R
E
E
N
O
I
P
T HE
T
S
I
L
C
Y
C
MOTOR
Association of Pioneer Motor Cyclists. Founded in 1928
Incorporating the Pre 1914 TT Riders Re-union

September
2019 No. 185

2
CONTRIBUTIONS FOR FUTURE ISSUES
Text, preferably under 600 words, and/or Photos. It will save a lot of work if supplied
typed or on a CD or Floppy, but clear hand written will be OK. Please do not send pdf
files, they are difficult to edit. You can also send by email to ‘geoffapmc@live.com’
Photos can also be sent this way, but they must be at high resolution not reduced. Please
attach captions, and if needed to be returned, give full address. We may split long articles
into two parts and edit to fit space available. To get best reproduction of photos they
should be on gloss paper.

HON. EDITOR:

Geoff Davies H1890
‘Lodgeside’, Mill Lane, Wetley Rocks,
Stoke-on-Trent, ST9 0BN Email, geoffvmcc@live.com
Tel. 01782 550005 - mobile 07701000707
OFFICERS FOR 2019- 2020

SECRETARY:

Bob Badland P2305
124 Winsford Avenue, Allesley Park, Coventry. CV5 9JB
Tel. 07825840677. Email, badbobland@hotmail.com

PRESIDENT :

George Beale P1974. Tel. 01452 750424

CHAIRMAN:

Ian Kerr MBE C2371
4 Forge Close, Ashenden, Aylesbury, Bucks. HP18 0HJ
Tel. 07473 666194 Email. iankerr@wordsrider.com

TREASURER:

John Knight P2156 ‘Frythways’ Henley Road,
Maidenhead, Berks. SL6 6QW. Tel. 01628 824110.
Email. john.knight@safetystoreuk.co.uk

PAST PRESIDENT

Don Morley P2090 Email, don.morley@ntlworld.com

COMMITTEE

Jack Gooch P1852.
Pat Davy P2247

MEMBERSHIP
SECRETARY

John Webber P2259. 11 Bootham Close, Billericay,
Essex. CM12 9NQ Tel. 01277 623004
Email, johnwebber@talktalk.net

VICE PRESIDENTS : Sid Edwards P1561.
Ken Brady P2119

Tim Penn P2171
Ann Davy P2339

Jill Savage P1729
Pony Moore P2121

© APMC 2019
No part of this Newsletter may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means electronic, chemical,
mechanical or optical, including photocopying, recording, or by any other means, or placed in information storage
or retrieval systems, without the written permission of the APMC.

3
EDITORS RAMBLINGS Geoff Davies
Usually, when I sit down to write these ramblings, I might
comment on the wet, cold, or both, that conspire to spoil my
riding time or workshop sessions. The worlds not fair;
temperatures approaching 100 Fahrenheit sound great, but
when you are wearing ‘health and safety’ protective
clothing, is when you wish the normal British climate would return.
My 1934 OK Supreme Flying Cloud has coil ignition with an unusual 1930’s
dynamo with contact breaker on the end. My dynamo isn’t pushing much
power out and this type is as rare as rocking horse manure, so I’ve fitted a
magneto.
Very posh; two ignition systems, (belt and braces), but is there a snag?
There’s only room for one plug in the cylinder head. Running on the
magneto with the coil ignition switched off, the dynamo is just charging the
battery. If I switched on the coil ignition and connected the plug lead from
the coil; the magneto would still be pushing a few thousand volts down it’s
plug lead. Should I earth that to the engine? Is it possible to connect the two
plug leads to one plug? Maybe that gives more power, or maybe the mag
and the coil blow each other to bits. I am now looking for suggestions from
the ‘brain boxes’ in our association.
A friend of mine did have a V twin Enfield with the two ignition systems.
The only problem that I believe he had; was that, when it rained, neither of
them worked. Mind you, they quite often didn’t work well, when it was dry!

ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTIONS
If you have not yet paid your subscriptions for July 2019/June
2020, please send them to our treasurer,
John Knight,P2156 ‘Frythways’ Henley Road,
Maidenhead, Berks. SL6 6QW. Tel. 01628 824110. Or
07889340111
Email. john.knight@safetystoreuk.co.uk
If anyone is unsure as to whether they have paid or not, please contact
John. Interestingly we have 40 payments in advance for 2020/2021
PLEASE don’t send them to any other committee member or official.
In the last 12 months, over 40 have been sent to other officials. They then
have the cost of forwarding them to John Knight.
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NEW MEMBERS
The following has recently joined us. We welcome Peter and look forward to seeing
him at some of our future functions and events.

P2400 Peter Neil Brooks, from Southam. Peter passed his test in 1968 on a
1952 James Comet. He now owns a 1929 Griffon G80, 1962 BSA Bantam,
1974 Velo Solex moped, 1983 BMW R65, 2001 Royal Enfield Bullet and a
Lomax Cyclecar. He is an ex police motorcyclist. He was on the organising
committee of the Banbury Run from 2001 to 2008 and he still rides in the
event. Peter's first club was the VMCC and he is also a member of the BMW
Owners Club.

Your President George Beale
and the Committee
wish to congratulate the following Companion Members
on this year reaching Pioneer status.
P2283 Brian Glover from Cheshire.
P2384 John Earp from Staffordshire.
P2667 Stephen Hollis from Derbyshire.
A STRANGE TALE FROM PORTSMOUTH
Wow, only in Portsmouth. I went into the Tesco garage in North Harbour to
get some petrol while I was out that way, I noticed two police officers
drinking coffee in front of the store, watching a woman who was smoking
while pumping petrol. I saw her and thought, “you gotta be kidding me.”
Especially with the law standing right there just a few steps away, she must
be mad.
Shaking my head, I went inside to pay for my fuel and as I was standing at
the counter I heard someone screaming. I looked out the window and the
woman’s arm was on fire! She was swinging her arm and running around
like crazy! I ran outside to see the police officers had put her on the ground
and were putting the fire out with their coffee!!!
Then they put handcuffs on her and threw her in the police car. I’m thinking
what the hell??
So, being kind of nosy, I proceeded to ask the officers what they were
arresting her for. One of the officers looked me square in the eyes and said.
“WAVING A FIRE ARM AROUND”
Don’t laugh too loud it might encourage Sir Ken to send more in!
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RUSTICATED RIDER’S RUGELEY RURAL ROADS RUN
A Run/Pub Lunch. Please support it if possible.
Thursday 5th September 2019
We shall be gathering at the Clifford Arms around 10.00 to 10.30am. They
will provide tea/coffee on a self service basis, (for which we must pay of
course!). The route is about 35 miles. Set off 11.00am, Return by 12.30pm,
Lunch 1.00pm. Great Haywood is on the West side of the A51, approx 3.7
miles North of Rugeley.
The Clifford Arms is ½ mile off the A51, Tel 01889 881321
New organiser this year, Brian Amies, George sends his apologies.
Please contact Brian as soon as possible, in order that he can arrange seating,
Book your meal before setting out on the run. He will send a copy of the
menu to those who register by E Mail.
Brian Amies, Tel 07970 692517, enail brian.amies@ntlworld.com

