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Mission Statement 
MISSION STATEMENT 

 
The British Auto Club of Las 
Vegas consists of British Car 
owners and enthusiasts dedi-
cated to promoting the hobby 
of British automotive sport. The 
Club promotes Information and 
networking and revels in the 
social elements of British car 
ownership. You don’t need to 
own an LBC (little British Car) 
to be a member, just love & 
admire them.  
 
 
Club members, prospective 
members and British car en-
thusiasts are encouraged to 
attend our meetings and 
events. We discuss events 
and activities, swap Lucas 
stories, exchange advice on 
repair problems and enjoy 
socializing with one another.  
 
Membership Meetings are held 
at 9:AM on the last Sunday of 
each month at  
 

The Wildhorse Golf Club 
2100 Warm Springs Rd. 

Henderson Nevada  
 
Any change in location will be 
noted in the Spanner and our 
website.  
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Commercial fee schedule for advertising 
in the SPANNER is:  

 
1/2 page  $150.00 
1/4 page  $100.00 

Business card size  $75.00 
 

Advertisers supporting the British Auto Club of Las 
Vegas receive a member’s discount . 

Consider Submitting an Article to 

the SPANNER. Submissions are 

preferred in a non-formatted Word 

format, 500 to 1,000 words. Photos 

are also welcome and should be 

sent separately in .jpeg format, 

with appropriate cut line/caption 

descriptions. The deadlines are 

typically the 15th of the month 

prior. 

Cover:  

President’s Message 

By Jonas Payne 

             Jaguar XJ13, the 

one 1966 original, sitting in 

a private collection. The one 

and only of maybe six New 

Zealand built replicas goes 

on auction at Pebble Beach 

this month. $300-400k 

rather than $15+ million. 

Credit: Silodrome.com 

 

 

 

 

Although it is a little late, I’m 

going to get some comments in 

on the 50th anniversary of the 

moon landing. I think this singu-

lar human (and American) 

achievement has few, if any 

equals in history. My summer 

reading over vacation included 

“One Giant Leap”, a fairly shallow 

glimpse of what went into mak-

ing the Apollo missions happen 

with focus on stories about some 

of the “lesser” decisions and so-

lutions that most folks are not 

aware of that ultimately had sig-

nificant impacts not just on the 

program, but as lasting legacies 

of it. What was absolutely stag-

gering, and to me the real 

achievement of Apollo was not 

the end result of putting a man 

on the moon, but the vision, the 

commitment of intellectual and 

financial resources in nearly eve-

ry field, recruiting and training a 

generation of engineers, and 

mobilizing and outfitting an ar-

my: nearly ½ a million Ameri-

cans were in some way employed 

in our space program at one 

time! The costs were relatively 

insignificant in hindsight given 

the results and the benefits to 

humankind that resulted despite 

much debate at the time. 

What was also amazing to me, 

and particularly relevant this 

summer as I wrap up the “nut 

and bolt” restoration of my 1963 

Austin Healey 3000, was how 

complicated it was for NASA to 

assemble and manage tens of 

thousands of “subcontractors” 

and ultimately assemble not just 

the equipment, but the technical 

resources in a coordinated man-

ner for the ultimate success of 

the mission. There were literally 

an infinite number of ways in 

which something could fail with 

disastrous consequences. Every 

one of the millions of parts, 

physical and intellectual, was 

mission critical.  

Having recently successfully 

started my AH, I have gotten a 

lot of shocked and quizzical re-

sponses from folks when I tell 

them that it will take months of 

“sorting” before it will make its 

official debut. Admittedly, I’ve 

been a little hurt that people may 

think I’m making too big a deal 

out of going for a drive. Although 

the actual number of parts is 

open to friendly debate between 

Hap and I, and there has been a 

dinner wagered, if he and I split 

the difference for the sake of 

discussion, there are +/-100,000 

pieces and parts on the car. All of 

which were put together and 

touched by imperfect human 

hands.  

That means on a full restoration 

there are an equivalent number 

of “modes of failure” (without 

getting into various other “modes 

of failure” like metal fatigue, ma-

terial defects, etc.). Not all of 

these are “mission critical”, but 

considering that I may have been 

95% failure free in assembling 

the components and putting 

them together, there will be 

5,000 failures to sort out as part 

of making the car reliable and 

safe to drive. I’d like to get these 

sorted out if I can without dam-

aging me, the car or an innocent 

bystander. 

