BRITISH
>WELL WORTH READING SOME OF THE TIME<

June 2019
BRITISH is the official publication of the not-officious
BRITISH IRON TOURING CLUB OF NORTHWEST ARKANSAS
casually founded in 1981.

Dedicated to the preservation, touring, towing, racing, discussion of British cars and...

National Steakhouse Month
National Roller Coaster Day: June 13
Contact Us

- Find our most excellent site in ‘web-land’ at www.britishironnwa.org
- To contact our President: bwatkins@watkinslawoffice.com
- To contact the editor: bcallier@cox.net
Members staying in touch:
We have our own club email list-server – contact Jim Carney carney1081@cox.net to sign up and stay up to date.
Our electronic (not Lucas) newsletter
In addition to member emailing, the complete newsletter may be found on our website.
Monthly Meetings
We meet for grub, grog and gab on the 2nd Thursday of every month, except December.
Ø
Ø
Ø
Ø

Other meetings
The 4th Friday of every month is Social Night at our clubhouse and garage, the Brit Stop.
Most Saturday mornings after the Monthly Meeting we gather at the Brit Stop for tech sessions or tinkering.
Scheduled events and club activities are posted on last page
Other Brit Stop activities as arranged. See your BI-List emails.
++++

April Meeting Minutes:
May 9th minutes: (Reporter for the day) When arriving for our monthly meeting, we were surprised to find a small group of
protesters outside of the pizza joint. They were thin, had shaved heads, wore simple yellow robes and silently held signs
saying, "Peace", "Love" and "Electric Cars". Didn't know quite what to make of them, but it seemed like some kind of
foreign influence and they obviously don't understand the American Way of Life. So we beat them up. Boy, Susan has a
terrific punch! It was a satisfying way to relieve the stress of creepy-slow, wet driving on I-49. A very small crowd tonight,
with only 18, plus one guest, Barbara Cofey, who is interested in British cars. This must have been the smallest crowd in
years. Larry Goodsell has been replacing rear wheel bearings in his TR7 and Ron Shrum has his Alpine series V running in
the yard, testing - with a steering column and everything! One member had his MG break down a few weeks after our
checking it at the Brit Stop, but it was then out of our full 30-minute warrantee period. No Treasurer's Report tonight and
Bob Callier was also missing, so Our Leader encouraged members to write for the newsletter. Events for this month were
covered. Don't forget the GOBMC Brit show in Carthage on June 8th. Bill W. explained that Doug Schrantz would lead the
June 6th Meeting Night, because he and Lisa would be out of the country... well, he didn't actually say he was going with
Lisa, but Italy is so romantic at this that time of year that we assume... gee, I hope you aren't going to get in trouble, Bill.
After Wil suggested that the Club pay up to $500 to get the damned TR4 engine and tranny out of the Brit Stop, Doug
Gutekunst stepped up to buy it for $250. Our (well, my) hero! We will have access to use the lift and workbenches again.
Contributors: Bill Watkins, Brad Esslinger, Wil Wing, Mariner

BEHIND THE WHEEL (From the right hand side)
I hated that we had to punt on the drive to Low Gap for lunch in May. With the weather forecast being
what it was I had to make a call. While nothing much happened here until later in the day, Newton County got hit
pretty hard so it was a good thing we didn’t go. It is not too far over there - an hour and a half or do - so it would
not be a bad drive even on a hot day. We should try to schedule this again soon.
I had an insanely busy month and completely forgot about our 4th Friday Social Night in May. Did
anyone attend? I’ll try to do better in June. It looks like the 4th Friday in June is the 28th.
Lisa and I drove the Jensen over to Sand Springs this past Saturday for the annual Euro Motor
Extravaganza hosted by the Jaguar Club of Tulsa (“JCTI”). This is a very nice, laid-back event in a nice setting
on the Triangle (as opposed to a square) in Downtown Sand Springs. Our drive over was blessedly uneventful
with the freshly charged AC in the Interceptor doing a great job on the fairly cool morning drive over. Not so
much for the much warmer ride home. In any real heat the AC in that car only really serves to prevent you from
breaking out in a really greasy summer sweat. Still not what you would call comfortable but better than the same
trip in the old Jaguar with no AC at all (there have been times in the past when I have had to drive that car home
from this event with the heater on in an effort to keep the engine temps down. Not pleasant).
If you have been following the news you know that Sand Springs and the Tulsa area have been hit hard by
flooding from the Arkansas River. There was some concern that this would cause JCTI to cancel the event but the
City of Sand Springs encouraged JCTI to go ahead with the event anyway - so they did. Unfortunately the
turnout was (no surprise) adversely effected by all that was going on and only about 30 cars showed up. Among
the British cars were a really nice E-Type, several XJSs, our friend Art Graves’ TR6, a TR3, an original owner
(and very original car) MGA, and a few XK8s.
Of particular interest to me was a lovely Alfa Romeo Montreal. This was Alfa’s attempt at a high-end
sports car in the early 1970s. I have always thought these were very attractive and that the 4-cam V-8 based on
their very successful sports car racing engine was really cool. I voted this car “Best in Show”. We left before
results were announced so I don’t know if it won.
I won my class with the Interceptor. How do I know this if I left before results were announced, you ask?
Well, it was the only car in its class. Whoo Hoo!!
I was reminded today about how it really is not that expensive to keep these old cars going when
compared to modern cars of similar interest and (modern) performance. As many of you know, Lisa’s daily
driver is the 1993 Porsche 968 that I drove for 6 years. That car is now 26 years old so as you can imagine it is in
need of some age-related maintenance (kinda like me!). Lisa and I are taking some vacation later this week so the
plan is to drop the 968 off at Ozark Imports and let them do what needs to be done. They looked it over and gave
me an estimate for replacement of the AC compressor, the leaky steering rack, struts, ball joints and bushings and
it really made me appreciate the parts suppliers we use for our Jags, MGs, and Triumphs! Oh well, it has to be
done.
The Carthage show is coming up this coming Saturday, the 8th. A few days ago the forecast was not so
good but it has improved and now looks like no rain with temps in the low 80s. I hope you all will support them
and turn out. I do need someone to hand out registration forms for our show since I cannot attend. Get with me if
you are going, please.
Doug will run the meeting in my absence this month. I’ll see you all in July.

