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TOOL OBSESSION

Car guys (and gals) have in common a
deep appreciation for tools of all kinds.
At Moss Motors, we can definitely
relate. Our shelves are full of tools of
all kinds—specialty tools, tool rolls to
carry with you in the car, and of course
our favorite: the Knock-off Hammer.

Expand your collection with high-quality
tools from Moss. #)

Scan the QR code
to shop online

WRITERS AND
WRENCHES
WEWANT YOU!

hare your experience, wisdom and talent

with British car enthusiasts across the

country. Contributors whose work is

selected for use in the magazine will
receive credit on their Moss Motors accounts!
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 Moss credit.

editor@mossmotors.com
The 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 Moss Credit
Three- to four-page stories and articles
(about 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 Moss Credit

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

%50 Moss Credit

Tech tips, humorous anecdotes and other

odds-n-ends that help make Moss Motoring great.

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.

Check it out today at MossMotoring.com



Teenage Confessions

There is no better car for a young

person than an MGB, says this

yOLlIlg person.

Sharing the Spirit

There are many fun ways and
opportunities to introduce the classic

car hobby to others.
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Texan teen,

Charles Cutler, makes
the most of his life with
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When brothers share a vision, a sense
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From the Editor’s Desk...

| read a bunch of British car club newsletters from around
the country. It’s pretty cool. There’s actually a group that
I'm a part of. This group was put together so that the club’s
editors can share their newsletters with each other. It can
be helpful to see what other clubs are doing. A fun idea or
activity that one club comes up with may end up inspiring
another club to try it themselves.

If you are your club’s newsletter editor and are

interested in being on this list, send me an email
(editor@mossmotors.com) with your name and the name of
your car club, and I'll get you looped in.

| was reading the Morris Garages Informer, the newsletter
of the Florida Sun Coast MG Car Club, edited by Gail
Lenhard when | came across a page of photos from what
they called a “mini car show.” It didn’t say on the pages,
but from the photos it was pretty clear that this event was
at an assisted living center. In my mind | thought, “How
awesome is that?! They are bringing a car show to people
who grew up around these cars but can’t drive them now
themselves. What a simple, loving, and thoughtful thing to
do!” | reached out to Gail to find out more and she steered
me to Kathy Cook, who organized the car show. I'll let

Kathy take it from here.

—David Stuursma

LIFETIME
LOVvVE PRFFARIR

by Kathy Cook

l and I fell in love just after

high school. But I was

not Al’s first love. He had

already fallen in love with
MGs. In 1972, during our senior year
in college, Al picked up a disassembled
MGTD. He and I both went to law
school and during the summers Al
repaired, rebuilt, and sold a Model A
truck and an MGA to help finance our
way through school. He had little time
left to spend on his own love, the TD.
And when he did finally put it back
together, he felt he had to sell it.

Al and I went into the military, and
we were stationed overseas. Upon our
return we had children, busy careers,
and little time to spend on hobbies.

2 Moss Motoring

But Al still loved those MGTDs. One
day he came across one that had been
restored and talked me into buying it. I
knew I could not stand in the way of his
first love. Now he had a car that he had
loved all his life, and he could finally
drive it!

Al and I joined the Classic MG
Club of Orlando. We have been to
many car shows, have driven all over
Florida, and we've enjoyed the TD and
the fellowship of fellow MG owners.
In honor of our first grandchild, whose
initials are MG, we bought an MGB
GT for my car. More recently, we
moved to the west coast of Florida and

joined the Florida Suncoast MG Car

Club. The cars and their owners have

become an important part of our lives.

My loving husband of over
50 years developed NPH, a type of
hydrocephalus, which robbed him of
many of his abilities. As a result, Alis
now residing at Twin Creeks Assisted
Living Facility where he can get extra
help. He still loves his MG and has
pictures and signs and a miniature MG
in his studio apartment.

The Florida Suncoast MG Car
Club has been incredibly supportive
of our family. They suggested that
I'arrange for a mini car show with
the cars from our club. The club has
done this before at another assisted
living facility during last year’s MG



Jamboree. I made the arrangements
with Twin Creeks and chose the theme:

“We Love Our MGs,” just in time for
Valentine's Day. We brought heart-
shaped doughnuts for everyone, and
the residents voted for their favorite

car. The lobby was a-buzz with activity.
In fact, I have never seen so much
enthusiasm as I did that day as residents
talked about their old cars, including
MGs. People who usually rarely spoke,
had much to say that day. Maybe it was

the lobbying, or maybe it was the magic
of seeing their friend with his car, but
Al ended up taking first prize. Al was

a celebrity that day as the owner of

his MGTD.

What I have learned from spending
time at the assisted living facility is
that residents, even those with memory
issues, remember a lot of their past,
and cars are an important conduit to
these memories.

Assisted living facilities welcome
opportunities like our mini car show.
It is an easy activity to organize, and it
really helps people relive good times
from their past. And for an added bit
of excitement, if the facility allows it,
perhaps the more mobile residents can
also go for a short ride in the passenger
seat. We love our MGs and enjoy
sharing the experience with others.
They are definitely a love affair that
lasts a lifetime. #M
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confessions
of a
teenage
MG driver

by Charles Cutler




grip the large metal-spoked
steering wheel of my 1975 MGB,
zipping between humdrum
hybrids and stale SUVs, my red
British roadster releasing the smell
of carbureted happiness in its wake.

I'm an average 19-year-old guy, but
I've been photographed, waved at,
and propositioned—all because of
this classic British car. It is the perfect
vehicle for today’s teens.

I'bought my MG when I was
a junior in high school under the
influence of my grandpa, the proud
owner of many MGs through the years,
including his current pristine 1967
model. Like most teenagers, [ had a
minuscule budget for my first car, but
I'still wanted something fun. You don’t
have to look long or far to find plenty of
affordable British sports cars. MGBs,
Midgets, XJ6s, and Spitfires can still be
found in reasonable condition for an
affordable price.

It didn’t take long to learn that
a bright red little British car grabs
attention. Strangers roll down their
windows to snap a photo or yell, “Nice
car!” Old guys park by me at the store
so they can tell me about the one they
used to own just like it. At school, I

was known as the kid with the cool old
car. I learned the hard way that there
was no skipping class for me because
everyone knew who drove the little red
car. [ was caught by my dad attempting
such a feat. My little MG leaves its
mark on people and things. One could
always tell where I'd been by the three
oil drips I left behind. This notoriety

“I feel I have gained
admittance to a lifelong
fraternity of people
who have the same
concentration of hypoid
gear oil and brake fluid

in their veins. 99

is an unavoidable consequence of
being cool enough to drive such a
tasteful automobile.