Consider the ubiquitous wire 

wheel. They are common, and 

likely don’t warrant much 

thought. I’ve bent some, I’ve 

broken some spokes, resulting in 

flat tires, I’ve seen some stripped 

hubs. The act of assembling a 

wire wheel is actually quite com-

plicated, including the spokes, 

nipples, rim, hub, weights, tube 

and tire, a 72 spoke wire wheel is 

actually comprised of 151 indi-

vidual parts. All of which are in 

fine tune and balance and can 

and do fail.  

A single Lucas “bee hive” turning 

signal/brake light consists of 33 

individual pieces including the 

fastening hardware. My car has 4 

of these. Don’t even get me 

started on the doors. A Bond 

villain would be proud of this 

overly elaborate and “ridiculously 

slow dipping mechanism”.  

To be clear, I am not equating 

the restoration of a car to going 

to the moon.  Having completed 

a restoration, I have more awe 

and respect for what the Apollo 

mission and its predecessors 

achieved. Given the infinite num-

ber of failures that could have 

occurred, they did it.  Perhaps I 

simply need to get over my fear 

of what “could” go wrong, do a 

safety check and “light the can-

dle”, after all, we didn’t put a 

man on the moon without taking 

some chances. 

 

Apollo 12- Pete Conrad on the Ocean 

of Storms, Moon, Nov. 19, 1969. 

Conrad and Alan Bean inspected the  

Surveyor 3 lunar probe from 2½ 

years earlier, bringing back a cable 

and other parts for analysis of their 

deterioration while on the lunar sur-

face. This analysis was critical in 

evaluating hardware failure modes. 

http://www.baclv.net
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Charles Williams 

Dean Barnes 

Karen Hurley 

Michael Belmont 

Chuck King 

Clarissa Erwin 

Bill Biler 

 

David Ogle 

Monika Robertson 

Richard Rowe 

Derek Schneider 

William Madan 

Mort Zwick 

 

 

Jim Hughes 

Brendan & Wendy O’Bryan 

Catherine & Jonas Payne 

Bill & Cat Biler 

Kathy & Mark Newbold 

Missed your Birthday or Anniversary  

or have the date wrong? Please email:  

baclvspanner2017@outlook.com 

so we can update our list.  

From the Editor’s Desk  
Pat Klenk & Hap Polk 

August Birthdays Aug. Anniversaries 

Reminiscing – All my cars 

How have your cars impacted your life? We 
belong to a generation that outside the ma-
jor East Coast cities uses cars to get around, 
socialize, and project our self-image. 

Kids today are not necessarily interested in 
getting their driver’s license on their 16th 
birthday. Their socializing and projection of 
their personality is tied to virtual reality as 
well as physical reality. I find a preference 
for virtual reality bewildering—don’t you 
want it real? What about you? 

I think the youth community comes in two 
versions: small-group personal interactive 
associations, and another of virtual associa-
tions with likeminded individuals wherever 
they may be, free of geographic and physical 
constraints. Do these two internal communi-
ties interact? Their Venn Diagrams intersect 
regarding interests and opinions but do the 
individuals in the virtual community intersect 
with those in the physical community? Our 
smart phone generations lead multiple lives. 
This, to me, appears to be a dramatic 
change in social dynamics. Do you agree? Is 
it good or bad? Well, of course, it is both. 

What do cars have to do with this? Cars are 
intensively physical devices that relax geo-
graphic constraints. In my youth access to a 
car meant freedom to associate across dis-
tance. My reach lengthened. Cars expand 
the physical community; more friends came 
within visiting distance and distant attrac-
tions, like the beach, became accessible. Ah, 
the joy of single-task based physical 
freedom. 

Smart phones and other multitasking 
virtual interactions in cars are discour-
aged, especially texting. When did it 
get more convenient to thumb key 
short messages rather than talking at 
length? The texting preference seems 
to be driven by  more than quietly 
texting when the teacher is not look-
ing. Texting is less intrusive, less  
personal, less physical. I think that 
drives its social preference. Texting 
requires less physical contact and is 
less challenging than in-person “I 
can’t avoid by not replying” interac-
tions. Conflicts, contentions, misunderstand-
ings, and unguarded facial expressions lose 
their immediacy. Now, actual telephonic con-
versations are reserved for time-critical in-

terruptions or intimate mind-melding. 

Texting seems to go along with the new view 
that dating is something one does not do 
until monogamous commitment sets in. We 
don’t date, we just go to the same places 
with a group and retain the escape hatch of 
returning to the group if the contact be-
comes too intense. Cars don’t allow that 
easy escape. I remember one sad high 
school date where the girl decided a date 
with me was not for her. She hung onto the 
door handle looking glum. No escape until I 
quickly drove her home. Group meetings ala 
the we don’t need cars generation avoids 
that ‘let me out’ debacle. 

