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had a great time in Belize - I forgot to ask
if they saw any Lotus cars!

I was determined to get the June issue
out on time. With Matt’s article held over
from last month and Jenny’s write up on
the Spring Run, this month’s soon filled
up. So big thanks to both. Matt’s story
makes good reading and as a teaser,
here’s a picture of some holes

Chatting to Vaughn and he said that if
anybody would like of any of the images
from the Brands Hatch Lotus film shoot
last month he has some very high quality
ones. The website and newsletter isn’t
the best showcase for quality pictures so get in touch with Vaughn.
Well, my bit is short and sweet this month
but please enjoy Jenny’s and Matt’s over
the page. The July meeting is on the 8th,
so see you there - if not before.

John

Ok, it’s not a very clear picture, but all will
be revealed - literally. So read on.
Howard certainly picked the right day for
“Coffee in the Courtyard” A lovely jewel of
a day with plenty of that rare commodity SUN. Quite a crowd and a very nice display of cars in the courtyard and in the
village! My time was a bit tight but I was
determined to go along and I’m glad I did,
if only to witness Howard’s belt and
socks.
I didn’t get the full spec on the assembled
collection of cars, but the ex Tony
Thompson Elan was stunning, not to
mention the Elite and others. What a collection!

As I say, it was a great crowd and even
Mark and Caroline made it up from Folkestone. Everybody enjoyed the food and
drink, with lots of cake, sandwiches and
scones. What a feast. Unfortunely, Malcolm Ricketts couldn’t make it due to his
involvement with the coming Cholmondeley Classic Car Show, but Graham
Capel’s presence added celebrity attendance!
I had to treat the afternoon as a “club
night” as we’ll be well on our way to Le
Mans on Wednesday night. So I picked
up a little gossip and news etc. Roger
and Chrissie’s Elan is currently being resprayed and refurbished from the wheels
up, so that should be a sight to see once
it’s finished and Jon, Michelle and Jasmin
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Mr Lotus
With socks and belt suitably
exposed

Spring Run to The Battle of Britain Memorial

Folkestone was left behind, urban navigation skills were tested
through a series of roundabouts and a challenge to leadership
The Moat Car Park on Sunday Bank Holiday was bleak and wet arose when a Lotus parked at the side of the road pulled in
but the weather did not deter the five Lotus cars assembling for front of the lead car and assumed the lead for a short while and
the run. The run began with the motorway section south under- thus with the full party, including Howard and Janet, assembled
taken as quickly as possible through pouring rain and spray to
we arrived at the house of Mark and Caroline Camp. The
exit onto more enjoyable A and B roads providing a varied driv- weather had improved enough for a convivial lunch to be ening experience through the rural countryside of Kent.
joyed in the garden with delicious seasonal food and wine so
generously provided by Mark and Caroline.
The rain had ceased by time of our arrival at Badgers Hill Farm
and Cidery where we were joined and welcomed by Simon and
Pat for coffee and very large cakes in a
conservatory/greenhouse bedecked in rural chic of hop vines,
windchimes and dreamcatchers. After refreshment the run resumed, motoring across the countryside towards Folkestone.
With poor visibility at elevated levels the section across the
Round Hill of Folkestone was abandoned and eventually the
Battle of Britain Memorial site loomed up in the gloom and the
group parked up and spent time enjoying the experience, memorial wall and garden – but not the views still obscured by low
cloud.
Our thanks go to Jon and Michelle for organizing the run and
Mark and Caroline for their hospitality all of which provided us
with another enjoyable eventful day.

Jenny

Wow what a life my Esprit has had!

So here is the email he sent. Wow what a life my Esprit has had.
PS if any member know’s any of the other owners - please can

Hi John, here's the copy of the email from the previous owner,
Piers Grundy.