Significantly, driving an MG has
broadened my social circle to include
other teens who love classics and
also my grandpa’s generation. At car
shows, I meet the greatest folks who
share memories that are surprisingly
similar to the ones I am making. I feel
I'have gained admittance to a lifelong
fraternity of people who have the same

concentration of hypoid gear oil and
brake fluid in their veins.

My MGB is the complete opposite
of what most parents want their teens
to drive. Airbags are non-existent, seat
belts may or may not retract, there is no
rollover protection, giant SUV drivers
don’t check their mirrors and merge
into you, the reliability is questionable,
and most of all they will never make
it anywhere on time because someone
will always stop you and want to talk
about their own era of British motoring
history. It’s a good thing my parents
don’t know about some of the poor
decisions I have made as a result of my
MG. I am sure they would wince at the
thought of seven teenagers going down
the road in and on my car—two in the
cockpit, three sitting on the boot lid
above the stowed top, and the last two
perched on the luggage rack hanging
on for dear life. I'm sure my mother
would hate to hear of the times the
brakes didn’t work the first few pumps,
or of the gas leaks I found dripping onto
the exhaust, or when wheels almost
fell off. The responsible adult would
probably scold me if they saw my car
squeezed into a grocery store cart corral
with inches of clearance on each side.

MossMotoring.com 5



My MG harbored all sorts of new and
creative ways to make poor decisions,
but after all, the advert did once say,
“Your mother wouldn't like it.” I like

to believe that these goofy stories are
not displays of irresponsibility and
idiocy, but instead testaments of how
wonderful and exciting these little cars
can be. They quite simply invoke the
inner youth in all of us, and regardless
of the occasional risk taking, my MG is
simply just fun.

If you couldn’t already tell, I don’t
have the most pristine example of an
MG, far from it, but this made it so I
wasn't afraid to actually use my car. A
dirt road never scared me, and driving
in the rain was no issue except for when
I'forgot a towel to mitigate the steady
stream of water flying at me through
the old, worn-out seals. Now that
I've moved north for college, driving
in the snow and seeing the surprise
on peoples’ faces when they watch a
little old car go by is one of my new
favorite pastimes.

Despite my reckless teenage
tendencies and overall immaturity,
my MG somehow molded me into
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a responsible adult. When driving a

classic British car, you are fully driving,
nothing else. While teen drivers of
modern cars fiddle with Bluetooth
and navigation apps, I cannot operate
with those distractions. I am not even
preoccupied with air conditioning or
heat. Airbagless, tiny, and invisible to
the distracted drivers of today makes
our cars probably the most unsafe things
to drive, but I believe that this danger
cultivates better and safer driving skills.
When driving a little British car, one
has to drive defensively, anticipating
the moves of others and always being
on the lookout for soccer moms texting
and drifting from lane to lane. Texting
and driving is all but impossible when
you have to change gears, monitor your
gauges, adjust a drooping mirror, and
repeat it all again. When I'm driving,
I'm just driving.

My MG struggles have taught
me troubleshooting, perseverance,
determination, the importance of being
prepared, and most of all, the ability
to creatively solve problems. My fuel
pump once bit the dust a short distance
from my house. With no one to call for a

tow, and the Texas heat and a daunting
hill eliminating the ability to push

even the smallest of cars, I had to get
resourceful. I recruited my passenger,
who I had thankfully taught to drive a
manual, to drive while I carefully sat on
the fender with the hood open and fed
the carburetor with a Gatorade bottle
full of gasoline. Maybe the problem
was solved through creativity or maybe
it was solved through stupidity, either
way, the car made it home without an
explosion. Each fix on my car taught me
a new skill and broadened my creative
horizon a little more. Instead of wasting
my time playing video games or staring
at my phone, I spent many late nights
troubleshooting and struggling through
repairs to hopefully make it to school
the next morning. I learned that daily
driving an MG is just about the most
inconvenient thing, but the reward

is unmatched.

Perhaps our cars may be a little
unpredictable, too. Ilearned that lesson
when the hood popped open while
driving, folded over the windscreen,
and hit me on the head, but these
inconveniences just make me more



and more aware of my car and what
it is telling me. A lot of teens lack this
awareness and connection to their cars.

When driving a classic, one can feel

its movements instantaneously. Every
bump, change in road condition, curve,
puddle, and in my case once, a raccoon,
is felt by the driver. It is the purest of
driving experiences. Few feelings can
rival that of downshifting when entering
a corner and hearing the throaty buzz
of the exhaust upon exit. I fear this
connection will be lost if bare-bones
sports cars like ours go extinct.

In today’s world of lane assist,
adaptive cruise control, and imminent
self-driving cars, we need connections
to the road. Sure, all these new gadgets
are convenient, but no one with all
the newest technology can drive along
and suddenly put their car in neutral
and stand on the seat, body above
the windscreen, while holding on to
the steering wheel, to frighten their
girlfriend. It is impossible to replace the
freedom a British roadster offers with a
new car.

Back when our cars rolled off the
factory line, an office computer took

up a whole floor of a building, and

still couldn’t do what my outdated
smartphone can. Today, technology
practically controls our lives, and it can
be hard to get young people excited
about driving an old car. But who can
blame them? To many kids, old cars are
seen only occasionally, on a pleasant
Saturday afternoon cruising around
town or only in movies. I am afraid that

“ Owning a British sports

car is a wonderful
responsibility, one that
I have found enriching,
humbling, frustrating,

and most of all, exciting. 99

in coming years we will see fewer and
fewer of our classics around.

I urge you readers to support a new
age of British car owners and their
awaiting adventures by encouraging
today’s teens and young adults to join
our ranks. Online sales platforms
are littered with ads reading, “Solid
car. Just never driven.” I say, buy it!
Buy it for your grandkids, nieces, and

nephews, even for yourself. Encourage
the inquisitive kid at a car show to sit
in your passenger seat. Take young
people for rides. Show up for parades
and community events. Donate that
unused parts car to a high school auto
shop. Being an ambassador for British
cars and inspiring the next generation
to continue our hobby will ensure these
fine little machines live on.

Owning a British sports car is a
wonderful responsibility, one that
I have found enriching, humbling,
frustrating, and most of all, exciting.
These cars provide an unmatched level
of class, elegance, sportiness, and flash.
It is important to pass on the love and
appreciation we have for these fine
British automobiles down to the next
generation. Cultivating a new, youthful
spirit of British car enthusiasm is the
only way to keep those crucial gaskets,
bushings, and bolts in stock at Moss for
decades to come. 4M
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UTURE BARN FIND Sy

all started a few weeks early
in 2023. That’s when my
brothers, Adam and Evan, and
I'started discussing our second

annual trip home to New York. Last
year was the first time we met up there
in the fall, just us, at our childhood
home. We planned to gather parts we
needed from the British car boneyard,
take some fall pictures, and spend real
quality time together.

