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The fearsome SVA test was
the final hurdle for our Xl...

stained clothes and four pairs of permanently

scuffed knuckles, we've finally finished

building our Westfield. It has to be said there
were nmes during those cold, bleak, winter-
bound weeks when getting the XI on the road
seemed a very long way off, and yet here I am,
on a warm early-evening in May, revelling in one
of the greatest drives of my life — in a car we've
constructed ourselves.

For thirty blissful minutes or so, even my
favourite local roads are traffic-free: it feels as
though I'm being rewarded for all the graft by
having the whole world to myself. Rushing along
just a few inches from the ground with warm air
ruffling through my hair, the little A-series engine
provides both the perfect period soundtrack and
just enough pace to keep the chassis on its toes.
I'm tortally caught up in the moment, all senses
working to the maximum, my mind filled only
with the business of enjoying myself. It feels
absolutely fantasuc.

can’t quite believe we've done it. After
months of effort, several washing loads of oil-
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No, your eyes don't
deceive you. That's
Roger Green driving the
Westfield that our plucky
lads built, and nothing’s
gone wrong. Yet...

I'd driven these little Lotus Le Mans replicas
before, so I knew all about the detailed, fingertip
steering, the beaunfully balanced, throttle-
sensitive handling and the firm yet pliant ride,
but having been part of the very small crew who
created chassis number 39 elevated this thrill to
a whole new level. Even if | never gor to drive
our XI again, that 25-mile drive through the
Northamptonshire countryside had already made
all the days spent working in a freezing cold
garage utterly worthwhile.

I'd personally beavered away for fifteen 12-hour
days at Roger Swift’s house between Christmas
2005 and the end of March and we reckon that
between me, Swifty, Tommo and Mr P (all the
best mechanics have nick-names) it’s taken around
500 hours for us to turn the kit and the remains
of crusty 1973 MG Midget into our very own
lightweight sports-racer. And the daft thing is, we
enjoyed every sub-zero moment of it!

Last month, you may recall, we briefly drove
the car for the first ime up and down the short
private road next to Roger’s house (just to ensure
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