Cheers Matt

After searching through my owner’s Manual I found the original
owners name in the registration of sale - Mr David Williams,
made out to his company, Outline Creative Ltd in Chertsey, Surrey. Sadly the company went into liquidation 2 years previously.
So that was when the search went cold for him.

they get In touch. I'd love to here from them.
---------- Forwarded message ---------From: "Piers Grundy"
Date: 15 Aug 2012 09:27
Subject: Lotus
To: <mattthesparks@
Hi Matt,

The next owner, Mr T Cartle of Plymouth, bought the car in
1992. I could not find anything about him, so again the search
went cold.

So sorry I've been remiss about checking my 'direct messages'
on Twitter. Glad you contacted me again via the '@' mention - I
finally realised I'd completely missed you.

But the 3rd owner, Mr Piers Grundy of Walton on Thames, I
found with the help of Google and the fact he works for IBM
United Kingdom Ltd. I stumbled upon him via Twitter. Now the
chances this was the owner of my car all these
years ago were slim so I just sent him a message,
asking if he used to own a dark blue Lotus Esprit
from Bell and Colvill and live In Walton on Thames
in 1997? Was I going to even hear back from him?

Here's my e-mail address. Let me know what you want in the
way of history over and above the following...

I just had to wait and see, and wait I did. Two
weeks passed before I had a reply. “Yes I did, how
did you find me and what can I do to help? We exchanged email addresses and he said when he is
back in the country he'll email me with as much information as he can remember.
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I bought the car from a so-called 'specialist' dealer in Northolt,
very close to the aerodrome. It was a curious place. It looked a
bit like the exterior of 'The Arches' in Eastenders, if you can picture it. Worse, the guy selling the car(s) actually looked like an
older version of Phil Mitchell. He was squat and round, with the
biggest stash of keys around his waist I'd seen in years. To be
honest, when he strolled out of the rickety side door to the large
arch doors, I thought he was a caretaker. From the outside you
could see about 5 pairs of arched doors, backed up against the
embankment of a railway line. It was not the salubrious facade
I'd been expecting. Admittedly I was still quite a naive 26-year
old, but even so...

One day as I sat with my girlfriend drinking a pint with the car
parked outside, a guy came in with two of the most beautiful
blondes you can imagine hanging off each arm. Their legs went
from the floor to their armpits. They were stunning. All heads
turned (not to look at the guy between them), and after smiling
at the girls, people went back to their pints. The short guy in the
middle called out to the bar "anyone in here own the Esprit outside?". I was still getting over the blondes when I realised it was
Eddie Irvine. He came over and sat down on the spare stool at
our little table (I tried very hard to ignore the 4 legs in skin tight
micro-dresses at my shoulder height), then said hello to my girlfriend. Everyone knew everyone in the village and Sarah my ex,
knew Eddie just as she knew all the other A-Listers.

Despite thinking the guy might have just done a bank job and
was about to clobber me over the head with a cosh, I asked if
he was the one selling the Lotus Esprit.

After a brief chat, Eddie said he wanted to take my car for a
spin and would I let him, with me sitting in the passenger seat.
About 20 minutes and 50,000 miles-worth of tyre rubber later,
we returned to the pub as new friends. I have to say - I probably
shook half of my next pint on the floor whilst trying to get my
adrenaline and fear back into some semblance of order.

He replied "which one?".
I said "the dark blue one".
"You don't really know much about Esprits, do you?", he said.
"Well - only that I've always wanted one ever since I was 11,
when I saw James Bond drop a fish out of the window after going underwater, firing spears at baddies, blowing up a helicopter with his torpedoes and then cruising up a beach".

Ok - probably not the history you wanted, but those are two stories I remember fondly, and Eddie and 'that guy' will never know
just what an impact they had on a random drinker/customer's
life.

"Ok", said Mr Mitchell-wannabe, "come this way", and he turned
to open up one of the arch doors. He revealed what I can only
describe as the largest and finest collection of Esprits (and one
or two other models) I had ever seen - certainly 1st hand, and
even on TV documentaries. It was surreal. I'm not exaggerating
when I say there must have been 50+ cars lined up along a
massive interior. The things that was most bizarre was that in
spite of the thousands or even millions of pounds worth of cars
there, they were all covered in dust and looked like they'd been
sitting there for decades. Truly, it was a bizarre situation.