This year was going to be a bit
different. Someone hatched the idea of
clearing out “The Barn” and using it to
store cars we planned to work on and
get running.

The long-term goal we're working
toward involves “snaking” cars. To do
this, each of us needs a running car in
New York that we can drive through
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the countryside whenever we're there
together. Snaking is the term we coined
for driving British cars down the road
in succession. Western New York has
some great snaking roads, especially in
the fall.

The short-term steps toward the
goal, however, were daunting. The
Barn. No one ever really went to the
back of it because it was full of stuff
our dad stored there. In fact, it was
difficult to get past the first ten feet.
No lights. Broken glass. A pile of TR7

intake manifolds. A-series engines

strewn about. Spitfire gearbox housings.

Essentially, garbage. Single shoe-wide

trails between piles of rusty metal that

would reach out and snag your clothing.

The Barn is a 30x50-foot old pole
barn that came with the 200-year-old

farmhouse we grew up in. Concrete
floor, metal roof, high walls. Full. We
were going to reclaim it together.

The day arrived when my son Nick
and I drove up from Virginia, while
Adam picked up Evan at the airport
in Philadelphia. They were headed to
New York to load up the first car that
would make it to The Barn: a 1980
MGB LE with 8K miles. Two others
were also en-route via car transporters:
a’76 Jensen GT and a'69 MGC
roadster. The last two cars were already
in New York at British Auto: a ’54
Austin-Healey and 2’69 MGC GT.

All five cars needed a home in The
Barn. We were only in town for about

five days. It had to happen.



Clearing Out and Cramming In
There was a lot of pre-planning,

but some work we did on the fly. All

of it was done together, which was the

best part. Quality time as brothers,

and a great opportunity for my son to

be around his uncles. We dug in on

day two and made some good initial

progress. The weather held out for

the first few days as we filled up the

dumpster. We hauled out stripped

B-series engine blocks, TR7 motors,

40 propane tanks, a washing machine,

100 canning jars, stacks of old shipping

boxes, and so much other stuff. Evan

rented a front-end loader to help fill up

the dumpster, which Adam used to pull

out a tree that was bothering him near

the front door.

While Adam and Evan organized
metal shelves with good car parts into
the now cleaner back of The Barn,
Nick and I worked on the electrical.
The Barn had lights, but they hadn’t
worked in years. He and I drew up a
new circuit to install ceiling lights and
drops for electrical outlets. We wired it
so The Barn could run off a generator.
Nick spent a lot of time 12 feet in
the air pulling cable and installing
junction boxes.

Mid-day on day three, I took a
break from cleaning and headed
down to the shop mailbox to pick
up a package. Weeks earlier, Adam
had found some INOS Austin dealer
key fobs in Nebraska on Craigslist.

I worked it out with the seller, and

he agreed to ship them to New York.
He said that his mom had worked

at a Leyland dealership back in the

day and these ended up at his house.
He had four left, one for each of us.
Evan has a BN4 and got the square
Austin-Healey one. Adam has been
looking for an Austin America, that one
was his. I got the bullet style with wings.
Nick doesn’t have a Bugeye yet, but
maybe someday—he got the Sprite fob.
Something for each of us to take home
and remember what we did together on
this trip.

MossMotoring.com 9



The Finds

With power, light, and space in
The Barn on the evening of day five,
we finally started arranging cars inside.
The MGC GT had a locked rear wheel,
and was generally a pain to push, but
it made it in. The Healey rolled in and
did multi-point turns to get angled
right between poles—having no engine
made it easier. The Jensen drove in
and leaked brake fluid all over the floor
from a blown front line. The MGC
roadster joined the herd, and the LE
made it in early the following morning.
Plenty of room, plenty of hands to make
it happen.

We'’re always on the lookout for
barn cars and we do run across some
occasionally. The Healey came from
a barn where it was stored for years.
The LE was also like that, stored but
maintained. Amazingly, it started up
with some fresh gas. A true 8,000-mile
car. The running joke is that we're
creating future barn finds with all
of these cars but nobody will want
them! It’s a weird assortment of semi-
uncommon cars, but we all like them.
It’s a common interest we were raised
with and still share. The time spent
together, laughing at and ripping on
the short-comings of British cars, and

trolling for rare parts to make them
better is special, irreplaceable.

Our dad owned British Auto for
over 30 years and we each spent time
with him there, learning to work on and
love these cars, and to deal with the stuff
that would come into the shop. These
days, I try to include my kids in helping
with the cars when they’re willing.
I'hope one day they’ll have genuine
interest in having one of their own and
the tradition will continue. These cars
are a great way for a dad to connect with
his kids, and for brothers to stay close.

M
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by Adam & Evan Voelckers

van noticed the Jensen GT

one day. He thinks it winked

at him and their long-distance

relationship began. Even though
it was located several states away, he
kept an eye on the Jensen for over a
year, occasionally talking to the owner
and getting to know it little by little. He
played with the idea of owning such a
unique car, letting the idea take root, until
he knew he had to have it. He purchased
the GT sight unseen as sort of a mail-
order arrangement, and their courtship
officially began.

As a teenager, Evan remembered

our dad mentioning that there was a
hatchback version of a Jensen Healey
with a 5-speed transmission. The vision

of that car stuck with him. One evening,
after being camped at a desk all day,

he found himself trolling for British

car projects and stumbled across the
Jensen GT. The car was a running,
driving example which had not been
restored or messed with. However, the
car had serious rust issues. Evan didn't
care. He wanted to get the unique bird,
tweak the carbs and let her rip, tater
chip. And that is exactly what he did
after spending a few hours in the car
drinking hard seltzers and fantasizing
about a sleeper Jensen GT with a turbo
configuration slapped on from a later
Lotus. After replacing the rear float
chamber valve, both carb diaphragms,
then a bit of tuning, the 16V Lotus engine
was ready to be redlined until the timing
belt snapped. Evan wanted to see what
the aluminum four-cylinder engine would
do, so he slapped the temporary Utah
registration on the car and blew out

of the driveway down an old country
road with his foot to the floor. The
engine sounded great and was eager
to move the shooting brake along. He
felt bad asking the car to wake up too
quickly, but also knew of the intangible

relationship between man and machine.
The car ran great and continued to
surprise him. For the next two days

he tinkered and drove the car around
Upstate New York. The car now sleeps
in The Barn and will be receiving two

