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2020 APMC ANNUAL GENERAL MEETING
The AGM is now confirmed as Tuesday 7th April 2020 at the Norton Juxta
Twycross Village Hall CV9 3PU.
As usual we shall have a Committee meeting prior to the AGM, scheduled to
begin at 12 noon.
Hopefully business will be concluded by 13:30 allowing time for a meet and
greet opportunity with Members arriving for the AGM at 14:00.
After the business of the AGM our President George Beale will entertain us
with the story behind his development of his Race Teams fabulous Honda
Six. George will, hopefully be bringing this magnificent Beast for the
audience to admire!
© 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
EDITOR’S RAMBLINGS Geoff Davies
I start this off with two apologies. First to Geoff Kelly
from Warrington. I’ve just spotted that I left his name of
his write up entitled “Skylarks and Cold Toast”.
Secondly, some of you may have sent me comments,
articles etc. and never received an acknowledgement or
reply during the last 18 months. Richard Mummery was
one of these, and he noticed my email address inside the
front cover had changed. I have only ever had one email
address for the APMC since becoming editor in 2009, which is geoffapmc@live.com - . For some unknown reason my email address
changed to - geofvmcc@live.co.uk - in a few issues. I have never had an
email address with ‘live.co.uk’. The list of association officials on page 2; is
transferred in it’s entirety, from issue to issue, with changes only being made
when committee members details change. Mine have never changed, so I
can’t give an explanation. It might be a ‘bug or a virus’, but I think it’s a
naughty fairy playing tricks, because everything comes right, eventually. You
might think this is silly, but odd items go missing in my workshop, then
suddenly re-appear a week later.
Been riding about in this cooler Autumn weather. including rain, and have
found it more enjoyable then days of hot glaring Sun. Traditional English
weather is my choice. Must get more riding in next year, including attending
more of our social runs.. Missed three of them for various reasons.
The front cover shows our President, George Beale, delivering Christmas
gifts to all our members. If you didn’t get a delivery: you must have been
a bad boy, or girl over the last twelve months. Try harder next year.

FOR SALE
“Classic Motorcycle Legends”. One of the best magazines
ever printed. Good condition. 17 copies for sale. Numbers:2, 4, 5, 6, 7. 8. 9. 10, 14, 15, 16, 19. 20, 21, 23, 24, 32.
Price including postage. £1.50 for 1, £2.50 for 2, £4.50 for 4,
£11.00 for 10, £16.00 for all 17 copies.
Postage deducted if collected.
Geoff Davies, Tel 01782 550005, email geoffapmc@live.com
Mobile 07701 000707
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NEW MEMBERS
The following have recently joined us. We welcome them and look forward to seeing
them at some of our future functions and events.

P2401 Andrew Westlake from Somerset. Andrew's licence dates from
March 1969 and his first bike was a Douglas Vespa. He is a full-time
motorcycling journalist/author. He has ridden coast to coast USA, New
Zealand, North Africa and most of Europe. He has competed in trials and
was very successful in MCC long distance events. His present bikes include
a Triumph 955 Sprint and a Yamaha TDR 250. His first club was Frome
MC&LCC. He is now a member of IMTC, VMCC and VJMCC.
P2402 James Whitestone from Red Marley, Glos. James passed his test
in September 1968 and his first machine was a 1957 Triumph Tiger
Cub. He first used a bike as transport to college and later work, but
now rides for pleasure, His machines include Triumph, BSA and a Lea
Francis. He is VMCC marque specialist for the Lea Francis and was
recently chairman of Cotswold Branch of VMCC. He is a member of
VMCC and TOMCC.
C2403 Peter Pares Derbyshire. Peter's first licence dates from 1975 and
his first motorcycle was a 150cc James AMC Cadet. His collection of
machines consist of James, Royal Enfield, Suzuki and Velocettes. His
first club was the Two Stroke Owners, and he is presently a member of
the Velocette Owners Club.
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RUGELEY RURAL ROADS RUN 5th September
This run was first started by George Thompson in 2015, and has got better
each year. Unfortunately, George had to cancel it this year. Then Brian
Amies, a local VMCC member, stepped forward and offered to organise the
run on behalf of the APMC.
The weather was fair in the
morning and about 20 members
and friends turned out at the
Clifford Arms in Great Haywood.
Machines were ancient to modern
with a Pemberley Morgan style
Three Wheeler to add variety.
All set off on a varied route using

the ‘Drop Off’ system to get all around the
lanes. Unfortunately a few managed to get a
bit lost and arrived back early. Their bonus
was that they missed a light shower.
However, nobody got totally lost and al were
back in time for lunch...
So another great day out, with special
thanks to Brian Amies, seen on the right
on his Honda, for saving the day. I hope he
might join the APMC in the near future.
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As in previous years the run started from the Granville pub, a good meeting
point and provides reasonable food for an after run meal. The day started fine
and dry and stayed that way throughout the day. By 10.15 all those, four, who
had contacted me, arrived. These were the same as last year, cannnot seem to
raise much interest from other members. After a chat I gave a brief account of
the route and area to be covered, so off we went and rode through the villages
of, Bridge, Patricksbourne, Wickambreaux, Ickham, Barham,
Elham,,Stelling, Minnis, and back to the start. Those who know the East Kent
areas will have seen that we rode through some of the prettiest villages in
East Kent.

