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Once again it is time to introduce yet another "Journal' and it
rather struck me that since this is the fifth version it could be
deemed, tenuously, to be a "Celebration Issue". 1 do hope so0
besides..... Ican't wait another 5 or 20 years! The cover is
obviously the best way to draw attention to this fact, but how? To
have "Celebration Issue'' stamped at an angle across the cover seemed
the most obvious, but just a bit unsubtle. I decided to stretch the
budget, ever so slightly, by picking out the lettering in a separate.
colour. -1 feel that it is an improvement, what do you think? Most
c¢lub magazines have at least two colours on their covers, and it's a
shame that we haven't got the finances to do it on a regular basis.
I'm afraid that it is going to be a boring old black for the next
four issues. Whilst still on thé subject of the cover, most people
felt that the glossy card of Journal No. 3 kept a lot cleaner than
the matt ones, so 1 have returned to this.

1 must now, express my ''thanks" to those of you who have contributed
towards this journal with various articles etc. T know just how
difficult it is facing a blank piece of paper and just thinking of an
opening statement is creatively stretching no matter what the subject
matter is. After last years problems, Beverly and John Wallis

rushed out to buy a type writer for the sole purpose of producing

the journal, with the result that Beverly has typed the vast

majority of it. Thankyou very much for an excellent job Beverly.

I must also use this space to thank Maureen Dixon who has re-typeset
the committee page at a moments notice.

On a sad note, lan Cave who has just had his T.S. beautifully restored
by "New Weld'" of Chertsey, hag had to have a heart by-pass operation
which he is now recovering from. I'm sure that everyone will join
me in wishing lan a speedy recovery and our thanks must go to him
for all his help in the production of our indoor exhibition displays.

The name "New Weld" is bound to crop up more and more in the future,
not just because they have handled no less than six Borgwards in the
last few months but for their willingness to do restoration work,
accident damage and general welding to an extremely high standard.
They have just done a phenomenal restoration job on John and Beverly's
'59" Coupe "'PO" and with John's help have easily produced the best
condition Borgward in the country.



Finally, at the last A.G.M. Robert Richmond-Jones stepped down from
his job as Secretary, so 1 must use this opportunity to thank him
for all his hard work over the years. Quite honestly, without
Robert there would be no Borgward Drivers' Club and the committee
realising this was sufficiently aggrieved to think of a less
demanding task such as P.R. Officer, rather than see him go. Being
the Secretary is an extremely time consuming job and I wish David
Stride the best of luck in taking on the unenviable position, which
he has so far done extremely well. Thank's once again Robert for
the marvellous job you've done.

Letters to the Editor should be addressed to:

Nicholas Driscoll,
Lavender Cottage,
Hookstone Green,
West End,

Woking,

Surrey.

THE THOROUGHBRED AND CLASSIC CAR SHOW
at the National Exhibition Centre, Birmingham

May 1984

Following months of build up yours truly, having been involved in house
building, was in some great difficulty in having no garage. Anyhow,
having good weather helped me to be able to get NPJ ready for the show
and also helped by my good friend Bob Dicker whose drive way I was able
to use to that end.

People imagine Birmingham to be "the stinking midlands" which from what
I have seen of Walsall, Meridan and Kenilworth seem to be a totally

un just description and in fact there is quite a large area which is
being designated "green belt".

For those who havn't been, the National Exhibition Centre (NEC) is off

the M42 and is extremely easy to reach and therefore after a leisurely

run up from Poole to Cheltenham where I spent the night and thereafter
through the Vale of Evesham to Stratford-upon-Avon, I arrived at the Centre
and met Nick Driscoll who had already arrived in OKY, The Exhibition
Centre itself is an enormous complex with various "hanger like rooms" off
the main entrance. The show was to be in room & and when 1 arrived as
there was little or no traffic about I felt rather lost in this vast

area which would eventually be filled with enthusiastic motorists and

their vehicles.

Once the stand was set up I was able to park NPJ and rid it of the collection
of dead insects and dust and bring the vehicle up to a reasonable standard
(talking of which some of the cars on display were better, in my opinion,
than when they were new). Jim Flynn had already brought his little Lloyd
LP600 to the Exhibition Centre and I was able to give it a quick clean to
assist him as he was committed to working that day himself,

George Sinclair turned up at approximately 6pm with the Club regalia (lan
Cave must be congratulated and thanked for all his hard work in the making
of the frames so beautifully upon which we were able to hang various
photographs of cars, the factory and other interesting items).