40 DCOE carburetors the next time he's
back. Perhaps he can ask a little more
of it. Time will tell.

This shared passion for British cars, our
efforts in restoring them, and the time
spent together are irreplaceable. These
cars are more than just machines; they
are a connection to our past, a way to
bond in the present, and a tradition we
hope to pass on to future generations.
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by David Mathias

ver the decades I have
owned literally dozens of
British and German sports
cars. I can’t say this without
likening myself to a character in Aesop’s
Fables about the grasshopper and the
ant. The ant is wise. He works hard,
saves his money and is both thrifty,
conservative and probably drives a
Toyota. The grasshopper spends his
days dancing, eating, drinking and
enjoying life. I am the grasshopper.
Over the years, my father would
help me rebuild engines, grind and
adjust valves, synchronize carburetors
and do brake jobs on my Brit cars.
When I test drove my '66 TR4A after
rebuilding the engine with my dad, he
told my mother it was the biggest grin
he had ever seen on my face. As this
was our first rebuild project together,
I'believe he was right.
During my foray with British cars,
I have had to crank-start a ‘64 TR4 (to
the amazement of onlookers), repair
wiper blades on a’72 MGB GT on
the side of a highway in the middle of
a rainstorm, and find a creative way of
stopping another Triumph on my way
home from purchasing it when the
brakes gave out. As the man on TV says,
but wait, there’s more. I drove an entire
winter in a'65 TR4 with a piece of
plywood for a driver’s side window, had
a Renault stretch an extra three inches
when a farmer pulled me out of a ditch
with his tractor in the middle of a winter
ice storm, and to top it all off, drove my
friend’s 74 MG backwards at 55 mph
off an icy road into the Rat River.
I missed hitting the concrete bridge by
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mere inches. Thank God, the river was
actually a creek—but nonetheless, scary
at night when you open the door and
water starts rushing in. Coincidently,
37 years later, I mentioned that story

to a mechanic in the Fox Valley.
Apparently, he had heard the story
before, as his brother ended up buying
the car years later from my friend.

I guess the story stuck with the car.

“ There’s an enjoyment of
going topless in a British
sports car...that is almost

beyond description. ,,

There are many more white-knuckle
experiences than I care to remember or
am too embarrassed to share.

British sports cars have three things
going against them; they aren’t safe, they
aren’t reliable, and for long distances
they’re not all that comfortable. So why
are people still driving these cars?

Take a three-hour topless drive out on
County Road K between Conover,
Wisconsin, and Highway 51 with a
stop at Star Lake, or drive to Iron River,
Michigan, under a canopy of trees with
the top downina’53 MGTD to geta
cup of coffee. Maybe a day trip to Bond
Falls or the Porcupine Mountains in
the Upper Peninsula is more to your
liking. There’s an enjoyment of going
topless in a British sports car, or any

convertible for that matter, that is
almost beyond description.

In another month, my wife and
I will be celebrating our wedding
anniversary by driving north along
the east shore of Minnesota, to take in
the fall colors. The excursion will be
as topless as weather permits. Come
October first, these temperamental
little treasures will be in garages,
pole barns and sheds, covered,
batteries removed, with large pieces
of cardboard underneath to catch the
oil drips. They all leak. And I will
once again drive my rusty, trustworthy
Chevy Suburban. I will be the ant,
or patiently pretend to be, until the
following spring.

David Mathias is a retired advertising exec,
author, and screenwriter living on a smalll
lake near Phelps, Michigan. Find more of
his work at: authordavidmathias.com.



inspected my machine from grille

to tailpipe. This was going to be

my car’s first ever road adventure

since its completion. All fluids
met approval; the radiator, oil pan,
and master cylinder passed inspection.
My insurance agent had picked my
pocket once again, and a new license
plate adorned the rear. I was legal and
raring to go.

I slid into the black leather seat
with red piping like an otter into a river,
and the accessory shoulder harness
fit snugly across my chest and waist
in anticipation of our maiden voyage.
Then I realized I had forgotten to get
the key out of its hiding spot on the
other side of the barn.

Dang! I unfastened the seat belt,
pulled the door’s ripcord, yoga stretched
my way out of the cockpit, retrieved the
key, and eased myself back into the seat
again, closing the door with a “clunk.”

With the ignition on and the choke
pulled out far enough to sufficiently
strangle the SUs, I gave the starter a tug,
another tug, and yet another. Old Man
Time had taken a long nap since the
last occasion when I had coaxed the car
to life. After a moment, I gave another
tug and “vrooooom” the four cylinders
roared to life like a raging chihuahua.
Now it was: adjust choke, knock shifter
against knee, grind into reverse, and
attempt to overcome friction at the
wheel. Note to self: extend the steering
wheel past thighs.

Like a grinning Cheshire Cat,

I rolled out of the barn and onto the
gravel drive. Then, with an enthusiastic
wave goodbye to my nervous wife, I
exited the safety of our home turf and
entered Bowman Loop for the first test
drive of the season.

What joy, what rapture to peel
around Dead Man’s Curve, open
the throttle, range through the gears,

by Ned Serleth

feel the wind in my graying hair,

and head out on the open country

road. Everything was going my way,
everything that is except the original
Jaeger fuel gauge indicated empty and
the speedometer needle wasn’t budging.
Thankfully, oil, water, and tach gauges
seemed up to snuff. Note to self: check
speedometer and its cable and get fuel
gauge rebuilt.

After happily motoring a couple
miles, I decided to turn onto Ryan Loop
and circle around at the local Baptist
church. Turn signal on, I reached
the corner, applied the brakes, and
suddenly wondered how far the pedal
would depress before the car could
safely negotiate the turn. The brake
pedal, now nearly to the floor, finally
slowed black beauty and me to a safer
speed, and we were able to turn right
onto Ryan Road. Note to self: adjust and
bleed the brakes, again.
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I powered down, momentarily
finding reverse before second, then
circumnavigated the Baptist church
parking lot before heading back to
Bowman with a newfound sense of
caution. Sitting at the stop sign, a truck
passed with the driver’s thumbs up,
which I proudly acknowledged, then
I turned back onto Bowman Loop.

As I maneuvered through the gears,
caution joined the wind in my hair till
reaching Dead Man’s Curve where I
enthusiastically pumped the brakes so
as not to end up in someone’s front yard.

Although another quarter mile
brought the two of us safely back to the
stable, my excitement, like a waning
crescent moon, left a scowl across my
face. Much work needed to be done
before the next outing.

Now, you might wish that would
be the end of my tale, but no. This
narrative, like a barking dog that won’t
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stop, has at least another thousand
words to go.

... So, I pulled in, parked above the
plastic sheet with the oil absorbent cat
litter, and turned the key to off. The
motor dieseled a few fitful coughs then
followed the ignition’s suggestion.

Note to self: research cause for dieseling.

After unstrapping, uncoiling, and
making a pit stop of my own, I returned
to the barn, coffee in hand, only to find
a large puddle of antifreeze spreading
across the stall’s floor. “Oh, great,” I
thought, “the radiator or core plugs
have failed me.” I mopped up the mess
with an old t-shirt, lifted the bonnet,
and gave the cooling system a Doctor
Dread check-up. Diagnosis: I had over-
filled the radiator when topping it off
to safeguard against old man winter’s
freezing temps. At least now I knew
the overflow pipe wasn’t clogged with
mud daubers.

