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Christmas 2020 is upon us. What a different Christmas celebration this is going to be for so many families. 

All for the wrong reasons. Covid 19 knows no boundaries and does not discriminate. We tend to not place 

enough emphasis on the danger of the virus until it strikes close to home. I have had family and neighbours 

who have tested positive and believe me it causes havoc. “The secret of change is to focus all your energy 

not on fighting the old, but on building the new”. Forget who said that but looking ahead is what we must do 

and focus sharply and mainly on what we have control over. 

We certainly do have control over our National Gathering to be held in the beautiful Golden Gate area of the 

Eastern Free State. Norman Bull and his JHB Centre hosting committee are planning this event and I am   

confident that all plans will go ahead in one form or another. It is almost out of the question that we postpone 

again. Please get as many of your club members to pencil in the date. That long weekend at the end of April 

2021.—FRIDAY 23 April 2021 thru to TUESDAY 27 April 2021. (Tuesday 27th being a public holiday—       

Freedom Day) 

My congratulations to all those newly elected committee members in the various centres. They all need our 

support and encouragement. It really is not an easy task organising and keeping the wheels turning in these 

different times. We all understand the reluctance of members not wanting to attend gatherings such as    

noggins and outings but hopefully our committees will come up with some novel ideas to get you all together. 

Some centres have already come up with solutions such as roadhouse runs without getting out of their      

Triumphs. Also picnics with social distancing seemed to be a good idea. More ways than one of skinning a 

cat. The TSCC has shown true resilience as all reports that I have received from the centres bode well for our 

future. 

Christmas is a time of giving and receiving but let us also not forget the true meaning of our celebrations. I 

trust that you and your families and friends will gather and celebrate responsibly and all have a safe and 

blessed season. 

Hang in there as better times are ahead. 

GOD BLESS YOU ALL. 

Your Chairman 

Geoff.  

 



 

 

Seasons Greetings Everyone. The New Year is here! May (not the month) 2021 be of more cheer to 

you all than 2020 was. 

I’ll get straight down to business. Rene de Villiers, our SAMCA representative on the National          

Committee, has compiled the Agenda for the upcoming BGM (Biennial General Meeting) which will 

hopefully this year, be able to be held at Golden Gate National Park, Clarens. Let’s pray that the     

coronavirus will be stopped dead in it’s tracks, and we will all be able to attend. 

He has also written a report on the wrap-up of the spares fund, and while he was sending me these 

reports for Sabrina, he kindly added a further article about “Miss Deborah’s Rolls” see page 9. 

By request, I copied the article that DJ Rademan published in the PE newsletter, about visiting some           

interesting places in various “one-horse towns” of the Eastern Cape. A good read starting on page 13. 

I think this virus has everyone stunned into silence……….I have added my own personal article at the 

end of the newsletter, it’s just food for thought and in no way does it reflect the views of the Triumph 

Sports Car Club of South Africa or any other individual committee member or ordinary member. 

But before you get to any of that; below are a few pictures of the Christmas Lunch that the Jo’burg and       

Pretoria clubs attended, when lockdown was slightly eased at Level 1 in early December. We went to       

Glenburn Lodge and had a wonderful time, with superb food and excellent company, which I think we 

all needed after so much isolation during 2020. 



 

TRIUMPH SPORTS CAR CLUB OF SOUTH AFRICA    

NOTICE IS HEREBY GIVEN OF THE 22nd   BIENNIAL GENERAL MEETING OF THE CLUB, INITIALLY SCHEDULED TO BE 

HELD IN THE CONFERENCE ROOM, GOLDEN GATE NATIONAL PARK, CLARENS  ON SATURDAY 2nd MAY 2020 AT 16:00, 

BUT NOW POSTPONED TO BE HELD SOMETIME BETWEEN 23RD AND 27TH APRIL 2021 AT THE SAME VENUE.  

 AGENDA   

1. WELCOME AND APOLOGIES/ATTENDANCE REGISTER/OBITUARIES 

2. MINUTES OF THE 21ST BIENNIAL GENERAL MEETING HELD IN THE AUDITORIUM, MASELSPOORT RESORT, BLOEMFON-

TEIN, ON SATURDAY 28TH APRIL 2018. (published in Sabrina, June 2018) 

3. MATTERS ARISING FROM THE MINUTES. 

4. PRESIDENT’S REPORT: To be tabled. 

5. CHAIRMAN’S REPORT: To be tabled. 

6. REGISTRAR’S REPORT: To be tabled. 

7. TREASURER’S REPORT: For the year ending 31st December 2018 and 31st December 2019. To be tabled. 

8. EDITOR OF SABRINA REPORT: To be tabled. 

9. SPARES FUND: A report on the termination of the Spares Fund was published in the December 2018 issue of Sabrina. 

10. GRAHAM CHEETHAM FUND: Report to be tabled. 

11. SAMCA REPORT: To be tabled. 

12. CONSTITUTION: Amendments proposed by the National Committee, per attached. 

I. Deletion of reference to Spares Fund/Spares Fund administrator 

II. Club Secretary: Position created as a member of the National Committee. 

13. GENERAL 

I. Club Insurance Scheme. Report to be tabled. 

II. Long service awards. Proposal attached. 

III. Hosting of National Gatherings. Discussion. 

IV. National Gathering 2022/2023 

V. Honorary membership: Election of Honorary Member. 

14. ELECTION OF NATIONAL PRESIDENT (for a four year term) 

15. ELECTION OF NATIONAL COMMITTEE MEMBERS. (National President takes the Chair for this). National Chairman; 

National Registrar; Sabrina Editor; National Treasurer; SAMCA  Representative; Club Secretary (if the constitution is 

changed per para. 12 above). 

16. CLOUSRE 

Notes: 

1. Club members who cannot attend the meeting may appoint a proxy in writing. Proxies should be handed to the Chairman 

before the meeting. 

2. Nominations for the National President and members of the National Committee should be submitted to the Chairman in 

good time before the meeting. 



 

SPARES FUND of the TRIUMPH SPORTS CAR CLUB OF SOUTH AFRICA. 

 Wrap-up report by the Spares Fund Administrator, René de Villiers, to be made to the 2021 BGM to be held at 

Golden Gate, Clarens, O.F.S.  

A brief report on the termination of the Spares Fund was published in the December 2018 issue of Sabrina, but I 

would like to have this somewhat more comprehensive report read into the record of the above meeting. 

At the time of our previous National Gathering in April/May 2018 I proposed, and it was duly so accepted, that 

the Spares Fund constitution be amended, inter alia, to enable the National Committee to decide on the winding-

up of the Fund, and that if so decided, that any surplus in the Fund be distributed to those who imported spare 

parts over the preceding 24 months in proportion to the value of their individual imports to the total value of 

spare parts imported over the same period.  

No one can tell what the future holds.  And mine, and I think yours as well,  held a huge surprise.  In June/July 

2018, that being a scant month or so after our last National Gathering,  our supplier, Moss-Europe, decided to 

change their shipping and clearing agents world-wide. With spare parts being imported every month the Spares 

Fund had an account with Moss’ existing shipper/clearing agent, UPS. One’s clearing agent, among other things, 

arranges for customs clearances and for the payment of import duties and VAT. Anyone who has ever tried to 

import anything from an overseas supplier knows that having an accredited clearing agent in your corner 

smoothes the entire importing process.  When I applied to the new clearing agents, TNT Worldwide Express, to 

open an account for us, they wanted a letter from SARS to confirm that our import permit was valid, and current.   

