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The Usual Suspects line up  outside the remaining part of the BSA facto ry in Armoury 

Road. Read Arthur õs report for the full story.  

 



 

North Staffs and Birmingham Branch  

Joint Run  

14
th

 September 2008 
  

As myself and Josh (who has now passed his bike test) rode onto the Turf pub car park near 

Cannock, I was delighted to see 12 bikes ready to make the run into Birmingham.   I was 

more than pleased to see that 6 bikes were from the Birmingham branch, they had come to 

join us and help make sure no one got lost on the way.   After a bit of chat and conferring 

with Phil from the Birmingham branch about what route we would take, we set off along the 

A5 onto the A38 into Birmingham to Spitfire Island on the Chester Road, Castle Bromwich. 

The Spitfire Island marks the place where the Spitfire was built; on one side of the road was 

the factory where the planes were assembled (now the Jaguar car production plant).  You can 

still see the RAF emblem embossed in the rainwater gutter catch pots on the factory roof.  

On the other side of the road (now a housing estate) was the airfield where the newly 

completed Spitfires flew from.  

 

 
 

Back on our bikes, we rode across town along the new spine road using the 2 persons per car 

lane to Morrisonôs supermarket on the Coventry Road. There, imbedded in the pavement at 

Morrisonôs, is a plaque to commemorate what the area is famous for, which happens to be 

the BSA factory. The plaque, in the shape of a wheel is embossed with facts and figures 

e.g.  How many bikes and guns were produced and what parts and tools were used to 

produce them.  

We then spent some time finding the different parts of bikes and some of the tools we all use 

and still own. We all took pictures of the plaque (and each others feet)!! Taking one last look 

to see if we had missed anything we got back on our bikes. 

 



 
 

The remains of the BSA factory are some 2 miles further on down the Coventry Road in 

Armoury Road. We lined all the bikes up in front of the BSA sign which is on the wall of the 

only remaining building, which is still used to produce BSA rifles. 

 

A group picture was taken, then individual pictures taken with their bike to send off to the 

BSAOC for their certificate. Miles and Josh were then seen disappearing around the back of 

the factory, only to reappear clutching genuine reject rifle parts from the bins!! 
 

After finishing with pictures and souvenirs safely stowed away, we set off for our next stop 

which was the Birmingham branch meeting place, the Blue Bell pub Earlswood.  This part of 

the ride was along the busy A34 Stratford Road, with its many traffic lights and islands 

however with the help of the Birmingham lads we all arrived at the Blue Bell together to a 

warm welcome from the rest of the branch members. We all had refreshments - some even 

had a full blown carvery lunch, (hard work this biking)! 
 

It was nice to see a variety of bikes on the car park as well as BSAôs so much comparing of 

bikes and chat took place before we said our thanks to the Birmingham branch members for 

their hospitality, help and the pleasure of their company on the ride. 

 

We threw our legs and for some, their full bellyôs, over our bikes kicked them over (or in 

Joshôs case pushed the button) to roar them into life. 



We rode along urban roads and lanes avoiding the M42 motorway, through Dorridge and 

Knowle to Balsall Common using fast main roads to clear the engines after the stopping and 

starting through Birmingham. 

 
Our final destination was the National Memorial Arboretum near Lichfield.  This is the home 

of the Armed Forces Memorial which was opened in 2007.  It is a striking and emotive 

memorial and is quickly assuming national significance.  It gives recognition and thanks for 

those who have died whilst on duty or as a result of terrorist action since the Second World 

War and acknowledges the enduring sacrifice of those who mourn the loss.  After partaking 

of more refreshments we took a very informative and interesting walk around the Arboretum 

before paying the inevitable visit to the loo before getting back on the bikes.  We then 

headed across to Rugeley to the A51, where we split up and made our separate ways home. 

 

I would like to think that everyone had an enjoyable days ride out, on what turned out to be a 

nice warm sunny day.  It was a ride with a difference - no scenic rolling country side with 

cows in the fields or mountains.  None of that, instead we had the urban sprawl of 

Birmingham with its sights, smells, diverse cultures, traffic lights and BSA related 

landmarks. 

 

We at North Staffs would like to thank Phil and his merry men, for their help on the run and 

hospitality at the Blue Bell.  We hope that sometime next year we can organise yet another 

joint run out. 

ARTHUR. 

