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Chairman John 

As 2015 is now upon us I thought I would reflect a little on 2014 - the year in 
which the club reached its landmark 40th Anniversary.   The year got off to a 

good start with our annual New Year’s Day Run. We had an excellent day out 
with good friends and it was the first opportunity for lady members to show off 

their new Austin 7 club pale blue fleeces. 

Spring saw the start of our annual diary of runs and events, including the 
Blackwater Show, Barleylands, Brightlingsea, Flatford, Southend, Cressing 

Temple, North Weald, Ongar railway, the Countess of Warwick Show and of 
course our fantastic Annual Luncheon to name but a few.  And who could forget 

Peter and Marion’s wonderful mid-week picnic runs.   Our recent Christmas Party 
was a fantastic night and a report and photos can be seen on pages 8 and 9. 

Many thanks to Les and Mary for all their help in organising it.   

 
I would like to say a personal thank you to everyone who has organised runs or 

events this year and all the members who have supported them.  I am sure we 
can look forward to another great year of club events. If you have any ideas for 

new events please contact a member of the committee who will be happy to help 

you. 

I am already looking forward to returning to Italy in October - last year’s holiday 

was absolutely perfect and I am sure this year’s will be just as amazing.  Thanks 
to Tony and Anne Esposito and Dave and Denyse Orange for organising this 

event.  

Club Nights continue to be well attended and we have had some marvellous 

presentations over the past year which includes talks on subjects as diverse as 

Life as a Midwife (Penny Aplin), the Vikings (David Austin) and a Billion Pixels for 
a Billion Stars (Andy Bennett).   The January Club Night will include a 

presentation by R H Classic Insurance who are specialists in insurance for classic  
and vintage vehicles.  Two fun events were the Race Night and of course the 

mini golf tournament.   

As in all years, as well as the highs there are inevitably lows, and sadly last year 
we lost two of our most popular lady members; Pamela Medcroft and Anne 

Eckersley, both of whom are sincerely missed.  I hope that the friendship of 
fellow club members has been a comfort and support to Graham and Brian 

respectively.  

Well it only leaves me to wish you all a very Happy and Healthy New Year from 

Chrissie and I and we look forward to seeing you at some of our events. 

John Fromant 
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THE BODGER’S APPRENTICE 

I was following a learner driver the other day, out in the country. It must have 
been his first lesson as the car crawled around corners, braked for no reason at 

all and never went over about 15mph. A large queue built up behind it but no 
opportunity arose for any overtaking and if it did, he seemed to veer across the 

road as if he could mind read your intentions. Eventually the procession reached a 

bigger and straighter road and we speeded up a bit and then he turned off to go 
through a village and most of the other vehicles escaped onto the bye-pass road. 

Unfortunately I had to follow the learner who suddenly turned into Lewis Hamilton 
and jammed down the accelerator and raced into the 30mph limit village, not 

noticing the speed calming sleeping policeman across the road (why do they call 

them that? I don’t think I could consciously run over a snoozing copper.) The 
learner’s car must have been doing about 50mph when he hit the raised ramp 

and all four wheels left the road before crashing back 
to earth with a dreadful thump, then swerving across 

the road and stopping dead (the instructor must 
have pulled on the hand-brake.)  Luckily I had 

slowed to watch this entertainment and now passed 

the stationary, lopsided vehicle with its possibly 
damaged suspension or springs. 

 
It reminded me of my learner days, when having already bought a Box Saloon for 

£50 (what a mug I must have been!) and had been driving around without the 

bother of licence/tax/insurance/MOT etc. My father gave me a fiver and said 
“Pass your test” (it was much cheaper in those days and he was annoyed about 

the A7 always being in the way of his pushbike.)  I had a few lessons with a local 
instructor who seemed to know even less about the Highway Code than I did!  He 

was later convicted for embezzling the learners’ fees, worry I suppose -  and I 
had a few lessons from a stock car driver mate from down the pub that I paid 

back by driving him around as he had lost his licence for speeding!   

