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The Jags bave Arrived!

With the acquisition of XKs Unlimited, Moss
Motoring is now being mailed out to Jaguar
owners throughout North America. We hope
you enjoy this literary adventure. Our magazine
is printed three times a year, and to a large

extent it is created to represent the collection of
experiences within the British sports car world.
Tech articles, history, personal moments of life
behind the wheel and under the bonnet... we hope
to capture the wonderful range of drama, humor,
wisdom, and motoring magnificence that come
with these special cars.

Please share your Jaguar experiences
and photos within these pages.

Submit your articles to:

editor@mossmotors.com

JAGUAR OWNERS HAVE
MOSS| OUR FULL SUPPORT

CLASSIC JAGUAR PARTS & ACCESSORIES
800-444-5247 | www.XKs.com

Photo by Chuck Kusiolek

I-New Motoring Challenge is here...
. Are you ready to explore?
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Join in on the fun at MossMotors.com/motoring-challenge
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Two Men and a Car

Adversaries on the track

came together to create

a Triumph.

=

Omn the Cover:

E-Type restoration by Bob
Trimpe. Photo courtesy of
his son, Mike.
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Globe Trotting MG  Building a Legacy Norman Dewis

Got a wild hair to see the Restoring a car could change A reflection on the life and
world? Got a Midget? You've  your life. It could change challenges of Jaguar’s legendary
got just about all you need. someone else’s, too. test driver.

THERE'S MORE ONLINE!

The tip of the iceberg. That’s what you're holding in your hands.
The MossMotoring.com archive is chock full of stories and a wealth of technical
advice. If you could just see the shelves and file cabinets of material
we're gradually digitizing... holy smokes! But it is worth it!

Check out www.MossMotoring.com today!
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WRITERS AND
PHOTOGRAPHERS

WE WANT YOU!

hare your experience, wisdom and talent
with British car enthusiasts across the
country. Contributors whose work is

L selected for use in the magazine will
— receive Moss Motors Gift Certificates! Now,
since there is no way to print all the terrific
stories and tech articles that are sent to us, we
will place relevant and first-rate submissions on
MossMotoring.com for all to enjoy and benefit.
Sorry, submissions that are published online are
not eligible for gift certificates.

editor@ mossmotors.com

Nineteen Again

What is it about old cars
that keep the kid in us alive?
Perhaps it’s a result of the kid

in us keeping cars alive.

Dear Sir...

This magazine’s editor’s
heart breaks a little more
every time he gets an email
like this one.

Editorial contributions to Moss Motoring
are welcomed and should be emailed to
editor@mossmotors.com

or mailed to Editor — Moss Motoring,

440 Rutherford St., Goleta, CA 93117.

Moss Motors assumes no responsibility
for lost or damaged materials. Materials
accepted are subject to such revision as
required to meet the requirements of this
publication. Unless otherwise specified,
all correspondence will be considered

for publication. All materials accepted
become the sole property of Moss Motors,
Ltd., which reserves the right to reprint/
republish accepted materials.

© 2020 Moss Motors, Ltd.

Published by Moss Motors, Ltd.,
440 Rutherford Street,

Goleta, CA 93117

800-667-7872

Publisher: Robert Goldman

Moss Motoring Team:

Editor: David Stuursma

Creative Editor: Brandin Aguayo
Web Designer: Editor Admin

Staff Photographer: Damon Schnepf

Contributors credited individually

The very best way to submit material is via email.
Please attach digital photos at full size when
possible. Film photographs and handwritten
articles may be mailed to:

Editor — Moss Motoring

440 Rutherford St.

Goleta, CA 93117

$200 Gift Certificates

Three- to four-page stories and articles

(approx. 1800 words). This includes:
technical/restoration articles, historic accounts,
Club and Event experiences and anything that
will inspire or entertain. Please include pictures
for us to choose from—the more, the better.

$100 Gift Certificates

Cover and main feature photography, general
interest stories or medium-length tech articles.

%50 Gift Certificates

Tech tips, cartoons, illustrations,
humorous anecdotes and other odds-n-ends
that help make Moss Motoring great.
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ctually, I've got two secrets,
and they’re busting at the
seams to get out. They say,

Robert Goldman

if you tell too many people
it won't be a secret any more, so please
don’t share what I am about to tell you,
except with folks you trust.

Ten plus years ago, we relocated our
east coast warchouse from New Jersey,
to Virginia. The move gave us almost
ten times our former space, more than
we needed, but it future proofs us in
terms of growth. You see, the plan/hope
was to expand to fill that space.

Just over two years ago we
purchased a west coast Jaguar parts
company, XKs Unlimited. They’re on
the west coast. Did I already mention
that? Let’s see, new line of Jaguar parts
in California... extra warehouse space in
Virginia. To paraphrase an old line, yes
Virginia, you're getting a new supply of
Jaguar repair and restoration parts. And
they’re right in your own back yard.

We now have the XKs business
integrated into our primary ERP
(Electronic Resource Planning) system,
and this means we can finally process

Jaguar orders in Virginia. While there

Ssh...
I've Got

Secret

will be a minor ramping up process to
inventory availability, our east coast
friends can expect to see a significant
reduction in shipping times.

As with all of our British business,
there is a process to balancing inventory.
Odds are we need more rust repair
panels on the shelf in VA than in CA.
That should be obvious. However, there
will be a few inevitable hiccups as we
balance inventory demands. Making the
process even more challenging, as we
stock up in Virginia, we are also sending
Jaguar inventory to Moss Europe. Ooh,
a bonus secret revealed. Moss Europe is
going Jaguar, too.

Moss Motors has a long history in
the Jaguar market. In fact, at one time
we were a Jaguar car dealer. Heck, my
mom even crashed a Welbike into the
door of a Jag sedan at the Santa Barbara
Airport Races. I wonder where the car
is today? The Welbike is still around.

It needs a new front fork, but those are
available in the UK.

The second “secret” I wanted
to reveal is what the gentlemen
behind the Coventry Foundation
(coventryfoundation.org) are up to.

Induction into the Hall of Fame is
reserved for those who have made

a lasting impact on the British sports
car industry. We were delighted
when Moss Motors founder, Al Moss,
received this honor in 2018. To learn
more about the Hall of Fame, visit:
BritishSportsCarHallOfFame.org

They have emerged as a shining
example of what a few dedicated
individuals can accomplish. Not only
have they established a vibrant and
growing backstop of Jaguar knowledge
and original factory tools and materials,
but they have also recently branched
into another highly creditable venture.
So now, channeling Monty Python,
we out secret number two. The British
Sports Car Hall of Fame is not dead
yet. After a stellar beginning in 2017,
the Hall has had some minor stumbles.
As indicated in their press release
(page 24 in this issue), the Coventry
Foundation have stepped up to carry
forward John Nikas’ original vision. I'm
not privy to all their plans, but I believe
we can expect the British Sports Car
Hall of Fame to become a primary and
lasting resource in the preservation
of our British sports car heritage.
Congratulations to the Coventry
Foundation. You folks are great, and
will no doubt do a fantastic job.

I'love spilling the beans. MM
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Sthe TRIUMPH S/

n the late 1960s, RW “Kas”
Kastner was British Leyland’s
visionary Director of Motorsports
for the entire United States in
the final days of the SCCA’s rather
blurred concept of “amateur” road
racing in America. From their small
office in Westport, Connecticut, the
elitist officers of the SCCA were trying
to maintain an Olympian ideal of the
sport for their mostly northeastern
constituency. Kastner, based far to
the west in Los Angeles, in addition
to his task of developing parts and
tuning secrets for all Triumph racers,
was in the center of a political and
philosophical revolution regarding
the future of sports car racing in
America. He was having a difficult time
convincing his directors in England
that Triumph’s future in America was

4 Moss Motoring

facing an economic reality that required
greater success on the track if it was to
continue in the increasingly competitive
sports car market.

