Volume 56 Issue 11
Next Meeting 7:30pm
Tuesday, Nov. 26

Official Newsletter of the MG Car Club Central Jersey Centre

November 2019

Inside this issue:
Club Info

2

President’s Message

3

Remembering Fred
Weber

4

Calendar

5

Fred Weber, His Car

6-7

And His Friends
The Gearshift Knob

8

Our First TF

9-13

Holiday Party

14

Britfest

15

Sponsors

16-18

MG Suppliers

19

Membership Form

20

Club Notes

21

From your editor:
I was in the old country when I received the sad news that Fred had passed. My sincere condolences
to his family. A lot of good memories came to mind. Fred was a “car guy”, he loved talking cars. I
went through my “Fred” pictures and found myself smiling and remembering him, he was special. We
have included some of these pictures on the following pages.
Fred, you will truly be missed.
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Meshing Gears is a publication of the MG Car Club Central
Jersey Centre, a non-profit organization established in 1962,
dedicated to promoting the enjoyment and preservation of MGs
and all British sports cars.
The MG Car Club Central Jersey Centre is an affiliate of the
North American MGB Register, the American MGB Association,
The North American MGA Register, The MG Owners Club, UK;
and the MG Car Club, UK, founded in 1930 as the only factory
approved organization for all Mg’s.
Membership in the MG Car Club is open to all. Ownership of a
MG is not a condition of membership.
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WEBSITE:
MGCCNJ.ORG
ADDRESS:
MG Car Club Central Jersey
Centre
PO Box 435
Convent Station, NJ 07961
Have a contribution to our
newsletter?
Please send it by the 25th of the month
to:
Ole Flandrup: olemgb@gmail.com
Publication is in the beginning of each
month.

Annual dues are only $25.
The benefits & events
continue all year!

President’s Message
Ramblings from your President
Hi All,
I had written my message a little over a week
ago. I felt I needed to re-write it, after I received
the news that Fred Weber passed away over the
weekend. To anyone that knew Fred, his dry
humor will be missed. It just won’t be the same
coming to a meeting on a nice evening and not
seeing his pristine burgundy MGTD. Whenever
able Fred was a regular at the monthly meetings
as well as any drive we, or other clubs had. Fred
had struggled with health issues for awhile, and
spent his final days at the Lyons VA Facility. Fred
will be missed not only by his friends in the
MGCCCJC, but also his wife Marie.
On a brighter note, we have the annual Holiday Party at the Brown Stone in
West Paterson, if you haven’t sent your money in yet…. You’re rapidly running out
of time! See flyer elsewhere in this issue.
Sadly I, while still making progress on getting rid of unwanted items. My
garage is still no-where near ready to accept my garage lift. The floors and sills on
Cecil still have more holes than metal, I haven’t started the engine on my Consul,
and….I still haven’t finished my Driveway project! It was unfortunate that we didn’t
end up with enough members to be able to make the Halloween Rallye work. I
was unable to attend due to being at the shore for my Mother in-law's 90th birthday
celebration. So for me moving it to the spring sounds great!
I have been talking with Dick Bettle. He is willing to take over the web site and
get it up to date. ( we will end up getting a new host, as Mike is unable to continue
hosting the site ). Remember officers elections are coming up. See what you feel
you could contribute to make things a little more interesting. We all have ideas as
to what we would like to see done. Lets just share! I will be bringing two full
tonneau’s (red MGB, and a a real nice TF? In black. So if you need a tonneau,
get to the meeting early, first come first served! See you in a few weeks. I’m soon
to be off to Fla for a family reunion for Linda’s family.
Steve
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CLUB EVENTS -OCTOBER MINUTES
Remembering Fred Weber
By Gary Perrault
I have been asked to write a tribute to Fred’s life (as I know it from the MG club perspective).
As we all know Fred loved his car (a 1952 MGTD). I believe he had one early in life and as is usual things got in
the way of him keeping it. So after many years he began looking for one later in life. As it worked out there was
one a few houses down from where he lived in Kinnelon, NJ.
It belonged to an ex-military person who had the car in Hawaii and had it shipped back to the states.
It was sitting outside under the deck and was not in the best of shape. After several attempts to buy the car Fred
finally wore the guy down and took his prize home. Fast forward several years and Fred finally had the
car .finished.
I believe the car (and Fred) stayed as far away from any
highway as possible. Whenever he went to a show (of which he
attended many) he took local roads.
In an attempt to learn how to get around on NJ back roads I
followed Fred and his MGTD home from the Red Mill show one
time and learned very quickly that Fred never exceeded a
speed limit; in fact he never reached most of the speed limits. I
was behind him in my MGC-GT and almost pushed him several
times.
Fred’s’ wit and good nature will be missed from the meetings and many shows that he used to attend.
As a close, I have to leave you with a sample of Fred’s wit. I was helping him get his car down to Euro Tire for
repairs. We put it on my trailer and off we went down route 23. Fred looks at me and asks how fast we are going.
I reply 65. Fred says you know that is as fast as that car has gone since I owned it.
Fred we will miss you. Say hello to Walt Huber for us!
Minutes for the month of October by Rudy Bescherer:
Steve was not available so our VP, Jillian took the helm.
Gary reported that he saw Fred yesterday. 2 weeks ago there were 13 British Cars in the parking lot of the VA parking lotto
greet Fred. He reminisced with the group for about two hours.
The 26 Oct rally has been canceled due to lack of cars registered for it. It was decided that since we normally trash the rally
organizers after the rally we will trash Ole in his absence today.
Carl reported that we have 102 members. Novembers meeting will be election for our 2020 club officials.
11 December will be our Clubs Christmas Dinner at the Brown Stone in Patterson. Please bring your money for the dinner at
the November meeting.
Our 2020 Britfest will be at the Horseshoe lake in Roxbury again.
Gary brought a Test for us, only the rules were change table by table.
SHOW & TELL
Craig brought a break line set he just purchased for his MG, the lines were already flared. Has anyone flared break lines and
had a problem doing it ? Several of us have flared lines before.
Craig also bought a Wiring Harness with a larger gauge wires for his car.
Dave bought a Powder Coating Gun and told us how he used it and showed us a couple of car parts he coated. Bottom line
is if you have a large oven you too can powder coat you entire car (Of course you better get permission from your better
half) .
We need articles for our Messing gears, got any ?
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MG CAR CLUB 2019/2020 CALENDAR
November 26