  



International Rally ð Isle of Man  

 

 
 

 

Isle of Man 2008.  

My First International  
 

I was looking forward to my first International although I was a little nervous.  I wasnõt sure 

whether the A65 would even get me there!  I donõt like taking the bikes on a motorway 

despite being told òjust sit in the inside lane at 50mph, youõll be okó so I had sorted out my 

routes using main roads only.  

The due day (Friday) arrived and, having packed the bike the night before, I set of f  through 

Cheshire to Chester and on, through the Mersey Tunnel to Liverpool.  I st alled the bike twice , 

the second time being at the toll booths at the start of the tunnel.  Whilst I was restarting 

someone on a modern bike asked if I was ok, and then where was I going.  He told me that 

part way through the tunnel I should branch off to th e left, and once on the move he stuck 

with me to make sure. Plenty of camaraderie!  

 

There w ere  a number of N orth  Staffs members travelling on the same ferry and on arriving 

at Douglas I tried to follow them to the camp site (despite the A65 stopping at every o ther 

junction!) Eventually arriving at Glen Lough we pitched tents near others who had travelled 

on Thursday. Others arrived on the next few days.   By this time it started raining ð almost 



non stop for two or three days.   On Sunday morning there was the offi cial opening in the 

ginormous marquee and in the afternoon a ride out to Port Erin.   I was a couple of minutes 

behind the leaders who missed the turn we were supposed to take.  When reaching a turn 

signposted Castletown , one rider and I turned left leaving t hree German registered bikes 

discussing amongst themselves.   I never saw the other bike again!   At a crossroads I was 

about to turn the wrong way when a Marshal and a few more bikes appeared so I followed 

them and eventually arrived in Port Erin.  
 

 
 

On Monday there was the big ride for the record attempt.  We set off via Douglas and lined 

up alongside the tram line to get us all together.  Needless to say the A65 played up starting 

again!! However, it did finally start and we made it to Laxey for the line up on t he Washing 

Floors next to the small water wheel.  281 BSA s were counted (Including Kay who was 

pleased to be the 1) . 

 

 On Tuesday it was proposed to ride a full lap of the TT course.   Weather conditions put paid 

to that since part of the Mountain Section was c losed.  I was unable to join in anyway since 

my bike went on strike.  When the others arrived back Myles sent me out on his B40 whilst 

he drained the float bowl of water.  He also tried a little more fettling to stop it stalling so 

easily. Thanks, Myles. 

 



I we nt out on Wednesday to try the A65 again and, although it was a bit better, it was still 

coughing and spluttering.   In time , Myles again drained the float bowl.  
 

The ride out on Thursday was supposed to be along the TT course to the A. R. E. museum.  

We had not gone far when we found that the road was closed due to a bad accident.  Yet 

another diversion. Arriving at the museum there was a good line up on the lawn and the 

museum was open for us. 

 
  

 
 

 

On finally leaving I decided to follow the TT course via Ramsey and  the Mountain Section.   

By this time the A65 seemed to be running well ð lulling me into a false sense of security.    

Near The Bungalow it suddenly stopped.  It was obvious that Iõd still got power and there 

was fuel in the tank.  However, the throttle felt pec uliar and investigation showed that the 

nipple had dropped off.    I was in the process of jury rigging it when another rider pulled up 

and asked if Iõd got a problem.  He then said òIõve got one of them in my bagó and gave it to 

me. Thanks to Twin Towns John.   After that the bike ran fine and when I got back to site I 

sorted out one of my spares for TT John . 

 

On Friday I avoided Jurby Junk but rode to Ramsey for the line up there.   Arriving back at 

the site later on Myles reappeared looking very white.  Heõd taken the B40 plus trailer 

around the course with a view to getting all three wheels off the ground at a certain Bridge.  

When the photographer had failed to capture the deed it had to be done again ð and, I think, 

a third time!  



 

 
 

Saturday dawned and time to pac k up.  I was booked on the 2:15 ferry and was riding from 

Liverpool to visit my cousin in the Lake District.   On arrival at the ferry terminal we were 

told that the sea was too rough and solo motorcycles were not being allowed on board.   We 

would be allowed on the 5:45 ferry.  As a sop to calm us down we were given a free drink of 

what purported to be tea or coffee ð but it could have been anything.   We boarded the later 

ferry for the crossing and had to make a diversion to find calmer waters.  I rode off the 

fer ry at 9:00 p.m.  

