
 
 

 

In the President’s Words… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Jean-Louis 
President, Headwaters BriƟsh Car Club 
 

 
 

September?? Surely it can’t be! What happened to Summer? I’m a liƩle thrown off, but not ready to hang up the keys 
just yet. AŌerall, Fall can be the best Ɵme for cruising when you don’t have air condiƟoning. 
The club rally scheduled for September 6 sounds like great fun, and I am sad to miss out, but there will be sƟll a few 
other opportuniƟes… Like BriƟsh Car Day at Bronte Park on September 21st! If you’re like me and enjoy travelling in a 
group, there will be a few groups of us heading down – If you are looking to connect and not sure who to talk to, just 
drop me a note and together we’ll see what we can come up with. It can’t be missed. 
 
Cooler days ahead – Drive on! 
 
Brian GilleƩ 
editor@headwatersbriƟshcarclub.org 
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From the Editor: 
 

Adventure in Moving 
A BiƩersweet Farewell 
With heavy hearts, Mary and I said “A Dieu” to our cherished home of 
forty years, stepping bravely into a new chapter of our lives. The Ɵme had 
come for our beloved home to embrace another family, and for us to 
move on. 

The Challenge of Downsizing 
Now, we face the daunƟng task of condensing our lives—from a spacious 
four-bedroom house to a modest two-bedroom home. The most 
formidable challenge, however, lies in reducing the contents of a two-
story, 16x32-foot shop to fit into a single-story, 10x10-foot space. This 
process is filled with emoƟon as we part with many of our belongings, 
each “thing” finding its way to a new owner. 

Discovering ForgoƩen Treasures 
Our days are a series of small discoveries. Each box we open brings a new surprise, revealing items long tucked 
away in forgoƩen closets or drawers. We were fortunate to have a capable moving company assist with the 
packing, making every unboxing feel like an unexpected holiday—Christmas in August. And yet, it is also a Ɵme for 
leƫng go. 

If Cars Could Talk 



 
 

 
    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

The minute you raise your foot of the accelerator, the 
electric motors go in to regeneraƟve braking, 
noƟceably slowing the car down as if you were 
downshiŌing and simultaneously charging the baƩery 
!  No coasƟng as you have in any other car. 
This came as a surprise to me, never having 
experienced anything like it, but I quickly saw the 
advantages and of course minimizing the use/need for 
the brakes and a noƟceable Ɵme saver as well. 
Got into some traffic and I started playing with this 
Tesla, quickly forgeƫng the bursƟng in to fire potenƟal 
issues. 

By Dorien Berteleƫ  
 

Like many people I have been skepƟcal about electric cars parƟcularly due to their limited range. 
My brother-in-law in Calgary bought a Tesla model 3 a couple of years ago, so any stories or jokes 
about them were duly forwarded including the unfortunate cases of them catching fire with people 
in them and not being able to get out. 
A few weeks ago we decided to do some family visiƟng and of course the Stampede, so I specifically 
asked not to be picked up at the Airport in a Tesla, anything but the Tesla. 
Sure enough, Peter showed up in a Ford crew cab and off we went. The next day I decided to have a 
look at his totally restored Corvair, a car that he did himself including painƟng, and it is one of the 
nicest paint jobs I have ever seen! 
Further along in the garage sat his twin motor Tesla, so curiosity won and I opened the door and sat 
in it. I carefully kept my feet on the ground outside so as to make a quick escape if I had to. 
Peter came over and soon he convinced me to take a ride with him. That went well enough, and next he had 
me strapped into the driving seat for my own Tesla experience. 
He went over the controls with me, I missed not having a dash but the only thing was a large computer 
monitor placed slightly to the right with a small digital display of the speed. 
ShiŌ selecƟng is done by a small stalk on the right side of the steering column. Park is by pushing a small 
buƩon on the stalk, and up and down control forwards and reverse. 
Following Peter’s instrucƟons, I eased the car out of the garage and then up the driveway. So far so good, so I 
turned on to the road and headed towards the highway. I had to get up to merging speed and I stepped on it 
and that was an awakening, a close runner up to Ed’s Viper that I drove a couple of years ago. The 
acceleraƟon is phenomenal and all in absolute silence, but the other amazing feature is it’s regeneraƟve 
braking. 

