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The BSAOC stand at the Stafford Show in April 

 

 



Stafford Show -  25,26,27 April 2008  
(or the mis -adventures of Colin Podmore,  in which Colin falls mysteriously ill...)  

 
I not only managed to get the day off on the Friday of the Stafford Show but was also able to 

borrow the works Van, most welcome following the unfortunate demise of the faithful Transit Van.  

We loaded the BSA Go lden Wings ladies bicycle (exact year unknown) and Jonõs New Hudson into the 

van and set off for the show.  We arrived fairly early in the afternoon which meant there was no 

stand to help put up so we were able to watch all the bikes being ridden or pushed  into the hall ð 

there was very little that you wouldnõt think òHmm, I wouldnõt mind one of those....ó so it was a most 

entertaining way to pass the afternoon.  Eventually, the components of the stand arrived so everyone 

got stuck in laying carpet tiles, a ssembling the gazebo and fitting the lights etc  and at last 

everything was in its place and we could stand back and admire the impressive display of BSA 

motorcycles (and bicycle!).  There was still time to look around before we had to load Colin Põs lovely 

trials C15 into the van to take it home for safe keeping.  He bravely offered me a ride and I 

cautiously pootled up the car park and back before handing it over to Jon who was more adventurous 

and tried riding up and down the grass banks.  I think it is f air to say we were both very taken with 

it!  

 
 
We popped in for a quick drink,  burger and a chat at the Railway Inn before heading for home for a 

restful evening and a good nights sleep, leaving the hardier BSAOC members to camp outside the pub.  

 
The next day, we werenõt up quite as early as planned and spent a while in the queue of traffic waiting 

to get in and didnõt arrive until late morning.  We had bought Colinõs C15 back as he was hoping to ask 

the Dirt Bike demo boys if they would try it out but disa ppointingly the trials demo didnõt seem to be 

happening this year.  Colin sent us off to ride it around a bit and it seemed churlish to refuse  ð so we  

 



Stafford Show -  25,26,27 April 2008 continued 
 

thoroughly enjoyed a quick blat around the parking field  and fell even more in love with the bike, 

before loading it back into the van to keep it safe.   We then  had various people to meet, some to give 

us bike bits and others to deliver bike bits to ð including a Morini frame that we had to carry from 

the far e nd of the field to the showground and up the stairs to its new owner on the Morini stand.  

This was very hot work and we were forced to have a refreshing restorative drink from the bar!   

Just being at the show on Saturday was hard work at times, simply bec ause it was so busy.  The BSA 

owners working hard on the stand obviously thought so because that evening many of them required 

huge quantities of restorative drink at the Railway Inn.  Judging by the (late!) appearance of Colin P 

and the non-appearance of Myles the next day, the restorative drinks were not as restorative as one 

might have hoped.  I understand a good time was had by all on Saturday night although I was hoping 

for more gossip for inclusion in this newsletter......  

 
 
A fine collection of Bantams on the Bantam Club stand for their anniversary 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 



Stafford Show -  25,26,27 April 2008 continued 
 

Jon and I missed out on these frivolities by going home for a sleep again but we were back at the 

show bright and early on Sunday morning and were ab le to get the BSAOC stand open for business ð 

or a least we able to chat to people and ask them to come back later for useful advise and raffle 

tickets!  Colin bravely struggled in with the raffle tickets although he soon had to leave and catch up 

on some much needed sleep ð I think he was too òtiredó to even think straight!  By now Arthur, Tom, 

Craig and Adam had arrived too so we had some expert hands on the stand by the time things were 

getting busy.  We set off for a wander around and some bargain hunti ng, Jon was hoping to buy some 

para boots but unfortunately as we were headed for the appropriate stand, which was outdoors, it 

chucked it down with rain and the stall -holder had packed up and fled by the time we got there.  Still, 

the weather cleared up a nd there were other bargains to be had and lots of interesting bits and 

pieces to poke around at.  

 
 
Finally, it was time to pack the stand away then Jon and I went to fetch Colinõs C15 to reluctantly 

give it back to him.  I got to ride it up from the van to the main hall and lost count of the number of 

favourable comments that were being made about it.  Colin might not have got the hoped -for opinion 

of the trials demo boys but many other people were very impressed with the bike.  

As usual, the Stafford Show  was a very enjoyable weekend and, as usual, I came away with some 

bargains I really hadnõt planned on ð including yet another BSA bicycle....Oh, and a Triumph jacket ð 

sorry!  

 

Hazel  

 



British Bike Run 11 May 2008  
(or the mis -adventures of Colin Podmore, i n which Colin gets  mysteriously lost ...) 