Over lunch we started to talk about local history. Brian Andrews is a mine of
information on many subjects in the area, and this prompted him to mention a
battle that took place in my village of Dunkirk on 31st May 1838, The Battle
of Bossenden Wood. This raised quite a lot of interest to the point that most
would like to come along to an unveiling event to mark the site, 31st May
next year. There are couple of books about the battle, The Battle of
Bossenden Wood, and The Last Agricultural Uprising.
So as there was considerable interest of things in the past I have already got
next years route planned
so we can take in some of
East Kent’s past to make
for an interesting run.
Richard Mummery.
Thanks to Richard for
carrying on with this event
despite minimal support.
If you are in that area,
please try to support
Richard next year.
How far can you extend a pillion seat?
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LEICESTER LANES RUN 3rd October.
After a week of serious rain the forecast for NLL Run was chilly but dry.
Sadly a few members found flooding on their way to the start - one even
arrived with wet and chilly feet.
We had around 16 bikes including two sidecars with 22 staying for lunch.
Bob Higgs rode in on his wonderful V twin Velocette outfit plus a gaggle of
Velos but slowly the BSA marque boys arrived to out number them ! Most
people managed the route although a BSA outfit (no names...) got
disastrously lost and nearly missed their lunch.

This year’s route was a little less
‘lanes’ than usual to enable us to get
into scenic Charnwood, passing over
Thornton and Swithland reservoirs, by
Rothley Great Central Railway station
and back past the remains of Grace
Dieu Priory.

As usual the Appleby Inn
looked after us well and the
meals were well received
(even the two late ones).
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The sweet menu was a hit, once Spotted Dick was noticed.
Everyone seemed to enjoy the day out, which is great reward and so we look
forward to running it next year.
Chris Chant.
Plenty of photos by Chris Chant and Brian Slack. More in the ‘Supplement’..

CLASSIC MECHANICS
SHOW STAFFORD
October
A couple of photos from Brian
Slack, of our stand at Stafford.

12th September
On the 12th September eight members sat down to dine in the Fox
and Goose, Coombe Bissett before the 'Saunter' through the lanes of
Wiltshire on a thankfully dry afternoon. All the usual 'stalwarts' were
there either on their bikes or, in the case of our furthest traveller Dickie
Dale, by four wheels. Having 'sauntered' through the Chalk Valley,
Fovant, Chilmark, Fonthill Bishop and Tisbury we arrived at Ansty farm
shop and cafe just in time for afternoon tea and cake. Suitably
refreshed we meandered our way back to Coombe Bissett. We'll run
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another
Saunter next
year, a little
earlier on the
3rd September
(provisionally)
when more
support would
be appreciated.
Ian Clarke

When asked about retirement many will trot out the adage that they are as busy as,
or even busier than, when in full time employment. The only difference is that tasks
can be carried out at a more leisurely pace, Certainly, from what he tells, a busy
retirement is the order of the day for Ray Cooper.
Ray was born in America but moved to England (Teignmouth) in 1939. His career
was with Curry's in the days when they sold motorcycles, mopeds, radios and toys,
as well as electrical goods. He retired when the company was taken over by Dixons.
He then got involved with British motorcycles, and is passionate about them. He
first owned a motorbike in 1948. Ray has rebuilt old machines and purchased spares
at auto jumble sales. He says that spare parts are still manufactured for old British
motorcycles back to 1930!
RAY’S STORES
Ray now runs a business
that involves supplying topquality parts and accessories
to fellow enthusiasts, items
such as tyres, spark plugs,
oil filters, oils and greases
and the like, But the story
does not end there.
Ray is also the organiser of
Down Memory Lane - a
body he established that
every two years, brings
together for a hotel weekend, motorcycle riders and enthusiasts. Many of national
and international fame.
This is but a glimpse of Ray's busy and fruitful retirement and long may it flourish.
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Tales of Continental travel in the late 1930’s by Eddie Knight (our
treasurer’s father) and an un-named companion who wrote this first Log
Book.