Tuesday 7:30pm

Monthly Club Meeting at VFW Post #3401
45 Tabor Road, Morris Plains, NJ

December 11

Wednesday 7:00
pm

Holiday Party at the Brownstone-December 11 at 7:00 pm
at the Brownstone, Woodland Park, NJ

January 28

Tuesday 7:30pm

Monthly Club Meeting at VFW Post #3401
45 Tabor Road, Morris Plains, NJ

February 25

Tuesday 7:30pm

Monthly Club Meeting at VFW Post #3401
45 Tabor Road, Morris Plains, NJ

March 24

Tuesday 7:30pm

Monthly Club Meeting at VFW Post #3401
45 Tabor Road, Morris Plains, NJ

April 28

Tuesday 7:30 pm

Monthly Club Meeting at VFW Post #3401
45 Tabor Road, Morris Plains, NJ

May 2

Saturday 9:00 am
Britfest-Horseshoe Lake-Succasunna, NJ
to 4:00 pm

May 26

Tuesday 7:30pm

Monthly Club Meeting at VFW Post #3401
45 Tabor Road, Morris Plains, NJ

NOTICE: Our club is always looking for new Officers. Please contribute your talent, enthusiasm and ideas!
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Fred Weber
His Car And Friends
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Fred Weber
His Car And Friends (Cont’d)
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The Gearshift Knob
By Rob Alper
I bought myself a brand new, 1972, British Racing Green, MGB after I graduated from college. I’d been
saving my money from the summer jobs and the days I worked after school and Saturdays for a long time.
Tuition at the City University of New York was free in those days so I was able to save almost enough for the
car. I started working full time after graduation and in a short time I had enough saved to buy my MGB.
I’d been wanting it for a very long time and when I finally got it I knew that the car was perfect in every
way but one. The gearshift knob was a small, round black piece of bakelite. Aside from the fact that it was
uncomfortable in my hand, it was ugly. How, I wanted to know, could the people at British Leyland design and
produce such a magnificent car that was perfect in every way except for this? How could they put this excuse
for a gearshift knob in this car?
Back in the day, before the onslaught of Japanese sedans, it was difficult to get foreign car parts.
There weren’t a lot of foreign cars around and for most dealerships foreign cars were the orphan child of the
group. There weren’t large inventories of parts. As a result, a number of foreign car/sports car shops sprung
up. They’d carry typical parts and accessories for foreign cars and sports cars. One Saturday afternoon, after
a ½ day of work I took a walk over to The Motoring Shop on 6th Avenue and 18th Street in Manhattan. Much to
my delight they had a whole showcase full of wooden gearshift knobs, some with the car’s emblem on top. I
was delighted. My MGB would now be completely perfect. I found a wooden knob with the MG emblem on top,
bought it, took it home and in an New York minute installed it.
It was perfect. It looked great and felt great in my hand. Better
yet as time passed it developed a patina. Driving through some twisties
a little too fast my hands would sweat and the knob would absorb it.
On a date with a pretty girl my hand would sweat and the knob would
absorb it. On a 90 degree day my hand would sweat and the knob
would absorb it. Before long, the gearshift knob had so much of my
skin oils on it that it became a part of me and my ownership of the car.
Years later my MG was vandalized and I sold it. I wish I could
still find the gearshift knob, but I don’t know where I put it.
In 2002, after years of driving Honda Accords and Civics, I bought myself a Honda S2000. Much like
my MGB my S2000 was perfect in every way but one. The designers at Honda made the car with a Titanium
gearshift knob. I think they thought it looked modern but they didn’t realize that it was very cold in the winter
and very hot to the touch in the summer. No, this would never do.
A few years later, while looking at the vendor tables at Britfest, I found a wooden gearshift knob with the
MG emblem on top. All of a sudden it occurred to me that this would be perfect for my S2000. I bought it and
headed to Sears to find a 150x2 mm tap so that I could make the gearshift knob fit into my S2000.
Most people don’t understand why I have an MG gearshift knob in a Honda S2000, but it makes
perfectly good sense to me. You see, in my mind my S2000 is the same as my MGB, the only difference is 30
years. My love of sports cars started with my MGB and evolved to my S2000. The gearshift knob is the link
tying the past to the present.
So, if you see my S2000 with the MG gearshift knob please don’t laugh. To you it might look out of
place, but to me it is a part of my history.
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Our First TF
By Jim Gagnon

