
4 
October 1 • 3 
October 2 
October 9 
October 9 • 10 
October 12 

October 16 
October 19 

October 22 • 24 
October24 
November (TBA) 
December4 
January 
February 

Events 1999 
Austin Healy Fall Round-Up, Dayton, OH, 937-898-3620 
Car Show, Vandalia Nazarene Church, 620 Stonequarry Road 
Cruise-in Walmart, Troy, OH, 1-71 and Route 41, 5 pm to 7 pm, $5., 25 Awards. 
Rallye de Auto Campagne, Newport, KY, Call 513-721-4624 
Cars and Parts Fall 99, Springfield, OH Fairgrounds 
Call for Information (937) 376-0111. 
Fall Leaf TourY'all -To the South West! 
BCD Meeting @ Marion's Pizza, Town & Country Shopping Center, Kettering 
Review of BCD, Start Plans for BCD 2000, Members encouraged to attend 
Ohio Morgan Owner's Group, Morgan weekend Granville, OH, 419-877-0515 
Farewell to Summer Picnic, Eastwood Metro Park 
Technical Session - Steve Miller's Garage 
MVT Christmas Soiree at Ciboch's and Business Meeting 
Super Bowl Party 
Ladies Night Out h~
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Events Highlites-

October 16 

October 24 

Fall Leaf Tour, Start at Bob Evan's, Washington Court House at 7:30, 
Buckeye TR invited, lunch in Manchester, OH (Route 52) Dinner at Cattle 
Frontier, Rocky Fork Lake, Hillsboro. 
Farewell to Summer• Eastwood Metro Park, Starts at 12 o'clock Noon, goes 
until we are tired, bring a car, a spouse, a dish, NO rain date. 

"One thing about a breakdown-it gives you a chanee to look at the scenery." 
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The Marque 
The Marque is the official publication of the Miami Valley Triumphs Car Club, 

P.O. Box 292824, Kettering, Ohio 45429. Views stated in the Marque are not necessarily 
those of the officers or members of the club. Technical data is provided for information 
only and no liability is assumed for suitability, applicability, or safety. 

Miami Valley Triumphs is a registered chapter of the Vintage Triumph Register 
and a local center of The Triumph Register of America. Meetings are held the first 
Wednesday of the month at Poelking Lanes, Kingridge Drive, behind the Dayton Mall. 
Drinks, dinner triumph talk at 7:00 pm, general membership meeting at 8:00 pm. Anyone 
interested in Triumphs is most heartily invited. 

President 
Phil Daye 

(513) 423-8175 

Vice-President 
Diane Ciboch 

(513) 825-3500 

Officers 
Secretary 

Loma Matteson- Ball. 
(513) 746-5189 

Treasurer 
Mary Stinson 

(937) 254-5<)55 

Events 
John Clark 

(937) 298-3796 

Membership 
Dan Stinson 

(937) 254-5955 

Historian 
Dan Stinson 

(937) 254-5955 

Newsletter Editor 
Norma & Stan Seto• (513) 683-7974 (Phone or FAX) 

Miami Valley Triumph Web Site: 
http://www.celtic-gifts.com/MVtriumphs.html 

From the Pres ... 

There are a lot of nice days left before cold weather sets in, 
so-let's get those TR's out on the road. Many events are still 
on the calendar for the rest of the year. Fall is a great time to 
drive your TR. I am looking forward to the ending of the Seto 
Saga told. Thanks for this article. I am sure the editor would like 
more articles to print. Why not send in an article to Stan and 
Norma about anything that you would like to share with your 
club members. 

Soo you at the next meeting! 
Phil 
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Part II-Four Gears and a Cloud of Dust.. 
(The Trip to VTR and TRF Summer Party) 

By Stan Seto 

The Banquet 
was over. The group 
gathered in the hotel 
lobby. Vern's news 
was that John 
Swauger had said 
that ifVern could get 
his car to Armagh by AT THE DRIVE-IN 

Wednesday, they could examine it and replace the piston, rings or whatever, if 
need be. The travel plans put up by the Switzers had us going up to Quebec, 
Canada, touring the area and shopping for two days before heading across to 
Montreal, and back into the US through up-state New York. We were already 
having second thoughts about that. Vern's information solidified the plan to 
depart immediately for Armagh, running at a comfortable speed, so as to 
minimize the damage done to his engine. 

Sunday, the 1st of August. Up early and down to Becky's for breakfast. 
Russell's family was headed for the airport; the Trapp's were headed back to 
Texas. Both are teachers and had to get home for the start of school work that 
had to be completed. The Trapp's headed south to Washington, D.C. and then 
southwest to 1-10 and on to Houston and then Brownsville. They were home in 
four days. The remaining three cars, two TR3's and a '4, packed to leave and 
headed west out of Portland at about 10 AM in the morning. We had decided to 
return over the same route that brought us here for the first day. Start mileage 
was 16824. Down 1-95 we went at a sedate 55 mph, and sticking to the left-hand 
lane. Everything passed us!! Busses with tourists, cars, cars towing cars, cars 
towing trailers, mopeds, Vern seemed comfortable, so I picked the pace up to 
sixty. Fewer vehicles passed us and we passed some back. At Hampton, NH, we 
split from the crowd headed toward Boston and turned west on Rte. 101. Back 
into the hills and mountains we went, returning through Keene, Bennington, 
VT, Troy, NY, and finally, down 1-88 to Schoharie, NY, where we put into a 
brand new Holiday Inn Express. Russ's "old age discount" got our room cost 
down to $80 per night, so that helped the pocketbook, but the restaurant 
recommended by the motel keeper ate up the difference and then some, 
however, the food was good. But, we had to pay for re-fills of ice tea, which was 
unsettling, as it was something the waiter had not mentioned. We traveled 306 
miles that day. 

