KINDRED SPIRITS article, 6 February 2001

At an [Ipswich Society Flickr collection] meeting last year I believe it was [ who identified a car I knew rather well in Upper Orwell Street. Here is the same car and a pic of Len

Askew by David Kindred in the Evening Star on 6th February 2001.

It has another interesting point being the motorcycle and sidecar below the pic of the car. I grew up near David Kindred and indeed we went to school together but never talked as

he was a few years younger than me.

There used to be a Gold Flash outfit parked outside his house but I have never asked him about this photograph.I think this is probably the same one with a very young David

Kindred at the handlebars.
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Peter Turtill, January 2016.

UNTIL around 1960, relatively
few familics had a car. More
affordable was a motorcycle, or for
family outings, a motorcycle
and sidecar.

Today, it is only enthusiasts who will
travel the busy roads on an “outfit”

The cost of purchasing a bike and
“chair'” was in the price-range o y in
the 1920s to the "50s. Famous B bikes
made by the likes of BSA, Ac Norton,
AJS, Toumph, Royal Enfichd, and
Matchless ruled the roads,

Outings 10 the coast, a picnic in (he
country, Of 4 Visit (o an event usually xaw
dad at the handicbars, with either oker
child or mum on the pillion and the rest of
the family squeezed into the idocar.

There was no communication between
sidecar and bike other than hancl-signs, and
it could take miles (0 auract the nder’s
attention over the roar of the engine and
with the lid of the sidecar clipped shat,

I recall travelling on holicdky with my
parents and sister 10 destinations on tw
south coast at a time en there wene few
bypasses or dual-cardageways. Whete did
the lugg.we for a family of four go on a
week's holiday? But we got there an «lh ack.

There was a rital when stop,
picnic. A Primus stove was asses
boil @ tiny kettle of water to make tea. It
was always a work of ant to light this
strange brass comtraption that bumed
methylated spirit under pressure

Once the procedure of finding the wind
direction, butlding a windshicld, cleaning a
tiny jet-hole with a special piece of wire,
Mil(lmg up pressure wuh 2 built-in pumip,
etc., had taken place, it took what seemed
like hours 1o boil water.

There were only transport cafes on the
main routes, which catered very well for
drivers, with huge plates of sausages, cgg,
and chips, and a giaat enamel mug of ica,
but which were not geared for families. The
concept of Little Chefs and the like did not
exist, probably becanse most folk would
not have been able to afford it. So picaic it
was, sandwiches, Scoich eggs, ctc., fol
lowed by a gaune to run off a bit of energy

There was a character in Ipswich who
will be remembered by those who main-
wined their bikes themselves. Len Askew
ran a business at 44 Upper Orwell Steeet,

LIFETIMES THROUGH A LENS WITH DAVE KINDRED

that adiost defied deseription. i tiny
shop was packed with spares for bakes of
all makes, Fvery space, inchiuling the
fMloves, was smothered with grease and
il cowvenad pouts for bikes. Somechow | ca
hnew whint was there, A gearbox for u 195)
230ve AIS” Front: forks for u S00ce
Fiiomph? No problem, they would be
there sonwewhen

The iman dilficulty in dealing with |en
wars that whenever you calied there would
be s o the door saying, beck an five
mites. Len would gither be in the
Bamboo cole or W .Q: Duke of Kem
public b

Onee, when Len's car was parked
outside the pub, a cauple of bis customers
put o Steploc and Son sign on his car
(sce picture) ’

Len was vnc of thosedusinessmen who
would ot survive today.SRules and roguls
tions would have closed Bim down, but thix
great little inom kept ines on o rowd
for inany i 1

e solo machine wasghe pride and joy
of the younger nderjand dedicated
centhusiust (as it is now). Weam ngo ridens
did not have the slick smght leather vulits
that riders wea vmh\ Arﬂ lakin cout and
leggings, a po f W urplus gogghes
an gauntlet \uuld the ruher
unfetching look. Crash bdbne!- were uol a
legal requirement. Many 8 girl hus rukden
pillion wearing only, a heaanr! (o profect
her huir-do!

Beginners® machines i the "Mk wod
'60s would be a BSA, Bantani or a
Triumph Cub.

Foreign bikes were rare. The carly
Japanese bikes were wrongly looked vpon
with scom. The German BMW wilh its

lay-down cylinders were a dream machine
but true class was a Vincent Black Shadow
Crowds of riders would gather round to
admire such machines.