Little did they know that there was such a thing as FICA in South Africa.  So, I went to the Alberton SARS office to 

ask for said letter.  I will not bore you with the details of the waiting in queues, the filling in of forms  or with the 

exchange of a stream of email correspondence over the next few weeks between me and SARS who insisted that 

the Triumph Club and its Spares Fund,  which had been importing spare parts for nearly 40 years, be cleared for 

FICA purposes.   Suffice it to say that in the end the Club was faced with choosing one of two alternatives:    First-

ly,  we could change the import permit, bank account etc to read :  R de Villiers, trading as The Triumph Sports 

Car Club of SA.  Doing this would inextricably mix my personal finances including my tax affairs with those of the 

Club, which at that point had no tax footprint at all.   Secondly,  we could opt to register the Spares Fund as a non

-profit organisation with the Department of Social Development.  In this way the Spares Fund would get a tax ref-

erence number of its own,  but would then be obliged to, among other things,  appoint various officials  

(chairman, treasurer, secretary etc), hold an AGM,  and submit an annual return including audited financial state-

ments to said department. Plus it would need to submit a Spares Fund tax return to SARS every year. 

Neither of the two options was acceptable to me. Firstly, I point-blank refuse to mix my own tax and financial 

affairs with those of the Club.  Secondly, the entire process of importing spare parts namely giving quotes; sorting 

and vetting individual orders; collating these; placing an order on Moss; arranging delivery;  breaking the order 

consignment among various Club members; drawing up individual invoices; arranging for collections or for mail-

ing parcel deliveries; keeping records and writing up books etc was taking up about four to five working days of 

between six to eight hours of my time each every month.  Going the NPO route would easily double my time 

spent on this activity which I was not willing to do.  Geoff and I tried, via Regional Centre Chairmen to find some-

one else to become Spares Administrator, but there were no takers.  I accordingly indicated that I wished to re-

sign my position of said post and set about winding-up the Spares Fund.  As per the Spares Fund Constitution I 

duly proposed that the Spares Fund be wound-up and put this proposal to the National Committee.                             



 

 The National Committee which includes Regional Centre Chairmen, at that point consisted of fourteen        

portfolios.  I held two of these namely that of SAMCA Representative and Spares Fund Administrator and recused 

myself from the voting. That left us with twelve voting portfolios. Ten members voted in favour of the winding-up 

and two abstained. There was a net amount of R119 491,74 available for distribution among 84 participants who, 

over the preceding 24 months had imported spare parts to the value of R891 643,00. That is, just under R1miilion 

over two years.  The distribution ratio thus came to 13,4% of individual imports.  

Together with Rob McLeod who acted as internet banking paymaster and general vetting agent, and to whom I 

owe a tremendous debt of gratitude for stepping up to the mark, we set about contacting the 84 participants.  

Thirty nine elected to have their shares paid out to them, totalling R101 595,11.  Five asked that their shares be 

paid into the National Club’s account, totalling R2 793,80.  Thirteen requested transfers to the Johannesburg 

Centre, totalling R8 752,73. One each asked that their shares be transferred to the PE Centre (R488,97) and the 

KZN Centre (R117,25), respectively.  Three participants each nominated a charity of their own, totalling  

R1 492,63.  That left a balance of R10 483,72 and twenty-two participants.  There was one known deceased    

person, and the amounts due to a further five were below R50,00 each, which were considered as being too 

small for individual distribution.  The remaining sixteen did not respond to emails sent to them.  A donation of 

R10 000,00 was made to the Helping Hand charity.  Internet transfer costs were R8,07 per individual transaction, 

and this , together with the final bank admin and cash withdrawal costs came to a total of R435,78.  The final  

remainder of R47,94 I put in the charity collection box of my local pharmacy. I have the detailed calculations,   

including details of the amounts paid to each individual participant with me and these are open for inspection in 

case anyone is interested. 

Thus a valued service rendered to Club members over a period of 39 years came to an end. Those of you who 

were around at inception will remember excited messages of consignments of spare parts docking at Durban  

harbour in ocean liners, of orders placed by way of telexes complete with telex tapes and bankers drafts of      

foreign exchange,  of collecting our first import permit by hand from the Receiver’s office in Rissik Street, of the   

advent of fax machines,  of hand-written stock lists, in time superseded by computerised stock lists, and finally 

emails, sms’, shipping parts by way of dedicated Boeing 707’s etc.   

I wish to thank everyone who participated in this service over the years, and I hope I do not omit anyone:  Firstly, 

Peter Cox and Pete Buckles who under the name Cox&Buckles in the UK  started selling Triumph TR parts from 

their garage.  The two Pete’s, in 1979,  placed their faith in our fledgling Club and were willing to supply our first 

consignment of parts partly on credit.  In time C&B morphed into Moss-Europe where both Pete’s are employed, 

and where we enjoyed trade discount on parts.  In those few cases where there was a mis-delivery of parts Moss

-Europe immediately replaced the items without charge and without questioning us in any way.    

Locally, my thanks to Alan Grant who, one night at a Club ‘noggin held in the Alba Hotel in Braamfontein put 

R25,00 in an ashtray and announced that he had just started a Spares Fund (and, hence the name) and invited 

others to join him in doing the same.  When in the early 1980’s I stepped out of the picture to go and study,  

Richard Baker (up from Durban, and at present a member of the Morgan Owner’s Group) took over.  After      

Richard,  Harry Fairlie took over and for more than a decade made space available at his home to store Club stock 

and many a Club member was able to get parts from Harry in the evenings and over weekends.  Gary Blake took 

over from Harry and dragged us screaming and kicking into the modern world and computerised the entire     

process including stock on hand.   I took over from Gary, and when it was decided to do away with keeping spare 

parts as Club stock, Gino Cassieri at a National Gathering went around selling raffle tickets for the remaining 

spare parts – a raffle which Eddie Steele won and who collected all those slow moving and unwanted parts from 

my house.  



 

The Spares Fund history will not be complete without mentioning John Roets.  John and his employer Neil    

Simpson of Axiom Hydraulics have always been there for us, as was his previous employer, Reunert&Lenz.  Last 

named made transport available to us to collect the rump of the Club’s parts from John Moore’s house in Durban 

when John left the Club.  For many years John Roets acted as the holder of the purse strings and looking after the 

Spares Fund cheque book  (do you remember what a cheque book was??).  And for as many years Axiom           

Hydraulics made space available to the Club where parts deliveries could be made during office hours during 

those years when I was still working regular office hours and could not accommodate deliveries to my house.  Ed 

Grondel took over the bookkeeping and cheque book duties from John Roets and undertook the huge task of  

reconciling our Club membership numbers for SAMCA membership purposes.  And, as I said above, Rob McLeod 

stepped into the breach to handle the final internet payments to the participants in the Fund when it was wound 

up in 2018.  

 Thank you guys, one and all, it has been a roller-coaster of fun.  

René de Villiers.   Johannesburg,   7th December 2020.      



 

By John Lamm, extracted from Road and Track Magazine, April 1977.  

Submitted by René de Villiers. 