Monday morning, we ran the rest of the way into Binghamton, NY, home 
of my sister's family, and stopped to pay our respects and to do some family 



business. The family was not home. Neighbors confirmed they were off to 
Wisconsin. We transacted the business, ate lunch and toured the Roberson 
Center, a museum in town, which was built off the Link Mansion. Link being 
the man who invented the Link Trainer which was used to train pilots in and after 
W arid War II. The first flight simulator, really, and part of the things displayed 
in the museum. After the tour, it was back on the road again. We left 
Binghamton a little after noon, heading west on Rte. 17 to Sayre, Penna. There, 
we dropped south on Rte. 220 to Rte. 6, which is a main east-west road. Now 
we were traveling across mountain ranges, grinding our way up tall hills and 
roaring down into the valleys of northern Pennsylvania. We passed through 
many small towns, which had no stop signs or lights, and the larger towns, 
which did. Local traffic was not a bother on a Monday afternoon, and it was easy 
to keep up a pretty constant speed. At one point, while in the Tioga State Forest, 
we were running along just below a ridgeline. On the right \Vas a spectacular, 
and continuing, view of the valley. I suddenly realized there was a house built 
into the hill on my side, one story, elevated above the roadway, all glass viewing 
area facing the road, and it seemed to run on forever. I don't know how long that 
house was, but it was at least a tenth of a mile. The architecture reminded of 
Frank Lloyd Wright, boxy with overhanging roof. At fifty miles an hour on a 
narrow curvy two-lane road, your attention tends to be forward . 

We started looking for motels around five. We went through Port Allegh­
eny, and saw three, and pulled into Smethport ten miles down the road, there 
was one and it was full. The proprietor said the next one is in Lantz Comers (18 
miles to the west). We went on. Lantz Comers was the intersection of Rte. 219 
and 6. It is on a balding hilltop, has a stoplight and is absolutely featureless . The 
motel was there. It had vacancies, and it was 1950 all over again. The Buena 
Vista was Park Avenue by comparison. The rate was 1950's also, so I didn't 
complain. We ate in Mt. Jewett that night, a new restaurant, pretty good food, 
19 50' s dinner prices and they did not charge extra for seconds of ice tea. We had 
traveled 313 miles, and the cars were holding up pretty good, even though Vern 
was adding a quart of oil with every fill-up. 

The next morning we went back to Mt. Jewett (a strongly Swedish 
community, by the way) and had breakfast at a local tavern. Eggs, bacon, toast, 
coffee and orange juice, $2.85. Two people, four meals and an overnight, and 
I still hadn't spent $70. 00, tips included. Then while the cars were being packed, 
Norma wandered over to the local gas station looking for a cup of tea. She came 
back awhile later grinning from car to car. "This place is just like Kentucky!" 

The storeowner had told her the whoh; history of l,nntz Comers, and all the 
intrigues of the motel where we stayed. It was pr elly 1111t'rcsting listening as we 
started up the cast side of lhc Alkght·ny N:itwrllll For csl, on Rte. 219. North 
;ight miles and wt· pkkt·d 11p Rf\' 1

)
1) Wt·s l, tl11 rn 1gli Iii <' l!on.:st to the Allegheny 

Rive, , wl11 r h wc tl1rn lollowt·d w1•s111 11d thrn ,•:011lli , 1111 H tc. 62. The day started 

out cool, and we were in the shade of trees for much of this part of the trip, so 
the jackets stayed on, and I turned on the heater also, for a while. Throughout 
this ride, there was little or no local traffic. At Tionesta, we picked up Rte. 36 
to the southeast and headed for Punxsutawney (Phil's town) and an intersection 
with Rte. 119. 

nu: l~j 

MUSEUMS COME IN ALL SIZES 

We made one stop on this stretch to look over an antique farm, featuring old 
Esso gasoline pumps and other automobile memorabilia. Rte. 119 would lead 
us into Indiana, Penna., hence to Rte. 56 and on to Armagh. On Rte. 56, at the 
intersection with 954, and at the bottom of a hill as you approach from the west 
or the east, is a small restaurant and ice cream parlor. We'd be stopping there 
for lunch. As we approached, I slowed and hit my tum signal. Vern followed 
suit. As I was turning in to the driveway, Screee-Blammmm, What was that!!! 
At the first sound of the locked brakes, I looked onto my rearview mirror. Russ 
went by in a cloud of dust and sparkles, he hadn't turned!! But, who had he hit? 
Vern!!! I parked; Vern parked and was out of his car in a flash and running 
around to the rear end. I started for the road, but here came Russ, a rueful look 
on his face. His driver's side fender had two large dents, courtesy ofV em's rear 
quarter panel and bumper. Vern's car looked practically unscathed. There was 
a brush mark on the tail light bezel and a slight cock to the rear bumper and that 
was it. Russ's fender, lowered by the hard braking, had taken all the energy. 
Both cars were still drivable. It was a glum lunch. Russ had been apparently 
distracted by the approach to the restaurant, and was gazing at it and wondering 
if we'd stop, when we did. He later observed that ifhe had not locked his front 
wheels, he could have steered around Vern ( in 20/20 hindsight). His fender was 
exposed to bare metal; gone was the clear coat (sparkles noted) paint and 
powder coat. 