Thursday 12th Sept.
The venue, as usual, will be the Fox and Goose, on the A354 at
Coombe Bissett, Salisbury, Wiltshire, SP5 4LE.
We look forward to seeing you there.
For those wishing to eat we will meet at 12.00 noon.
For those taking part in the 30 mile road run commencing at 2.00pm, through
the Chalk Valley and will include a stop for afternoon tea,
and finish back at the Fox and Goose.
. Would anyone wishing to lunch at the pub please pre-book with either
Bette Barber (01722 330453)
or Ian Clarke (01202 824772)
by the 6th September so we can confirm numbers for seating.
Wednesday 18th September
Start and finish at The Granville Pub,
situated 3 miles South of Canterbury on the B2068.
Meet up 10.30am, move off 11.30am after ordering meal, for 30 mile run.
Return 1.00pm for lunch. Plenty of room for Car and Trailer parking.
Please contact me before the 12th September,
so that I can give the pub some idea of numbers.
Richard Mummery 01227 751751, Email - sheila.mummery@sky.com
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NORTH LEICESTER LANES RUN
Thursday 3rd October 2019
Members are invited to a run of about 40 miles around Leicestershire lanes,
followed by a lunch gathering. At The Appleby Inn Hotel DE12 7AP
(A444, 1/2 mile south J11, M42).
Please arrive in time for the 11.30 ride, but tea and coffee will be available in
the restaurant from 11.00 (kindly opened early for us). Place orders for food
before the Run with an estimated return at 13.00 and eating at 13.30.
PLEASE CONTACT ME TO BOOK IN before Monday 23rd Sept, so that I
can then reserve seating for our party as a group. The Hotel opens at
11.00am and there is a large car park. If you are bringing a bike on trailer,
please park well away from the side entrance using the rear car park.
Chris Chant 01530 260602 email - chant@globalnet.co.uk
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The name of Pat Robotham’s run should have given a clue to what sort of
weather would be brought forth from the deeper regions. Extremely heavy
rain enabled roads to be waterlogged and deep in mud in places, and these
places were on the route. This didn’t stop fifteen brave souls turning out on
two wheels, and a few more on four wheels, me included.
I checked Pat’s route the day before and marked up some interesting points
to get a selection of photos. Waiting several minutes at each point.
This photo is of the lane
from Oakamoor to
Wooton. Signs to warn
you of the possible
dangers to spoil your
day: but speed derestriction signs showed
that you could travel at
60 mph if you so wish.
Did anyone try it?
I waited here for awhile,
not a single bike was to
be seen. Maybe I was in front of them, or behind them, never mind. I set off
to the lunch venue, the ‘Blythe Spirit’. The weather was improving and s
few bikes were glinting in the sunshine despite the spattering of mud. Most
had completed the full route, but as normal, a few had wandered down the
wrong lane. However all settled down to a fine lunch and the Sun came out
for the ride home.

