
 
 

 
 

In the President’s Words… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Jean-Louis 
President, Headwaters BriƟsh Car Club 

 

 
Happy Holidays! Merry Chritmas! However you say it, spend your Ɵme well this fesƟve season, sharing laughter with 
friends and family. I know I’ll have plenty to share with those I see few Ɵmes a year - great stories of friendships and 
experiences that this club has afforded me. Thank you to everyone who has made sharing these possible and I look 
forward to an opƟmisƟcally early Spring when our cars come back to life once more. 
 
Cheers! 
Brian GilleƩ 
editor@headwatersbriƟshcarclub.org 
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From the Editor: 
 

Anniversary celebraƟon, the annual Christmas tree decoraƟon, charitable acƟviƟes, and 50/50 draws. Our runs 
have included beer tasƟngs, wine making, and even sipping tea under umbrellas, showcasing the diversity of our 
interests and acƟviƟes. 
I would like to extend my sincere thanks to everyone who has contributed to the club’s ongoing success. Many of 
these individuals are unsung heroes, working diligently behind the scenes, and their invaluable contribuƟons help 
sustain our community and its tradiƟons. 
Also, as now past President, I would like to extend my hearty best wishes to the new execuƟve for a successful 
2026/27. 

Dear Members, 

I have been a member of this car club since its early incepƟon. Over the 
years, the club has experienced both joyous and challenging moments.  

We have celebrated good Ɵmes together, but we have also mourned the 
loss of members. Our adventures have included memorable runs, some of 
which we fondly remember and others, such as the infamous hailstorm, 
we might prefer to forget. Through periods of sickness, notably 
‘triumphacaucus’ and even fire, and Ɵmes of good health, we have 
witnessed cars being brought back to life thanks to the skill and vision of 
dedicated members. 

Today, the club remains vibrant and acƟve. While we may not be the 
largest organizaƟon, we are proud to count among our membership 
individuals who have been involved since the very beginning. Many 
members have served in various execuƟve posiƟons, dedicaƟng their Ɵme 
to planning events, organizing ouƟngs, hosƟng monthly meeƟngs, and 
arranging special occasions such as our Christmas Banquet, our 10th  



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

By Ed Taccone  
 

And what a star-studded evening it was at our annual Headwaters BriƟsh 
Car Club Christmas Dinner/MeeƟng. Ladies escorted in by their gentlemen 
sidekicks. The ladies in their elegant gowns made by Menikaesign Studio 
and gentlemen in their Pini Parma Italian suits. Special menƟon must be 
acknowledged pertaining to a gentleman in his fesƟve suit (we won’t 
menƟon where it was tailored) which stood out like a sore thumb. 
The evening began with all the Stars mingling, welcoming each other and 
sharing stories from the past year’s Club venues and talking about awards 
and trophy presentaƟons happening right aŌer dinner. Our outgoing 
President Jean-Louis Valade aŌer three aƩempts successfully got 
everyone’s aƩenƟon to commence the meeƟng. Jean-Louis introduced 
the new execuƟve elected and unanimously accepted by all members in 
aƩendance with all posiƟons filled. 

2025 Christmas Party 

The 2026/27 HBCC Board of Directors & AdministraƟon 

We are pleased to confirm the 2026 Board of Directors as announced at the December 2025 meeƟng. 
The meeƟng was held in conjuncƟon with our Christmas Party at the Mono Cliffs Inn on December 3: 
 

President  Ed Taccone 
Past President: Jean-Louis Valade 
Vice President: Tom Hodgson 
Secretary:   Mike Davies 
Treasurer:  Don Fysh 
Membership Coordinator:  Brian GilleƩ 
Event Coordinator: Ken Mason 
Director at Large: Don Horne 
Director at Large: Anthony Pulver 
 

VoƟng was originally done by email. At the end of the email voƟng, a posiƟon for Director at Large 
became available and Anthony Pulver was elected by vote at the December 3 meeƟng. 
 