 
On the day of my test I set off at a brisk pace around Chelmsford and was soon 

asked to slow down a bit to do an emergency stop. The Examiner absentmindedly 
tapped his hand on the dashboard - the Signal, I thought and slammed on the 

brakes, right on the Army and Navy roundabout!  We then continued and luckily I 

got my licence as I don’t think he wanted to see me again for another session of 
shocks, thrills and demonstration of superb driving skills.  What a treat he missed. 

 
Perhaps I should have been a driving instructor instead of an expert mechanic/

engineer and passed on some of my unique, God-given motoring techniques, 

knowledge and insights to make the roads a better and safer place for my fellow 
man (and woman too, but that might be outside my skill level.) 

 
LJM 
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Clive Tanner explains how to get on with the “Boys in Blue” 

Article which was published in in the May/June edition in 1979 

The Place was the Arterial Road, Southend. The year was 1954. 

The ringing in my ears told me that all was not well!  A large black shape obscured my 
view through the cracked and delaminating screen of my first A7, a 1932ish Box 

Saloon.  The black shape resolved itself into a Wolsely 680 with a large roller blind in 

the rear window bearing the legend “STOP POLICE”.  I applied the brakes, dropped a 
gear, dragged the nearside wheels along the edge of the kerb then sat back and said 

my beads until the moment of impact (and truth) when my A7 decided it must be 
mating season, linked bumpers with the 680, which it appeared could stop from 

40mph in under quarter of a mile. 

Have you ever noticed how slowly the gentlemen in blue leave their vehicle and make 

their way back to pass the time of day with you under these circumstances? These two 
I am sure were just being helpful, and working out whether I would be “out” in time to 

draw my pension, or whether they should inform my nearest and dearest of my new 

and final address in one of H.M. establishments on a well-known moor. 

By this time they reached me, my lightning brain had indicated a plea of insanity 

(anyone who drives an A7 must be insane anyway) was my best course of action. I 
opened my mouth before engaging my brain and all that came out was “why the hell 

did you jam your brakes on like that for”. This I could see at once did not endear me 
to “Pinky” who replied would you step out of the car sir. “Perky” who was by this time 

examining the near side with an expression of disbelief stamped all over his face 
seemed to be treating the whole thing in a more civilised manner, and appeared hardly 

able to contain his mirth. 

A little bouncing and levering which left the Austin distinctly lop sided with a drooping 
front wing, parted the two cars, whereupon “Pinky” moved his 680 a good 50yds down 

the road, thus ensuring no further contamination. “Perky” in the meantime advised 
“watch it lad he’s not happy”, a masterful understatement, which by this time even I 

had deduced. On his return “Pinky” , without a word did about three circuits of the A7 
whereupon he said “do you realise we have been trying to stop you fot nearly three 

miles Sir?” Now I ask you, despite my super tuning, patent fuel (10% paraffin) and 
second hand super thin engine oil, even I would not match the A7 against a Wolsely 

680, and put money on winning. When I pointed this out to him, he replied that it was 

not the speed that was his problem, but that he deemed it unsafe to attempt  to pass 
due to my some-what erratic course, also I appeared to take no notice of his flashing 

headlights. This was explained a few minutes later when he began examining the car 
and discovered I had no rear view mirror, the erratic course may have been due to the 

10 inches (his estimate) of free play on the steering wheel. This was a gross 
exaggeration, as I established later that it was only 8¾ inches. He then undertook a 

detailed examination, which makes the MOT examiner of today look like a total 
incompetent. 
                                                                                                                                                 /continued... 
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 He found… 

Handbrake:  With slight pressure from the rear the car moved!  He asked me to 
check and set the handbrake whereupon I got in, slipped the car into gear and my 

looped rope that was tied to the rear set was attached to the handbrake lever.  This I  
was assured by “Pinky” was not an adequate replacement for a worn ratchet. “Perky”  

however, thought it was a bloody good idea (unofficial).  We once again applied slight  
pressure to the rear and guess what? The car moved! 

Footbrake: With the car still surreptitiously in gear I applied the footbrake.  They  

pushed – the car moved! 
Tax not displayed: It was in the post, it really was, honestly! 

Windscreen:  Broken and obscured. 
Tyres: Two out of the four tyres worn down to second layer of canvas (the canvas  

was much thicker in those days.) 
Wings:  Rear wing came off in “Perky’s” hand (and I thought he was on my side.) 