We all left at Bpm and I was put up by Jim Flynn's mother and was very
comfortable, We all had a meal together and went out for a drink in
one of the local Hostelries.

Day 2, back to the NEC early and by this time David Stride and his brother
Toby had also arrived and we were all able to put the finishing touches to
our stand and then 10 o'clock came and "we were on", the doors opened and
the public flocked in.

Reaction of the public was varied from total mistification to the knowing
glance saying "I remember those when they were new". Many who had a close
look at the vehicles were surprised at their size in relation to the
diminuative 1500 cc engine and the internal space that was offerred for
the passengers.  For my part, I took the opportunity of wondering around
as the Club's self styled PR man; talking to other Club Exhibitors and
found them to be a very friendly and enthusiastic gathering of people.
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The cars displayed ranged from the very valuable Rolls Royce's to various
types of Micro Car, most vehicles were in superb order with the exception
of a very specially built Daimler invalid limosene which had been specially
designed and indeed was unique, llowever, its condition was such that it
required very thorough and expensive rebuild and indeed it was the most
expensive car al Lhe 1948 Farl's Court Motor Show,

I'also met a chap with a Steyr-Puch 650TR IT (this was a Fiat 500 lookalike
but with a flat twin air cooled engine which produced a car with Mini Cooper
type perflormance). Another chap 1 met had been interested in the Borgward
and also had a Lancia Aurelia, I also met a lady from Coalville who owned
a Goliath GI' 700K and se it went on - it was really a very small world.

Day 3 (rhe Sunday) the weather was cold but otherwise dry and there was a
bipgger crowd but it was never so choc-a-block as to make things a squash,

Rl Miller and Peter Crove, lan Cave and Mr, and Mrs. Driscoll, John and
Beverl y Wallis all came to give the Club support and it was also pleasing
to meet a German member who had come over to the show and he was so over joyed
at the sight of all the vehicles he was proposing to suggest it to the people
in the area where he comes from because apparently such shows do not occur in
Furope.

Towards the evening there was the presentation of the various awards for
best stands, best “etc. and we all felt that the smaller and lesser
known makes although not ignored were undoubtedly at a disadvantage through
lack of members and money to enable them to come to the very high standards
of those who did in fact win the prizes. We also felt that foreign car
owners (with the exception of Alfa Romeo) were not mentioned and therefore,
Club Members, it is up to us to try and be the first to break the habit!

Day & — I arrived late that day as T went to see the Styr-Puch belonging to
Nigel Hugo and, more importantly of all, he showed me his immaculate Ford
Model T ("Tin Lizzy") of circa 1911 vintage (he told me that it was in [act
cheaper to import this vehicle from the USA than buy one in this country.

Once more, interest was shown in our Club and by now quite a few people had
come to say that they had been involved with "our cars" and it is to be
hoped by the efforts of our Club new Club Members will come to the fore,

The time soon came to close the show, It seemed odd to think that all
those wonderfully prepared stands within a few hours of the clese of the
show would all be packed up and taken away with their owners to various
parts of the country leaving the vast expanse of empty hall which will
be doublless used for other things but which I hope will be available in
future years for a similar show in which you as Club Members, hopefully
with your vehicles, will participate,

Watch this space for full details of the Br ighton Thoroughbred and Classic
Car Show at which our Club will doubtless attend - see you there!

ROBERT RICHMOND-JONES




Photos by Tim Hinton




TWO_INTO ONE WON'T GO

It wasn't possible. ‘lhere was no way we were going to do two race
meetings on 1961's Whit Monday. We had to sacrifice one of the
qualifying events, either in the BARC Cibie or the BRSCC National
Saloon Car Championship. Impossible? Wait a minute - Goodwood and
Crystal Palace are both south of the river. It might just be on.

Qur problem was rather complex. Having won the first saloon car
championship (the Cibie Cup) of the BARC in 1960 1 decided 1 really
wanted to have a go at the international scene the following vear.
At the same time, I felt that my faithful Borgward Isabella TS was
capable of winning the Cibie Cup again in 1961. So we decided to
mount a one-car, two-driver attack on both championships. Jeremy
lHodgson would do the BARC series while I contested the BRSCC
Championship. All straightforward until both sets of regulations
reached me. There was no way that two drivers could contest two
championships at different circuits in one day in the same car.

Or so we thought.

