
 

  

 

 

 

 

ŀǎ ǎƘƻǊǘƭȅ ƭŀǘŜǊ {ƭŀƳΩƴ {ŀƳ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘŜŘ I come visit. It was easy to say yes, not too long afterwards I climbed into America the way 

you climb into an old pair of Levi's, nice an' easy -  smooth as silk in fact, stepping out into the sunshine, feeling good, stretching 

and smiling happily at a Police officer stepping out of his patrol car ς and discovered contraband in my pocket! Oops obviously it 

had to be disposed of, right now!  Lighting up a Lucky, or some such instrument of pleasure, I savoured my first toasted taste of 

God's own country, still smiling as sight of the cannon on the OfficerΩǎ hip reminded me that this really was Amer'cuh.  It wasn't 

long before a gleaming silver Thunderbird slid to a haltΣ ŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŎƘŀƴƎŜ {ƭŀƳΩƴ {ŀƳƳȅ ǿŀǎ Ƴȅ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΦΦΦ 

  

 

 

 

Working with Street Machine at Mercury House  was a blast from day one  and kept on getting better , not just being paid to eat burgers , 

but having plenty of cool toys to play with - and even a red phone ! What truly hooked me was having a  pair of models laid on to take care 

of me at the Custom Car show ! Wow ! How lucky can you get? A brunette whose sultry eyes lit up when  told their brief was t o ñHave funò 

and a blonde who said ñLetôs take my car, itôs more comfortable.ò No problem, and talk about cool, she drove her full -size Cherokee like  

 

a sports car , and with skill and finesse! Wow, what a day and a 

great way start to my time on the magazine  - but sa dly it was 

never duplicated!  However, I did get to drive  fast cars the 

length and breadth of the country , on road and track  - even 

outside our office ! Driving a late Cobra Mustang a longside the 

G Force Mustang , a 429CJ (with staff watching on!), the first 

was close, and then  the 13second beast was long gone as my 

pony went up in smoke! Things were different then, wouldnôt 

dream of doing it today, but  weôll re-visit  some other fast tales 

soon.  But i t was five  years of fun, fun, fun until late  1983 when  

 

 

 

 

Think 

pink!  

 

  

 

jeans , a BF Goodrich Stetson and a six shooter! Thing is, I c anôt recall how I got on the rocks at 

Sennen Cove, not that it mattered  as my pal Slamôn Sam rescued me with an invitation to visit ,           

and s hortly later I climbed into America the way you climb into an old pair of Levi's, nice an' easy . 

In fact  it was smooth as silk , with a  gleaming silver Fila Thunderbird slid ing to a halt as  I stepped 

outside, Sam all smiles  as he welcom ed me to Amerôcuh and we were soon feeding our faces on 

fresh Pizza with me happily sippin' cold Coors , cruising out to Samôs place while he spoke about 

the wild hot rods driving  around all day  - turned  out Lead East was in town ! Born the year before, 

the brainchild of hot rodder/ writer  Terry  Cooke, itôs an homage to fifties car culture that  still runs 

to this day. Yet amongst all th e heavy  metal  my heart was captured by this  pristine  1964 GTO rag                                                                                   

       

 

top, the original muscle car ...                                                                                                                                                                                                                                        

,   Then a Ford wearing Thunderbird insignia  appeared , its  passing le aving me                   

,      stunned , feeling like Iôd walked into a dream  as it rumbled by and was gone!                       

,          I still  canôt believe its short  wheelbase , it makes the ô56 Tôbirdôs look huge ! 

 

 

 

Even th e blonde  didnôt believe what sheôd seen as, 

moments later,  th is  incredible machine just literally  

vanished ! I was m ystified  - problems, what problems!  

 

Without th is image Iôd have been lost  - to this day I canôt believe how short it is!  

 
 

 

Cool wheels in motion , 

and w hat a powerful pair .  
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they decided to move Street Machine way across town .                   

Not  jôst a tad too far, but beyond Hangar Laneôs gyratory 

system . Iôd seen it from Capital Radioôs Flying Eye , and 

bozos  on the road made the thought sheer madness ! So 

after five wonderful years, I said thanks for the party, 

smoking  into the Waterloo sunset in my Hugger, footloose , 

fancy free , spending  a wild, laid -back winter doing things  

purely for pleasure . But things did get kinda crazy , like being  

caught off -road ing a Bronco on roller skates  with leather                                                                                                   

 

 

https://www.mocgb.net/forums/showthread.php?7761-quot-G-Force-quot-Mustang


 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  Making such Kustom s takes hard work an ô headache s...  

 

  

Walking amongst w ild machines , with so many being  

driven and live real rock an' roll playin g was almost li ke 

being in any hot rod movie . But Lead East  was beyond 

Hollywood, it was a dream reality for car freaks, 

mach ine overload  with wilder than wild creations, 

supercharged hot rods, fat an' low lead sleds, 

outrageous Kustoms , and all of such amazing quality ! 

Methinks itôd be kinda cool to visit this show again...  

 

  

 

Every step showed something 

different to admire...  

Fine looking c -cab runs a 

truckinô commercial plate! 

The wildest Pontiac Star Chief Iôve ever seen...  

Hot stuff and 

truckinô tough 

w 

 

Then, I went  racing at Eôtown and the first thing I 

tripped over was this 1965 GTO! No nitro , but a 

fun day with  show anô go Pontiac muscle cars ... 

 

WWooww!!  

Cool nerf bars!  


