
 

What is it? 
Last month, it was your editor’s ’77 MGB parts car, buried in nearly three feet of snow in 
Appalachia.  Al Cronk identified it, winning our contest, and  thus having his choice of this 
cover picture. He writes:  “I would like to have one of Colin’s pictures on the next issue of the 
Spanner.  Colin has a unique and very appealing writing style, and it has been quite a while 
since we have heard from him.  Let’s give his work the full front page treatment this time.   

See Colin Pritchard’s story on page 15! 
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From the President’s Garage…         
Mark Jones 

Since John Macartney’s talk about Sir John Black was so well received, I’ve 
asked John back again to talk about working at Triumph and British 
Leyland, and the little incidents that happened, I’m sure it will be a very 
entertaining talk.  This talk will take place Wednesday, March 10, at 6pm. I 
will send out an invitation to the membership a couple days before the talk.


I’d like to formally welcome new members David Gooch and Ian 
MacDonald.  David owns a 1965 Alpine and joined back in January.  Ian has 
a 1960 Austin Healey Sprite Mk III and joined in February.  Welcome to both 
of you, hopefully we’ll be able to put a face to the name later this year.


As you are aware, there was no AGM in January, which meant no event planning for 2021, which 
with the virus still affecting our lives, no plans could be made.  I hope we are able to hold a number 
club events this summer where we can get together in larger numbers and get reacquainted with 
one another. 


We also didn’t elect a new Executive group.  Fortunately, our present Executive were kind enough to 
all say yes to continuing on for another year, thanks to you all.  For myself personally, this will be my 
last year as President.  I will not be putting my name forward in 2022.


Mark 
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The Spanner is the 
monthly newsletter of 

the BBCC. 
Articles, pictures, ideas, 
etc. are welcomed and 

are to be submitted 
by the 20th of each 

month for inclusion in 
the next 

month’s newsletter. 
Forward items to: 
Allen Bachelder at 

bluewaterbritishcc@gmail.com 

The Bluewater British Car Club
promotes interest in acquiring, driving, maintaining, &
restoring all makes of British, and European Classics.

Membership is open to anyone with an interest in 
British and European cars. Meetings are held monthly, 

every 2nd Wednesday,
6:00 dinner, meeting 7:30 P.M. In addition, monthly club, 

driving and social events are
scheduled throughout the year.

2020 Club Executive
President: Mark Jones, bluewaterbritishcc@gmail.com Vice 

Pres: Michael Walton,  bluewaterbritishcc@gmail.com
Treasurer: Chris Gardner, bluewaterbritishcc@gmail.com
Secretary: Sandra Cronk, bluewaterbritishcc@gmail.com 

Spanner Editor: Allen Bachelder,   
bluewaterbritishcc@gmail.com



 

Coming March 10th, 6 PM… 

 The most entertaining Zoom meeting of the year! 
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“Days I recall 
that got a whole 
lot worse” 

 
Synopsis: 

 
The motor industry, like many others, sees incidents that are never publicised, as 
well as ‘happenings’ in the normal course of any working day. In most cases, these 
events are ones the PR people would never admit to! 

 
From his early days as a Jaguar apprentice until just before his retirement, John saw 
many of these situations and was reluctantly involved in some of his own. 

 
“Wrecking a jet engine because of a sneeze”, “Bending a Princess’s estate car” and 
“How to demolish a 40 foot plate glass showroom window – without even trying” 
are three such examples. But “Amos and the carwash” or “The GT6 that died of 
Shame” together with “Triumph Toledo with two doors on the left and one on the 
right” are others from an extensive repertoire! 

 
This light-hearted talk addresses some of those many behind-the-scenes incidents of 
yore – and the audience will certainly hear a number stories in which customers 
certainly played unwitting but very central roles! 

 

 
  

 



 

Clutch Chatter…           
Allen Bachelder 

Maybe I should rename her “Phoenix”.  She rose again from the ashes 
last night.  Well, no, “BriGiT” is her name. That’s what comes out when I 
try to pronounce “BGT”.  At one time, I owned a ’71 MG Midget, and I 
noted there were, in the Midget community, a number of Midgets named 
“Bridget”.  Makes sense, right?  “Bridget the Midget”.  Except in my 
case, I already had a “BriGiT”.  I named my Midget “Midge:” because 
that’s what it said on the lower right front wing:  
"M I D G E  :  “.   