Being on good terms with race organisers is always a good base

from which to negotiate. Measuring the mileage between Goodwood and
Crystal Palace 1 decided that a keen driver like Jeremy could cover
the distance in just over an hour. With practice at Crystal Palace
taking place on Saturday, and at Goodwood on Monday morning, there
was a glimmer of hope. 1 telephoned the BARC and they promised to
do all they could to make the Cibie Cup race at Goodwood the first of
the day. 1t was a little more difficult to persuade WNick Syrett of
BRSCC to delay the saloon race at Crystal Palace and make it the
last. In the end it became the penultimate event.

So far so good. 1In practice at Crystal Palace I was second in class
to Alan Hutcheson's Riley. Less than a second separated us, which

in those days was close. Too close for Hutcheson who went away
determined to find a few more horses during the intervening Sunday.

I knew 1 could go no quicker. 1 also knew that by Isabella engine
was on top form, having just won the Grand Prix de Spa saloon car
race in Belgium at record speed. My only real hope was that it would
rain on the day.

The heavy Isabella seemed to revel in the wet on narrow Michelin X
tyres inflated to 40 psi, the swing axle-suspended rear wheels
cutting through the water to stay in contact with terra firma a

little longer than the wide-tyred and rather skittish works Riley.

¢ “/I_ Having checked the car over on Sunday, Jeremy Hodgson collected it
al e a ln that evening and was all wound up to win his race at Goodwood.
; APRIL lSSUE llowever, he reckoned without Cuff Miller whose ex-works Sunbeam

4 ’ : Rapier was considerably faster in a straight line. Jeremy finished
ClaSSlc Cars Buyers' GUIde_Parti second before shooting into the paddock, throwing his gear in the
A]l-tlme greats car and heading for south London at speed.
Lotus 23 track test At Crystal Palace all was quiet. When Alan Hutcheson saw me turn up
1 ’ without Isabella he perked up. The races came and went one after
Resurrectlon OfACSICEendar}’ the other. They were short, sharp events in those days. With two

\ LEMEIHSCBY / races to go, there was still no sign of the Borgward.

‘Britain’s best selling classic car magazine. Written by enthusiasts, for enthusiasts.
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The problem with Crystal Palace was always getting traffic in and
out of the circuit, across the track. There was no bridge or
underpass in those days. Finally, the green Borgward appeared just
as the pates were being shut for the race before ours. After that
it was plain sailing, and we had all of 10 minutes to stick the
numbers on and get ready. :

The race looked like being a bit of an anti-climax. There was
Hutcheson, allegedly with 10 bhp more than on Saturday, sitting on
the inside line for the first corner. When the flag fell 1 expected
the blue Riley to disappear. It didn't. By careful slip-streaming
along the straights 1 was able to keep up and harry the Riley by
boring in first on one side, then on the other on the corners.

Hutcheson, a past master at placing his car strategically, made sure
that he was on the inside past the time keeper on the top straight
s0 he had the line for the corner at the end. By about the third
lap I deliberately started to drop back on the downhill swoop into
bottom straight. The ploy worked as Hutcheson, who thought he had
the upper hand, visibly relaxed. 1 found 1 could gain at least 50
yards on him through the fast swerves leading up to the bend before
the pits.

I made my move on the fifth lap. By dropping virtually out of sight
along the botton straight, I built up speed through the swerves to
such an extent that I arrived only 20 yards behind Hutcheson while
he was negotiating the tricky tyre-scrubbing bend leading into the
finishing straight. Somehow I go out of that corner about 5 mph
faster than the Riley and before Hutcheson could get back to the
inside line, 1 was by.

This time it was my turn to stick to the inside to avoid the Riley.
nosing into a bend first. Rileys were always quick into corners,
while Isabella had to be set up and was usually faster coming out.
This time however, unbeknown to Hutcheson, the ignition timing had
slipped 5% and he had lost that vital advantage on the straight.
Apart from our Spa victory, this was the only time I gained the whip
hand over the Riley on a dry track. At the end of the race 1
remember seeing Les Leston (a spectator for once) standing on the
rails, his hat in one hand, pint of beer in the other held up high
in salute as I crossed the line one car length in front. Riley and
Borgward shared fastest lap that day.

A similar situation occurred about six weeks later. 1 received an
invitation to race at Zandvoort in Holland one weekend in July.
There was only one problem. Yes, you must have guessed it, we
were due to appear at another BARC Cibie Cup race on the Saturday.
Not just anywhere - this one was at Aintree. Apart from Oulton
Park the BARC could not have got further away from Holland if they
tried!

Practice for Zandvoort's Sunday race was on Saturday. 1 asked the
organisers if they would allow me to practice in a standard saloon
car on Saturday to find the way round the circuit. Then I promised,
my Borgward Isabella would arrive on the night boat from England
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in good time for the race on Sunday. 1 was quite happy to start
from the back of the grid!.

