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Xmas Meal ® The DGR Killin qembers

Wee Smokey 7 ¢ ASI Motorshow 2016
Scottish Motorcycle Show 2017 ¢ FREE Classic Roadtests

SCMC clubnights: 7.30pm, every 2nd Wednesday at Ye Olde Hotel, Leuchars



Here is the news...

As we know Jake Beatson has been burning the midnight
oil for the Banter over the last few months and this
month he’s come up trumps yet again with a cracking
report on the DGR at Killin - an event which was well
represented by SCMC members and hence November’s
‘distinguished’ front cover!

Our distant friend of southern climes and high mileages
Tony Page has put together a fab collection of
photographs from the Parma Motorshow he attended
back in May. His report is an interesting read and
concludes with an invitation for SCMC members to
attend in 2017. One for our new ‘Events Officer’?

Eric Buick’s recent Smokey event was well attended and
attracted the usual thronging crowd, despite a dismal
forecast. Finally, Derek Blackie has offered SCMC
members access to his late father’s treasure trove of
BMS classic motorcycle manuals - see inside.

Latest: A friend of mine is selling an immaculate lathe
(back page) - should we procure this for club use?

That’s your lot for November! Enjoy the read.

NEWS

YOUR
BANTER
NEEDS

" SCMC Christmas Meal
Red House Hotel
COUPAR ANGUS

Wednesday, December 14th, 2016
7.00 for 7.30pm. Tickets £15.00

2 courses (main + sweet) with tea, coffee and cakes,
payable on the night. There will also be a vegetarian
option. Highlight of the evening will be the 2016 Scotia
Challenge Awards presentation.

Please contact John Hyman E: chairman@scmc.name




The Distinguished Gentleman’s Ride - Killin

sunday, 25™September, and it's time for the Mighty
Falcone and | to participate in the inaugural Distinguished
Gentleman's Ride in Killin, in the company of a small
but enthusiastic band of supporters, including a few
weel kent faces from this very club. The DGR is a global
event, primarily supporting action on Prostate Cancer,
with locally organised runs in various, mainly urban,
locations; this little and new one captured the
imagination because the organiser has terminal cancer,
and was more than deserving of whatever support he
could get, and of course it's local, and we all like to
support local events. The theme is simple; you turn up
on some kind of classically styled bike, cafe-racer,
custom, vintage, etc. and dress like an extra from a P.
G. Wodehouse novel, donate, get sponsored, raise
money.

Five of our SCMC members made the trip to make up
the modest line-up of some 15 bikes, ranging from a
pair of A65s to what used to be a '94 Harley Softail,
but is now a 96" S&S on its 3rd frame and second
engine, having been thrown up the road once, and t-
boned by an Italian the second time, a brace each of
V-Maxes and Beemers, a few UIMs, Harris, Commando,
Matchless, Japanese custom and a wee Honda 125.
And one Mighty Falcone of course.

Having just returned from a week of boredom and sore
feet at a Trade Show in Germany, followed by a mad
3 hour dash from the airport to Aviemore, to catch the
closing hours of a 70th birthday party (I remember

when it used to be 40ths and 50ths), followed by 4
hours of something approximating to sleep in someone
else’s bed before driving all the way back again, | was
even more disorganised than usual. It turned out that
| had failed to complete some vital online registration
process, so hadn't been receiving the communication
mails, and had little idea of what was going on, apart
from that it started at 10:00 a.m. As a consequence of
the consequent rush and lack of any preparation,
combined with a house that looks like the residue from
a Hiroshima scale of incident, my outfit was somewhat
less sartorial than most, consisting of an old pair of
brown nubuck jeans tucked into my Para boots, a belt
that's several notches too small, an un-ironed wool
shirt, and a Harris tweed tie from the 1970s, that | just
knew would come in handy one day, like most of the
paraphernalia that encompass my shambolic life: and
an excess of facial hair, which is de rigueur for these
events it seems.