Well, on to TRF. We got there at about two in the afternoon. After some 
preliminaries, they inducted the TR4. A compression check turned up 180 -190 
psi in one through three, and 110 in four. Next step was to determine piston size. 



It was 86mm. TRF couldn't help. All they had on hand were 87mm, and their 
supplier had no 86's on hand. The decision was made to park it for now, drive 
as little as possible until Sunday, leave early for Cincinnati and once in 
Loveland, either leave it for trailering or continue on to Texas. 

We repaired to our motels in Indiana. Russ and Vern were in the Holiday 
Inn ($80/nite), and Norm and I were in Best Western ($40/nite) just down the 
road. We had come 232 miles that day and we had two days before the Summer 
Party started, so we talked about that at dinner. 

THE GREAT HORSE SHOE CURVE 

Wednesday turned out to be a railroad type of day. We headed out to the 
Allegheny Portage Railroad National Historic Site. It had been completed since 
we had been there last, five years ago. We spent some time there and went on 
the great horseshoe curve at Altoona, and stayed long enough to watch three 
trains negotiate the tum, went to lunch, and then on to the brand new Railroad 
Museum in Altoona. That was pretty interesting, and worth the stop. It will 
improve when they get some rolling stock on display in front. Then we 
backtracked a little to Gallitzin, Penna., and the three long train tunnels that lead 
away from the valley. These tunnels are over 3000 feet long, and were part of 
the solution that got trains over the Alleghenies and put the canals out of 
business. All of this was key to opening up the Mid-west for settlement and 
commerce on a large scale. We saw three trains, one going east and two going 
west. 

Vern had put one of his tires in for a new tube, as it was still leaking. This 
seemed to solve his leak problem, although truth to tell I think he was happier 
when the engine was running good and the tires leaked. 

Thursday was a little more leisurely. Russ, on second thought, painted his 
dents or at least covered the bare metal. Why, with the paint on and if you 
squinted, you could barely see the dents! We went up to Indiana and shopped 
for a while, and then down to TRF, registered for the meet and ordered parts. 
We then got out the 1994 Summer Party Guide and tookoffon the road tour that 
went down to Ligonier, Penna., and the Revolutionary War Fort that is there. 
The return is by loca l roads, Rte. 7 11 ;111d Rte. 2'i9, .i hout 65 miles round trip. 
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Friday, went to the Drags in New Alexandria. That was fun. Ran the car four 
times. It was as slow as melting ice. The best speed I got to was 68 mph. The 
fastest timed run was 19.68 seconds. My best reaction time was 0.680 seconds. 
My first race was against a GT-6. We got off together, but he slowly pulled 
away. I finished with the fastest speed I'd get to and the slowest elapsed time. 
The second run was by myself as the previous car in the other lane overheated 
and dumped water all over the starting line. The third run was against a Honda 
Prelude. The announcer distracted me by announcing my name and hometown, 
I completely missed the lights, in consequence my reaction time was about 1.6 
seconds, and the Honda was way down the track by then! My time was under 
twenty seconds. The last run I made was best reaction time, lowest elapsed time 
and about 66.8 mph. But I was left in the dust of a V8 powered Austin-Healy, 
who was in the low 100s. Between the third and fourth run, a guy with a Ford 
powered TVR was running against a fast TR8, and got the TVR sideways, off 
the track and backed into the guard rail. Pretty car, pretty mess, trailered it 
home. That lost us all about an hour before the track was ready to use again. 
After my last run we went to lunch, and got back just too late to get into the 
eliminations. That was too bad, because my times were consistent, if slow, and 
I probably had a pretty good chance to win a trophy. There's always next year. 
I did not really start to feel bad about the times and speeds until I had a chance 
to look up data from TR3 tests of the early Sixties. They were turning 74 mph, 
and 18 seconds or so in the quarter. They were also getting to fifty in about eight 
or nine seconds. (From my tapes, I was 12.8 seconds to 54 mph.) Those were 
stock TRs with 83mm pistons, (and 100 to 110 octane gas). Now, as a result 
of the earlier change to the ignition system, I did not know where my timing 
was, and we are saddled with 93 gas (RON+MON/2). I have no idea if the power 
I had available is even near where it ought to be (87mm pistons, Cam and 
exhaust header). Plus, I should have stripped the car of all our traveling gear, 
and taken out the spare tire. Lessons learned. The bright side was I now have 
a sense of how fast the car really is, I know use of overdrive does not seem to 
have an appreciable effect in the quarter mile and that the car runs really cool 
for minutes after you do one of these sprints. That was most interesting. Up at 
the start line you are in a near over-heated condition from the slow approach and 
setup time. Once the lights flash, you are very busy for about twenty seconds, 
and as you tool back up the return road, the water gauge needle is well away 
from 185°F and stays on the cool side until you are in line again and creeping 
up for the next run. I don't notice that 'stay cool' trend in normal running. 