Texting goes along with multi-tasking. Multi-
tasking means being always connected. To-
day, direct sole attention person to person 
interaction is challenged by virtual interac-
tions — being  always on, always in the  
background, sometimes in the foreground 
multi-party conclaves. Cars require single 
tasking. For multitaskers, driving a car is lost 
time, a reduction in essential efficiency, a 
falling off the grid, and a loss of work com-
munications—stress inducing indeed. Damn, 
no texting while driving; I better take public 
transit. 

What about self driving cars? When first con-
templated, self driving cars were going to 
allow more family time. How ridiculous that 
appears today. Self driving cars allow more 
multi-tasking virtual communication across 
distance, sometimes while only sharing 
’presence’ with the person next to you. 

So, have cars become appliances noted for 
polluting, and thus not woke, that is power-
ing the I don’t need a car mentality? Or has 
the growth of virtual personal interaction 

decreased the need for the two of us, or four 
of us on a double date, having extended 
physical interaction? Is multitasking actually 
more efficient in addition to appearing more 
efficient? Most experts say no. Multi-taskers 
say yes. Which force has the most impact on 
the millennials and those following? Can cars 
make a comeback in the pre-marriage social 
scene or are they relegated to being for iso-
lates alone? When my daughter must drive a 
car, she immediately calls someone—the 
virtual community will not be denied. 

Will our children use ‘rent-a-drive’ electric 
smart cars when needed like the grab and 
drop off scooters proliferating in some urban 
areas? The scooters are single-task, so, rele-
gated to short trips. Will the scooter image 
look equally ridiculous years from now? 

Cars have impacted my life. Cars are more 
than essential appliances. They speak to 
who I am. My cars express me. Much of my 
really getting to know you has occurred in 
cars, through deep conversations and other 
pleasurable activities. We own British cars 
because they say something about us. Many, 
in their simplicity and accessibility to our 
ministrations, allow us to actually physically, 
real-world, fix something, modify something, 
make it ours, and express through mechani-
cal things who we are and how we see the 
world. 

No virtual reality goggles for us. Embrace 
the physical. Hap 

Oh Oh! Where are the coffee cup holders? 

http://www.baclv.net
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What we missed in con-
versation we made up for 
in ambience and in some 

instances of sing along. Our servers, 
Mellissa and Kristina were very good. 
We each received separate checks for 
our meals and drinks instead of hav-
ing to go “family style” with some 
dishes for the table. 

On July 19th, 31 adventurous BACLV members and guests ar-
rived at the Hofbräuhaus, Las Vegas for an evening of food, 
drink, music and conversation. We all enjoyed food, drink and 
music but conversation was a little difficult due to the cacophony 
of loud music, roars of laughter and other loud conversations. 

EVENING AT THE HOFBRÄUHAUS 
By Clara Ogle, Photographs by AJ Dowden 

(continued on page 5) 

Our host showing the way. Per David, Octoberfest 

is any-hot-day-fest. Shelley Hiestand cheers him 

on. Brian Naas is nearly ready for another. 

Bavarian classic version; although accordions, other wind instruments and 

drum sets are often included. Strings are also seen. Any grouping cele-

brating the deep-tone rhythmical brass oompah sound works. Polish pol-

kas have been added to the repertoire but 3:4 time Austrian waltzes, no. 

The infamously loud Hofbräuhaus Oompah (or Um pa) band with alphorns 

occasionally substituting for the tuba and a sound track for the flugal horn 

and trombone. The drum set is optional. 

David has a lot of friends! David Ogle directing the troops while Clara Ogle di-

rects David. Charles & Jeri Williams and Bill Wellbaum taking it all in. 

Brett, Fran and Drew saluting our photographer, AJ Dow-

den. Simon James and Denie Hiestand watching. 

Where Octoberfest started: 

Hofbräuhaus am Platzl 

The Hofbräuhaus am Platzl 

is a beer hall in Munich, 

Germany, originally built in 

1589 by Bavarian Duke 

Maximilian I as an extension 

of the Staatliches Hofbräu-

haus in München brewery. 

The general public was ad-

mitted in 1828 by Ludwig I. 

The building was completely 

remodeled in 1897 by Max 

Littmann when the brewery 

moved to the suburbs. All of 

the rooms except the histor-

ic beer hall were destroyed 

in the World War II bomb-

ings. The reopening of the 

Festival Hall in 1958 marked 

the end of the post-war 

restoration work. - Wikipedia 

Hofbräuhaus am Platzl in München’s central square. 