Buying a Tesla.. not so BriƟsh 

This was going to be fun as with the rocket like acceleraƟon, I could very quickly work my way 
through traffic and rarely needed to touch the brakes as the Tesla slowed down very nicely for 
me. 
AŌer a while I thought we should head back and pick up the ladies and since we had errands to 
run, Peter thought we should take the Tesla (cheap on gas) and I should conƟnue to drive. He 
likes being a passenger and the faster the beƩer. 
Back home I offered to wash the car that was quite dirty, but Peter felt going to the car wash 
was beƩer. Maybe he thought it inappropriate for his brother-in-law to fly out from Toronto to 
wash his car….who knows? 
Anyway, the four of us set out, and of course I had to floor it a couple of Ɵmes, much to Anne’s 
amazement, but no screams or hollering ! 

Tesla Model 3 



 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Got to the car wash, but it was one of those fully automaƟc ones and no people in sight. This is where 
I drew the line. 
I was geƫng over my Tesla fears but being in a fully automaƟc car wash in a Tesla, was pushing my 
luck way too far. 
I got out and let Peter take his car in while I waited on the street corner. 
Ten minutes later we are out in the country on a nice winding road, and with Peter’s guidance I set 
the car in it’s auto steer mode. Within seconds we were cruising along at some 145 KM with my 
hands off the wheel while the car steered itself perfectly, picking up signals from the center of the 
road and the inside verge. 
A bit like old Ɵme slot car racing, but we were the ones in the slot car, very impressive! 
Over the next few days I was asked to drive, as Peter does not like to drive especially in Calgary traffic 
but I was having a blast driving his car. On the way to the airport, I was driving, and he turned and 
with a big smile, told me he had never been through Calgary traffic at the speed I took him at. 
Well it was my license but it was worth every minute of it. 
Next problem was our flight back to TO did not have entertainment, so I had a few hours to 
contemplate the Tesla situaƟon. 
By the Ɵme we landed, learning a lot about Tesla cars was my next goal. 
A few full days on the internet and I was geƫng close to buying one, Anne thought we had enough 
cars, but I reasoned that having 13 was an unlucky number, so making it 14 was quite logical. I can 
talk myself in to many things and with a range of 400 km that was not bad. 
I menƟoned my thoughts about geƫng a Tesla to a few friends and got interesƟng reacƟons: Ed 
Taccone thought it might be fun, Ralph was surprised and a bit negaƟve but like me, was taken with 
the mechanics of it, but Kimberley was quite negaƟve. 
Tut tut noises, and “how could you”, “what will people think” and the like, including a dark negaƟve 
frown for added visual effect! 
This was serious, so I asked if I would be cut off from the book exchange we have, that include hard 
cover books with no pictures,.,,important stuff! 
She assured me she would not go quite that far….good, dodged that bullet! 
 By this Ɵme I had decided on a 2014 S model, and I 
menƟoned this, as it was before Elon got in to 
poliƟcs, but I’m not sure if that, had any impact LOL. 
So why a 2014 S model, well it actually has a dash 
with gauges, a speedometer, volt level and  ‘stuff’ in 
front of you were it belongs, and a smaller 
Computer monitor on the right. 
The front has an oval grille that is quite smart and 
could have fiƩed a Jaguar or MaseraƟ. 
Overall a nicer looking car, and in a few days I found 
one that suited me fine, in a nice blue with the 
beƩer spoked rims. I got insurance quote from a 
group that specializes in Teslas and it was very 
reasonable. 
Now I wanted more hands-on info. The Tesla 
company is useless as far as I’m concerned, so I 
found 2 repair shops in the Toronto area that work 
exclusively on these cars and I also found baƩery 
specialists that will repair fix or sell you a new 
baƩery. 