Emlyn Stayte’s Dommie seemed to
have escaped most of the mud, but
this Honda had got more than a fair
share of it.
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Dear Geoff,
In your June 2019 No 184 supplement, I smiled at the reference
to the chap who smoked a pipe whilst riding his outfit and
turned the pipe upside down when it rained. That is exactly what
my father did in the late fifties and sixties whilst riding his
Vincent 1000 / Canterbury outfit. (HWY 730)
On one occasion he was taking my mother from Accrington to Chesterfield to
visit one of his brothers with myself behind on a 1951 plunger 350cc BSA
Gold Star (DBV 491), and my brother on a 1953 Triumph T100C (FJA 734).
It was Summer and he used to ride in a Harris Tweed jacket. We were
motoring along nicely somewhere near Buxton I think whereupon he braked
hard to a standstill and leapt off the bike with the breast pocket of his jacket on
fire. He had put the still alight pipe in his breast pocket with the bowl opening
facing forward only for the wind generated as he went along to stoke up his
pipe like a blacksmiths forge. My brother and me thought it was hilarious but
father was not amused because his jacket was no longer fit for purpose.
On another occasion in 1958 when the first motorway in England opened, the
Preston By-pass, he thought he would give the Vincent a blast up the newly
opened dual carriageway. Dual carriageways were rare in Lancashire at the
time. Mother was in the chair and father decided to give the bike an almighty
fistful. Mother, from her vantage point in the chair could see the 5 inch
Shadow speedometer and very soon she was banging on the side window
trying to get him to slow down, (to no avail).
Another thing he used to do, was to add castor oil, as given to children in
those days, to the petrol in his tank and as he wafted by, those on the
pavement were treated to a smell similar to that given off by engines running
on Castrol R.
I was lucky to have had a father who was a committed motorcyclist who did
not discourage me from riding motorcycles which I have done continuously
for 64 years. (Isn’t it strange that I can still remember the registration numbers
after all this time?)
Ken Brady P2119
My father disliked motorcycles, intensely. Floodlight football had arrived at
the Stoke City ground and we went down there in the evening. He walked half
a mile to the station and caught the train for a two mile ride, I went on my
Bantam. One day he was late, so got on the Bantam. As we passed the station,
he thumped me on the back and shouted stop. He had spotted the train was
still there and ran off to catch it. I carried on and met him outside the ground
as usual.
That was his one and only ride on a motorcycle. HALF A MILE. Geoff
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THE MAKING OF THE GEORGE FORMBY FILM,
“NO LIMIT”, Part Two.
Continued from June edition.
We were sitting on the hedge with a quiet little bloke in an old fashioned
brown leather motorcycle suit, we started to talk to him about the lack of
organisation, we asked him who the actor was fool enough to take the star
part in this lot and to which he quietly replied I am. That’s how we met
George Formby, bless him.
You may have noticed that I haven’t mentioned Florence Desmond. It wasn’t
the practice for actors to appear at scenes in which they didn’t participate, but
it was said that she didn’t appear because she objected to George being the
sole star of the cast, and her only being in a supporting role. This I do not
believe to be true. We think she was out courting with Campbell Black.
That day out at Snugborough wasn’t wasted; we all got to know one another,
and to find out the procedures. We were ready to start work in earnest the
next day. From that time on, we had a lot to do, and one or two excellent
shots were taken, many unfortunately, not included in the final film. There
were quite a few crashes by design and several not by design. Of our locals,
only two agreed to stage crashes, my friend Jack Cannell and Arthur Trent,
who was one of the best all round riders, Jack Cannell was pretty good too.
So, it is not surprising that they played their part well to the satisfaction of the
director.
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If my memory serves me right, Arthur did the stunt at Sulby Bridge. In those
day’s the entrance to the slip road was so narrow and crooked, it was
inevitable that he fell off as he went through the gate. Fortunately, he was
unhurt; also, it was Arthur that went into the Duck pond at Sulby. Despite
this, it was Jack Cannell who stole the honours for skill and courage for
driving up the rocks on Creg Willys hill. It was essential that he ended up in a
position selected as most suitable for the camera. According to the
cameraman, he did it perfectly and happily was unhurt. Unfortunately,
because I was involved in an incident, which I will talk about later. I was in
the kitchen at Glen Helen supping tea when Jack crashed so did not see it.
After the first few days, we were becoming disgruntled about the pay
situation. The visiting motorcyclists were getting £20 per week and drinks in
the Majestic, and we were getting £2 a day, and that stopped if rain stopped
play. Harold Winters and his donkey were getting £5 a day, plus beer for the
donkey which was £3 a day more than we were getting and we thought this
was undignified. We decided to visit Monty Banks on Saturday evening
because they didn’t do any filming on a Sunday, and he did his
administration on a Sunday morning. We told him we wanted £2 a day wet or
fine. Up to that time Monty Banks hadn’t realised how incompetent and
utterly dangerous some of the other motor cyclists were, and he refused, so
sadly we parted. Anyway he didn’t do very well, as some of the other motor
cyclists wouldn’t cooperate with one another.
That Sunday afternoon produced a turn up for the books, the beginning of
what was a very happy relationship. Having been dispensed with; I hotfooted
it to Port St. Mary to catch up with a little bit of courting, the one I have got
now, Wynn Clague. Anyway, Monty Banks wanted us back on the 10th and
we would be included in the higher rate. While I was changing into my
leathers next day, I got the full story. They assembled at Governors Bridge at
2pm; unfortunately, it was Kavanagh who had had an accident. Apparently,
he approached Governors hairpin at a very great rate of knots, and had
forgotten the gear lever was on the left on the Rudge Ulster, and at the crucial
moment, he changed up instead of braking. He hit the apex of the hairpin at
Governors, and he was lucky to escape with severe bruises and a few
abrasions. Apparently crashing one way or another was his profession. We
dawdled up to see what would happen next. Monty Banks, despairing of
losing good light, set up a high-speed jump at the bottom of a hill. This
fellow set of at great gusto, and ended up feet first through the windscreen of
a stationary car, it was rumoured that he had a number of stitches in his
posterior. He had the lesson on starting, but not how to stop. Just after this
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incident, we went home £2 better off.
The next day we went to Ballacraine, and it was here we encountered the
tycoons. They came with children on a school bus, playing hooky from
school as spectators, and got ice cream and pop. Also, anyone could come as
spectators.
Quite a few motorcyclists wanted the job of riding through the corner door of
the pub. Originally intending to come out of the other door and rejoining the
race. Monty Banks wisely selected Dench. The stunt was originally planned
with two bikes one with the engine running just inside the hall, unfortunately
they curtailed the second part in the completed film; the entrance into the bar
was cleverly painted to look like steps.
Our next location was at Ballig Bridge, some of you may remember in 1935
they built a new bridge and ramps were put down to the river, so that during
dry weather the foundations could be slid down. This gave Monty Banks an
idea that the rider could come over the bridge, through the gap, and down
these ramps into the river. Unfortunately, he selected me to take the part of
George. It seemed to be Ballig Bridge to be my downfall yet again.
Must have two to make the scene. The bloke selected to partner me, I
thought, was quite a reasonable bloke but not a competent motorcyclist. I
don’t believe what happened was intentional on his part. I do have strong
feelings about people who cause accidents through incompetence. As I heard
from him, he arrived across my bows and took my front wheel out from
under me sharpish. There I was at Ballig with my thumb sticking out at an
impossible angle, everyone pronounced it as broken, they sent me by car to
Nobles and they said it was dislocated and popped it back into place.
When I got back to Ballig, I found a shower of rain had held up the shot. I
also noticed that the road was drying and the river was dropping and the
stones very slippery. Unfortunately, my partner pointed out in the strongest
of terms that I only had myself to blame for the accident, and said it was a
case of everybody looking after themselves. Well that did it, I suggested that
as my thumb was very sore we should change roles and that he could ride
down the ramp. When they called upon us to come, which was only a
rehearsal, I set off at a good ten miles an hour faster than I should have done
and he bless his heart, followed my speed. He reached the river all right, but
he wasn’t on the bicycle. Apart from damaged ribs, he was OK, but he did
get a ride in the ambulance. To me, this chap being unhurt was rather an
anticlimax, perhaps it’s just as well.
This tale continues in the December edition.
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Early Motorcycle Problems
