


Membership Feature
“History of Frank and Ray - Two Lost Souls Who Found Each Other”

Frank and I joined the club according to the records in 1995 although it
seems much longer. I decided to write this because Frank refuses to and I can
slant it in my favor.

I don't remember how we learned about the club, but we got the meeting
times and the locations (Shroyer’s Marions). In our first attempt to attend the
meeting, we drove around incessantly until after 9:00 trying to find the
Wright Patterson whatever. We eventually gave up and went home. That
was our first event with the club (tee hee hee). The next month we agreed to
try again and armed with accurate topological maps of Dayton, we decided
* to meet at I-71 and Ohio 63 both in our TR3's. After half an hour of waiting
for Frank, I drove south on I-75 expecting to see a terrible wreck, but I never
found Frank. Finally I went home and called him. He was in pretty bad
shape. He had started out to meet me when a girl on a bicycle made aleft turn
in front of him and he clipped her. Fortunately, she was not badly hurt and
did not require hospitalization. Frank was not cited. The third month, we
finally found the right Marion's and the rest is history. The only members
around today from that meeting are Wally, the Stinsons and the Cloughs.
There were well over 10 other people who have gradually left.

Just a word about our getting back into Triumphs as adults. Frank and
I work in the same building and accidentally found out in the mid-80's that
we were both TR3 aficionados (for years we snubbed our noses at not only
Spitfires, but any Triumph later than a TR3.) We are now much more
broadly respectful of Triumphs, but still not there with Spitfires, although
Frank is close to including Heralds. The reason we like TR3's so much was
events that took place in our youth.

Frank was very lucky in having a cool (father) who drove a TR3 as a
regular car when Frank was in high school. He often let Frank drive the TR3
and that led to Frank driving the TR3 underneath the tires of a salt truck one
winter totaling it. Frank's father then got a TR4... I guess hoping that the
better visibility would keep Frank from totaling that car again. Eventually
Frank's father gave him the TR4 when his father moved out of town.

I saw my first TR3 in college while I was driving a 1929 Ford and fell
inlove. My aunt agreed to lend me money to buy a car butit had to be a fairly
recent model (this was 1966). She refused to lend me money for a TR3
becauseit was too old. SoIreluctantly got a 1964 British racing green, black
interior, wood dash car that had been rolled and restored. I think I spent more
time fixing that car than on school work, but it was a labor of love, although
ny heart se¢+efly desired a TR3. The TR4 always leaked oil out the rear seal

onto the exhaust pipe. Eventually, when the cardboard transmission tunnel
deteriorated, fumes billowed freely into the car. Even in the winter, I had to
drive around with the windows down. Clutches lasted a year before they got
oil soaked.Icouldn'tafford an enginejob, soIgot good atreplacing clutches.
The oil pressure kept dropping and after 6 months in Cincinnati, it threw a
rod. I traded it in for a Camaro Rally Sport believing all the advertising that
this was a true sports car. After 2 months of driving boredom, I found a sad,
but drivable TR3. Early with no door handles, and drum brakes on the front
for $200. After 2 years, it started breaking rear axles (old style rear end.) I
sold it heartbroken. 10 years later, I bought Frank's father's TR4 and another
TR4 from Frank for cheap transportation more than for restoration. Only one
of these was drivable and it burned oil so badly that when I got to work each
day, I had to pull the plugs and clean them before going home. However, it
started in all kinds of weather, even in snow without fail. I remember one
very bad snowy day when traffic was backed up. The plugs started to foul
up in traffic and one by one the cylinders stopped firing until when I finally
got to work, I only had one cylinder firing.

Sobackintherecent pastin the 80's Frank and I started looking for TR3's
so we could relive our youth. One that we looked at in Dayton was aracing
TR3 driven at Watkin's Glenn by Bob Tullius. Frank bought it and over the
next several years restored it. It had a modified engine, all kinds of racing
gimmicks and a positraction rear end. A fine car indeed until 4 secretaries
plowed into his rear end with their big Plymouth outside work one day. It's
still drivable, but awaiting another restoration.

In the same time period, Frank and I found another car in Dayton (a
Mecca for Sports Cars!), which had been 70% restored in Arizona. I changed
the color from Corvette yellow to Signal Red and restored it another 15%.
This was done 12 years ago so I suspect I will soon have to restore my
restoration (this has a 3 year old Roadster Factory engine, so that shouldn't
need work). Since then, I have gotten a driver TR4 (currently being painted
BRG and Mary's TR) and a driver TR6. I initially bought the TR6 for my
daughter but found so much wrong with it that I had to restore it from the
frame up and wouldn't dream of having her drive it. I think my favorite all
around car is the TR4 because of greater creature comforts and better
steering than the TR3 and stiffer suspension and easier clutching than the
TR6.

Frank and I are good examples of what it means to get Triumph in your
blood. Both Frank and I have retirement projects that will keep us busy until
the end of time. '

| Ray Bolich
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