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Hi Folks:

Worker’s Compensation Board of Alberta
The verdict is in . . . I have won my case and will 

receive compensation in the form of some assistance 
with the cost of my hearing aids etc. I went through 
five WCB appeals and finally ended up having a 
hearing with the Appeals Commission. It’s kind of 
like going to court and was a great experience. 

Teflon Tape Tip
Last month I found that most of the tip on using 

Teflon tape didn’t correctly transfer from my 
computer to you so – Word seems to have become a 
bit unstable with the last upgrade – I’ll try it again.   

1. Clean the threads with a 
wire brush.

2. Start the tape on 
the bottom thread 
and wind 4 to 5 
wraps clockwise 
when looking down 
on the bottom of 
the threaded part. 

3. Squeeze the tape onto 
the threads between your 
thumb and index finger and 
rotate clockwise to press all 
of the air out from under the 
tape.

4. Press your fingernail 
into the bottom thread 
and rotate clockwise to 
push the tape deep 
into the thread.

5. Repeat #3 to ensure 
the tape is wound 
tightly – you ‘re ready 
for installation. And 
Bob’s your Uncle!

The snow in our field is all but melted and I’ll soon 
be able to have the TF back on the Open Road

The Monoposto

MG R-Type Monoposto racer with all independent 
suspension. Built in 1935 there was only a run of 10 
produced.

The Gas Tank

I can report some progress on the Monoposto 
build – the brakes are finished – installed, bled, 
adjusted and ready to race. And what a great brake-
pedal there is – considering I made the system up 
with MGA, MGB, MG Midget parts. With no 
pressure on the pedal there is zero drag at the 
wheels. Pressing the pedal gives a slack of about  ¼ 
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Last month I rattled on and on about the TIGER – 
and what better subject could there possibly be? –  So 
Prrrowl the TIGER will have to be in this issue as 
well. But MINI Tooncar might feel neglected if I 
don’t include her, so I’ll have to write of her 
adventures as well.  

Ever since the 
schools were 
closed Dee & Ally 
have spent hours & 
hours on Ally’s 
distance education 
lessons. Aly’s hard 
work paid off as 
she received a 
grade eight award 
for perseverance, 
and we all got to watch the awards ceremony - on the 
computer screen, of course. Way to go young lady, 
Pa & Grandma are so proud of you.  
At Home? You may as well Garden . . .  

We dialed back 
the garden size a bit 
this year; our 
lettuce crop is on 
the front deck – we 
can’t eat it all – and 
only tomatoes 
plants that we have 
are in the planters 
by the house. We 
limited the real 
garden to lettuce, 

chard, peas, yellow and green beans, potatoes, eight 
zucchini, and two pumpkin plants. They say that one 
zucchini plant will supply you and all the people that 
used to be your friends.  

We had 6½ inches of rain so far this year – farmers 
love it, the garden loves it, and I have to cut the lawn 
whenever the sun shines . . . not a bad thing I guess; 
much better than no rain.  
 

What to do on a Drizzly Day . . .  
During one drizzly 

rain-day I didn’t feel like 
going out to the shop, so it 
was boot repair time. Each 
stitch took 7 - 10 minutes 
so it took until supper time 
to get it finished. 

The thread is telephone 
cable waxed lacing twine 
- a gift from my good 
friend Gary M. The 
scissors were my sister Ann’s, the little blue needle 
kit came from my Grandfather Crawley, the folding 

button hook (for pulling 
each stitch tight) 
belonged to my Great 
Aunt Margaret, Dee sent 
to Amazon and bought the 
needle hook awl and the 
boots came via my sister 
Paddy. Thanks to all – 
even the past generations 
– my boots were, once 

again, ready for duty in the Littlemore Garage. 

 
Matt Graduates in the Year of the CornyVirus 

 
Prrrowl – so shiny grass reflected in his paint  

 This year Grade 12 graduation ceremonies were 
a drive through event so Matt asked if I would be 
available to help out with the TIGER. I was so 
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of an inch and then they are rock hard – just the way 
I like them. 

After the brakes were done, I spent a week going 
over all of the non-engine mechanicals of the car; 
checking every  single thing for function, fit, 
movement, and safety.  

I next worked on finishing the gas tank 
installation by  looking for the appropriate “Fuel 
Filler Neck Hose” – it took awhile to even find out 
what the name of that particular piece is. Because I 
had designed the tank to be in a different location, 
getting it connected to the filler neck proved to be a 
challenge. At first, I going to try a couple of 2-inch 
inside diameter hoses, one with a 90-degree bend 
and the second with a 45 bend; they would have cost 
$100 for the two, so that was out – good thing 
because they wouldn’t have worked. I asked the 
chap  at the auto parts shop why so much for two bits 
of rubber and he muttered something about the world 
going crazy, the price of 2X4s being $14, and 
American lawsuits – from electric car makers – for 
any part related to automobiles and gasoline failing.

