
club thrives on the passion of our members, so if you have any ideas for events or want to help out, please reach 
out. Let’s make this year our best one yet! “Stay tuned”. 
Your president, 
 

 
 
 

In the President’s Words… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Ed Taccone (Lead Foot Ed) 
President, Headwaters BriƟsh Car Club 

 

 
 
Remember those hot days, wishing we had air condiƟoning in our cars? Windows down, roof open, and the sounds and 
smells of the cars that are our pride and joy. Oh how I am longing for that again. When this issue is delivered, I’m 
expecƟng a milder day, but we’ve had some cold ones – like when the pipes freeze and tractor with the snowblower on it 
would just prefer not to start. Coming and going from the house, I’m forced to walk by the car that reminds me of those 
hot days. Perhaps I should use another door. But yes, those warmer days will be here before we know it and I look 
forward to joining you at the shows and the runs – they’re some of the best days of my life. 
 
Speaking of cold days and remembering those hot days, this seems like a good Ɵme to do some reminiscing beyong the 
last Summer or two. Coincidentally, we’re highlighƟng a couple of Triumphs with today (February 10) being ‘Drive your 
Triumph Day’. I hope you enjoy the recounƟng of good Ɵmes shared by fellow members in this issue. 
 
Looking forward to seeing you on the road.. soon.. I promise. 
Brian GilleƩ 
editor@headwatersbriƟshcarclub.org 
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From the Editor: 
 

Dear Members, 

Well what can we say about our entry into 2026! I don’t know about you 
but I can’t help by saying, I’ve just about worn out my snow shovel, my 
tractor is yearning for a well deserved rest and my boots are in dire need 
for bicycle patches, being worn out from slipping on ice and their 
determinaƟon to keeping me upright. The downside is we just entered the 
month of February and shiver at the thought we sƟll have to deal with a 
few more weeks of good all Canadian not so environmentally un-friendly 
weather thrown at us and at the same Ɵme, reminding us we are truly a 
rare breed. 

On the posiƟve side, looking ahead the snow will melt, the trees will start 
to wake up and the roads will stay drier longer giving us that urge to wake 
up our BriƟsh Classics for that first run. I for one am excited to see 
everyone’s rides out on the road again. The execuƟve and myself are 
diligently and will conƟnue working towards an exciƟng 2026 year. Our 

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Callie’s Car 

Do you remember seeing this one on display at the 
2025 BriƟsh Car Day at Bronte Park? This is “Callie’s 
Car”, originally owned by our cub members John 
and Carolyn Westlake. Not only does it have an 
interesƟng past, but it seems it will have an 
interesƟng future under the new ownership of MaƩ 
Molson as well. 
In the 1960’s of “youthful exuberance”, John tried 
to go see every Sports Car event I could find. He 
was a member of the BEMC then, and like almost 
all Members, donated Cash and Work to help make 
Mosport possible. 
He started Hill Climbing and Racing the TR4A IRS in 
early 1968, aŌer the Air Force had Posted him to 
Comox BC. 
John believes they parƟcipated in every Hillclimb Event in BriƟsh Columbia (there were a lot of them in 
those days), including the Big Knox Mountain Event at Kelowna BC. 
One year, he finished fourth Overall in the BriƟsh Columbia Hill Climb Championships, with the TR4A 
that they were sƟll using as their only Daily Driver, against cars of all types including open wheeled 
formula cars and full bodied Sports Racing Cars (Lotus, Elva, Porsche etc), and every type of producƟon 
car. "Run What Ya Brung!" 
ParƟcipaƟng in Hill Climbs was an excellent way to learn how to Drive Quickly and Safely. They were 
very dangerous roads (some paved logging truck roads with No Guardrails).  
"Respect The Mountain!" 
He also parƟcipated in Training Events and Amateur Events at Victoria Motor Speedway on Vancouver 
Island which was really a Stock Car Track. 
Eventually, he parƟcipated in Training Events at Westwood BC, the real Road Racing Track Northeast of 
Vancouver, and got his First Official CASC Drivers License at that Track. 
Later, he had the higher level Licenses and an Official FIA Driver's Instructor License. 
Westwood was a great sports car track with all kinds of challenging corners. He liked racing there: 
“Totally a "Club" operaƟon and very friendly to everyone.” 
Unfortunately, it was too close to Vancouver and was forced to be sold to Developers and is now a large 
Housing Development. 
Because the Air Force kept moving them around, John eventually raced the TR4A at every Road Racing 
Track exisƟng in Canada at that Ɵme, from BC to ArgenƟa Newfoundland. 
According to John “When I first went to the MariƟmes we raced on Airport Circuits at Debert NS, 
Pennfield Ridge NB and ArgenƟa NF.  I was a member of the AtlanƟc Sports Car Club who built Shubie, 
the proper Road Racing Course in NS, and I hold Shares numbers 3&4 in that effort.” He added “I have 
Raced at Mosport and Mont Tremblant (my favourite Track) and graduated from the Jim Russell 
Formula Ford Driver's School at Mont Tremblant.” 
John was lucky to do well enough in the TR4A that he got asked to drive rich people's expensive, much 
more powerful and very fast cars, like the Fastest CASC A ProducƟon Car in Canada.  



