
How I Got Started...
by Alan Sands
It began in 1949. I had turned 16 
and I wanted a motorcycle. The 
black leather jacket of the time did 
not bear well with my parents nor 
did a Harley-Davidson.
Instead I got a brown leather jacket 
(in the same style) and instead of a 
Harley I bought a used BSA 250,  
having passed over (by my father) 
a well used Panther 600cc sloper 
that had only first and fourth gear! 
I took that poor BSA and did my 
best to transform it into a Harley. 
I chromed everything that was 
removable, I “studded” the saddle 
                      continued on page 2 Lead Foot Ed!  by Ed Taccone

There are times I wish my common sense 
side of my at times whirl wind brain 
would just stay tuned. Let me take you 
back about a year ago when it all started. 
You see I happen to own a Viper, no, 
not a real snake, but I will at times refer 
to it as “The Snake” 
which happens to 
be a 1994 Dodge 
Viper. Get the drift? 
I didn’t think so, 
I am sorry if it is 
outside the realm of 
a British automobile, 
so please try to 
understand. 
Last year my Snake 
acquired a rather unusual sickness without 
warning at the Drive Clean Facility. I 
thought “Holy Mackerel” the Snake is 
upset with me for giving it a drink of 91, 
instead of the usual off the Richter scale 
94 octane. 
After I told the technician I would give 
him a ride if it passed, he wasted no 
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Editor, British Driven: Angela van Breemen

During my youth, and numerous 
occupations later, there was enough 
money to 
purchase that 
little British car 
for which I had 
longed. It was a 
robin egg blue 
1969 MGB. 
My aunt and my 
uncle ran The 
Early Bird, an 
all-day breakfast 
place in Dearborn Michigan, where I 
had spent my summers as a busboy and 
occasional chef. I always traveled by bus 
from Toronto to Dearborn. 
Now I was driving the MGB all the 
way to Michigan. I was 18 at the time 
and was being carried away with joy; 

giddy with my newfound freedom. I was 
forever flirting with the speed limit. 

Somewhere around 
London a lone black 
Ferrari GT 40 came 
driving by. Keeping 
up could be fun, so 
I increased my speed 
and as I approached, 
he punched it and I 
followed, faster and 
faster; the speeds were 
getting exciting and 

then “KABOOM!”  
I coasted to the side of the road; I had 
blown the engine. What was I thinking? 
Stranded near Chatham, eventually my 
aunt took pity on me, and got the car 
repaired, so I could resume my duties at 
the restaurant.	     				  
		         continued on page 4

time waving the magic wand from side 
to side for about ten minutes. I thought 
the young fellow was going to keel over 
breathing that black, almost like soot, the 
sick Snake was emitting. Without a word 
of a lie all the other technicians headed for 
any exit their feet were pointing to, and I 

wasn’t far behind. 
Eventually the lad 
emerged with racoon 
looking eyes, desperate 
for some clean oxygen 
and gave me the bad 
news. With tears 
rolling down his 
cheeks he said, “Sorry. 
It did not pass. You 

will not be the recipient of our Angel 
Wings Sticker. It is emitting 1600 parts 
per million.”  
Shocked, I looked him straight in the eyes, 
“WOW, that’s more than a tax payer’s 
money losing gas fired Hydro Station and 
I can’t even recoup the cost of fuel or e-test 
through debt recovery or delivery.”  	         	
		            continued on page 3
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How I got started ...cont’d from page 1
BEMC Canadian Winter Rally. A 1300 
MILE rally starting Friday evening and 
finishing on Sunday. This took place in 
February and was mostly on secondary 
roads in Ontario and Quebec. Can you 
imagine anything more uncomfortable 
at 40 below zero, Maniwaki, Quebec, no 
heater, heels frozen to the frozen slush 
on the floor. Tired, very tired, trying 
to eat frozen peanut butter sandwiches. 
Trying to get traction with puny little 
450-19 tyres (there I go again) and the 
little 1250 cc engine making bad noises, 
oil pressure dropping.
It wasn’t much fun at the time, but 
in retrospect they were fantastic 
experiences.
The motor finally disgorged its contents 
in Kingston.
Belonging to the club pretty well shaped 
my life, and my friends. I had been 
MOST FORTUNATE to have caught 
the bug at the time it was in its infancy 
and have been able to share in its 
growth. 
It looks like we will be home for the 
winter and I plan on writing little 
glimpses of the past while my memory 
still holds out. So far so good.			 
			    			 
