








Next year we’re going to ask Swauger to make the last 5 miles multi-lane highway with
a CAS of 40 mph... We ate lunch, stopped to shop at TRF and took in the Gymkhana
and Autocross in the afternoon. We got back to TRF about an hour before the Mountain
Run, and Russ said, “Park near the entrance to the drive, so we can get near the front
when they start.” Vern and I complied. We went shopping in TRF. Ten minutes before
M.R. starts, Vern and I are watching Dolly LaRoche, cause she's the leader. No Russ!
Five minutes, Dolly hops into her car and heads out, no Russ; so I tell Vern to go on.
He does. Cars go flying out the lot, No Russ, They're lined up for over a half mile. Oh,
here comes Russ, who says, “Sorry, I got to talking to a vendor, and suddenly I hear all
this noise, and am wondering what it is all about, then realized they had started.” (Why
brothers get Grey!) The Mountain Run is a combination of “go very slow, go like
blazes” when you are in the middle of the pack or further back. I saw 5 mph and I saw
75 mph as we treaded our way thither and yon to finally end at the Drive-in. They filled
it up. For the first time, we didn't stay for both shows. Part of that was knowing we had
‘to clean the cars for the show on Sunday. ’

Sunday, up early, eat breakfast, go to the car wash, fight throughthe crowdto abay,
get quarters, wash the car, get quarters, rinse the car, get quarters, vacuum the car, sell
spare quarters to next guy, make a dollar. On the drive into Indiana, Russ suggests that
Iputthe carinto Class Y, Works in Progress. The interiorisn’tin so it seems a good idea.
At Registration, I ask to go into Y, from 4. Pandemonium!!, but eventually it gets
straightened out and off I go to sit with the other Y’ers and Land Rovers (same class).
I buffed down the car, put up the hood and trunk lid and wandered off to take pictures.
When I wandered back, the land rovers were across the street. Four of them had shown
up and a separate class had been set up. There was now an MGB sitting next to me. It
had abadge bar, driving lights, all the body seemed to be on and the Tonneau was zipped
shut. I wandered off again to judge classes. This car show is not a Concours, but rather
popular opinion. Much later, polls closed, I wandered back, closed up the car and got
it ready for the trip back. We awaited the judging results, as Vern was anxious to see
how he would do against a larger pile of cars. At four o’clock, they start announcing
class winners. I noticed that the first “first class winner” got a neat engraved pewter
loving cup. And the thought occurred, “They made those up ahead of time, and they’re
going to give them all out!!” Suddenly I perked up! Vern, sad to say, wasn’t in the
running this time. A shame, as he had, clearly, the best looking, original TR4 there. In
a popularity contest, good plain vanilla sometimes doesn’t win. Or place, Or show.
BUT, when there’s only two cars in the class...! The pewter looks great on the mantle!

The ride home as anticlimactic. Actually it was very climatic, as we got sloshed by
a thunderstorm at 9:30 p.m., 25 miles east of Columbus, and probably set the world’s
record for stopping under an overpass, digging out the top, erecting same, drying out
the inside (windshield) of the car, and getting going again. All the while, being harassed
by 70 mph eighteen wheelers going by 6 feet away. The rain lasted another ten minutes,
and we didn’t see another drop all the rest of the way home. And Vern’s car ran OK all
the way, and all the way back to Houston. And so did Mary’s rebuild. It was a lot of fun,
and as I used the heat gun Monday night to dry out the carpet, I thought, “Wait until next
year...”

*The “Whatever” seems to be a red substance, which, when dumped out of the filter
bowl and left in the sun, dissolves away to nothing.
) —Stan Seto

“GENESIS”

According to Wally Ellifritt

And on the seventh day God rested. In the fullness of time He created Triumphs.
Helooked on them and found they were good. But seeing that the Triumphs were lonely,
He created “Triumph Lovers”. And they begat Triumph Clubs and their seed spread
throughout the land.

In the Spring of 1978 the Miami Valley was blessed with one of the seeds and at
the Little York Tavern on North Dixie Drive it sprouted and grew into the Miami Valley
Triumphs. Attending its birth were the midwives Art Minderman and Bill Nordyke.
They were ably assisted by Rosemary Nordyke, Tanya Ellifritt and Wally Ellifritt. The
Nordyke's owned a couple of TR4s, Tanya and Wally owned TR3s, and to establish the
legitimacy of the breed, Art owned a Spitfire.

The membership grew not for some time. In the early summer of 1978 the f1rst
formal driving event occurred, a TSD rally. The good news having spread, a few
additional Triumphs and some more mundane iron showed up. Among these were Tom
Struckman in his TR3, the one that never got the paint job it was supposed to get that
summer. Therally began at the Northtown Shopping Center. It toured the northern parts
of Montgomery County and Miami County. Who won it is not recalled.

The next major event was a Caravan to Indianapolis to attend the annual meeting
of the Milestone Car Society at the Speedway on 29 July. Triumph and MG were the
featured foreign cars and Packard was the featured American car. Incidentally the TR2/
3 is one of the one hundred “Certified Milestones”, the cream of the Milestone Cards,
those made between 1945 and 1967.

At this meeting there was something on the order of 800-900 cars, of which over
a hundred were Triumphs and MGs. All of the MVT cars toured the Speedway and
received a very nice brass plate attesting to that fact. Things went not without a hitch
though. It turned out that only Milestone members could attend the event. So what to
do now? Wally joined the Milestone Society and all the MVT ers attended as guests!

Growth of the MVT was slow, as itis to this day. Coming aboard in the early days
were Dan Stinson, Steve Baltes, Gary Goodman, Neil Stonerock, Ron Coleman and Jim
Quillen. As always this group was the heart of the club with others coming and going
from time to time.

Not to worry. The current situation is no different than it has always been, and in
its own terms the Club is healthy. Nor is it very different than what I have observed in
other clubs throughout the country.

One additional anecdote of the “early days”. Some time about 1981 or 1982 an
MVT car crashed the “Carl Casper Custom Car Show” which used to appear at Hara
Arenaevery early January. Bill Nordyke had taken one of his TR4s and created a mini-
panel truck, THE PROWLER. Believe it or not it was a decent looking machine. He
entered it and one of his TR4s in the show. Casper did not have a class for Custom
Foreign Sports cars. So he created one! Naturally, The Prowler won First Place, and
Bill's box stock TR4 won Second Place! At last report The Prowler is alive and well in
New Philadelphia, Ohio.

Wally is the only “Founding Member” of the MVT still active in the club. Tanya
is still in Dayton. Ron's TR3 is Tanya's old car. So it is the only “Founding Car” still
active in the club. Bill and Rosemary live in New Philadelphia, OH. Art Minderman is
long gone, and not lamented.

So sayeth the last “Plank Owner” as to the Genesis of the Miami Valley Triumphs.
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