Hofbräuhaus Las Vegas looks like its progenitor. The 

am Platzl Bierpalast is a four-story building unlike the 

Rathskellers found in many German towns. - Hap 

Our group of “David and friends” had reservations 

for the less loud Garden area but we were moved to 

the high volume Bier Hall due to two large reserva-

tions, (250 and 100) made for the Garden area. 

David did have two “games” for 
gifts planned but we were only able 
to pull off one. David distributed 
$10 bills to each individual to help 
defray the cost of the meal. The 
$10 bill was your raffle ticket – the 
highest aggregate amount of the 
serial number (each single digit 
number being added together) was 
the winner. Pat Kunde was the win-
ner of the game. 

We had a great time. Looking for-

ward to next year. What changes 

will the Hofbräuhaus make to our 

evening next year? 

https://www.baclv.net
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(continued from page 4 

Why does German beer taste so good? Some say 
it’s the 5.1% alcohol. The Reinheitsgebot, the 
German Beer Purity Law, is the reason Germans 
give. Beer, the staff of life, (who would drink the 
water?) was first regulated by München in 1487 
which was adopted into Bavarian law in 1516. 
Here is the English translation. - Hap 

“We hereby proclaim and decree, by Authority of 
our Province, that henceforth in the Duchy of 
Bavaria, in the country as well as in the cities 
and marketplaces, the following rules apply to 
the sale of beer: 

From Michaelmas to Georgi, the price for one 
Mass [Bavarian Liter 1,069] or one Kopf [bowl-
shaped container for fluids, not quite one Mass], 

is not to exceed one Pfennig Munich value, and 
From Georgi to Michaelmas, the Mass shall not 
be sold for more than two Pfennig of the same 
value, the Kopf not more than three Heller 
[Heller usually one-half Pfennig]. 

If this not be adhered to, the punishment stated 
below shall be administered. 

Should any person brew, or otherwise have, oth-
er beer than March beer, it is not to be sold any 
higher than one Pfennig per Mass. 

Furthermore, we wish to emphasize that in future 
in all cities, market-towns and in the country, 
the only ingredients used for the brewing of 
beer must be Barley, Hops and Water. Who-
soever knowingly disregards or transgresses 

upon this ordinance, shall be punished by the 
Court authorities' confiscating such barrels of 
beer, without fail. 

Should, however, an innkeeper in the country, 
city or market-towns buy two or three pails of 
beer (containing 60 Mass) and sell it again to the 
common peasantry, he alone shall be permitted 
to charge one Heller more for the Mass or the 
Kopf, than mentioned above. Furthermore, 
should there arise a scarcity and subsequent 
price increase of the barley (also considering that 
the times of harvest differ, due to location), WE, 
the Bavarian Duchy, shall have the right to order 
curtailments for the good of all concerned.” 

— Bavarian Reinheitsgebot of 1516, Eden, Karl J. 

Pat Kunde getting her winnings. Alphorn awaiting its share. 

Pat being blasted by the alphorn demanding its share. Will she give in? 

Charles and Jeri Williams enjoying the confrontation. 

Lisa Schneider giving her food order. Everyone else in conversations. 

Brian Naas making his point with Brett Harris. 

Must have been a great joke. Brian busting up. Margaret Klenk saluting. 

The gang’s all here. Jim Shope mostly ready for the next one. Fran Maioran 

definitely ready for a refill as is Shelley Hiestand. Brett and Drew observing 

the scene. Denie Hiestand and Simon James in deep conversation. And our 

servers working hard. Three cheers for all. AJ, thanks for the photos. 

http://www.baclv.net
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Michaelmas
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Saint_George%27s_Day
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At sunrise on Sunday, July 14th, Rosie and I 

set off to Dunkin’ Donuts on Charleston 

Boulevard and Desert Foothill Drive while the 

temperature was a mild 80-degrees. Our goal 

is to “beat the heat” in the early morning 

hours before the temp rose to a toasty 93-

degrees by 10:00 AM. 

The 5:45 AM meet-up time with our BACLV 

Red Rock cruisers gave us the opportunity to 

admire the LBCs as they drove into the park-

ing lot. Cyclists, bikers and other motorists 

all took notice of our short-lived, unorganized 

car show. Before “wheels up”, BACLV mem-

bers loaded up on their first dose of caffeine 

at Dunkin’ and visited with each other. 

Jim Shope was the passenger in Joel Gold-

berg’s stunning Austin Healey 3000. 