Buying a Tesla…   cont. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The baƩery is huge and it’s the whole floor pan of the car, basically like a dining room table 7” thick slung between 
the axles, and the motors are perfectly round, just like the electric motors we had in our toy slot car racers, just 
bigger. Of course, no transmission, clutch +++. 
Two large trunks for cargo, one in the front suitable for a body if you are that way inclined, and a good sized one in 
the rear. 
Note that there is no spare Ɵre and hence no wheel tools. You have a flat (as had happened to Peter) and it’s a CAA 
call. 
I noted there is a company selling a neat kit for about $1000 that includes, wheel, wrench and a very neat jack all in a 
nicely finished bag. 
Interior is ok but there are many cars that are beƩer  finished, and interesƟngly no door pockets common in some 
form or other in just about all cars. 
Studied videos on how to change a baƩery and motor, some cars come with 2 motors, I was geƫng in to this LOL 
Now I came back to the famous doors and did more research. Not as bad as reports had been, but not fantasƟc 
either. 
The door handles are flush with the body. Your remote or I phone will unlock the car, and small motors and a bunch 
of microswitches control the handles moving out from the body, so you can grab the handle to open the door. 
Reverse procedure to close the door and a mechanical emergency handle to open them. Not so lucky for the back 
seat passengers. Supposedly the back seat passengers are supposed to read the owner’s manual and know these 
things. The manual is in the glove box operated with your iPhone, and that is not going to help the people in the back, 
who need to find a cable under the carpeƟng to release the door handles, or in some models you have to pry the 
lining out of the door armrest to allow the access to a secret release panel. Try doing that in an emergency! 
I am back to studying the door handles and thinking every Ɵme you get in and out all 4 doors unlock, and these 4 
motors move the handles in and out. Not very efficient, and then the famous recharging. The recharging door outlet 
is part of the leŌ rear taillight side marker. Think Peugeot 403 or 53 Cadillac except were in those cars they were 
manually operated, on the Tesla you enter via a computer program or else you have a special link on your iPhone. 
 
So with all the quite fantasƟc futurisƟc features, they screwed up with the simplest of things like opening a door or 
filler cap! These may seem small maƩers but you can’t do without them, and I found it quite annoying especially 
since you are dealing with them daily. Not forgeƫng the safety issues. 
I decided to pass… Maybe somebody will invent some sort of beƩer door handle/locks and I may rethink it LOL 
Ed is quite happy as he sƟll has the fastest car and Ralph is Ok as he has the second fastest car. 
Anne was not overly fussed either way, but I see a more posiƟve outlook, and Kimberly is posiƟvely beaming! 
 
Dorien 
 

HBCC – Classic Love Story 

Buying a Tesla…   cont. 

IntroducƟon: I came across an arƟcle from 2013 by Tony Reynolds, published by “In The Hills” 
(hƩps://www.inthehills.ca/). It was about the love of BriƟsh cars, the Hill Climb races, and focused on 
our club. I suspect many of you will recall this story, however it was brand new to me and likely Ɵme to 
for the established members to take a look back to 2013 and its recollecƟon of years long before. It’s a 
long arƟcle and a summary can’t do it jusƟce, so with permission from Tralee Pearce, Publisher of In The 
Hills, here we go… -Brian 
 
The love of BriƟsh sports cars began in World War II, when Canadian and American servicemen and women 
discovered the joys of driving the twisƟng roads of Great Britain in the likes of MG Midgets and Morgans. 
Subsequent generaƟons have now taken up the torch, and the enthusiasm for these classic vehicles conƟnues 
unabated, especially among members of the Headwaters BriƟsh Car Club. 



 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Backed into their alloƩed spaces, as if preparing for a Le Mans start, the fleet owned by members of the Headwaters 
BriƟsh Car Club recalls the golden age of BriƟsh sports cars and the roots of sports car racing in Canada: the flowing 
bright blue Allard, dominant in early hill climbs and road races, MGs from the square T series, with spoke wheels and 
drop-down windscreens, the streamlined A and the preppy B. 

Triumphs – low, lean and powerful – are here, too, along with the car many believe is the pinnacle of BriƟsh sports car 
design, the Jaguar XKE, which has been called “a poem in steel.” When the E-type was introduced at the Geneva 
motor show in 1961, Enzo Ferrari, who founded the Ferrari automobile brand, said, “There is only one thing wrong 
with it … It doesn’t have a Ferrari badge.” 

These are the cars many young people in the 1950s and ’60s drove, or wanted to. I’ll never forget the first Ɵme I 
drove an MGA, a white converƟble with a red leather interior. It belonged to a neighbour across the street, and I 
could hardly breathe when he handed me the key and told me to go for a drive. I was 17 years old, king of the road, 
revelling in the green-eyed envy of my friends. 

The club also includes Morgans, as well as a Mini, a Sunbeam Tiger, a Jensen and a 1929 Rolls Royce, not a sports car 
by any means, but an automobile that exudes a quiet dignity and regal demeanour, as if it’s presiding over the others. 
Whenever these classic cars gather, kids on bicycles and men in cheese-cuƩer hats stop to talk, and the drivers, 
basking in the reflected limelight of their vehicles, are keen to answer quesƟons. 

