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EDITORIAL

Hello, to all Borgward Drivers” Club
members and, once again, a BIG
“Welcome” to those of you who
have recently joined.

“Ah”, | hear you say, “At last!”, and
you'd be right, it has been a long
time since the last Journal....a very
long time.

I have finally said goodbye to the
last of my freelance work and got
myself embroiled in the vagaries of
PAYE, which allows me to breathe a
sigh of relief and get down to
finishing all those unfinished jobs
with relish!

This Journal is something of a
milestone...no not the fact that it has
come out at alll.....but the way that it
has been produced. This is the very
first Journal to be produced on
computer in its entirety, no paste-
ups or pens whatsoever, all done on
an Apple Mac in QuarkXpress,
Pagemaker, Freehand and
Photoshop, then saved as a
Pagemaker 6 for Windows file. This
has several advantages:

= after this issue it will be
considerably easier to gear up for
the new one, the main graphics
being firmly fixed in their place.

* any amendments are very much
easier to carry out.

* no bromides and thus no cost for
every page master and none for all
the halftones (photos).

* no long hours for me in the dark
room making individual halftones.

* relative ease in keeping a master
for a possible reprint.

All this technology does not answer
the major problem, which is
extracting articles, photographs and
anecdotes from you...... the club
members, many of whom are the
silent majority. The Journal and
Newsletter will only survive with
regular contributions from the club.
It doesn't have to be about a
meeting or about anything recent,
just anything that has any relevance
to the Club or Marque.

Last issue | just about shot myself in
the foot, after complaining bitterly
about the lack of cars on the road
and the lack of contributions, by
forgetting to remind everyone of my
address.

Please send anything to:

Nick Driscoll,
Prometheus,

23, Western Road,
Aldershot , Hants
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GU11 3PL
Telephone/Fax: 01252 341854
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| All German Classic Car Show
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Late in 1997 1 got in my venerable
old 1957 T.S. Saloon and hammered
up the M1 to a picturesque
campsite in the heart of the beautiful
Peak District a few
miles away from
Chesterfield with its
famous landmark,
the crooked spire.

| arrived late in the
evening, in the pitch
dark, and was
greeted by George
Sinclair and Pete
Grove in Pete’s Big Six. The three of
us were spending the night in Pete’s
tent ready for the “The All German
Classic Car Show” at Chatsworth
House.

Armed with my
very powerful
Hipolito and
Anchor paraffin
pressure lamps
plus Primus and
Coleman stoves
we had a very
pleasant and filling meal, though it
was probably not a culinary

masterpiece, finished off with
several cans of Guiness bitter.

In the morning Pete and | awoke to
here George struggling to move. He
was slightly out of practice with
camping and was feeling the effects!

“Its all gone....all gone” George
moaned several times in a futile
attempt to raise himself from the
dead. Unfortunately for George he
received little or no sympathy as
Pete and | were doubled up in agony
laughing so much!

After breakfast we felt like human
beings again. It had been a very cold
night but it was turning into a
beautiful sunny day, so, leaving the
tent up, we set off for Chatsworth
House in the two Borgwards to meet

the rest of the Borgward Drivers. All
in all we ended up with eleven Cars;
four Coupés, (Mick Kinsell, Doug
Phillipson, Gordon Hobb, Miles
Robinson) three Saloons, (Dave
Raberts, Graham Mander, Nick
Driscoll) two Big Sixes, (Pete
Grove, Richard Binns) one Combi
(driven by Kelvin Jones and owned
by the late Hubert Forward) and
one Combi van (Martyn Adams).
It was a beautiful setting, a
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eras. | felt that we had the rarest
knockout turnout but some of the and most impressive display of cars
cars from other clubs left a lot to be  and it was obvious that the judges
desired. There were quite a few cars  thought so too, because they picked
Mick
Kinsells
blue
Coupé
as the
winner
of the
concourse
and the
car of
the
show! Congratulations Mick, at long
last the club has something to shout
about. At the end of the show Pete,
George and | drove back to the

particularly fine day and we had a .

early and rare Opels ete. brought
over from Holland for the weekend
and it is always nice to see the NSU
club but there were far too many
modern BMW and Audi vehicles.
Even the Volkswagens seemed a
little too recent for my liking
although there were some very
impressive Mercedes-Benzes of all




campsite had a barbecue and
packed up the tent just as it was
getting dark. Then it was back down

worth turning up to again, especially
if a few more cars forty plus years

the M1 after a thoroughly
enjoyable day in some of the finest
English countryside. Definitely
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COMBI CALAMITIES