Later in the early evening, I introduced Norma to Valve Cover racing. 
There were five contestants and the competition ranged from expert to 
hysterically funny. One thing you get a sense for is how far the radio controlled 
car technology has come in about six years. The controllers are less complex 
and have greater range, the cars have a lot more endurance, but are just as tricky 



to control and fewer cars ended up in the grass, although several had big time 
collisions with pylons and spectators. 

Saturday was a full events day. Norma and I started with the TSD (Time/ 
Speed/Distance) Rally. We had No. 71, and got in line about 5 minutes before 
our start time. 70 was slow to show-up. Five seconds before they were due out, 
here they come, a green TR6 with two older (than me) men, on a 'this is our first 
time' basis. They grabbed the route instructions and were gone. Sixty seconds 
later, we followed them. The route of the event was different from the last two 
years. There were three (I think) check points that you passed, not stopping until 
you hit the finish. We caught and passed car 70 within five miles. "You 're going 
too fast", said my better half. My sense of speed, stop signs and sharp turns said 
I was too slow. Once past No. 70, we did not see car No. 69 until the end and 
only once or twice did I see car in my rear view that might have been No. 72. 
I thought we did well, as we were never off course. The resul~s are supposed to 
be posted on the TRF web site this year. I have not looked for them yet. The 
weather was ideal and local traffic was light. 

At the end of the rally, we did the short run into Indiana and got lunch. Then 
we zipped down to the Coventry Inn and got in line for the Gymkhana. Different 
course from last year. Four stop stations, strum a guitar, dance a hoedown, sing 
a song and run a picket sign around the car. For the driver there was the chicane, 
coming and going, and the garage back-up at the far end. You finished when a 
bandana the driver was wearing was thrown to the time keepers table. Russ and 
Vern ran it once, before lunch and had a time of one minute forty seconds (I 
think). In the local paper the next day, there on the front page was Vern running 
the picket sign around Russ in the TR3. Our personal target was their time. We 
had a pretty good run the first time, no penalties, and a 1 :41 time. Norma said, 
"We can do better!" You get three tries. Our second run was 1 :31, but what was 
this?? We had a twelve-second penalty because Norma did not dance the 
hoedown for a full five seconds. "Let me see those instructions! There's no five 
seconds in here!! We're going again," she gritted. So we did! At the hoedown 
we got in five seconds plus, and she almost threw the guy into the crowd when 
she separated. We recorded a 1 :33 with no penalties, and honor was regained! 
We took a break and then headed back to Armagh for the Mountain Run. 

The Mountain Run was off to the southwest, roads familiar to those who go 
to the Party on a regular basis. The accordion effect was still there, but not so 
severe as last year or the year before, so we never got to the break-neck speeds 
of the earlier years. It was a pleasant drive and some fifty miles later ended in 
the Palace Garden Drive-in where the feature was the pig roast and the movie 
was "Shakespeare in Love", which Norma and I had paid $8.00 to see on TV 
in Portland, because we didn't think we'd have a chance to do it once we were 
home. Catered by the Coventry Inn, Dinner set-up seemed interminable, as it 
always does when you are hungry. Boiling the com took awhile. So we 
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wandered around and looked at cars, yakked with people and made ourselves 
a nuisance to the servers who were scuttling here and there as they tried to keep 
the crowd from overwhelming the tables. Just about the time people were 
getting com on the cob; they opened the food lines. The fare was pretty good, 
roast pig, hamburger buns to make sandwiches, sauce, potato salad, coleslaw, 
apple pie and ice cream for dessert. Drinks were beer and pop and canned ice 
tea. The weather was cool and it tried to rain twice, but was never convincing. 
For the first time ever, I brought a folding chair (Wal-Mart, 12.95), I had gotten 
two of them, but Norma, eyeing the TR3 trunk space had said, "If it's a choice, 
my clothes come first!" So, she got her clothes. At the theatre that night, she said, 
"Where's mine?" Home, in the garage!! An enjoyable evening, we got to bed 
before midnight. 

Sunday was anticlimactic. Pack the cars, up to Indiana at 10 AM, parked off 
on a side street. Wandered the main thoroughfare watching the cars pull in and 
park. Said hello to Murry Mercier and his wife Jacqueline, took pictures of the 
Coventry Inn members, admired the Rolls-Royce's, did participant's choice 
judging for about half the classes, once you get more than six MGBs together, 
they all look the same to me. At noon we grabbed a bite to e~t at the deli across 
from the Jimmy Stewart Museum and then hit the road for Cincinnati. Rte. 22 
to Rte. 66, to I-70 and on to Columbus, Ohio. South on I-71 to the Loveland exit, 
dinner at Applebee's and home. The weather, though threatening on the first 
100 miles, cleared as we went west and we ended the day's drive in sunshine 
and warm temperatures. It was good to be home again. 

Despite the trouble, I'd do a trip like this again, in a heartbeat. The cars we 
own, we should own to drive, as that is the enjoyment of the ownership. The 
troubles we encounter are normally the result of our own lack of care and 
maintenance of the car. Properly maintained, these cars are as reliable now as 
they were back in the Sixties, when they were the only game in town. 