After the antifreeze cleanup, it was
time to bleed and adjust the brakes,
again. I enlisted Ted and the use of
a pressure bleeder. Try as we might,
although the pressure bleeder didn't
bleed too well, two tires went flat.
Once again, the old school method
with Ted at the controls came into play.
Alas, the pedal still continued on its
earlier journey to that famous little city
in Mali.

Hat in hand, I ran to the MG
Experience forum for some much
needed advice. Barney Gaylord was
the first to respond, and I quote:
“Occasionally a %" bore master cylinder
may find its way into an MGA. If so,
then it takes nearly the full pedal stroke
to make it work, like bury the pedal in
the carpet for a fast stop. It is actually
less pedal force required, just a much
longer pedal stroke.” Unlike so many
times before, I decided to heed the
Guru’s advice this time and simply



accept the brakes’ idiosyncrasies.
Someday, maybe I'll pull the master
cylinder and check my initial rebuild.
I've been known to mess things up a

time or two.

With the brakes bled, again, the next
step was to order a new speedometer
cable, (Moss part # 331-110), since the
other had broken off at the gearbox.
Apparently, the gears or whatever’s
inside the housing were frozen, so I
removed the kph speedometer and
drowned it in WD-40. After testing
it with the DeWalt and coming away
satisfied, I replaced the original 59,000
kilometer Jaeger and removed its little
brother, the fuel gauge, leaving a one-
eyed dash. Anyway, with the gauge
removed, [ instituted my plan.

I'sent an e-mail to West Valley
Instruments in Reseda, California, and
asked if they might consider trading
work on my Jaeger fuel gauge for all the
extra gauges and parts my late friend

Bill had handed down to me after he
had stripped down his 58 MGA. The
shop in Reseda was willing to knock off
a few bucks on the rebuild in exchange,
so I sent the whole kit-n-caboodle.

The new speedo cable soon arrived,
and I was able to crawl under the car
again to replace it. Let me tell you,
spelunking in Blue Spring Cave has
nothing on working under an MGA
while attempting to screw one end of a
speedo cable to the gearbox. Although
thumb and forefinger cramped in the
process, and I was able to lotion my back
with 30-weight like I had done so many
times before, my military training came
in handy once again. I accomplished
the mission.

Finally, I adjusted the banjo steering
wheel then Googled the following
question: Why does my MGA diesel?
Wouldn't you know it, back to the MG
Experience I went where a fellow
aficionado suggested the following:

Hey Moss Motoring, | had a crazy idea. What if Howard
Stacy, the fellow that did the Gremlin cartoon, drew one
to go along with the Maiden Voyage? Plenty of gremlins
b surfaced during that first road test. | think the readers
would enjoy the artwork. | loved the last one! —Ned

“I wouldn’t worry about it. Stick it in
third when you shut it off and let the
clutch out with your foot on the brake
to stop the engine. These things always
suffered from run-on.”

Well, there you go. The brakes
would stop me with some persuasion.
The speedometer, complete with a new
cable, continued to drip WD-40 onto
the new carpet. The radiator had found
its optimum fluid level. The steering
wheel was extended. And although the
dash still resembled a one-eyed tomcat, I
fed the tank my last five gallons of lawn
mower gas. Yes, sir, I was ready to sally
forth once again. This time I'd venture
even further afield, turn off Bowman
Loop and head out onto Potato Farm
Road. What I couldn’t understand was
why my lovely wife wouldn’t join me.

I mean it’s an MG. “Safety First,” you
know. M
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WITH THE WORLD

by Glen & Jill Moore

e purchased another
British car. Yes, we
already had a collection
of MGs in the garage. Is
this a disease or just an obsession? Took
all the paperwork to the county tax
collector’s office to pay the sales taxes,
get the car an updated title, and obtain a
license plate. In Florida, the county tax
collectors manage those functions for
the Department of Motor Vehicles, as
well as driver’s licenses.
As the clerk was shifting through
all the paperwork that I had brought,
she asked, “What kind of a car is it?”
“MG”, I'responded. “No, who was the

manufacturer of the car?” To see her
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reaction, I again responded, “MG”.
I'received a blank look as her eyes rose
from the paperwork to look at my face.
“MG was a car company in England
that began manufacturing cars in 1923,
continuing through 1980. Look in your
computer on the list of manufacturers
and scroll down to the letter ‘M’.” “MG
is there!” she exclaimed.

Here is a person who spends five
days a week reviewing cars and she
has never experienced an MG. Not
even seeing the name MG, much less
setting eyes on a car manufactured by
MG. The world no longer knows MG.
For the British classic car hobby to

survive, the cars must be shared with

a broad audience. It is every owner’s
responsibility to tell the world.
To accomplish this, our cars must
be exhibited alongside vehicles of other
manufacturers and countries of origin.
Cars and Coffee events have become
popular over the past decade, growing
to over 200 every weekend in the US.
Any chance to interact with people
interested in classic British cars will be a
step forward in continuing our hobby.
Then, there are major car events.
To illustrate participation in events that
attract media coverage and share cars
with large audiences, I have three stories
to share.



‘Photo by Russ Muller

Hot Rod Power Tour

Jim Young and his two sons, A.].
and Daniel, enjoy watching YouTube
mechanic videos, with JunkYard
Digs and Dylan McCool among their
favorites. In one of the videos, the host
picked up a car that he said would be
perfect for the Hot Rod Power Tour.
Jim had never heard of the HRPT and
began some research.

The Hot Rod Power Tour is a
five-day run from one city to another,
with beginning and ending points
at race tracks or event venues. The
afternoon stops sometimes have
options for participating in drag races
or autocrosses. It is held annually,
drawing 6,000 entrants and 100,000
spectators. The 2023 edition began at
Atlanta Motor Speedway, in Hampton,
Georgia, wound through back roads in
the Carolinas, some steep and twisty,
and ended at Bristol Motor Speedway

in Tennessee. Jim was intrigued and

decided to participate with Daniel in
the navigator’s seat.

Many options are available, from
participating in just a single day’s event
to the complete tour, known as the
Long Hauler. Rally-type instructions
for each day’s route are provided, but
participants often select their own
routes, reducing road congestion and
providing for personal-interest stops
along the way. Suggested start times and
arrival at the day’s end are published,
but flexibility is the norm.

Jim chose his 1977 MGB to
run the Long Hauler. They took a
backroad route from Florida to the
start near Atlanta, taking a leisurely
two days for the drive. For the daily
Power Tour drives, Google Maps set
to “no highways” provided them with
alternative route options, allowing them
to choose places of interest for visits
along the drive. Every afternoon stop
was a huge car show, free for spectators,

affording many opportunities to share
their MGB with others.