			   Alan Sands  

as a motorcyclist, I quickly transferred 
to cars but still kept my motorcycle 
enthusiasm to this day.

My first sports car was a used 49 MG 
TC. I think that was in 1952. In 
those first years the cars seemed to fly 
through me. I am sure the neighbours 
thought that dad was in the used car 
business. I drove the TC to and in all 
the car events including one year in the 

each of which could hold a “school 
boy six” of beer. My piece de resistance 
though were the white wall tyres (note 
spelling) which I painstakingly applied 
with a brush and white house paint! 
Within the length of our driveway it 
had all flaked off! Boy was I dumb.
I had very limited tools and supplies 
of nuts/bolts etc. that I have now lots 
of in my “jewel box”. I lost a critical 
nut when reattaching my gas tank (I 
know, petrol). I solved the problem by 
robbing a die from a tap and die set and 
using it as replacement for the lost nut. 
As the male members in the club will 
understand this only goes on snugly 
one way.
It was about this time the “Panther” 
friend introduced me to BEMC, British 
Empire Motor Club, which is recognized 
as the oldest motor sport club in North 
America. It was founded in 1929 by 
a group of English bikers who got 
together on this side of the pond and 
held races in such places as Bridle Path 
in north Toronto and Wasaga Beach.
  After the second World War the 
British industry was in desperate need 
for foreign currency and the little cars 
came to North America and BEMC like 
a magnet. The club now catered to cars 
and motorcycles and although I joined 

Donation to Choices Youth Shelter, December 8th, 2015
On December 8th, members of 
the HBCC Executive met with 
Choices Youth Shelter.

A donation cheque for $2505.25 
was presented to April Nash, 
Operations Manager for Choices 
Youth Shelter. 

This much needed gift would not 
have been possible without you, 
our HBCC members’ support 
throughout the year.

This generosity of spirit is what 
makes each and everyone of our 
members so special.
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Lead Foot Ed! ...cont’d from page 1
I headed north on highway 10 through 
Caledon Village I saw the 80 km. sign 
and proceeded to give the Snake a little 
extra 94 proof. Taken by surprise at 
the sudden G Force I let off the after 
thrusters, but alas, the next thing I knew 
there behind me I heard the dreaded 
siren. Now wishing I had chosen the 
Morris Minor for the cruise
How upsetting; I didn’t even get a chance 
to shift into second.
 The young Officer walked over and 
asked, do you know what the speed 
limit along here 
is? Sheepishly I 
responded 80km. 
With a John Wayne 
grin he said “NO” 
60KM you were 
short of the 80. 
He took my long 
time paperwork 
and walked back 
to his cruiser. 
Luckily, the last 
time I got caught 
for speeding I had 
locks of hair to be 
envied. The officer 
eventually came 
back and handed 
my long time paperwork back, and 
reluctantly handed over the invoice. 
Before parting he asked, is this car street 
legal? I said “Yes” but my better half 
is not. The officer contained himself 
from laughing and walked back to the 
cruiser. I felt a little disappointed since 
he never even told me to slow down. 
Even after supposedly nearing the age of 
sensible reasoning my darling wife says 
the boy in me has not left. Thus, I have 
been entrusted the nick name “Lead 
Foot Ed” by no other than the Great 
Hill Climb Racer, Alan (Tarzan) Sands. 
Before ending this story I would like to 
know how 
Alan found out about my not so 
successful cruise. I don’t think he 
happened to be driving by while I was 
being interviewed. He would never have 
been able to recognize me, I was wearing 
a “HAT”.					   
		       Lead Foot ED   