Peter Szekeres and his son, William, showed 

up in their highly modified Austin Healey with 

V8 power and coolest windshield mod! 

After lining up, our pack departed at 6:10 AM 

with our 1965 MG Midget leading the way to 

Red Rock Canyon National Conservation Area. 

At the recommended maximum speed of 

35mph, our caravan of twelve vehicles as-

cended to the High Point Overlook of the Red 

Rock Scenic Drive. Our only scheduled stop 

had three purposes: provide additional con-

versation time, enjoy the cool breeze from 

4,771 feet in elevation, and enjoy the beauti-

ful view and geology of Red Rock Canyon. 

At the end of the 13-mile scenic drive, we 

exited the Red Rock Canyon well before we 

felt the frying temperatures, making it un-

bearable for most of us to drive with the con-

vertible top down. The majority of BACLV 

cruisers broke off for brunch while the rest 

took off on their own agenda. 

Our gregarious group descended on the Cot-

tonwood Station Eatery shortly after 7:10 AM 

and took over their most of their indoor seat-

ing. Brian Naas, who didn’t cruise with us in 

Red Rock, showed up in his Spitfire as we 

pulled into the parking lot. 

All the credit goes to Sallie McClary for intro-

ducing us to Cottonwood Station Eatery 

which is a true gem in Blue Diamond, NV! 

This is a favorite rest stop for many cyclists 

on the weekends where they come in for a 

refueling breakfast frittata, panini or pizza 

with a refreshing iced coffee or beer on tap. 

Next door is the Blue Diamond annex of the 

McGhie’s sporting goods bicycle department, 

a great place for hiking and bike gear. 

As we waited for our brunch orders to be 

served, we had the opportunity to continue 

our catch-up-on-life conversations. 

Cleone Johns and Vaughn Richards, with their 

teenage guest, happily joined us for Brunch. 

Our newest BACLV members, Freda and Mi-

chael Brazier, joined us at the Cottonwood 

Station Eatery. They shared their personal 

story and ownership history of their Jaguar 

XK8. We look forward to seeing them at up-

coming events, with or without their Jaguar! 

BEAT THE HEAT IN RED ROCK CANYON 
By Michael Johnson, photographs by Pat Klenk 

Jonas and Kate Payne were 

kind enough to open their home to the 

BACLV membership for an afternoon of 

comoradary, fantastic food and a little think-

ing about the future. On behalf of the gen-

eral membership of the club, we wish to 

thank you for your leadership and thought-

(continued on page 7) 

The caravan lined up and ready to transcend the Red Rock Canyon scenic 

loop road while dreaming of cool mornings and good food at Cottonwood 

Station Eatery. Early morning, as long shadows attest. 

At the High Point Overlook. Being early, we lined 

up along the edge with the best view. A good time 

and place for roadsters with their tops down, cool 

breezes being better than air conditioning. 

Healeys sharing the lime light. Joel Goldberg’s concours 3000 and Peter  

Szekeres’ tastefully modified 3000, both great examples of the marque. The 

Rover in the background was a photographer’s favorite. 

Freda and Michael Brazier. Great! More air condi-

tioned Jaguars in the club, joining several others. 

Pre-heat conversation. What we do best. 

https://www.baclv.net
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Stephen and Rebecca Denham. Millie and I spotted their immaculate classic 

Land Rover at Boca Park shopping center. We shared info about the club. 

Pleased that their new home has a British car club. Welcome. 

The Denham Land Rover outside its natural habitat. Farms, fields, streams 

and wilderness are its callings. A much-loved example of British engineering. 

Joel Goldberg, Jim Shope, Simon & Jane James, Freda Brazier and others, you 

know who you are, enjoying brunch conversation. 

Our hosts enjoying the event. A great time for all. Thanks Rosie and Michael. 

The Sandgrens, Ron and Judy enjoying the day. Thanks for the photos Pat. 

The defining recessed radiator, protected from damage caused by brush and 

rhinoceroses horns. Needs a canvas water bag hanging from the bumper to 

finish the look. Yay Nevada! No front license plate. 

Rosie and I hope to have the opportunity to host this event for the 

third year in 2020! 

Also newly joining us were Stephen and Rebecca Denham. They 

drove their Land Rover, the one they bought as a kit car in Spain 

while stationed in Gibraltar. Thank you for bringing it to Las Vegas. 