I can’t count the number of times I’ve been in Miss Deborah’s small mansion since I was first brought here as a 

youngster.  It was always a warm, full place.  Now it feels as empty as the hearts of the curiosity seekers who 

stripped it bare at the auction last weekend.  Someone even bought the once-fuzzy davenport that would lull me 

to sleep the minute I was sent to nap on it after  one of Deborah’s gigantic Sunday dinners.  I’ll bet they even 

took the lace doilies that were freshly  laundered and starched for each week’s feast. 

Miss Deborah gave her best possessions away beforehand and as the favoured nephew I had first choice:  the 

Tiffany lamp, the Currier&Ives, the Franklin stove.   I thought my brother had taken everything of value, but the 

auctioneers  not only emptied the house, but even sold the cut glass windows.  The new owners of the glass 

must now be waiting patiently for Miss Deborah so they can cut that glass out before the house is demolished to 

make way for a housing development. 

They won’t have long to wait.  In fact, I’m here today to see Deborah for what will probably be the last 

time…….and I’ve never so dreaded climbing those steps, even when I was a child and knew I had a whipping 

waiting for me in the back guest room.  My legs seem leaden and the steps so tall for this last climb. 

Just as I was Miss Deborah’s favourite nephew, she was my favourite aunt.  I had my choice of three, but the  

other two ended up childless and bitter, especially as my mother was the only one of the four to satisfy their   

father’s need for grandchildren.  But there was no hatred in Deborah, who stayed buoyant and optimistic……   

despite Uncle Henry. 

Now I am in her bedroom for what may be the last time, the last of many that started with bedtime stories and 

hidden teddy bears for little boys who made good grades.  And how close to death she looks, so thin and almost 

transparent.   Yet the warm smile is there as she turns her head, the voice still strong and the hand still up for a 

strong squeeze. 

“Thank you for coming this last time………..” 

“Now, don’t say that.” 

“Hush, I’m no fool.  Give me credit for making it these 88 years.  I know just how much longer I have.  My birth-

day is tomorrow and I shall last at least that long and most likely no longer.  Of course, that is not why I’ve asked 

you here.  I have two last favours, one to give and one to ask.  The first one I should have granted earlier, but I 

just couldn’t.  I know how much you’ve always loved the Rolls-Royce in the garage and it’s yours.  Don’t worry, 

it’s in my will so there won’t be an argument.  I don’t know what it’s worth today, but I know your love for that 

car goes beyond value, even though you have never sat in it. 

“But there is something you must do for me.” 

She reached under the blanket and for the first time I saw why she had been holding her left arm over her body.  

She’d been clutching a photograph, once torn, then mended and now framed but brown.  She turned it toward 

me. 

“this is your Uncle Henry, the mysterious Uncle Henry you were never to mention in my presence.  I know this 

must have come as quite a shock after all these years, but I’ve always had this photo on my nightstand. 

“I want to make sure this is placed in my casket so I can be buried with it.  Your aunts will fight it and try to keep 

you from it, but you must do this for me.  Promise?” 



 

I did, of course,  but with hundreds of questions about the unmentionable uncle ready to spill out. 

She anticipated that. 

“Please, no questions.  It still hurts after 50 years, so just do this for me.  But please don’t judge your Uncle Henry 

too harshly.  He was a man with faults, but I loved him so completely.  He came along when I thought I would 

never know love and would grow to be an angry old woman.  He gave me that love.  In our two years I loved 

more than any of my sisters except your mother.  The two know it and that’s why they’ll try to stop you from 

burying Henry’s picture with me.  So promise me…..” 

“Of course I’ll do it,”  I assured her,  “ if only for nothing more than all those cookies and cakes you baked for 

me.” 

She smiled and tried to laugh, but it ended in a spasm of coughs that brought her nurse.  After she recovered she 

wanted to talk, but was too weak.  I told her to rest and that I’d  come back.  She motioned me forward. 

“Let’s not fool ourselves, come give Miss Deborah one last kiss.” 

I fought the tears, kissed her and awkwardly tried to leave quietly as she closed her eyes and the nurse pulled the 

blanket up around her. 

It was the last time I saw her alive.  She died quietly on the morning after her birthday.  We buried her three days 

later and just before the casket was closed, I slipped forward and placed the picture on her cold hands. 

The very next day the demolition contractor called, saying he had an order to have the house down within a 

week, but that he couldn’t do anything until the garage was cleaned out.  Miss Deborah’s lawyer had told him 

that I was to take the Rolls before the house was destroyed. 

I couldn’t concentrate on my work anyway, so I rented a trailer for the car and went to retrieve the Rolls.  The 

first thing I had to do was to cut down the two oak trees she had planted in front of the garage doors.  She put 

them in the day she heard Uncle Henry  was gone, run away with a young school teacher.  It broke her and we’ve 

been told she became a recluse for a year.  Right from the start we children were forbidden to climb up and peek 

into the dusty garage as we were to mention Uncle Henry’s name. 

My other aunts claimed they always knew he married her for her money and that special Springfield Rolls-Royce 

was the proof.  It had used only a tiny bit of her inheritance, but it was a symbol first to them and later, to her.  

Deborah bought it as a wedding present and older folks still talk about how royal the pair looked going for their 

Sunday drives, both up front in the chauffeur’s compartment, laughing.  Deborah even made occasional trips to 

the city to pick out new dresses to wear on those outings. Henry always looked the same:  a flat cap, a black suit, 

white shirt and a blue tie, with the large diamond stickpin she had given him as an engagement present…….and 

that had been a scandal in our small town too.  

All that ended when Henry left and Deborah entombed the Rolls.  The story had been passed around so much, of 

course, that it would be hard to separate the truth and the fiction, but I do know that after a year of seclusion 

Deborah shed her remorse and became a human being again.  Still, no one mentioned Henry or the Rolls again. 

Lately, though, I’ve taken some long looks through the garage window at the car  and have come to appreciate 

what was hidden there.  Specifically, it is a 1926 Springfield Rolls-Royce with a Salamanca town car body.  And 

now it is mine. 

There was enough mystery surrounding Miss Deborah and her house that a small crowd gathered when I started 

the chain saw to drop the pair of oaks.   



 

As the trees tumbled, the people stepped backed and moved forward again as I knocked the rusted solid lock off 

the hasp.  It took two of us to pull each door open and we all stepped back coughing as the dust and mustiness 

hit us.  Eventually several people began to move into the garage, but I stopped them. It seemed somehow sacri-

legious for them to start tromping through Miss Deborah’s garage;  most likely they wanted to strip it just as they 

had the house.  So, before anyone got to the car, I sent them out, to scattered groans and boos. 

The first thing I did was to step forward and blow some of the dust off the badly tarnished flying lady.  I was al-

most too afraid to touch her, but when I finally did, it came to me that I owned  a Rolls-Royce, and a very special 

one at that.  My God, it felt so good, so warm I wanted to laugh with glee. I stifled a chuckle, afraid of the crowd’s 

reaction.  Then I ran my fingers through the 50 years of dust and dirt that had accumulated on the Rolls’ radiator.   

My fingers trailed little rivulets of dusted metal as I slowly ambled back past the tall spindly wheels, their tyres 

long flattened and decayed. I tried the chauffeur’s door and it opened immediately with hardly a squeak.  The 

leather on the seats was cracked and would have to be replaced, but everything else looked as though it needed 

only to be dusted. 