Back at home I made 
a cardboard mock-up of 
what was needed to 
connect the filler neck to 
the tank; the tight space 
and weird angles made 
it a bit of a challenge but 
I managed to fab one 
out of metal. The end 
result works but I don’t think that I’ll be invited to 
be a contestant on Forged In Fire TV show. I 
connected it all altogether with a couple of 2-inch 
pieces that I cut from a “Fuel Transfer Hose” that 
Jayson had. Everything fits, so next I need to take it 
all out of the car, assemble it  on the shop floor and 
fill it  with water. If nothing leaks out in 24 hours 
then it will get reinstalled and that is the last of the 
mechanical manufacturing that I have to do. 

The Engine 
I next turned my attention to what is required to 

actually start the car.

The first thing I had to do was install the 
distributor which I had removed when I was fitting 
the engine in the chassis some 15 years ago. Right – 
pull the valve cover and check that number one 
piston is up to top dead centre on a compression 
stroke but  a surprise greeted me when I looked at the 
rockers . . . 

. . . but  first let me tell you about how this engine 
came to be in my single seater.

Some 17 years ago I had, as usual, taken a table in 
the annual Red Deer Antique Car Club Swap Meet. 
My eldest Grandson, Bryden, who was then 6 years 
old, used to accompany me to the three-day Swap 
Meet. 

I had bought a set of instruments from an old 
Jaguar in Pick and Pull and had them on the Table 
for $125. A chap came by  and told me that he really 
needed them for his Jag resto but he had very  little 
money  and had kids to feed etc. I asked him how 
much he had and he replied that he had $50 and, 
even though he hadn’t eaten since yesterday, he’d 
give it all to me for the instruments. I told him to 
give me $40, and that it would leave him enough to 
have lunch on me; he agreed. We talked for a bit and 
I showed him a picture that I had of the Monoposto. 
He was quite interested in the project and took my 
business card before dropping two twenties on the 
table picking up the instruments and leaving. Fast 
forward a couple of years . . .

. . . I’m back at Red Deer sitting at my table when 
the same fellow shows up and says, “Do you 
remember me?” I think, “Gads, he probably wants 
his money back.” He goes on to explain that he was 
not poor at  all but very wealthy and that he gets his 
kicks by using the “poor-guy-with-kids” story to 
bargain prices down. He felt sorry that he had done 
this to me and wanted to make it up and that his 
mind had been on my single seater project. He said 
that he had a 1967 1275 MG Midget: it was too slow 
so he had taken it to a shop and had the engine 
“Done To The Nuts” at a cost of $4,000 – a great 
deal of money, in those days, for a rebuild. 



He offered it to me for 10 cents on the dollar and 
invited me down to Calgary to give the car a drive 
before he took the engine out; I accepted and we 
were off to stay with our son, Pax, the next weekend. 

I went to the address that the chap had given me 
and arrived at the most incredible house that I have 
ever seen – something like 8,000 square feet of 
house and additions that rambled down a 15-acre 
hillside – all with a view of downtown Calgary. It 
was filled with antiques and the guy, with his brother 
and sister who were supervising a crew clearing out 
the house that they had inherited from their parents. 

I drove the Midget and he was right it  was slow – 
it wouldn’t  rev and sounded very rough but emitted 
no death throw noises. I told him I could probably 
fix it for him without much bother but he said that he 
was committed to his project of installing a Japanese 
rotary  engine in it. I told him that I’d buy it and be 
back the next weekend to help him take it out. He 
told me that he would have his mechanic pull it  and 
asked me to come back the next day at 10:00 A.M. 

I arrived on the dot of time and there in the 
driveway, neatly  wrapped in plastic, was a pallet 
piled with the engine, transmission, radiator, 
differential and driveshaft. The instruments and 
some small stuff were in a box. I gave him $400, we 
loaded my trailer, shook hands and I was away 
home.

 The 1275 installed in the 
chassis.

and as it arrived at 
Littlemore

The little rocker shaft locating screw, with a 
rectangular head, was laying in the oil gallery rather 
then being held in place in the pedestal, with a 
rocker shaft pedestal plate – the plate was missing. 

The rocker train surprise – rocker shaft locating 
screw noted by the red line.

The absence of the screw had let all the oil, that is 
intended to lubricate the shaft and rockers, escape 
through to top of the pedestal. The shaft and rockers 
were toast. 

Fortunately, I had a spare, extremely  low milage, 
1100 engine on the shelf and managed to salvage 
enough parts to fix the problem. 

However, I’m left with a few questions:
o Did the Calgary rich guy  lie about having the 

engine professionally rebuilt?   
o Did he do the work himself and blow it?
o Was it ever rebuilt at all? 
I guess the answers are another question: 
o Does it really matter? 

I guess not . . . I’ll just finish getting it running, 
give it  a buzz around the yard and I’ll know for sure 
very shortly. 
CornyVirus  Inoculations

Dee and I have had Jab #1 and #2 , we are 
now part  of the 2% of Canadians who have received 
both. 

A JAB was once a swift penetrating strike with a 
thin, sharp and pointed knife such as a stiletto ~ it 
is now a sensation akin to: buying your first new car, 
making the last  payment on your house, a crisp  5000 
RPM  shift from 2nd to 3rd in a vintage MG, and also 
much like climbing off your historic military 
dispatch motorcycle and realizing that you have 
survived another ride – all rolled up into one great 
feeling. 

Godspeed In Safety Fast 
Jc & Dee

THE OPEN ROAD  19

   So, back to the surprise that greeted me when I 
looked at the rockers...