That’s right, "M I D G E  :  “.   

You may wonder why the colon.  That’s not a colon, it’s two little holes in the front wing just 
after the letter “E”.  Can’t imagine what they’re for…  🙂   

But I digress.  “BriGiT”, it turns out was really the name of a very popular Irish pagan 
goddess. So popular indeed that when the Catholics spread to Ireland in the 5th Century, 
among all the deposed Irish pagan gods and goddesses, Brigit alone survived.  She was 
one popular goddess, and she wasn’t going anywhere! Those early Catholics understood 
the common-sense axiom that was just as significant then as now: “If you can’t lick ‘em, join 
‘em”.  So, instead, they Canonized BriGiT and she became known as “The Goddess who 
would not die”.  That seems an appropriate name for a 48 year-old MGB/GT - still used as 
fair-a weather daily driver.  

Except, on one fateful June 
15th back in 2019, her death 
seemed imminent. She flat-
out quit on my return from a 
club outing in Chatham that 
day. In swooped Al and 
S a n d r a i n t h e i r M G B , 
arranging transport to an 
appropriate emergency facility 
and that day BriGiT's life was 
spared. See “Clutch Chatter” 
in the July 2019 Spanner for 
further detail.  Al not only 
towed BriGiT to the facility (his 
shop), he diagnosed the 
problem: rotor.  Furthermore, 
he loaned us his rotor.  BriGiT 
made it back home without 
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incident. It seemed that, not 
unlike Samuel Clemens, the 
report of [her] death was an 
exaggeration.  

But, home again, BriGiT sat 
in her usual stall in the 
attached garage for several 
weeks before I attempted to 
move her - to exchange 
places with my C/GT in the 
shop. On that occasion, 
BriGiT did start, but while 
id l ing in the dr iveway 
awaiting the removal of said 
C / G T, s h e d i e d . S h e 
"stopped.. short… never to 
g o a g a i n … ” . - i f y o u 
remember the words for My 
Grandfather’s Clock.  I 
pushed her by hand (when 
Florrie was not looking) into 
her new home in my shop 

where she remains to this 
day. Successive attempts to start her revealed two things - one of which is an amazing 
reflection on the strength of these aftermarket gear-reduction starters.  Read on… 

It seems that on that fateful day in June, I had another theory about BriGiT’s initial failure: 
faulty fuel pump.  I know that temporarily, these electric pumps will pull from under the 
bonnet almost as well as they push from under the rear of the car.  I did a quick and dirty job 
of plumbing a spare fuel pump into what I 
carelessly thought was a fuel line. It was in 
fact one of the crankcase breather lines 
tha t runs f rom the ca rbs to the 
charcoal canister.  I know better, but hey, I 
said “quick and dirty” didn’t I. Lesson #1, 
don’t ever do anything “quick and dirty”!  

What I had yet to discover was that the 
entire crankcase had filled with gasoline. 
Not good. Recall from your high school 
physics: fluids don’t compress. At all. 
That’s why we have hydraulic brakes. I 
would think that the space vacated by the 
two ascending pistons at any given 
time would displace the fluid from the two 

March 1, 2021     5

Unusual combination of readings. No oil pressure, cold        
temperature, no fuel, no rpms, but 52 mph!  Hmmm… being 

towed!

 Broken Starter collar 



 

descending pistons but apparently it doesn’t work that way - or it’s above my pay-grade.  At 
any rate, the engine wouldn’t turn: Immovable object.  But that gear-reduction starter, it 
turned out, was the irresistible force! I’m not kidding.  Rather than stall, this starter rather 
broke its mounting collar and bent it sufficiently to free itself of the ring gear.  

The sheer physics of it all was mind-boggling! An interesting lesson unto itself.   

Add to all this woe, BriGiT had been running on a cracked head for several years.  I had 
another one all redone and waiting for her on a shelf in my shop.  This was the logical time 
to swap them out.  Of course, I also had to source a new starter collar.  Locating the 
manufacturer was quite a trick - but once found, he gave me a new collar! I didn’t expect 
that, but he insisted.  There are so many amazing people in this hobby!  

Then, to make matters even more complicated, I came down stricken with the 
dreaded “While-I’m-At-It” syndrome. "While I’m at it, why not clean up the engine bay?”  And 
I did.  I had some items powder coated, others were painted. The worst symptom of the 
dreaded “While-I’m-At-It” syndrome was a secret inner desire to keep my   A/C compressor 
from slipping and squealing on the drive belt. Call it a compulsion.  I couldn’t help 
myself. I had to do it.  

