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ARE YOU GETTING THAT SINKING FEELING ? 

 
I borrowed a friendôs ô72 Shadow some time back and given my vast age started to wonder 

why I had this black bar that seemed to be cluttering up my vision of the road ahead.  Turned 

out to be the steering wheel!  I cranked up the seat or at least tried to and found that that 

resource was all used up!  Trundling over to my good friend Steve the upholsterer I explained 

the problem.  A nice man, but tends to patronise me.  This time he was true to form.  

Reaching in he grasped the front seat (nomenclature note for those that donôt know, that is the 

bit you sit on ï the back is known as the squab), wrenched it out, inverted it and without so 

much as a by-your-leave plunged his finger through the rather frail hessian and ripped it 

open. 

My first reaction was that we had opened 

a ratsô nest.  There was a general 

infestation of what turned out to be 

crumpled foam rubber right through the 

seat.  It was, it seemed, disintegrating!   

 
There were no rat droppings.   
 

This is really a job for an upholsterer but 

as I am a firm believer in understanding 

the work and skills of specialists such as 

Steve if only to understand how much 

effort is involved, I asked him to 

photograph the task of repair.  These follow with notes.  The result was wonderful.  I was 

once again driving with unimpaired vision, could look down again on the latest monkey-

glanded Mini Minors and not feel I was going to suddenly decamp to the passengerôs seat 

half way around the next sharp bend!  The cost, currently, for the two front seats, about two 

tanks of fuel! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The springs having devoured the protective hessian 
were quietly eating the nicer sponge rubber the latter 
was protecting.   
 
 
 
 
 
 