While most sports car activity in the
US had been under the control of the
SCCA since the late 40s, a fast growing
“outlaw” group of competition oriented
enthusiasts in Southern California,
made up of racers, garage owners, hot-
rodders, car dealers, and a scattering of
performance industry leaders, banded
together to form the Los Angeles based
California Sports Car Club. Their
goal was to make road racing better
and safer for drivers, course workers
and spectators, but also to tap the full
potential of the sport by encouraging
the development of specially designed
racing circuits, like Riverside Raceway,
specifically to meet the growing

By Peter Brock

enthusiastic support of road racing. The
“Cal Club,” as it was known locally,
was the antithesis of everything SCCA.
Even though the Westport pharaohs
did have a local Southern California
Region, there was little support in the
local car community for its tame TSD
“rally” events and simple gymkhana
type autocrosses. Cal Clubbers were
essentially hard core racers with the
business acumen to grow the sport in
ways never envisioned in Westport.
This budding transitional era, from
amateur to professionalism, was led in
part by Triumph’s strong support of
its amateur racers but also by similar
programs being backed by Porsche
and Datsun (Nissan), all working to
insure that each manufacturer had
top level teams capable of qualifying
for the SCCA’s prestigious National



Championships, which were being held
alternately at major circuits in various
parts of the United States.

At the peak of this inaugural
amateur era, just prior to the advent
of real “professional racing,” like
the SCCA’s finally pro- sanctioned
CanAm and TransAm series, the
sport’s national and media focus was
on the few manufacturer backed teams
in the SCCA’s highly competitive C
Production category. Although the sport
was still supposed to be “amateur,”
Porsche, Triumph, Datsun, and even
Toyota for one year, all backed well
financed semi-professional teams in
those SCCA regions with the highest
concentration of serious racers.
Triumph, of course, led with its Kastner
backed teams on the west coast while
Bob Tullius carried the Triumph flag
on the east coast out of Falls Church,
Virginia. Porsche, with its fleet of potent
mid-engined 914-6 roadsters contracted
top ex-F1 star Ritchie Ginther to lead its
west coast contingent out of San Diego
while highly respected American star
Bob Holbert did the same on the east
coast. Datsun used SCCA veteran Bob
Sharp to run their team of 240Zs on the
east coast, while my shop, Brock Racing
Enterprises (BRE), did the same with
two Z-cars in El Segundo in Southern
California. Even Carroll Shelby was
contracted in 1968 by Toyota to develop
and race its new 2000GT coupes for a
single season.

With ever increasing sales
competition from Europe and Japan,
Triumph’s now rather aging TR series
roadsters, as fast as they were under
Kastner’s keen development program,
were obviously nearing the end of their
potential. It was here that Kas and I,
fierce competitors on track but good
friends off, started discussing over
dinner one evening our racing futures.
In those days, more so than today,
success on the track translated to sales
on the street, so we saw it as our job to
raise the manufacturer’s image with
improved quality, performance and
appearance. We also realized the media
value of racing victories also depended

on the quality of the competition.
Without the credibility of each
marque’s solid performance on track the
importance of our own success could be
diminished. We felt that a newer, faster,
better looking Triumph would improve
racing and sales for all, especially in
America with the increasing media
coverage now being devoted to the
highly professional “amateur” racing
series in the SCCA C Production class.
Proven with numerous National
Championships for Triumph, Kastner’s
development of the TR series chassis
had given it excellent performance,
but the car’s handsome classic English
styling limited top end performance as
well as some sales appeal on the street.
I'suggested a new aerodynamically
efficient body designed specifically
for the existing TR chassis, using
Triumph’s new 2.5 liter six cylinder
engine, would solve both problems.
Having had some recent spectacular
success with a similar design concept for
Carroll Shelby’s World Championship
winning Daytona Cobra Coupes, built
on AC’s now ancient Cobra roadster
chassis, I knew using a similar concept
for Triumph would work. The financial
advantage to British Leyland being that
the development and manufacturing
costs would be minimal, as only new
body tooling would be necessary.
The existing production TR chassis,
engine and running gear were still
proving effective.
Since there was no way a one-
off hand-built concept could be
raced in the SCCA, as the required
numbers for official homologation
had not been produced, Kas and I
focused on the idea of building and
running a “production concept” in
the Prototype category at the 12
Hours of Sebring in 1968. Since this
prestigious international event also had
classes for existing production cars,
it was expected that a works backed
Porsche team (who we considered
our major competitor in SCCA)
would be running 914-6s set up with
their latest racing specs preparing
for the following season’s major

SCCA events. The target then was

to build a one-off “concept” to full
street production specs, using a full
windscreen, side-windows, interior
and all the lights and running gear
required for a properly street licensed
vehicle, but modified for SCCA
“production” racing. In this manner
the proposed “production” Triumph
could still be compared directly
against its real production adversaries
even though it wouldn't be running in
their class. Better yet the international
exposure of this event would allow
British Leyland’s executives to gauge
public acceptance of the new design
without themselves having to do more
than agree to its construction with
minimal financial risk.

With Kastner already scheduled
for his semi-annual visit to British
Leyland’s main office in the UK, he
also arranged to stop over for a few
hours in New York City to visit with
Leon Mandel, the editor of Car and
Driver magazine. In preparation to
divulge his plan, Kas took with him a
drawing I had hastily sketched of the car
along with the Sebring race proposal.
Mandel, enthused by our outrageous
plan quickly agreed to allot the cover of
Car and Driver, complete with a multi-
page story, on the concept. That “gift”
alone was worth thousands in positive
credibility for Triumph’s future in the
American market. With the sketch and
the added promise of Car and Driver’s
coverage, Kastner headed on to England
and there eventually convinced a
highly conservative B/L management
team that his plan had serious merit.
However, with British Leyland’s
financial future in doubt there was little
if any monetary aide available. But a
very convincing Kastner was still able to
extract a few thousand Pounds toward
the project; hardly the full amount
needed to build the car but it was a
start. Most of the required funding
would eventually be extracted from our
own annual competition budgets.

Upon Kas’ return, he and I met
again to reassess the program. Without
the funds needed to build a coupe as I

MossMotoring.com 5



had originally planned (so that the car
could run at Le Mans later in the year
if it was successful at Sebring), it was
necessary to scale back to a simpler
roadster version and concentrate on
Sebring. Kastner pulled a bare TR4
chassis and new 2.5 liter six cylinder
engine from his warehouse and turned
it over to my shop to do the necessary
modifications to fit the new body. All
suspension and engine modifications
would be accomplished on its return
to Kastner Engineering after the car’s
main components had been relocated.
A generous weight distribution
improvement was accomplished

by repositioning the seating, engine
and transmission as far rearward

as possible within the stock frame

and then fabricating a lightweight
tubular sub-structure around the new
cockpit dimensions to support the new
windscreen, doors and

instrument panel.

What began as a drawing was then
sculpted to quarter scale in clay. My
original aero-efficient roof I quickly
scraped away, creating a high-backed
roadster. A full-size wooden buck was
built off the scale plans and sent to
California Metal Shaping in downtown
Los Angeles for the main alloy panels
to be formed. Cal Metal had long been
a fabrication staple of So-Cal’s best
race car builders. Using large industrial
power-hammers left over from WWII
aircraft manufacturers, Cal Metal
made raw body panels for everything
from Indy roadsters to Bonneville
streamliners. Once these raw panels
were completed and Kastner’s frame
had been properly tuned to competition
spec, the combination of components
was taken to the small fabrication shop
of Don Borth and Red Rose who had
worked extensively with me when
building the Daytona Cobra Coupes
at Shelby American. Their fabrication
skills created the final form to exactly
match my clay model.

Without the necessary budget to
build special wheels for the new car,
I'acquired some suitable mag wheels
left over from the construction of

6 Moss Motoring




one of Jim Hall’s early Chaparral
specials. This was just one of the detail
compromises made to finish the car in
time for Sebring.

Without the trailer load of spares
normally required for such an endeavor,
both Kas and I knew we'd be gambling
with fate for the 12 Hours, but at
least the car was complete and ready
to run. I took the freshly painted
TR250K to the desert for some early
morning photography for the Car and
Driver cover shot and returned it to
Kastner for final detail work. Without
adequate time or money for testing and
development on track, Kastner loaded
the car and sent it off to Sebring for one
morning’s compressed on-track testing
before the start. Kastner had selected
the country’s two top Triumph drivers,
Jim Dittemore and Bob Tullius, to drive
the K-car in the 12 Hours.