The Cycle Age And Trade Review 1898. USA.
Two or three years ago, the general appearance and use of the motorcycle the
world over seemed an immediate certainty. Oddly enough, this anticipation has
been abundantly realized in some countries, while in others it has been almost
wholly disappointed.
In France the motorcycle has "arrived," and is seen everywhere; large
establishments exclusively devoted to its manufacture are running day and
night and are yet months behind their orders. The principal type of motorcycle
adopted in France is that driven by the gasoline engine; there are several
makers, but there is no material difference in the "petrole" engines. Then in
France, there are a number of builders of steam driven motorcycles, The
Companie General, Decanville-Serpollet, Dion et Bouton, Le Blant, Societe
des Chaudieres Scotte, and Weidknecht, who are doing heavy work, mainly in
the omnibus and goods-carrying lines.
There are no less than 47 different firms and companies and individuals
manufacturing "petrole" motorcycles in France, many of them having large
plants, and all full of orders, most of them declining to fix day of delivery, and
the customers paying each other premiums for early-filled orders. There are
also nine concerns which supply electrically driven carriages, making a total of
over sixty motorcycle builders in France, and the French nation seems to be
falling over itself in its eagerness to buy the product of these makers.
The Winton motor carriage company at Cleveland are offering motorcycles
with gasoline motors. The Fierce-Crouch Engine Company, New Brighton,
Pa., have placed their gas engines in two motorcycles and say that the lightness
of their engines and several other advantageous features make them peculiarly
suitable for motorcycle service. But neither in England or America is the
gasoline motor driven motorcycle received with anything like universal
approval. They are hot, they are not exactly quiet, they want a lot of cold water,
and although they are said to emit "very little" in the way of disagreeable
odours. There are only a very few gas engine driven motorcycles in the hands
of purchasers in America, perhaps not more than ten or fifteen all told.
So far, all of the gasoline or gas engine driven motorcycles are practically
identical so far as the motive power is concerned. There are small detail
differences in the engines, but nothing radical or generic to distinguish one
from the other. They are all explosion engines, using a mixture of air and gas
which is very much compressed and then fired in the engine cylinder or an
extension of the engine cylinder, by an electric spark or by a red hot tube.
All of these gas engines operate on what is known as the "Otto-Cycle," that is
to say that the cylinder and piston perform several entirely different acts, and
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these acts recur in a fixed sequence. Thus one stroke outward of the piston
draws into the single-acting cylinder, a mixture of gas and air, the following
inward stroke of the piston compresses this charge at the expense of power
stored up in the fly-wheel, and at the end of this inward stroke the charge is
fired and creates a pressure of about 170 Ibs. to the square inch, which drives
the piston outward in its effective or working stroke, at the end of which the
cylinder is filled with burned vapour which is inert, and is pushed out of the
cylinder at the next inward stroke of the piston, which completes the "cycle"
invented by Dr. Otto, an eminent German improver of the gas engine, and
bearing his name.
There are thus three strokes of the gas engine which do not help turn the crank
shaft, so that the engine is idle three-fourths off the time, and if only a single
cylinder is used, the crank shaft obtains a turning impulse only during one-half
of each alternate revolution. If two cylinders are used in one vehicle then the
crankshaft has a turning impulse given it during one-half of every revolution it
makes, and if four cylinders are employed then the crankshaft receives two
turning impulses during each revolution, same as the ordinary single-cylinder
steam engine. The "cycle" makes a single cylinder gas engine a very unsteady
driver, and hence calls for a large and heavy flywheel.
First Application to Vehicles.
The gas engine was first applied to carriages in any notable way by Daimler, a
German who ran a little pleasure railway from the little town where he lived to
a little lake. The late William Steinway, of piano fame, saw this railway, and as
he had some country horse-railway interests at and near Steinway, Long Island,
where the Steinway factories are located, he bought the Daimler American
patents. Just as Steinway was starting the first of his gas-engine driven streetcars the trolley made its first successes and Steinway at once recognizing the
merits of electric traction adopted it on his roads.
He had started a factory for making Daimler motors at Steinway, and this has
now developed into a finely equipped gas-engine driven yacht-building
establishment, which is doing a successful business of considerable extent. At
the Steinway shops, there are a number of carriages built by "Daimler" makers,
and considerable experimenting has been done there in carriages, but it is not
the present intention of the Steinway Daimler Company, which still holds the
Daimler American patents, to make motorcycles, as yacht building gives a
profitable employment to their plant.
Now that Dr. Otto's patents have expired, the gas engine is free to the world,
and there are no patents of controlling effect in the art.
Good Demand for Electric Vehicles.
With the electric carriage, the American situation is more promising. Riker, of
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Brooklyn, has sold three of his carriages, and is building eleven more to order.
This fills his present small factory for six months to come, but he expects to
greatly enlarge his facilities very soon. The Pope Company have built some
finely finished electric carriages, and have sold some; exact figures are not
obtainable. The Electric Vehicle Company of New York is operating fourteen
electric hansom cabs, with motors by Lundell, and have 100 additional cabs
under construction, which when ready will give vehicles enough to fully test
the practical value of the electric cab in New York City.
There are constant rumours of the formation of motorcycle companies, but the
foregoing about covers the American motorcycle industry, so far as it has a
tangible existence.
Steam Has Its Advantages.
The English are making an effort to place the steam-engine driven motorcycle
in front, and this form of motor has undeniable advantages for general heavy
work. It does not now seem likely that the petroleum or gasoline engine driven
motorcycle is to have any great use in either England or America until the
engine has been very materially improved. Americans want machines that are
nice in every way; silent, clean, and without bad smells.
The electric driven carriage, while perfectly clean and docile is burdened with
a great weight of storage batteries, and can only run a few hours without a long
rest for recharging those heavy and costly batteries. The electric carriage is
perfect, within its limitations.
The steam engine driven carriage must have a boiler, and fire and water and a
man to attend to them all the time, which takes the steam motorcycle out of the
list of pleasure vehicles. For three-quarters of a century the best of mechanical
talent has directed its efforts towards the improvement of the steam boiler
without finding any radical or fundamental advantage; we use higher pressures
than of old, and compound our engines. That is all we have done, and there
seems to be no prospect of anything new in the steam way that will make the
steam motorcycle desirable for anything except heavy freight work. With the
gas engine we have unlimited power at our disposal. We can carry a large
amount of gas-producing materials, and the air is everywhere with us. We can
mix air with a little gas and squeeze this mixture pretty hard, and fire it off and
so obtain all the power we want, and obtain it in a controllable form. Having
the power, it seems beyond dispute that we shall sooner or later find out how to
use it. We shall find some elements which we can place between this force
generated by explosion and the wheels of our vehicles which will be wholly
satisfactory. The power, the living force, is in our hands now. We shall learn
how to use it.
Submitted by John Garrett. Membership Secretary Irish V&V MCC.
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Hello Geoff.
This is an article from the golden days back in Rhodesia. Bernie Boshoff tells
some great stories! He agrees that you can publish this, please credit him
together with 'Our Rhodesian Heritage' page on Facebook. We were all a bit
wild back there in the day....
With Kind Regards, Nick Dulk P2351
Bernard Boshoff
There were two guys working with me in the radio section at Air Rhodesia,
Geoff and Pete (RIP). They were around 4 years older than me, but they
accepted me into their social circle. They had formed a partnership to buy a
speed boat, and they often went up to Kariba on spear fishing expeditions. I
was lucky enough to be invited along on some of these trips, and they taught
me the fundamentals of diving and spear fishing. Now this was a sport that I
enjoyed nearly as much as riding motorcycles, and there is nothing like
diving in Croc and Hippo infested water to add excitement to the proceedings.
As airline employees, we could get free and 10% flights, and we would pop
down to Jo-burg to buy the necessary equipment, which wasn't available in
Rhodesia.
Geoff and Pete also used to go down to Inhasorro in Mozambique on their
annual leave for some diving in the sea, and on one trip they invited me along.