A few challenges were thrown at
them along the way—loose lug nuts,
a broken cooling fan wire, and a bad
connection on the alternator. They were
prepared with spares and tools, losing
little time for repairs. Jim emphasizes
that on any long journey, you should be
prepared for what might go wrong.

“Just get in your car and drive. The
drive is the experience, but take your
time to get to each event. Stop and see
local attractions. Some of the best times
are when Power Tourers get together
at hotels and visit with each other and
talk about their cars. Another neat
thing that happens is Power Tourers
give away Matchbox and Hot Wheels
cars to young kids who are at the
different venues and to kids along the
backroads waving as we drive through
small towns.”
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The Great Race

The Great Race is a nine-day time/
speed/distance rally where competitors
compete against the clock rather than
a race for speed. Entrants can only
use a speedometer, a clock, and one
stopwatch. Odometers, GPS, digital
watches, or other measuring devices
are not allowed. The event is limited
to pre-1974 cars and has a field limit of
160 cars. The 2023 Great Race began
in St. Augustine, Florida, and finished
in Colorado Springs, Colorado, a
2,300-mile trek.

As Gary and Terri Jones of Bedford,
New Hampshire, contemplated their
upcoming retirement and how to spend
the remaining active years, they both
found the idea of competing in the
Great Race appealing and became even
more excited when they realized that
their 1962 MGA was eligible.

Each car has a driver and a
navigator. Gary states, “It did not take
us long to determine our roles; I would
be the driver having all the fun and
Terri would be the navigator doing
all the work! We had decided to get

a feel for the Great Race and observe
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the first few days of the 2022 race
starting in Warwick, Rhode Island.

We were immediately impressed by

the friendliness and openness of both
participants and the Great Race staff,
all willing to answer the many questions
we had.”

Gary focused on preparing the
MGA for 2023, rebuilding all systems,
checking every nut and bolt and every
wire. The boot and spare battery box
were filled with tools and spare parts.
A Timewise Speedometer, extremely
accurate, was mounted on the dash. A
luggage rack was added to carry their
clothes in waterproof duffles. Terri had
much to learn about the navigational
challenges. She attended a rookie
navigator class and began collecting
all needed supplies—pencils, markers,
hole punch, analog clock, stopwatch,
and homemade driving charts. Their
summer preparation and practice
took them through 3,400 miles of
New England.

They made the journey from
New England to St. Augustine to
begin the race. Terri describes the

rally experience: “We made our way
through sometimes up to 66 pages of
daily instructions, only knowing the
cities where we would be stopping for
lunch and our daily end point. We went
through several towns that seemed to
appear out of nowhere and we were met
with people in lawn chairs, waving flags
and blowing horns to greet us; it was
remarkable to see!”

The lengthy instructions and many
speed changes tested their navigation
preparation. Terri said, “We have to be
honest and say there were occasional
moments of panic as we learned to
‘work the problem,” which is my way
of saying we made a mistake and had
to figure our way through it. But, that
is where the real ‘win’ came into play.
We learned SO MUCH!”

The experience was one that they
wanted to repeat. Gary and Terri will
again challenge the Great Race in
2024. One of the lunch stops will be
at the New England Race Museum,
in Loudon, New Hampshire, near
their hometown. How could they miss
this one?
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Amelia Island

Amelia Island Concours d’Elegance
is one of the world’s top car events. It
has a multiple-day schedule with a wide
variety of activities from seminars, to
black-tie dinners, to test rides in new
cars (think Porsche and McLaren), to an
exclusive car show on the Ritz-Carlton’s
golf course. A quality show field.

On retiring from MG vintage racing,
my wife, Jill, and I decided to focus on
slower-moving car events. Although
we held a belief that we would never
own a car that would be eligible for
an invitation to Amelia, filling out
an application is a no-risk option.

To increase our chances, we applied
twice. Surprisingly, both cars received
invitations. It would be impossible to
show two cars, so the restored MGTC
was left at home and the preserved
MGTC with a well-documented racing
history was selected.

Although many hours had been
spent preparing the TC race car
over three years, preparation for
a Concours requires much more.
Projects were underway every day
between the invitation and the event,
twisting wrenches, fine detailing, and
researching history. Judges have to pick
among the tiniest details to differentiate
among cars in a class and no detail can
be overlooked. Representing the MG
marque on such a grand stage deserves
quality presentation.

On Friday, The Eight Flags Tour,

a police-escorted drive along the
coast, is offered to cars invited to the
Concours. The drive ends in downtown

Fernandina Beach with all the parking
spots along the main street reserved.
This provides an opportunity for car
enthusiasts to view the show cars up
close for free, rather than paying the
$175 day-of-show spectator ticket price.
The forecasted heavy rainstorms came
near the end of the drive, challenging in
a car with no top and windshield.

Early Sunday morning the cars
are arranged on the show field so that
the judging can take place prior to
the opening of the spectator gates.

The MGTC was placed in the Race
Cars 1946-1955 class, judged by Lyn
St. James, an accomplished race driver,
and Kim Barnes, manager for Michelin
classic car tires and a collector of British
cars. Being invited to any Concours
event is a win. The opportunity to
share the history of MG and its role in
road racing with a large group of classic
car enthusiasts was reward enough.
Later that day, the blue ribbon was
hung on the wet TC radiator cap. An
unexpected Best in Class award.

Jill still tells everyone, “The best
part of The Amelia was the Eight Flags
Tour. When we drove into downtown in
the rain, the crowd was applauding!” I
focused more on the Sunday Concours.
Just the opportunity to spend time with
Lyn St. James and Kim Barnes was
worth the effort of making the show.
The Amelia patrons are now aware of
MG'’s role in automotive history and
road racing. Many memories were made
interacting with the spectators.

Photo by Lonnie Cook

With the adventure of participating
in The Amelia still creating excitement
every time our minds reflect on the
experience, Jill and I are looking
forward to continuing our participation
in Concours events. A couple of
invitation letters have arrived.

Join a club drive and take your MG
out in public. Enter a non-MG car event
close to home. Give some thought to
a grand-scale event that might stretch
your sense of adventure. There are
many ways to enjoy owning and driving
a classic British car while sharing it with

the world. #M

Jill and Glen Moore are Florida
MG enthusiasts who have
enjoyed MGs in vintage racing,
MG club events with multiple
MG clubs, attending the MG
Centenary and MG 100 in
England, and writing articles and
sharing photos about the MG
margue in magazines and other
print publications.
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‘The HS420 Timousing o sem ae

other changes to suit the Middle East
market such as uprated cooling system

aguar, who once owned Daimler,

was in need of a much larger

limousine car for the livery

trade, funeral homes, for UK and
foreign royalty and high government
officials, so the DS420 was born circa
1962 on a 21-inch wheelbase stretch
of the Jaguar Mark X saloon. The
DS420 had a long-running history, the
last being made in 1996, with some
exported to Europe, the Middle East,
New Zealand, and Australia. Over
these years the car’s engines were up
sized from the launch 3.8-liter XK to
the 4.2 XK. The DS420 was in fact the
last use of the famous XK engine first
launched in 1948 in the XK120.