Testing on the fast but rough
Sebring circuit soon proved the value
of the car’s adjustable rear spoiler.
When Dittemore had been unable

to make it through a set of long fast

Cj

__....__‘_r:g-;\t:--..-u-j_g_ﬁ-rm:u =
e L e

Pl

sweepers without lifting, the spoiler
was set to a slightly higher angle and
with the improved downforce he
easily went through flat out. Had he
actually been in the class for 2.5 liter
production cars, his time would have
been a lap record. On track aero-tuning
was still an unfamiliar concept in those
days, and the TR250K was years ahead
of its time.

In the first couple hours of the race
the TR250K easily out-performed
its target speeds with laps faster than
most of the works-backed Porsche
team cars. Had the car won its class
against its German rivals its future
may have been a bright one, but it
was not to be. One of the mag wheels
failed, ripping away part of the car’s
braking system. With no spares to
make the repair it was a disappointing
DNF. Still, as the response to the
Car and Driver article proved, it was
resounding aesthetic achievement.

In the end it wasn’t that the directors
at British Leyland were unimpressed
with the car’s appearance or its
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performance at Sebring. It was simply
that such a radical new design from
“outside,” especially from America,
was simply misunderstood. Even the
logic of building a faster, better-looking
TR that was already underway, for far
less than an all-new car, simply had
no support from anyone within British
Leyland. No one in management had
any understanding of what was really
needed to compete in their prime
market, America.

Today the TR250K is owned by Bill
Hart of Redmond, Washington, who
graciously allows it out on track once
every two years to be expertly driven
and displayed by tuner Tony Garmey
who also maintains and preps it for
racing. Kas and I thank them both for
bringing it to Buttonwillow Raceway

last year for the 2019 Kastner Cup.
MM

See the TR250K in action, and hear
more of the story of its development
from Kas Kastner and Peter Brock at:
classicmotorfilms.com/tr250K




“Yes. In this Car.’...

am a traveler, a gypsy, nomad,
drifter or any of the names given
to people who feel they don’t have
roots. I have always been this way.
I am curious. I want to know
what’s over the next hill, and then
the next. Between my teens and my
sixties I held back my natural instincts,
and conformed to society’s norms.
I'wouldn't even say I disliked it, as I was
married to my ideal girl and had two
beautiful children. But things change.
I'was, unexpectedly, to break the
mold at the ripe age of 59. I made
an impulse purchase of a 1977 MG
Midget 1500. After almost 40 years
of driving around in company cars,
I retired early and bought a sports car!
And, having watched too many films,
such as To Catch A Thief with Cary
Grant and Grace Kelly, I believed
everyone with a classic sports car drove
around the South of France. So that’s
what I did.
And then I had to see more.
I'wanted to discover the mass of Spain
that the average British tourist didn’t

see, and then, following the classical
route across the South of France
through Nice and Monte Carlo, enter
Italy at Via Reggio. I would then follow
the west coast of Italy all the way down
to the “toe” in Calabria, and following
the East coast back to the Italian Lakes.
Then I headed home.

What I wasn’t prepared for, but
discovered anyway, was freedom.
Absolute, total, unqualified, freedom.

I could drive wherever I wanted, when I
wanted, and stay for as long as I wanted,
without anyone questioning it. This was
what I, as a child, believed ‘grown-ups’
did every day and... they really should!

Returning to the UK after four
months of freedom, I decided two
things: Firstly the car, having behaved
impeccably, should get a makeover; and
secondly, we should do it all over again,
but this time we'd travel a little further
and take a little longer!

I'set to stripping my MG down to
a shell for a re-spray including a color
change from its original black to British
Racing Green with interior trim in light

They will arrest you for parking here at the
Parliament of Bucharest, Romania.

tan. I hadn’t worked on a car in over
forty years, so stripping it down was a
good way to get to know it. I was never
a mechanic, but have always been able
to take things apart and reassemble
them again, without too many bits left
over. I felt that particular skill, and

a general understanding of how an
engine worked, should be enough to
enable me to repair and maintain the
car almost anywhere, as long as [ had
replacement parts.

It was whilst going through the
throes of the Midget’s rebuild that I got
into conversation with a good friend
about what I would do when the work
was completed, and I jokingly said
that I would drive it around the world.
My friend voiced his doubts as to a
MG Midget’s ability, and my personal
resolve, to navigate around the world—
which more or less settled the matter.

I picked a date when I would leave.

The trunk of the Midget was filled
with spares, behind the seats I crammed
my emergency kit, including a tent and

sleeping bag. My clothes, lacking formal
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attire, were packed in two sports bags
and dumped in the passenger footwell.
Armed with a compass and a map of
Europe, I started my journey from
outside of the building that used to be the
administration headquarters of MG in
Oxford, England.

Before I embarked, I was
interviewed by BBC Radio and they
summed it up with: “So Roy, just so that
we understand, you alone are going to
drive a totally unsuitable car around the
world, whilst not having any mechanical

training and only speaking English.”

And Away We Go

At approximately 2:00pm on
the 28th of June, 2008 I started my
MG Midget and steered her onto the
Abingdon Road. My car, nicknamed
‘Bridget,” and I embarked on a journey
that would take us some 39,000 miles.
Preparation for the adventure had taken
just twelve weeks, mainly devoted
to obtaining visas for the immediate
countries outside of mainland Europe:

Turkey, Iran, Pakistan and India.

The pomp and pageantry of the Wagah-Border ceremony is' r-{ot ’Eo be

o
I decided that, apart from adding a
sump guard, I would not make any
changes from the standard factory
produced “rubber nosed” Midget.

The drive through Belgium,
Germany, Austria, Hungary, Romania
and Bulgaria was relatively uneventful
and quick, as I had visited most of those
countries previously and wanted to see
fresh pastures. It also served as a good
shake down for Bridget.

I'admit to being a little nervous
as Bridget and I approached the
customs post entering Turkey, as this
was the first time we had crossed
an international border outside of
Europe. My main concerns were
the immigration processes and legal
requirements for the car, and what
the various customs officers would
make of the car’s licence plate ‘SPY
122X. As we pulled up outside what
I thought was the Turkish Customs
Office, the door flew open and a young,
smartly dressed officer appeared looking
very serious. For a moment I thought
I must have driven the wrong way.

.....................
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The customs officer strode purposefully
towards Bridget and as he drew level
with the driver’s door he stopped, bent
down and asked: “Mr. Bond; James
Bond?” With that he smiled broadly
and marched off down the road.
He clearly had seen Bridget’s licence
plate on CCTV and found it amusing.
Border crossings generally
follow more or less the same format
everywhere. A person has to pass
through customs where they
may be searched for contraband,
then immigration, where any visa
requirements have to be met. It is much
the same for cars, too. Vehicle insurance
has to be purchased and presented,
and then the immigration process takes
over. I obtained a Carnet before starting
an international tour. This document
acts as a sort of passport for the vehicle,
allowing temporary import into each
country and guaranteeing export
when you leave. Immigration will
register and stamp the Carnet on entry
to the country, checking the engine
number and chassis identification.

MossMotoring.com 9



When leaving you have to remember to
get an exit stamp on the Carnet to prove
you removed the car from the country,
otherwise a large financial penalty can
be incurred.

The processes of border crossings
can take anywhere between an hour
to a week! Extreme scenarios occur in
locations where bordering countries do
not get on with each other. For example,
the crossing between Pakistan and India
would close for days during diplomatic
“incidents.” Some countries also have
additional processes, such as local
taxes that have to be paid, or the local
equivalent of a road safety examination
of the vehicle.

It was July and the weather in
Turkey was very warm and sunny.
Roads generally were in good condition
and traffic was relatively light compared
to the UK. I entered Istanbul and
started two days of exploring. I normally
do no research on places that I am
going, preferring to explore for myself.
Although not keen on cities, I enjoyed
the energy of Istanbul’s Grand Bazaar.
Throughout the Middle East and Asia,
you should expect to be hustled by
traders enthusiastically plying their
wares. In Istanbul, almost every taxi will

offer a free ride in exchange for being
allowed to take you to a Turkish Carpet
outlet. You are not compelled to make a
purchase, but they will apply pressure.

Leaving Istanbul I invoked my right
to go wherever my heart led me and
instead of making my way directly to
Ankara, which was the original idea,

I drove south to Izmir and Gokova.
Some 400 miles off course, I visited the
ancient Greek ruins at Ephesus near
Izmir then spent a couple of days in
Gokova taking in the sun.