Having left the house somewhat later than (I hesitate
to say) ""planned™ a glance at my recently acquired
handlebar clock and some mental arithmetic resulted
in the conclusion that | would likely arrive just after the
event started, leaving me no time for a comfort break,
and raising the possibility of a rapid U-turn to follow
the others | knew not where, but with burstingly full
bladder. The Mighty Falcone is Italian, and knows no
sense of urgency, 'procrastinare’ being the Latin
equivalent of my own and failed philosophy of life, and



Organiser Tom Murphy and his A75L

so we meander in that familiar and plodding fashion
through the chilly Autumn morning, the exhaust
reverberating off the stone dykes, and startling the
livestock with its peremptory booming. To twist the
throttle grip further is a fruitless exercise, changing the
note from the engine, but not the velocity of travel.
By the time we reach Crieff, I've realised that | have no
idea where in Killin the event starts, but comfort myself
with the fact that it's only a wee village, and there will
be few places for the tweedy toffs to hide. The Saturday
morning roads are still wet in the shade, and flooded
in places from yesterday's deluge, and the tyres hiss
happily through the water, creating plumes of rainbow
in our wake. The A85 is remarkably free of traffic (always
an issue on the MF, as it takes a very long straight to
pass anything, and every straight seems to coincide
with a long queue of opposing traffic) and we make
steady if stately progress towards our goal. A sense of
cautious optimism arises, as we chug through
Lochearnhead at 09:50, and have only the long and
wheezy climb of Glen Ogle before Lix Toll and the Killin
junction.

The Falls of Dochart thunder a brown spate of peaty
water under the bridge as we enter the village, and
pass all the places from where | thought we might
depart, until finally we round the bend at the easterly
end of the street and | spot a veritable gaggle of toffs,
in tweeds, bunnets and plus fours around the (obvious
really) Village Hall. And one motorcycle; a bright red
A75, complete with matching and very swish sporting
sidecar in the style of a streamlined Steib.

| greet the organiser, Tom, and apologise for the lateness
of my arrival, quickly working out that the 3 minutes |
have left before 10:00 will barely give me enough time
to fumble my way through the various layers and
buttoned fly to achieve the relief of boiler pressure...
"Oh, but you're the first bike here", says Tom, stating
the obvious, “and we're not leaving until 11:00.”
Tea, and a most excellent fruitcake created by Tom's

Breakfast ala Guzzi

wife Elizabeth are placed on the MF's accessory pichic
tray, and | practice sipping in a gentlemanly fashion,
pinky daintily extended, as the other bikes roll in. My
solo performance is ended as Tom, Cath and Derek
arrive, suitably attired, with Cath making an excellent
Gentleman in charity shop RAF greatcoat, Tom
resembling one of the Inverbraw Grouse Beaters, and
Derek looking like an escapee from Magnum PI, with
his Tom Selleck furry appendage. | look like someone
whose mother instructed them to wear a tie for that
important court appearance, to imbue some sense of
respectability to an otherwise unsavoury appearance.
Andrew Wilson has been delayed, having pulled his
back painfully while rooting around his AFS Matchless,
and Cath's new contact from Oban is stuck behind a
landslip at Connel.

Soon, the remaining entrants have gathered in the
drying car park, and we're ready for the off, bolstered
by an enthusiastic and vocal band of villagers and
photographers.

Inevitably, the route retraces our arrival, and the rain
starts as we descend back towards Loch Earn,
encouraging some to drop off and protect their tweeds
with over-suits. Those of us who continue undaunted
soon find ourselves cruising at 20 mph, as we tack onto
the tail end of a train of traffic stuck behind a peloton
of that new breed of inconsiderate and anti-social
cyclists, taking up the whole road as they raise a
proverbial single finger to anyone who should dare to
desire travelling under the motive power of internal
combustion, rather than Lycra-clad thighs.

By the time we cross into Perthshire, and a welcome
passing straight, we're clear of the rain, and the sun is
sparkling on the choppy waters of the loch, several
inches higher than normal. We take an early but brief
stop at Tullybannocher, home of the largest scones in
the business, and head East to Gilmerton, then North
through the familiarity of the Sma' Glen, over the chilly
and windswept hills to Aberfeldy, where we turn left



towards Loch Tay and Killin. Approaching Kenmore, an
unexpected flurry of indicators from the more modern
machinery elicits a frantic grab for the brakes, as we
are diverted off the road, and between the imposing
stone pillars of the gates to Taymouth Castle, a welcome
detour through the broad leaved parkland of one of
Scotland’s most imposing stone piles, and memorial to
the worst excesses of 19thcentury ostentation practised
by the privileged few. We line up outside for a photo
shoot, with camera drone buzzing overhead, and
celebrate the skills of those who crafted and grafted,
rather than those whose (probably) ill-gotten gains paid
for it.