LOG BOOK 1937

October

Saturday 16th
Made Aachen ok. Both cheerful of passage. Half way choppy. Eddie sick off
Dunkerque. Rough, Eddie gone to the side, also Lancashire lady who is really
ill. Attend to both - result, go off a little myself.
Arrive Ostend. Steak, chips, beer. Feeling better. Make for Ghent. Discover
jolly good Hotel - “Motor Cycle Sports Hotel”. Market below bedroom
window began from five ‘o’clock Sunday morning - dogs, horses, cars and
motor bikes. Kids are playing a game equivalent to “Touchwood” in Wales.
Must remember to mention the roadside conveniences in Belgium - open and
unashamed.
Sunday 17th - Aachen
Ghent to Aachen. Belgian and French customs passed through. Picked up
Tom Robinson (Lancashire
Nurseryman) riding a
Francis Barnett.
Ran out of petrol (essence)
11/2 miles from the nearest
station. Walk to get same.
No English spoken.
St Trond - good feed and
drinks for 14 francs (2/4d).
Soup, spaghetti, chips,
steak, lettuce, bread.
Arrive Aachen and with
help of German boy find hotel. Meet German officer who helps us out very
much. Go dancing Sunday night. Great fun - quick waltzing, plenty of
movement.
Monday 18th - Aachen to Bonn and Bingen
Pick up Jimmy Jones of Manchester. We all travel together. Lunch in Bonn sausages, cold sliced potatoes, brown bread. Tea - bread, cheese, coffee.
Arrive Bingen - Eddie’s clutch breaks. Can’t make garage understand. Leave
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till Tuesday Morgen. Put up at Hotel Goebels on banks of Rhine. Quite good
class place. Lovely beds - huge feather eiderdowns on top.
Vineyards on hills of Rhine - remarkable planting, banked up by walls.
The four of us had a good time at a nearby wine house. Nearly got tight.
Danced and sang “Polly Wolly Doodle” in German.
Tuesday 19th - morning
Served by English speaking waiter. Lovely garden. waiting facilities excellent
in dining room. Got London Nat. on the wireless - too early to get anything.
Amusing myself whilst Eddie and Tom getting clutch mended.
Railway runs in between Hotel and Rhine. Eddie and I raced a passenger train
for a couple of miles yesterday. Quite good fun. The driver took up the spirit
of the thing and put on more steam, but we beat them by doing nearly seventy
miles an hour.
Eddie nearly got into trouble last night. He has fallen in love. All of us have
thick heads this morning after Rhine wine and beer binge last night.
The clutch has been put right, so we are now off to Heidelberg. “Auf
wiedersehen” to Bingen. My hangover is clearing.
Tuesday 19th
Strike out over the
marvellous German roads to
Heidelberg. Roads are
concrete and straight - good
but monotonous. Have
excellent lunch at a hotel.
Charming fraulein serves
us. Eddie fallen in love
again.
Decide to find a guesthouse near Heidelberg. Find one at Leimen, 10 km
away. English speaking son. Change and spend evening at Heidelberg - visit
Castle. Excellent supper at a hotel, Viennese dish. Went back to hotel for last
drink, then back to Leimen. Met Willi Reinig, a German who spoke English
well and who had been to England. Bed at midnight.
Wednesday 20th Heidelberg, Leimen, Freudenstadt
Good breakfast and hospitality at Leimen. Remarkably cheap. Electric light in
all these places. I consider the beer fairly good and the apfelsaft excellent.
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The run today through the Black Forest left me breathless with its beauty.
There seemed to be so much of it that I felt overawed and quite small.
Bathed in stream in valley through forest. Delightful and exhilarating.
Freudenstadt is really lovely, though a tourist town, and so, for us, doesn’t
provide much entertainment. Met two Germans who spoke English fairly
well. Called for drinks and two frauleins.
A pleasant chat, then to our own guesthouse where our Manchester friends
had invited two more English fellows to sup.
We had a happy hour together swapping experiences. Here I must mention
how we always paid for drinks - Germans never offer to pay for anything.
Parting from our Midland friends tomorrow, who are going to Bavaria and
we are making for Ostend, via Strasbourg, which is supposed to be very
lovely.
Thursday 21st - Freudenstadt to Lake Constance and Garmisch
This morning we are loathe to leave on our journey back, so at the last
moment we have decided that we must see a lake, and we are jolly well
going to today.
We are going on 200 miles further, and hoping to make up the time on the
way back when the beauty of the countryside will have considerably
lessened.
I am going to have a sore seat doing this additional mileage but I don’t care
just now. Actually, it means we will have to do 200 miles a day on our
journey back to Ostend. Who cares?
Eddie has just gone to the bank for the last of our money, so we must be
careful.
Today, we are going to see some wonderful scenery and we will spend one
more day and night with our Manchester friends. And we are glad, as one of
them can make himself understood very well in Deutsche.
I have spoken to many Storm Troopers. Very difficult. Some of them speak a
little English, and my German - well!!
Thursday 21st - 12:30 pm
We have reached Garmisch Partenkirchen after the most wonderful ride in
my life through the most beautiful scenery I have ever seen before. I can’t
describe it. Any words of mine would only do injustice. I have seen Lake
Constance in the sun and Bavaria deep down just a sparkle of lights shrouded
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in mist. At one point, I was really taken out of myself. I could only see the
tops of the tress rising out of the mist that looked like a lake in the moonlight.
It wasn’t so good when we rode into it.
One moment riding up, up and up. The next down and down and down. At
Oberammagau, it was magnificent. Huge mountains towering over the
village. Shelter and at times (I should think), forbidding at others.
Here I should note a slight accident which occurred necessitating a stop in the
mountains where the trees rose in the mist. When the machine stopped,
everything perfectly still except for a sound - what was it? Bells were ringing
from the cows, which were grazing in the valley below, and just the sound of
the mountain stream.
Everything was perfect. We have nearly gone over the top several times
when the road bends suddenly.
Rode into the night to leave Garmisch. Stopped at Fussen for a jolly fine
feed. Looked up some people Jim knew and stayed with last year.
Arrived at midnight tired, but happy. Our hosts were good enough to provide
us with coffee and brown bread and home made jam. And so up to bed.
Continued in the next issue.
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International DAILY EXPRESS Trophy Meeting , May 1952
Stirling Moss achieved three victories and a third place at Silverstone,
achieved across four different types of car, on the same day.
For Stirling the 1952 Race of Champions was a one off head to head against
five other drivers, Prince Bira, of Siam, now Thailand, Tony Graze of Australia, Paul Pietsch of Germany, Emmanuel de Graffenried of Switzerland
and Johnny Claes of Belgium. As with the modern day 2009 version, they
all drove identical cars, in this case Jaguar XK120’s in left hand drive reflecting the export drive Jaguar were undertaking in the USA at the time.
Each driver drew ballots for a grid position with Stirling coming from behind a slow starting Prince Bira to go onto to win the short 5 lap race of a 3
mile circuit at Silverstone. “I managed to pull out almost 2 seconds a lap
over de Graffenried to win quite easily” recalls Stirling, winning his fourth
race of the day at an average speed of 78.05mph with a fastest lap of 2 minutes 12 seconds.