Bridget and I took a further two
weeks to find our way across Turkey
and arrive at the border with Iran.
Once again I was a little nervous, not
this time because of the processes,
but because George W. Bush had just
accused Iran of being “The Axis of
Evil.” Thanks George, good timing.

All T knew about Iran was what I had
read in newspapers and that it was a
restricted currency economy. This was
a new one on me and it required some
advance planning. No type of credit
card was valid anywhere in the country,
therefore I needed to carry adequate
funds in Sterling, Euros or US Dollars

to cover my stay.

J.r N - C
Jaipur pachyderm taxi service.
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The UK government’s advice
on traveling in Iran stated, “avoid
gatherings of people,” as they might be
construed as anti-government by the
authorities and you might be accused
of incitement. Within 30 meters of the
border post I parked the Midget whilst
I went to purchase my car insurance.
On returning I found a large crowd of
curious locals around the car! A police
officer was hurrying over to find out
what was happening, so I quickly
started Bridget and drove away.

The people of Iran (Persians) are
the absolute opposite of what the
western officials would have us believe.
They are warm, generous and well
educated. They are not narrow minded
but well aware and tolerant of other
cultures and religions. Certainly they
are fiercely proud of their country,
but shouldn’t everyone be? I left Iran
reluctantly and entered Pakistan
resolute in my intention to return in
the future.

Pushing Through Pakistan

During the immigration process
from Iran into Pakistan, I met an
Englishman traveling in the opposite
direction. He was the driver of “The




Ozbus,” a bus catering to backpackers

travelling between Sydney and London.

When he saw my MG and I told him
what I was doing, he said, “You're
bloody crazy, you'll never make it.” It
transpired that he had broken the bus’

rear axle on one of the roads in Pakistan.

The road from the Iranian Border
to the city of Quetta is some 400 miles
and runs parallel with the Afghanistan
border for most of its length. Although
it is the main highway to Iran, it’s only a
single lane and in quite poor condition.
Every time a large truck came towards
me it was necessary to drive deep
onto the shoulder to allow it to pass.
These traditional trucks are highly
colorful, hand painted and often grossly
overloaded. I was stopped several times
at police checkpoints and at the second
one along the road I was asked, “Where
is your escort?” When I said I had none
they insisted I wait whilst they whistled
one up. This happened several times
and the escort was usually a Land
Rover with four to six armed police
officers.

Quetta was a British Army garrison
town originally and today still has
a large military presence, although
Pakistani of course. This part of

Pakistan used to be part of Baluchistan
and separatists have been fighting the
Pakistan Government for over forty
years trying to gain independence. I was
due to leave at 8:00am in the morning
and a police escort was supposed to be
coming to the hotel for me. At 5:00am I
woke to the sound of incoming Mortar
fire and RPGs followed by over an
hour of small arms fire. At 8:00am the
police had not appeared and were not
answering their phone, so I just left.
A mile down the road I joined the back
of an army convoy heading in the same
direction and hoped they would act as a
deterrent to any “hostiles.”

It took me eight days to make it
up to the city of Lahore where the
border crossing into India is located.
Except for the occasions when it
is closed because of a political spat
there is an entertaining pageant held
every evening at 7:00pm. It occurs
on both sides of the border and is
choreographed by both the Pakistan
and Indian armies. It is a ceremony of
lowering the countries flags and closing
the border gates for the night.

I crossed the border the following
day with only a short delay caused by

the Indian Customs computer system

Bridget and a Classic Dodge Wagon at Rambagh Palaée_. -

Prayers in the Himalayan foothills.

being down. That evening I enjoyed my
first beer in over a month. Both Iran and
Pakistan have religious objections to the
consumption of alcohol, and I always
like to respect the culture of my hosts.

I was in the city of Amritsar, which I
knew relatively little about. It transpired
to be the location of the Golden
Temple, the religious center of the Sikh
religion. The temple is breathtaking,
especially as I had no expectations, not
realizing it was there.

From Amritsar I drove through
Ambala turning left and making my
way up to Dharamshala in Himachal
Pradesh. The scenery of the Himalayan
foothills is otherworldly, and I promised
myself that I would return to explore
it at length at some stage in the future.

I stayed for a couple of days before
heading back through Ambala and
down to Delhi and Agra to do the
usual tourist thing. The Taj Mahal
was something of a disappointment.

I felt the Taj was dirty and unloved
and fell very short of my expectations,
particularly compared to the Golden
Temple, which is maintained by the
religion’s believers.

Driving in India is a unique
experience. All the normal rules do not

- -




apply. Officially, vehicles are driven on
the left-hand side of the road, the same
as the UK. In reality they use the left,
right and center of the road depending
on how they feel. Not only do drivers
ignore road signs and traffic lights,

but they don’t often obey policemen

on traffic duty either. And when in
India, beware of cows. It is somewhat
disconcerting to take a bend at 60 miles
an hour and find one ton of beef lying
across the road. The Hindu tradition is
to honor cows and treat them with great
respect. Killing one, even accidentally,
can leave you in great trouble with the
police or local authorities.

From Agra, I made my way through
Jaipur to Udaipur. Up until this point
Bridget had behaved very well, only
requiring her carburetors to be tuned
regularly and minor repairs to a wheel
bearing and a rear shock absorber.
However, as I drove into Udaipur her
engine was sounding poorly. After
checking into a hotel I was crossing the
courtyard to the restaurant when a man
approached me. He said he was in the
reception area when I arrived and, if I
would forgive him saying so, he thought
my engine sounded as if something was
wrong. He went on to say that he had a
garage in town and if I wished he would

be prepared to take a look and see if he
could sort out the problem. The fact
that the guy recognized a problem, only
hearing the motor for a few moments,
gave me confidence. I accepted his offer,
and he left me with the address of the
garage, and we agreed I would be there
in the morning. The “garage” turned
out to belong to The Udaipur Palace
Vintage and Classic Car Collection!
The man was in fact the head mechanic
of Udaipur’s Maharana. He kindly
showed me around the collection of
cars, which includes a 1948 MG TC,
before lifting Bridget’s bonnet.

My carburetor issues were really
a combination of my total lack of
experience, which meant that I was still
learning how to set them up properly,
plus the fairly extreme temperatures as
I proceeded into the Indian continent,
and finally—and this is the one that
didn’t fully appreciate until recently—
the varying quality of fuel. Several
European countries had introduced
Ethanol into their petrol which caused
the engine to run hotter and the spark
plugs to foul, and the further I went
from Europe the lower the fuel octane
became. Several countries could
only supply 84 Octane, and in many

instances in remote parts of Pakistan

THE FALAI‘-‘
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I'suspect the fuel was contaminated
with water. I was able to mitigate the
worst of this by filtering the fuel using
a “Mr. Funnel” that I bought from an
American supplier.

From Udaipur, Bridget and I drove
south through Goa before dropping
down to Mangalore where we turned
left and made our way across India to
the port of Chennai. I carefully stowed
Bridget inside a 20-foot container and
forwarded her to Australia for the next
leg of our journey. Meanwhile I made
my way to Thailand for a well-deserved

holiday. MM

In the next issue: crossing Australia
and exploring the Americas.

An e-book of Roy’s Round the World
travels titled “Not In That Car,” is available
on Amazon.com. Also, visit his travel
blog at www.bridgetthemidget.co.uk

Roy plans to attend MG2020 with
Bridget this June in Calgary, Ontario,
along with other events in Canada and
the USA. Moss Motors will send email
updates of Roy’s plans prior to and
during his travels.




/]

n over 60 years of working on cars
I have amassed a number of tools:
old ones, new ones, shiny ones,
worn ones, useless ones, broken
ones, and borrowed ones. But by far my
most valuable tool is the person working
with me, a willing friend who believes
that what we are working on has, or
will have some value. In all my years of
sports car racing I always had a crew of
some sort, guys who wanted to share in
the fun and glory. Having a good friend
to work with on a project, any project,
makes it much easier and enjoyable.

In 1963, as a college sophomore I
bought a 1951 MGTD off a used car
lot for $850. I didn’t know any better
so I drove it everywhere in western
New York, rural Pennsylvania, and
finally, while in graduate school,
around southern Ohio. I only had one
breakdown—a snapped axle on an icy
road one Thanksgiving. By 1972 the
TD was showing too much age and
suffering from a broken rocker arm, so
the time came to restore it, which meant
I totally disassembled it and put it in

By Doug Ruth and Vahid Schwart

boxes. Lots of boxes. Unfortunately
those boxes became its permanent
home for nearly 40 years while I spent
my time, and way too much money, to
go racing.

