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Dreams Do Come True – An MG Story
    
 I remember well sitting in the car that day in 
1972, hardly believing it was mine. It was beautiful; 
paint and chrome dazzling in the morning sun, the 
aroma of newness wafting into my senses. The tiny 
cockpit enveloped me as I sat there spellbound by the 
dashboard; its slick gauges and switches waiting,  the 
leather wrapped steering wheel beckoning. My right 
hand found the shiny, wooden shift knob, emblazoned 
with the MG logo, my fingers tightening around its 
smooth surface. It was glorious. I had just purchased a 

brand new MGB roadster in flame red with 
black interior.  As I sat there awestruck, I felt 
somewhat unworthy to be the owner of such a 
splendid piece of machinery. I had traded in an 
Austin 1100 for the car and before that I had 
driven an old Renault 4CV, acquired for $60, 
the owner trying to get rid of it because it 

wouldn’t start without being hand cranked. But that’s 
another story. The Austin had served well for a 
number of years and the Renault was a joke, a first car 
that had been fun to experiment with, whetting my 
appetite for more challenging mechanical exercises to 
come. So, to be thrust into possession of a brand new 
British sports car, well, it seemed beyond 
comprehension for this impressionable 20 year old.

  I had paid around $7000, which, in 1972, was almost an unjustifiable extravagance for someone 
who had just landed his first full time broadcasting position following graduation from high school and 
technical college. Getting used to driving the MG was both exciting and nerve wracking; everything 
was new and unfamiliar, but as the initial apprehension faded away it was replaced by the sheer joy of 
driving a car that connected me to the road like no other. The top was down as often as it could be. I 
thrilled to the throaty growl of the exhaust as I pulled away from every light, my head mashed into the 
headrest as I climbed through the gears. Always my goal was to find the hilliest and curviest roads 
around which, in Saskatchewan, is somewhat of a tall order. It became my daily driver and, as with any 
new car, it was given no special treatment; none of the care and babying now required for a 50 year old 
collector car.  During the Saskatchewan winters it saw its fair share of snowbanks, ice and sub zero 
temperatures. On every dark and frigid morning, after clambering into the freezing cockpit, sitting on 
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the rock hard vinyl seats, I would turn the key praying for it to start until it finally sputtered to life. By 
then the windows were fully frosted both inside and out requiring vigorous scraping before setting off.  
My right arm would ache for hours from the scraping and the effort required to coax the frozen 
gearbox into gear. The convertible top was up permanently and wedged with foam to try and retain 
what little baby’s breath of heat could be squeezed out of the heater. But, on those blazing summer 
days, it was a dream come true, cruising around town, top down, the wind blowing my 70’s shoulder 
length hair.  The car was a real attention getter and was often used for joy rides, sometimes with more 
than the requisite number of passengers. One such passenger was a young lady seeking a ride home. 
My buddy and I obliged and gave her a lift, her 4’7” frame neatly tucked into the cargo deck behind the 
seats. That young gal would eventually become my wife. 

 The MG was a distance traveller as well. Shortly after buying it I ventured from Regina, 
Saskatchewan to Vancouver, BC a distance of about 1800 kilometres. The following year I made it all 
the way to Montreal, Quebec; 2800 kilometres. It went to the Rocky Mountains on ski trips and 
summer runs down country roads. It was a very dependable car. I replaced the fuel pump, the clutch 
cylinder and the water pump during the seven years I drove it and not altogether gently. One stormy 
night on a gravel country road just outside Regina, with rain pelting down so hard the wipers were 
practically nonexistent, I came to a T intersection. The stop sign had somehow been knocked down and 
was lying in the ditch. I didn’t see it!  At full speed the MG sailed off the end of the road and landed 50 
feet into a farmer’s field axle deep in mud. Shaken, I decided to wait out the storm until morning. After 
a soggy night in the car, a local farmer dragged it out of the field and, amazingly, a flat tire was the 
only damage. The following week I managed to slide the car nose down into a 10 foot washout, 
narrowly missing a rollover. Once more she was dragged out suffering only minor body damage to the 
cowl.
 That MG served me well for seven years. But life moves on. We had been married a couple of 
years and had made our way to Edmonton, Alberta following the birth of our son, the first of four 
children. Obviously the MG would not be very practical and as much as I loved it I came to the 
realization that the car had to go. Storing it was not an option financially and so I tearfully traded in my 
pride and joy for a new Chevy van which would better suit the needs of our burgeoning family. But for 
many years after I would literally dream about that red MG, of me pulling it out of some dusty barn 
somewhere and reliving the joy I had as a carefree young man.

 The years have passed, the kids are long gone but the dreams have persisted. Now, 43 years 
later, retired and in a better position financially, a seed of an idea begins to grow.  Inspired by a 

documentary about the hand built Morgan cars, 
I begin to dream about a cruising holiday in the 
British country side in a top down roadster. I 
then consider the possibilities of doing that on 
a full time basis at home, but as Morgans are 
somewhat rare and expensive, I would have to 
find an alternative. MGs are more plentiful and 
relatively less expensive. So, excitement began 
to mount as I scoured the ads for a suitable 
specimen. Offers ranged from beat up old barn 
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finds for a couple hundred dollars to concourse restores costing tens of thousands. I settled on one 
halfway between, available locally, just a couple of hours from home. It was a 1974 MGB roadster in 
British racing green and tan interior with chrome bumpers and in excellent shape. The body was sound 
with no discernible rust and the paint job was 
reasonably unblemished. It had been restored 
several years earlier and the present owner had 
cared for it well. The deal was done and as I 
drove it home that thrill of driving a top down 
roadster washed over me as it had done 49 
years earlier. It was all very familiar; the 
instruments, the controls, the almost automatic 
synchronization of feet and hands and eyes as 
the car accelerated through the gears and turned 
nimbly with each movement of the steering 

wheel. The grin on my face widened with each 
passing kilometre as the wind whistled through the 
last remaining strands of my 70’s hair.

 I spent the next few weeks going over the car, 
tinkering and dreaming about the things I would like 
to do with it, all the while being aware that 
something inside me had awakened. The love affair 

of the small classic sports car, that had started 
back in 1972, was still alive now. I joined the 
local sports car club and found many like 
minded car nuts who have that same affection 
for their vehicles and enjoy sharing their 
experience and knowledge with others to 
preserve the beauty and history of these 
wonderful cars. Little did I know, as I sat in that 

little red MG so many years ago, that I would 
become part of a world wide culture of classic car 
enthusiasts, whose passion for their hobby is truly 
satisfying. 

 My story is not unique as there are dreamers 
everywhere looking for that connection between 
man and machine that might have been lost years 
ago but is now rekindled, the flame relit. The 
renewed passion that emerges once again from the 
heart of the one who finds that, as the cliché says, 
“Dreams Can Come  True”. Jeff Hilton