 
 
 
 

 
    

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This picture of a "wet behind the ears", young lad 
was John Westlake, just turned 27 years old. It was 
taken in the Paddock/Pit area for the Knox 
Mountain Hillclimb in Kelowna BC in 1969/or 1970. 
John competed there two or three Ɵmes, and this 
picture may be from his first visit to Kelowna. 
The TR 4A was their only car then and he was sƟll 
using it as a daily driver to and from work. 
In the beginning days, they would drive the Triumph 
to the Hill Climbs and/or Westwood and get it ready 
to compete! 

Callie’s Car Cont.. 

“Kelowna was a long way from Comox Vancouver Island, so we may have flat towed behind a friend's 
car. Just in case we needed a ride home..” recalls John, adding “We always camped everywhere in our 
small two-person tent. The Air Force paid Pilots $300 per month back then, so we didn't have any 
money.” 
John kept the car in what used to be his Dad's barn since 1975 when he stopped racing it because 
CASC had eliminated D ProducƟon as a Class. Carolynn and John sold their much loved racing Triumph 
to a VARAC member in 2023 and it is now racing again using the same engine that he last rebuilt in 
the MariƟmes in 1973. The new owner, MaƩ Molson, kept the outside of the car exactly the same as 
when John raced it. It sƟll has his name on the driver's side, and his wife's nickname “Callie” on the 
trunk. MaƩ didn't have to repaint anything and has kept the number 44.  
For more on the story and conƟnuing legacy of “Callie’s Car”, check out “Pit Signals” on the VARAC 
website, varac.ca, parƟcularly the February 2024 and May 2025 ediƟons. 
Upcoming event: MaƩ Molson was displaying Callie’s Car at the 2025 BriƟsh Car Day to promote the 
Kastner Cup, being held in conjuncƟon with 46th running of the VARAC Vintage Grand Prix and the 
50th Anniversary of VARAC at Canadian Tire Motorsport Park on the legendary Grand Prix track being 
held June 18 - 21, 2026.  