How to fix the squealing problem…  Hmmm.  On cars of the last 20 years or so, they use 
serpentine belts.   

Why not?   

Well, I learned some 
pretty darn good reasons 
why not, but if it really 
works, it just may be worth 
the pain and suffering, not 
to mention the time and 
expense. Heck, all I had 
to do was change all the 
pulleys at the front of the 
engine over to six-micro-
rib serpentine. Of course, 
first I had to find the 
pulleys. With some online 
r e s e a r c h o n M G 
Experience: I found the 
crank pulley from inline-
six-cylinder Jeeps, circa 
1990 would fit perfectly on 
an MGB crankshaft.  It 
turned out, that was the 
only criterion it met.  It 
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This is close to the final arrangement. The idler pressing down on 
the belt just to the left of the alternator ended up pressing down on 

the return loop underneath.



 

took a bunch of other machining to make it really fit. The surface where it meets the timing-
chain cover oil seal needed to be turned down to fit, and it included an additional bulk 
thickness that served no purpose in my application - it had to be machined off. ’Twas all 
done to the tune of about $100 US over the $50 I paid for it.  Then I found a four-cylinder 
Ford Ranger pulley for the water pump.  Back to the machine shop - it needed a center-bore 
expansion. The two remaining pulleys were a bit easier: the alternator pulley being found in 
a box of discarded pulleys at NAPA for $5, and the compressor pulley was easy to find 
online.  Ah, but this left me with another little problem. Even with a lot of material shaved off 
the front face of the crank pulley, it still required a longer pulley bolt than the ones on MGBs. 
And the size and thread count is 5/8”-16. The bolt is 5/8”diameter with 16 threads per inch 
on the length of the bolt.  But, nobody, and I mean NOBODY makes a 5/8” bolt with a thread 
count of 16.  The standard is 5/8”-18. Period!  To correct this, one fellow I met had his 
crankshaft drilled out in favor of a 5/8”-18 helicoil.  That’s a rather major, expensive solution. 
Eventually, I discovered that the same bolt was used on. A-series engines such as found in 
the Sprite, Midget, Austin, Mini, and Morris Minor.  What’s more, there is an extended one 
available for installing serpentine pulleys on these cars. Mini-Mania listed them but had none 
in stock when I ordered.  I had to go back to their source in the UK.  It differs from the 
original in that it is a 1/2” Allen head - but it is long enough and it works! 

Big decision: I decided to move the alternator to the left side of the engine. "While I was at  
it…”   ’Twas a move to reduce congestion on the right side and make the ignition system 
more accessible.  It did not make the project any easier. 
By mid-January, I had spun the engine a lot on the starter with the plugs out. There had 
been a problem: the belt wanted to jump one groove on the crank and compressor pulleys I  
solve that problem by moving the grooved idler down to a position where it pushed down on 
the return (lower)  loop from just to the right of the tensioner between alternator and crank 
pulleys (Remember: belt and pulleys turn clockwise). This kept the belt from riding off the 
tensioner just enough to jump one groove on the crank pulley - hence the compressor pulley 
also.  This neat little operation had to be carried out with the radiator in situ, hence no 
pictures.  It was so much fun!  It took me an entire evening to get one bolt on.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                        

Then it was time to try running it. But I had already learned from spinning it that I needed a 
new battery. The 17 year-old one was no longer cutting it. I remember a few years ago being 
aggravated at the cost of $30 batteries going up to $50.  The next time it was $90.  In 
January it was $150!  And this for a plain old garden-variety battery. Not gold-plated, not 
even premium - just a generic Brand-X battery. 

Next, I drained the old gasoline, blew out the lines, and replaced the fuel hoses and filter.  

Starting attempt #1: Tar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-flumf-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-
ar-ar-ar   ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-flumf-flumf-ar-ar-ar-
ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-ar-flumf-flumf-flumf-flumf-flumf-flumf-flumf-flumf-flumf-flumf 
flumf ..…………(flumf)……..<<flat-line>>………….. 
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I went back over the ignition. Did I have the spark wires in the right positions? Was there a   
spark at all cylinders? Was the timing right? Did I put the new timing notch on the crank 
pulley in the right place?  So many questions. I attended to them as well as I could. 