I thought about climbing up behind the wheel, but passed that by for a look in the back seat.  I swung the rear 

hinged door open and stopped. I don’t know how long I stood there trying to catch my breath, but someone fi-

nally yelled,  “Hey, you all right, Simpson?” 

I nodded and felt the tears coming back. I’d found Uncle Henry and his school teacher.  At least it seemed a safe 

assumption, as the skeletons grotesquely draped in each other’s arms on the back seat floor were well dressed 

for the Twenties and one was enveloped by a black suit, a once-white shirt with blue tie and diamond stickpin.  A 

gun lay at their feet. 

I closed the car door and walked back to the garage doors.  There were offers to help push the car out and onto 

the trailer, but I begged off  saying  I didn’t think the car would fit on the trailer.  By now a friend who was a local 

police officer had arrived and I asked if he would keep the crowd out and the doors closed until I returned with a 

new hasp and lock. I was back in 20 minutes and within half hour the garage was sealed tight. 

I promised they could all help the next day when I returned with a larger trailer.  They wandered off.  I thanked 

my friend and left………very shaken.   That night the garage and its contents, Rolls-Royce included, burned to the 

ground.  The police think they have a lead on some children who were playing around the garage that night,  but 

they can’t be sure………….. 



 

….from Geoff—National Chairman 

—Our national gathering remains on course for April 2021. Let’s hope that it will be possible to have this 

event and all get together again. Norman Bull is waiting to have a meeting with the Hotel and I have no doubt 

will get everything back on track. Roll on April 2021.  

SAVE THE DATE----- Friday—23 April 2021 thru to  Tuesday—27 April 2021. 

...from the Garden Route—Nols Pienaar 

Garden Route events for 2021 

Some of our members have expressed their concern about the continuation of activities in the new year given 

the serious health risks brought about by the recent spike in Corona virus infections along the Garden Route. 

This is completely understandable and while I share their concerns, I prefer to adopt a wait and see            

approach. Our first event, a social run, is scheduled for Sunday, 14th February 2021 and that is virtually two 

months away. Let us hope that restaurants will remain open. 

Members and their cars 

By this time most of you already know that Heinz recently acquired a TR6 from Port Elizabeth and that he has 

already started the rebuild process. Good luck, Heinz, I am sure that the end product will continue to reflect 

the very high standard of workmanship that you have maintained in the past. By the way, this latest addition 

means that our Garden Route centre now boasts a total of 5 TR6's that are owned as follows: Peter Martin 

(Plett area), Dennis Cook (Sedgefield), Heinz Koncki (George), Nols Pienaar (Hartenbos), Gordon Waring 

(Riversdale area). Not bad considering that we currently only have 13 members. 

...from Port Elizabeth—Hugh Rademan 

IN MEMORIAM  - October 2020 

I have to tell you of the sad passing of our former PETSCC Chairman, Rob Elliot, early this week. As you no 

doubt know, Rob was one of the original members who formed the Port Elizabeth TSCC. He always had a 

good word of advice to offer when needed or just a good listening ear.  

His ready smile and kind disposition will be sadly missed.  

Kind regards, Hugh Rademan , TSCC PE. 

 

...from Pretoria—Bill Flynn 

 

Well we all know 2020 turned out to be a real BUMMER, as some quotes like: “May 2020 be forgot, and   

never brought to mind, May 2020 be forgot, we’ve had a real k@k time,…….maybe that is all true, but I guess 

it’s all about ATTITUDE.  

Pretoria has had some “low key” runs as we are being cautious. Our latest Noggin, and our Christmas Lunch 

both went off without incident, and Marius Labuschagne was the only “Most Improved Car” trophy to be had. 

His black TR8 is now more stunning than ever.  

Masks and sanitizers remain the new norm, otherwise we are all ok. Looking forward to our (hopeful) Nation-

al Gathering in April 2021. Here’s wishing all our members from all other regions, a TRIUMPHANT 2021. 

Marius with the trophy for “Most improved 

car” given to him at our Christmas Lunch 

Our last Noggin was a braai at Eddie and 

Giselle’s house. 



Four days. Three towns. Two Classicists. One Triumph. No temperature gauge. 

DJ Rademan, TSCC Port Elizabeth 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

THE CAR 

 

I’ve been daily-driving this ‘76 Chicane for quite some time. It’s taken a lot of work and been challenging 

on occasion; but it has, for the most part, been dependable when I needed it and fun all around. Most 

recently, during lockdown, I partially rebuilt the gearbox, de-coked the head and pistons, upgraded the 

headlamps, and replaced the clutch with a unit that luckily was in some recent parts acquisitions 

amassed by my dad, Jon. 

None of the above came easy, as with anything made in Coventry. The layshaft was chewed up in the 

low gear area as per tradition, and its bearings had all but disappeared in a fine paste. The laygears 

were chipped worse than a meth addict’s teeth. The front mainshaft bearing had a cracked cage.     

Naturally, not that many parts are interchangeable in these gearboxes through the years. There are 

several iterations of them that carry marginally different tooth profiles in the gears, different bushings, 

shafts, and other bits and pieces. One can predict only a few of the peculiarities of a box from the range 

of production numbers within which it falls. It also becomes a progressively dodgier bet the closer your 

box is to a watershed number, and with every knuckledragger that might have been in that box before 

you got it. 

Moolman farm, Commadagga. Right before taking a route we shouldn’t have! 



 

 

Blissfully, I was able to nick a decent used layshaft and gears out of the gearbox that had been yanked 

from Janet's 2000, which was a very late-style box that had evidently been chucked in wholesale at 

some point to replace an early one. If one needs a layshaft, it's a straightforward part to draw up in CAD 

and have machined and heat-treated. If you're already going to the machine shop and happen to have a 

rowdy engine, it's also worth investigating the UK police cruiser upgrade which added a centre layshaft 

bearing to the mix. 

The donor laygears were of the same profile as the originals, and although they were obviously not mat-

ed to the original’s mainshaft gears, they were a damn sight better than what I had. After some whining, 

they bedded-in just fine. (I'd read about Model A rebuilders doing dry bench-runs with valve-lapping 

paste to bed new gear sets together before doing a thorough clean and final assembly, but there was 

no chance I had that kind of time to experiment.) 

Bearings weren't much of a problem to find. BMG have finally started putting their catalogue online, so a 

vernier caliper and some common sense gets you far. The layshaft needle bearings for a late box are 

B1314, and calling for this part number gets you some very nice shelled Japanese units that can also 

be placed on early layshafts in lieu of the frustrating open needle sets they originally used. The 

mainshaft bearings can be found under RMS 10 BTC, but come with a plain outer diameter and need 

the circlip groove machined in.  

Naturally, once I’d cracked the cylinder head off, I found that I had the wrong gasket. The Chicane has 

a latestyle recessed bore which required a head gasket with compression rings. Luckily, one was found 

in Uitenhage, as a gent at Newby’s sourced one in the Athena brand using the Payen part number. 

While the Payens are known to have a heat-activated sealing agent on them, I couldn’t find any infor-

mation for the Athena, and so chucked on some copper sealing spray for safety’s sake. To date, it 

seems to be holding up and has undergone two re-torques and plenty of heat cycles. Fingers crossed it 

stays that way. 