It all started when I said to my wife Barb, “You know what we need, a Morgan”…
and her response was, “What’s a Morgan?”
It was a colorful crisp fall Saturday morning at Chrissy’s Diner. We were enjoying breakfast and having a
wonderful conversation about our travels. As a somewhat newlywed couple, we enjoyed being out
together and spontaneity best described how we decided what to do or where to go.
Having acquired one of my bucket-list items, a Harley Davidson Road King a year or so previously, I
made a suggestion that we should take the bike to Martha’s Vineyard and ferry it over to one of the
islands. Barbara’s response was something like, “Honey you know I love riding around on the bike just
as much as you do but there is no way I’m riding all the way to Martha’s Vineyard on the highway,
especially route 95. Sorry honey, you’ll need to come up with another destination.” Truth be told, I
wasn’t much in favor of taking the bike on the highways either. I feared that I really didn’t need another
destination, we needed another mode of travel. It was just then that I uttered, “You know what we need, a
Morgan.” At that moment I felt very much like little Ralphie in the Christmas Story, when he blurted out to
his teacher in school, “A Red Rider BB Gun with a Compass in the Stock”. But to my surprise, Barb
asked “What’s a Morgan?” The first thing that came to mind was-she didn’t say no!
Barb jokingly asked if I was talking about getting a horse. Thanks to Google, I immediately found
pictures of Morgans. I showed her with delight that I wasn’t talking about getting a horse but possibly a
substitute to our bike. I could see that she shared my enthusiasm and was getting excited about this
idea. Then we looked up the prices of Morgans. Ouch! They were a little too rich for us.
So, I searched instead for cars that sort of look like Morgans but don’t carry their hefty price tag. To our
surprise, the search provided us with several pictures of MGTC’s, TD’s and TF’s. At this point breakfast
was running long and we decided to go home and get onto a computer. When we arrived home, I went
right to work looking for a reasonably priced TF’s. We decided on the TF because we preferred the look
of the headlights molded into the front fenders better than the headlights mounted on a bar of the TCs
and TDs.
In this day and age, where do you look for an old car? Hemmings? Craigslist? eBay? In mere minutes, I
was actively bidding on a 54 TF in Indiana. It was a one-owner car in need of a restoration but still
drivable and with only forty thousand miles on it. Within the hour, the bid went as high as $10,500.00 and
was ending soon. With only minutes left and the reserve off, I bid $11,000. My bid was countered
immediately for $11,050.00. I hemmed and hawed and then told Barb that I didn’t feel comfortable
adding to the bid. A few minutes later the bid ended and the car was won by someone else for
$11,050.00. I felt disheartened but I knew that I had lost it fairly. I kicked myself for not adding a
hundred dollars to the bid. I thought then that I wished I had. It might have saved me from what was to
happen next.
Within a few minutes, I found another TF on eBay. The car was located at a classic car dealership in
Southern CT. The reserve was still on the car and it was up to $9,000.00. The bidding was going to end
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Our First TF cont’d
in a couple of hours later that evening. The car was described as having a new top, great
compression, new paint, new tires and brakes, battery, and was described as a great driver. Like a
Large Mouth Bass attracted to a shiny lure, I bit. Throughout the day, I bid ever increasing amounts,
shouting from the living room, “Honey it’s now $12,000. How high can I go”? My darling wife, being
much smarter than I said, “You know more about these things than I do, just use your best judgement”.
Judgement? Judgement? What’s judgement at a time like this? I felt the shiny lure being tugged from
my grip so I bit down harder. $15,000, then $17,000, then $19,000, and DAMN, the reserve was still
not off. As if a voice from the heavens came to me silently, I thought that I should bail out of the bidding
but instead I found the phone number to the dealership. Wanting to know what the reserve was so I
could make a clear decision and knowing that the Buy-it-Now price was $22,000, I asked the salesman
for the number. He reluctantly told me that the reserve was $22,000. For a few moments I felt like I was
getting in over my head and should start to look for another car. Could I really be contemplating