My futher, Noel, was a keen member of
ich) motorcycle club,

SA Gold Flash and side-
car. | wish Tatill had it? Tam not sore what
my family would think of an atiog, on a
dark February night, m driving cin. On
seeond thoughis | am vertam of what they
wonkd think!

Do you have imemories of the heydays of
family motoseyeling, solo or sidecir”? Drop
u line, with some photos i possible, (o me,
Dave Kuudied, Evening Star, 30 Lower
Brock Steeet, Ipswach, 1P4 1AN, or c-mail
10 david Kindred e din ntl.com

I receivat a Ketter from Ursula Smith, of
Belstead  Avenue, Ipswich, after we
fentured memories of the St Helen's
Street area

She wrote: "My husband used to live in
Repent Street. All the houses were demol-
1shed when the Suffolk College was built.
His father, Walter Smith, used 1o seil
vegetables. Their garden backed on to
Alexandra Park. They moved from there to
Tanners Lanc. If any readers have phoios
of either Regent Street or Tanners Lane and
The Mount before the houses were
demolished | would love to sce them.”

If you have any photos for Unula send
them to me and I will publish them

We were recalling a couple of weehs
back the day the Quoen came 1o Ipawich. 1t
prompted memoriex for 1 couple of Star
readers. Via our website canw this c-mail
from Joha Pearson in Newpoxt on the Iske
of Wight.

He said: “Yes, | remember the Queen's

visit to Ipswich in 1961 and her trip around
Portman Road. It was a particularly hot day
and [ recall waiting ages in my school uni-
form (including black and red cap, which |
stili have somewhere!) for her to appear.

“I was in my last year at Britannia Road
School and our head, a great man named
Walter Poulter, had asked all those who
had a full school uniform, to report to him.
A group was chosen (o represent the school
on that day in July. As a staunch fan of
Ipswich Town FC then and now, it was the
closest [ was to get 10 appearing on the
hallowed turf!

“1 have lived on the Isle of Wight for the
past 30 years. About 15 years ago, I
discoverad that a [nend, Rupert Besley. on
the island, was also at Portman Road on
that same day. He was representing
Brettenham Hall, near Stowmarket. We did
not know each other then.

‘He is now a cartoonist and illustrator
and contributes 10 our local paper. As | said
my memories were of the heat, the jong
wait and a deadpan specch by a posh girl
from the Convent! Happy days™

John Pearson’s emauil address is john
pearson@rydehe.fsnet

1 am sure he would love to hear from his
friends in Ipswich.

From Diane Buckeaham (formerly
Noble) of Bumham Close, Trimley St
Mary, came s photograph taken outside the
Fmployers Liability Assurance
Corporation: office at 34 Princes Street,
where Digne worked as a junior clerk

Dianc said: “Jt was my 17th birthday
that moath and the girds in the office
bought a copy ol the special book

r\hc I A Sulfolk (h\rhlul Tor the
Queen, which 1 still treasure.”

Here is a transcript of the text:-

Until around 1960, relatively few families had a car. More affordable was a motorcycle or, for family outings, a motorcycle and sidecar.

Today, it is only enthusiasts who will travel the busy roads on an “outfit”.

[continues]



The cost of purchasing a bike and “chair” was in the price-range of many in the 1920s to the 50s. Famous British bikes made by the likes of BSA, Aerial, Norton,
AJS, Triumph, Royal Enfield and Matchless ruled the roads.

Outings to the coast, a picnic in the country, or a visit to an event usually saw dad at the handlebars, with either older child or mum on the pillion and
the rest of the family squeezed into the sidecar.

There was no communication between sidecar and bike other than hand-signs, and it could take miles to attract the rider’s attention over the roar of
the engine and with the lid of the sidecar clipped shut.

| recall travelling on holiday with my parents and sister to destinations on the south coast at a time when there were few by-passes or dual
carriageways. Where did the luggage for a family of four go on a week’s holiday? But we got there and back.

There was a ritual when stopping for a picnic. A Primus stove was assembled to boil a tiny kettle of water to make tea. It was always a work of art to
light this strange brass contraption that burned methylated spirit under pressure.

Once the procedure of finding the wind direction, building a windshield, cleaning a jet-hole with a special piece of wire, building up pressure with a
built-in pump, etc. had taken place, it took what seemed like hours to boil water.

There were only transport cafés on the main routes, which catered very well for drivers, with huge plates of sausages, egg and chips and a giant
enamel mug of tea, but which were not geared for families. The concept of Little Chefs and the like did not exist, probably because most folk would
not have been able to afford it. So picnic it was, sandwiches, Scotch eggs etc., followed by a game to run off a bit of energy.