 

1970 Jaguar E-Type, Peter Pontsa; 1951 MGTD, Jean Louis Valade; 1975 MGB, Mary Valade; 1997 Jaguar XJR, Ken 
Stahl. Photo by Pete Paterson. 

HBCC – Classic Love Story cont 

1977 MGB Roadster, Mike Davies, Diane Heavens; 1954 Allard, Alan Sands; 1967 Morgan Plus 4, Marlies Sands; 
and other members of HBCC at Mono Cliffs Inn. Photo by Pete Paterson. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

HBCC – Classic Love Story cont 

Enthusiasm is part of every acƟvity at the Headwaters BriƟsh Car Club. Someone suggests a drive through the Pine 
River Valley the next day with lunch at the Terra Nova Public House, and a dozen or more members pledge to 
show up. When the rendezvous is larger, involving more planning and other clubs, most members parƟcipate, 
gathering in parks and fields from Bronte to Collingwood. 

At club meeƟngs good-natured ribbing between the Triumph and MG camps can sidetrack proceedings. In May, 
the introducƟon of a new member prompted another member, obviously an MG owner, to shout this tongue-in-
cheek quesƟon: “Do we really have room in the club for another Triumph?” To general laughter, someone else 
responded, “It’s okay. It’s a TR3.” 

Club business is eventually taken care of and usually consists of a quick summary of forthcoming events, 
membership, club news and the like. OŌen a guest speaker is lined up. 

Recently, for example, Rupert Lloyd Thomas, a motor racing historian from Toronto, was invited to trace the 
beginnings of sports car racing in Canada. It began with hill climbs at RaƩlesnake Point near Milton and in the 
Hockley Valley in the 1950s and ’60s. Rupert’s presentaƟon included home movies shot by one of the Hockley 
parƟcipants, and several club members recognized the racers and called out their names as their cars appeared 
on-screen. 

 One club member, Alan Sands, actually drove in the 1962 Hockley hill climb and today owns two of the cars that 
competed: the 1955 Morgan he drove that day and a 1954 Cadillac Allard J2X. The Allards were shipped – without 
engines – to North America from a factory near London, England, and could be fiƩed with a DeSoto, a Lincoln 
flathead V12, a Chrysler or, as in this case, a Cadillac engine. 

The HBCC was iniƟated in an Orangeville parking lot when Tom Hodgson and Norm Redpath happened to drive 
their cars to the same locaƟon. “I was at the garden centre,” said Tom. “Norm came in to buy plants. We got 
talking about our cars and car clubs and decided we should start one of our own. There were four of us at the first 
meeƟng and we had no idea how it would catch on.” 

AŌer a local newspaper published a feature arƟcle, a few more enthusiasts joined, and as word of mouth spread, 
the club ended up with many more members than expected. OŌen club members will leave notes on the 
windshields of sports cars they see parked in the Headwaters region or stop to invite the drivers to join. In four 
years the club has grown to include 92 members, the most recent addiƟon being the TR3 owner. 

The club, based in Orangeville, holds its winter meeƟngs in the basement of 
the Royal Canadian Legion hall on John Street. Members drive in from 
Rosemont, LoreƩo, ToƩenham, Caledon East and other communiƟes within a 
half hour’s drive of town. And though Norm has moved to Collingwood, he 
remains very acƟve. In fair weather, one member or another oŌen invites 
everyone over for a barbecue, and the business part of the meeƟng take 
place as members munch on barbequed hot dogs, hamburgers and potluck 
salads. 

The social acƟvity of the Headwaters club sets it apart from many others and 
was one of the goals from the outset. “I have joined other clubs,” said Norm, 
“and they can tend to be ‘boys’ clubs’ and cliquey. We wanted ours to be a 
family-oriented social club, around cars. We do have our technical sessions, of 
course, but we wanted to keep both husbands and wives involved.” 

Four posiƟons on the club’s nine-member execuƟve are filled by women – 
and many drive their own sports cars. Linda Guthrie, for example, drives a 
1967 Morgan Plus 4, and Mary Valade has a 1975 MGB. “I loved this car from  

 

Under the hood of a 1970 Jaguar 
E-Type. Photo by Pete Paterson. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

HBCC – Classic Love Story cont 

the moment I saw it,” said Mary. “It has big Ɵres, a spoiler on the back and a cosmeƟc air intake, not original, of 
course – and it handles beauƟfully.” 