This is the centre page of the programme, carefully filled in with the results,
by a young lad, just in his teens. He did and still does, hoard some rubbish.
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Prior to this he had won the Production Sports Car race in a Jaguar C-type,
one of three C-types entered with Tony Rolt and Peter Walker at the wheels
of the other two Jaguars. By the second lap of this 17 lap race of the same 3
mile Silverstone circuit, he had taken the lead, going on to win by 14 seconds
from Reg Parnell driving an Aston Martin DB3.
Stirling’s third Jaguar victory came at the wheel of the portly Mk.VII in the
Touring Car Race, a car described by him as a “drawing room on wheels”,
which nevertheless handled extremely well. “I won easily taking Woodcote
each lap in a huge four wheel drift. I am told that the howling tyres could be
heard well before I came into view” recalled Stirling of the large Jaguar.
This is where the motorcycle connection comes in.
Stirling could have so easily made it a fourth victory in the Formula 3 race on
that day in May had it not been for a nipple that pulled of a brake cable on his
Kieft-Norton 500 double knocker Manx engined, causing the brakes to
stay on. This allowed the rest of the field to pull back the 8 second lead he
had built up in very wet and slippery conditions. He was eventually caught
and finished third behind Stuart Lewis-Evans and Alan Brown.

Stirling Moss
driving his Manx
Norton engined
Kieft
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HAROLD WILLIS
When conversing with my friend Jim, a long-standing West of England M.C.
friend from trials riding in the 1950’s, New Orleans Jazz and motor cycles
creep into our conversation. We have much in common with regard to our
cerebral opinions and requirements – comfort, weight, power where it is used
and needed, riding position, sensible seat height, well silenced – there is no
wise merit in a loud exhaust level. These machines I would describe as ‘Ride
all Day Bikes’ (Like an excursion to Aberdeen, 600 miles in one day with
eight stops for petrol and a hamburger refill at one of those!).
There are two machines made which fit my requirements. Neither available
in the U.K. They are both 250 cc V twins. The Yamaha ‘V Star 250 Raven’
and Suzuki ‘Intruder 250 LC’. Exported to U.S.A., Australia, and South
Africa. I would buy either tomorrow if I could, with, perhaps, an untried
preference for the Suzuki. I don’t have Internet, but do refer to the specs on
Suzuki Australia Yamaha U.S.A. out of interest.
Excess weight was the biggest single factor detracting from every aspect of
performance in a M/C – speed, aerodynamics (mass of surplus weight),
acceleration and braking (creating and retarding kinetic energy), road holding
and suspension (higher centre of gravity and centrifugal ‘throw’ out of
corners), heavier petrol consumption of course. It affects every part of the
mechanics equation in the science of Physics – the effort required to move
weight and it’s mass through height and distance. It is not the top priority
today. I wrote a couple of pages about the great, innovative, lateral thinking
Engineer/Designer/T.T. rider for the Velocette factory through the 1920’s to
1939. Harold Willis. An interesting man.
We discussed the extensive disadvantages of weight and ‘its’ counter effect
on every aspect of performance. * Apart from good Yorkshire ‘nous’ – a
word which they used for centuries to describe inherent talent, common sense
and initiative (and it is now in the O.E.D. – as such!). These are the most
useful, in life, qualities which anyone can possess. You have them (and my
father was born in Wakefield, which says it all!) None of these attributes can
be taught at University. You are born with them or else, never possess them.
* I drifted on from here and will continue – Few ‘designers’ had a necessary
regard for excess weight. Many were not even motor cyclists themselves.
British ‘over the counter’ trials bikes were little different from the road
models of the make. This is where our ingenuity and ‘nous’ came in –
MODS! We only needed two tools – a hacksaw and a welding torch to put
20+ lbs. of surplus iron in the bin, that part of the fun we derived, expecting,
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often with disappointment, to achieve a better result.
Weight. For me, with a lifelong interest in the history of motor cycle
development, there is one stand-out genius of whom many have never heard
– Harold Willis. Look him up, also on the Internet. There must be something.
He was the Wizard of Velocette’s works throughout the 20’s and 30’s until
his untimely death in 1939. A young Naval Officer in WW1, torpedoed and
saved at the Battle of Jutland. He became a Director and Head Designer. He
had his own bench in the workshop. Over it, he placed a large sign for all to
regard – ‘Add Lightness’. He had an
old aeroplane in which he would fly
to his cottage in Wales. He noticed
how well the light suspended wheels
absorbed bumps on landing with
Oleo hydraulic dampers, contacted
Oleo and designed the first true
hydraulic damped swinging arm
rear. Result, Velos wiped up in the
T.T. Team with Wal Handley,
coming 2nd two years running.
Realising the need to adjust his ‘back-side’ position in the races but unable to
do so with a fixed seat, he designed and patented the first ingenious dual-seat
in 1934 for Velo. At this time he also became aware of the handicap of vague
gear selection so he designed the first positive stop foot change. He was the
first to realise, as power outputs climbed rapidly, the important need for
effective exhaust, spent much time developing the unique Velo silencers,
measuring every alteration, achieving maximum power with minimum noise
output.
In the workshop, he became known for not using correct titles when referring
to components – twin O.H.Camshafts were ‘Double Knockers’. Valves were
‘Nails’. Pistons were ‘Corks’. First to use these terms, they became the norm
descriptions. He designed the first adjustable tappets for o.h.v. engines. The
‘Saddle tank’ replacing the ‘Flat tank’ is set over the frame top tube, shaped
for comfort, appearance, capacity – the ‘standard tank’ on all bikes since. On
his early death, the staff of Velocette subscribed to a long, six seat oak bench
in the factory, from where it was rescued as the factory was being demolished
in the late 70’s. It is now outside the pub at Ballaugh Bridge in the Isle of
Man. I read the plaque and sit on it with a pint every time I visit there.
Derek Cheesbrough P2270.
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MORE TALES OF THE LATE KEN BLAKE
I was very sad to learn of the passing of Ken Blake, in the June issue. I first
came to know Ken in the 60’s, when he showed a couple of bikes he had
restored, at a club night of the X.H.G club, One was a flat twin Harley
Davidson, a very unusual machine, restored to Ken’s high standards.
Ken had started a motorcycle business in Ashley Road, Parkstone, Poole, at
the old Whittaker’s cycle shop. A few yards from where Bob Foster, ex
works Velocette, AJS and Moto Guzzi rider, had a large BSA and Triumph
business.
Ken’s place was called ETNA Motorcycles after a unique Tricycle built in
the early 1900’s, and owned by him at some time in the early 60’s. Only the
other day, I came across an article by John Griffith, written in the
‘Motorcycling’ in 1960, featuring Ken and the monstrous ETNA. I wonder
what became of it.
Although Ken had the CZ agency, he sold many other makes. I remember he
had one of the first Honda 550-4s and in 1975, sold my late father a Honda
125S, the first new bike he had ever owned. This bike was used for a couple
of years, then passed on to me when he retired. It served me well for many
years, and I still have it and it runs well.
Running ETNA during the day, he carried on his restoration work during the
evenings and weekends.
In the late 60’s, Ken built up a 500cc Velocette to go racing, setting up the
crankshaft and building the wheels, for me.
In the same period my elder brother had a yen to go Grass Tracking, so Ken
lent him an alcohol fuelled 600cc single cylinder Levis from the 30’s. I think
this was a brutal machine, which had a kickback that made a Velocette seem
a bit whimpish, unless the magneto timing was just right. I remember the rear
wheel had numerous security bolts. On Conford Heath at the back of our
house, the beast would spin the wheel in top gear. My brother never really
got to grips with this Levis, and his grass tracking efforts faded away.
In 1974, I got married and house prices being so high in the South I moved to
Wrexham.
It must be over 40 years since I last saw him. I knew he was still involved in
restoring motorcycling and was featured last year, still riding with Shirley, in
the APMC magazine. With Ken’s passing, the bike restoration world has lost
a real expert.
John Allen P2164
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Most of us will know of Alcock and Brown’s transatlantic flight almost 100
years ago, but did we know he could have been one of us. A true Pioneer
motorcyclist.