Michigan.
Once we arrived at the facility and 
exchanged pleasantries Todd showed us 
around and we were both in awe to 
say the least. Viper engines were lined 
up awaiting Dyno testing before being 
shipped out to the Viper Manufacturing 
Plant. Todd also showed us a Challenger 
with a Viper engine installed which they 
were about to fire up. Sandra got told 
not to get startled when it fired up.
She understood quite well after the 
monster engine cranking out 800 plus 
H.P. was deafening. 
“Great”, now along with having no 
hair I’m now deaf. Finally, we said our 
goodbye’s and began our trip home.
The following day I began the intake 
installation, and the small retrofit went 
smooth as you know what, ( and I don’t 

even polish the fly landing strip any 
longer}. Four hours later the moment 
of truth, as I cranked he 10 cylinder 
Snake over it roared to life and to my 
anticipated wait there were no fumes 
to fill my still sensitive nostrils from the 
last emission test. A trip to the Drive 
Clean this time proved Successful. Even 
treated the technician to the promised 
cruise around Orangeville. To make a 
long story short let’s fast forward to the 
beginning of this story where I left off 
with the whirl wind brain syndrome. 
What a perfect November 3rd day to 
take the Snake out for a cruise. I thought 
I would take the Snake for a drive and 
visit my friend Jean-Louis. As I turned 
onto his street I noticed he was coming 
the other way, which initiated a short 
conversation and goodbye. He was on 
his way to town and couldn’t join me for 
a cruise. I continued on my way and as 

Rather disillusioned I drove my sick 
Snake back to the Man Cave for further 

diagnostics. I kept 
asking myself, why 
is it dumping so 
much fuel in the 
cylinders? Whatever 
was ailing my pet I 
had to get it sorted 
out. Several tests 
later produced no 
significant results. 
At this point my 
hairless noggin was 

showing signs of severe redness from 
scratching. I kept repeating over and 
over “why is it dumping so much fuel? 
Without even using any expletives. There 
was a lady present, Daisy our Morris 
Minor which was within hearing 
distance. At this point I thought I would 
leave it for a while and also give my scalp 
and polysporin a rest.
Next day I gave the Snake another 
go and commenced to remove both 
throttle air intake hoses. Much to my 
surprise the right side air intake revealed 
fuel running out of the opening. No 
wonder the poor Snake was choking 
from unburned fuel. This brought me to 
a disturbing conclusion knowing I may 
be dealing with the intake manifold. 
The intake manifold on Generation One 
Vipers were unitized meaning no exterior 
fuel rails. They were part of the intake, 
and if it developed even the slightest 
crack it would not be able to be repaired. 
A special test with a plumber’s camera 
revealed the inner fuel rail leaking the 
pricy High Octane faster than a true 
Canadian sucking back a beer.
These Generation One Vipers intakes 
are very scarce. Therefore a phone call 
to a Viper expert at Arrow Racing in 
AuburnHills. After talking to Todd the 
owner the phone call proved to be 
productive. 
Todd told me he had one from a later 
Generation One Viper that was a change 
up from the earlier Vipers. He said with 
little modification it should resolve the 
Snake’s problem and should produce a 
little extra power. The next day my wife 
Sandra and I departed for Auburn Hills 
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Misguided Adventures in my MGBs ...cont’d from page 1
Next year I drove my sister with me 
to visit my aunt and uncle and had a 
pleasant time with my family. Now my 
cousin wanted to visit my mother and 
she asked me if she could come back to 
Toronto. 
Everyone knows there’s no room in the 
back of an MGB. However with the top 
up, she insisted she was coming on a six 
hour road trip. 
She didn’t last an hour before she started 
complaining. And then she wanted 
my sister to change with her. My sister 
said “No, I want to sit beside my 
brother.” There could have been a really 
miserable time of it, until I suggested 
that they compromise. After the initial 
confrontation all was well. We started 
talking and joking and kibitzing and 
it became one of the most memorable 
cozy trips snuggled up in the little B 
that I can remember.  
My next MG was a 1975 burgundy 
coloured beauty. I had driven it for a 
good many years and time was taking 
its toll. The rocker panels were rusted 
through and were in bad shape. It was 
time to remove the floor and replace it. 
Next were the rocker panels. 
Things were financially tough and I 
was still living with my parents. But 
I was a seasoned dental technologist, 
so rather than buy commercial body 
filler, I decided to use a tub of denture 
material, I had handy. 
After I prepared the site, I mixed the 
monomer and polymer, waited for it 
to become pliable and putty like, and 
then packed it and smoothed it out. 
Since it was a quick cure acrylic, I could 
start sanding within the hour. I spray-
painted it with a match in colour. The 
finish was remarkable. 
My neighbours were always watching 
my achievements in the driveway. One 
day on the way into my driveway, 
I bumped over the small curb and 
my muffler fell off behind me. My 
neighbour shouted out “Buy a real car!” 
OUCH!