I'd also managed to find some LED headlights in H4 format thanks to a friend in the electrical trade. 

Priced similarly to a good set of halogens, they’re a lot brighter and come with hooded tops so as to 

prevent blinding oncoming traffic. The Chicane takes four H4s, with the two inner headlamps only hav-

ing their high-beam lugs connected. In other words, the connector coming from the wiring harness is a 

standard three-pin H4 for all four lamps. British Leyland simply left out a lug on the one side of the inner 

lamps' connectors, so as to leave their low circuits dark. I reconnected those by soldering in an easily-

removable wire in the right colour, pigtailed from the outers’ low beam power, with an appropriate lug, 

straight into the factory connector - so that all four low-beams are used. All four also switch to high 

beams with the column switch, just like factory. Apart from those two little wires, nothing has changed - 

but the light output is somewhat less likely to get you killed on the open road. 

 

 



 

 

       THE ROADTRIP 

 

 

My friend Dani and I were both crawling the walls with frustration at our respective thesis-writing efforts. 

She came up with the idea of taking a quick trip out to a few of the strange little towns we have here in 

the Eastern Cape - in search of family history, old monuments, haunted hotels, weird locals, and an-

tique bric-a-brac. After work one night, we sat down over FaceTime and planned a route with stops we 

thought we could hit along the way. The decision was made to take the Chicane. The boot space on the 

Triumph is so vast that two suitcases and a laptop bag went in just fine with an oilcan, jerrycan, toolbox, 

miscellaneous spares, jackets, and other assorted nonsense, with plenty of leftover space for them to 

still roll around in corners. It was a great conversation-starter with strangers in new places, and it was a 

whimsical choice for a roadtrip into similarly ancient towns. But it was also an old British beater with no 

modern comforts, that could easily falter at the first sign of hard work. What could possibly go wrong? 

 

The weekend before leaving, I was grabbing groceries and suddenly found myself with a starter sole-

noid that clicked, a voltmeter that dropped like a stone, and a starter that wouldn’t turn. Joseph Lucas 

had sensed my weakness and struck. After plenty of farting around, being a miserable bastard, and get-

ting considerable amounts of patient help from Dani, I deduced that the 42MT starter itself was the is-

sue. A friendly Tyre Mart manager and local motorcycle club VP, Jaco, helped me out with a push-start 

and let me use their parking lot to pull out the starter. On a Chicane, this blissfully does not require 

yanking out anything else at all, and the starter just drops to the floor once you wrestle it around the ex-

haust manifold downtube. Lacking the tools to pull it apart further, I handed it to Dolphin Electrical, the 

shop next door. The owner, Deon, is a Lucas veteran, having long been the local farmers’ expert of 

choice for tractor electricals. Thankfully, the rotor had not kissed the stator or anything similarly cata-

strophic; the brushes had just died and gone to hell. I got the starter back in, and the Tyre Mart guys got 

some beers for their trouble. 

 

Pre-trip preparation was minimal, as I’d done the valve lash and plug gaps recently. The SUs were fairly 

well in sync from rebuilding them the previous year, and were burning a little towards lean, perfectly fine 

for a trip upwards in altitude. The engine note still sounded sweet from the de-coke and had plenty of 

pop. The one vital component I didn’t have working properly, however, was the temperature gauge. I 

was going to have to be very careful not to introduce a cylinder to the closest water jacket. Neverthe-

less, I was fairly confident having done multiple coolant flushes and changed out the thermostat, hoses, 

and radiator cap a few months before. I tipped in some Redex with a tank of ULP, and got the tyres 

checked. 

 

 

 



 

 

        BEDFORD 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We peeled out onto the R75 out of Grahamstown at around 7AM, and took advantage of the cool morn-

ing air to push the car and cover decent ground at speed. This road starts with some long straights on 

which to relax with the overdrive, followed by some fun twisties as the terrain turns mountainous, allow-

ing you to shift through the gears and get the body leaned-over. (Having front shocks that are totally 

shot seem to help with getting that feeling of authentic circuit-racing body-roll.) Most of the potholes had 

been filled in, and the few remaining were easy to weave around. The monkey and mongoose popula-

tion here however is voluminous, and their reactions are slow. We lost count of the number that’d been 

bonked by other traffic, and had to dodge three mongeese in a row that tried to make crossings in rapid 

succession and in altering directions. One of them faltered for an almost-fatal moment to take a sniff of 

the breeze as we barreled towards him, and Dani screamed all colours of murder before we successful-

ly evaded him.  

 

Bedford itself is the picture of laid-back pastoral living, although the peace had been breached some-

what after a number of locals’ roofs had been taken off by a recent storm. One poor bugger tried to nail 

down his roof in the midst of said storm and was instead blown off - shortly joined by the roof - getting 

two broken legs. We stopped in at a few historic churches to find the backdrops for some of Dani’s 

grandparents’ wedding photographs, and were lucky enough to bump into a groundskeeper who un-

locked a couple of them for a brief tour. We left after checking a couple more memorials, leaving behind 

at least four more that we hadn’t time to see. 

Outside Bedford’s Presby Church, built 1864 



 

        CRADOCK 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The road to Cradock was not particularly eventful, but there were fewer suicidal wildlife and almost no 

potholes to contend with. The surface was smooth, and the turns were slow and sweeping. We spotted 

gemsbok and meerkat, anxiously watching the road.  

We turned into the suburbs to find Dani’s first family house. Successful, we took some photos for her 

parents and stopped in at the Hotel Victoria. We theorise that one of her distant relatives was called to 

assemble close-by in his draft letter at the commencement of the First World War. We immediately 

bumped into the owner and her daughter who set us up with a tour with receptionist Mavis, who showed 

us around some of the backrooms and the creepy cellar that housed Anglo-Boer-era prisoners. The 

steel I-beams visible there, which hold up the hotel’s ground floor, are still clearly marked with the words 

“KEAY PORT ELIZABETH”. Unsettling paintings are juxtaposed with lavish colonial furnishings, intri-

cate carpentry, rare books, and still-working gramophones and record cabinets that can be called upon 

to warble at you with forgotten melodies. We also got a tour from concierge Judith, who showed us the 

historical Tuishuise that flank Market Street. We were allowed to poke around their strange layouts, an-

cient furnishings, beautiful back gardens, and Cecil Rhodes’ appropriately imposing one-time bedframe. 

 With us both having been introduced to her work while studying at Rhodes University, the house of     

Olive Schreiner was a non-negotiable next stop. The collection of photographs and write-ups around 

the walls are deeply moving to any patriotic South African. Excerpts from her letters there reveal a 

woman before her time. Her unabashed musings on home life, career, love, politics, and country, are 

like a mirror to sentiments any of us might share in the present. Her eminent love for South Africa and 

its people represent a valuable model for all of us trying to carve a bearable life out of this messy yet 

beautiful country. 

Close to dropping dead of hunger at this point, we followed a recommendation to visit a place close to 

he imposing and well-adorned Dutch Reformed Mother Church. The restaurant was in a garden hidden 

behind a building’s facade, like a Roman villa’s peristylium. The refuel was welcome, but we were now 

way behind schedule, and the heat had arrived. We resolved to visit the more recent historical monu-

ments, particularly which to the Cradock Four, on our next trip; and hit the R61 towards Nieu-Bethesda. 