Capt. Sir John Alcock, K.B.E., D.S.C.—
Motor Cyclist—Airman.
After living but six months to enjoy honours earned by his great Atlantic
flight, Sir John Alcock, D.S.C., passed away on the 19th Dec 1919, through
severe injuries received in a crash in France. Sir John Alcock was only
twenty-seven years of age—sufficiently old to have been an enthusiastic
motor cyclist before the war, sufficiently young to have that, spirit and
courage which an Atlantic flight demanded.
We were with him but a day or so before he left England on his last flight,
and the topic of conversation was mainly motor cycles and cars. He was a
keen rider of Douglas machines, and was the first to ride an overhead valve
Douglas at Brooklands. Flying was his profession—the self-propelled road
vehicles his hobby. The day he was knighted he journeyed straight to Bristol,
which was entertaining the A.C.U. Committee. Despite the fact that the visit
was unexpected by the municipal authorities, Bristol would have lionised
him, but he would have none of it, and so modest was he that, when the
crowd at Ashton Court Park pressed about him to congratulate him, his
embarrassment was positively painful to see. He had not known that hundreds
were waiting to see him—he had gone to Bristol to escape a civic reception,
and had anticipated a quiet week-end with his friend, Mr. S. L. Bailey, of
Douglas Motors. Of his great achievement he would say nothing—there was
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nothing to say, he would reiterate, and few, indeed, were his friends who
learned details of his flight from U.S.A. to Clifden (Ireland) in 16h. 12m. It
was for this pioneer achievement that he and his companion, Lt. A. Whitten
Brown, were knighted.
During the war Sir John served in
the R.N.A.S., became chief
instructor of the Aeronautic
Squadron, and served on the
Turkish Front. In 1917, while on
a bombing raid, he was forced
down, and remained a prisoner
until Christmas, 1918. He
received the D.S.C. for his
services.
When he crashed, he was flying
to an aircraft exhibition at Paris.
When photographed with his overhead
He encountered fog, and on this
valve Douglas he was in the R.N.A.S.
account flew low, fouling a tree
near Cootevrard, thirty miles from Rouen. He was taken to a military
hospital, where it was found that he had sustained a fractured skull.
With his death passes one more British motor cyclist who has added emphasis
to the fact that the motor cycle breeds courage and that fighting spirit which
characterises the modern young Englishman. That the majority of youths of
to-day are in the motor cycle movement augurs well for the future.
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A COOL CUSTOMER—by Harry Lindsay
The Motor Cycle, 29th March 1962.
There was this chap, waiting for me in the shop in Dublin one day after
lunch. As I walked in, he stretched his hand out and I was greeted like a longlost brother. Within minutes, he went into a line of patter which I reckoned
could have come only from someone who just didn't know, or from someone
so well genned-up that he could afford to be nonchalantly inaccurate.
However, it all boiled down within a very short time to the fact that my
visitor had gone to England two years earlier, ridden in a few events and, as
he said himself, with a knowing wink, done pretty well. The way he said
"pretty well" suggested a stratum where only wins and record laps would be
mentioned, and lower placings ignored.
I became uneasy. This was all leading to something. Then it broke.
“You know Reg Armstrong?” (Reg is the Honda agent in Dublin).
“Yes “(uncommitingly).
“Bob Mac said a Honda would
suit my style."
“You mean a racer?”
He looked hurt. "Naturally."
“You want to buy one?”
"My friend" (I appreciated my
elevation in status), “I’ve got
beyond buying bicycles. Now
they pay me."
I could already see Reg's face.
However, I paused, pensive like,
and managed to say, “They are
very scarce."
"That's the point—you buy Hondas, so you are the one to apply the pressure.
See what I mean? Business is business! “
My mind was already back to a phone conversation with Reg that morning
when I was pleading for an extra Benly to be fitted into our meagre ration. He
put an end to the pause in conversation by tapping me on the shoulder and
assuring me, “I’ll see you right."
“Out of your winnings, no doubt."
“Yep—or out of the retainer."
That boy had no illusions I reflected. I rose, eager to escape, but found escape
wasn't all that easy. Eventually, I had an idea.
"You know Stanley Woods?” (Stanley is a Moto-Guzzi agent).
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Without batting an eyelid he said, “Stanley is a personal friend of mine!
I would have been surprised if he had said anything else but I continued,
"You should go down and see Stanley because I don't think they are using the
vee-eight Guzzi at the moment." Stanley, I knew, was just the man to sort out
this lot.
He looked for just a moment as if he had never heard of the vee-eight but
countered, "The Honda suits my style."
I next saw him; or rather felt him, at a film show, where we could see Bob
Mac dashing around a circuit with a camera tied on somewhere. A face
leaned over from the next row back and murmured in my ear, “He’s a good
lad!" The tone was that of one pleased with a protégé.
On the way out, I took evasive action, but an arm reached out, once again
from behind. The hand to which it was connected held a standard looking
Triumph T100 camshaft. But the voice said, “From the States."
Two weeks passed and on one busy Saturday morning, the apparition
appeared again. I was in no mood for lengthy technical conversation and
approached my new friend entirely in the mood to give rapid dismissal.
"I've bought an Ajay, for grass," was the gambit, " just to keep my hand in."
“I see."
“Was lucky to get a solid-frame one, back on the mainland the boys prefer
them solid."
"Back on the mainland?" I asked. "You speak extraordinarily good English
for a continental!” That appeared to whistle about six feet over his head.
“I’m in trouble," he confessed. I was about to plead that I didn't know any of
the directors of A.M.C. "Yep—I'm in trouble—took the mag off and haven't
got a timing chart."
“Can’t you time it with a pencil or a stick or something?” He'd never done it
that way, and I found I had promised to go around to a lock-up garage at
lunchtime, complete with disc and do the timing.
On arrival at the lock-up I found the door open and the lad himself, in a pair
of gorgeous Italian overalls, tinkering at a very standard very second-hand,
very old three-fifty. The first glance told me I was wasting time putting on a
disc and with no further ado I rested the bike on a petrol tin, took out the plug
and, grasping the rear wheel began to feel for top dead centre. The engine
was a bit too much to pull around by the back wheel with bottom in mesh, so
I tapped the foot change lever a couple of times and found things much easier
in the higher gear. Points right, approx. 3/8in before t.d.c. fully advanced—I
knew that would do him nicely.
All this time he watched me like a hawk and looked mildly surprised when
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the old Ajay started first kick. The following Monday he reappeared at about
9.30 a.m.
‘Your timing wasn't too far out."
‘Good."
‘But you did slip up."
‘Yep?"
‘Yep—I'll give you the symptoms. Good acceleration—good acceleration—
but no top speed. Now sort that out." He beamed as one who already knew
the answer.
"Haven't a clue."
“And you're in the trade! I'll give you the symptoms again! “And he did.
They hadn't changed.
"Well—tell us!”
“I’ll tell you—save you making the same mistake again. You timed it in third
—not top! "