A bearded and tweed-attired gentleman, who claims
responsibility for the manicured golf tees on the front lawn,
offers to show our elegant crew around the interior, a
stunning display of gaudy neo-gothic decoration, that must
have kept local artisans busy for decades.

The ceilings are stunning, crafted from carved wood
with hand painted panels, and although not a fan of
the ornate, you can't help but admire the skills and
effort that went into creating it.

Leaving by the Western drive into a threatening and
rapidly darkening sky, a white Discovery blocks the road
for us to pass unimpeded into Kenmore, and over
Wade's bridge. We follow the North side of Loch Tay
back to Killin, a stunning vista of light and rain skirting
us on the Southern shore, and the dark mountains
shrouded by luminous, sunlit squalls. The rain is spattering
down as we arrive at the Old Smiddy for a generously
provided and excellent buffet lunch (eliciting a further
donation to DGR, as | wasn't expecting or needing a
free lunch).

Andrew, Elaine and Tom anticipate chocolate profiteroles

The rain is of biblical proportions as we tuck into ham,
salmon and pasta, and soon there are rivers running
through the car park. Chocolate profiteroles are washed
down with a paper cup of tea until, suitably warmed
and replenished, and spotting a break in the weather,
| whip on helmet and gloves, say a quick farewell and
head for the bike.

Unfortunately, by the time I've fired up the engine, the
rain's on again, but I'm too stubborn to stop and pull
on the wetsuit now. Getting soaked is never so bad on
the way home | tell myself, and although | do (get
soaked) at least the tweed tie prevents it from running
down my neck. Try it sometime; ties do have a useful
function after all, other than disguising the strain of
beer belly on shirt buttons.

The brown jeans convert admirably into wet chamois
leather as we chug soggily home, more suitable for
wiping windows than clothing legs, and slap around
my ankles like a brace of cold, wet, freshly caught
salmon.

By the time we reach Methven, the roads are bone dry,
and we attract some very odd looks filling up at Tesco,
bike and rider dripping wet in the sunshine, as if we'd
taken a quick hurl through the Car Wash.

All'in all, an excellent day out, in support of a good
cause and respected fellow rider.

Here's hoping Tom is fit for the 2" one in 2017, but
if not, | hope we'll do it anyway, because he deserves
that. It may even coincide with the SCMC Autumn
Gathering in 2017: two birds with one stone anyone?

Jake B



Wee Smokey meet No7 - Sunday 16th October, 2016

Don’t quite know how Eric does it - but once again
the Smokey (No7) attracted a respectable turn-out
of (mostly) classic bikes. It has to be said, this was
with the grimmest forecast yet for an afternoon of
heavy rain. | should know, because | was well and
truly drenched on the return home when our group
of three passed Monikie. By the time we reached
Broughty Ferry ‘The Great Flood” had descended.
Our third member Derek Wilkie of Engine Resource
faced a truly miserable ride home to Perth - because
like me, he didn’t bring his waterproofs!

But before the heaven’s opened everyone appeared
to be having a great old natter, and tyre-kicking
was rife all around Meadowbank’s car park.

| snapped up a nice little pair of BSA Bantams, a
rare RE side valve and numerous Norton Dominators.
Also worth mentioning was a lovely TriBSA belonging
to Dave Elder, and one destined for a future Real
Classic (if I get my way).

Thanks to all who attended and helped to make
this another ‘Special Smokey’ for Eric.




AS| Motoshow 2016

HOLIDAYS

6/7/8th May, Varano de "Melegari circuit (Parma)

Here in Europe we are blessed with a myriad of
top-grade events to consider, one of which is the
ASI Motoshow in Palma, Italy. This year’s is their
fifteenth. This excellent track-orientated historical
motorcycle event takes place at the Varano de
'Melegari racetrack near Parma, Italy every year in
May. It offers free — yes free — entry to the public
who throng through the gate in huge numbers,
around 10,000 over the long weekend, to embrace
a hands-on, living, moving museum of motorcycles.
In attendance are forerunners from the late 1890s
through to the serious racing machinery of the
1980s and 1990s, and examples of just about all
road and track machinery can be seen. With over

600 track participants, all strutting their stuff on
the excellent circuit, there is something to see,
listen to or smell (or of course all three) every
minute from when the gates open to when you
reluctantly leave. There are literally thousands of
bikes on display in the paddock, and everyone
present is an enthusiast.