Not long after, I went on a date! I really 
wanted to impress this lady. We had 
gone on several of the “get to know 
you dates” here and there, but it wasn’t 
getting to where I thought we should 
be. So I decided on a dinner at an 
exclusive supper club in downtown 
Toronto. We drove to Yorkville Plaza, 
abandoned the B for the subway and 
went for a well deserved dinner. 
Later, arriving back at Yorkville Plaza 
around two in the morning, both of us 
giddy and mellow, it was time to drive 
home. However the MGB would not 
start under any circumstances. 
In those days, no credit card, no CAA; 
the only option was to push start the 
car. I left the door open for easy entry; I 
was in my suit, and she in a full length 

black form fitting gown, wearing 3 inch 
high heels. 
We pushed and we pushed our little 
British car in the empty parking lot, 
under the glowing lights. “Click-Clack-
Click-Clack,” went her heels, as they 
tapped a staccato rhythm. I jumped 
in the driver’s seat!  Pop - Squeal, then 
Vroom, we got it going! 
What an interesting way to finish a 
wonderful evening. We laughed most of 
the way home. 
Sometimes, when I look at any burgundy 
coloured MGB, I still hear the swishing 
of her evening gown and the click clack 
of those 3 inch heels.

Years later I met Angela; we had already 
been dating for a while. One Saturday 
night she was coming over for dinner. 
During the day I was preparing the 

MGB and changing the oil and also 
rotating the tires. So when Angela 
arrived we went for a drive just before 
dinner. About half an hour later, 
heading north on the 404, I heard a 
rumbling noise in the rear. The car then 
started to wobble. I was overwhelmed 
with dread, then we both looked at each 
other with astonishment. The MGB 
dropped down and we were scraping 
on the roadway with the brake drum; 
I could see the sparks in the rearview 
mirror.
As I looked forward, the rear tire was 
racing ahead of us. Quickly I stopped. 
We were relieved that we were still 
alive and in one piece. Other motorists 
assisted us by retrieving the runaway 
tire, and placing it back on the rear hub. 
Then, by removing a single nut from 
each of the other tires, they were able 
to mount the rear tire wheel, which we 
had almost lost. 
That was a close call. Later Angela 
would tell me her thoughts. She told me 
that she had found a very nice man that 
she really liked (ME!), and was rather 
sad and disappointed that she would 
not get to know me better, since both of 
us were on our way to heaven together. 
That was over 30 years ago and I still 
am wondering if all this wonderful 
adventures would have happened, had I 
been driving a Morris Minor!
                             Peter T. Pontsa  
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Christmas Party and Awards Night, December 2nd, 2015 by Angela van Breemen

On December 2nd, 2015, our 
members gathered to enjoy another 
wonderful Christmas dinner at the 
Mill Creek Pub. 
This time around, Directors at Large, 
Don Fysh and Jean-Louis were the 
organizers of our Christmas Party, and 
they did an absolutely outstanding job 
following the exemplary footsteps of 
the Mighty Irish Tullys who organized 
this event the previous two years.
Amidst all the usual laughter and 
kibitzing, our members, valiantly 
joined in a few rounds of Christmas 
caroling. It is always amazing how 
much fun Club members have when 
we get together. 

After our sumptuous dinner, served by 
the friendly Mill Creek Club staff, the 
Award presentations were made. 
The Best Restoration Award was 
given to  Jean Louis Valade who was 
not able to attend that evening.
Ed Taccone presented the President’s 
Award to Norm and Hilary Redpath.
Norm Redpath is one of our 
co-founding fathers, along with Tom 
Hodgson. Both Norm and Hilary 
Redpath have contributed significantly 
to our Club.

 

The Jenny Stanton Memorial Award 
was presented by Malcolm Stanton to 
Tom and Jean Hodgson.