OK - remove the (expletive) carburetors!  Clean ‘em. Float-bowl on rear carb resembles 
what we in the US call a Federal Disaster Area.  I clean it thoroughly and reassemble.   
Strangely, front carb doesn’t look too bad, but I do the same. Reassemble and re-install both 
carbs.   

BINGO!  I’m in Happy-land…       ’ See  you on the  road… 

* * * * * 

Let’s Get Technical –  
By Dr Precocious Pantaloons, Automotive MD 

“Dear Mister Smarty-Pants”, 
I am thinking of converting my MGB to serpentine-belt drive.  Do 
you recommend the procedure? 

“Dear Mister Inquisitive”, 
 No. 

Driving till the Cows Come Home… 
 by Al Cronk 

    During my entire lifetime, I have never experienced a greater blow to my ego, nor total 
disillusionment for the Auto Mechanics trade, than I did during the summer of 1963.  The 
focus of my frustration was a problem that developed in my little British vehicle, a 1950 A-40 
Austin pick-up, while I was taking a 5-week summer course in Toronto.  I had driven from 
what is now Thunder Bay to Toronto with no issues at all, and after the first week, ventured 
off to Ottawa to check out an old car there.  On the way back to Toronto, however, things 
went terribly awry! 

    I had been driving at 50 mph along the secondary highways when I noticed that the little 
A-40 seemed to be laboring somewhat.  As minutes went by, the speedometer began a slow 
descent: 49, then 48, a few miles further, it dropped to 47.  No matter what I did with the 
choke, nothing improved the situation.  When my speed fell to around 35, I pulled over and 
made some adjustments to the carburetor, with no positive effect.  Thinking that I had 
picked up some bad gas at the last fill-up, I took the jerry can from the box that I had carried 
in case of an emergency, and, bypassing the tank and fuel pump, connected my siphon 
hose directly to the carburetor.  No difference: the engine would not rev up!   
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    In my spare parts behind 
the seats were a l l the 
perfectly functioning electrical 
components that had been 
on the truck before I replaced 
them with new ones before I 
left Thunder Bay.  One by 
one, I took off the new parts 
and installed the old - - - coil, 
spark plug wires, plugs, even 
an entire distributor!  No 
difference!  I had even 
bypassed the entire wiring 
harness by jumping a wire 
from the new battery directly 
to the coil.  I was at a total 
loss of what next to do. 

    I should mention that my 
passenger had not iced 
something that eluded me as 
we were slowly making our way along the highway: herds of cows were being attracted to 
us, and were running along the edge of the fields trying to catch up to us.  Of course, they 
were stopped once they came to a fence perpendicular to the highway, but in the next field, 
there were more cows that soon took notice and did the same thing.  We weren’t sure 
whether these bovines were hoping to stomp us to death, or whether they were simply 
responding to some kind of pheromones that we were emitting and were looking toward an 
amorous encounter with the little truck.  It was a rather unsettling situation.   

    Eventually, by the time we reached Toronto, the “clock” was reading 24 mph. and, for the 
next four weeks, never went above that reading.  At least, once in the big city, we were able 
to keep up to the street cars! 

    During the next two weeks, the faith I had in solving this dilemma diminished every day, 
even though one of my courses was, “Small Engines.”  My instructor had been a certified 
machinist and had rebuilt many of these Austin engines, but he had never driven British cars 
himself, so was unaware of their idiosyncrasies.  He gave me suggestions on possible 
causes for my enigma, but none of them seemed to work.  One of my classmates figured 
that there might be an exhaust restriction, but found no potato stuffed up the pipe, nor any 
significant accumulation of carbon at the end of the tailpipe; there was also no damage to 
the entirely new exhaust system that had been installed only two months earlier.  

    Even though the compression ranged from 115 to 120, I decided to remove the cylinder 
head and see if there were any internal irregularities.  There was one! Everything had a 
slight green tint!  I had never seen this before, but figured it had something to do with the 
engine’s performance.  There had been two indicators that something was wrong, then: first, 
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And here’s the little guy that caused Al so much grief…



 

the cows falling all over themselves to get to the truck; then, the green deposit.  
Unfortunately, I failed to read the significance of either of these clues at the time.  I lapped 
the valves and put the engine back together; the compression was now 120 on all cylinders.  
Unfortunately, top speed was still 24 mph! 