Sandra Mason, who drives a 1978 MGB, believes the social aspect of the club is very important. “One reason I go out 
to events is to get to know new people,” she said. “We start with a shared experience with the cars, and friendships 
bloom in other ways from there.” 

When In The Hills invited members of the club to a photo shoot on a sunny but cold autumn morning last year, we 
were expecƟng a few cars, but 20 arrived at Mono Centre. Many had open cockpits and no heat, except what the 
drivers could store beneath layers of hats, scarves and sweaters. Clearly, they are a hardy lot. 

Though all club members love their cars, many have just one. Jean-Louis Valade, for instance, drives a 1951 MG TD to 
go with his wife’s souped-up ’75 B. And Ralph Philp is the original owner of a 1976 Triumph TR6. He bought it new 
and it’s sƟll on the road – much to the surprise of some MG owners, no doubt. Norm and Hilary Redpath drive an 
orange 1967 MG Roadster. Hilary’s father spent many years restoring the car. When he finished in 2002, he gave it to 
his daughter. He’d had his fun and figured it was her turn. 

Bill Tully drove his 1953 MG TD to the photo shoot. He has a 
couple of other cars. “I had a ’78 MGB and bought another 
as a parts car. It turned out the parts car was beƩer than the 
original, so I restored it.” Bill, who was an early member, 
keeps the club’s website up to date. 

Others in the club have been at the workbench or under 
bonnets for many years. Ken Mason, husband of Sandra who 
drives the ’78 MGB, has several cars including a Triumph, a 
Jaguar and three or four Lotuses. “I was in the BriƟsh car 
restoraƟon business for 25 years, and although I shut down 
the business, I sƟll have a few cars around.” 

Despite his decision to reƟre, Ken can’t keep his hands out 

ThroƩle, igniƟon and carburetor controls on 
the steering column in 1929 Rolls Royce 
Model 20. Photo by Pete Paterson. 

from under the hood. He sƟll does some restoraƟon, as well as repairs for a few club members, but on his own 
schedule. 

Ken’s love of cars began very early. His dad used to supply trophies for some of the early races, and Ken would tag 
along. In high school he was a lot boy at the Sports Cars Unlimited dealership in Toronto. “Before school I’d go to 
the lot and wash all the cars, and aŌer school they’d let me drive one to the licence bureau to get the plates they 
needed.” 

He bought his first car from the dealership. That four-door MG MagneƩe, all wood and leather with a square clock 
above the windshield in the centre of the wood trim, cost $25. Today, Ken has thousands of parts and project cars 
he offers for sale on his website, kmrestoraƟons.com. 

“I went on a run with the club when they first started,” said Ken. “I wasn’t a member at the Ɵme, but I soon 
joined. They’re a fun bunch, although they are more MG-oriented than Triumph.” Oh, well. 

Dorien Berteleƫ is another club member who owns several cars. In addiƟon to the 1929 Rolls Royce menƟoned 
earlier, he has a 1948 Bristol. “It’s the first model Bristol made and the only one in Canada,” he said. “I like to 
collect cars that are one of a kind or very rare.” 

He also has a 1935 Indianapolis Grand Prix race car, a Hudson, which he sƟll races at Watkins Glen, Lime Rock Park 
and in hill climbs in the United States. “I have a ’71 Alfa Romeo, one of only three in Canada, a smallmouth ’55 
Triumph TR3 and others.” 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

HBCC – Classic Love Story cont 

(Dorien’s collecƟon goes way beyond automobiles. In his dining 
room and siƫng room are two rare motorcycles. Even his piano 
is unusual. It was made in Guelph and has four pedals. And in 
an aircrŌ hangar not far away sits a rare all-metal, low-wing 
Morane Saulnier from 1961.) 

Alan Sands comes by his love of BriƟsh racing cars from an 
enƟrely different angle: he used to race them. At one Ɵme, the 
CNE Grandstand entertainment included stock car races, and 
one year members of the BriƟsh Empire Motor Club were 
invited to stage a classic car race during the intermission. The 
racers included quite a fleet: Triumphs, MGs, AusƟn Healeys, 
Morris Oxfords, Jaguars and an Allard. 

