenir shop and last but excitingly not least a fairly well preserved bit

of the old racing track. We not only walked it BUT.. were allowed to take the cars on. YOIKS! what fun, what nostalgia, what atmosphere. Those more intrepid than I, went fairly high up the bank, accompanied by many oohs and aahs! of course and not to say, much clicking of cameras, much posing for same. Even as I write one full week later I feel the excitement. After that one could only go home, for it was truly the highlight of the day and a very treasured experience. Thank you so much Geoff and Janet for arranging such a memorable visit.

Biddy.

P.S. Homeward journey? I hear you ask. Well yes, we er.. all sort of went our various ways, some by design and some like ourselves by total accident via the M3. If I was scared at the entrance to the M25 you can all imagine petrification was not far away, knowing that I had not intended to be there, that motorway traffic seems, by comparison, to be the speed of light and very, very sadly I was aware that our dear late friend Vic had been on such a motorway in such a car when he met his very untimely end. Ten miles to the next exit seemed an eternity.
Not irreverently, I hope, I'll end on a lighter note and say, that, I fear the introduction of the clocking methods of racing pigeons would deny us the hilarious bantering stories of wild and yet wilder claims of times taken that day to get home. For tales of where some folk were not drinking, whilst the battle of the M3 took place beat any bizarre fishy story into a cocked hat.

PPS. A dear friend of mine excitedly reminisced of Brooklands visited in 1936. Names of Raymond Mays in his Maseratti, Beiro, Lord Howe. Two Chicanes watched over from a stilted stand, giving excellent views over the whole course. Races mostly of 23 lap duration. In the breaks, special races were run, e.g. bicycle races, Fiat (beetle) 500 etc..

Finally, a lovely story of Lord Howe over enthusiastically disappearing from the race, to his sure death over the high bank only to reappear unhurt, totally calm having landed his car in the fork of a nearby tree!

Dress I was told was informal. Afterwards finishing with an evening out in London at Green Park Hotel, Romanoffs etc. dancing the night away and pawning one's wrist watch for yet another bottle of champagne! (I dare you to try that one at, say the Chewton Glen; especially if you got your plastic watch with a gallon of oil!)

BB.
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the sad news of Vic's fatal accident and yet also hard not to imagine that he was somewhere among the throng last Club Night with an amusing and self-deprecating account of yet another of his lone exploits on the Continent - as he was doing at the previous Club Night.

Vic's enthusiasm for the Opal, his usual mode of transport, and for his Triumph Tiger 500 was undiminished despite his fairly advanced age. He still maintained them himself and thought nothing of hopping off with either of them to Germany where he had become a well-known trophy winner Ironically he liked to travel to and from Dover at night, when the roads were not so busy.

[image: image8.png]He was a bachelor with simple needs, a kind man and a very popular early and current member of the DA7C. He once told how he bought the. al years ago to enable him to take his mother to church, when he lived on the Isle of Wight, which was his family home.

There's no one quite like Vic. Those who knew him will remember him with an affectionate smile. He was an out and out Sevener, fun to be with and his own man in every way. We treasure his memory and shall miss him.

AUSTIN SEVEN BEGINNINGS -2- A story of Austin folk.

Glyn and Pat Llewellyn

Some fourteen/sixteen years ago one John Page moved into Woodvale Gardens, almost opposite Pat and Glyn. They, Pat and Glyn, being a)fresh air fiends and b)friendly, noticed as they opened their windows, an interesting car regularly around the drive of their new neighbours; got chatting and hey presto, what do you think? Yes Glyn got very enthusiastic, asking the usual eh? what? where? and when? questions to which John directed him to one Jim Burrey who he thought just might have one such car for sale. Sure enough a goodly purchase was made, BUT without a number plate: Jim quite reluctantly ney, refused, to let go of his 'JB....'plate, (quite right too.)

Off to Bournemouth our Glyn finds a very apologetic car registration official with 'sorry, only a 1926 spare number plate.' 'Oh dear, says Glyn, Oh! well I'd better take that.' (My mum always said that it was better to be born lucky than something or another..) And that folks, in a nutshell was how Pat and Glyn came to ride around in their very special first A7, Registration - EL 1119.
" Ha! what a lovely story! Do have yours ready for me, for with the committee's blessing I shall be, with your co-operation, getting your story of how you got started and preparing it for future magazine editions. Biddy Brown.
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FOR SALE AUSTIN SEVEN RUBY (1938) Professional re-spray in maroon and black. Very sound car requiring only a small job on the engine, £3,500. For further details 'phone Dennis Dolan on (0202) 533853.
NEW MEMBERS A warm welcome to B.Pritchard, T.Lane, G.Capon and P.Crouter. Don't be afraid to make yourself known on Club Nights.
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EVENTS

OCTOBER
Thursday 18th October. CLUB NIGHT at the Whincroft Hotel.

ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING. All Club Members urged to attend. 8.00 p.m.

Sunday 21st October. CLUB RUN. A NEW FOREST WANDER AND VISIT TO CHRISTCHURCH TRICYCLE MUSEUM. Meet at the Furlong Car Park, Ringwood at 10.45 for 11.00 a.m.
Thursday 25th October. COMMITTEE MEETING at the Tyrrell’s Ford. 8.30 p.m.
NOVEMBER
Thursday 1st November.
'9 to Late' (for those who want to meet for a natter) at the Crossed Keys, Mannington. Thursday 15th November. 
CLUB NIGHT at the Whincroft Hotel 8.00p.m.
Sunday 18th November. CLUB RUN. Details in the November Newsletter. 
Thursday 22nd November. COMMITTEE MEETING at the Tyrrells Ford, 8.30 p.m.

FOR YOUR DIARY    FOR YOUR DIARY    FOR YOUR DIARY    FOR YOUR DIARY
DA7C CHRISTMAS DINNER 1990
SATURDAY 15TH DECEMBER

AT
THE MANOR ARMS HOTEL

BURTON, CHRISTCHURCH.

COST £12
FULL DETAILS IN THE NOVEMBER NEWSLETTER

EXPO. ‘90 Phil would like to thank those who were able to support this Community Event at Fordingbridge.

The contribution of Club Members helped make the occasion a success, despite the unexpected and very unfortunate change in the weather that curtailed some events.

A great deal of local interest was aroused and there has been considerable-feed-back.
Special thanks are due for the efforts of Dusty who took a great deal of trouble mounting a display of photographs and articles that were of great interest to the public. After a year's preparation and the glorious weather the day before the constant downpour on the day of the event was a cruel and undeserved twist. Well done Phil and all concerned. We know you will have made the best of it.