Fast forward to 2007, when the
next friendly “tool” came along just at
the time I decided to turn those dusty,
crumbling boxes back into a car. Enter
Vahid Michael Rajabian-Schwart, an
energetic, fresh out of high school, stock
boy at the local Kroger’s.

¢ Doug struck up a conversation with
me at work one day. He said he had
just completed a 24-hour race. I was
pretty impressed and I reassured him
that he sure looked like it. We found
a common connection when I told
him how I wanted to study to become
an engineer. When Doug invited me
to join him working on several cool
projects including a Ford Model T,
a Triwmph Trident motorcycle, and
an MG TD, I had no idea of what I
would be getting myselfinto.”

—Vahid

In spring of 2008 Vahid stopped
by the house to see for himself the pile
of rusted sheet metal and the dusty
corroded car parts littering the floor
of my barn. I convinced him we could
turn this forlorn British pile into a
running car, and when we did, I told
him I would give it to him when it was
finished.

Vahid knew nothing about
cars. He was a computer hacker,
skateboarder, video game kind of
guy—a clean slate for me to start
with. The frame and suspension had
already been done in the back in the
80s during a short release of pent-up
guilt, so he and I started with the wood
frame, most of which I had thrown
out. The first of many orders were
called into Moss.

Now these were the times
that really tried our patience and
friendship. Those of you who have
ever assembled a TD wood frame from
scratch will understand. There was
one piece we spent weeks trying to get

correct, but through this, Vahid had
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his first experience working on cars,
namely woodworking!

Next came the sheetmetal. Most of
it was unworkable rust, so I held up a
large 4x4 piece of galvanized paint-grip
sheetmetal and told him all we have to
do is remove the non-MG part. We did.
Here lessons in metal working, welding
and bondo-applying were given and
learned. This took many weekends
and thousands of calories. A teen boy
has to be fed every two hours or you
risk serious grumpiness and lethargy. I
like to cook so it was easy. We shared

countless fine meals together (and still
do) and in trade he taught me to play
video games. Old people cannot learn to
do this, trust me, but I gave it my all. He
once commented on the age of my TV,
being older than him, so I bought a huge
flat screen so we could play Wii tennis
when Call of Duty got boring.

Wood frame on, sheet metal all
attached, it was time for... the doors.
We spent an ungodly number of hours
working the hinges, the latches, hinges,
and then the latches, and did I say
the hinges? I ended up completely

re-engineering the latches to finally get
that satisfying Rolls Royce “thunk” on
door closing.

Next was final body assembly and
painting. Vahid once again learned
valuable skills in: bondo, sanding, more
bondo, sanding, and finally painting.
BRG was his color of choice, so it was
to be. The BRG we used was actually
1987 Jaguar green. For a first time effort
he did an outstanding job. Concours?
GOF Finalist? No, but we never
intended it to be that, just a fun car to
drive. The final touch was installing all
of the freshly re-chromed pieces, which
had to be farmed out at great expense, I

might add.

€€ We started working and kept at it
through cold winters, final exams,
girlfriend breakups, internships,
and everything else in between.
As I reflect on this project, I can
humbly say that perhaps my most
valuable contribution to our project
was inspiration. Doug’s superb
engineering expertise and persistence
in making progress, often requiring
him to tread forward without
his faithful assistant, ultimately
ensured we completed this project.
For in the end that pile of parts did
indeed come together, just as Doug
had reassured me countless times.




We went for our first ride on the
country roads of rural Ohio in 2017
on a beautiful spring day, and a year
later, Doug made me the proud and
responsible owner of the MG. He
passed on the passion for working
on MGstoa younger generation in
his act of generosity, and hopefully
one day I can do the same.
Throughout long work sessions and
tinkering with Whitworth tools,

it was not only our enjoyment for
working on cars that kept us going,
but more than that, it was our
friendship that developed from it.
What started as a fun project for a
car tinkerer and a young apprentice
developed into a true friendship
that continues to this day. Doug
cooked and fed me delicious meals,
helped me move countless times

in college, helped me with tedious

home renovation work, and the

list goes on and on. To all of those

things, I say thank you Doug.

You are truly my best friend! ”
—Vahid

And lastly, engine assembly. All the
engine parts went to a machine shop
and so did Vahid one day to get a
tour of an old shop full of unclaimed
engine blocks, cylinder heads, grease,
dirt, machine tools and a very talented
engine guru who does the fantastic
work needed to make motor parts like
new again. Some patience is required.
Eventually we had all the parts ready
to be put together, time for him to learn
the difference between a camshaft
and a fan blade. By this time Vahid
had graduated college with a degree in
computer science and was working ina
research lab eight hours away. But there

were enough visits to have him do most
of the assembly. I did the actual engine
installation, and it was a cold and lonely
endeavor. However, eventually I fired

it up for the first time in almost 40
years, and I made sure Vahid was on the
phone to hear it.

In the fall of 2018 the young man
was given the car, the title and all the
future excitement only an ancient
British car can bring. To this day and
forevermore we are best friends. I could
never have done this restoration without

Vahid’s youthful enthusiasm and
friendship. MM
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INORMAN DEWIS

ike all the best racing

drivers, Norman Dewis was

a stocky little man. Like all

the best racing drivers, he
had boundless self-confidence. But
although he looked the part, and was as
fast as the superstars he befriended at
Jaguar, Dewis was not a racing driver.
Jaguar’s autocratic boss, Sir William
Lyons, saw to that. Dewis, he insisted,
was being paid to test and develop cars,
not to race them.

Even so, if you've ever wondered
why legendary Jaguars like the E-Type
and the D-Type had small cockpits,
look no further than test driver Dewis.
Norman, a bustling little turkey-cock
of a man, was also Jaguar’s sports car
manikin. In those days, new cars often
took shape on the workshop floor, with
a body shell schemed up around a
driver; at Jaguar, Dewis was that man.

Which explains why, for years, larger
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By Graham Robson

racing drivers like Mike Hawthorn and
later, Graham Hill, complained that
they could not get comfortable in racing
Jaguars.

Legends tend to feed on themselves.
Dewis was Jaguar’s chief test driver
from 1952 until 1985, when he retired,
and his job title told an accurate story.
Enthusiasts, however, saw him rubbing
shoulders with superstar drivers at
Le Mans, saw him make the first test
runs—and even heard of him surviving
spectacular high-speed crashes in race
cars. Here, they thought, was a man
with the best job in the world.

But it wasn’t always like that. Most
of Dewis’s time was spent patiently
driving the new cars, which would
provide Jaguar’s bread-and-butter.
Much of the time he'd be circulating the
test track, checking out mundane things
like ride and handling, damper settings,
and the latest set of vibration-reducing

A Jaguar Legend

engine bearers. Here was a man who
had driven D-Types at 170mph and
beyond, but who also could spend
hours at 30, 40 and 50mph, chasing
a vibration, a smell or a strange noise.
Did you like Jaguar’s choice of ride and
handling standards for the XK150, the
MK II, the XJ6, and the E-Type? Along
with his boss Bob Knight, it was Dewis
who made the final recommendations.
Although his working life at Jaguar
included highlights like setting high
speed records on the Jabbeke Road in
Belgium, setting MIRA lap records
in the one-off mid-engined XJ13 and
shaking down all the newly-built ‘works
racing D-Types, it didn’t start out like
that. His very first job was in a green
-grocer store—60 hours every week,

il

starting at six o’clock every morning.

Even so, Coventry-born Dewis always
seemed to be close to motor cars. With
two panel-beating relatives, and living



in the absolute center of the British
motor industry, he couldn’t help but be
infected by the excitement of motoring.
But it wasn’t easy. An application to
Armstrong-Siddeley failed, he then
worked in the Humber engine shops,
but finally grabbed an apprenticeship
with Armstrong-Siddeley in 1935.

This was one of the city’s most
prestigious firms, which inspired the
keen young Dewis for life. First as a
young trainee test driver, and later in
the aircraft engine section (war was
imminent, don’t forget), he soon got a
local reputation. Dewis loved it all, and
would never leave it.

After serving as an air-gunner
with the RAF during World War II,
he returned to Armstrong-Siddeley,
then moved across to Lea-Francis.