Alan had joined the BEMC as a motorcycle rider but switched to 

Club badges on the bumper of a 1948 MG TC 
owned by Malcolm Stanton. Photo by Pete 
Paterson. 

when the MG TC came along. “The Allard blew past me in the race and I thought, I have to have that car. 
Unfortunately, the driver misjudged a turn and went into the wall.” 

Alan next saw the Allard, restored and running well, at a race at 
Harewood Acres. Harewood, which had been a warƟme training 
airfield, was converted into a racetrack by the BEMC, and Alan 
was a race marshal there. He saw the Allard again at the 
Hockley Valley hill climb and eventually bought it – and even 
raced it. 

Today, Alan’s Allard is part of quite a collecƟon. Between them, 
he and his wife Marlies own a pair of Mercedes 190 SLs, a 
couple of Jaguars, a 1967 Morgan Plus 4 and a ’55 Morgan, a 
1954 MG TF, a Volkswagen Thing and a 1929 Morris Minor. 
“When I ordered the Morgan, in England, I found the Morris,” 
said Alan. “I bought it instead of wire wheels for the Morgan.” 
He paid less than $1,000 to buy and ship the car to Canada. 

1954 Allard J2X, Alan Sands. Photo by Pete 
Paterson. 

Now the Morris is in the ICU secƟon of his workshop. The ICU is the only area that’s heated and it’s where he 
makes repairs. When body secƟons are too expensive or not readily available, Alan fabricates his own. The 
workshop includes a brake for bending metal, and he made an English wheel to create the curves. 

On the road again: 1967 Morgan Plus 4, owned by Marlies 
Sands; 1953 MG TD, Bill and Jane Tully; 1954 Allard J2X, 
Alan Sands; 1977 MGB Roadster, Mike Davies; 1961 MGA, 
Mike Davies; 1976 TR6, Ralph Philp; two red MGBs, Tom 
Hodgson and Mike Davies; 1975 MGB, Mary and Jean 
Louis Valade; 1970 Jaguar E-Type, Peter Pontsa; 1967 
Morgan Plus 4, Linda Guthrie; 1948 MG TC, Malcolm 
Stanton; 1929 Rolls Royce Model 20, Dorien Berteleƫ. 
Photo by Pete Paterson. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

HBCC – Classic Love Story cont 

Along with the cars, Alan and Marlies have a half dozen motorcycles, including two Harley-Davidsons they plan to 
ride to Alaska to celebrate Alan’s 80th birthday. 

As it turns out, I have a somewhat tenuous connecƟon to Alan’s Allard. When I grew up in Oakville, one of our 
neighbours was a man named Dave Pidgeon. He was the nephew of well-known Canadian-born actor Walter 
Pidgeon, and he drove around town in a blue Allard. My friends and I would stop and stare every Ɵme he passed by. 
Turns out Alan’s Allard is the same model as the one I admired in Oakville. In fact, it’s the same car! He bought it 
from Dave Pidgeon in 1962. 

HBCC members will be busy this summer, oŌen driving as a group to scheduled events. The last car in the procession 
is the “tail gunner,” transporƟng an emergency kit of tools and parts in case one of the cars breaks down. They do 
someƟmes, but more oŌen than not, the problem is easily fixed. 

Many who pause to watch as this shiny and evocaƟve fleet of BriƟsh classics passes by will no doubt find themselves 
recalling their own dreams of seƫng aside everyday cares to savour the freedom of the open road. HBCC members 
are dedicated to keeping these dreams alive, and their dedicaƟon is a testament to the enduring popularity of these 
beauƟful machines. 

50 years and sƟll climbing 

Alan Sands competed in the 1957 Hockley hill climb in his 
’55 Morgan. As he climbed the hill, a BEMC club member 
snapped a photo of him sliding around a corner, spiƫng 
gravel from his rear wheels. FiŌy-odd years later, Alan drove 
the same Morgan up the same hill, and his wife Marlies took 
a picture of him going around that same corner. 

In early 1950, Don Albertson was out for a drive that took 
him through the Hockley Valley. Don, a member of the 
BriƟsh Empire Motor Club, turned off the Hockley Road at 
the 3rd Line Mono and realized the winding road ahead 
would be ideal for a hill climb. The BEMC, which was formed 
in 1929 and incorporated in 1933, is the oldest motor club in 
North America. It already held regular hill climbs, in which 
cars race the clock from the boƩom of a hill to the top, at 
RaƩlesnake Point near Milton. 