 

This was the 2 1st such run organised by Mick Lively and there was a very good turnout and the 

weather, contrary to the forecast, was fine and sunny.  Participants met up in Newport High Street 

and there was a chanc e to admire all the bikes and chat to their owners while the route sheets were 

handed out.  Mick aims for the average speed to be 45 -55mph and the planned route took in plenty of 

quiet roads appropriate for these speeds and making it possible to keep a fai rly large group of riders 

together.  Our first stop was Hirnant en-route to Lake Vyrnwy to call in and say hello to friends of 

Mickõs who had been very helpful in planning the route for the day; we then continued to Lake Vyrnwy 

where we stopped for long en ough to enjoy a leisurely lunch.  Colin P was having trouble with his bike 

and had to spend some time fiddling around with coils, plugs etc trying to resolve an intermittent 

problem ð arenõt they always frustrating?  

 
Unsure whether the problem was fully c ured, Colin nevertheless decided to persevere with the trip 

and in spite of a few hiccups on the way, was able to complete the run.  

 

After the stop at Lake Vyrnwy, a few people headed for home ð some unfortunates had to go to work 

later on and didnõt have time to carry on.  The majority carried on, however, and the planned route 

took us up a narrow road at the end of the lake, until we were looking down the steep hill that takes 

you down to Dinas-Mawdwyy.  I donõt like roads with steep drops at the side so rather than go down 

as part of a large group, Jon and I set off ahead so I didnõt have to think about what anyone else was 

doing, and this made for a more relaxing ride down.  We went through Dinas -Mawdwyy, where the 

police officers smiled at me ð not the welcome you are led to expect from police in Wales but I think 

we can blame the gutter press of motorcycling for that (Iõm thinking of MCN, here) ð as I rode past.  



We waited at the next petrol -stop for the rest of the group  and the same police officers tu rned up 

and said hello.  Shortly afterwards, I realised I had forgotten to tax the Tribsa but fortunately the 

police didnõt seem remotely interested in the possible minor misdemeanours of the owner of a small 

1960s motorcycle.   

 

We set off in the directio n of Llanfair -Caereinion for a tea -break at the railway station on the 

Welshpool & Llanfair Light Railway line, then noticed that Derek, Roger, Myles and Colin were missing 

again.  We realised there was little point in going back for them òIf Myles canõt fix it, we certainly 

canõtó so tucked into a nice cake and a hot drink.  Soon, we were pleasantly surprised to see the 

missing four riding into the car park ð we should have realised that the promise of cake would ensure 

their arrival!  After a relaxing ref reshment break, we were heading back for Shropshire, mostly on 

scenic roads but with a short and not -very -enjoyable spell on the dual carriageway around 

Shrewsbury.  We followed the old A5 back to Telford and then headed for Newport completing a loop 

back to the starting point.  While at the railway station, we had agreed with Colin to go for a drink at 

the Swan at Forton so when he didnõt turn up in Newport we assumed he had headed straight for the 

pub.  On arrival at the pub, there was no sign of him so we thought perhaps he had decided to head 

straight for home.  After we had been there a while though, who should turn up but Colin!  After 

some confusion at one of the many roundabouts  (we are not sure which one) , where a Norton rider 

had caused Colin to ta ke the wrong turning, our intrepid adventurer had headed off on an impromptu 

lone tour of Telford (a confusing mass of roundabouts, it must be said) but had managed to escape 

and find his way to the Swan for a well -deserved drink.  I donõt believe that his sight -seeing 

excursion around Telford has given him any urge to return for a re -visit however....  

 

 
 
Shiny, pretty thing.... 

 

 



West Midlands Royal Enfield Open Day and Italian Day at Stone  

18 May 2008  

 

West Midlands Royal Enfield is a fairly new business  t hat has opened up on Battlefield, Shrewsbury.  

Jon and I had ridden over there when he was first due to open a few months ago and, although he was 

still setting up, the proprietor still invited us in for a drink and a chat about the bikes ð so, when we 

saw the Open Day advertised we wanted to show some support for him, for local business and because 

it sounded like a good day out.  Tony Rutter was there as a special guest and Jim Reynolds was there 

as compere.  Jon. Myles and I rode the scenic route along  the old A5 to Battlefield and when we 

arrived there was already a good turnout of bikes, mainly Enfields of course, although I have never 

seen so many Enfields in one place at one time.  

 
 

  Iõve always liked the Trials style Enfield and was quite keen to try one for size, particularly since I 

had decided it was time for a change from the W650.  I had a sit on the 500cc model in the 

showroom but it was going to cost more than I could afford so we asked how well the cheaper 350cc 

model compared ð only to b e handed the keys for a bike that had already been sold to a customer.  As 

Jon already has a 500cc, I suggested it made more sense for him to try it out first.  He came back 

favourably impressed ð the little 350 had been well looked after and Jon thought i t compared well 

with his own bike.  I was persuaded to try the bike myself and although there were offers to start it 

for me, I wanted to start it myself.  I didnõt have too much success ð and someone nearby, an older 

chap a bit shorter than me, started gi ving me tips on how to start the bike.  He then proceeded to 

start it for me ð except it still didnõt want to play.  I must confess, this made me feel a bit better!  