The last in this series of Combi
calamities occurred whilst | was
attempted to go home. Pulling out of
the car park in Worthing there was
the most almighty bang coupled
with a loud rubbing noise from the
rear end, as | opened the door and
looked in the direction of the noise,
it was not immediately apparent that
the rear offside wheel was further
out than Mr Borgward had intended.
The halfshaft assembly had undone
and only the rear wheel arch had
prevented the car, and myself from
being deposited in an ignominious
heap on the floor.

For months now | had put up with
things breaking, things splitting,
things jamming, or things just falling
off, it had left me miles from home,
in ditches, in hedges, and always in
the freezing cold, rain, or around
midnight, this was just too much, my
patience and humour gone, my first
reaction was one of violence, and
not just a kick, no this was to be
truly Carthaginian. Having
succeeded in fracturing most of the
bones in both feet, | settled for a
gentle weep and a gnaw on the
leatherette upholstery.

| attempted a repair under the usual
impossible conditions much to the
amusement of a bunch of apprentice
squaddies. Still fuming | battled
away under a pathetic street lamp,
but after two hours had to admit
there was no way | could persuade
the bearing back into the casting.

The next day a long suffering
colleague drove me home and |
collected a complete halfshaft
assembly and got the vehicle

mobile having first been booked for
parking on a double yellow line.
The fact that what was obviously a
four wheeled vehicle only had

three at the time of the offence
made no impression on Attila the
traffic warden.

Luckily for my unhinged state of
mind the Combi never gave any
other serious trouble, though a
great amount of driving time was
spent wondering what else was
about to drop off.

It should be remembered that
whilst the Combi was thinking up
new variations on the theme of
where next to dump Nick, | had a
TS saloon!

This truly remarkable piece of
machinery has its own tale to tell.

My father had many years ago,
whilst we were living in Scotland
bought from a farmer an Isabella TS
with 70,000 plus on the clock. He
then put a further 80,000 on it with
never a whisper of trouble, he was
mightily impressed with master
Borgward's device so much so that
when stopping in SW8 postal
district for cigarettes, and spying at
the back of a second hand car lot a
French blue Borgward Isabella TS,
he lost no time in parting pounds.

Then came the drama. Armed with
yours truly the two of us set off to
fetch said vehicle home, father drove
| followed, at least | tried to as the
Borgward was doing a wonderful
impression of a WW2 Corvette
laying down a smoke screen to avoid
U boats.
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How Bodge-it-Bros. Autos ever got
it running is one of life's great
mysteries, how my father got it
home another, as we used a full
sump of oil to cover about 30 miles.
Having achieved this much the TS
obviously felt that it had done all
that could be expected of it and
never ran again.

Now started the challenge my father
said that if | could get running then |
could have exclusive use of it! To
someone about to begin a course at
a college a long way away this
seemed an ideal thing to do, besides
it couldn't be that difficult could it?

I began as we all do by checking the
ignition and here was the first hint
plugs 2 and 3 had been screwed in
practically sideways, helicoils are a
truly marvellous thing, however this
did not answer the almost total lack
of compression on all cylinders. The
removal of the head for helicoiling
provided the clues.

All combustion chambers were
deeply pitted; we assumed from the
continuous assault of shattering
piston rings; all valves resembled
star fish and piston crowns that
would have kept Patrick Moore
fascinated for weeks. In short the
engine was a right off, it would need
a complete rebuild. No problem says
honest John ex Borgward motor
mechanic, ha, ha. Well to cut a very
long, protracted, and for my finances
deeply damaging story short, the
rebuild took so long that | bought
the Combi, you would have thought
that | might have learnt by now, but |
confess to having been bitten by the
Borgward bug.

After about 18 months the vehicle
was returned fully fettled and ready
to go. So complete with precise
running in instructions | set off. |

doubt that | covered more than half
a mile before this master piece of
Teutonic engineering sounded more
like a bucket of nails, honest John
could not be traced. Like early
morning mist, and my credit rating,
he vanished.