Club members also liked the locaƟon Don had found, and in 
the spring of 1953 the first Hockley Valley Hill Climb 
aƩracted nearly 40 entries, from Jaguars to MGs and even 
an AusƟn. Don entered and ran his AusƟn A40, the car he 
was driving when he discovered the hill. 

Alan Sands, now a member of the Headwaters BriƟsh Car Club, went up twice, in two different cars, an MG TC and 
his Model T Ford. He holds the record for the slowest car up the hill. A Jaguar was fastest over the one-mile course, 
with a Ɵme of one minute, 14.22 seconds. 

For ten years, from 1953 to 1962, the BEMC scheduled spring and fall hill climbs in Hockley. The event was 
cancelled a few Ɵmes, mostly because of weather-related track condiƟons, but once because spectators had 
trampled the Ɵming equipment. 

Although many of the same cars competed year aŌer year, new ones – Triumphs, Porsches, CorveƩes, an Allard, a 
Sebring Sprite – joined and the Ɵmes got faster. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                 

 

  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

For sale 

FOR SALE: 1954 MG TF 
Same owner 33 years 
Right hand drive, wire wheels.  
Regular driver runs great 
Price: $12,000  
Contact: Don Bauman, Orangeville  
519-278-9311    

FOR SALE: TR6 top cover boot  
Top cover for the top when folded away 
Price: Make an offer 
Contact: Anthony Pulver, Erin 
905-452-2281      anthonypulver@gmail.com 
  

2025-06 

FOR SALE: 1951 MG TD 
Cream Yellow 
Asking: $20,000  $14,000 obo 
Contact: Jean-Louis Valade, Caledon Village  
519-927-5052  jlvalade@rogers.com  
  

2025-07 

2025-07 

2025-07 

FOR SALE: 1974 Triumph TR6 
White, with upgrades and retained original parts 
Asking: $20,000 
Contact: Peter Simpson, Amaranth 
519-941-0632 ppsimpson21@gmail.com   
 

Classified  

HBCC – Classic Love Story cont 

The fastest car in the race’s history is a hand-built vehicle that looked like a Formula 3 race car. It was powered by a 
Vincent Black Shadow motorcycle engine and completed the course in a cracking one minute, 1.64 seconds. That’s 
an average speed of a hair less than 100 km/h uphill and around corners on a dirt road! 

The spring hill climb of 1962 was the last held in Hockley. That fall, the BEMC switched the race to the Mosport 
InternaƟonal Raceway and, with oxymoronic panache, called the event a “flat” hill climb, otherwise known as a 
sprint. The cars raced the opposite way around the course, from the Moss corner to the start/finish line. 

On June 28, 2012, 50 years aŌer that final hill climb, 20 cars assembled on the 3rd Line to mark the occasion. The 
Headwaters club organized the event, which included three vehicles – a 1949 MG TC, a 1954 Cadillac Allard J2X and 
Alan Sands’ 1955 Morgan – that had competed in the 1962 race. 

See a video of the Hockley Valley Hill Climb Video – 1957 at  hƩps://youtu.be/hOfIxCL9k6k 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

FOR SALE: TR6 15” Steel Wheels  
Price: Make an offer 
Contact: Anthony Pulver, Erin 
905-452-2281        anthonypulver@gmail.com
   

FOR SALE: TR6 Radiator  
In good working order. No leaks 
Price: Make an offer 
Contact: Anthony Pulver, Erin 
905-452-2281           anthonypulver@gmail.com 
  

2025-07 2025-07 

2025-07 

FOR SALE: TR6 Center Caps  
Price: Make an offer 
Contact: Anthony Pulver, Erin 
905-452-2281           anthonypulver@gmail.com 
  
 

FOR SALE: TR6 15” Aluminum Beauty Rings  
Price: Make an offer 
Contact: Anthony Pulver, Erin 
905-452-2281           anthonypulver@gmail.com 
  
 

2025-07 

For sale cont.. 