Steering:  Unsafe. 
Structure:  Ground not only visible but prominent through the floor, or lack of same. 

Lights:  Not working – well it was daylight wasn’t it! 

Bodywork:  Rear of body not attached to the chassis (I don’t think the front was  
Either.) 

Mirror: No rear view mirror. 
Number Plates: Odd number plates – I could not find a  

matching pair in the breakers, where I bought the car, so I  
picked one the right shape, intending to repaint the letters in  

due course, but never got around to it 
 

Once this was discovered, the whole thing became a farce and  

I actually helped them find other faults on the car!  Having  
assured “Pinky and Perky” that I was just as amazed at the  

condition of the car as they were, and that as I had only had it  
a few days the image of a naïve and innocent Clive was  

shattered when a friend (?) also on his way to work slowed, 
stuck his head out of his window and called “They’ve caught  

you at last in that bloody old heap have they?”, then drove off  

leaving me right in it! 
 

The final indignity came when the until then blue sky, clouded over and a gentle  
drizzle started.  Not wishing to enter H.M. care with pneumonia. I suggested we get  

into one of the cars, while “Pinky” listed all my misdeeds in his little black book.  
“Pinky” and I got into the A7 whilst “Perky” wandered off towards the 680.  Now as  

you all know, the A7 is a great leveller, it being difficult to take up an authoritative and  

aggressive pose from the passenger seat, so “Pinky” half turned to face me, leaned on  
the door, and… Yes that’s right, the catch burst and he fell out, leaving his legs in the 

car and laying his shoulders gracefully on the grass verge! 

Continued/... 
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This was all too much for both “Perky” and I, and we finished up draped over the car 

in tears of mirth, with “Pinky” trying to salvage his last vestige of  dignity by 
pretending nothing had happened! 

 
The ice being thus broken, the outcome was a deal - If I would scrap the car that day, 

they would press only two charges. 
 

For some reason neither haughty “Pinky” or friendly “Perky” would take my word that 
I would scrap the car and insisted on escorting me to Basil Stevens Breakers Yard a 

couple of miles along the Arterial Road and watching me as I drove in.  They then 

gave me a lift into work at Ecko, dropping me at the main entrance and leaving me 
with the words “You will be hearing from us in due course Sir.” 

 
P.S. I collected the car from Basil that night and drove it home.  I did however sell it 

within a couple of days not wishing the other eleven charges to be pressed if they 
caught me again! 

 
Later in his life Clive became a Driving Instructor and then an Examiner. 
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EA7C CHRISTMAS PARTY 
Gosh, is it 2015 already? Where does time go when you’re having fun? Speaking 

of fun, Leaden Roding Village Hall was the place to be for the EA7C Christmas 
Party. The theme was “The Forties” and didn’t we do them proud. UK and US 

Officers and other ranks were in abundance. Squadron Leader Bonner outranked 
Sergeant Medcroft and WAF Janet Denny, General Mike Denny was ordering his 

troops around and our chairman was one of two Biggles/Spitfire pilots.  Air raid 
wardens, home guards, nurses, Goldilocks, Fag Ash Lil, Rene and Fifi la Bomb, 

spivs and wide boys were out in large numbers including Shady Brian in his 

A7wheelchair and many others.  
 

We had quizzes (thanks to Richard Bohannan and 
Pauline Austin) and snacks on the tables, an excellent 

bar, a terrific dessert selection and then, hooray, the fish 

and chips arrived! They were distributed, consumed and 
pronounced extremely good, as were the desserts 

(thanks to all who provided them). Then came the 
entertainment:  sing-a-longs with our expert pianist 

Peter Lawson in his wartime “civvies”, Lotto with prizes, 
solo and duet 

singing acts, Reginald Dixon Bryson with 

his Huge Organ and tunes (and L plates), 
ladies and gents choirs with a selection of 

wartime songs (and a spirited chorus of 
“Bubbles”- WH United copyright) and lots 

of jokes and poems. There was a large 

raffle (thank you John F)  including a 
unique, very revealing EA7C calendar 

(thanks Terry!) and a Morgan sports car! –
(model). The Hundred Club winner was 

picked by our lovely bar lady and was won 

by Gary and Julie Stringer (No. 32).   
 