   I had been writing home to see if my dad and brother could help me out.  They had been 
kept abreast of what had been happening but couldn’t think of anything that I hadn’t tried 
already.  At this point, neither Dad nor I could have imagined that it was going to be he who 
would finally solve the puzzle.  As it was, I was a thousand miles from home, and had to do 
something, so I turned to the professionals. 

   Each day, for the next two weeks, the little truck was taken to a different garage in 
Etobicoke, Toronto’s west end; invariably, at the end of the day, I learned that the mechanics 
were dumbfounded as to why the engine wouldn’t rev up; whatever they did made no 
improvement at all.  Some of them charged for their time; others did not.  I should mention 
that a lot of garages in those days refused to work on English cars; in fact, about half of 
them wouldn’t.  My course was quickly coming to an end, and I had to do something 
differently; I decided to take the truck to Ensign Motors, the company that was importing 
these cars from Britain.  Surely, they could fix it. 

   After having the vehicle for the whole of the next day, the manager at Ensign informed me 
that the valve timing was off, and he handed me a substantial bill for the diagnosis. 

I really didn’t believe it, since the engine had been completely rebuilt with a new timing 
chain and sprockets; also, the valve timing had been checked at least a dozen times before 
and had been spot on!  However, I paid the bill and went home.  That night, I dismantled the 
front of the engine, and after seeing the chain was as tight as could be, and in perfect 
alignment, put everything back together.   

  At the importers the next day, I related my findings, and was told that it was probably one 
of the keys that had sheared that allowed a sprocket to rotate a few degrees.  That was it!  
My time was up!  I swore I was finished with British Cars forever!  All I had to do was buy 
another car and trade this one in for whatever I could get for it.   

   The next day found me going from lot to lot in the used car sections of Bloor Street and 
Danforth.  Eventually my eyes landed on a ’53 Meteor that was advertised for $100.  Initially, 
the vendor offered me $25 for my A-40 on trade, but after we haggled over the car’s worn 
gear-selector box, and agreed upon $60, he would not give me anything for my Austin.  I 
had over $300 invested in the little car by this time, and even though I vowed to get rid of it, 
if I was going to give it away, I’d offer it back to the guy who gave it to me in the first place, 
my dad. 

   So, I rented a tow bar, latched it onto the newly purchased Meteor, and off to Thunder Bay 
I went.  The 26-hour trip was uneventful, and the little truck followed along behind the Ford 
very well.  Once home, I handed the keys to my dad, and said farewell to my once-beloved 
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little truck.  At that point, I was through with anything that had been designed in England 
forever more!  I had owned the truck for a grand total of 9 months! 

   It took Dad several hours to locate the problem, and he was underneath the vehicle at that 
Eureka moment.  He 
p i c k e d u p 
something from the 
d r i v e w a y ( t h a t 
wasn’t a car part) 
and fixed the thing!  
Dad, who had only 
a G r a d e 6 
education, and no 
formal training in 
mechanics at all, 
was able to solve a 
problem that had 
baffled some of the 
best mechanical 
minds in Toronto, 
fellows who had 
h a d y e a r s o f 
experience and training under their belts.  It made me mighty proud of my dear old dad.  

   For those of you who wish to know exactly what had actually happened to the A-40 that 
summer, I invite you to email me with your thoughts on the subject - - - what do you think 
the problem was?  In the next Spanner, I’ll reveal the secret.     

   Dad drove the truck for several more years without a recurrence of the problem, and then 
parked it in a drive shed for the next 35 years or so.  Brother Jerry took it out of hibernation 
in 2005 and brought it back to life.  As the second photo suggests, there are still a few bugs 
to be worked out!   
  

 * * * * * 

We are delighted… and grateful to present the third in a series of Road Trip reports from 
Kim and Laura Rutherford.  Kim and Laura took this trip with dear old friends of the BBCC: 
Byron and Barbara Warwick.  Flip the page and enjoy… 
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ROAD TRIP 2014 
        DRIVING	THE	BLUE	RIDGE	PARKWAY	