By this time however | had found
that | was not alone and that there
were out there others of like mind,
all of whom at various times offered
much help and encouragement. The
sight of pulling into John Wallis's
drive to see the rump of Nick
Driscoll's TS Saloon is one that |
shall always treasure for by that sight
I knew | was no longer alone.

As a result of some enquiries | was
put in touch with the now sadly
departed John O'Byrne, one of life's
great characters and any of you who
met him will testify, wha not only
could supply but actually delivered,
from Lancashire, a TS engine.

It was a simple matter of fitting and
from that day my Borgward matoring
took on a new lease of life. Since
that time | acquired through Robert
Richmond -Jones 2 Coupes one of
which | was only the second owner,
now sadly no more as someone
decided to use it as a barbeque.

Though by the sale of that Coupe |
effectively ended my Borgward
driving, it is a marque that despite
some of the early traumas, |
remember with great affection. Now
does anyone know of a 1957
Coupé...

Nick Reid
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Svenska Borgwardklubben
Annual Meeting, May 22-24, 1998,
in Brosarp

From the moment we arrived in
Brosarp we might have known that
this Borgward trip was going to be
eventful. To start with the hotel was
full so we were lodged in a chalet in
the village. Certainly there was
nothing wrong with the chalet. It was
of wood, spacious, heated and in
pleasant rural surroundings. We
were already beginning to warm Lo
Sweden.

The next morning, Saturday, the club
had organised a rally in which the
majority of the forty or so cars
attending took part. This gave us a
wonderful view of the countryside in
south-east Sweden. It was green
and rolling with plenty of trees. The
district is noted for its apple
orchards. Sadly many of these were

_ ¢ from a pile of miscellaneous car

: j Lloyd 500.

being
uprooted
because the
Common
Market
agriculture
policy was not
supporting
them. L
You might PR AR
wonder how we coped with the rally
directions. Well, fortunately, our
hosts had foreseen our difficulty so
had had instructions printed in
German and English too. This kind
of consideration was
evident throughout our
stay and made us feel
very welcome. After all,
we were very much in
the minority with just
two cars and four
persons.

The rally itself, was not
just a test of our
navigational skills.
Along the way there
were checkpoints at
which we had to perform tasks.
These were both amusing and
imaginative. Sporting prowess was
tested by a putting test, geographical
knowledge by matching flags to their
country of origin, and the criminals
among us would have had little
difficulty in recognising from which
country the model police cars came.
Pleased to say we got 'nil points’
on that one. Other tests were
Borgwardcentric. How much
water can be pumped through a
petrol pump in a given time and,

parts, choosing three items each
for a Big 6, an Isabella and a
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The official meeting concluded on
the Sunday morning with a steam
train journey from Brosarp to St Olof
and back. Curiously the smoke
smelt as though it was a wood
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burner yet there was coal in the
tender.

After enjoying very pleasant weather
up until then, chilly rain drifted in on
Sunday afternoon. As things turned
out though, our spirits were not
dampened. Lars-Erik and his wife,
Annbritt, two of the main organisers
of the meeting invited us back to
their place. They are true classic car
enthusiasts with a leaning towards
Borgwards. Lars was driving a
competition Rennsport and Annbritt

Combi. Their
home, a
farmhouse, was
surrounded by
the usual
outbuildings and
barns. One by
one, Lars
opened them up
for us to see the
treasures within.
We lost count of
the number of
cars there. Of
course, there
was the odd Big
6 and Coupe or two, many Isabella
Saloons and Combis, a Hansa 1600
(50s), a Hansa 2600 (pre-war),
another Rennsport and a Borgward
Pullman (50s). Then there were the
exotica. A tip-top Jaguar E-type
Roadster and Mercedes 250SL
convertible. A gangster Hudson

an Isabella Saes e

(40s), a Hudson Hornet (50s), a
Lamborghini Miura, a Hodgkiss, a
Maserati, a Lancia Aurelia, a Alpha
Romeo Giulietta and a Fiat Arbarth
racer. Most of these needed quite a
bit of work doing on them and there
was evidence that Lars was doing a
bit here and a bit there. Most
importantly, he was doing a lot to
save them from the breakers’ yard.