This road became steadily more Karoo-like in its long, flat stretches, and the snappiness from the en-

gine that had previously come from he cold morning air was long gone. I quietly prayed for the ironblock 

to stay cool as the heat-haze coming off the road surface steadily increased in both height and           

distortion. 

The very old and very haunted 

Hotel Victoria, built 1848. 



 

        GRAAF-REINETT 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sadly, by the time we closed in on Nieu-Bethesda, we were already too late to visit the Owl House, and 

skipped on to Graaff-Reinet by turning onto the N9. The speed you can maintain along this road waxes 

and wanes, as single carriageway sections and a prolific number of trucks means that you can get stuck 

doing a pathetic pace without much air going through the radiator or quarterlights. We got to see plenty 

of scrubby flatlands and Merino sheep over the guardrails. Coming through the final straight past 

Umasizakhe only gives you the slightest glimpse of sunlight beaming off of the glorious Nqweba dam, 

but the location of our BnB meant we at least got to take Caledon and Church Street past the immacu-

late Dutch Reformed Groot Kerk.  

Graaff-Reinet proved to be a hidden gem. So much was still closed due to the pandemic, but we still 

found that two days were not enough to even scratch the surface of what was available to see. We still 

sorely lament not having been able to visit the military history museum, Robert Sobukwe House, sever-

al more churches, or Withuis Jansen’s late-1800s moonshine distillery. The days were hot enough to 

stick you to the black vinyl of the Triumph better than upholstery glue, but the spring evenings were 

temperate enough to knock back rooftop drinks in just a regular shirt. The tough bonnet and boot of the 

Chicane made a decent if slightly uncomfortable platform for lying back and spotting the odd shooting 

star that streaked across the clear, star filled country sky. 

The unendingly gracious and humble folks of the Karoo were fresh air for the soul, and so was their 

food. It’s easy to drive around and conveniently bump into a diner, trendy restaurant, or coffee roastery 

with a modern menu, fresh presentation, and a combination of traditional and intensely cosmopolitan 

food that either rivals or flat-out beats anything I’ve had in Cape Town or Jo’burg. Importantly, though, it 

comes free of the smarmy self righteousness of the big city joints, and at small-town prices. Even then, 

the density of the town meant that parking up under a shady tree and exploring the neighbouring blocks 

allowed us on one occasion to find another restaurant with similarly brilliant food for less, hidden in the 

garden of a Victorian house doubling as an antiques shop.  

The car collection at Recollection Rides is open to the public, and included one red TR3 that was an ex-

club car. According to the Nationals badges on it, it was at Midmar Dam in 1994, Gariep Dam in 2000, 

Port Edward in 2004, Drakensberg in 2010, and TO Strand in 2014. There's also a glovebox badge for 

the Jabbeke - Mazelspoort 50-year celebration, numbered 15. 

The Village restaurant in Graaf-Reinet, opposite Recollection Rides vintage car museum. 



 

     

    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

One of our other non-negotiable stops was the Valley of Desolation, but without a working temperature 

gauge there was no way I felt comfortable attempting the drive up the mountain in the heat of the day. I 

spent hours grabbing a new temperature gauge to test with, and then finding I was short a spade termi-

nal, driving out again to find the shops closed early, trying again the next day, and generally faffing end-

lessly. The new gauge repeated similar behaviour to the Smiths; resting at the bottom of zero degrees 

and feebly jumping a few millimetres every couple of seconds. So, the gauge was not the problem. But 

the temperature sensor was also new, so I still wasn’t sure what exactly was at fault. Joseph Lucas 

(and my own ignorance) struck again.  

Luckily, the temperature dropped unexpectedly quickly towards the end of the day. Our chance had 

come. Leaving the B&B, a group of local kids swarmed past the car. One gestured wildly, shouting 

“maak nat, oom!”. We were perplexed. Did he want me to make the ground wet by blowing a rod 

through the block and distributing oil around the place? That was the most likely result of putting foot, 

given the car. I spun it up and took off with a bit of wheelspin. (It was only much later that evening we 

were reliably informed that it meant to gooi petrol, or ‘make the carburetor wet’.) With an hour to go be-

fore the SANParks booth closed off the Valley entrance, we sped north past the full glory of the shim-

mering Nqweba Dam, and into Camdeboo National Park before doubling back south-west on the tight 

mountain road. Although the speed limit there is restrictive, the drive up makes a tight miniature hill-

climb, including a couple of switchbacks against sheer drops that give way to breathtaking views of the 

close-by town of Adendorp, nestled between the mountain bases below. Initially, I was worried about 

air/fuel mixture - however, the Valley is about 1400m above the sea level at which I’d set the SUs, and 

the rule of thumb which I’d read had mentioned about one flat of adjustment per 5000 feet. This meant 

that we would be roughly one flat rich by the time I reached the top - hardly a massive problem, and I 

reasoned that the slight richness might help combat any warm running. The Chicane took the steep 

climb like a little mountain goat, the SUs audibly sucking air with a dull whistle towards the top of each 

gear. We reached the parking area without the radiator even venting to the expansion tank. Despite be-

ing a ‘big saloon’, the Chicane was dwarfed by the modern cars it was parked in between. 

We sprinted to the lookout point to catch the sun before it finally left the sky. It is now obvious that the 

Valley of 

Desolation is impossible to capture with just a camera. One can easily look up better photos than any I 

Recollection’s TR3 next to a super straight Saint. 



 

         

We sprinted to the lookout point to catch the sun before it finally left the sky. It is now obvious that the 

Valley of Desolation is impossible to capture with just a camera. One can easily look up better photos 

than any I was able to take, but even still, they don’t communicate one iota of the feeling of the place. 

The humbling scale of the mountains around (and the plains in front of us, that stretched to the horizon); 

the echoing of hundreds of birds and animals calling to each other in the rocks; and the wind rustling 

through the bush; it all made for a sensory combination that can only be adequately experienced in  

person. 

Soon, the sun had disappeared completely. The LEDs were about to come in useful. Dani had been 

subtly hinting that she wanted to try getting a feel for the old deathtrap, so she took the wheel for the 

route down. With some coaching, and no small amount of stress on her part, she eventually warmed up 

to it and got into the rhythm of working the agricultural controls, feeling the road, and listening to the 

feedback from the drivetrain. While I definitely needed to adjust the beams up a bit, the LEDs lit up the 

road and any potential kamikaze attack-animals much better than any halogen could've done with the 

Chicane's anaemic charging system. Switching them on made no appreciable dent in the voltmeter’s 

estimate of 14.5v of charge.  

The serpentine mountain pass may have been what did most of the convincing, but by the time we got 

back to town, my friend was hooked. She’s now looking for an old Escort or Cortina to call her own. 

A small part of the scenery before coming to the edge and looking down into the valley. 

RAC handbook, 5th ed. A night at the Beach Hotel was 12 shillings and sixpence! 