Post Log-The Texans left Loveland at 6:00 AM on Monday. Vern's car 
must have been running pretty good, because they bunked that night in 
Texarkana, some 750 miles down the road. They were home by noon the next 
day. They had gone 5200 miles. Russ' s fender cost about $450 to pound out and 
repaint. As yet there is no diagnostic on Vern's engine problem, although he did 
report water in his oil (Blown head gasket??) of more recent date. The generator 
I bought in Portland failed about two weeks after we got home. I had rebuilt the 
original generator and put it in. It failed to work. The local shop told me both 
units were badly overheated and the armatures were shot. Twice the cost to 
repair as to buy rebuilt. I'm still wrestling with that and have ordered rebuilt 
from TRF to get the car back on the road for MVT's fall events. 

In retrospect, you don't undertake a journey such as this unless you have a 
crew of people who are not daunted by small setbacks and in which group there 
is at least one master mechanic. These are, after all, old cars and should be 



respected as such. In this group, all cars carry the group cache of spare parts. The 
Switzer TR3 was carrying the spare generator I needed, for example. When they 
turned back, the generator went with them. The master mechanic person is Russ 
Seto. Russ is the first guy we turn to when trouble hits. He is invariably 
pragmatic, systematic and knowledgeable. He knows these cars and always 
starts the investigations by checking the fundamental elements, the loose screw, 
broken wire, broken part, short to ground kinds of things. He then systemati­
cally progresses to the next more complex check, until something becomes 
apparent, oruntil the root cause can be said to be something incurable. He is very 
good at jury rigging systems and has more than enough experience to know 
what to pack in the way of tools and miscellaneous repair items ( except this time 
I was the only one to have cotter pins). He also has that indomitable spirit that 
says "I can beat this problem, I can get this car running again!" Don't leave 
home without him! 

And now a view from the Distaff Side ... 
July 25th- The pen won 'twrite! A forecast of things to come ... We left Loveland, 

OH at about 3:00PM and had an uneventful but very hot drive to Huntington, WV., 
where we joined Russ, Vern, Doug and Nancy who had worked their way from 
Houston, TX Actually, Doug and Nancy had come from Brownsville, TX which is 
just about as far as you can go to the southwest and still be in the USA. They had 
arrived in Huntington at the Econo-Lodge about the same time we did (6:30), 
having dealt with two flat tires on Vern's TR4 and a much more serious problem 
for Wayne and Jackie Switzer, who had to turn back in Louisiana, because they lost 
the rear end of their TR3. This was a major disappointment for all. I had met Jackie 
when the group came up for the TRA event in Dublin, OH and I was lookingforward 
to getting to know her and Wayne better. Little did any of us know, at least for the 
first day, they were just as well off to have had to turn back!! 

Hot, tired and hungry, we took just a short time to regroup and set off to find 
dinner. Someone had said there was an Applebee 's just five miles down the road. 
At a point considerably more than five miles down the road, very suddenly from our 
TR3 we heard three loud bac/efi,res, a roll of black smoke and the engine quit. We 
pulled off to the side of the road. Vern, who was bringing up the rear, pulled in 
behind us. Russ and Doug went tearing on down the road in search of Applebee 's 
unaware that there was a problem. We all carry two-way radios, but when Russ 
asked if we should take them, STAN replied, "Nah, it's just six miles down the 
road!" 

Eventually the two lead cars came back to find us. Just as Vern and Stan had 
decided there must be a problem with the electronic ignition, the car started. In the 
meantime, someone had decided we were going in the wrong direction for 
Applebee 's anyway, so we turned around. As we got almost as far back as the hotel 
Stan asked for directions. Who said guys won't do that? Sometimes it just takes a 
while. Turns out we had been going in the right direction at the start, we just needed 
to go further. We now had better directions and huge appetites as it was nearing 

1 
) 

II 
,l 

9 o'clock. At exactly the same spot the engine quit again. There was speculation 
about a high frequency signal coming from the rail system that ran parallel to the 
road and affecting the electronic ignition on the car. Nahl Luckily, Vern had a 
towrope and pulled us into a Cracker Barrel parking lot. First things first-we ate 
dinner! So good!! Chicken and dump/in 's to a country girl is like slop to a pig. 
Having taken care of that, Nancy and I sat on a low narrow curb to watch and to 
listen to what followed next with the guys. Vern, meanwhile, was still having 
problems keeping air in his tires, so he wisely used the time and his handy-dandy 
electric pump to continuously inflate his tires. We got back to the Econo-Lodge at 
about 1 AM, and in spite of a bed that was about six inches lower on one side than 
the other, Nancy swears she got a good night's sleep. We had planned to sleep in 
'til about 8, eat a leisurely brealifast and get rolling around nine or so. But as the 
day began Vern discovered the handy-dandy little compressor is no longer the 
answer to his tire problems, so he borrowed Russ 's spare tire which brought us 
down to one spare for four cars, but hey, this is an adventure, right? Hold that 
thought, because there is a gas smell coming from under the hood of the Trapp 's 
TR8. After some discussion, we decided to forget the scenic-fun route to Bedford 
and take a more direct and faster route to put us closer to the Roadster Factory and 
the solution to the Trapp 's problem. A good plan, but concern shifts from their car 
back to our car when we left the parking lot and our oil pressure gauge registers 
zero. (Refer back to Stan's narrative.) 