spending twice what I was reluctant to spend just an hour ago? What I didn’t realize is that I was
already getting in too deep. I had bid $19,000. What would another $3,000 be? I knew that I didn’t
want to lose this car like I had just lost the other one. Looking back, I now know that I was in that purple
haze place in my mind where reasonable thought and clarity were absent. Judgement!!! Damn the
torpedoes, full steam ahead! I bid like a mad man and within an hour won the car, mind you sight
unseen, for $22,000.00.
A couple of days later, we contacted
the dealer to set a date to travel to CT
to make the arrangements for its
delivery home to NJ. When we arrived
at the dealership on that cold, rainy,
miserable, wet day, I realized that I
was having vision trouble. Mind you
that my glasses were completely clear,
but not my discernment. Everything
looked rosy.
The store was actually fascinating,
with MG’s, Triumph’s and Morgan’s all
about the showroom floor. A British
car lover’s dream. Off to the right, were three beautiful 1954 TF’s. Mine-to-be was on the far most
right. As the dealer and Barb walked to the car, I took a more ethereal route floating across the
saleroom floor. When I touched down, I heard the angles saying things like: Your TF is a beauty. Drive
it away. No problems here. Sit in it you’ll look fabulous. Blah, blah, blah. Like any seasoned car guy I
looked it over but unlike any seasoned car guy did not make objections to things I was finding wrong
with the car. I found a neat little hole drilled into the passenger car door for no apparent reason and
grease completely covering the driver’s side rear brake drum and a thumb sized hole in the “new top.”
Did I do a cylinder pressure test? Nah! Did I test drive it? Nope! Did I even open the hood of one of the
other two TF’s right nest to it? Nada!!! I wanted to, but was told by the dealer that I could not. He
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Our First TF cont’d
stated that I was there to buy this car and that was the only car I could look at. Red flags??? You bet!
There were several. Because of the flags, I should have at least re-negotiated the cost of the car. And
moreover, after having been treated the way we were, I should have walked away. But, with rosy clouds
shielding my eyes, the flags didn’t look red. They seemed to blend into the beautiful red paint on our
new TF. After completing the paperwork, Barb and I were on our way home to await the arrival of the
new TF. I knew however that I hadn’t made a good purchase. I would soon find out just how bad the
purchase I had just made really was.
The car was delivered a couple of months later after receiving a few dealer suggested modifications: a
new secondary fuel pump, a built-in battery tender and heater box that somehow never got installed.
When the car was being backed off of the trailer, it spit and sputtered but did manage to pull into the
storage unit under its own power. The month was February. I plugged in the battery tender and
covered the car for the rest of the winter.
Incidentally, the Harley went up for sale that winter and was sold by Spring. In my twisted mind, the new
TF really didn’t cost $22,000. With the sale of the Harley, it actually cost $15,000.00!
A promise of a nice drive and lunch in the country, who could ask for more?
It was a beautiful but chilly spring day. The birds were chirping, the flowers stretching their pedals to the
sun, the grass was beginning to grow. It looked like it was going to be a wonderful MG day.
Having received for Christmas, the proper cap and gloves (and for Barb, scarf and horn-rimmed
sunglasses) we set off for the storage unit to uncover our beautiful new TF. We opened the garage
door, took the cover off the car and smelled that wonderful musty 63-year-old aroma. Say what you will
about a new-car smell, I’ll take on old car smell any day.
I was taught by our salesman to start the car you first have to turn on the ignition and wait for the fuel
pump ticking to stop. Then you could pull the choke and engage the starter. I turned the key, waited a
minute or so, but the ticking did not stop. So not understanding that I already had a problem, I pulled the
choke and started the car. Sputter, cough, tick, burp and finally humm, hick up, humm, it was running.
However, I didn’t think that I should be smelling gas. Not like, is that gas I’m smelling? NO! it, was
more like HOLY S_IT why am I smelling gas!!!
I jumped, more like vaulted, out of the driver’s seat and opened the passenger side hood to discover gas