  By Kim Rutherford 
We had such a good time driving the 
Blue Ridge Parkway the first time 
several years ago that we decided we 
would do it again. This time just Byron 
and Barb in their 54 MGTF and Laura 
and I this time in our 63 Austin Healey 
3000. The route we took back to 
Gatlinburg was essentially the same.  
On the way Byron waved to us he 
wanted to stop,  which he did eventually. 
His brake pedal went to the floor.  We 
carried on and stopped at a small town 
with an import garage.  Just how lucky 
can you get? The guy put the TF up on 
the hoist and noticed his brake line 
connection was loose.  The mechanic 
tightened it up and refilled the master 
cylinder. We went to pay him and he 
said, “my pleasure”. We tried to just give 

him some cash, but he said it was fun working on the TF and “HAVE A GOOD DAY “.  
However we were held up with road works on the second day so we talked with Byron and 
suggested that we stop for the night and make Gatlinburg on the 3rd day of our trip. He  did 
not want to do this even though it was getting late in the day.  It meant not getting to our 
hotel until late at night. But we pushed on. Somehow we got lost as darkness fell. Barb was 
navigating Byron with a flashlight and a 
map in an open car; doing the best she 
could under the circumstances. We ended 
up driving some back roads with a jeep 
behind us blinding us with its mass of lights. 
Maybe he thought it was fun. Eventually we 
made our Hotel in Gatlinburg, staying at the 
same one we had visited several years ago. 
It was 10 o'clock at night, Barb had done an 
incredible job in dark navigating us there.  
Exhausted we went to our rooms and 
ordered a Pizza to be delivered there. It 
came just in time. Starving, we demolished 
it quickly.  A shower and to bed.  I think 
everybody slept well that night.  It had been 
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Oh let’s have some brakes! An unknown small-town 
mechanic saves the day - for free, no less.

Wheels Through Time - the Museum that Runs!



 

a tough day. 

Next day we spent around Gatlinburg and that night we went to a nice restaurant in the 
downtown area . It was a pleasant evening with good food and good wine. 

Of course how could we leave without driving the Tail Of The Dragon again?  So we did and 
again ended up at Devils Gap. The days that followed were of course nirvana for British 
sports cars.  ‘ Met some really interesting people, stayed at some great motels as we had 
done on our previous drive years earlier. 
I had read about this place, so we made  
a  stop at Maggie Valley and went 
through the fabulous Wheels Through 
Time,  a Motorcycle and Car Museum 
r u n b y D a l e W a l k s t e r ,  
www.wheelsthroughtime .com  He 
mentioned his friend ran a hotel up in the 
hills and did we have a place to stay that 
night?  We said not and he phoned and 
got us a reservation. Arriving there after 
driving up a very steep hill we were 
confronted with a beautiful gracious old 
historic building. Our rooms were huge. 
The restaurant served us an incredible 
meal that night and with a full stomach 
and several glasses of wine we retired to our rooms and slept soundly. 

 
Moving along the parkway 
we stopped for lunch. The 
people we met were just 
so nice, even though they 
didn’t know how to spell 
“tomatoes”. 

‘ Stopped at the peak of 
the Parkway, at 6053 feet. 
and had someone take a 
picture of us. Later in the 
day ‘ stopped at a nice 
restaurant and had a great 
fish lunch . Not just a 
piece of fish, the whole 
fish each. The view from 
t h e w i n d o w s w a s 
incredible. 
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The views as we drove along the 
Smokey mountains are breathtaking, 
‘ hoping to do it again in the XK . 
Some lovely old homes are open to 
the public on the way and we 
stopped and went through them. One 
was the Vanderbilt summer home. 
Huge historic place where the New 
York family came in the summer to 
live in the cool climate of the Smokey 
Mountains and escape the heat of 
New York city. This was before A/C. It 
had lovely big windows that let the 
mountain air blow through. 

Despite large crowds of people there 
it was well worth the visit. Having 
driven the length of the Parkway and 

B y r o n n o t 
wanting to go 
To Front Royal, 
as mentioned 
on our last trip, 
he missed a 
beautiful little 
p l a c e . W e 
turned to come 
h o m e . O n 
driving through 
Ohio we decide 
to stop for lunch 
and happened 
u p o n a 
r e s t a u r a n t 
c a l l e d t h e 
F r i c k e n 
Chicken which 
amused us, we 
h a d a g r e a t 
mea l .  Two 

days later we 
were home after one fabulous trip never to be forgotten. 