However, it put a hell of a strain on the radio section to lose 3 guys at once,
and I couldn't get as much leave as them, so I had to ride my CB750 down so
that I had transport to get back early. This would be the first long motorcycle
trip that I had done outside Rhodesia, and I was really looking forward to it.
The main problem was fuel range on the bike. The road South from the Beira
road to Inhasorro, some 330 Km, went through some really wild country with
few services, and those early bikes drank fuel. I tried carrying an extra gallon
of fuel in a can strapped to the rear carrier, but the road vibration wore a hole
in the can and all the fuel leaked out. On the way there, I rode in convoy with
the guys in a car pulling the boat, so they carried some fuel for me, and this
wasn't a problem.
The trip down was very slow because of the boat, and mostly uneventful, but
soon after we got onto the Beira / Inhasorro stretch, the sun set and darkness
descended. I thought we would have lots of trouble with wild animals, but the
only trouble we had was with Owls, huge Owls, they stood 2 feet high and
had heads the size of a grape fruit. The silly buggers land on the road to eat
their prey, then they get dazzled and confused by the headlights, and just sit
there until they get run over. The guys in the car couldn't swerve or brake to
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avoid them because of the boat, so they just had to run them down, they
killed four I think. Riding behind, I would see an explosion of feathers in the
headlights, then blood, guts, and feathers would come bouncing out from
under the boat trailer.
I spent a week at Inhasorro, and it was wonderful. Spear fishing in the sea
was a new experience for me, the fish are generally so much bigger, and you
have to contend with the waves and currents. But it was the sharks that scared
the crap out of me. Crocs and Hippos are one thing, but sharks are pure
killing machines. Whenever you shoot a fish, you have to get it out of the
water and into the boat as quickly as possible before the blood and noise
attracts sharks, but those big fish are bloody strong, they fight like hell, and
don't die easily. Whenever I shot one, the yellow streak on my back would
prickle like mad until I got rid of it into the boat.
At night, we would go to a nearby open air pub on the beach and watch the
sun go down. They had wonderful Portuguese brandy, not like the flavoured
cane spirit crap that they sold in Rhodesia, and we drank gallons of it. The
pub served free finger food while you drank, mostly sea food, and there was
enough so you didn't have to bother with cooking or buying dinner. The
Portuguese certainly know how to run a decent pub.
Too soon, it was time for me to go. The ride back was a hell of a lot faster by
myself. I left early in the morning hoping to get home before sunset, but the
higher speed meant higher fuel consumption and considerably more danger. I
nearly killed myself three times on that ride. On one particularly long empty
stretch, I had been told that I could get fuel at a road construction camp. I
found the camp and stopped, but the place was nearly deserted, it was Easter,
but I eventually found a half drunk African, who said yes, he could sell me
fuel. He filled my tank, but when I went to pay, I only had 1000 Escudo notes,
($25), and he had no change. $25 was a lot of money in those days, I had
only taken $1.50 fuel, and after a long argument, I had to leave the change
behind, it was Christmas time for the African, I hope he drank himself to
death.
Soon after I left the camp, I was riding up a gently sloping hill when two big
trucks came over the brow of the hill towards me, side by side. The drivers,
Portuguese, were having a shouted conversation through their open side
windows, and neither was watching the road. I thought, open the gates Saint
Peter, here I come. But I had forgotten my deal with the devil, he warned the
drivers to look ahead, and they both swerved towards their respective sides of
the road, leaving me a gap between them, which I took. I had to stop for a
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while to let the trembling subside.
After the usual delays at the border, I rode through Umtali and up Christmas
Pass. I had just ridden all the way through Moz at 100 Mph + speeds, and that
speed no longer felt fast to me. As soon as I started the climb up the Pass, I
was back up to 100 Mph. At the top, there is a short straight where there is a
good view of Umtali, followed by a tight right turn onto the descent down the
other side. As I hit the straight, I quickly looked at the view, but when I
looked back, I was going too fast to make the right turn. I hit the brakes hard,
but had to run off the tar onto the dirt. Fortunately, there is quite a big area
where people can park their cars to look at the view. I put the bike into a
sideways slide, and when I stopped, I was only 18 inches from going over the
edge of a very long drop. It was tremble time again.
When I got to Marandellas, It was dusk, and I encountered bumper to bumper
traffic. It was the final day of a public holiday, Easter I think, and everyone
was returning home. It was a still evening with no wind to blow the exhaust
fumes away, and for the last 45 miles, I was breathing almost pure Carbon
Monoxide. I got home in the dark, and as soon as I stopped, I had to lean over
and have a big chunder. I don't know if it was the smoke or exhaustion that
made me ill.
A few days later, I serviced the bike and replaced the drive chain and
sprockets. When I took the old chain off, it literally fell to pieces in my hands,
how it had got me home, I don't know.
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BRITISH HERO USED MOTORCYCLE IN WAR ON
TURKS Boston Post February 1919
It has been said that this war has brought no hitherto unknown figures into
the limelight; that all the men who have made great reputations in the war
had shown long before it that they possessed the genius that would surely
bring them to the front. All through the war, the world has looked for some
figure of romance, some great hero whose rise to fame would satisfy all the
longing for the legendary heroes of old. Yet no one has caught the eye of the
public in this way. Too many wonderful things have escaped the public
through the activity of the censor, who is the most important official in this
war.
Secrecy was necessary about so many things, but now the lid has been lifted
concerning one of the really great figures of the war, whose career and
exploits are as fascinating as any told in fiction. He is Colonel Edward
Lawrence of the British army, and he is now in Paris, one of the most
important advisers the British government has at the peace conference.
He is but 29 years old, a shy, modest diffident young man, a dreamer, a poet,
a student of archaeology and architecture. He is an Oxford man who became
interested in Palestine and Syria, went to live with the Arabs in order to get
the opportunity for research among the old ruins. When the war broke out
there was no one who knew the Arabs, as did Lawrence.
The British army did much in Palestine and Mesopotamia, but Lawrence,
without the aid of a single British soldier, and himself without military
training, created a new nation in the East, set up two new Kings, conquered
the oldest city in the world, Damascus, and made his own name a household
word wherever an Arab has set his foot. The Arabs flocked to his standard
and he entered Damascus over flower-strewn streets after his volunteer band
had driven the Turks away.
Wounded many times, with a price on his head and a whole Turkish army for
months at his heels, Colonel Lawrence seemed to bear a charmed life. Again
and again, he was nearly captured, many times being forced to hide with his
little force, but his genius always found a way out.,
There was not a man in his volunteer army that could not quit if he chose,
since Lawrence held them together only by his personal charm of manner and
his aptitude for out-generalling the Turks.
Lawrence and his army in the ancient city of Petra, beat off the Turkish
assaults, he went alone from Aleppo to Baghdad on a motorcycle, he ruled
supreme in Damascus for a week and then disappeared for fear the Arabs
would put too much power in his hands. The British army would not enter
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Jerusalem until Lawrence was there to make the entry—the one man in whom
all the people had confidence. General Allenby delayed until an aeroplane
could be sent to bring Lawrence from 100 miles away to participate.
He is here in Paris to steer the new Arab kingdom under Prince Feisal to a
place among the nations of the world. He wears the Arab cloak, pierced with
many bullets, which he wore on his campaigns.
A strange and wonderful young man! No one in the world has crowded more
incidents into so short a life, and yet he seeks neither fame nor reward His
only ambition is to secure a post at Oxford, and so this legendary knight who
wrested the sword of the Prophet from the hands of the Sultan, and made his
own name a flame of might throughout all the region where the son of
Othman ruled, will end his career in a universal study.
He has refused every decoration offered him by the British government, and
he could have any King George had power to bestow. The allies owe him
more than gratitude, but he refuses even so small a thing as thanks.
When the history of this war is written you may read the name of Edward
Lawrence on many pages, but to see him walking absent-mindedly about
Paris, a youth who looks as if he had never strayed very far from his books,
you would little suspect that you were watching the greatest genius and most
self-sacrificing figure the war has developed.
This was written in 1919. What happened next?