FOR SALE: Fender Bead (49” remaining) 
Moss 457-990. Fits MGB 1962-80, Midget/Sprite 
1959-80, MGC 
Price: $35 
Contact: Brian GilleƩ, Alliston 
416-518-4697           reblyelo@gmail.com   
 

FOR SALE: Grill Badges (nos) 
New to the club? Need a new one? 
Treasurer Don has them -Everybody’s doing it!  
Price: $30 
Contact: Don Fysh 
519-938-0843 treasurer.hbcc@gmail.com   
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Snickers… 

Amusing moments that could be true.. AŌerall, it’s on the internet: 
 
Recently, my husband and I stopped at a McDonald’s drive-thru. Our total came to $4.25, so I handed the 
cashier a $5 bill and a quarter, expecƟng a dollar in change. She paused, looked confused, and called the 
manager. AŌer some discussion, the manager handed me back the quarter, explaining they couldn’t process 
the transacƟon that way. Instead, I got 75 cents in change. 
 

Another Ɵme, we had our garage door serviced. The repairman said our motor was too small. I explained we 
had a 1/2 horsepower motor, the largest available when we bought it. He confidently replied, “No, you need 
1/4 horsepower. Four is bigger than two.” Needless to say, we sought a second opinion. 
 

Living in a semi-rural area comes with its quirks. A neighbor once called to suggest removing the deer 
crossing sign near their property, convinced it would encourage the deer to cross somewhere else and reduce 
accidents. 
 

Then there’s food service. My daughter once asked for “minimal leƩuce” on her taco. The employee frowned 
apologeƟcally and said, “Sorry, we only have iceberg leƩuce.” 
 

At the airport, a security agent asked me, “Has anyone placed anything in your baggage without your 
knowledge?” I couldn’t resist replying, “If it was without my knowledge, how would I know?” The agent 
smiled and nodded as though it was the most logical response. 
 

At work, while crossing the street at a pedestrian light with a beeping sound, a coworker asked what the 
sound was for. I explained it helps blind pedestrians. She blinked in surprise and asked, “But why would blind 
people be driving?” 
Finally, we picked up our car from the dealership one day, only to find the keys were locked inside. A 
mechanic worked diligently to unlock the driver’s side door. Meanwhile, I tried the passenger door and found 
it was already unlocked. When I pointed this out, the mechanic looked at me and said proudly, “Oh, I already 
unlocked that side.” 

SomeƟmes when I think “Gee, I wish I could go 
faster”, I take comfort: 

…or maybe if I just “looked” like I go 
faster… 



 

 

 
Alliston Potato FesƟval & Car Show August 8-10th, 2025    

    
 
 
Wellington County Museum 49th Annual AnƟque and Classic Car Show – August 24, 2025 

 
 
Orangeville Cruisin’ on First ‘BriƟsh Invasion”    August 27, 2025 
 So many pictures.. see more on our web page:  
hƩps://www.headwatersbriƟshcarclub.org/index.php/2025-gallery/#GmediaGallery_167-albums-167 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Recent EVENTS… 



 

 
 

Headwaters BriƟsh Car Club MeeƟngs: The first Wednesday of the month, February to November 
         August 6 at Ed & Sandra Taccone’s 

Long Distance Awards for the 2025 Driving Season  

Probably too late now, but if you took a picture at the start of the season - Dash plaques are awarded by the 
BriƟsh Car Council to every driver successfully compleƟng 5000kms on an individual or combinaƟon of vehicles 
in a calendar year.    For any quesƟons, contact Ralph Evans, our BCCI representaƟve. 
 
HBCC Car Rally & MeeƟng  September 6, 2025 - Sobey’s in Orangeville, 3.00pm September 6th  
 
Cobble Beach Concours d'Elegance Kemble – September 12-14, 2025 

Including the Concours d'Lemons presented by Hagerty on September 13th  
 
BriƟsh Car Day 40th Anniversary Bronte Provincial Park – September 21st, 2025 
 
Lindsay to Brighton run              Burlwood Motorsport Club Season Ender – October 18th, 2025 
 
Rockton BriƟsh Flea Market and Car Show – October 19th, 2025 
 
Every week, May to September: 
 Monday Wasaga Beach Cruisers 
 Tuesday Alliston Recycled Teenagers 
 Wednesday Orangeville Cruisin’ on First 
 
 

Check us out online at headwatersbriƟshcarclub.org 

And follow the Headwaters BriƟsh Car Club Group on Facebook 

 

 
 

Please send submissions and comments on BriƟsh Driven to Brian GilleƩ, editor@headwatersbriƟshcarclub.org 
 

Coming EVENTS… 