We would also like to recognize the non-elected administraƟon posiƟons: 
 

Web Coordinator: Sandra Mason 
Our Cars:  Kimberly Evans 
Events Gallery: Sandra Mason 
BriƟsh Driven Editor: Brian GilleƩ 
Facebook Administrator:  Kimberly Evans 
Web Technical Advisor:  Skorski Web Design 
 
Many thanks to all of those who are elected, non-elected, and otherwise parƟcipate behind the 
scenes to keep our club successful.  
 



 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ed (Lead Foot) Taccone 

 

2025 Christmas Party   cont. 

Finally, with dinner over it was Ɵme for Award presentaƟons. Jean-
Louis began by stressing how difficult it was to pick the recipients of 
these coveted Awards. Winners as follows: 
President’s Award  Peter and Pat Simpson  
Jenny Stanton Award  Anthony Pulver and Jane Phillips 
RestoraƟon Award  Ralph and Kimberly Evans 
 

Following the Award presentaƟon came Ɵme for the ever popular 
Super 8 Track trophy presentaƟon. Our new incoming President Ed 
Taccone (that’s me) aŌer much talk noƟced those present were 
geƫng anxious, I began introducing the winners with hand craŌed 
trophies by no other (you guessed it, Lead foot Ed). As follows: 
 

1st Place: Overall (men’s)   Ralph (Wonder Boy) Evans 
2nd Place: men’s slowest reverse  Dorien (Silver Fox) Berteleƫ 
3rd Place: Reverse Event   Anthony (Wrecky) Pulver 
1st Place: (women’s) overall   Anne Marie (InƟmidator) Joiner 
2nd Place: Reverse Event (women’s)  Jane (Rainbow Warrior) Phillips 
 

Followed by the trophy presentaƟon came the ever- favorite 50/50 
draw with someone winning a ton of money.  Shortly aŌerwards Live 
AucƟon ensued. Ralph being the spoƩer and Ed the aucƟoneer 
chanƟng 5 dollar bid, will you give 10, 20 dollar bid, will you give me 
50, 60 dollar bid, will you give me a 100 as Ralph danced around 
holding the items up high. We’ve never seen bidding wars as fierce 
as was displayed ever before. All monies collected for a great cause. 
We thank all successful bidders. The evening ended with successful 
Silent AucƟon items being collected and monies transferred to our 
Secretary Mike Davies with welcoming hands. Great night indeed 
and a huge thank you to all that parƟcipated. 
 As we close out 2025 and as 2026 begins to dawn, I’d like to start by 
saying thank you to our outgoing President Jean-Louis Valade for his 
commitment in serving and leading our wonderful Car Club for the 
last four years and the rest of the Board Members that served with 
Jean-Louis. I would also like to acknowledge our, long standing 
member (and the one that was instrumental for me joining the club 
years ago) Marion Mason present at or dinner. Thank you! Ken and 
Sandra, for picking Marion up at the reƟrement home and taking her 
back. We also as members of such a, close knit car club wish 
Marion’s husband and long Ɵme, member Bill Mason whom could 
not aƩend due to illness a speedy recovery. We miss you dearly! 
Christmas season is beginning, I wanted to touch base to our Board 
Directors and members, Sandra and I want to wish all of you and 
your families a very Merry Christmas, and wishes for an amazing 
2026. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

We have a Christmas TradiƟon that is 
a bit different.  It is from Ralph’s 
family, but I have carried it on for 
twenty plus years aŌer his sister 
shared it with me.  We have an 
ornament that looks like a pickle and 
every year it is placed somewhere on 
the tree.  When we host our family 
dinner, which now includes sixteen of 
us, the first person to locate The 
Pickle wins the Pickle Present.   

The challenge for me is to come up 
with a giŌ that is neither gender nor 
age specific.  In past years, the giŌ has 
been things like a flashlight, an 
umbrella, chocolates, Chapters giŌ 
cerƟficate, dominoes.  This year the 
giŌ is a squeezable sleepy duck lamp! 