A good time was had by all. It was a 
wonderful evening with lovely people. 

There were no Christmas crackers but as 
we all seemed to be a bit crackers it did 

not matter. Thank you all for coming, 

especially the Suffolk Club crew.  
 

Wishing you a Healthy and Safe New Year! 
 

 Mary Morley 
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Our second in the series of articles 
about individual club members’ and 

their cars features Mel Grainger from 

Woolpit in Suffolk. Mel and his wife 
Annette have quickly established 

themselves as popular members, not 
just in the Suffolk branch of EA7C but 

throughout the whole of our 
membership.  Mel describes himself as 

“an Austin nut” and shows how 

fascinating it is to discover just how we 
each in turn become ‘hooked’. 
 

In June 2002  Mel, who was  living in 
Woolpit, received a message from his 

father-in–law (Frank Brinkley)  which  
suggested he should  get along to the 

square in Woolpit as some little cars  
were gathering there.  On arrival in the 

square  they found five or six Austin 7s 

lined up outside the Swan Inn.  
Unfortunately Mel had forgotten to grab 

his camera before rushing out of the 
house, and as we all know his  memory 

has a few dodgy moments  so he 

doesn’t remember much else  about the 
night.  He does recall  meeting Graham 

Baldock for the first time,  as well as 
finding  Albert and Sylvia Chandler with 

an Austin 7.   Mel  had known them for 
several years as they ran a hardware 

shop in  nearby Bildeston, but had only 

spoken to them in their role as 
shopkeepers. Later he was to discover 

that  Albert was a fount of knowledge 
at club nights, not only in relation to 

Austin 7s but many other practical 

things as well. 
 

Then sometime in 2003 his father-in- 
law bought himself an Austin 7 Box 

Saloon.  Soon after the arrival of that 

particular car, fellow member Nick Gray 
organised  what was to become  the 

first of the very successful  “Suffolk 

Runs”.   Frank  invited  Annette and Mel 
to go with them in the Box Saloon and 

it was love at first sight.  The two of 
them had never enjoyed a journey so 

much, even though they found 
themselves cramped up on the back  

seat. Mel could not stop smiling and  

they both enjoyed themselves so much 
that from then on they often attended  

Suffolk Branch meetings with Frank. 
Then around Christmas time Mel asked 

Graham if it was necessary be  the 

owner of an Austin 7 in order to join 
the club.  On being told  that it was a 

club for enthusiasts of the Austin 7 and 
that there was no requirement to 

actually own one, they joined straight 
away. 

 

In June 2004 the Suffolk centre held its 
annual Best Car of the Night event. 

Annette and Mel walked round  to the 
Swan to meet everyone  and there,  

opposite the pub, next to the village 

water pump, sat a lovely looking Ruby.  
After walking round the car several 

times during the evening, Annette 
asked him if he would actually like  to 

own it.  It didn’t take him long to say 

“Yes, I would very much, but I can't 
justify paying out that much money on 

something we would hardly use.”  The 
next day at work, however,  he got a 

phone call from Annette telling him that 
her  Dad had got the Ruby.  

 

                                   Continued... 

MEMBERS’ CARS : AUSTIN RUBY UXG 164 
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So that night, without delay Annette 

and Mel went over to Frank’s and  after 
yet another good look over the car and  

investigation of all the parts that lay on 
the back seat,  they bought it.  A quick 

call to Richard Hoskins for insurance 

and  that Friday,  Lily, as she was 
instantly named, was driven to  her 

new home. Then followed the task of 
sorting out all the parts that were in 

the back of the car. 
 

Initially Mel had misgivings about 

driving Lily and feared he would not be 
using it enough. However it soon 

became apparent that he was mistaken 
and now  she is constantly being used.  

Lily has taken a blushing bride to her 

wedding and then transported the 
bride and groom to their reception.  A  

90 year old man and his wife from Eye 
were taken on a fifteen mile scenic run 

on the occasion of his birthday, which 
finished at Horam, four miles from Eye 

in Suffolk where his birthday party was 

to be held.  A Ruby had been the first 
car he had ever owned. 