Thank God (sincerely meant) for all who were on this trip, but especially 
Russell, who was actually picking up small washers and pieces from the roadway 
to jury rig repairs. Back on the road at 11 :40 and the decision was made to drive 
for an hour to see how we all hold together, then stop for lunch. Drove for a while, 
and found a nice place to eat, Good lunch, No car problems to repair, Exhale!, on 
to the next part of the adventure. 

-Norma 

WAITING FOR MOUNTAIN TOUR TO START 



MVT Preble County Covered Bridge Tour-1 September 18, 1999 
By Stan Seto 

START OF THE COVERED BRIDGE TOUR 

As the sun peaked over the horizon, they came from the east to converge 
on Bob Evans Restaurant in Englewood, Oh. The Cunningham's, Kathleen 
and Ian, MG Midget, out of their Sardinia, Oh., house at 6:15. The Childer's 
from Bethel, Carol and Scott in their GT6, on the road at 7:15, and the 
Seto's, Norma and Stan, who left their Loveland home at 8:05 in a TR3B. 
Waiting to greet them were the Stinson's, Mary and Dan, TR6. Everyone 
was there by 9:15. After a hearty breakfast, the cars rolled out to the west, 
headed for Preble County and the first bridge. It turned out to be a gorgeous 
day, clear, cool and dry. The pace of the tour fit the mood of the group, 
leisurely. The first bridge was on Swamp Creek road, straddling Swamp 
Creek, (what else??). Built in 1895, it was numbered No. 14, has a clearance 
of 10 ft. 03 in. and a five ton capacity. It also looked as if someone, or 
something, with a height of 10 ft. 09 in. had gone through at one time or 
another. 

The second bridge was just down the road in Lewisburg, in a park, the 
Dixon Branch Bridge, built in 1887 and a clearance of 11 ft. 06 in. It was 
now equipped with 
electricity and picnic 
tables, and had a nearly 
attached playground, on 
which swings, the 
ladies of the group had 
a ball. Eventually, we 
lured them back to the 
cars with promises of 
candy and other good 
things. We continued ~ ~ 
wwestton the Ldetw1t· shburg- ~~~NSPO; ED -T~ A PARK. s~;;,'•~;_~·;~D JAN STUDY 

es em roa O e THE STRUCTURE. 

Geeting Bridge, No. 13, built in 1894 and still carrying traffic. It had a 
clearance of 10 ft. 06 in. and a three ton capacity. It also had a watchdog 
from a neighboring farm, which spent some time sniffing the cars, but kept 
his distance as we returned from the bridge tour. At this point in the tour, we 
were spending about 15 to 20 minutes at each site, looking at the structure, 
comparing what we saw to what we had seen and speculating about the life 
these bridges had had since they were built, and getting out of the way of 
local traffic. I looked in an Ohio Map book, later. It said there were about 
forty covered bridges in Ohio, spread along a corridor that runs roughly from 
Cincinnati to Cleveland. It also noted that Indiana and Pennsylvania had 
bunches of covered bridges, so they are not rare, just off the beaten track. 

After the Geeting 
Bridge, we ran five short 
miles to I-70 and a Dairy 
Queen. For the next 
forty-five minutes we 
did a rest stop and 
snacked, knowing that 
the next meal was still 
over four hours away. 
When we had our fill of 
DQ, it was a short run 
south on Rte. 127 to 
E t OH h 

' h BURNED AND RESTORED IN EATON 
a on, . w ere t e 

Summer Pork festival forced us onto the side streets and eventually to our 
fourth bridge, along side a golf course, Robert's Bridge, 1887. This structure 
was a double entry bridge, two roadways through it. It had been burned, and 

THE BRIDGE THE BOUGHS FISH FROM. 



the towns people had recovered the remains, transported them to the Eaton 
location and then restored the bridge in 1991. Fire damage was evident on 
much of the interior wood. The structure of the bridge was a little different 
from the three previous. The suspension support for each roadbed was a set 
of wooden arches inside the structure of the covering. The arches were made 
up of approximate fifteen foot sections bolted together. These arches also 
served to separate the roadbeds. Another interesting thing about this struc­
ture was that only one of the two men credited with the construction was 
honored in the bridge name. The other guy must not have had any clout. The 
bridge had an entry height of 10 ft. 06 in., a seemingly popular dimension. 
The club members left this structure and for the next half hour struggled 
valiantly, and eventually successfully, to get out of Eaton on back roads 
clogged with traffic trying to work its way either into town or across town. 

We finally made it to Rte. 127 once more and hence t<? Rte. 122 and east 
to the Brubaker Bridge, which crosses a creek, now, a dry wash, in a pleas­
ant little valley. Brubaker was erected in 1887, has a clearance of 10 ft. 06 
in., open sidewalls from the waist to the roof and a five ton limit. It also had 
a dead snake in the road that Mary and Norma went to examine, and an 
historical moment of several years past when Mary and Ray Bolich fished 
from its sides in a wetter year. History does not record their catch. 

From the Brubaker Bridge, we trekked further east and slightly south to 
Gratis, OH, where we stopped at a 'Garage Sale' store. The ladies indulged 
themselves. It was here that the Childers took their leave, having some 
necessary chores to do at home. 