As a talented driver, he took charge

of road test and development work.
Even though they had efficient four-
cylinder engines, the Lea-Francis car
was neither technically advanced nor
attractive, so Norman began looking
around. It was then that the ‘Coventry-
mafia’ swung into action. Jack Ridley
(Dewis’s boss at Lea Francis), knew that
Jaguar needed a good test driver, who
immediately contacted Dewis with an
offer. Starting in January 1952, Dewis
moved to Browns Lane, which was to
be his beloved work place for the next
33 years.

Jaguar needed Dewis. Their latest
road cars were fast, their race cars were
even faster, yet their long-serving test
driver, Joe Sutton, had never lived
comfortably at those speeds. So for
Dewis, younger and braver, here was a
heaven-sent opportunity. Bob Knight
managed the department, Sutton soon
retired, and Dewis did most of the test
driving. These were the days when
Jaguar was refining the C-Type race car
(Bob Knight had designed the chassis,
Malcolm Sayer the aerodynamic
style), and when the very first Dunlop
disc brakes were being tested. Dewis,
seemingly without fear, got to know
Dunlop well, and trusted what they
were doing: “I became quite used to

going off [the road...] with the C-Type

Dewis developed the Lea-Francis sports car before moving to Jaguar in 1949.

when we were doing the disc-brake
development. It was nothing to be
coming down the main straight...into
the tight bend at the bottom to find
the pedal just go straight to the floor.
So I became accustomed to running
off the circuit and back on again.”
Trust was certainly needed, for early
disc brakes overheated, burst their
seals, boiled their fluids, and grabbed -
sometimes independently, sometimes in
combination!

Months later, Dewis made his
first appearance in a race car—sitting

alongside Stirling Moss throughout the
1952 Mille Miglia, in a disc-braked
C-Type. Retirement from the race
followed a crash, which damaged the
steering rack, but the brakes were fine.

Dewis also got all the high-speed
delivery jobs. If a race car had to be
driven across Europe to the start of an
event (transporters were still a rarity in
those days), Norman got the job. If a car
had retired broken, then patched up,
and needed to be nursed back home,
guess who flew out to collect it?

The XK120 roadster was one of Dewis’ first Jaguar assignments.
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Dewis at Jabbeke, with the record-breaking XK120 in 1953.

Even so, there were some escapades
he would rather not have experienced.
In 1953 Jaguar used the Belgian
Jabbeke highway (it’s now part of the
motorway from Brussels to the coast
at Ostend) to set speed record with
race-tuned and streamlined XK 120,
equipped with a tiny bubble-top
canopy, and Dewis at the helm. The
performance was fine—no XK120 ever
again approached the 172.412 mph
it achieved—but Dewis was nearly
asphyxiated along the way. Body
sealing was so good, and the canopy so
restricting, that Dewis almost exhausted
the available oxygen in a few minutes:
“I thought, God, I can’t open it [the
canopy], and to push my fist through
it would ruin everything, so somehow

I'got back. When they opened it I

was near to collapsing, and they said I
looked like a tomato!”

Taming the D-Type

When the legendary D-Type came
along Dewis took over all the high-speed
testing and development. Although
there were still occasions when he went
out in a Mark VIIM, a 2.4 or 3.4-litre
saloon, he spent much time pounding
away, either at MIRA, where there was
a 3-mile high-speed banked circuit, or
up and down the two-mile runway of
RAF Gaydon. This explains why Dewis
gave the very first D-Type (OVC 501)
its shake-down runs in 1954, but at the
Le Mans test runs which followed in
May he had to watch Tony Rolt and
Peter Walker doing the driving.

He was at Le Mans in 1954 when
the D-Types competed, and although

nominated as a reserve driver, he did
not actually drive.

Sometimes, though, he got the
plum ‘publicity’ jobs, one of which was
to demonstrate the Le Mans D-Type
at the Brighton Speed Trials, on the
promenade of Britain’s south coast
town. This involved Dewis taking the
car home from work on the Saturday
morning, parking it in his Coventry
driveway (yes, that is how things were
done in the 1950s), and motoring
sedately down to Brighton the following
morning. Except that his alarm clock
failed. He got up late and had to make
a flat-out dash south. Starting up a
D-Type at the racetrack is one thing,
but starting it up Sunday morning
on a peaceful street is another. The
following day, they say, Dewis had to

apologize personally to every one of



his neighbors for the commotion. That
was the occasion, Dewis once admitted,
when he broke his own personal record
for the Coventry to Central London
trip, in the days before any motorways
were built.

Finally, and in spite of Sir William’s
reservations, Dewis got his ‘works’
drive, sharing a new D-Type with Don
Beauman at Le Mans in June, 1955.

In a race that will forever be tainted
by the tragedy of Pierre
Levegh's Mercedes-Benz
300SLR ploughing into the
grandstand opposite the
pits, Dewis and Beauman
got the D-Type up into
fourth place, overall, before
Beauman put the car off
into the sand.

Weeks later Dewis
shared Jack Broadhead’s
privately-owned D-Type
with Bob Berry (another
Jaguar employee), to take
fifth place in the Goodwood
Nine-Hour race, but at the
end of a traumatic season
which included deaths in
the Tourist Trophy race
held in northern Ireland Sir
William put his foot down
and ended his racing career.

There was still, however,
much high-speed motoring
to be done at Jaguar, for the
very first E-Type prototype
was built in 1957, and the
one-off racing prototype

Then, in secret, came work on the
most amazing Jaguar prototype of all
time—the mid-engined XJ13. First
tested in 1967, this 500bhp/5-litre V12
race car was meant to herald a Jaguar
return to Le Mans. Dewis, naturally,
made the first test runs at MIRA,
usually during weekends when no one
was looking.

By mid-year the plucky Dewis
had already lapped the banked circuit

E2A, soon followed. For the
next few years, Dewis was
submerged in E-Type and
XJ6 road-car development,
including spending many hours in

a tatty-looking Mark X, which just
happened to have a prototype V12
engine under the bonnet. Even so, there
was often the chance to work on the
very specialised lightweight E-Type
race cars which Jaguar developed for
drivers such as Graham Hill and Roy
Salvadori to race against the latest

Ferrari 250GTOs.

averaging 160mph—with top speeds

of more than 180mph—and had also
sampled a Ford GT40, which Jaguar
had ‘borrowed’ for comparison. Even
so, Jaguar swiftly sidelined the X]J 13,
putting it away under a dust sheet until
1971, when it was decided to show it
at the launch of the new V12-engined
Series III E-Type.

Once again, Dewis was asked to take

the X]J13 around the MIRA banking,

for the benefit of a film crew: “I was half
way round the banking with the power
full on, probably doing about 130mph,
when I felt a sudden lurch from the
back end. This turned me straight into
the safety fence at the top, I grabbed
the wheel, pulled it down from there,
and I did a series of gyrations across the
track, heading towards the infield...I
feel sure one magnesium alloy wheel
had collapsed through fatigue.” Having
hit a marker barrel and
rolled over several times, the
totally wrecked car ended
up in a field, right way up,
with Dewis still on board.
He never could explain how
he survived, but happily
pointed out that in all his
career he never broke a
bone in more than a million
miles of testing. Thereafter,
and for the rest of his
professional life, he stayed
away from racing cars.

To the end, when
he moved to live close
to Ludlow, Dewis was
still a formidably fast
driver. Having bought his
retirement home well before
retirement day, he got to
know the main A5 road
very well indeed—along
with those who sometimes
witnessed him passing them

by. MM

The D-Type race car, in which Dewis was closely involved,
used this multi-tube frame as its primary chassis.
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he 1930 Ford Model A

pickup truck sat in the

woods, surrounded by trees,

its canvas roof hanging like
Spanish moss.

I'had put alot of time into my
brother’s 1928 Model A pickup—he
could drive and I had no license, being
too young. But I wanted my own.

“Would $50 be too much?” the
owner asked me.

I'was 14 years old, that amount
of cash seemed like a fortune. I had
worked in a cherry plant all summer
in 1962 to raise the money. It sure
disappeared easily.

I'purchased the truck and my
brother and I towed it home with my

father’s Pontiac—with a Michigan
State Police car trailing behind us.
The trooper was himself a Model A
owner and didn’t ticket me, instead he
became a good friend and source to
repair the ‘A’

The truck had no box, and it didn’t
run. The tires barely held air and the
six-volt Wonch battery was leaking. It
was a two-year project, and it became
the first car I drove legally after getting
my license.