As Bill mentioned last month that we acquired a distributor testing machine from Bob Whitehead. Wil, Phil and Brad picked
up the machine in late April. Bob enjoyed a high-level impressive career with Datsun/Nissan and has been into hotrods since
high school. He still has his first hotrod from high school, an early 1930s dark blue Ford 3-window coup. His Allard sounds
very nasty and has a custom front grill. Bob travels extensively to swap meets and suggests that the one in the Ft. Worth, TX
in April is almost as good as Hershey/Carlisle. As the photos show his passion is flathead Ford intake manifolds and most
anything automotive that piques his interest. He has an amazing memory and wealth of automotive knowledge. He worked
for Gene Winfield (well known custom car builder and designer famous for the Winfield fade) while in high school and Gene
painted one of Bob's cars. We got a tour of his and his neighbor's car collections. Here are a couple of pictures when we
picked up the machine.

Phil, Bob, and Wil & one nasty rod.
Custom grill.

Bob in his Allard
Check out the manifolds!

Raising an OLD distributor tester from the dead
Wil (and it's a good thing I didn't have to interview to get this job)
For $100 we picked up an old Allen unit from Bob Whitehead in Bella Vista and he threw in some Sun test meters. The
Allen manufacturing date must have been about 1951. It was designed for 6 volt systems and the only thing that worked was
the AC motor, which would spin in the LH direction, but not RH; defective switch. In line with the engineering thinking of
the times, it was incredibly heavy and bulky.
I soon tired of driving back and forth to the Brit Stop. Because it took two strong guys to lift the thing - I'm disqualified - I
decided to convert it to a smaller bench-top machine. Cut it in half. Now I could work on the monster at home without all
the commuting.
It had been worked on previously and had some wrong wiring. Besides the inability to spin the motor in the RH direction,
none of the meters worked and there was no juice to the coil 'hot' side. It uses the ignition system to fire the strobe when the
points break on the distributor being tested. Someone had used 2-wire lamp cord from the coil negative side to the distributor
test lead, but then connected the 'dead' side of the lamp cord to the alligator clip!
Several of the problems were fixed by cleaning the multi-terminal, rotating internal switches. To make the machine useable
for cars of the 1960s and '70s, the system had to be converted to 12 volts; a 115 V AC to 12 V DC converter was ordered.
Getting to and removing the old 6 volt coil meant disassembling just about everything - wires everywhere. And many of the
wires were 'perished', to use the British term. I wouldn't use the American term in our newsletter.
Aside from the wiring problems, the spinning, motor driven strobe disc was dragging on the degree wheel edges. It had to be
centered. While waiting for the converter to arrive, a new power cord and electrical box and master switch was installed.
Paul, from next door to the Brit Stop, donated rubber door edging to cover the nasty, sharp bottom edge after cutting. Brad
Esslinger kindly donated a spare 12 V Lucas coil to the Club. Soon after that it was ready for the first trial. It works!
Gratefully, after about 10 days of 4-hour sessions, I learned that I hadn't been wasting my time. The 'beautification' process
began; scraping old paint, lots of sanding, priming and refinishing. I think it looks good!
Since it is old enough to be collecting Social Security, no longevity guarantees can be offered. But, for now, we have another
valuable tool for our shop. How sloppy is your Lucas distributor? Does it have mechanical advance... or is it rusted?