As for maintenance and so on, all I can tell you is that the first
issue I had with it cost £800 to repair a bunch of bits. It nearly
killed me, but I went ahead and it was always well looked after
during the time I owned it. They say Lotus stand for "lots of
trouble, usually serious". I'm inclined to agree that when things
went wrong they weren't usually quick fixes, but compared to
some of the cars I've owned, they certainly weren't crazy expensive.
The daftest thing that matched the acronym above however,
was when the boot catch broke in my hand one day. I'd been in
a shop and when it started to rain, I dashed out to get the glass
roof from the boot - which as you know is large enough for a
large hamster and not much more. The handle came away and
I realised my prize and joy was about to get soaked because I
couldn't get to the roof. I raced home so I could put the car cover over it, then called Bell & Colvill in East Horsley to ask how
much it would cost to get the catch replaced.

I came back the next day to test drive it with my Dad (he'd briefly owned an Esprit a few years earlier), and when we asked if I
could test drive it (with him in the passenger seat), he just
looked at my Dad, then turned to me and said "nah son, I
reck'un you two fellas ain't gonna nick it. You boys go and 'ave
some fun an' I'll see yous la'er". I was bemused.
I bought the car that day in his dingy little office surrounded by
Johnnie Herbert memorabilia. I remarked on a tiny JH autographed Lotus race suit he had hanging on the wall. He looked
up from his grubby paperwork and said "oh yeah - Johnnie 'ad
your car for a coupla munfs. Said he was gonna buy it, but 'e
never did. 'Es a tricky one, that lad".

The chap on the phone explained that this was a common problem with Esprits, but that the options weren't great. He said:
"You have 2 choices. Choice number 1 is that we smash the
rear lamps in order to get to the 2 catches on either side of the
boot. The lamps can be replaced using the same parts they use
on a Toyota Supra, but they're not cheap. They cost £400 each,
and we'll charge you about £200 labour including VAT".

I drove it back from Northolt thinking I was a the king of petrol.
At that time, I was dating a girl from Dublin and regularly took
the car from home in West London/Surrey, over to Ireland via
Holyhead. Her village was in a place called Killiney, near
Dalkey just South of Dublin. You may know that Ireland has/had
a weird policy on tax meaning that sports personalities, pop
stars and actors didn't pay tax (this was back in the late 90's).
Consequently in the local pub "Finnegan's", it was quite normal
to see Bono (who lived in the town), The Edge, Ralph Schumacher and a whole load of other celebs just sitting at a table
drinking pints of Guinness.

"Great. that doesn't sound very good for a £5 cable nipple. Is
there another option?"
"Oh yes. Option 2 depends on what you have in the boot, and
how much you trust us. You see, we had a customer whose
golf bag got damaged last time and unless you agree that we
are not held responsible for damage to anything in the boot, we
won't do it. It basically involves us removing the rear number
plate, and then carefully drilling a circular hole in the fibre glass
just big enough for one of us to get our arm inside to the shoul3

der, so we can reach from the hole to the clips on either side. Then we put fresh fibre glass over the hole and stick the plate back
on".
"Ok", I said "and how much will that set me back?".
"We'll do that for £100 plus VAT".
"How much is a new glass roof for the car?".
"£2,500 plus VAT".
Rock and hard places sprang to mind. In the end I took the risk and they didn't break the glass roof so it only cost me £115 or so,
but I don't mind admitting it was one of the final straws for me on that car.
Oh well - a long e-mail and very little salient information for you. I'm no mechanic and I don't know much about cars, but hopefully
it's given you something to chuckle at. When I sold it, it was to a guy based in Germany in the British Army and he was taking it
back over there with him. He called me 3 hours after taking the car, asking if I had another spare set of keys, because he'd just
locked both sets in the car on the ferry and had no way of getting in.
That was the last I ever heard of it, until your tweet out of the blue. How funny!
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