There was a character in Ipswich who will be remembered by those who maintained their biles themselves. Len Askew ran a business at 44 Upper
Orwell Street that almost defied description. His tiny shop was packed with spares for bikes of all makes. Every space, including the floors, was
covered in grease and oil covered parts for bikes. Somehow Len knew what was there. A gearbox for a 1951 250cc AJS? Front forks for a 500cc
Triumph? No problem, they would be there somewhere.

The main difficulty in dealing with Len was that whenever you called there would be a sign on the door saying ‘Back in five minutes’. Len would
either be in the Bamboo Café or in the Duke of Kent public house.

Once, when Len’s car was parked outside the pub, a couple of his customers put a Steptoe and Son sign on his car (see picture).

Len was one of those businessmen who would not survive today. Rules and regulations would have closed him down, but this great little man kep
machines on the road for many years.

The solo machine was the pride and joy of the younger rider and dedicated enthusiast (as it is now). Years ago riders did not have the slick smart
leather outfits that riders wear today. An oilskin coat leggings, a pair of Army surplus goggles and gauntlets would be the rather unfetching look.
Crash helmets were not a legal requirement. Many a girl has ridden pillion wearing only a headscarf to protect her hairdo! [continues]



Beginners machines in the ‘50s and ‘60s would be a BSA Bantam or a Triumph Cub.

Foreign bikes were rare. The early Japanese bikes were wrongly looked upon with scorn. The German BMW with its lay-down cylinders were a
dream machine but true class was a Vincent Black Shadow. Crowds of riders would gather round to admire such machines.

My father, Noel, was a keen member of the Triangle (Ipswich) motorcycle club, and proud of his BSA Gold Flash and sidecar. | wish | still had it! |
am not sure what my family would think of an outing, on a dark February night, in driving rain. On second thoughts, | am certain of what they would
think!

Do you have memories of the heyday of family motorcycling, solo or sidecar?

| received a letter from Ursula Smith of Belstead Avenue, Ipswich after we featured memories of the St Helen’s Street area.

She wrote: “My husband used to live in Regent Street. All the houses were demolished when the Suffolk College was built. His father, Walter Smith,
used to sell vegetables. Their garden backed onto Alexandra Park. They moved from there to Tanner’s Lane and the Mount before the houses were
demolished — | would love to see them.”

If you have any photos for Ursula send them to me and | will publish them.

We were recalling a couple of weeks back the day the Queen came to Ipswich. It prompted memories for a couple of Star readers. Via our website
came this email from John Pearson in Newport on the Isle of Wight. He said: “Yes, | remember the Queen’s visit to Ipswich in 1961 and her trip
around Portman Road. It was a particularly hot day and | recall waiting ages in my school uniform (including black and red cap, which | still have
somewhere!) for her to appear.

“l was in my last year at Britannia Road School and our head, a great man named Walter Poulter, has asked those who had a full school uniform to
report to him. A group was chosen to represent the school on that day in July. As a staunch fan of Ipswich Town FC then and now, it was the closest

| was to get to appearing on the hallowed turf!

“I have lived on the Isle of Wight for the past 30 years. About 15 years ago, | discovered that a friend, Rupert Besley, on the island was also at
Portman Road on that same day. He was representing Brettenham Hall, Stowmarket. We did not know each other then.

“He is now a cartoonist and illustrator and contributes to our local paper. As | said memories were of the heat, the long wait and the deadpan speech
by the posh girl from the Convent! Happy days!”

From Diane Buckenham (formerly Noble) of Burnham Close, Trimley St Mary came a photograph taken outside the Employers Liability Assurance
Corporation office at 34 Princes Street, where Diane worked as a junior clerk.

[continues]



Diane said: “It was my 17th birthday that month and the girls in the office bought a special book published, A Suffolk Garland for the Queen, which |
still treasure.”

MATCHLESS:
Above left, Len
Askew, above
right, his
“himousine”
parked outside
the General
Gordon in Upper
Brook Stroet
around 1960.
Left, the picture
Diane Buckenham
sent with her
memories of the
Queen’s visit to
Ipswich 40 years
ago this year.
Right, A BSA
Gold Flash outfit
joaded with
luggage, a picturs
taken in 19595.

An enlargement of the group outside the Employers Liability Assurance Corporation office in 1961 and captions.