ERNEST BOWDEN AND HIS CABLE
The origin and invention of the Bowden Cable is open to some dispute,
confusion and popular myth.
The Bowden mechanism was invented by Irishman Ernest Mornington
Bowden (1860 -1904) of 35 Bedford Place, London. The first patent was
granted in 1896 and the invention was reported in the Automotor Journal of
1897. The principal element of this was a flexible tube, made from hard
wound wire and fixed at each end, containing a length of fine wire rope that
could slide within the tube, directly transmitting pulling, pushing or turning
movements on the wire rope from one end to the other without the need of
pulleys or flexible joints.
The cable was particularly intended for use in conjunction with bicycle brakes,
although it had the potential for other applications. The Bowden Brake was
launched amidst a flurry of enthusiasm in the cycle press in 1896. The
potential of the Bowden cable and associated brake was not to be fully
realised until the free-wheel sprocket became a standard feature of bicycles,
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over the period 1899-1901, and increasing numbers of applications were
found for it, such as gear change mechanisms. Importantly in 1903, Hendee
developed the twist-grip throttle using a similar cable for his 'Indian'
motorcycles. Its lightness and flexibility recommended it to further
automotive use such as clutch and speedometer drive cables.
It is reported that on 12th January 1900 E. M. Bowden granted a licence to
The Raleigh Cycle Company of Nottingham, whose directors were Frank
Bowden and Edward Harlow. The Raleigh company were soon offering the
Bowden Brake as an accessory, and were quick to incorporate the cable into
handlebar mounted Sturmey-Archer bicycle gear changes. Undoubtedly, this
is why E. Bowden and F. Bowden are sometimes confused today.
An unpublished typescript exists in the archives of the National Motor
Museum, written by the son of one of Bowden's employees, that a flexible
cable brake for cycles was separately 'invented' by George Frederick Larkin,
a skilled automobile and motorcycle engineer, who patented his design in
1902.
In 1901, E.M. Bowden's Patents Syndicate Ltd. was set up to market the
invention with the proviso that it should be patented jointly in the names of
the inventor and themselves. Within a few months, Larkin, then aged 23, was
engaged as Motor Department Manager with E.M. Bowden's Patents
Syndicate, and he was appointed General Works Manager in 1904 until 1917.
From 1901, E.M. Bowden's Patents Syndicate Ltd. built motorcycles at
Dorrington St. London, soon moving to Grey's Inn Road. The early model
tucked its 2 h.p. Simms engine with magneto behind the seat tube, and on top
of the chain stays. From there it drove the rear wheel by silent chain with a
clutch and shock absorber being incorporated in the drive. The frame was
designed to accommodate a variety of engines, but around 1902 they settled
on the FN. They advertised their inventions in the 1904 Cycle and Motor
Trader. In addition to his control cables, they also offer a patent chain drive
and friction clutch system. They also had the agency for F.N. motorcycle
engines for the United Kingdom.
Interestingly they offered a motorcycle ‘fitted with all his adaptations’ for
£32. This appears to have been based on a F.N. machine, one of which is
currently on display at the Pendine Sands museum in Wales. The same engine
was used on the Celtic Motorcycle.
From 1905 onwards, the firm concentrated on making control cables and
carburettors until after WW2.
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MORE TALES OF THE LATE HOWARD GERMAN
1933 - 2019
Howard was born into a well-known family of London antique dealers, after
finishing school and Technical College, and against his parents’ wishes, took
up motorcycle racing. Specialising in the Continental Circus and British short
circuits by summer and working at firms such a Duple Coaches and
DeHavilands by winter to pay the bills. Besides successfully riding his own
7R, he rode for others including Mead and Tomkinson, G. Dodkin, L. Stevens
Velocettes and the Bultaco’s of Barry Sheene’s Dad, Frank. He also rode
50cc Itoms becoming British Champion as well as winning a bronze replica
in the 1959 TT.
His friendship with Michael Tomkinson led to him riding the M&T
Velocettes in Endurance races such as the Thruxton 500 and, more
importantly, the Barcelona Montjuic 24 hour race with partners such as Peter
Darvill, Alan Harris and Stan Dibben - a race they tried so hard to win. They
led and were placed many times but the overall win evaded them. Indeed in
1961, riding with Graham Downes whilst leading the bike expired almost
within sight of the finishing line!
As well as circuit racing, Howard was active in hill climbs and sprints with
the likes of Clive Waye’s Scott and Dr Joe Bayley’s Douglas. A founder
Member of the NSA, Howard devised with Clive Waye the incredible
Dragwaye. This was a 1000cc (later 1300cc) supercharged 13ft long
motorcycle dragster with Howard sitting slingshot behind the rear wheel and
competing for fastest time of the day against the likes of Alf Hagon and
George Brown. Later, the machine was converted to a more ‘conventional’
riding position albeit with the rider still behind the rear wheel. In the hands of
Dave Lecoq, Howard took the quarter mile and one kilometre world records.
Retiring from racing Howard became an Antique Dealer initially with a shop
in Hampstead Heath and later Portobello Road specialising in guns, swords
and scientific instruments. His involvement with motorcycles continued with
him riding his 350cc Matchless in pre-65 trials, such as the Talmag. He also
now took up the role of Team Manager for Michael Tomkinson’s Endurance
Team of single cylinder BSA B44’s ridden by the likes of Alan Peck, Mick
Andrew and Bob Heath. This was followed by the B50s ridden so
successfully by MGP winners Nigel Rollason and Clive Brown, culminating
in them winning the European Endurance Championship against much bigger
machines. They had outright wins at the Zolder 24 hour race and class wins
including the Thruxton 500, but regrettably still no outright win at Barcelona.
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Later M&T campaigned initially with Laverdas followed by the centre hub
steered Kawasaki ‘Nessie’ ridden by riders such as Neil Tuxworth, Phil
Carpenter and Norman White.
In recent years Howard occupied his time restoring and riding his veteran
machine in the Banbury and Pioneer runs. Bikes restored include a Rex, a
Rudge and OK Precision with a Minerva in progress when he was taken from
us. Howard had been a very active member of the Sunbeam Club and exPresident of the APMC as well as local clubs Kenton & District MCC and St
Albans MCC organising trials and is probably even now eyeing up a possible
tricky section for the Good Lord to try!
Howard leaves Anne, daughter Sarah, son Paul, their partners David and
Karen and grandchildren Barrett, Scott, Hannah and Rory.
Thank you, Howie, from all your many friends and colleagues for all the fun
we have had and for making everyone who called at your home so welcome.
Alan Turner and Baz Staple