In the mid 1980s, Jaguar in the USA
was only a two-car company, the XJ6
sedans and the XJS sport coupe, and
there was consideration of expanding
the range and marketing the DS420
here. This would entail considerable
engineering modifications to comply
with the complex and ever-changing
US safety and emission standards.
Work on this concept began as early
as 1982, and this incorporated some
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and air conditioning with front and
rear controls. Many additional changes
were needed such as large tail lamps
(borrowed from the MGB), door
intrusion beams, head restraints, and
more robust bumpers. The list got
longer and longer as time dragged on.
Finally, circa 1986, two US spec
left-hand-drive cars were produced. A
maroon one was sent to Jaguar’s Leonia,
New Jersey, national headquarters,
and a dark blue one to the west coast
offices in Brisbane, California, where
I worked. These were intended for
trials with customers. But on the west
coast no one could quite figure out how
to approach, or interest, any potential
buyers if Jaguar chose to move forward
with the importation plan, so the car
hung around our offices and the parts
warehouse mostly unused and in the
way. Besides me, none of the staff had
any interest in driving this neglected
beast as a company car. I borrowed
it on weekends to keep the battery
charged up and to stay on top of any

issues it developed, which seemed to
mostly revolve around the dual control
air conditioning cobbled from the

X]J6 Series I1I car.

I'recall one year, perhaps it was
September 1987, at the annual Palo
Alto British Car Meet, when I took the
limo to display it. Not that there were
many potential buyers among the MG,
Austin-Healey, Morris Minor, Mini,
Land Rover, Lotus, and Jaguar sports
car owners, but I always liked to show
off the latest, or most unusual and rarely
seen of the company products. This
500-car event was run for over 30 years
by my good friend, Rick Feibusch and
his wife Carolyn. Carolyn and a friend
operated the gate, collecting the $20
entry fee, which was almost always in
cash. I was paranoid of having so much
cash on hand, I mean by the end of the
day it could easily have been in the
range of $10,000. They assured me it
was safe as they periodically hid the
money under the seat of their locked

Chevy El Camino in a paper bag.



Well, toward the end of the day the
organizers and crew were tasked with
cleaning up and leaving the field free
of trash so Palo Alto would welcome
us back the next year, and this was done
by driving around in cars and picking
up any leftover litter—although British
car enthusiast are notoriously tidy.
Some of the detritus of the day was glass
containers and aluminum cans, and
after the park was cleared of cars, the
resident homeless contingent emerged
from the periphery of the park and
descended to sort out the bottles and
cans to turn in for a deposit.

It was Rick's custom to take all the
volunteer crew out to dinner after the
event as thanks and to discuss how the
day went. I thought that taking everyone
in the limo would be a classy treat.
Somewhere halfway to the restaurant
Rick asked Carolyn where the bag of
money was. She replied that it was in a
paper bag on the floor of their car under
the seat. At that, one of the helpers
then said she had discarded ALL the
materials on the floor after the field
clean up!

Immediately, the big Daimler made
an abrupt U-turn and hastened at best
possible speed. Arriving back at the
park with Handel's Royal Fireworks
blasting on the stereo, a full crew of
passengers disembarked like a circus
act and began pawing through the trash
container much to the total amazement
of the lethargic hobos standing nearby.
Soon the bag was found by one of the
crew and she shouted out, waving a
fistful of $20 bills in the air, "I found it,
I'found it!" We quickly reboarded the
Daimler and were off, trailing classical
music, and leaving the homeless now
fully alert and vigorously resorting the
trash bin!

It was sometime after this that
the powers that be in the Leonia
headquarters said the limo should be
sold. Our zone manager arranged a
private sale to the owner of a Jaguar
dealership in Palm Springs, and that
is the last I heard of it. It would be
interesting to know what became of this
car. Being Palm Springs, I wonder if
he ever sorted out the air conditioning?

MM

In April 1975, John was hired

at the Western Zone offices of
British Leyland as a warranty
claims assessor. He spent 32
years with the company in

the warranty department with
increasing levels of responsibility
and territory. Although the
company changed names about
every five years, it remained
essentially the same firm ending
up as Jaguar Land Rover

North America.

MossMotoring.com 21



=

n unusual bit of luck

and an opportunity was

presented to the Golden

Gate Austin-Healey Club
(GGAHC). It was an inquiry from an
attorney who wanted to run an ad for
a car. He described it as a “very rough”
Austin-Healey and sent a couple of
pictures. I gave him a call and learned
he had purchased a dilapidated house
where the owner had died and left no
heirs. The house was indeed a train
wreck, falling in, and uninhabitable.
However, in the garage was a Jaguar
120 roadster with a freshly rebuilt
motor, clean and straight body, and
ready for paint. It was a classic case of a
project with “some assembly required”
written all over it.

There was also a neglected

Austin-Healey BN 1. The interior
and exterior trim were off, the body
had been hand sanded in anticipation
of receiving final body work and
primer, and bits and pieces were
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A GOLDEN OPPORTUNITY. c.scxy

stacked in various areas of the badly
deteriorated garage.

The car had to be moved or risk
being crushed during the pending
demolition of the house. My son Haden
and I drove to San Jose armed with
flashlights, gloves, basic tools, and
masks. We expected to find the usual
collection of odd parts, rusted panels,
missing pieces, and little of interest
other than as a parts car. To the contrary
we stumbled onto a very complete,
straight car that might be coaxed back
to life.

It had been purchased by the
deceased in 1961, last registered in
1978, and thereafter stored in the
garage. My immediate inclination
was that the vehicle needed to be
rescued, restored, and placed in a good
home. And then I'had a late night
epiphany: I floated the concept to the
Board for (1) the Club acquiring the
car, (2) vetting it, and (3) finding a
new owner.

The GGAHC Board considered
using the Healey as a fundraiser to
offset costs for future club events if
the car was fairly complete, if it was in
good condition, if the car would run
with minimal effort, and if it could be
purchased for a good price. Lots of ifs.

The club negotiated a mutually
agreeable price and planned to pick
up the car a couple weeks later. At
this point Haden and I were the only
members who had seen the car in-
person, and the Board was relying on a
dozen or so pictures taken in the dark,
dilapidated building ready to fall in on
itself. So, there was more than a little
risk and faith involved in the purchase.

