
Dedication

To Vicky, 
for being a charming hostess to me and a wonderful wife to John.
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John Chatham – ‘Mr Big Healey’  •

No one realized it at the time, but that gathering at 
a pub on the road to Weston-super-Mare was a seminal 
event. Many of the people in the room would go on to 
become lifelong friends and remain involved with Healeys 
for decades. Just two or three SW Centre meetings down 
the road, John’s local network of Healey aficionados 
would be firmly in place, with names like Tony Sampson, 
Alan Harvey, Tony Fowles and John Bristow in his address 
book, and his social life would have a Healey-dominated 
focus, which it has never lost. “Eighteen of us from that 
inaugural meeting still get together every year,” John 
adds with obvious pleasure, “including Alan Zafer, who I 
still see regularly.”

But the driving force behind the SW Centre would not 
be John. That honour went to Frank Walker, “a bombastic 
fellow, a great character.”

John continues: “He ran it like a regimental sergeant 
major and what he said, went. He ruled the roost – he had 

John with SAL 75, his first Healey, and fellow Healey owner Derek Park. The two were born only three weeks apart and this photo 
was taken when they were both 21. With his 21st birthday money Derek bought what became DP 1769, a yellow 3000 MkI with a 

Ruddspeed conversion and lots of other mods.

a big whip. If he said, ‘you’ve got to be outside my house 
at seven o’clock on Sunday morning, we’re going to a 
sprint at Blackbushe,’ or whatever, we’d all go along with 
it. We were just glad that things were happening. Even if 
it was a distance away, we were up for it: we didn’t worry 
so much about drinking and driving in those days, we and 
the sergeant major did quite a lot of that on the way back. 
Fortunately, we all survived that era.

“Frank’s way of doing things was rather good for the 
club at the start, but eventually the members couldn’t put 
up with him any more. People got tired of being instructed 
to go and spend a whole day chasing round in a circle at 
some windy bloody airfield in the middle of the country. 
We still did those things of course, but we wanted a say 
about when and where.”

The car which underpinned all this, SAL 75, “was bog 
standard when I got it,” recalls John, but inevitably it didn’t 
stay that way. “In those days it was easy to develop a car: 


