Giving Credit
What a night. What a place. What a
tribute.
If you believe that actions speak
louder than words then you’ll be interested in what happened last November. It
started when a very brief email popped up
in my in-box that read, “We’re having a
party to celebrate the JCB Dieselmax
speed records, would you like to come? It
just wouldn’t be the same without you.”
Throw a “come hither” invite

like that at an investigative journalist who
has a rather weak spot for fast cars and my
eyebrows elevate. Never mind that the
party was in London during Thanksgiving
week and I had volunteered to cook for the
family. I had shot off my big mouth about
winning some precision target competitions (dressed in Barbie Pink, no less) that
yielded a freezer full of frozen turkey birds.
What to do, what to do . . . I was on that
slippery slope where spouses earn doghouse residency.
“Well of course you have to go,” replied
Mr. Honeypie-Wonderful when I told him
of the email, “You can’t miss that!”
The official invitation arrived a couple
days later via snail mail revealing the bash
was at the Bluebird on Kings Road. It read:
“Sir Anthony and Lady Bamford request
the pleasure of your company at a reception to celebrate the success of the JCB
Dieselmax . . .”
Now a restaurant, private club and retail
complex, the building was originally a
garage where Sir Malcolm Campbell’s
Bluebird was assembled in the 1930’s. You
know the one, the big beast that nailed
301.129MPH on the salt and put
Bonneville on the international map for
record setting leaving Daytona to eat its
sand. Jeepers, taunting me with history
as well.
Landing a day early to sync up with the
eight-zone time change to be prime partyform the next day. That plan was in trouble when JCB’s Colin Bond walked into
the hotel lobby, I knew there was
local pub in my immediate future and
little sleep.
Mr. Bond is the Fast Track driver who
push-started driver Andy Green on his way
to “World’s Fastest Diesel” glory at the
2006 SCTA Speedweek and subsequent
FIA world records. Believe me when I say
this guy can drink for England
all night and still drive straight in
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the morning.
Thankfully, the boys had a midnight
chore, so I got a good night’s sleep after
all. It seems the boss thought it would be a
good idea to have the streamliner on display at the party, never mind it was on the
second floor, Bond and the boys simply
brought along a couple diggers, stuck the
race car on a platform and lifted the whole
shebang 30-feet in the air while London
slept. Add three video wall screens eight-

feet high by 20 feet long supported by
dozens of well-placed theatrical lights
and you’ve got a spectacular party setup. The first screen greeted guests on
the ground floor as they entered the
posh courtyard with another two suspended overhead at either end of the
open, iron-beamed ceiling restaurant
that played continuously all night
amidst lively conversation.
Everyone showed up in their glad
rags, ritzy champagne flowed like
Niagara Falls and the appetizer trays
floated through the crowd non-stop.
The bubbly certainly helped, but I was
already giddy with delight to be able to
spend social time with old and new
friends that didn’t have to worry about

a racecar.
Sally (looking mahvelous, dahling) and
Richard Noble came up from the South as
did wind-slippery Ron Ayers. Hero driver
Green, now stationed near London had an
easy commute, but everyone else traveled
down a couple hours from Staffordshire
where the JCB world headquarters is located. We were all lodged in a posh hotel on
Sloane Square at the end of King’s Road
and if I could have packed the bed in my
luggage it would be with me still – what a
slumber number.
The crew may call the chairman “Sir
Anthony,” but to this Yank he is “The
Mighty Big B” (MBB) and made the night
all about GIVING credit, not taking a
smidgen of it for himself. In his remarks to
the gathered, Bamford singled out the key
team members, brought them on stage and
praised them lavishly. It did my heart good
to see a captain of British industry recognize the efforts of his workers; he spared
no expense, was gracious as a prince, this
was first-class bash all the way. Which begs
the question: “What was I, this Southside
Chicago street urchin, doing here?” I was
the only American in the room folks. I kept
looking around the room for the rotisserie
figuring I had been lured over
for a roasting.