How does this all fit into owning a
British car? The story continues with
more Model As and a 1923 Ford Model
TT truck found beside a barn in rural
Northport, Michigan. I was told it was
the first wrecker in Leelanau County.

No hook, not running, but cute and
restorable, its half-moon cab solid. We
towed it to the farm where my girlfriend
lived and commenced to take it apart.
I'had joined the Antique
Automobile Club at 16 years of age, and
met a man from Elk Rapids, Michigan
who collected and restored classic autos.
Ed Grace was a machinist and had a
barn with some old cars, some of which
he wanted to sell to fund the building of
a Hupmobile. One car that he wished to
sell was an old English car. At 76 years
old, Ed had too much difficulty getting
in and out of it. I told him I wasn’t
interested. The car probably leaked oil.
But the draw of wandering through his
car barn was too tempting. I drove my

Nineteen Again

By John Russell




Model A north to the village with my
Bassett Hound for company and peered
through the dusty barn windows. “Oh,
no,” I thought, “he didn’t say the car was
a classic MG,” which I identified even
with a cover on it. He came out and
uncovered a beautiful autumn red 1953
MG-TD roadster. All original.

He wanted $1200. This was
1968, a whole lot of money for
a 19-year old. I told him about
my schooling at Michigan State
University and that the price was a
tough one for me. He responded by
telling me to counter-offer.

“$950,” I said.
He considered for a moment.
“$900,” he said.

“You're going the wrong way,” I told
him. He responded that he wanted me
to have the car, he knew it would get
a good home and be kept in running
condition. Where do I get that kind of
cash, I wondered. Sell a car? Yup. The
Model TT was sold to the first caller,
and I drove the MG home on April
28, 1968, in a snowstorm. I was wet
and cold, having no idea how to put up
the side curtains. Nor could I figure
out the wiper motor. But the car drove
beautifully. It even leaked a little oil.

By the fall, I had figured out the
car’s operation, and discovered over the
summer what a chick magnet it was. It
had to go to college with me.

Working my way through school
with two jobs, the car was handy on
campus. I could fold the windscreen
down, drive under the teacher’s parking
lot barrier at the Journalism Building,
and go to classes. I figured the campus
security would never think a student
would drive a car like my TD, and
I drove it through graduation, never
getting caught.

Stored in the winter months, it was
fun returning to campus each spring
with my little British car. A broken axle
shaft and a spun bearing in the engine
were quickly repaired with little else to
fix for years to come.

Upon graduation, I returned to
Traverse City where I was hired

on as a photojournalist at the local
newspaper. The car was my lifeboat,
taking me away from garages where
my Oldsmobile was being serviced,
repairing my moods when girls came
and went from my life, and opening
whole avenues to driving fun.

I drove the car in rallies with the
Twin Bay Sports Car Club, drove
in a local hill climb (Y’ Class, as in,
“Why is he running?”), drove on
color tours in the fall, and faithfully
put her into storage for the northern
Michigan winters.

I'added a wife and family to my life.
She drove Triumphs in her youth so she
knew what she was getting into.

I'm not sure if some vehicles are
better built than others or if quality is
a byproduct of the joy of upkeep and
usage, but the little red sports car has
become part of the community and a
huge part of our lives. There have been
a lot of trophies, lots of Moss Motors
parts and even a stint in the showroom
at Hagerty’s world headquarters in

Traverse City. The car is still used
each summer traveling life’s highways,
enjoying club events and activities. I
just celebrated 50 years of ownership
with a party at our farm. A young
woman asked me how I felt when
driving the car every year for so many
years. “I'm 19 again,” I told her. No
matter how many years pass, I'll remain
19 years old until I can no longer drive.

MM
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By Frank Hughes

am writing you for some advice. my only wife and hates when I say that) ~ Annapolis where I would hide the car
I am the owner of a 1962 who I met on a blind date during my in a garage I rented until graduation.
Triumph TR3. I am the original freshman (plebe) year. Midshipmen were not allowed to have
owner and with your indulgence I picked up my red TR3 with cars until after graduation.
I'll tell you about it and then solicit red interior and white top in Miami Graduation was on the 6 of
your recommendations. on April 19, 1962. $2,203.30 June and after the ceremony I drove
April 19, 1962 I was on spring break  tax, tag, and title. This started our to Norfolk to get married three days
from the United States Naval Academy  journey. I drove non-stop, except later. Immediately after our wedding
and looking forward to three events that  for gas, following the engine break- my new bride and I started the drive
would change my life forever. In no in instructions: “Vary the speed to Pensacola, Florida, to start flight
particular order, my parents promised constantly, do not exceed 50 mph”... training. I have heard about this concept
me a car if and when [ graduated. Thad  except on random occasions when I of a “honeymoon” all of my married
a choice between a used Austin-Healey  could accelerate for brief periods, not life, but being the daughter of a Naval
and a new TR3. The second event was to exceed 70 mph. I drove to Norfolk officer and Aviator, my wife somehow
to graduate from USNA and enter flight ~ Virginia where my soon-to-be wife understood that all Navy pilots have
training as soon as possible. The third was living to show her “our car.” Then an obsession about flying. Some call it
event was to marry my first wife (she’s on the road again immediately to having a screw loose between the ears.

This painting | commissioned from a
good friend, Jim Dietz. Jim is a noted
military themed painter with work
hanging in museums and Pentagon
offices. This one he called “Last look,”
and it's of my squadron as we were
deploying to Vietnam. The TR3 is mine
and the lovely lady is my wife. When

Jim visited my A7 squadron, | took him
through the simulator and then to happy
hour. He is really a neat guy and very
humble person.



Next stop, jet training in Kingsville,
Texas, and I was the first in my class to
get my wings. But more importantly,
my beautiful daughter was born as I
was getting my wings of gold. From
Kingsville we traveled to Jacksonville
for fleet training and the bassinet fit
nicely behind the seats.

Next an operational A4 Skyhawk
attack squadron with multiple cruises
in the Mediterranean sea and Atlantic
Ocean. But war clouds had formed in
the Tonkin Gulf. A phone call conveyed
orders to report to an attack squadron
in Lemoore, California, that was getting
ready for a combat tour aboard an
aircraft carrier. Our happy bank piled
into a Ford station wagon towing a red
TR3 with daughter and new baby boy
on the road once again.

A very tough and costly cruise
ended with many combat casualties and
a devastating fire on the carrier.

Again, message orders to my dream
assignment to the Empire Test Pilot
School in England. What better place
to take the Triumph but home, even
though the steering wheel was on the
wrong side. After ETPS came Patuxent
River, Maryland, the Navy’s aviation
test center and lots of opportunity to fly
some neat stuff.

As our journey in the Navy
progressed, I was honored to command

a carrier-based attack squadron, and
here a major change to our steed took
place. Immediately after assuming
command the maintenance chief came
to see me and almost apologetically said,
“Skipper, I know you love your car but
red is the color of our sister squadron
and we are the blue tails. If you buy the
paint, our guys will paint your car on
our off time in my garage.”

And so as you can see from the
photos I have attached, the Triumph is
now blue.

Now the dilemma. Our three
kids are grown and we have beautiful
grandchildren and a new great
grandson. None of the kids are that
interested in taking over the care
and feeding of our Triumph. I've
now turned 80 and discovered that
in Florida, over the course of several
years in the garage, the space for our
Triumph has shrunk. I have contacted
several Triumph clubs both nationally
and locally with no success in finding a
reasonable offer. Triumph is not a show
car but has been carefully maintained
and still a fun car to drive. If I can find
a reasonable offer from someone that
would enjoy the car I would reluctantly

part with it. Any suggestions? MM

Dear Frank,

When customers ask for advice on
selling their beloved cars, my first
response is: let the British car clubs
around you know you’re looking for a
new caretaker. The ladies and gentlemen
in their membership can also help spread
the word and may know people on the
lookout for cars like yours.

And then, of course, there’s the internet.
Moss Motors supports an online
classified site created by a long time
Moss parts distributor. The beauty of this
site is that it only caters to British cars.
[t's well done, inexpensive to post an ad,
and definitely worth a look.