JASPER ROAD BRIDGE 

The remaining party charged on into Germantown, OH. And found the 
Jasper Road Bridge, built in 1877, and moved to its current location in 1965 
by a private owner, from Jasper road over near Yellow Springs. The bridge 
was ringed with No Trespassing signs, which hardly deterred Ian who 
wandered all over it. The bridge spans a clear fast moving creek, in a 
sheltered location just by the side of the road. However, it is dark brown and 
blends well with its surroundings, so that passers-by, not looking, would 
miss it entirely. 

We found our last bridge about a half mile away, near the center of 
town. The 'Famous' Germantown Bridge spans a dry wash and serves the 
needs of local pedestrians and bicyclers. It does not carry auto traffic. It was 
here that Madam Vice President Diane and her husband, Frank Ciboch, 
joined our party. They were driving a new (to them) blue Spitfire, a restora­
tion project car. The Germantown Bridge is famous for the way it is con­
structed. It has an iron support structure for the wooden roadbed and for the 
roof. The support structure is made up of long metal link bars, pinned 
together at their ends. The links are similar in construction to those that 
failed on the Ohio River bridge (so-called Silver Link Bridge) at Marietta, in 
the late 80s. The links on this bridge did not look cracked. 

Although it was only 4:00 PM, the group repaired to the Florentine 
Restaurant, several blocks away on Central Ave., as DQ food does not have 
staying power. The Florentine has a pretty good menu, and is run by the 
same person (Dave Zink) who runs a very good meat market (Zink's) near 
the Ball's in Franklin. The prices were contemporary, but the service was a 
trifle slow. The food was good and in reasonable quantity. Late in the meal 
Pam and Kent Southard, back from a Saturday of business, joined us. They 
stayed for coffee, ice tea, actually. 

We left at about six, and wended our way home by local roads, mostly 
Rtes. 123 and 741. It had been a great day, with mild sunny weather and a 
well paced tour that suited us, after the hustle and bustle of the past few 
weeks. We drove about 130 miles and enjoyed all but about 2 miles of it. 



MIAMI VALLEY TRIUMPHS MEMBERSIDP APPLICATION 
$20.00/YEAR 

mail completed application to: 
MIAMI VALLEY TRIUMPHS • P.O. Box 292824 • Kettering, Ohio 45429 

NAME __________________ BIRTHDATE ___ _ 

ADDRESS _______________ PHONE ______ _ 

CITY ______________ STATE ____ .ZIP ____ _ 

CAR#1 

YEAR 19_ 

COLOR: 

TRIUMPH VEHICLE PROFILE 

MODEL _____ COMM. NUMBER _________ _ 

BODY ______ INTERIOR _______ TOP ___ _ 

DISTINGUISHING FEATURES ___________________ _ 

CAR#2 

YEAR 19_ 

COLOR: 

MODEL _____ COMM. NUMBER _________ _ 

BODY ______ INTERIOR _______ TOP ___ _ 

DISTINGUISHING FEATURES ___________________ _ 

APPLICATION DATE ________ _ DATE PAID ________ _ 

MVT REPRESENTATIVE SIGNATURE 

I HAVE THE FOLLOWING EXPERIENCE/EXPERTISE THAT I AM WILLING TO SHARE WITH MVT COHORTS. 

or I HAVE THE FOLLOWING TECHNICAL QUESTION TO BE ANSWERED: 

OCCUPATION _________ _ EMPLOYER ________ _ 

WORK PHONE _______ _ 

May 1999 

British Car Meet-Indianapolis 
September 26, 1999 - Left Loveland at about quarter to nine and drove 

to Garfield Park in Indianapolis, Ind., to visit the British Car Show put on by 
the local club. They had over three hundred cars there, and a grass fire 
warning for everyone driving in. In fact they made you park your car for 
fifteen minutes in the parking lot to 'cool' your exhaust system, before you 
were allowed up into the show area. Once up the hill, you parked in rows, 
not by make and model of car. Except there were areas which had only 
Riley's in it, and the featured makes for the show had their own area, 
Morgans, MG TC and TDs. There was also a class for Motorcycles ( one 
showed up). Participant judging was by entry no. and row letter. An inter­
esting way to do it. The weather was warm (80s) sunny and very windy 
( dust from parking lot was on everything). The show started at about twelve, 
judging the ballots started after 2 PM and results were announced at three. 
In addition to the three featured marques, motorcycles and rows A through 
F, the other classes were Masters, for past winners, and Diamond in the 
Rough. The interesting cars were a 1931 SS Jaguar, a 1930s Bentley, a very 
early Riley Coupe, a racing Morgan with a wild paint job, a Turner and a 
number ofXK 120 -XK.150 Jags. MVT members met were Ian 
Cunningham, Ron Fowler, Wally Ellifritt and Ron Wynn. The local club 
made money on the food, hot dogs and hamburgers were $4.00 each, and 
canned pop was a dollar and bottled water was $1.50. There were about ten 
vendors there, who were buying as much from each other as they were 
selling to others. In the judging, Ian Cunningham came away with an 
Award of Excellence for his MG Midget, Good Show, Ian! It was a leisurely 
run home, got back around Seven. 
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"What you've got there, mate, is a chronic case of metal fatigue." 