28
THE MAKING OF THE GEORGE FORMBY FILM,
“NO LIMIT”. Part Three.
Continued from September edition.
When I got back to Ballig, 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. I suggested that 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.
Brother Bertie, who hadn’t been with us that day, told me when I got home,
what a fool I’d been to risk injury with this caper so near to the M.G.P. time. I
pointed out to him, I wasn’t as stupid as he was, as I had a good KTT
Velocette and a nice shiny new Panther in the shed. Bertie took the Panther
down to the Salisbury Garage, Fort Street, to have the lighting harness and
silencers removed, and anything else that might help to turn it into a racer. In
order to remove the lighting harness, they had to remove the carburettor slide,
and apparently, it was the same somebody, that forgot to put back the top of
the mixing chamber, the effect being that the throttle was wide open and he
couldn’t start the engine. He asked some of the lads to give him a push, when
it did start; he swept out of Fort Street with his feet trailed out behind him,
like the tail of a comet. He went straight down the wall in Lord Street
opposite the Custom House, where he lay, while the Panther carried on along
and across Lord Street and came to a standstill along the wall of the old car
park. There was quite a bit of arguing in our house at that time as to how
much worse it could have been if
he had gone the other way into
Victoria Street with all those big
glass shop windows. Bertie’s
crash was the last one, although
what happened later at Ballaugh,
you can tell that that was a
miracle. With all these
happenings, Bertie and I missed
a few days and we missed the
hilarious happenings at Ballaugh
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Bridge. Because of delays by traffic, of lack of sunshine, as usual under these
circumstances, people became frustrated and unfortunately one of the staff
passed some remark about the incompetence of the local motorcyclists, still
more unfortunately, Eric Brown, Stanley Woods mechanic, heard him, so
when it became time for a rehearsal he decided when to show them a thing or
two. Until quite recently, the signs at Ballaugh take off, and length of the
jump were adjusted to the length of an Olympic ski jumper. I believe if it
hadn’t been for his style and skill, it was a miracle he didn’t hit the wall of the
house. Poor Monty Banks nearly had apoplexy, he suddenly realised that a
serious accident might bring to a close, his unofficial methods for closing the
roads, and anyway, all went quiet again. I wish I had seen the following scene
Monty Banks ,Mrs Banks, Eric Brown and, George Formby all sitting on the
hedge at Ballaugh and strangest of all George actually playing the ukulele.,
that evening Monty Banks slipped Eric an extra £5 in his pay.
So far, I have said very little about the two professional stuntmen, what sort
of people were they. Well let me read you an extract from a report in the
Sunday Express. Swirl of Death Daredevil band ready to oblige, a group of
Daredevil adventurous young men, five Englishmen and one Irishman have
formed a dare devil band, headed by Rex Kavanagh the film stunter, have
banded together a Squadron of Death to perform stunts for films, adverts,
radio or any other purpose. These young men will risk their lives for any air
or car stunts. They will crash from moving cars or planes, or running cars of
the tops of cliffs, parachuting from blazing planes or coming down in the
ocean, while planes sank under them. There was a tremendous demand for
pilots not afraid to stunt their machines at all heights and willing to double for
famous film stars, whose lives are too precious to risk, said Mr Kavanagh to
the Sunday Express representative. How very true that was, as the Irishman
whose name was O’Hara, was killed in a parachute accident some weeks
later.
Before making No Limit Rex Kavanagh had made a great reputation for
himself, particularly for the two stunts he had just done, in the first by
stepping from the wing of one biplane to another while flying over the Forth
Bridge, all this without a parachute, In the second, he overturned a 4.5 litre
Bentley across a ditch for a scene in Bulldog Grant, and crawled out unhurt.
He described his flying stunt as far easier than a car crash.
Rex did quite a bit when we were testing for the scenes in No Limit, he also
risked quite a bit because of an old injury. He really came back into form
when we were testing for the scenes at Ramsey hairpin, where less
experienced people might have really hurt themselves. One of the best shots
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in No Limit is when he overshot the Hairpin went up the bank and came
down again, like the Tinkler brothers did in an early sidecar TT.
Bob Dench, the other stuntman, was a very reserved type but very competent,
when he was called upon to carry any stunt his first priority was to see that no
harm came to any other person or anybody’s property. No doubt at all he was
cautious, he always tried things out before the cameras were put in place. You
could recognise Dench’s stunt crashes as he always used the B.S.A. with up
swept exhausts, you could see it twice at Ballacraine and again at Ramsey
Hairpin. The next eventful day was in the Grandstand area, we did a bit of