By Dorien Berteleƫ 
 
A long Ɵme ago circa 1963 from Buenos Aires I had gone to Oxford to conƟnue my studies and 
although academics were important, having my first car was even more so. 
I had some definite ideas on what this car would be like, something like a Delahaye, Talbot, Bugaƫ or 
even a Hotchkiss would do nicely, basically a long hood, large headlights and preferably a 2-seater. A 
Citroen might do but only as a last resort.  
These were the cars I dreamed about and you need to start somewhere. 
In Buenos Aires we had every American car made and as to older imports they were mostly French. 
German and Italian were too new and BriƟsh cars were largely unknown, hence my aiming at French 
cars, and expecƟng them to be available in the UK. 
I had the princely sum of 150 BriƟsh pounds burning a hole in my pocket and I was ready.  
Well in a few weeks I quickly realized that the cars I dreamed about were available, but the prices 
were closer to the 500 BP mark. Later in Toronto I did drive around in a 1948 Talbot Lago, Hotchkiss 
and a Bugaƫ, so that was the posiƟve side of working. 
I had to rethink things and that was a bit of a shock not being able to afford my dream cars….a bit 
naïve perhaps. 
A TracƟon Avant came up for sale for around 130BP so definitely a possibility, and family members 
suggested I take uncle Ron with me to guide me and that was the first mistake. 
At 18 I felt I did not need guidance, but one advantage was that uncle Ron could drive me and thereby 
save me Ɵme, and sorƟng out buses. 
So off we went to see the Citroen and that proved interesƟng. The young man who owned it would 
not let me drive it as the Insurance was only for himself although he did take us for a test drive. That 
went well enough unƟl on our return I opened the bonnet and there was a large grungy lump of an 
engine and a few oil drips under the car were very fresh.  Considering he had told me it had been 
recently rebuilt I decided to pass, giving a polite comment that I would “think about it”.  
On the way home uncle Ron volunteered that the back seat was a bit draŌy, to which I replied that I 
was not thinking of driving cars from the back seat! 
Family friends and others offered advice along the lines of: A nice Morris Minor, an Anglia, AusƟn in 
their Somerset and Devon versions, all enough to make me want to throw up. An MG TC was 
considered but they were priced around 180bp and no heater. 1948 Jaguars in the 2.5 lit category 
would do, but I could not find one that was running well. 
I was feeling quite depressed, and then I came across an adverƟsement for a 1948 Triumph roadster. 
Never heard of such a make or model, but the word roadster showed promise. 
Phoned up another uncle and asked him if he had ever heard of a Triumph. Oh yes, came the reply a 
fine car and well known. I viewed that as a liƩle suspicious as I have and sƟll like rare cars, so if it was 
well known that sort of dropped it’s appeal. 
Nevertheless I decided to go and see the car myself, an easy bus ride and no uncles giving me free 
advice. 
I found the place in Pusey lane just off St Giles in Oxford, aptly named Pusey garage and the “sign of a 
square deal” hung outside! 
The first thing I saw as I walked in were the large headlights, nearly hiding the elegant Triumph grille. 
As I walked up to it, I was even more impressed with the long hood and wood door caps, and elegant 
dashboard. Now I had found a car that looked like a car. Large bench seat with fold down armrest and 
interesƟngly a column shiŌ on the right side. So you hooked your thumb around the wheel and with 
my long fingers could shiŌ gears with just enough room between the wheel and the right-side door 
cap. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A Triumph Story revisited   



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

I quickly figured it would give me lots of girl room, and a free leŌ hand to keep a girl entertained, 
another important selling point.  The separate windshield for the rumble seat was an interesƟng 
feature but not a selling point and definitely draŌy (LOL). That roadster looked beƩer by the minute. 
The price was within my budget and aŌer Ɵnkering under the hood (nice clean engine) and 
generally checking things over I decided to buy it. 
Three days later I showed up to pay the balance get the log book and drive off. That in itself was 
interesƟng as it was drizzling that morning and the top was up and all 3 wipers were working nicely, 
and then I saw that other converƟbles were being driven with the top down. 
Not wanƟng to be the odd man out, I pulled over and put the top down and proceeded on my way 
a very happy lad! Not a Lago Talbot or?? but light years away from the other strange conveyances I 
had been expected to buy.  
Many fun adventures with that car, but then I traded it for a lovely Lancia Aprilia, and many many 
cars were to follow. 
 
A free TR 3: 
My next Triumph aŌer some 60? Years was my current TR3 that I got for free, according to my very 
original math. 
While I had the roadster I was once blocked in parƟally by a TR3 in the parking area at the College. I 
found that pushing it over a bit was a piece of cake and I liked the size, looks, steering and the 
shiŌer, and I decided then that one day I would get one. 
I had run the Mille Miglia a couple of Ɵmes and thought I should do it again and take Anne, but I 
needed a suitable car, basically pre 57 and a model that had actually competed. 
My Bristol 400 would do well, but I wanted something different and that I had not had before. 
I then remembered that I had promised myself a TR3 so the search was on, parƟcularly as prices for 
leŌ hand drive cars on the ConƟnent were quite high and I thought I might sell it later. 
Eventually I found a parƟally restored TR3 in Montreal so we drove to Montreal, made the deal and 
towed it home. 
Note I said ”parƟally” restored, as Ɵme would tell the % of parƟally got smaller. 
EX: Shortly aŌer geƫng home, I was trying to start the car and Anne was giving me a hand. Nothing 
doing and Anne thought she would get us some dinner, but as she walked away there were these 
wet footsteps following her. I yelled for her to stop as I invesƟgated. She had been standing in a 
puddle of oil since the oil filter had not been Ɵghtened and oil leaked out while I was cranking. 
Days later I found I could hold up the main center instrument cluster by the wires themselves. The 
wiring had been done using household wiring, the kind used for electric stoves! More adventures, 
such as not all the pushrods being there, but eventually I had it running.  
Body fiƫng followed but that too started falling into place, even if geƫng the hand crank hole and 
chrome bracket to align took a lot of work and swearing. 
By this Ɵme I was geƫng ready to send my entry form in for the MM unƟl I found out the price had 
risen to $10,000 and I sƟll had shipping to deal with and that would be some $3000! Some 
$13.000+ for 3 days of fun…. could we have that much fun in 3 days? It was in the upper end of the 
budget but doable…decisions….decisions. 
 