After several kicks, the bike finally started so I thanked my new friend  and set off on my  test ride ð 

I was very impressed with the little bike, it was much smoother and quicker than I expected and I 

could imagine myself owning one.  Soon after parking the bike and returning the keys, it was time for 

Tony Rutter to take out the Sportsman versi on of the Bullet ð this is when I realised that the kind 

man who had helped me start the bike was actually Tony Rutter!  The Sportsman looked quite a tall 

bike and TR was on his toes when having to manoeuvre it around but he shot off down the road and 



disappeared for quite a while, presumably giving it a bit of a handful around the industrial estate, as 

every now and then I could hear the roar of a big single having fun!  Apparently, Tony Rutter rides an 

Enfield Bullet Classic so had a genuine interest in b eing at the open day.  

 
Tony Rutter about to set off on his ñtestò ride 

 

A bit later, Jim Reynolds (of Classic Bike Guide) asked for my name and phone number.  We have seen 

him a few times  at various events (Severn Valley Railway day etc)  over the last fe w months and he 

has commented on the little Tribsa.  He said he had taken some photos and was going to send them to 

his editor and ask if he could do a feature on my bike.  He commented that he was òbored of 

featuring shiny Triumphsó.  I think that was a sort of compliment........ As yet,  I havenõt heard from 

him but, in case he does want to ride it, I am planning to get the front brake working a bit better (I 

would hate to cause headlines in CBG saying òneglected front brake on Tribsa causes demise of 

respected motorcycle journalistó) and cure some of the oil leaks ð things I wanted to do anyway but it 

is good to have an extra incentive!  

 
 

 

 



After spending a few hours at the Enfield day, we decided to check out the Italian Day at Stone.  

The weather had tu rned out much better than expected, so it would be a nice ride anyway.  When we 

arrived, we rode all the way around the car park and sneaked in at the back of the field ð perhaps no-

one would notice that our bikes werenõt Italian exotica......We were spotted, but only by some bikers 

who were on their way home so we got away with it.  There were a lot more Italian cars than bikes 

but the fact that some of them were Fiat 500s pleased me.  

 

We bumped into Phil who had ridden to the event on his Morini and was evidently enjoying himself.   

Apart from the bigger, more modern Ducatis in the car park there was a display of beautiful small 

Italian motorcycles and mopeds and we spent a while admiring them.  

 

We then went to browse the stalls selling Italian wines and  food but resisted the wine and bought 

some spicy sausages instead, then went for a stroll around the display of cars , before returning to 

our bikes and setting off on the ride for home.  

 

 

Hazel 

 



VMCC Training Day, 26 May 2008  

 

Jon and I had been looking f orward to this event for quite a while.  It takes place at Curborough 

Sprint circuit near Lichfield and the idea is that VMCC members with vintage bikes bring them along 

for the day and bravely and generously allow people theyõve never met before to try out their 

machines.  As well as full VMCC members, non -members can come along and pay a nominal fee to 

become a day member but you do have to book early ð it is usually advertised in the well known 

magazines for classic bikes.  I was quite worried beforehand  about the prospect of riding someone 

elses bike with different controls to those I am used to ð such as lever throttle and hand gear 

change and all those extra levers peculiar to vintage machinery.  My first ride was on a 1943 James, 

with a Villiers engin e and three -speed hand change.  This was such a sweet, friendly little bike  that I 

soon felt comfortable riding around the track  and would happily have ridden for more than the four 

laps allocated to each person.  Jon was far braver though and took his fir st ride on a Ner -a-Car! 

 
In all, I rode eleven different bikes during the day and Jon rode fourteen or fifteen.  While I most 

wanted to ride the BSAs ð a military M20 and a couple of Slopers ð I have to confess they werenõt my 

favourites.  Among the men w ho were riding (everyone else but me!), the general consensus was that 

they felt really comfortable with the BSAs and this showed in the way they were leaning them around 

the bends on the circuit.  The M20 had a beautifully precise gear box ( in spite of w arnings to the 

contrary from the owner) and lots of òfeeló at the clutch, which was brilliant when strong gusts of 

wind blew lots of branches across the track and I was holding it in first gear, barely moving, while the 

marshalls were clearing the track ð it just felt too big, but nothing that a bit of tweaking the 

handlebars and seat wouldnõt have cured.  My favourite bike, and one that I would happily have ridden 

off the track and all the way home and kept forever was a 250cc Rudge Whitworth, with a grip -



throttle and hand gear change, rigid frame and girder forks.  It started incredibly easily and was 

really confidence inspiring.  I even overt ook people when riding this one and couldnõt stop smiling ð 

t he marshall turned a blind eye and let me get an extra  lap in! 

 

Another favourite was a 250cc AJS with lever throttle and hand gear change and I found that the 

lever throttle really made sense as you could òsetó it in position while you let go to change gear, 

something you canõt do with a grip-throttle.  The  owner told me I probably wouldnõt get into 3rd  as 

òmost people havenõt needed it on this trackó so I just had to try and found that by accelerating 

quickly out of the bend at the far end of the track I could easily get into third and blast up the 

straigh t before slowing down for the Start/Finish point . 

 

 

 