Without Norm and Tom’s vision to 
begin this Club in the Fall of 2008, 
we would not have developed such life 
long friendships, and have so many 
cherished memories as a result.
After the presentation of the Awards, 
it was time for the 50/50 Draw and 
Auction.
Our Esteemed Auctioneer, Ralph 
Evans and The Hustler, David Maguire 
skillfully drew our members’ attention 
to the amazing items upon which to 
bid. 
Ralph and Kimbery Evans generously 
donated posters of our 2015 HBCC 
cars. A painting by Christine Marshall 
was also up for auction.
The bidding was very brisk, as The 
Hustler encouraged members to 
participate. 
After all was said and done, the monies 
raised from our monthly 50/50 
meetings, the All British Antique and 
Classic Car Show, donations from 
members during the year, and the 
Christmas Auction raised $2,505.25 
for Choices Youth Shelter.
The 2014/2015 Season was a great 
one, and we are ready and primed for 
another wonderful driving season in 
2016. 
Just counting the days till spring!    
	         Angela van Breemen 
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*Many thanks to Don Bauman, HBCC Photographer!
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The Kilt Challenge: “This picture conveys 
our camaraderie beautifully.” Mary Valade If  you are thinking of organizing an event 

for our 2016 Driving Season, please contact 
Sandra Mason, our Events Coordinator.

Wednesday, February 3rd, 2016, 7:30 p.m.
General Meeting & Elections
The Royal Canadian Legion
7 John St, Orangeville, ON, L9W 2N8

Guest Speaker: Andrew Kohnen, Brewmaster at
Hockley Valley Brewing Co..

Wednesday, March 2nd, 2016, 7:30 p.m.
General Meeting & Elections
The Royal Canadian Legion
7 John St, Orangeville, ON, L9W 2N8

Guest Speaker: TBA

Wednesday, April 6th, 2016, 7:30 p.m.
General Meeting & Elections
The Royal Canadian Legion
7 John St, Orangeville, ON, L9W 2N8

Guest Speaker: Stacey Tarrant, Manager of Development 
& Community Relations for Family Transition Place.

At our January 6th meeting, in 
honour of Robbie Burns' birthday 
later this month, Debbie Baker and 
Kimberly Evans sent out a challenge 
for anyone with Scottish background 
to wear their tartan. 

Some of us none Scots also joined 
in the fun. After all Robert Burns' 
poetry and literary works live on 

forever. 

What some of us 
may not realise 
is that it is 
highly unlikely 
that Burns ever 
wore a kilt, 
since during his 
lifetime, tartans 
were banned by 
the English, 
as a result of 
the Jacobite 
Rebellion. 

One would like 
to imagine though, that he would 
have been pleased to know that Scots 
once more proudly wear their tartan 
and that their traditions live on.

*Many thanks Leah Hill, HBCC Photographer!

Left to Right: Ralph Evans, Ed Taccone, Sandra Mason, 
Jean-Louis Valade, Angela van Breemen, Debbie Baker, 
David Baker, Kimberly Evans and Alan Sands.
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RCR Realty, Brokerage 
Independently Owned & Operated

Vehicle Storage From October 
1sth to May 1st, 2016
Before You Know It!

The Toad Will Be Back!

The Past Glories Of Toad Hollow!
It's a perpetual garage sale!
    Vintage Toys, Games & Collectibles
    Antique Furniture
    Victorian Architectural Pieces
    By Chance or Appointment Only! 

Call David Maguire at 519-216-0138
* located at the rear of  55 Townline, Orangeville

David Maguire, Sales Representative
Serving Your Real Estate Needs in 

Dufferin County Since 1984

Business: 519.941.5151 or 905.450.3355
E-mail: dmaguire@royallepage.ca
visit me at www.dmaguire.ca
Toll Free: 1.800.268.2455   * Cell: 519.216.0138

Making Life Less Taxing

Neil Mathieson, CPA, FICB

168 Broadway, Orangeville, 
Ontario L9W 1K3 

519-942-2880

3045 Southcreek Road, #27 
Mississauga, ON L4X 2X6 

905-206-0004

Neil Mathieson, Chartered Professional Accountant (CPA) 
Fellow of the Institute of Canadian Bankers (FICB)

$100.00 per annum for 1/4 page ad
specs required are 4.0” x 4.5”

$50.00 per annum for business card size
specs required are 3.5” x 2”

Sponsor to provide high resolution artwork in jpg, tiff, indd 
or pdf format. * a minimum of 10 issues per year will be 

published.

To arrange to have your advertisement placed here, 
please contact Jean-Louis Valade at 

www.headwatersbritishcarclub.org
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