Spitting jocks vs. fashion. Team games vs. sports cars.
Did you ever wonder when it became acceptable to wear your underwear in public? No, of course not; you are too young to
remember when guys wearing sports shirts to high school was the norm. If fact, you may have never thought of T-shirts as
underwear, because it has been common outer wear as long as you can remember... now about 70 years! But if you have a
taste for the nasty, I'll tell you when the change happened in Small Town, New Jersey:
It may have started in 1949, but for sure in 1950, when I was a junior. It was a fairly small school, with a graduating class of
about 80. Therefore, only one or two handfuls of guys were athletes and they had to play in all the team sports. Most of the
team leaders could be characterized as rabid d... no, let's be charitably and say they suffered from excess testosterone, always
eager to punch someone, trip someone or break something. Those guys decided that spitting on each other was the ticket for
tribal bonding. Sometimes they generously shared their exuberance by spitting on non-team guys, but mostly it was a team
thing. Their ideal was to do this when having a head cold, hocking up big globs of yellow or green phlegm and watching it
drip on a buddy's shirt. Hilarious, they thought. It got so bad that they started wearing their underwear (T-shirt) and leaving
their regular shirt at home or in their school locker. Teachers, reluctant to believe their eyes, would sometimes ask, "What is
that on your shirt?"
Three of the toughest (best players) 'team guys' enlisted for the Korean Conflict. Those three later became local cops. Later
still, all were convicted of felonies and two of them went to prison for various transgressions. Go team guys! The third
avoided prison for his felony because he had a metal plate in his head, courtesy of the North Koreans, and his 'diminished
responsibility' plea worked.
Team guys probably thought me too sensitive, but I soon learned to dislike those guys, most team sports and especially
football. Regrettably, belonging to the dance band and orchestra meant obligatory participation in the marching band.
Attending, if not actually watching our team football games was mandatory. In baseball the guys just spit on the ground and
scratch their crotch - a slight improvement, but still not the sort of people you would want to invite home. Baseball bonus: it
does do not require marching bands and moronic cheers. And, of course (Surprise!), I wasn't any kind of athlete myself. OK,
I'll admit that not all of the school 'team guys' fit my stereotype, but enough to spoil the whole scene. Others were desperate
to be liked and just went along with the crowd.
Despite my lack of ability for muscle sports, I then had exceptionally good eyesight, good depth perception and a strong
desire to compete at something suitable. Regarding driving and speed, I had the usual baseless teenage self-confidence. Also
in 1950, my older brother took me to see the almost all-British sports car road race at the Linden airport and to a few hill
climbs. Talk about love at first sight! I knew then exactly what I wanted to do with my life. It took almost ten years, but it
was always my main focus to race sports cars. As for American cars, as I've said before, just try to think of an exciting
example in 1950, compared to the Jaguar XK120, introduced in 1949. That was exciting. I've never understood why
teenagers then lusted after boring domestic family cars. When first out of school (1951), motorcycling and then my MG were
tools to build some speed experience onto my b.t.s-c. Loved it.
Here is why I like auto racing and dislike football: Impact sports do not attract participants I admire, to say the least. Many
are jailbirds in waiting. Watch them? No thanks. But... to be a bit analytical, my obsession for competition and road racing
may have had no better motivation than why other people participate in football, compete in bridge tournaments, fly
airplanes, or any other endeavor - I was sure I'd be good at it! My sport offered fierce competition and a small edge of risk,
but no spitting or hitting required.

Wil

++++

L.J.K. Setright quote from "Drive On" about American post-war excess: "The Buick's 1950 radiator intake grill
will never be forgotten, and may never be forgiven."

Brit Iron in the Movies
Identify the car make, model, year, movie and stars
Answers next month.

Hint: Not Goldfinger
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COMING EVENTS
Carthage Car Show
BBQ at Mark Brewer’s
Brit Stop II Courtesy Car Inspections
Brit Iron Car Show
Halloween Party
TBD
Christmas Party

June 8, 2019
July 4, 2019
August 10, 2019
September 5-7, 2019
October 25, 2019
TBD
December 7, 2019

MEETING NIGHT LOCATION- Jim's Razorback Pizza in Springdale on Sunset , next to
Lowe's home center.
Grub, grog and gab about 6:00 on, business at 7:00.

Join British Iron
British Iron Touring Club Membership Annual Dues
are $45.00
Name: _______________________
Partner: _____________________
Address:
Telephone: Home: __________________
Work: __________________
e-mail address (needed) __________________
British cars owned: _____________________
______________________________________
______________________________________
Mail to: Jim Carney, 11565 Oak Hills Dr.
Bentonville, AR
72712