Kimberly Evans 

Christmas was a Road Trip 
When I was 7 years old my family moved from Thamesville, near Chatham, to North Bay.  Today, that is 
about a five and one half hour trip on Highways 401, 400 and 11.  Back then it was closer to 8 hours on a 
variety of 2 lane roads.  Highway 400 existed but the rest of the trip was on 2 lane roads through many 
Ontario towns.  There were no service centres except for the one at Cookstown on Highway 400. 

For several years, my family drove “down home” to celebrate Christmas with our grandparents in 
Thamesville.  It was important to my parents to be with family to celebrate Christmas.   

Six kids in a 1956 Ford staƟon wagon.  In winter.  At night.  No seat belts back then so the baby was in 
front with Mom and Dad and the rest of us were distributed in various configuraƟons in the back seat 
and rear cargo area.  Car heaters didn’t do a great job of pushing warm air to the back of the car. 

These trips usually took place at night aŌer my Dad completed his last day of work before Christmas.  
This maximized the Ɵme “down home” but also meant that us kids were usually asleep for most of the 
trip instead of squabbling over limited space.  I can remember trying to sleep with my knees in the 
footwell and my body and head on the rear seat. 

The car was full of kids so all of the luggage was in the homemade carrier on the roof of the car.  It was a 
wooden box.  Not aerodynamic like the Thule roof carriers of today.  LiƩle did we suspect that Santa’s 
cargo for six kids was also stowed in the roof carrier.   

This annual ritual conƟnued unƟl my grandparents passed away.  To this day I sƟll marvel at my parent’s 
stamina and determinaƟon to make that trip to maintain the family Ɵes and Christmas tradiƟons. 

Don Fysh 

‘Tis the Season – TradiƟons & RecollecƟons 

The Pickle & the Prize TradiƟon 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

First Christmas Adventure with Nonna 
I remember my first Christmas adventure with Nonna. (Nonna is Italian for grandmother). I was just a kid. I 
remember tearing across town on the Lakeshore (Clarkson now Mississauga) on my CCM bike to visit her on the 
day my big sister dropped the bomb: “There is no Santa Claus,” she jeered. “Even dummies know that!” My 
Nonna was not the gushy kind, never had been. I fled to her that day because I knew she would be straight with 
me. I knew Nonna always told the truth, and I knew that the truth always went down a whole lot easier when 
swallowed with one of her “world-famous” cannoli pastry. She’d make them only on special occasions like 
Christmas. I knew they were world-famous, because Nonna said so. It had to be true. 

Nonna was home, and the cannoli were sƟll warm. Between bites, I told her everything. She was ready for me. 
“No Santa Claus? “She huffed”, Ridiculous! Don’t believe it. That rumor has been going on for years, and it makes 
me angry, really angry!! Now, put on your coat, and let’s go. Go where, Nonna?” I asked. I hadn’t even finished 
my second world-famous cannoli. “Where” turned out to be Clarkson General Store, (Ken Mason will remember 
that) and remember the one store in town that had a liƩle bit of just about everything. As we walked through its 
doors, Grandma handed me ten dollars. 

That was a bundle in those days. “Take this money,” she said, “and buy something for someone who needs it. I’ll 
wait for you in the car.” Then she turned and walked out of the store. I was only eight years old. I’d oŌen gone 
shopping with my mother and father, but never had I shopped for anything all by myself. The store seemed big 
and crowded, full of people scrambling to finish their Christmas shopping. For a few moments I just stood there, 
confused, clutching that ten-dollar bill, wondering what to buy, and who on earth to buy it for. I thought of 
everybody I knew: my family, my friends, my neighbors, the kids at school, and the people who went to my 
church.  Saint Christopher Church was at the corner of Lakeshore and Clarkson Road South. 