Our stay in Sweden was coming to
an end. A nice steady drive on the
Monday would get us to Esbjerg on
the west coast of Denmark by 6pm.
Well that was the plan.
Unfortunately, it didn’t quite work
out like that. Yours truly, who until
then had thought of himself as a
protege of Vasco da Gama where
map reading is concerned, suffered
an aberration which resulted in us
travelling fifty miles south when we
should have been going east. Thanks
to some really sporty driving by
Graham and Martyn we got to the
port by 6:15pm. The bad news was
that there was not a boat or person
in sight at the terminal. So there we
were, stranded in a foreign port with
little money, the next ferry in two
days time and | expecting at any
minute to be heaved into the sea on
a lone swim back to Harwich. It was

at our lowest that a guardian angel
in the form of Ellie Rodebaek
appeared on the scene. After trying
and failing to get us into two cheap
hotels she took pity on us and
invited us to spend the night at her
home. That was very trusting indeed
of her, especially as she was a

‘
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widow and lived on her own. So,

after Ellie had cooked us a meal, we
bedded down for the night on spare

bed, settee and floor.

Wishing Ellie a most
grateful farewell, we
set off again for the
terminal. There we
were able to arrange
a place on a freighter
which sailed that
evening, Not
knowing what to
expect, we reached
our berths.
Amazingly, they were
the size of hotel
rooms. Palatial
compared with the g
cramped quarters on SRS
the ferry. There were

only six other passengers, all truck
drivers. The three course meals at
no extra cost, including wine, were
more than generous and the Italian
cook obviously took a pride in his
work. When Kelvin, having stoked
up with a bumper breakfast

hesitated about s;tartln.g-lunch he
was challenged with, "Why you no
eat?” So it was that we arrived back

in England much revived. Our trip
hadn't been spoiled after all. We
have good memories of Sweden
which is a very attractive country,
especially for motorists because
there are so few cars on the roads.
The people are so relaxed and
friendly and
English is not a
problem. We look
forward to visiting

them again -
always providing
we can sail on a
freighter.

Norman Williams,
Graham Mander,

Martyn Adams,

Kelvin Jones.
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The car | was driving at the time was
our 1957 TS Saloon VOV 321 which
if you remember from my last article
was driving on some of my Coupé’s
running-gear. Fiona and | decided
years ago that my Coupe was to be
our wedding car. But | did not get
around to doing anything about it
until 2 weeks before the ceremony.
OKY 999 (Coupé) had been
standing for about a year in the
woods outside my parents’ house
and it had become rather rusty! |
decided that | did not have time to
put in a new floor and inner middle
and outer sills. | had only 10
evenings and one weekend. | would
have to do an MOT patch up job.

The first problem was that the car
was without an engine and could not
be moved. As OKY was about 100

trees didn't offer a lot of shelter. At
the photographers | briefed Trudy
who was the girl at reception, and
she asked whether or not | was
taking my 8 month old son to the
ceremony. | said that | did not feel
that it was right and she told me that
it would be extremely bad luck not
to take him. This was an old gypsy
tale and as she was of gypsy origin
she felt | should take the matter
more seriously. Outside the rain
was coming down in torrents so I'm
afraid, being a sceptic, | laughed at
this well.... curse, and went on my
merry way. | got in the saloon closed
the door quite normally when there
was a tinkling sound and | was
showered in glass! The door glass
had shattered for no apparent
reason. | was sitting in broken glass,
it was down my neck and | ended
up covered in blood only to be
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sigh of reliet and then
asked about it. After I'd
explained that it was in
pieces, with no engine
and no floor etc he did
start to look ever so
slightly worried. | thought
what an understanding
and calm man...things were loaking
up! After the weekend | had two
friends helping, Dave Parkin as well
as John Wallis. We worked until the
early hours of the morning. | took
Wednesday off but late in the
afternoon | had a terrible disaster.
My Mig welder had overheated and |
was forced to use my Arc welder,
and as | had run out of newspaper |
had to stick sheets of polythene over
the windows to stop damage from
my angle grinder. Whilst | was
underneath the car welding the
tapered box section on at the front,

L

that I'd given up. John said the loom
was no problem and said he'd be
over on Thursday (his day off) to
sort it out. Dave was helping on
Thursday anyway and my father
found a spare safety belt so, full of
renewed enthusiasm we all
soldiered on.

| even managed to rope in my
brother in law Andrew to change my
rear shock absorbers, but by Friday |
realised that an MOT was out of the
question! Friday was the last day
and things were getting rather frantic
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