 
Annette and Mel have completed two 

“Austins to Brighton”  runs and plan to 

make it a third as they  are booked in 
to take part in next year’s event. They 

participated in the 90th Anniversary 
weekend  in  Warwick as well as  two 

very enjoyable holidays with the Essex 

A7 Club, firstly to the  Isle of Wight and 
last year to Norfolk.   

Mel and Annette  are a popular couple 
and have made some very good and 

close friends since having Lily. Mel is 
very proud of the fact that in all the 

thousands of mile they have travelled 
in her, she has only broken down once. 

On that occasion they could not get her 

home under her own power as the fuel 
pump lever had fallen off the cam 

because of missing shims. For over 
eighteen months the car had been 

running with the problem. 

 
Mel’s only regret is that  he  didn’t buy 

any  A7s years ago. 
 

Bart Walsh  

The December Hundred Club winners were Gary and Julie 
Stringer (No. 32).   

 
Dave Sabel  
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Ladies’ Page 

Christmas is the time of festive cheer 

and goodwill to all men and of course 

the giving and receiving of presents.  I 
wonder how many people will have a sat 

nav on their Christmas tree? 
  

As a dedicated navigator and map reader 
a sat nav is certainly not on my 

Christmas list. If I should be asked to be 
on Desert Island Discs a huge detailed 

World Atlas would be my chosen book to 

take with me.  However, I do need to 
confess that if/when we go on the next 

Euro Tour we will be taking a sat nav 
which will only be used when we reach 

our final destination each day.  For in the 
past we and several others have had 

great difficulty in finding our hotel for the 
night and this has at times caused stress 

when tired after a long journey.  

  
Back to the present – two incidents have 

triggered this article which have 
happened this week.  First, I saw in one 

of the magazines an offer for a jigsaw of 
the British Isles, not cut in the usual 

shape of a jigsaw, but in the shape and 
sizes of the counties of the British Isles.  

I immediately decided to buy two sets 

for my grandchildren to help them with 
the geography of our island.  How I hate 

the postcodes, for they never give the 
county in which the address is situated.  

I feel they are trying to do away with 
counties, hence I always write out, in 

full, the county to which my letter is 
addressed. 

  

Secondly, and this is against my own 
three boys and at the time made me 

wake up to the fact that they were not 
being taught home geography in school.  

Our eldest son, when in his teens, 

decided one summer holiday to take the 
ferry to Santander in Spain and then 

cycle home through France.  However, 
he thought the ferry went from 

Portsmouth but in actual fact it was 
Plymouth, a mistake only found out at 

the last moment.  Several years later his 
younger brother  decided to do 

something similar, but his ferry was 

going from Southampton and he thought 
it was Southend.  Now - just this week 

our youngest son who lives in Scotland, 
rings up to say he was driving south to 

collect a new trailer.  On asking where 
he was heading, he said Peterborough, 

to which we jokingly remarked he could 
almost drop in for a cup of tea!  He 

phoned back seconds later to say it was 

not Peterborough but Huddersfield.  We 
queried if he 

really knew 
where he was 

going, but he 
casually told 

us not to 
worry as his 

sat nav knows where to go and would 

take him there! 
  

How times have changed, and not 
always for the better.  Reading a map is 

so informative. The width of the contour 
lines, the height of the hills and 

mountains, the directional flow of the 
rivers and canals, the castle ruins that 

are our country’s history and so much 

more.  I do not think any of this is now 
taught.  So – my New Year resolution is 

to get my grandchildren interested and 
informed about the wonderful country 

and world around them. 

  

Until next month – Happy Sevenning 

and a Happy New Year!  Penny.                   
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FOR SALE 

Recently a friend of ours, Ernie Headworth (EA7C member), sadly passed away.   

Ernie’s  family is now selling his Austin Sevens, so if any members are 

interested these cars may go to good homes!   

All three are Rubys.  There is a 1936 rebuilt black one which Ernie took to 
shows, the second one is a complete "barn find" and the third is complete but 

has been stripped down with the rebuild started but not finished.  