Then MBB flummoxed me further by
calling me up on stage to say a few words
to the merry assemblage. Bless his soul.
This much is certain: I hadn’t felt so darn
special since my wedding day.
One of the evening’s highlights was the
advance release of David Tremayne’s
newest book, “The World’s Fastest Diesel
– The inside story of the JCB Dieselmax
land speed record success.” I am in awe of
producing a published book when the
story hadn’t finished until late September
– that’s a mark of dedicated writer and
attentive publisher. Wow, I’m envious of
such a well-oiled working relationship.
Of course, it helps to have the team (and
its treasure chest) on your side from the
onset, so all Tremayne had to do is stay
focused, and I expect those 144 pages came
together without much angst. That said,
the guy is a proper petrol head with wellknown soft spot for land speed racing, so
don’t be surprised at the insightful, empathetic writing style. The boy can
tell a story.
The photography puts the reader right
on the salt, but I expected nothing less
since JCB had a gaggle of still and video
shooters running all over. I was most honored when I turned to the back flap of the
color dust cover to find my photo of David

smiling back at me. Shot under the JCB pit
tent on the salt, it was one of those magical
moments when I nab someone unawares.
Engrossed in conversation with someone at the next table, I set my shot and
then yelled across the room, “Hey
Tremayne, look at this!” Well, of course,
he turned around to see who was interrupting him and instead of a scowl, his face
brightened as a smile grew spontaneously
and ‘snap!’ I got him.
The story is worth a read if for no other
reason than to put into perspective the
incredible, pressure cooker journey these
folks took to morph an unproven ditch
digger diesel into a record setting bullet.
When you consider that the car had not
yet been assembled in the middle of July –
less than a month before Speedweek – let
alone run under its own power, it is a powerful mix of talent, tenacity and loads of
luck to come away with three
speed records.
At first, I thought Andy Green was
going to get another soaking in the disappointment tub – like he took with during
the MG debacle a few years back. Standing
in his backyard, reaching for his arm I said
earnestly, “Run as fast as you can in the
opposite direction from these folks, these
people are nuts.” But the guy had it bad for
Bonneville; he dearly wanted to prove
himself worthy by running on the salt
where his national heroes had done before
him. Here I was, at his birthday party on
the RAF Wittering base and couldn’t see
how this JCB crowd had any chance of setting a record. Dig a ditch maybe, but set a
speed record with no prior experience on
the salt with a car that had yet to turn a
wheel? After reading the press kit and
investigating the website I was convinced
this was clear case of having more money
than good sense.
The nagging part was that ThrustSSC
aerodynamicist Ron Ayers was involved.
So was Richard Noble. Andy tried to make
me understand that the JCB team really
knew what they were doing. I just couldn’t
see it – there was so much to easily bet
against – and only hoped that my supersonic pal wouldn’t go home with his head
down again.
After the big bash at the Bluebird in
London, I was once more given the royal
treatment when my British cousin
Caroline and I got a private tour of the
bustling JCB manufacturing facility in
Rocester. I was stunned to find Bamford
had installed a medical and dental facility
on site with his own ambulance standing
by in case of serious injury to any worker.
This guy looks after his own.
Is it a big joint? Well, to get to the front
door you have to go around the pastoral
lake dotted with sculptures, past the helipad with one of Bamford’s white Sikorsky’s
perched upon it and that’s after you make
the turn off the roundabout sign posted
“JCB”.
Dr. Tim Leverton hosted us for lunch in
the firm’s elegant private dining room
before driving us back to the main reception hall and a stop in his office where he
flabbergasted me with a presentation of a
very large solid pewter model of the JCB
Dieselmax racecar mounted on an
ebony base.
“You are the only person to get one of
these outside of the team,” Leverton, also
Dieselmax’s project manager, said as he
placed it into my unsteady hands. I was

speechless - whereupon my cousin burst
out laughing over my gob-smacked
predicament.
Look, I never rendered any special help,
at least not anything more than I would do
for any rookie land speed racer new to the
salt and sport. Evidently, these folks from
over the pond are just a bit more grateful.
I’ve heard lots of grousing that all the
money poured into the Dieselmax guaranteed success. To those blowhards: wake up
and smell the hydrocarbons. The JCB
team worked itself to stupid exhaustion all
through Speedweek tangling with a car
that didn’t want to work. They were on the
ragged edge; beat down to their knees

when finally late on Thursday night engine
guru Matt Beasley Diesel discovered a
software glitch that had been screwing up
engine function.
With one day left, they finally made a
full pass on two well-behaved engines and
backed it up later that afternoon for a
record. Andy Green’s dream of nearly a
decade had finally come true; he had
earned a Bonneville record and a blue hat
to boot as the newest member of the
300MPH Chapter of the 200MPH Club.
Leverton made the call to swap out
engines and the following week, during
private time, Dieselmax bagged a couple
more records – only this time they were

world records, stopping at 350MPH. The
Brits earned every MPH.
Special Note: I am working on a special
LSR book that will feature the top 30 salt racers of all time. I want to make sure I’ve got the
right ones, so if you have an opinion on this,
then please send your list to me at:
landspeed@adelphia.net
Note: Photojournalist Louise Ann Noeth
is the authoress of the award-winning book,
“Bonneville: The Fastest Place on Earth,” a
complete historical review of the first 50 years
of land speed racing now in its 6th printing.
For more details and to order, go to: www.landspeedproductions.biz.