The Rover is a photo magnet. 

https://www.baclv.net
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TALES FROM THE 

TOOLBOX 

Book Review: Tales from the Toolbox 

Author: Michael Oliver 

Publisher: Veloce Publishing, Feb. 2010 

Foreword by: Sir Jackie Stewart OBE 

Michael Oliver, who is a professional writer, 

has written feature stories for magazines such 

as Motor Sport, Octane, Classic Cars, Vintage 

Racecar, Victory Lane, and Checkered Flag. He 

has managed to capture what it was like for 

Formula 1 mechanics behind garage doors and 

at Grand Prix races back in the late 50’s, 60’s, 

and 70’s. This book is unique, as it is a collec-

tion of never before published stories as told 

by former Grand Prix mechanics who lived and 

worked at the top level of Formula 1 racing. At 

that time, there existed a camaraderie be-

tween teams and mechanics, an atmosphere 

which does not exist in today’s highly compet-

itive Formula 1 environment. 

Mechanics socialized and treated each other 

as if they were brothers. Teams regularly 

loaned spare parts to other teams to make 

sure everybody was ready to run when the 

green flag dropped. Jackie Stewart, the leg-

endary driver, who wrote the Foreword, breaks 

new ground in recognizing and praising a spe-

cial breed of men known as “mechanics”. 

These men, whose loyalty and utmost dedica-

tion to the racing teams, was paramount. 

Working hideous hours with minimum breaks 

for meals and sleep was a tribute to their ded-

ication to the teams they worked for. 

The many stories recounted in this book illus-

trate their concern for the team drivers that 

everything was done to make sure the cars 

were safe and competitive. Team mechanics 

regularly had to endure “all-nighters” to get 

the team cars ready for practice or qualifying. 

Falling asleep on a toilet or dozing-off while 

slumped over a wheel was not uncommon. At 

the 1966 French Grand Prix, Cooper Team 

mechanic Denis Daviss recounts how team 

mechanics had an epic weekend and changed 

9 engines on 3 team cars in three days for 

drivers: Jochen Rindt, Chris Amon, and John 

Surtees. Lotus Cars founder, Colin Chapman, 

known as “the old man, by mechanics”, was 

notorious for his legendary massive job lists 

for the team mechanics so they would have to 

work all-night to have the cars ready by 

morning practice. 

Back then, traveling to the Grand Prix races 

was a monumental task in itself. The road 

network was not as it exists today. Journeys 

to races was especially difficult on brakes, 

clutches, transmissions, and engines, because 

the teams were not travelling in purpose-built 

transporters, but old lorries or converted 

coaches that were not built to haul multiple 

racecars plus spare parts. Breakdowns were a 

normal occurrence, necessitating a call back 

to team headquarters plus quite often, finding 

a local garage for help. 

Border customs agents were another head-

ache. Crossing from one country into another 

could be extremely difficult and time consum-

ing, depending on who was manning the bor-

der and what country the team was trying to 

enter. Story after story is recounted by team 

mechanics having to deal with language barri-

ers, customs bureaucracy and a lack of con-

sistency not just between customs officers in 

different countries, but between those in the 

same country. Some of the team’s mechanics 

wised up and started carrying team shirts, 

hats, and stickers which did much to clear up 

any customs documents that were not to the 

customs officials liking. 

Being a fan of Formula 1 racing back in this 

era and reading about the races in Road & 

Track magazine, I never realized at the time 

what the team mechanics had to endure. If 

you followed F1 back then, I highly recom-

mend you read this book by Michael Oliver. 

Tech 

Talk 

By Ron Couturier 

Ron has been writing tech articles for 

the club many years. He and his wife, 

Dottie, have been with the BACLV 

since 1997!  

Visit the club’s website to view more of 

his articles. 

Thanks, Ron, for your dedication to the 

club. 

https://www.baclv.net/tech-articles 

https://www.baclv.net
https://www.baclv.net/tech-articles
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Reminiscing – My cars, the early years 

Do cars make the man? No, but they sure can 
make a man’s experiences. 

First car back seat I remember: Black 1948 
Ford sedan. I remember the five of us going to 
a drive-in movie while my parents talked about 
Russian backed North Koreans overrunning 
South Korea and what we would have to do 
about it. Would he be called back into the ar-
my? My first lesson in international affairs fol-
lowed by Daffy Duck cartoons. 

First car I drove: well, at least in the driveway; 
Green 1954 Plymouth. Another back seat I re-
member well. We’d drive from Ontario, CA to 
Salt Lake City—took 12hrs then (2 lane roads 
all the way)—takes 12hrs now. The youngest, I 
got the middle. Mom filled the floor with camp-
ing supplies, then blankets on top. Reasonably 
comfortable, but no view except of my sisters’ 
profiles. Sibling rivalry was defused by a 4am 
departure. Las Vegas was the first potty break. 
We were fascinated by the big gravel parking 
lots in front of the casinos along Las Vegas 
Blvd. and the bright lights of Fremont Street. 