About the Club 
Two great events for October, Don't miss either one of them! September turned out to 

be a great month also. At the club meeting, Mike and Mara McKitrick showed up with iron­
on club patches and passed them out. They only had one set of instructions, so listen carefully 
for they are being repeated here for clarity: 

1. Choose a fabric that is light colored like white or beige, other colors may affect the 
final color of the image. 

2. Fabric should be all cotton or cotton/poly blend. 
3. Wash fabric witbml1 fabric softener or bleach before applying transfer. 
4. Do iron-on on a smooth nonporous surface. 
5. Set iron to cotton or linen setting. 
6. No steam, Please. 
7. Preheat for 5 minutes. 
8. Iron fabric for 10 - 15 seconds to remove moisture and wrinkles, let it cool. 
9. Trim iron-on patch image all around, leave small clear edge (Note - Mary 

Fox-Bolich seemed to be very good at this, and fast, too). 
10. Position transfer printed side down on fabric, but not on a seam. 
11 . Place iron on image and move in a continuous motion for 20 - 30 seconds. 
12. Let transfer COOL completely before removing. 
13. Wait 72 hours (that's 3 days) after ironing, before washing imaged fabric. Wash in 

COLD water and with garment inside out. 
14. Do not use bleach or fabric softener during first washing. 
15. Remove garment promptly at end of spin cycle, dry garment inside out and tumble in 

low heat! tell the McKitrick's "Thanks!" 

Car shows were attended by many members. Here's the rundown for September. In 
Kettering, OH, the Marshall Road Church of God 6th Annual Car & Cycle Show on the 6th, 
was attended by Randy Wakefield, Bill Moss, John Clark of MVT and Mike Baron of the 
Mini Club. Participants Choice judging, no awards garnered by our folk, but they did help to 
raise money for church renovation fund. Randy's folks are founding members of the church. 

On Labor Day, the 14th Annual Kettering Holiday at Home Invitational Car Show,was 
held. Eleven classes of cars-MVT invites were Ellis Ball, '80 TR7; Ian Cunningham, 75 
Midget and John Clark, '79 Spitfire. In addition, Jay Kolb and Skip Peterson were judges. 
The assortment of cars entered were in outstanding shape. Judges picked Ian Cunningham's 
Midget, Phil Johnson's '51 MG TD (MG Club) and Greg Sipe's Austin-Healy 100-4 (A/H 
Club) for awards. Over .100,00 people attended. Some of the spectators were Lois & Don 
Bigler, Pam & Kent Southard and Jane & Steve Miller. 

One hundred and twenty cars gathered for the 3rd Annual Discovery Concours D­
Elegance at the Booneshaft Museum of Discovery in Dayton on 12 September. MVT 
members entered were John Clark, Bill Moss and Louie DiPasquales in "Exhibition Class." 
We got no awards but it was a great show. Lois and Don Bigler were here as class marshalls, 
Steve Miller & Bob Mason worked as judges and Jay Kolb was seen spectating. The MG 
Club was there in force. Esther Price Candies is one of the sponsors and they bring their 
candy with them! 

Meanwhile, Kathy and Ian Cunningham were also attending the 17th Annual Ohio 
Tobacco Festival and Antique & Classic Car Show on 28 August, Ian took 2nd place in '70-
'79 Production Class. And the September 11 London to Brighton Run (OHIO) and Fall 
Gathering of the Faithful (GOF) sponsored by the Ohio Chapter of the New England MG "T' 
Register. And the September 19th Veteran & Vintage Auto Club of Columbus Show at 
Merryhill Farms, Gahanna. 

So we as a club are staying pretty involved in local events. 

Secretary: 

MINUTES 
MVT MEMBERSHIP MEETING 

September 1, 1999 
Poelking Lanes South 

Read minutes from August meeting. 

Vice President: Announced that she was here! 

Treasurer: Gave new balance and shared information on incoming and 
outgoing expenses. 

Membership: We have 51 paid members! Dan also announced that an 
updated membership list will be available at the next 
meeting. 

Old Business: Phil will speak to Skip Peterson of the MG Car Club 
regarding a joint meeting. We will be settling all accounts 
from BCD. 

New Business: We were shown the iron-on patches created by Mike 
Mc Ki trick. He gave us instructions on how to apply. It was 
suggested that we pay Mike a fee and he can run whole 
sheets for us. 

Events: It was pointed out that the "Farewell to Summer" location 
has yet to be determined and will be announced at a later 
date. 
Also discussed was the possibility of a tech session at Steve 
Miller's. Ideas from Frank were suggested: 1) carborators­
adjust and syncronize, 2) winterizing your vehicle prop­
erly. 
Remember our event for October! Bruce's Fall Foliage 
Tour, October 16 and 17. 

Attendees: Loma and Ellis Ball, Carolyn and Phil Daye, Frank and 
Diane Ciboch, John E. Clark, Bill Moss, R. L. Wakefield, 
Mary and Ray Bolich, Jay Kolb, Don and Lois Bigler, Ian 
Cunningham, Kent Southard, Stan Seto, Mike and Mara 
McKitrick, Richard and Barb Wood, Ron Fowler and Matt 
Merz, Guest. 

50/50 drawing was won by Jay Kolb 




