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Red Marley Hill Climb 
 
Far from being the sunny day that had been forecast , Easter Monday started off grey and cold but 
being tough and brave we decided to set off anyway.   As it turned out, the ride there wasn't too 
bad weather-wise. The Tribsa was running nicely and ticked over happily as I pulled my gloves on 
before Jon, Rhys and I set off.  We stopped at Sutton Maddock petrol station to meet up with 
Derek on his lovely new A7.  Some friends of ours had promised to meet us there so we waited 
patiently for almost half an hour before giving up on them.  Myles had already rung us the previous 
night to say he would be unable to come as his B40 was in bits. Jon had the New Hudson on 
standby for Mylesô use but he opted not to come (must have been the cold, couldnôt  have been 
the prospect of 60 miles on 98cc of raw Villiers power!!)   
 
The Tribsa still seemed to be running fine so off we set, with only a few comments about the 
weather sorting out the men (and woman) from the boysé. After that, the Tribsa cut out as soon 
as I stopped at the next couple of junctions.  I didn't worry too much and just concentrated on 
keeping the revs up whenever we had to slow down and we arrived at our destination without any 
further problem, apart from Jon noticing that I no longer had functioning lights (apart from the 
brake light). He also remarked that my back wheel looked very twitchy and I replied that I wished 
he hadn't told me as, knowing my tyres were due for a change, I had been a little lacking in 
confidence on the wet roads when we set off in the morning but after deciding that the tyres were 
actually doing their job quite adequately, I had arrived at Red Marley feeling a lot less concerned. 

 
Like last year, a few bikes were dropped in the carpark (a fairly steep field) and, like last year, I 
was very relieved not to have been one of them! 

 
As usual, we thoroughly enjoyed watching the hill climb although the crowds seemed smaller than 
in previous years, probably because of the dubious weather.  For the last couple of years, the 
event has taken place in gorgeous sunshine but this year we had a mixture of rain, sleet, snow 
and sunshine, with some hail thrown in for good measure after we got home later in the evening.  
At least one stall had cleverly brought along umbrellas to sell and I thought it wise to invest in one. 
I was pleasantly surprised when Tim Britton (of CBG) came over to say hello and to rib me a bit for 
not taking part - as it is a year since he took my photo with the Bantam at the Stafford Show, I 
didn't expect to be recognized.  He was taking part on the CBG Triumph.  I was also looking out 
for a couple of people from the Classic Bike forum.  I've never met either of them before so it is no 
surprise that, without any definite arrangements, I didn't find either of them. I did spot this Tribsa 
belonging to Lucky Rich, from the forum, who was taking part in the hill climb. 
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Red Marley Hill Climb continued 
 
There was the usual entertaining mix of riders of all ages and abilities and an interesting variety of 
bikes heading up the hill, as well as static displays and several stalls to have a look at.  It was also 
good to stroll around and look at all the bikes that were taking part.  The weather was varied too ï 
rain, snow, sleet, wind, bright sunshine.  We congratulated ourselves on being the hardier 
members of the BSAOC ï although I must admit I knew I couldnôt really describe myself as such! 
 
After watching most of the hill climb we decided it would be sensible to set off a little earlier than 
usual, allowing enough time that I wouldn't need to use my lights.  It was a little more effort than 
usual to start the Tribsa but as it had been rained, sleeted and snowed on,  I wasn't too worried. 
The lights were also working again. Then, at the first junction at which we needed to stop, it died 
completely and refused to start and the lights weren't working. The ammeter was hardly moving 
and we found there was no spark, either at the plug or the points. Jon swore at it and told me he 
was never going anywhere with me on that bike ever again. He and Derek eventually bump 
started it with the idea that I should ride it as far as possible without stopping before we called 
Carole Nash recovery.  

 
After bump starting it, Jon realised that the brake switch was draining the battery as the revs 
dropped whenever he touched the brake.  This made sense in view of the problems I had 
experienced on our journey in the morning.  He disconnected the brake switch and rode behind 
me all the way home, to act as my brake light, while I did my best to keep up with Derek and not 
have to stop.  By the time we reached Bridgnorth, I decided I couldn't ride without lights any more, 
as it was starting to get dark, and switched them on.  It was probably another 10 miles to home 
and when we got back and pulled up outside the house, the bike ticked over perfectly.  I turned the 
ignition off, then back on again and it started with the first gentle kick - so the battery had been 
recharging while I rode home.  Jon has withdrawn his threat never to go out with it and me ever 
again and will hopefully never again refer to it as a piece of S**t!  We have since changed to a 
Burlen battery and the problem has not occurred again but, then, I havenôt ridden with my lights on 
since then either. 
 
Hazel 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