I was just about thought out, when I suddenly thought of Harold Sullivan. He was a kid with bad breath and 
messy hair, he sat right behind me in Sister Teresa’s class. Harold Sullivan didn’t have a coat. I knew that because 
he never went out to recess during the winter. His mother always wrote a note, telling the teacher that he had a 
cough, but all we, kids knew that Harold Sullivan didn’t have a cough; he didn’t have a good coat. I fingered the 
ten-dollar bill with growing excitement. I would buy Harold Sullivan a coat! I seƩled on a red corduroy one that 
had a hood to it. It looked, real warm, and he would like that. “Is this a Christmas present for someone?” the lady 
behind the counter asked kindly, as I laid my ten dollars down. “Yes, ma’am,” I replied shyly. “It’s for Harold.” 

The nice lady smiled at me, as I told her about how Harold really needed a good winter coat. I didn’t get any 
change, but she put the coat in a bag, smiled again, and wished me a Merry Christmas. That evening Nonna 
helped me wrap the coat (a liƩle tag fell out of the coat, and Nonna tucked it in her Bible) in Christmas paper and 
ribbons and wrote, “To Harold, from Santa Claus” on it. Grandma said that Santa always insisted on secrecy. Then 
she drove me over to Harold Sullivan’s house (at the reservaƟon by the railway tracks near St. Christopher 
school), explaining as we went, that I was now and forever officially was one of Santa’s helpers. 

Nonna parked not to far from Harold’s house, and she and I crept noiselessly and hid in the bushes by the house. 
Then Nonna gave me a nudge. “All right, Santa Claus,” she whispered, “get going.” I took a deep breath, dashed 
for his front door, threw the present down on his step, pounded his door and flew back to the safety of the 
bushes and Grandma. Together we waited breathlessly in the darkness for the front door to open. Finally, it did, 
and there stood Harold. 

Seventy - one years haven’t dimmed the thrill of those moments spent shivering, beside my Nonna, in Harold 
Sullivan’s bushes. That night, I realized that those awful rumors about Santa Claus were just what Nonna said they 
were ridiculous. Santa was alive and well, and we were on his team. I sƟll have the Bible, with the coat tag tucked 
inside it of $19.95. May you always have LOVE to share, HEALTH to spare and FRIENDS that care… May your 2025 
Christmas be as special as it was for Harold that Christmas. 

 

Lead Foot Ed Taccone 

‘Tis the Season – TradiƟons & RecollecƟons  cont’d.. 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

‘Tis the Season – TradiƟons & RecollecƟons  cont’d.. 
 

In 1955, a Sears department store placed an 
adverƟsement in the Colorado Springs newspaper The 
GazeƩe, which told children they could place a call to 
Santa Claus and included the number ME 2-6681.[9] One 
digit was misprinted; this number was actually a number 
for Colorado Springs' ConƟnental Air Defense Command 
(CONAD) Center. 

CONAD ran with it, and a couple of years aŌer the Sears 
misprint, it became a regular annual event. In 1958 the 
North America Air Defense Command (NORAD) took over 
the reporƟng responsibility from CONAD, and the 
reporƟng became more elaborate as the years passed. On 
December 24, 1960, for example, NORAD's northern 
command post at Saint-Hubert, Quebec, Canada,  

provided regular updates of a supposed sleigh operated by "S. Claus" which it idenƟfied as 
"undoubtedly friendly". During the evening, NORAD  
claimed that the sleigh had made an emergency landing on the ice of Hudson Bay, where Royal 
Canadian Air Force (RCAF) interceptor aircraŌ claimed to have been sent to invesƟgate 
supposedly discovered Santa bandaging his reindeer Dancer's front foot, aŌer which the RCAF 
planes were said to have escorted him when he resumed his journey. 
NORAD Santa tracking not only sƟll has a phone number (877-HI-NORAD), but has kept up with 
Ɵmes as one would expect. Visit hƩps://www.noradsanta.org/en/ for updates, social media links 
and downloadable phone apps.    

This could have been a tradiƟon, as one 
might expect that it would be most useful 
while driving in Winter weather to reach 
those memorable Christmas family 
desƟnaƟons. However the mere suggesƟon 
that your beloved could benefit from the 
treatment may have also led to a physical 
altercaƟon before the medicaƟon took 
effect.  