 

My plans to ride cross country turned out to be impossible in the dark so I picked up the 

motorway from Liverpool to the M6 and then used the M6 to Windermere.  I then had to be 

helped off the bike!  The motorway journey had turned out far better than I anticipated so 

I came home on Tuesday morning using the M6 all the way.  

 

I know that Iõve only talked about runs and not mentioned food, music, the bar or the muddy 

quagmire at the entrance to the site. They, in their turn, were all memorable  and everything 

put together led to a very, very enjoyable rally. The organisers ought to be given medals!   I 

know that there have been letters and articles in òThe Staró and I can not better them 

 

Steve Share  

 



BSA XO  

 

In  the last newsletter, I mentioned that I was expecting to borrow a 1936 BSA XO to ride in 

the VMCC Levis Trial.  Unfortunately, the Levis Trial had to be cancelled because there was 

extensive flooding on a lot  of the course a week before the event.  At this point, I hadn õt 

even seen the XO.  Then  came an offer to borrow the bike for another VMCC run ð not the 

sort of offer you can turn down, I think!  

 

We went to collect the bike from it õs owner and I instantly loved the look of it.  Rigid frame, 

girder forks, sprung seat ð lovely!  It õs not in original condition, the tank is from a larger BSA, 

the gearbox is C11 and it  has been converted from hand change to foot change.  Because of 

the position of the footpegs, the gear change is actually behind the footpeg.  The owner 

showed us how to check and adjust the valve clearances ð now, there õs a nice simple job I can 

get my  head round, I thought.  Then it was time to start it, again this was a simple task, so I 

was soon trying it out up the road.  On a busy, unfamiliar road this was a little intimidating 

especially when, as I reached the b row of the hill, a taxi driver appea red on my side of the 

road, heading towards me and just stopped there.  With fairly feeble brakes, I had no choice 

but to take the chance of swinging round the prat and  on to the side of the road HE should 

have been on.  Luckily, there was nothing coming !  I turned around at the roundabout and 

headed back to my starting point ð this was not a good place to familiarise myself with the 

bike but I õd ridden it enough to know I wanted to get used to it so I was keen to get back to 

Telford and test it on some  familiar roads.  The owner was quite pleased to have seen it 

ridden ð it õs always interesting to see someone else riding your bike.  We loaded it into the 

Postman Pat van (it fitted very nicely too) and headed for home.  

 

 
 

Once home, we unloaded it and headed out for a blat around the Ironbridge area, me on the 

XO and Jon on the Sunbeam he was borrowing.  We stopped in Ironbridge and  the bikes 

attracted lots of interest ð enough that I feared we might not get away for more riding.  



Fortunately, we managed to escape and I had soon decided that the little bike was one of the 

most enjoyable bikes I õve ever ridden.  

 

The next day we set off for Bridgnorth for a VMCC Severn Valley run.  On the way I noticed 

the bike running a bit roughly every now and then and realised that the choke lever was 

vibrating itself o n.  Trying to tighten it up just made the advance/retard lever impossible to 

move while the clutch lever still moved too freely, so I remedied the problem with judicious 

use of good old cable ties attached to the route -roller.  I love route -rollers ð on t he VMCC 

runs, we all get written directions and everyone gets to follow the route at their own pace.  

On the smallest bike there, I thought this was a good idea so I was really pleased when we 

caught up with and even passed some people who had set off soon er than us.  The little BSA 

was great fun on the bendy country roads and I felt very confident on the bends but hills 

slowed it down a bit and I sometimes needed to change down to 1 st  gear, but it never felt as 

if it was struggling.  Jon was following me o n the Sunbeam and waved some of the modern 

(50s and 60s bikes!) quicker bikes past  but they all sat behind me and I was worried I was 

holding them up.  When we got to the lunch stop, however, several of them remarked how 

impressed they were with how quickl y we were going and said they wouldn õt have been able to 

go quicker on those roads.  Needless to say, I was very pleased about that ð anyone who has 

ever followed me will understand when I say that h as never been said to me bef ore! They 

were surprised to hear it was only a 150cc engine.  

 

 
 

Sadly, after this things went downhill......the XO had a couple of phases of not running very 

well, then picking up again and running nicely.  When we reached a long, steep hil l, it didn õt 