The person to contact is Cliff Baldwin .  He is executor for Ernie. Also, I have a 

contact who was also a good friend of Ernie's.  His name is Roger Rose and he 

helped with much of the work, etc. so knows most about the cars. You may 
contact him through me.  

Regards,  John Brett   
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Membership Report 
 

We have a very fine start to New Year 2015 with the addition of two brand new 
members.  Firstly, Stephen Golynia, of Long Melford, Suffolk, who we 

mentioned in last month’s edition and secondly we extend a warm welcome to 
Roger Gee, of Clare in Suffolk who owns a 1937 Opal Tourer. 

 
I would like to take this opportunity to wish all members a very Happy and 

Healthy New Year.  Let's hope its a good one with a variety of events. 

 
Eric Martin 

Membership Secretary 

 

Please note that if you do not renew your membership this could be the last 

copy of Chassis you receive!  I am sure you wouldn’t want that, so if you have 

not already done so please make sure your renewal gets to me well before the 

end of January (or hand it to me at Club Night on 21st January.)  Thank you. 

Please make your cheque payable to :- 

“The Essex Austin Seven Club”  

Your payment must be accompanied by the completed  Membership Renewal 

Form that was inserted in the November 2014 edition of Chassis Magazine (if 

you have mislaid your form please let me know and I will send you another.) 

Thank you all for your continued support.  

Eric Martin  

Membership Secretary EA7C                                                

 

MEMBERSHIP 2015 - FINAL REMINDER 
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Copy Date: Contributions for inclusion in the magazine should reach the Editor by the 21st of each 

month, but please let Terry Bonner know beforehand if  you are writing an article so that space can 

be prepared.  Please email all text to the Editor or if not possible, submit in typed format so we have 

a clear copy from which to work. Photographs always enhance an article so if you can, please include 

as attachments. If you send printed photos for scanning every care will be taken.  However if you 

want them returned, we cannot do this unless you enclose a stamped addressed  envelope. 

The Essex Austin Seven Club , the Editor, contributors and the printers of this magazine accept no 

responsibility whatsoever for the views or comments expressed herein whether they be from 

individuals or groups and their comments and viewpoints remain  wholly and exclusively the 

contributor’s/individual’s responsibility.  The club cannot   accept  responsibility for the accuracy of 

any adverts published in this magazine. 

A hit in 1971 for Perry Como and covered by many others since, such as Elvis Presley, 

Andy Williams and Frank Sinatra.  All Seven owners !?! 
 

IT’S IMPOSSIBLE 
 

It’s impossible, 
Keep a Seven straight in a line, it’s just impossible. 

It’s impossible, 
Drive a Seven without a whine, it’s just impossible. 

Can I steer it, round a sharp bend, 
And not feel it, want to upend, 

Yank the handbrake, slow the car before the hit, 

Oh how impossible. 
 

Can the Castrol, keep from dripping on the floor, 
It’s just impossible. 

Might a rebuild, stop me using more and more, 
It’s just impossible. 

And tomorrow, should the gearbox start to whine, 
Somehow I’d fix it, though my savings may decline, 

I’ll not regret it,  
For to live without my Seven is just impossible. 

 

Can the wheel nuts, stop from falling off the wheels, 
It’s just impossible. 

Might some new tyres, stop me cornering without squeals, 
It’s just impossible. 

And tomorrow, should the crankshaft finally snap, 
I would not blame it; I drove like Moss’s last lap, 

Somehow I’ll fix it, 
For to live without my Seven is just impossible. 
 

Words by Peter Lawson 
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CLUB EVENTS DIARY 2015 

January   

   

Thursday 1st New Year’s Day Run  

Wednesday 7th Suffolk Club Night at the 

Greyhound, Ixworth  

Neil Preston 

Wednesday 21st Club Night - Talk by R.H. Insurance  

   

February   

   

Wednesday 4th Suffolk Club Night at the 

Greyhound, Ixworth  

Neil Preston 

Wednesday 18th Club Night  

   

March   

   

Wednesday 4th Suffolk Club Night at the 

Greyhound, Ixworth  

Neil Preston 

Wednesday 18th Club Night  

   

   

   

   

   

   