Organised annually by the ASI, Automotoclub
Storico Italiano (Italian Historic Vehicle Club) an
official non-profit organisation formed in 1966
and based in Turin, this year is their 50th anniversary.
A federation of some 263 clubs, the ASI brings
together over 200,000 European enthusiasts of




historic vehicles and is the accepted institution of
historic Italian motorsport. In short — it has clout.

But what of the event? Brilliantly organised and
immense fun for participants and spectators alike,
the event centres around race machinery but with
a great many street bikes out on the track too.

Friday afternoon sees ‘practice’ — a blatant excuse
for track time if ever | saw it — and on Saturday
from 9am through to 5.30pm there are track
sessions catering for all types of machine. Each
session has between 40 and 60 participants
depending upon the horsepower and lasts ten
minutes and, by and large, comprises compatible
motorcycles — although | was surprised to see
sidecar outfits jostling for space with far-quicker
solos! The lunch break on Saturday saw a track
demonstration display of 125cc racers. Sunday
again starts at 9am and mid-morning there was a

track display of ‘bikes in films’ with three little
Moto Guzzis abreast pulling a huge Ben Hur chariot,
a Roman Holiday scooter, an Indiana Jones sidecar
outfit with dead ringers for the film’s stars, and
other increasingly bizarre examples of motorcycle
strangeness. The crowd loved it.

The day ended with The Parade of Champions and
amongst The Champions this year were Freddie

Spencer, Kork Ballington, Jim Redman, Czech Peter
Balaz, Giofranco Bonera, Steve Griffith, Venezuelan
Carlos Lavado, Roberto Gallina to name but a few.

For me though, the real stars were the bikes
themselves; from all the major — and indeed many
of the minor — manufacturers this was the
opportunity for long-gone marques to relive their
finest hours. With lines of Vintage and indeed
Veteran machines from a wealth of European and
American manufactures taking up all available

WANTED.

Your holigs,
Stories!



space, even as a static display this event would
have been well worth attending but it is definitely
not a static show — the track is where the real
action was and there is something immensely
satisfying about watching riders of varying abilities
pilot their cherished machines around a demanding
circuit whilst wearing the biggest of grins if not
always the most suitable riding gear...

With super slick on/off track controls, it was indeed
non-stop action all day. But whether time was
spent watching the track sessions from the stands,
or walking around the paddock area amongst the
bikes, the days passed too quickly and suddenly it
was all over for another year.

For me, the bit that hit the spot and made the
hairs on my arm stand up was without doubt
watching a friend of mine, Michael Kamper from
Germany, ride Ernst Hegeler’s genuine Vincent
Series ‘B’ Black Lightning round and round and
round disciplining far more modern kit. For Michael,
all his Christmases came at once. Lucky man indeed.
And he knew it.

If you are thinking about a trip to Italy next year,
make it in May.

(See www.asifed.it for further details)

Tony Page



Scottish Motorcycle Show 2017

Our first ever Club stand in the Classic Hall of the
Scottish Motorcycle Show was a very positive
experience for all those who took part. We put on
a good show with an interesting selection of bikes
that fairly represented a typical Club night. This
year we are looking to repeat that success and
with a bit more time for planning hopefully we
will make it even better!

If you are interested in being involved - whether
showing off your pride and joy - or volunteering
to put in a couple of hours manning the stand and
being sociable with the public - then get in touch
with Cath (contact email below). Those who are
considering making their bike available for the
stand will need to make a commitment to transport
their bike down to the show on the Friday night

(10th March) and attend the show on the Sunday
(12th March) to collect their bike. We really need
folk with vans that can take a pair of bikes, as
there are limited vehicle passes. Those volunteering
their bikes also need to be aware that our stand
is not roped off and members of the public are
free to roam around and admire the bikes from all
angles - we cannot guarantee their safety! We are
not looking for “show ponies™, the only criteria
for bikes selected are that you are a paid up Club
member, the bike is at least 15 years old and is
ridden on the road.

Looking forward to hearing from you!