This is where I came up with the “plan”. 

A Triumph Story revisited cont.    
    



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

My First Car 

I decided to cancel entering the Triumph in the MM and this gave me $13,000 in pocket. That basically 
paid for the TR 3 so hence a free car…very logical! 
Next we arranged to enter our Fiat Tipo as support car (Ontario plates) and thereby run the route for 
free and get fed great food and wine all the way. 
It turned out reasonably well as I got to visit with many old friends and the MM is not the road race it 
was last Ɵme I ran it. Now the police travel the route, and although speeds are not strictly enforced, 
it’s not “done” to overtake a police bike or car that is already doing 80+ in a 70 km/h zone. 
 
So the first Triumph indirectly exposed me to the next one and close enough in sequenƟal Triumph 
history. 
Dorien BertelleƟ 

By Ed Taccone 
Buying my first car had a very important significance in my life. Since I was a child, I’ve always 
admired to drive, regardless of whether it was over my father’s lap. Once and a while he would give 
me the chance to drive around the neighborhood or on non-busy streets to get the hang of it liƩle 
by liƩle. At the age of sixteen, I acquired my driver’s license, which meant that I could drive by 
myself without the company of someone by my side, this felt more like freedom than a license. My 
father would allow me to drive his car when he would return home from work and I cherished the 
feeling of just going out by myself, I explored the feeling of being responsible and free. As Ɵme 
went by, I began to construct my own life at the Ɵme by aƩending DeVry Poly-technical InsƟtute 
and working at Canadian Admiral Corp. part Ɵme as well. I didn’t have any method of 
transportaƟon, throughout a certain Ɵme I began to struggle to arrive to my desƟnaƟons. My oldest 
brother Joe began to see that I was in urgent need of an auto so we began to search for autos in 
every place imaginable. We went almost about everywhere unƟl we found the perfect automobile 
for me. I was really excited about purchasing my first car. Furthermore, to purchase my first car was 
a tremendous obstacle in life for me, to overcome it provided me with the independence that I 
desperately needed. 
 

Before I had an automobile, I had no method of transportaƟon and this would restrain me from a 
quanƟty of things. The main thing that I would use to arrive at my desƟnaƟons on rare occasions 
would be like my brother, and best friend. All my desƟnaƟons were nowhere nearby I always had to 
ask my father to lend me his car so I could run my personal errands. I felt like I needed to depend 
on other people for my stuff and I didn’t like that at all. Every Ɵme it came down to ask my father if 
I could borrow his car, I felt shy and ashamed for not having my own. Although, my father never 
denied me the usage of his car, I sƟll felt like I needed one of my own. It was my brother Joe who 
started to noƟce the struggle that I was going through on the daily basis without me even telling 
him a single word. One day he approached me and suggested that we look anywhere and 
everywhere for good affordable cars, that it is about Ɵme you have one of your own. When I heard 
those words from my brother, I automaƟcally thanked him several Ɵmes. I couldn’t believe that I 
was actually going to get my own car. I knew it was going to take some Ɵme to find one, because we 
needed to find a good used car for a good price. 
 

A Triumph Story revisited cont.    
    



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

SƟll, most of the potenƟal cars we checked out I received feedback such as: “That model breaks 
down a lot”, “That one’s been abused, it would take too long to explain to you how many things are 
wrong with that car…” This was the only one we’d found about which he’d been genuinely excited. 
My brother did all the negoƟaƟng and aŌer what seemed forever. eventually, the salesman agreed 
and seƩled with a price of $250. It may have been a good price but my wallet aŌer months of 
saving was huge for me. I did have enough money leŌ over though, to change the ownership over 
and buy UnsaƟsfied Judgement Insurance for $25.00. Not too many young drivers of that era could 
afford regular auto insurance. 
 