MEDAL MAN
Ricky Howard told why he collected motorcycling medals instead of
motorcycles in 1965. He was an APMC member for many years, but sadly
he passed away in 2015.
HOW DO people become involved in pursuits as
Ricky holds the Rem
specialised as collecting motorcycling medals? By a Fowler hip flask, tha
circuitous route. When Ricky bought his first veteran was awarded after the
Twin Class win in the
motorcycle in 1984, he was giving in to pressure
from his peers. But over a decade later, it is less the 1907 TT.
motorcycles which are his pride and joy than an
outstanding collection of medals and ephemera from
motorcycling's golden age.
"In 1983 I went to spectate at the Pioneer Run," Ricky
recalled. "I got talking to the owners of these strange, old
machines." On Brighton's Madeira Drive, he met Dan
Bassett, riding a 1910 Abingdon King Dick. Dan came
from Ricky’s home town of Crowborough in
Sussex. "He was the local bus driver," said Ricky,
"he used to take us to school." Before he knew it, a
crowd of local enthusiasts were pestering him to
buy a veteran motorcycle and join in with the fun.
"They ganged up on me — I didn't have any
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choice," said Ricky, laughing.
His first veteran was a 1913 JAP engined single cylinder Zenith. But the
habit had taken hold — he bought more glamorous machines. A 1909 Vindec
Special, powered by a twin cylinder 5hp Peugeot engine introduced him to
that marque's charismatic creator, William H (Billy) Wells.
An ardent Anglophile, who moved to England in 1902, Wells was an
American. "I was captivated by Billy Wells," said Ricky. "Did you know that
he returned to the USA in March 1909 and brought back 10 Indian
motorcycles."
Wells was a founder member (No. 6.) and 3rd President in 1932, of the
Association of Pioneer Motor Cyclists. Founded in 1928 by 14 riders who
held motorcycle driving licences in 1904, the first year they were issued. A
fellow founder was Harold 'Oily' Karslake, who by the Fifties was the
Association's librarian.
When Ricky was offered Harold Karslake's library for £1000 in 1987, he
turned it down. "I didn't know who Karslake was at the time, besides I'm a
non-scholar," he says with the confidence of someone with no public image
to support.
However, it didn't take him long to work out that the Karslake collection was
the motorcycling equivalent of Oxford university's Bodleian library.
"Fortunately, the chap still had quite a bit of it left, and he was able to buy
some really good photographs." He also realised that this lead was his best
hope of finding out more about Billy Wells. But he was too late. That file had
been sold. He found out who had it, and was able to buy the lot for £75,
He found that collecting is contagious. While paperwork and
photographs are interesting, the
trophies won and handled by
motorcycling's pioneers are
delightfully crafted. Like well
made jewellery, they have a strong
aesthetic appeal. The best medals
have a beauty all their own — to be
appreciated whether or not you are
a motorcyclist. At this point Ricky
realised his true vocation, as a
collector of motorcycling medals. Harold Karslake at the start of the 1028
“Edinburgh”. His machine is the 1500cc
In the early years of the century,
Karbro. His own modified Brough Superior.
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long distance trials were the ultimate test of motorcycle reliability and rider
endurance. Pre-eminent amongst these was the London to Edinburgh Ride,
known simply as 'The Edinburgh', first run in May 1904 by the Motor
Cycling Club (MCC).
A common format for these events was quickly determined. Riders competed against the clock, in the case
of The Edinburgh, 24 hours was allowed for riders to
complete the journey. The reward for arriving on time
at controls, and cleaning observed sections, was a
premier award gold medal. A silver medal was
awarded to motorcyclists making one error on time or
at a trials hill. Two faults relegated riders to a bronze
Billy Wells bronze
medal. Gold and silver medals are hallmarked, and
medal from the Birdlip
bear their issuing club's distinctive emblem. There's
Hill Climb in 1906
the winged wheel of the Ealing & District Motor
Cycling Club, and the finned cylinder topped the badge of the Birmingham
Motor Cycle Club. For a long distance trial, such as the MCC's London to
Exeter, the medals include images of the respective cities' cathedrals and
crests.
Ricky’s collection was impressive. An MCC gold medal awarded to W D
Pugh, a 989cc Harley-Davidson rider in the 1923 Edinburgh, cost him £85.
At a traction engine rally in Dorset, he spotted four medals. In hallmarked
silver, they were originally awarded by both the Taunton & District Motor
Cycle and Light Car Club, and its counterpart in nearby Honiton. At £20
each, they were a bargain.
His most comprehensive acquisition came from the estate of the late Vintage
Motor Cycle Club secretary Eric Thompson. A blue velvet faced mount
frames 23 medals, of which two were awarded to Billy Wells in 1906. The
first, a silver medal, was for a timed second place in the Essex Motor Club's
hill climb at High Beech in Epping Forest on 28 April. Wells rode one of his
own Vindec Specials, a 5hp, twin cylinder model. The results, published in
The Motor Cycle, recorded a "splendid performance."
Later in the year, Wells looked certain to win the twin-cylinder class of the
Auto Cycle Club's hill-climbing competition. Held at Birdlip .Hill, south of
Cheltenham, in Gloucestershire, on 8th September, only silver and bronze
medals were awarded for first and second places. Wells began superbly and
looked a certain winner, but on the last section, the Vindec Special's belt
suddenly began to slip, relegating him to second place behind Robert Ayton
on a Riley motorcycle. Wells won the multi-cylinder class at the same event