Cath V

catvb58@msn.com




FREE Classic Roadtests for members:

Among the various books and stuff | inherited from my late father are Volumes 1&2 of ‘Roadtests
Republished’ from Bruce Main-Smith in the early 1970's and also ‘Motorcycling - Sports Model
Roadtests’ from the same period. | am happy to provide electronic copies of any of these roadtests
in PDF format on request to all club members. Those interested please can you can use this

email : derek500sl@gmail.com
ROADTESTS REPUBLISHED Volume 1

©1930 SOS twostroke 350cc

+1932 Ivory Calthorpe Minor 250cc
©1932 OK Supreme ohc single 250cc
*1934 Coventry Eagle K2 250cc
*1934 Douglas Model Z 600cc
*1934 Francis-Barnett BH36 200cc
©1934 New Imperial Unit Plus 350cc
*1934 Scott Flying Squirrel 500cc
«1935 Matchless Clubman G3 350cc
*1935 Rudge Sports 250cc

«1935 Velocette GTP 250cc

*1936 Ariel Model VB 600cc

«1936 Excelsior Manxman 250cc
«1937 AJS Model 18 500cc

#1938 BSA M24 Gold Star 500cc
+1938 Norton Big Four outfit 633cc
©1939 Brough Superior outfit 1150cc
*1940 Triumph Model 3H 350cc

ROADTESTS REPUBLISHED Volume 2

*1955 Ariel KH 500cc

*1956 Ariel Square Four 1000cc
+1960 BMW R69 600cc

+1958 BSA D5 Bantam Super 175cc
*1957 BSA A7SS Shooting Star 500cc

*1957 Francis-Barnett Cruiser 80 250cc

«1958 Guzzi Lodola 175cc

*1958 Matchless G11 600cc

*1959 Norton Jubilee D’Luxe 250cc
«1958 Norton 19S & Blacknell 600cc
»1959 Royal Enfield Bullet 350cc

*1958 Royal Enfield Meteor Minor D’Luxe 500cc

«1958 Scott Swift 500cc
*1956 Sunbeam S7 500cc
*1959 Triumph T100A 500cc
1957 TWN Cornet 200cc

*1958 Velocette Venom & Steib 500cc

‘Motorcycling’” SPORTS MODEL ROADTESTS:

*1955 Ariel Hunter 497cc

*1956 Ariel Square Four 997cc

*1956 BMW R69 590cc

«1938 Brough Superior 999cc

«1958 BSA A10 Golden Flash 646cc / Watsonian Sidecar

»1954 BSA B32 Gold Star 348cc

«1955 BSA B34 Gold Star 499cc

*1956 BSA A10 Road Rocket 646¢c

*1956 BSA A7 Shooting Star 497cc

«1958 Norton 88 Dominator 497cc

*1957 Norton 99 Dominator 597cc

«1947 Norton M30 International 490cc

*1955 Royal Enfield Bullet 499cc

»1958 Royal Enfield Constellation 692cc

©1939 Rudge Ulster 499cc

*1939 Scott Clubman Special 596c¢c

©1959 Triumph T110 649cc / Wessex Sports sidecar

«1957 Triumph 7100 498cc

©1954 Triumph T110 649cc

#1958 Velocette Venom 499cc

*1958 Velocette Venom 499cc / Steib Sidecar

*1956 Velocette Viper 349cc

#1948 Vincent-HRD Black Shadow 998cc

*1950 Vincent Comet 499cc

*1951 Vincent Rapide Series C 998cc / Blacknell
Sherwood Sidecar

Impression Test

*Royal Enfield Super Meteor 692cc / Garrard Grand
Prix Sidecar

Derek Blackie



Honda C50 Engine (running)
Ex Abertay Uni project. Runs with carb and exhaust.
Serviced and ready to go. Ideal spare engine. £80 ono

Clarke Metalworker 300 Lathe

Hardly used, mint condition and boxed. Cost £500 for £300 ovno
Contact Keith for either item: Tel 01382 330353

B&G NMotorcycle Services

Motorcycle delivery & pick up service
<Motorcycle recovery
eLocal service/competitive rates

Call Gordon on 07843 705197
e: grrallyrace@aol.com

Cupar, Fife
- J

'ABERNETHY
MOTORCYCLES

by appo intment Blasting, cleaning & polishing service
MOT check & prep ¢ Rebuilds

Consumables, Parts & Accessories

Servicing - classics & modern bikes

07543 248263

SCMC Email Contacts:

chairman@scmc.name  secretary@scmc.name  treasurer@scmc.name
Banter contributions: stuurqg33@gmail.com