First car that taught me that mechanical things 
break: 1952 Hillman Minx Drophead Coupe with 
Landau top and suicide doors. 1265cc side valve 
motor giving 37.5 horsepower propelled it to a 
claimed 67mph. Never saw it go over 45. My 
oldest sister drove it. Again, I got the back seat, 
but all my own this time. 

First car that was fun: 1956 Austin-Healey fac-
tory 100M. Father traded in the Minx so he only 
had to pay $90 a month for the Healey—a gift 
to himself for designing Bethlehem Steel blast 
furnaces as a moonlight job. Bonding experienc-
es with Dad. Pomona races, watching Ken Miles 
beat a Tipo 61 birdcage Maserati in a Porsche 
550 RS Spider, then Dad racing the MGs and 
Triumphs on San Gabriel mountain range roads. 
Learned that going fast was something I wanted 
to do. Millie will tell you that my going fast ad-
diction never waivers. No more Minxes for me. 

Dad went on to replace a succession of Dodges 
with a Chrysler 300D (much faster than the 
Healey) later supplemented with a Mercedes 
300SEL. Our first FM radio, mechanical fuel 
injection, air suspension, leather seats and 
wood interior trim! Promotions well rewarded. 

First car I owned: 1952 Ford flathead. Bought it 
on my 16th birthday from my sister’s boyfriend. 
Paid $150 for it out of my years of saved up 
paper route and telegram delivery boy wages. 
Taught me to be careful of what was offered by 
‘friends’ with self-serving intent. The car was a 
dog. It taught me a lifelong skill. To clean a car, 
and especially an engine’s interior goo, spread 
same on yourself, and then take a long shower. 
The car forced me to learn mechanics. 

It lasted exactly one year. On my 17th birthday 
we were driving home from the beach in our 
bathing suits on the two-lane Newport Blvd., 
now the 55 freeway. My girlfriend kissed me on 
the stomach. I looked down. Next thing I saw 
was the way-too-close braking rear bumper 
ahead of me. The car was totaled. The seat 
belts I was going to install were on the floor. 

There was another girl in the back seat. She 

was changing out of her bathing suit when my 
bumper dived under the bumper ahead. I didn’t 
get to see that. I only saw the bumper over-
riders being flung into the sky and the hood 
crumpling. She was panicked by the now we’re 
stopped, soon to be surrounded crash scene. 

My replacement was an ugly maroon-brown 
concoction 1953 Chevy sedan. Paid $100 for it 
including a warranty as long as the dealer’s 
driveway. That’s the one I mentioned before in 
the Spanner that took two batteries in series to 
start and slipped in reverse. Don’t park face in. 
This was one of the two cars I drove later while 
courting Millie. I guess love looks past defects. 

I borrowed the 100M as my daily driver until I 
went to UCLA where I didn’t need a car. Later 
dad gave me the 100M. I put about 25 of the 
44 thousand miles on it as my prime daily driv-
er. I got so many tickets in it that I had to park 
it or lose my license. So, I tore it apart and 
began a restoration beginning with replacing 
the wiring with my design. Only car I painted. 

A friend gave me a 1954 Dodge as payment for 
rebuilding his Volkswagen Beetle engine.  As I 
mentioned before it had a 3-speed manual 
transmission behind a torque converter running 
on engine oil, 12 quarts in total. The torque 
converter’s main shaft was worn, ruining oil 
seals, then dump, dump the oil on the street, 
including the engine’s. I couldn’t afford a re-
placement torque converter so I would remove 
the transmission, replace the seal and oil and 
drive off; a process repeated several times. 
These two cars got me through my college 
years and convinced Millie I was suitable for 
marriage. You will have to ask her how that was 
possible. Most times at least one was drivable. 

My mother took pity on Millie and me, and gave 
us her clapped out 1962 Plymouth Valiant, the 
one with a slant-six engine. It needed an engine 
rebuild. Everyone understood it was a 170 cubic 
inch engine, so after seeing the scored rod jour-
nals, I bought a replacement crank. Installed 
and running, the car was way down on power. 
Pre-Internet research then proved that it had a 
225 cubic inch engine with a longer stoke. Les-
son learned? Check twice, buy once. I should 
remember that. While installing the right crank, 
I sent the transmission out for a rebuild. I then 
went to basic training. Coming back, Millie and I 
set out from Ontario to Sacramento for our first 
posting. The trans builder left out a gear cluster 
circlip. Without it, the trans would pop out of 
third back into neutral. So, we drove to Sacra-
mento with a bungee cord holding the column 
gear lever down in third. 