I can affirm that I had changed as a person, I had become more independent. I handled my business 
at any Ɵme when I pleased. I had more responsibility, but more importantly, I could go whenever 
and wherever I wanted. It felt admiƩedly honorable not to depend on other people to take you to 
your desƟnaƟons anymore. I felt more responsible for my prioriƟes. I actually felt good about 
myself as a person with just having a car. I admit that at the Ɵme it felt something materialisƟc, but 
to me it was more than that, for me it was a sign of the freedom that I had been wanƟng to have 
for a couple years. 

My First Car Cont..  

I loved my first car, it was a red with white top 
1951 Studebaker Champion. No dents or 
significant scrapes but for a few marks scratched 
into the paintwork. The clutch was a bit sƟcky 
and the biƟng point high. A slight clutch 
adjustment resolved that problem; but did have 
to replace it aŌer a couple of years. It had done 
43,766 miles when I got it and when I sold it to 
my friend it for $80. It had 122,319 miles. A ride 
that lasted me for 4 years with doing just regular 
maintenance and that clutch replacement. 
There were no drink holders in those days like present day cars with all the ameniƟes, but there 
was an ashtray and cigareƩe lighter, (which got a lot of use when it hosted passengers) and a 
staƟcky radio. I wasn’t at all bothered since my favourite staƟon Chum AM came through the 
clearest. The nickname I had for my Studebaker was “Champ”. Needless to say, Champ’s 
memories will be forever vivid. 
Lead Foot Ed 

For our new recycled President -Lead Foot Ed: 
One day, a farmer who collected tractors got Ɵred of having all of these tractors and decides to 
sell off his enƟre collecƟon at a rock boƩom price. 
Anyway, the farmer next door, is interested in buying all the tractors. He planned to keep the 
best ones for his farm and then sell the rest on individually - making a Ɵdy profit. 
So he phones his neighbour and they agree to meet in the local pub to discuss a price. 
This was a few decades ago when people could sƟll smoke in pubs. The air was so smokey in the 
pub that it was triggering the farmer's asthma. 
The neighbour could see that the farmer was suffering so he takes one deep breath, sucking in 
all of the cigareƩe smoke. He then goes over to a window, opens it and blows all of the inhaled 
smoke out of the window. 
He then sits back down at the table where they were both seated. The farmer, amazed at what 
he just witnessed, asks his neighbour “how did you do that?!?” 
“Easy” the neighbour replied “I'm an ex-tractor fan”        -Dorien 



 

 

 

 

                 

 

  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

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     Now: $14,000 
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  
Please be sure to let us know if your item has been sold and should be removed from this secƟon 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

A doctor, a lawyer and an engineer are playing eighteen holes at their local course and they find they’re 
stuck behind a really slow foursome. AŌer taking an hour and a half to get through three holes, they 
call one of the club stewards over and ask what the hold-up’s all about. 

“Well sirs,” says the steward, “these guys are all firefighters, and they were all blinded in a terrible 
accident at the orphanage while they were rescuing the children from the fire. So the club commiƩee 
voted to let them play here once a week for free. We’re sorry for the inconvenience, but I’m sure you 
understand it’s the least the community can do for a bunch of heroes.” 

“I’m sure there’s more that could be done,” says the doctor. “There’s all sorts of pioneering work being 
done just now in restoring sight — I’ll take a look at this and see if anything can be done for them.” 

“That’s likely to run into money,” says the lawyer. “Tell you what, I bet these guys aren’t geƫng all the 
compensaƟon they’re enƟtled to. I’ll take that case pro bono.” 

And the engineer says, “Since they’re blind, why don’t you just let them play at night?” 

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: 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. 

Snickers…    



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 

Headwaters BriƟsh Car Club MeeƟngs: The first Wednesday of the month, February to November 
         
 
 

The 2026 lineup of events will be coming soon! 
 
 
 

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… 

A motorist picked up a hitchhiker: 

Thank you! It's nice to pick me up. But aren't you afraid that I'm a serial killer? 

Oh no! There is liƩle chance that two serial killers will end up in the same BriƟsh car. 

Snickers…   cont.. 

It’s all in the markeƟng: The first rearview mirror sold to the public in 1921 wasn’t about 
safety. It was marketed to help drivers spot police approaching from behind as traffic laws and 
speed enforcement grew stricter. It was called the “Cop-spoƩer”.  

I’m so glad that I met all of you at this point in my life. 

There is no chance that my mother would have let 
me play with you guys growing up. 