everything there. Monty Banks invited some of the guests from
Cunningham’s Camp, to occupy two or three blocks of the Grandstand, and
naturally, once he got them there he naturally wanted to get through as much
filming as possible. Filming in those days, the equipment wasn’t as
sophisticated as it is today, apart from the cameras, the reflective light was
obtained by putting a battery of silvered screens in all sorts of positions. This
quite often presented a hazard when passing the cameras. While at the
Grandstand that day Dench was doing the stunt of a backward somersault
over the back of the BSA, he rehearsed, just before he did the crash itself, just
in case the bike ran amok and hit anybody. As a result of that, he actually did
his two falls in less than five minutes.
This event was followed by
a session of Florence Desmond on Harry Winters donkey, and it wasn’t a
good day for the donkey, possibly he had a thirst for his beer ration. He got
up to all sorts of antics when he wasn’t needed to give us a show. The famous
tricycle was out on that day, and some clot tried to ride it and buckled the
wheel against the concrete wall of the pits. We had several TT starts and pit
stops to carry out, we also rehearsed the scene where George pushed in to win
the TT by a whisker. Poor old George must have been exhausted by the time
they finalised the shot. Formby and Kavanagh did quite a few runs on the
famous Shuttleworth Special causing quite a few artificial explosions, which
unfortunately, are not used in the film. This was the only day in which Monty
Banks lost his temper, when he saw the tricycle being damaged, and he
almost went berserk, unfortunately, at the same time some joker put a pint
bottle of cherry cider upside down in the side pocket of his trousers, uncorked
of course. Fortunately, Monty Banks’ wife was present, and like Beryl
Formby, she knew just when to step into the breach, and she calmed him
down.
Like every organisation, this one had a social climber, and was on this busy
day that one of ours came unstuck; he had at last been invited to Government
House to meet Sir Montagu Butler that evening. When he got to the hotel
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with only time to bath and change he found the entire English stock of
gosunders, from the hotel, piled ceiling high in his bedroom, and he had move
them one by one till he could get across his room to the wardrobe. By the
time he had finished the job it was time for bed, and no Government House.
Monty Banks often went to Ramsey, and while there, he always took time off
to stuff himself with Stephenson’s meringues, which he declared to be the
best ever, and looking back, one of our visits to Ramsey provided my most
eventful day. Monty decided he wanted to film George round the back of the
monument in Parliament Square, and I was chosen as a likely fronts man, I do
not know quite why, and brother Bertie was to play the part of George. We
rehearsed this and all went well until the actual run, nothing will ever convey
the impression of all the trouble. There is a lot of property in Parliament
Square, and a lot of it is glass. In order to get good close up shots, the
cameraman lay on his tummy on a wooden outrigger, suspended a few inches
from the road, and from the front of the radiator of a Lancia Orlando car. His
chin was tucked in just behind the camera, and this would have been the first
thing hit in the event of an accident. Monty Banks stood up in the passenger
seat during the entire operation. He didn’t signal when we set off from
Bowring road, unfortunately, at the crucial moment on entering Parliament
Square, I got the end of my handlebars tangled in Bertie’s leathers, and as a
result, we got somewhere off the line, unfortunately this doesn’t show up in
the film, nor does the fact that I got so close to the monument that I tore the
straw bales with my footrest. I didn’t think about it at the time but I could
have ended up under cameraman and the Lancia. Fortunately, we got away
with it, and even more
fortunately, the cameraman
kept his camera turning.
When we stopped somewhere
up on Mayhill Monty Banks
leapt out of the car overjoyed,
saying it was much better
than the rehearsal was a great
success, so lets go back and
do it once more boys,
fortunately we were allowed
a brief rest period, and me I
am still taking that rest.
This tale continues in the
March edition
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From Ixion’s column in the “Motor Cycle” of March
1917; is a simple suggestion for a club night
entertainment. Possibly using somebody else machine.
A “SPORTSMAN," writing from H.M.S. Teneraire, suggests a novel motor
cycling pastime for winter evenings. Any number can play, and stakes can be
arranged to suit every pocket. A motor cycle is put on its stand, and started
up. The banker then opens a book on how long the engine will run on full
throttle before it seizes. After each seizure a bucket of water is thrown over
the cylinder, a new plug is fitted, and the bank is put up to auction for a fresh
bout. The wiseacres take particular notice what sparking plug is fitted, as
certain makes melt their points off faster than others. My only comments on
the above war development of motor cycling are that it must be uncommonly