On the fateful pick-up day, the
GGAHC president intentionally
arrived a little early to scope the place
out uninterrupted, took pictures and
video of the car in situ. And there it
was—flat tires, dusty and neglected,
hemmed in behind piles of parts,
random building supply detritus and a
barely-operable garage door.



But, after the wheels were replaced
with round versions, the junk was
cleared, the rickety garage door rolled
open, and a tow rope wrapped around
the rear axle, the car moved for the first
time in over 40 years—albeit not under

its own power, and not without a bit
of drama. While moving the car the
property owner tried a little too hard
to open a garage door wider, which
resulted in the entire structure leaning
to the left with the car directly in the
cross hairs of a near collapse. Rescued
in the nick of time! Had the property
not been scheduled for demolition,
there is a strong likelihood that both the
BIN1 and its Jag 120 stablemate would
have become lost within a few months
without outside intervention.

Once clear of the garage we
learned the engine turned by hand, the
radiator held water, and there was only
a normal-sized oil slick beneath the
engine. All good signs. The trip on the
flatbed trailer to the coin-op car wash
was thankfully uneventful, and while

it didn’t polish to a shine, at least the
hot soapy water took care of most of the
surface dirt and under-hood grime. Oh,
and the floor pans held water. Another
good sign.

March 4% of 2023 was the annual
Tech Session of the Club, once again
hosted by Dave Nock at his shop in
Stockton, British Car Specialists. The
Healey was ready for a checkup and
initial diagnosis. Several amateur Club
Wing Nuts showed up to observe,
assist, peer over shoulders, get dirty,
and generally help out in any way
possible to revive the long slumbering
subject of the Club’s new venture into a
collaboration project vehicle.

The day before the Tech Session
a test was performed to start the
car. Fluids were changed, fresh fuel
made available, fresh points installed,
and a healthy jolt of fresh electrons
provided. Remarkably the engine came
to life—briefly before two push rods
jammed and bent. The head came off,
was dismantled and cleaned, carbs

cleaned, brakes rebuilt, but little else
needed doing. A couple days later, a few
GGAHC members met to evaluate the
car and help in the resurrection. Battery
connected, key turned on, starter button
pushed, and it came to life with a roar.
120+ PSI in each cylinder. 60 pounds
of Oil pressure. Strong spark. Idles
forever at 160 degrees—could we be

so fortunate?

It turns out, this is a very early
(body number 153), first-year BN 1
built in the first weeks of production
and finished June 30, 1953. One source
(“Austin-Healey 100 & 3000 Series”
by Graham Robson) indicates only
94 BN1s had been produced at the
Longbridge factory through the end of
July 1953. So, this car is likely among
the first hundred.

The first couple hundred BN1s
had aluminum alloy bodies, two-piece
dashes, unusual transmission covers,
and door curtains (missing from
this car). All BN 1s had parts numbered

to correspond to the body number
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and this car retains its aluminum

numbered cockpit moldings but does
not have the numbered bonnet/hood.
The original engine had been replaced
with one from a BN2. This BN rolled
out painted Healey Grey, which is a
non-metallic Healey Blue, trimmed

in blue and exported to the US with
typical equipment (overdrive, adjustable
steering column, standard differential
ratio, etc.).

The one piece that was missing
from the initial sweep of the property
was a rare, numbered piece of the
cockpit trim. Repeated searches
produced no results. A kindly neighbor
who had known the owner took his
own initiative to venture another
look. On a whim he looked under the
kitchen sink, and tucked waaaay in
the back was the sought after piece of
aluminum with #153 clearly stamped
on it. Perseverance pays off, and it is
a message to all to clearly catalog and
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label everything when disassembling
a project car. On another note, we
came across old clothing of the owner,
specifically his WWII army uniform.
The patches indicated the gentleman
was a combat veteran whose unit was
among the first US Army troops to
liberate Berlin.

So, what has happened to our
project? The original idea was to
present it at California Healey Week in
Lake Tahoe as an auction item, hoping
that the history and provenance of the
car might generate some interest from
a clearly knowledgeable fan base, both
locally and nationally. What we quickly
learned is that navigating the regulatory
morass of registering as an entity legally
able to host an auction is a nightmare.

Instead, we set what we believed
to be a reasonable price and trailered
it to the Dixon auto meet. The car was
proudly displayed next to a similar
vintage and well-prepared Healey.

A curious gentleman from Southern
California circled back about four times
to take a peek. Serious negotiations
quickly ensued, checks and ownership
papers were exchanged, and our project
is now safely and proudly displayed
next to the new owner’s road-going
Healey. Announced plans are to keep it

“asis.” MM,

Author’s Note: The Golden Gate
Chapter of the Austin-Healey club
network (GGAHC) has a continuous
history dating from 1970, and has
operated over the years under
different names. It is officially
affiliated with the Austin-Healey
Club of America (AHCA). It boasts
nearly 200 members concentrated
in Northern California but distributed
throughout California and several
other states.



Mosom Plus Car Covers

Four layers of affordable protection. The outer two layers
are Spunbond Polypropylene, the middle layer is a special
micro-porous film and the inside layer
is super soft fabric. The middle layer
is a breathable moisture barrier, and
the cotton-flock inner layer pampers
the most delicate paint finish. It is

a great choice for an all-around

car cover! 2-year warranty. Search ‘Mosom’
at MossMotors.com

Moss Car Care is formulated with automotive enthusiasts in mind!
Our products are designed to be both safe and effective, so you can clean your vehicle with
confidence. From our easy-to-use Wash & Wax and Quick Detail Spray, to our pH-balanced
All Purpose Cleaner and Heavy Duty Degreaser that tackles tough grit and grime, we have all
the solutions you need to keep your vehicle looking its best.

Tire Flat Spot Protectors

Flat Spot Protectors are essential for protecting the
lifespan and performance of your tires. Suitable for vehicles
up to 8800Ibs with 10" to 18" x 7"
wheels, our flat spot protectors
benefit from a durable, high-visibility,
interlocking design and are supplied
in pairs. Flat spot protectors minimize
stress exerted on the tire and prevent
sidewall cracks and flat spots forming
during storage.

Buy online
at MossMotors.com
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OEM Quality. Fans Fan Kits

Revotec fans are OEM-quality and come Designed specifically to fit your classic
in various diameters from 167 to 385 mm  car, installation is quick and easy with no
or as part of a custom fan kit, specifically  permanent modifications. Our Revotec
designed for the make and model of your  kits use a precise electronic controller to

classic car. Revotec fan assemblies are enable easy adjustment and are designed
designed to run continuously with no loss  to replace the original mechanical fan.
of performance or reliability. The high Unlike other kits that use universal

quality motor features bearings rather than mounts, these kits use specific laser-
bushings for reduced friction. The cases cut brackets that install directly to the
are fully waterproof with finger guards radiator mounts.

for safety.
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Shop Revotec online
at MossMotors.com