 

RETURN PREPARATION 

Next morning, pulling the hotter-than-standard BP5ES plugs revealed very rich running. This wasn’t too 

strange considering the previous night’s trip up in altitude, but still wasn’t great. I decided to leave the  

tune on the carbs alone, and see what colour we’d get with fresh plugs. Dani changed them out for a 

set of standard BP6s I had in the boot and I resolved to check them back home. We also spent what felt 

like a decade fixing up the number 6 plug lead and the coil lead, which both had breaks in the insulation 

closest to their boots. The carbon was still perfect and conducted beautifully, and the Powerspark igni-

tion set I’d put in was otherwise working  and pushing the conductive spike into the newly-trimmed sec-

tion of lead is a quick operation. But extracting the old bits of insulation that had welded themselves to 

the insides of the rubber boots was a mission from Satan. By the time we got them together, we were 

behind schedule once again. I certainly wasn’t going to muck around with anything else that wasn’t pa-

tently wrong, so off to the station for some ULP and Redex we went. 

 

THE RETURN BEGINS 

Leaving the station, all was going well until we pulled into a side street and found we had no indicators. 

Joseph was at it again. I pulled the central gauge cluster area of the dashboard out and had one last 

fiddle with the temp gauge and the ground connections. The indicators worked again. Screwed the dash 

back in, and they stopped. Something was funky in the wiring, but I didn’t feel like messing with it. We 

were just going to have to go home with a loose dash, just for the sake of having indicators. We took 

the R63 south out of Graaff-Reinet, and hit a left where it split into the R75, choosing to remain with the 

63 to Pearston.  

We were now even further behind schedule, thanks to the Chicane. We blew through Pearston as the  

heat rose astronomically. I stopped for a minute at a service station in Somerset East to check under 

the bonnet. Curiously, the radiator wasn’t venting to the expansion tank. I dipped my hand in some wa-

ter and flicked a drop or two at the radiator to see if it immediately turned to steam. It didn’t. I repeated 

the same with the cylinder head. It took a couple of seconds to evaporate, not at all sizzling violently as 

I expected. The car was coping so uncharacteristically well with the heat, that it was almost as if it were 

trying to prove a point.  

We then passed through Uitkeer and continued to turn south again onto the N10 just after Cookhouse, 

which looked like it had had a civil war break out recently. Traveling parallel to the Great Fish River al-

lowed us to see more wildlife, including herds of springbok and the occasional ostrich. It was looking 

like we might be able to turn in at one of our planned stops - the tiny hamlet of   Middleton. 

        MIDDLETON 

 

Middleton Manor’s deserted farm stall, cultivating nothing but lies. 



 

         

Middleton was meant to have a touch farm, a farm stall, and a pub converted out of the old train station. 

It was also meant to be a highlight of the return trip home, allowing us a break to pat miniature goats 

and take home some beers for that night’s recap of events. Instead, the farm stall was closed. The lo-

cale was eerily quiet, devoid of people. The church gate creaked in the wind. Further along the town’s 

single dirt road that parted from the highway, there was a turn under a train-track overpass that had a 

“B&B” sign to one side and a vibrant “Welcome to Middleton” mural painted around it. Naturally, we de-

cided to proceed through the cheery passageway and see if we could find anything else of the town or, 

indeed, anyone alive.  

Passing through the aperture revealed what might pass for a town square. A couple of cars were 

parked up in it, surrounded by some houses, an old railway building, some sort of office, and an SAPS 

outpost marked with a “Sheriff” sign. There was a touch farm there, alright - but it stretched the defini-

tion somewhat. A single sheep and a sad cluster of ducks milled around their respective enclosures. 

Some folks slowly emerged from the buildings, like ghouls out of a graveyard, and started pointing and 

staring at us. One business-like woman stormed out of the office and informed us in curt Afrikaans that 

we couldn’t stop there and we needed to leave immediately because this, she very seriously intoned, 

was a private rehab centre. Oops. We swiftly mounted up and I turned the Chicane around as a pair of 

dogs streamed out of one of the outbuildings to come have a bark and to bite at the tyres. So much for 

the “Welcome to Middleton”. We hit the N10 without having touched any animals, visited the railway, or 

bought any beers. We did get to take home with us a great deal of confusion, though, trying to figure out 

how rehabilitating addicts coped with having a pub right next door in a no-horse town. 

 

The deceptive overpass and its B&B sign!. 



 

         

       RIEBEEK EAST _ OR NOT 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Our next turn was a left, going east on the R400 to Riebeeck East at Kommadagga. This would’ve tak-

en us back to Grahamstown directly, but the instant we turned onto the R400 we realised something 

wasn’t right. The AA road map indicated that it was paved, but instead we hit a dirt road with tall, regular 

divots that violently shook the car like the testing grounds at the Uitenhage factory plant. This was going 

to be a hell drive with low-profile tyres and buggered shock absorbers. We would be better off going 

back to the N10, and so we did; but not before stopping to say hello to a pair of horses. Dani pulled a 

small cactus and some spikes out of the one’s nostril, and we continued on our way.  

Having taken the N10 as far as Paterson, we turned east on the R342 in an attempt to get back to Gra-

hamstown a little faster. All was well for a while, until we started to pass through the centre of what we 

soon realised was Shamwari Game Reserve. The road suddenly turned back into the same hellish imi-

tation of the surface of Mars that we had briefly experienced on the R400. There was no turning back 

now - the sun was quickly disappearing and we were already committed to the route. The rattling may 

have been annoying in a modern car, but in the Chicane, it was deafening. The dash I had decided to 

leave un-screwed, of course, started dropping out. It quickly became one of the more hilarious and 

memorable driving experiences of my life - dodging the biggest hills, waving to incredulous game rang-

ers and tourists passing by in their fancy SUVs and bakkies, and finding endless entertainment in 

Dani’s pronounced cringing with every new rattle we developed. If there were any blobs of bodyfiller or 

loose bolts that were threatening to drop out of the car, that road surely saw to their final demise.  

It took what felt like an hour to cover just ten kilometres, but we finally emerged onto the N2 with dark-

ness upon us. The road back was cold and uneventful, as national roads usually are.  

Pulling things out of a horse on the R400. 



 

         

        

        POST-MORTEM 

Nothing had fallen off, and the Triumph continued to run beautifully. I parked it at home and left it to cool 

off overnight before going through the various post-flight inspections. The tappet breather had spat a 

fair amount of oil into the airbox, creating a nice pool at the bottom of it, so it’s probably about time I 

change it for an American-style PCV valve. The plugs were, puzzlingly, slightly on the rich side again, 

and the carbs were low on dashpot oil, so I cleaned them off and topped up the carbs before pulling 

them back down by one flat to experiment with the mixture. I removed the rockers and re-torqued the 

cylinder head, which had already undergone its first 500-mile re-torque and was now only slightly out of 

spec. Placing the rockers back on and torquing them correctly, the valve gaps had to be tightened up by 

about .005”. Sealing everything back up, I left the Chicane to sleep another night before starting it up. 

On a cold Grahamstown morning, all it took was a bit of choke and it roared to life - ready to go again. 

 

The ultimate message of this story, I suppose, is that our Triumphs - even those that are not beautifully 

restored and are ratty around the edges or even downright ugly - are still capable of doing pretty much 

everything they were designed to do. Some mechanical sympathy, attention to detail, and a little bit of  

time and effort will allow you to experience the world in a way that few people today get to do. Sure, 

these cars aren’t as comfortable or as reliable as a modern one for a long-distance road trip. But, much 

like choosing a dead-end job, a modern econobox commits you to a boring, humdrum existence with 

less urgency, less danger, less adventure, and fewer genuine interactions with the world and the people 

around you. Road tripping with a classic allows your transport to become a member of your party, rather 

than an accessory to it. And that’s certainly how it felt - like a party of three. 