* * * * *  
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A breath-taking stop at over 6000 feet…



 

A LAND ROVER HOME ON WHEELS! 
Colin Pritchard 

For a while now we’ve been encouraged to put our fingers to the keys and come up with an 
article or two for the Spanner. Thinking about that makes one appreciate of late just how 
uninteresting day-to-day life seems to be... but then.... that can be a good thing. I’ve tried 
sudden exceptionally stimulating unanticipated life-changing events and they can prove 
somewhat uncomfortable! Sure, I 
didn’t have the exciting West 
Virginia USA trip off-road in my 
Land Rover last fall to report to 
you - as it was cancelled. Not 
that I would have taken the 
chance as, being a semi-old fart, 
I’m sheltering in place from 
COVID.   

However not going meant I had 
no excuse but to finally get 
around to modifications on my 
Defender that I had been 
planning. Having at last gotten 
the catastrophic oil leaking from 
my rebuilt motor under control 
last spring I then found myself 
w i t h p l a n n e d l o n g t r i p s 
cancelled. I had gradually added 
to the truck to make it a useable 
“overland camper”, converting 
the back area from space for 
radios and four jump seats to a bed, camping gear storage (and still with the seats). There 
was also provision for an awning at the back and a drop down table, plus room inside to 
keep the pop-up shower/toilet tent and the porta-pottie. All this served to remove the need to 
pull my small camping trailer when just camping for a couple of days. So now I modified 
some of those things and tried them out on a few overnight work trips locally (in self-isolation 
on 100 acres).  

It soon became clear that camping off-grid, with a 12volt cooler, was going to require more 
battery power so on to the internet to research ways and means. No problem, it was just a 
case of adding a second battery for greater reserves and “Bob’s your uncle”. Well not 
quite, what type? Where to put it? How to charge it? How big? How to control it? What size 
wiring, fuses, connectors?  

It was simple enough, but I’m glad that’s over. ‘ Might have been easier just to forget the 
cooler, drink warm beer and put curdled cream in my coffee!  
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Colin’s Land Rover Defender basks in its freshly-renovated 
garage - awaiting many postponed off-road camping trips.



 

Well by then it was fall 
and getting cool....so..... 
first thing is to, finally, 
g e t a r o u n d t o 
reinforcing, insulating 
and recovering the roof 
on my garage. Then 
replacing the power 
p a n e l a n d c i r c u i t 
breakers, installing lights 
and outlets, replacing 
and painting the ceiling, 
oh yes, may as well put 
in a wood-stove while 
I’m at it as NOW ITS 
WINTER!  

I’m not going to bore 
anyone with the details 
but: A) I’m alive because 
I had a neighbour wire the electrical service (I’m brave but not silly) and; B) After research, 
lots of items shipped in, some fabrication, wire etc. installation and a few miss-steps I now 
have a deep-cycle battery installed, it charges from a programmable DC to DC charge 
controller (which is important) with alternator and solar inputs. I have LED lighting inside, 
extra power outlets 12v and 5v USB, external shore power and solar power input sockets. 
So if anyone needs a secondary battery in their vehicle, and does NOT need their garage 
renovated… 

Now that’s done I might get around to a much longer delayed project called Morris Mini.  

- - - - Advertisement - - - 

-   

Austin Drophead Coupé  $27,000 US.
Body-off restoration, from the estate of Harold 
Leece. Leather seats, wool carpets and a new 3 
position convertible top. Complete the interior 
and exterior restoration.Mechanically updated:  
5 main bearing 1.8 litre engine,  Austin Healey 
4.125:1 differential, Austin Healey 100 drum 
brakes, dual circuit Master Cylinder, new wiring 
harness, New 175 80R/16 Michelin radial tires. 
Contac ts : Canada: Dar re l l McDona ld 
<fussyoldfart@gmail.com>, US Ken McGuire 
<mcguire.k@sbcglobal.net> 
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 There is a rumour that before border closure due to Covid19 
there were extra stringent checks made on all people entering 
Canada driving old Series Land Rovers. The above may be a 
screen-print from one the monitors at the bridge confirming that!!
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Department of Much-Needed Humor 



 

Bluewater British and European 
Car Club 

Membership Application/Annual Renewal form 
Submit with your $20 dues payment at our AGM 

Name(s):             

Address:       City:      

Province/State:    Postal Code:     

Email Address:      Phone:     

*Car(s) Owned:            

             
*Car(s) Owned: Please exclude your modern vehicles.  

In next month’s Spanner… 
• Join Kim Rutherford for adventures in his 1947 MG TC. 

• Join in an investigation of Donald Healey’s pre-Austin years. 

These and many other features 
you won’t want to miss! 
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