good for trade, and that my engine will not un-seize in response^ to a bucket
of water—a barrel of paraffin is more in its line.
Really bad news on the same page, was that the price was being raised
from ‘1d’ to ‘2d’. That was an increase of 100%.
What else could 2d buy you in those days, can our older members tell us?
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OBITUARIES
Ken Wells P1860) Born from Leiceter. 1934- 2019. In his younger days
he was a keen cyclist and regularly explored his native Leicestershire, leg
power gave way to motorcycling and became his lifelong interest. He never
lost his interest in cycling and always watched TV reports on the Tour de
France, and holidays were often taken in France, motorcycling around parts
of the route..
He joined the RAF to do his National Service. He was stationed at RAF
Syerston as an engineer, where he met Margaret, his future wife. They were
two of the group of people who met at Mallory Park in 1960 where the
foundations the BMF where laid. Over the ensuing decades Ken served the
BMF in many roles, regionally and nationally, Ken and Margaret worked at
Mallory Park for many years at race meetings as well as being involved
with BSA, BMW and Honda owners clubs, Ken was also a member of
Rockingham Forest and Fosse Riders M/C clubs.
Ken introduced me to the APMC for which I will always be grateful. At his
funeral he was described as an "avuncular fellow", the definition being
"kind and friendly towards younger or less experienced people". This
summed Ken up perfectly, he was always happy to offer constructive advice
and guidance to young or learner/novice motorcyclists .
Only 36 hrs before his death, we were discussing next years BMF 60th
Anniversary celebrations and possible candidates to be the next recipient of
the Margaret Wells Award, instigated by Ken in memory of his late wife
and awarded annually to a lady BMF member who has made a significant
contribution to motorcycling. RIP Ken, it was good to know you and be
able to call you a friend.
Mitch Elliott C2322
Ken Boulter P1506 from East Sussex died on 13th October aged 87. He
was born in George Town, British Guyana, his father being manager of a
large sugar plantation and his mother being a Ricardo of Ricardo
Engineering fame. His Grandfather Ralph and Harry Ricardo designed and
built the Dolphin Car.
Ken was a boy soldier and was twice mentioned in Dispatches. Having
trained with the SAS, he flew Auster aeroplanes in the Army Air Corps in
Malaya. He competed for the Army Team on BSA and Matchless
motorcycles, and developed a keen interest in early machines on his return
to England. Scouring old sheds and barns when based at Middle Wallop, he
rebuilt some 40 veterans at the Army's expense including Clyno, Indian and
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Singer bikes. After leaving the Army, he embarked on a property career
building houses in East Sussex, bought, and renovated the Six Bells pub
funded by the sale of all his Veteran motorcycles bar the Triumph. The
Bells became well known as the motorcyclists pub and was decked out
with all kinds of interesting memorabilia and contemporary veteran and
vintage photos. It was used regularly by both two and four wheeled clubs
for their meetings and events.
Ken immersed himself in the Vintage scene preparing and running a grass
track Ariel with quite some success. He competed in the International Six
days Trial and numerous events abroad normally on his veteran as well as
completing around 40 Pioneer Runs. He did the End to End on a pre war
Red Hunter and rode to Cypress and back on an AJS. He was a dedicated
Girder Fork man always referring to those others as" Squidgy forks". He
owned and rode a great variety of Vintage bikes from an OK Supreme to a
KTT Velo, but some of his favourite were the ohv flat tank Nortons in
particular the ex Pat Driscoll LPD1 outfit which had broken 14 World
Speed Records in May 1925 and now resides at Brooklands. He always had
a Veteran, Vintage or Classic car inc. a 1903 Peugeot, Ford Model A and
an Austin 7 Van.
A man of diverse interests, he loved cooking, dabbling in property, and
getting to grips with the latest technology. He was very knowledgeable on
Antiques having run both a stall and Antique shop.
He was an inspiration to many and was happy to share his knowledge and
experience.
He leaves a son Brett, daughter in law Liz and Two Grandsons. He was a
larger than life figure in all respects of the term and I for one will miss him
Frank Mace

CALENDAR OF EVENTS 2020
February

1st/2nd.

Bristol Classic Bike Show. Contact the Chairman.

March 22nd. Sunbeam Club Pioneer Run.
April 7th, APMC Annual General Meeting. Details on page 2.
April, 25/26th, Stafford Classic Motor Cycle Show. Bikes needed,

Contact Ann Davy, Tel 01283 820563 email
p.davy750@btinternet.com
May White Peak Wandering. Details to be finalised
May, South Hants Amble. Details to be finalised
June, Run of Something Strange. Details to be finalised
August, Rugeley Rural Roads Run. Details to be finalised
September 3rd, Salisbury Saunter. Details to be finalised
September, International Canterbury Canter. Details to be finalised
October , North Leicester Lanes Run. Details to be finalised
October 10/11th. Stafford Classic Mechanics Show.. Bikes needed,