 

Don’t fall into the trap of thinking that your Triumph is ‘just a Sunday car’, or that it needs to be sheltered 

from the world. They’re so much more than that. They’re meant to be driven. They’re meant to be bro-

ken. And they’re meant to be fixed again. Much like owning a motorcycle, or an incontinent dog, a clas-

sic is not meant as an accessory to fit your lifestyle. It’s about fitting your lifestyle around a machine. An 

imperfect, cantankerous one; but hard-working and infinitely endearing. 

 

 



 

 

Food For Thought …………” It’s Personal” - “Is Christmas 2020 Happy or Sad?” 

It has been a bad year 2020 for everybody. Nobody has been excluded. Good bad or indifferent, everyone 

has had an unexpected taste of 2020. 

When we wished everyone “Happy New Year” on the 1st of January 2020, nobody had an inkling as to what 

the year would hold. We all believe that every new year will be better than the last, and I am sure we all say 

that, to the point, where we don’t hear what we say to one another anymore, and worse we don’t really give 

any  deep meaning or significance to those words. We just say them as commonplace, because that’s how 

you greet people on the 1st of January, then we forget these words and carry on “life as usual.” 

Well 2020 has certainly stopped everyone dead in their tracks! Was it really a “Happy New Year?” Was any 

year that we have lived so far in our lives really been worse than 2020? I think most people, if they chose to 

think about it would love to have had any year from their past, replace 2020, good or bad! Any bad year in the 

past has definitely got to have been better than 2020, and why would that be? 

 

Here’s my take on that;  “It’s Personal”    -   “Is Christmas 2020 Good or Bad?” 

Up until now , we have each experienced our years on earth as individuals, using our “free will”  to navigate 

our lives year by year. If we have a bad year, somewhere in that year, we messed up! “No!” you say. “So and 

so did this and it caused me to do that.” you explain. So we fall into the blame game. Is it really the other   

persons fault? Not necessarily!  But we all suffer from a certain amount of pride, ego  and ignorance! 

So if it is a bad year, and the stock markets fall/crash, the interest rates go up, the price of goods and       

services go up, our workloads go up, our blood pressure goes up, inflation goes up, our stress levels reach an 

all time high and we collapse in a heap.  Some live through it and some do not. (Add your own personal 

thoughts here!) 

So if it is a good year, and the stock markets bare good dividends and are lucrative, the interest rates are  

stable, the price of goods and services are manageable, our workloads are manageable, we can keep our 

blood pressure stable, and we are managing our stress levels, and we get through each day and then a year      

without collapsing. Some live through it and some do not. (Add your own personal thoughts here!) 

What is the difference? What is the difference between a good year and a bad year? 

Is it our outlook on life? Is it the choices we make? Is it what we each do as individuals, that make a year 

good or bad? Does it really have anything to do with us, as individuals, if a year is good or bad? My bad year 

1974, may have been your good year 1974. Your bad year 1960 may have been my good year 1960. 

So what does this boil down to?  What am I saying? 

We as individuals make up humanity, and as a collective “humanity” does many things in all eras, good and 

bad, and it is those things that affect us as individuals in different eras, centuries, decades and years. 

So where does 2020 come into the picture? 

Somewhere in the past “humanity” did “something” wrong (bad), and as time progresses this “something” 

arrived in 2020 in the form of a virus. A coronavirus, named “covid-19 (coronavirus ID 2019)” It caused a 

worldwide pandemic and as of December 2020, some 76 million people have it, another 1 million or so have 

died from it, and some 53 or so million people have recovered! 
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This is how “humanity” affects us as individuals. 

And, this is how your own personal belief system, as an individual, will either see you through this period of 

your life or not. Your own personal belief system will give you answers to help you, or it will continue to leave 

you ignorant or your pride will dictate to you, what you will do and feel. 

Covid-19, has brought “humanity” closer together like nothing ever before. You just have to look at Social  

Media to see the results. Communities/neighbours helping one another through all the phases of lockdown, 

people praying in the streets in cities all over the world, people singing songs together, socially distanced 

from each other on their balconies in their apartments, and neighbourhoods. Health care workers worldwide, 

giving their all, to save peoples lives, daily. 

Covid-19, has also torn “humanity” apart. Conspiracy theorists are spreading fear amongst the ignorant.    

Politicians from different camps are at war with one another as to what a solution to “anything” should be. 

Children born this year will never know  how different our past was, without masks. Schooling for our children 

has been turned  upside down. “Humanity” cannot define “normal” anymore. 

My own personal belief system as a Christian and in Jesus, has helped me through  some of the darkest  

chapters of my life. I have been down the path to meet my maker, and have returned with different eyes and 

a different heart.*1 

If I take my year 2011, was it good or bad? I had two wonderful holidays that year, one in KZN and one in the 

Cape. Loved them, happy times. We finished building our “farmhouse”, a “huge undertaking.” The house   

addition was built by my husband, myself, our gardener, and the horse groom, the only labour we had. We 

alone were the designers and builders. My husband likes to joke that we had 37 designs drawn up (by our-

selves) before I was happy with the final one. 

Then on the 25th December 2011 at 5:30 am my mother died. She died of pneumonia. She was 83. That 

you would think would be a bad thing, BUT she had Alzheimer's disease, she had it for 12 years. It’s not the 

kind of disease that makes you forget what you did half an hour ago, or where you are. It’s  much worse than 

that. It robs a person of their whole being, it takes the core of who they really are, away from them. It’s not 

that they don’t know who you are, it’s that they don’t know who they are. In the end it robs them of their    

ability to know how to swallow food or liquids, as well as a myriad of other physical and mental functions. It’s 

hard enough lip reading someone’s words, when you are deaf, it’s even harder trying to read someone’s eyes, 

when they can’t speak or gesture, and you simply don’t understand what they are trying to say, then the tears 

just wash everything away, for both of you. 

I was my mom’s sole caregiver for 12 years. When she died on Christmas Day in 2011. I felt as though I had 

just passed Matric again, and it was a relief to have all of those 12 years behind me and have a certificate to 

show for it. (Matric certificate/death certificate!)  Now is that a good thing or a bad thing? Did I mourn for my 

Mom, of course I did! Was I relieved that she was no longer suffering, Yes! Christmas Day in 2011, was      

bittersweet for me! 

Is Christmas Day every year thereafter a good day or a bad day for me? How did I feel on Christmas Day in 

2020? 

My belief system allows me to have a joyous Christmas Day every year. So for the rest of 2020 and into 2021 

take solace in knowing you are still alive, and if you did loose a loved one, be comforted. This covid pandemic 

had nothing to do with us as individuals, but it did affect all of us and it has changed the world. Remember 

“humanity” will always celebrate the holiday season, so be brave and know your reason for celebrating  

Christmas Day. On Christmas Day 2020, you may have been with fewer people, but was it really that different 

to any other Christmas Day somewhere in your past?...........Just food for thought……Cheers 4 Now….Helen. 

Here’s hoping 2021 is not the second wave it’s pipped to be. 