 

Footnote: Sorry but no, this elixir is no longer 
available  



 

 

The next generaƟon of BriƟsh Car enthusiasts 

  

   
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Kids in Cars 

Not a seatbelt in sight.. But I’ve been assured no 
laws were broken and no children harmed. -Editor 

Hike to Fight Cancer    

We’re so proud to have Eilih Boston as a member 
of the club. She parƟcipated in the Headwaters 
Hike to fight cancer on October 9th.   

All together 160 parƟcipants raised $25,000.00.  
The weather was beauƟful for the hike up and 
down 3kms of ski trails up and down through the 
bush at Caledon Ski Club.  Eilish walked together 
with her two 17 year old granddaughters and a 
very dear family friend who had her final 
radiaƟon treatment that morning. 

“I would like to thank the HBCC members who 
donated to The ACE Team #1, Arianna, Ciara and 
Eilísh.”    - Eilish Boston 

Their total funds raised was almost $500.00.    



 

 

 

                 

 

  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

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 
  

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 
  

2025-06 

2025-07 2025-07 

FOR SALE: 1951 MG TD 
Cream Yellow 
Asking: $20,000  
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  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

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 

Snickers… 

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   
 

Classified    cont. 

Dorien’s groaners: 
A man is riding through the desert on a horse. He comes across a dog dragging himself through the 
sand. 

The dog noƟces them and calls out “Oh help me, please! I've been lost in this desert for days and I'm 
dying of thirst! Please, help me!” 

The man leaps off his horse, pulls out his canteen and rushes to the dog. He pours water into a cup and 
offers it to him, who begins to quickly lap it up and saying “Oh God bless you, sir! You saved my life!” 

As the dog drinks, the man thinks this over, saying “I didn't know dogs could talk.” 

The horse says “Yeah, me neither…” 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

All smiles at our Christmas Part: December 3, 2025. Momo Cliffs Inn 

    
 

Recent EVENTS… 

Snickers…   Cont’d.. 

Dorien’s groaners keep coming… 
What does a storm cloud wear under his raincoat? Thunderwear. 

Why are snails slow? Because they’re carrying a house on their back. 

 

Really?? 
#1. When a man aƩempted to siphon gasoline from a motor home parked on a SeaƩle street by 
sucking on a hose, he got much more than he bargained for. Police arrived at the scene to find a very 
sick man curled up next to a motor home near spilled sewage. A police spokesman said that the man 
admiƩed to trying to steal gasoline, but he plugged his siphon hose into the motor home's sewage tank 
by mistake. The owner of the vehicle declined to press charges saying that it was the best laugh he'd 
ever had and the perp had been punished enough! 
 

#2. A man walked into a Louisiana Circle-K, put a $20 bill on the counter, and asked for change. When 
the clerk opened the cash drawer, the man pulled a gun and asked for all the cash in the register, which 
the clerk promptly provided. The man took the cash from the clerk and fled, leaving the $20 bill on the 
counter. The total amount of cash he got from the drawer... $15. [If someone points a gun at you and 
gives you money, is a crime commiƩed?] 
 

#3. AŌer stopping for drinks at an illegal bar, a Zimbabwean bus driver found that the 20 mental 
paƟents he was supposed to be transporƟng from Harare to Bulawayo had escaped. Not wanƟng to 
admit his incompetence, the driver went to a nearby bus stop and offered everyone waiƟng there a 
free ride. He then delivered the passengers to the mental hospital, telling the staff that the paƟents 
were very excitable and prone to bizarre fantasies. The decepƟon wasn't discovered for 3 days 

 
List For Winter Driving: 

- Shovel 
- Rope 
- Duct Tape 
- Garbage Bags 
- Gloves 

… Oops. Wrong list. Sorry. 



 

 

And the smiles go on… 

    
See more pics from our Christmas Party and more on our Facebook page 

 

 

 

Headwaters BriƟsh Car Club MeeƟngs: The first Wednesday of the month, February to November 
        November 5th: Princess Margaret Public School 

*No meeƟng in January 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

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… 

Recent EVENTS… cont’d 


