
TRIUMPH IN MAN 

Buffy and Dick Chater 

This year we once again decided to join our local car club on a longer run than usual - this 

time -abroad!! !-well, to the Isle of Man.  
 

We would all meet at Liverpool docks for a 11.30 a.m. sailing. So on the 3rd September we 

drove up to the Wirral. This area was new to us and so we visited the Gardens of Ness, run by 

Liverpool University and the marina at West Kirby before booking into a B&B farm at 

Ledsham village for the night. 
 

The following morning we set off early, negotiated the Birkenhead tunnel and waited at 

Princes Dock, Liverpool to meet up with the rest of the Stourbridge Pre-war Car Club (Now 

accepting cars built before 1973). All duly arrived - 12 cars of all ages ranging from a 1914 

Renault, complete with bullet holes in the scuttle, to an early Mini Cooper S and of course 

our Triumph Renown, GSL696, and a friend's Triumph Roadster, DHH 350.  
 

It was blowing a force 8 and having been told that the large catamaran 'Mannanan' had been 

forced to return to Douglas due to technical problems we faced a wait in Liverpool until a 

later sailing at 4.30p.m. Battling against the ferocious winds blowing up the Mersey estuary 

we took refuge in the Liverpool Maritime Museum and Tate Liverpool. In fact we were very 

impressed by the whole area and soon realised why Liverpool had been chosen as a ' city of 

culture'. We also found that two people could sleep quite comfortably on the front and rear 

seats of a Renown!  
 

At 3 o' clock we all reassembled at the ferry terminal and duly the catamaran arrived - not the 

large one expected, but the old small catamaran 'Snaefell'.  With some trepidation we parked 

the cars in the hold and sat crammed in the seating accommodation with the other passengers. 

Almost immediately after the catamaran left the dock, the ship's motion became very 

uncomfortable. After a time, parts of the ceiling in the cabin started to disintegrate and the 

whole ship shuddered after being hit by 4-metre waves. Half of the passengers were 

extremely seasick but luckily we were unaffected. Three and a half hours later, relieved 

passengers arrived at Douglas.   
 

We then discovered that one of our cars had been physically moved 18inches to one side, and 

two others had collided with each other doing minor damage. Evidently due to the rough 

weather the crew had been unable to strap down all the vehicles and motor bikes in the hold. 

We heaved a sigh of relief, as the Renown had not been affected - or so we thought! A short 

journey brought 22 tired travellers to the Mount Murray Hotel where we were greeted by a 

Scottish piper who had awaited us for some 6 hours!  

  



The next day the wind had abated and all took separate paths. We ourselves went across 

country to Port Saint Mary (rather faded) and then across to the Sound overlooking the Calf 

of Man, a small island on the extreme southern tip of Man. We spent some hours there and 

started out for Port Erin up the long steep single-track lane. Unfortunately three quarters of 

way up the hill the engine stopped and we had to roll back half a mile to the car park. After 

investigation and with many helpful comments from the twenty or more classic bikers 

gathered there, we tried again to climb the hill but to no avail. We thought that, owing to the 

battering received on the way over, detritus in the fuel tank had been stirred up and damaged 

the valves in the fuel pump which meant it was only working intermittently.  

 

 
 

We had no option but to contact the local equivalent of the AA. Not as easy as it sounds. The 

contact at the Central AA Office refused at first to accept that the Isle of Man was part of the 

British Isles particularly as there was no postcode, but eventually they agreed that our claim 

for assistance was allowable. Then they phoned back to check that we were actually a car as 

Triumph on the island were usually motorbikes. We assured them our vehicle had four 

wheels.   
 

In due course a very helpful Manxman arrived, and offered to go home and search in his 

garage for an electric pump which he had last used three years ago. After half an hour he 

returned, fixed the problem and we returned thankfully to the hotel. There was no charge for 

the repair, the organisation having a reciprocal arrangement with the AA and the only request 

was that we sent the electric pump back when we had finished our holiday. We did however 

make a thankful contribution.   

  



 

The next day we just had to follow the Isle of Man TT Course  - 31½  miles on winding roads 

around the most incredible hills and bends. As countless motorbikes overtook us we soon 

realised that outside the towns and villages there are no speed restrictions on the island. We 

took time off to visit 'Lady Isabella', the famous Laxey water wheel, an incredible 1850s 

engineering feat, and also dropped into Ramsey for lunch. 
  

The following day, in bright sunshine, we set off again across moorland covered with purple 

heather and yellow gorse, to the charming town of Port Erin and then onto Niarbyl, a visitor 

centre overlooking the sea, where we enjoyed an excellent lunch. After a couple of hours on 

the beach there, we carried on to Peel Castle one of the island's principal monuments. Here 

audio presentations really made the history of Peel and its castle come to life. 

  

 

 
Stourbridge pre-War car Club visit to Mount Murray Hotel 

Isle of Man, September 2009  

 

While on the island the weather had been kind to us, but the last day brought mist and rain, so 

we stayed in the hotel that morning reminiscing and taking countless photographs, before 

setting off for the ferry. Luckily this time the great catamaran, 'Mannanan' was in service and 

the journey back was pleasant and uneventful arriving back in Liverpool around 7p.m.  

 

  



 

Although others decided to brave the rain and heavy traffic, we opted to stay in the Wirral 

that night before returning home to the Midlands. A wise choice in retrospect as the 

headlights of some of the older cars were reportedly totally inadequate for the atrocious 

driving conditions.  

Next year, the Isle of Wight! 

 

P.S. Our friend in the Roadster (well known for his quips) stated that he had wanted such a 

car since the time, as a child, he had read that Moses, carrying the Ten Commandments, came 

down from Mount Sinai in TRIUMPH.   

  



 

ILLUMINATING THE REAR NUMBER PLATE BOX 

A GOOD IDEA FROM GERMANY 

Lothar Klementz 
 

My sons, Christian and Gerald considered that these fittings would be ideal for illuminating 

the rear number plate box.  They fit snugly on the upper tube between the over-riders.  

Manufacturer is Hella a German company and their UK headquarters are in Banbury.  Look 

at page 48 [item No. 22890] in their UK catalogue. 
 

. 

 

 

 



 

FRIEDRICHSHOF THE HOME OF THE EMPRESS 

FREDERICK 
 

During the summer, Lothar Klementz took his car to this wonderful house which is now a 

hotel and restaurant and quite close to Frankfurt am Main.  The Empress Victoria was the 

first child of our Queen Victoria and she married Frederick, who became Emperor of 

Germany.  Unfortunately he reigned for only 88 days and died on 15
th

 June 1888.  This home 

was built by Victoria in memory of her husband and generally only English was spoken there.  

Victoria died on 5
th

 August 1901, just a few months after her mother Queen Victoria.  Lothar 

says that his English visitors enjoy a trip to the house and are fascinated to see the royal coat 

of arms in the Hall. 

 

 