Having persuaded the BARC again to have their Cibie Cup race as

early as possible at Aintree on Saturday afternoon, Jeremy

Hodgson led throughout until the last corner of the race. Again

Cuff Miller nosed up on the inside and held his line to finish

just in front. Another friend, John Winter then jumped into Isabella
and drove hell for leather for Dover.

Meantime I was going round Zandvoort in a very old and decrepit

1.5 litre Opel. On very worn out crossply tyres it wallowed its way
round the circuit until it finally expired in a cloud of steam.
However, I did cover my regulation laps and it kept going for long
enough to give me an idea as to which way the corners went.

By the time my wife and I were on our way back to stay with family
near Utrecht, John Winter was battling his way through English
holiday traffic. A stop for food en route to Dover very nearly cost
us dear. He missed the boat and only a last minute dash to
Folkestone meant he got away that night. Sunday morning found us
chewing our nails waiting for Johm to turn up. In the end he
arrived an hour late. A frantic dash to Zandvoort followed where

we had to have a motorcycle escort to take us into the circuit in
time for our race. It was with a sigh of relief that I took my
position at the back of the grid.

Ahead of me stretched all the saloon cars then regularly racing in
Holland. The car which usually won was a 203 Peugeot. On pole
position however was Tonio Hildebrand in a Sebring Sprite. He
really did not belong in our race but, as he was very popular with
the crowds, the organisers had created an extra sports car class to
allow him in and swell the entry.

When the flag fell I found myself slaloming up through the field.
International experience paid off and by the end of the first lap I
was in third place. During the next lap I picked off the Peugeot.
Then I could only vaguely see a rapidly disappearing Sebring Sprite
up front. In the end we were amply rewarded. The Sprite had a
wheel bearing break up and for the last five laps, apart from
lapping tail-enders, I cruised round in solitary splendor to win
the race outright.

1961 was probably the last year in which one could be fully
competitive in saloon car racing while competing in what during five
working days of the week became ones everyday road car. Isabella
was my normal transport until the latter half of 1961 when, after

a crash at Silverstone, she was off the road for several weeks.
Zandvoort gave us our last outright victory. We all but won the
Coupes de Salon at Monthlery near Paris in October, her final
appearance on a racing circuit. But that is another story.

BILL BLYDENSTEIN.
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this, she performed nearly all the restoration work herself,

Mike and T had a super breakfast in the Arcade and afterwards enjoyed a leisurely
hours motor car chat with the others. There were such marques as Lotus Cortina,
Lagonda, Morris Minor, Sunbeam Rapier Convertible and a superbly preserved

NS ROS0, At 12pm we were all asked to assemble and drove off on the same

route that was to be taken by the Veterans on the following Sunday. Unfortunately
the directions were a bit haphazard but Mike's knowledge of London was such that

we were able to make a quick dash for the A 23 and we waited at the Little Chef
restaurant and after a while other participants passed by and we were able to
rejoin the convoy. We stopped off and had a superb lunch at a hotel down the
road, the name of which unfortunately escapes me, and this was indeed at the
expense of Thoroughbred and Classic Cars for which we were of course most grateful,
After an impromptu photographic session Mike took the wheel and I then engaged in

ly Sprite without front »

o my roving camera man bit with my cine camera,
w
<G

We arrived at the Metropole at approximately &4.15pm by which time it was dark
-+ after an enjoyable run, Nick Driscoll, John and Beverley Wallis and Nick Reid
=

were already there and were awaiting their turn to get the 'Borgward Driver's
Club" stand set up and 1 tried to persuade the organisers to let NPJ "get in
on the act" but as the Club Stand was so small there was no room for more than
the three coupes in attendance, John and Beverl y's coupe (PO) had undergone
a complete ground up rebuild and is without doubt the best coupe, nay the best
Borgward, in the United Kingdom. A keen interest was shown in the cars even
before the stand was set up and in fact one of the security personnel himself
ran a Borgward diesel for many years while he was in the Forces in Germany,

I had the opportunity of a quick walk round the stand as they were being
erected and it was marvellous to see so much "nostalgia" in the form of
Jaguars, Fords, Austins and many other European cars of the '30's "40's and
'50"s;

The other members, because they lived close by, went home and intended Lo

vnmute back and forth from the Metropole, for my part, I had booked into the
Imperial Hotel and after a very nice meal with Mike, he took his leave and

went by train to Croydon and 1 met up with one or two members of the Thoroughbred

-



























































