We parked the ‘62 and bought a 1964 Valiant. It 
had a crash repair leaving the right front sus-
pension slightly askew. I worked in a gas sta-
tion at night. Between customers I worked on 
the ‘64’s suspension using the gas station’s lift. 
With air bottle jacks I shoved it back into better 
alignment. The owner driving by saw me using 
the lift and fired me, but the car drove better. 

We then bought a 1968 BMW 1600 two-door 
sedan, the precursor to the BMW 2002. It was a 
great car except for its early USA hung on smog 
stuff. It was the first car I bought that actually 
worked. It was a joy. A rolling mint greenhouse. 

Later we took it on vacation from Sacramento 
to Calgary, Banff, Vancouver and back. Outside 
Ely, Nevada on a Saturday late afternoon at 
about 90mph, the engine made oh!, oh! 
sounds. Taking off the valve cover on the side of 
the road I discovered that a spacing ring in-
tended to keep the valve rocker in line had bro-
ken and parts had fallen into the crankcase. The 
rocker sometimes hit the valve, sometimes hit 
the valve spring retainer. I wrapped the exhaust 
rocker shaft with electrical wire. 

We drove slowly to Boise, Idaho and woke up 
the European car / Massy Fergusson dealer. He 
said “Go to Salt Lake City”. On Monday, the Salt 
Lake City BMW dealer said “Give us a week”. We 
went to Glacier Nat’l Park. Next morning upon 
starting, the oil filter blew up. Metal pieces had 
clogged the pressure relief valve. We bought 
several oil filters and lots of oil and set off. Each 
morning, try as we may, the oil filter burst. 
Fram filters burst faster than Wix. 

We continued our vacation, eventually arriving 
in Vancouver. The dealer could not believe the 
junk BMW had to put on a great engine to satis-
fy US smog regs. After getting over the shock, 
they pulled the pan, cleaned out the relief valve 
and replaced the ring on the rocker shaft. 

We drove home. The car was unhappy. The oil 
sparkled. We decided to trade it in on a 1970 
BMW 2800. Later, the dealer was angry at the 
engine rebuild they eventually determined it 
needed, but they were really angry that I had 
adjusted the speedometer to read near actual 
instead of the factory’s optimistic readings that 
helped sell cars. I told them to readjust the 
speedo if they wished. 

The 2800 was a separate production line up-
grade of the BMW 2500, later known as the 
Bavaria. Only 114 were made. It was gorgeous 
and perfectly built, except for the dealer-to-
install air conditioning. The dealer installation 
was so poor; I stopped it mid-way, gathered up 
the pieces and installed it myself in the parking 
space in front of our enlisted man’s apartment. 
The USAF credit union was incredulous that a 
staff sergeant wanted to finance a colonel’s car. 
But after some strong words about discrimina-
tory prejudices, they agreed. It was one of the 
best cars we ever owned. Beautifully built with 
great care, it just ran. So smooth. So graceful. 

The BMW saved our lives on Christmas night, 
1974. Here is the result of its sacrifice. 

We’d love to hear about your early cars. Write 
an article. Hap 

https://www.baclv.net
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British Auto Club of Las Vegas 

P. O. Box 90973 

Henderson, NV 89009 

August 2019 
9 - 10th Big Bear Antique Car Show hosted by Jane & Simon James 

12-14th Triumphfest 2019 in Santa Maria, CA 

14th Board Meeting at PF Chang in The District 

17th Pole Position go cart race 

25th Monthly Membership Meeting at Wildhorse Golf Course 

31st Tune & Tech and Social Activity location TBD 

September 2019 
6-11th Austin-Healey Conclave 2019 in Deadwood, SD 

12-14th Triumphfest 2019 in Santa Maria, CA 

14th Board Meeting location TBD 

22nd Over the Hump to Pahrump British Car Show hosted by Al and Pat Seminatore 

28th Wurst Dam Car Show and Festival, Boulder City, host TBD 

29th Monthly Membership Meeting at Wildhorse Golf Course 

October 2019 
16th Board Meeting location TBD 

19th Kelso Depot Cruise 

26th Fall Mixer 

27th Monthly Membership Meeting at Wildhorse Golf Course 

TBD BACLV Annual Garage Sale 

https://www.baclv.net