31
claiming a silver medal, but the Thompson collection contained only his
Bronze Medal.
His most celebrated trophy wasn’t a medal but a hip flask. It was awarded to
Norton rider Rem Fowler in recognition of his class win at the very first Isle
of Man Tourist Trophy race in 1907. The Tourist Trophy was won by single
cylinder Matchless rider Charles Collier. Fowler headed the twin-cylinder
entry, and should have received the Dr Hele-Shaw Challenge Cup. Although
he appears to have received his £25 prize money, no silverware appeared.
His friends in the Birmingham Motor Cycle Club made amends by buying
Rem the appropriately engraved flask.
"I found out it was available just in time," said Ricky. The owner had sent it
to auction, but accepted a pre-sale offer of £130. He paid a further £10 to
have the flask withdrawn from the sale. Then there was the cost of delivery
by courier. It cost me quite a lot all told, but that's the true value of
motorcycling’s early history.
I wonder what happened to Ricky’s wonderful collection
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OPERATION OF SELF-STARTER
‘Motorcycle Illustrated’; March 1913.
Novel Attachment Fitted on 1913 Flying Merkel’s
Applicable to any make.
Unusual interest attaches to the accompanying illustration and description of
the self starter which is being featured on the Flying Merkel line for 1913.
The device consists of a main spring. which is held in tension by a brake.
With the spring wound the action is as follows: Pressure on the pedal
expands the V-brake and releases the main spring, which unwinding revolves
the shaft and turns the motor over by means of dog clutches When the pedal
is released, an exterior spring pulls down the pedal lever, and thus causes the
brake to contract The motor then rewinds the main spring through the driving
shaft by engaging dogs
As the spring arbor is rotated, a screw and nut device is forced inward, and
when the proper tension is attained, this nut operates the release dogs, and
disconnects them from the clutch dogs. The winding apparatus then becomes
idle and the spring is held by the V-brake, the motor not acting on the starter
in any manner. The capacity of the starter is eight revolutions of the motor at
the rate of about 300 revolutions per minute.
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OBITUARIES
Harry Mumford P1955 of Whitstable, passed away on the 4th May.:
A lifelong motorcyclist, Harry learned to ride in the 1940’s on a Rudge
Special, moving up to a 1952 Vincent Comet, the sale of which was a
constant source of regret. The cause of its sale was the arrival of
myself, his son, in 1961, whereupon a BSA A65 and sidecar became the
family transport. The outfit was used to take us on camping holidays all
over Europe, with Mum being relegated to the sidecar more and more often
as I got older. In the 70s, now with a car and caravan for holidaying, and
clearly bamboozled by the marketing hype, the A65 was swapped for a
'new-fangled' Yamaha YAS1. It was quickly obvious that the Yam was
totally inadequate for two adults to travel any distance in comfort. My back
has never been the same since riding pillion from Canterbury to
Liverpool and back on it, but Dad's loss was my gain as it became mine
at age 17. Coming back to his senses Dad bought a BMW R75/5, kitted it
out for touring and over the next 40 years he rode it over 250,000 miles. It
would take him and Mum to places as far apart as the Sahara desert,
Romania and East Germany before the wall came down and Norway to see
the Northern Lights. He shared his enthusiasm for motorcycling with
everyone he could. He volunteered his time to instruct new riders in Pound
Lane car park in Canterbury, becoming chief instructor, while at the other
end of the riding spectrum he was a founding member of the Kent Advanced
Motorcyclists Group. Like most motorcyclists, one wasn't enough for Harry
so a 1961 Velocette Venom joined the BMW and gave him and Mum many
nostalgic rides around the lanes of Kent until he finally admitted defeat at
kick-starting it and bought an electric-start Enfield Bullet which he rode
regularly until ill health forced him to stop in his late 80s.
He passed away peacefully with his family at his side, and is sadly missed by
them and many friends and fellow motorcyclists.
Karl Mumford; Son.
Vic Blake P2076 from Berkshire. Vic Blake passed away on the 1st April
2019. Vic had been feeling poorly for only a few days following his
installation as our Chairman for 2019-2021 at our AGM on the 16th March
2019 when he was full of ideas and enthusiasm for the future. He had one
daughter and three granddaughters scattered all over the world – hence his
exotic holidays! The younger elements of the family thought that he should
spend his time with pipe and slippers by the fire, but as we know this was not
his style. Anyone who knew Vic will be aware of his love for all aspects of
the motorcycling world. Over the years he had collected and restored
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numerous machines, his favourite was his Matchless Model X Sidecar outfit
on which he and Laura had covered thousands of happy, memorable miles.
Vic’s passion was to find some of the more obscure and rare bikes and
restoring them to full working order including the ingenious addition of
electric starters to ensure they were usable. Vic had the engineering skills
and fully kitted workshop to undertake this work. He also possessed the
knowledge of people who could supply items or carry out the more obscure
tasks. Vic and Laura thoroughly enjoyed their continental trips making
friends and returning with copious supplies of cigarettes and home made
Plum Brandy! He and Laura also supported the Saundersfoot event in which
they had taken part for 25 consecutive years. Our Association has lost a
great talent and enthusiastic supporter and we are the poorer for his passing.
Michael Thompson P1664 from Worthing. Michael passed away after a
short illness in Worthing Hospital on 7th April. He will be sadly missed by
his family and friends. Always a keen motorcyclist, ready to help others, he
graduated from REME to work for Sir Harry Ricardo at their Shoreham HQ
until his retirement. He was a very talented engineer. Michael rode and
owned a great number of machines, passing his motorcycling skills on to
others at the RAC/ACU training scheme and advocating advanced riding
techniques. For many years he helped organise the finish of the Pioneer Run
at Brighton. One of his annual treats was to attend the West South West
camping weekend, initially with his wife Sybil. In later years, at this event
he revelled in the challenge of driving a Lomax three-wheeler on the many
narrow Welsh mountain roads. Michael gave up driving in his eighties but
still retained a keen interest in all things motorcycle.
Charles Phillip Haxby P1690 from Leeds passed away in May 2018. He
was a member for many years and also a member of the VMCC and
AJS/Matchless OC. Phil and I spent many years enjoying motorcycling. The
Scottish Six Days Trials, the Isle of Man Manx. He was Runs Captain for
the Yorkshire branch of the AJS club.He is sadly missed.
Raymond Ferguson P1820.

I am running out of articles from members, You
must all have done something interesting in your
Motorcycle life. Tell us about it, a couple of
photos would help.
Editor Geoff

CALENDAR OF EVENTS 2019
September, Thursday 5th . Rugeley Rural Roads Run.
Details page 5..
September, Thursday 12th. Salisbury Saunter.
Details page 5.
September, International Canterbury Canter.
Details page 5.
October, Thursday 3rd. North Leicester Lanes Run.
Details page 6.
October 13/14th, Stafford Classic Mechanics Show. Post
Vintage bikes needed, Contact Ann Davy, Tel 01283 820563
email p.davy750@btinternet.comp.