2” DROPPED SPINDLES AND ACCESSORIES
FOR YOUR ‘55-’57 CHEVY
2” DROPPED
STEEL SPINDLES

 Full Steel spindles, just like the factory Chevy’s. Much stronger than Cast Iron.
 Lowers your car a full 2”  Spindles use your stock steering arms
 No loss of turning radius since the steering arms are not spaced in
 No realignment required  Spindles use factory GM rotors, calipers and bearings
 Since caliper brackets bolt on, many caliper options are available. Spindles
come STANDARD with brackets included for late GM calipers
Spindle Kit with Late GM Caliper Brackets, pr. . . . . . . . . . .$289
Now you can use your early disc brake kit on our 2”
Caliper
Bracket
dropped spindles! Brackets adapt your early GM Calipers to our
Included
2” Dropped Spindles using late model rotors to keep the wheels nicely
tucked in under the fenders.
Spindle Kit with Early GM Caliper Brackets, pr. . . . . . . . . .$299

TUBULAR CONTROL ARMS

• IF IT DOESN’T
SAY HEIDT’S,
IT ISN’T STEEL!
• 1045 HEAT
TREATED
ALLOY STEEL

BILLET COIL-OVERS & LOWER ARMS
HEIDT’S billet shock bodies with powder coated springs. Full
performance tuning with just the turn of a knob. Ride height
is also tunable with adjustment rings. A-arms come fully
assembled, and are available in either plain steel or fully
polished stainless steel.
Plain Tubular Coil-Over Lower A-Arms, pr. . . . . . . . . .$519
Stainless Steel Tubular Coil-Over Lower A-Arms, pr. .$749
HEIDT’S Billet Coil-Over Shocks w/Springs, pr. . . . . .$499

NEW

TUBULAR UPPER A-ARMS

Tubular Upper A-Arms are the ultimate in looks. Arms are ready to
install, including new cross shafts, ball joints and bushings.
Stainless arms are fully polished except cross shafts and come
with urethane bushings.
Tubular Upper A-Arms, Plain, pr. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .$319
Tubular Upper A-Arms, Stainless, pr. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .$449
Narrowed 1 1/2” per side. Must be used in sets of uppers & lowers.

Narrowed Tubular Upper A-Arms, Plain, pr.
Narrowed Tubular Upper A-Arms, Stainless, pr.

$319
$449

TUBULAR LOWER A-ARMS

Our Lower A-Arms are a perfect match to our Upper A-Arms.
Included are new cross shafts, ball joints and bushings and come
fully assembled, ready to install. Stainless arms are fully polished
except cross shafts and come with urethane bushings.
Tubular Lower A-Arms, Plain, pr. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .$519
Tubular Lower A-Arms, Stainless, pr. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .$749
Narrowed Tubular Lower A-Arms, Plain, pr. . . . . . . . . . . .$519
Narrowed Tubular Lower A-Arms, Stainless, pr. . . . . . . .$749

CALL FOR FREE CATALOG...
TOLL FREE 1-800-841-8188
IN ILLINOIS: 1-847-487-0150

COMPLETE ‘55-‘57 BRAKE KITS
All the components needed to complete your
2” Dropped Spindle installation for either
Late GM or Early GM calipers. Includes
Rotors, Calipers with Pads, Bearings and
Seals, Spindle Nuts, Dust Caps, Hoses
and Banjo Bolts.
Late GM Caliper Complete Kit . . . .$289
Early GM Caliper Complete Kit . . .$299
Early Disc Brake Conversion Kit . . .$129

POWER BOOSTER
& DUAL MASTER
CYLINDER

Power Brakes for your
‘55-’57 Chevy. Kit includes: Power Booster, Dual Master
Cylinder and correct Proportioning Valve for Disc-Drum or DiscDisc cars. Designed for use with our Disc Brake Kits. Fully
assembled and plumbed, ready for installation. 7” Booster
Power Booster & Dual Master Cylinder . . . . . . . . . .$399
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