The site is called:
BritishCarClassifieds.com

~David Stuursma

Interested in Frank’s TR3? You can find
it on British Car Classifieds. (If it hasn’t
sold already...)

BRITISHCARCLASSIFIEDS.COM
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IN THE NEW

Coventry Foundation Now Operates
the British Sports Car Hall of Fame

By John Nikas

Announced October 11, 2019:

The Coventry Foundation,  help ensure the continued

an organization dedicated to success and health of this
the preservation of the Jaguar ~ wonderful institution, which
marque’s history assumes has done so much to thank and
oversight and operation of

the British Sports Car Hall

of Fame. John Nikas, former

honor the people that made
the British sports car hobby
in America.”

Established in 2016, the
British Sports Car Hall of

Fame’s mission is to “preserve

executive director of the Hall
of Fame said, “Transferring
control of the British Sports

Car Hall of Fame to the
Coventry Foundation will

and perpetuate the legacy
and impact of these legendary

which honorees are chosen
include: Automobile Clubs
and Associations; Automobile

vehicles and to honor the

men and women responsible
for their success.” Inductees
are selected using a formula Dealers and Distributors;
that blends a popular vote Aftermarket Suppliers, Parts
with input from a Selections Manufacturers and the
Committee. For consideration,  Service Industry; Executives,
a candidate must “have made Engineers and Designers;
a significant and lasting Journalists and Historians;
impact on the British sports Competition and Racing; and
car industry and hobby.” Special Contributors

The seven categories from and Pioneers.

The honorees selected for the 2019 class were:

Paul Newman—Although famous for his exploits on the big
screen, Newman won four SCCA National Championships,
including his first driving a Triumph TR6. Newman also won
several championships in open wheel racing in the United States
and took class honors at the 1979 24 Hours of Le Mans.

Stanley “Wacky” Arnolt—A Chicago-based car salesman,
Arnolt is best remembered as the father of four collaborative
efforts with Carrozzeria Bertone that resulted in the Arnolt-
MG, Arnolt-Bristol, Arnolt-Aston and Arnolt-Bentley.

Arnolt also sponsored works efforts at the 12 Hours of Sebring

that took home the team prize in 1955, 1956, and 1960.

Charles Runyan—A beloved figure in the British sports
car community in the United States, Runyan founded
The Roadster Factory in 1978, a supplier of aftermarket
parts for MGs and Triumphs. A constant presence at club
events around the country, Runyan also operated a British-
style pub known as The Coventry Inn for 25 years.

Sir Alec Issigonis—An engineering and packaging genius,
Issigonis started his automotive career at Humber and Austin,
but is best remembered for his postwar efforts with Morris,
which resulted in the Minor and Mini, two of the most successful
vehicles ever built in Britain. The Mini, selected as the runner-up
for the Car of the Century Award announced in 1999, became a
cultural icon and championship-winning rally car, certainly the
most significant British automobile ever built.

Denise McCluggage—A trailblazer for women'’s equality
in both journalism and motorsports, McCluggage pioneered
the field of participatory journalism when she raced her
MG TC and Jaguar XK140 as a means to get closer to the
story. A talented driver, McCluggage took class honors at
the 12 Hours of Sebring and Monte Carlo Rally, while
also serving a short stint as a works driver for BMC in a

Big Healey. She would later found the Competition Press,

24 Moss Motoring

Sir Alec Issigonis standing beside his most famous creation,
the iconic Mini, on the assembly line at Longbridge.

which later became known as Autoweek, the first female
to serve as publisher for a major American magazine.

Tom Boscarino—Founder of the American MGC Register,
Boscarino was also involved with the New England MGT
Register, NAMGBR and AMGBR. A leading voice in the
American MG community, he received the Cecil Kimber Award
in 2002 for his contributions to the MG marque.
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Amp up your driving experience With the Built on the superb, tried-and-tested

. . . Mazda MX-5 gearbox, this conversion kit
5'Sp99d COI'IVGI'SIOH klt by Vltesse! offers smooth gear changes and relaxed
cruising in 5th gear. Each kit comes with
a new fully assembled Mazda gearbox,
matching set of electrocoated original
equipment Mazda parts, and a bespoke
cast aluminum bell housing designed to
fit directly to your engine. The custom
shift lever, and included shift knob, retain
the existing shifter position. Installation is
straightforward, and includes a full set of
installation instructions. With proper tools
and some automotive competency, you
should be able to fit a Vitesse gearbox!
Give your classic the perfect cruising up-
grade with a brand new 5-Speed Conver-
sion kit by Vitesse!

Kit includes:
o e New 5 Speed Mazda Transmission

Applications L= & Clutch
MGB TR Series e Custom Shift Lever and Shift Knob
Standard 1962-65, 3/3* (banjo) 440-500  $3995.00 TR2-4A 440-520  $4195.00 e Concentric Slave Cylinder Assembly
Standard 1965-67 Rdstr, 3/5* (banjo) 440-504 3995.00 TR250-6 Thru 1972 440-521 4195.00 e Braided Clutch Line w/ Remote Bleed
Standard 1965-67 GT, 3/5* (tube) ~ 440-505  3995.00 TR6 1973-76 440-522  4195.00
Standard 1968-80, 4/5* (tube) 440-507 3995.00 TR7 440-523 4295.00 e Drive Shaft
1962:65, 3/3" (lube) 440-501 - 3995.00 — Morgan e Pilot Bearing with Mazda OE needle
1962-65, 4/3* (banjo) 440-502 3995.00 +8 Moss Box 440-530  $4395.00 T e oyt v
1962-65, 4/3* (tube) 440-503 399500 g Royer 4spd 440531 4395.00 9 y
1968 on, 4/5* (banjo) 440-506  3995.00 +8 LT77/R380 440-532  4395.00 e Speedometer Drive Cable
MGA +4 Duratec 440-533 339500 o Gearbox Rear Mount Bracket Assembly
1500 Low Starter 440-510  $4295.00 4/4 Duratec 440-534 3395.00 and Isolator
1600/1622 440-511 4195.00 4/4 Sigma 440-535  3495.00 . )
Twin Cam/Deluxe 440-512  4195.00 Note: Th box is delivered d dwil e Complete UNF fittings kit
1800 MGB Conversion, 4/5* 440-515 4095.00 ote: The gearbox is delivered dry and wi .

: 3 q lutch Alignment Tool
1800 MGB Conversion, 3/5* 440-514  4095.00  require 2.1 gt SAE 75W-90 oil, Clutch Alignment Too
1800 MGB Conversion, 3/3* 440-513 4095.00 Moss part# 220-122

* Sync/Main

DYNALITE Alternators

We are the USA distributor for Powerlite’s “Dynalite” range of alternators made to look
just like an original dynamo, err, generator. You get the best of both worlds: original ap-
pearance coupled with 80 percent more power, up to a 50 percent weight reduction and
a unit that actually charges at all rev ranges! You must re-use your original pulley. Avail-
able in positive ground versions for otherwise original cars and negative ground for cars
that have been converted.

Positive Ground

XK120-150 with C45-Type Generator 28-9020  $799.99

E-Type Early 3.8 with C45-Type Generator* 28-9020 799.99

E-Type Later 3.8 with C42-Type Generator** 28-9024 729.99

MK VII, MK X, MK Il w/Power Steering 28-9032  899.99 *The C45-Type generator was fitted up to RHD OTS 850091; LHD OTS 875385; RHD
Negative Ground FHC 860004 and LHD FHC 885020. It carries the Lucas number 22531 on the genera-
XK120-150 with C45-Type Generator 28-9022  $799.99 tor body

E-Type Early 3.8 with C45-Type Generator* 28-90221  649.99

E-Type Later 3.8 with C42-Type Generator** 28-90262  599.99 **The C42-Type generator was fitted to the vast majority of 3.8 E-Types from the

MK VII, MK IX, MK Il w/Power Steering 28-9034  899.99 above VINs. It carries the Lucas number 22902 on the generator body
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Moss Motors, Ltd.
440 Rutherford Street
Goleta, CA 93117

New parts for Spitfires

Sharp-eyed Spitfire shoppers will notice a nice added heft to the upcoming
Moss parts catalog. We are adding hundreds of new items primarily for
early model years. On top of that, you’ll find additional schematic
drawings, which can be very helpful when making an inventory

of parts needed for maintenance or restoration projects.
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