spraying out of the bent carb overflow tube right onto the exhaust manifold and a puddle of at least 4
feet in diameter on the wooden floor directly below the car. I tried to keep my composure as I shut off
the ignition switch and frantically pushed the car out of the storage unit and away from near disaster. All
the while screaming at Barb to get out of the way, get out of the way! Once again, I felt that sense of
having been taken for a ride by purchasing the car. I cleaned up the gas, both on the car and floor and
set out to discover what had caused the problem.
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Our First TF cont’d
Now, you would think that if you were installing a secondary fuel pump you would put the switch for it
in an inconspicuous but reachable place but, certainly not in an area where you could turn it on
accidentally with your leg. My investigation revealed that the secondary fuel pump had been turned
on by my leg and the excessive pressure of both fuel pumps running together had overcome the
internal float in the cowl side carb. The pressure had caused the gas to spray out though the
overflow tube, which was pointing directly at the exhaust manifold.
After calming down and cleaning up the gas mess, my honey and I donned our appropriate Clark
Gable and Sophia Loren outerwear and prepared to go out on our adventure. After about five miles
it was apparent that the missing heater was going to be an issue. So, to avoid frostbite, we stopped
at a CVS in Vernon to buy a blanket. Much to my surprise they had a Union Jack fleece blanket. I
bought it and we were on our way once again with Sophia now warm and cozy.
Traveling up Rt 94 and out of Vernon was splendid. The car sputtered and coughed and rattled its
way along. Isn’t that what an old car is supposed to sound like? I saw Chitty Chitty Bang Bang and
that’s what it sounded like. As we rounded the corner just before Heavenly Hill Farm, the car went
silent. You know its kind of funny how two people experiencing then same event can have
two separate and drastically different ideas of the situation. I, thought Oh Sh_T, now what. And
Barb, bless her heart, asked if we had a flat tire? I assured her that we did not have a flat. I wished
it were a flat because I had a spare and could fix that. Knowing that I didn’t have anything what-soever in the tool box, suspected the rest of the trip was going to be spent on the back of a car carrier.
So, on the side of the road, I opened the hood to discover that I had no spark. I removed the
distributor cap to discover that the brand-new rotor had broken. The little tab that rode on the cam of
the distributor had snapped
off. It was Sunday afternoon
and nowhere was a 1954 TF
rotor available, so the call to
the tow company was
inevitable.
I had promised Barb, I mean
Sophia, a nice drive in the
country and a delicious lunch.
Well, as fortune would have
it, we broke down right in
front of a hot dog stand
across from Heavenly Hill
Farm, just outside Warwick.
So, true to my word, I treated
Sofia to wonderful lunch of
hot dogs, chips and a
delicious 2018 vintage of Diet Coke. We enjoyed our lunch as we waited for the tow truck to arrive to take us
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Our First TF cont’d
back to Franklin.
I had joined our club just after buying but before receiving delivery of the TF. At the first meeting I
attended of our club, I introduced myself as Jim Gagnon, and proudly announced that I own a 1954 TF.
To my surprise, the response I received from our members, in almost practiced unison was “IS IT
RUNNING”??? I don’t believe a more profound response has ever been spoken!
Since then, I have had to:
Rebuild the carbs twice. Because when I ordered two rebuilt H-4’s and later found out that they
would not fit my car because I didn’t have the customary 1954 XPEG engine, I had a
replacement 1951 XPAG engine. So, I returned the H4’s and sent my carbs to be rebuilt. 6
months later, I received my carbs back only to discover that they were not rebuilt, just polished to
look like they had been rebuilt. I could do another article about this disaster. Many Thanks to
Joe Curto.
 Have the leaking and clogged radiator repaired
 Replace the water pump and installed the proper housing, tubes and hoses
 Get the head planed correct blow by between cylinders 2 and 3
 Get the intake and exhaust manifolds planed after finding exhaust and vacuum leaks
 Replace the oil pump
 Replace the original oil filter cylinder with a modern spin on oil filter
 Rebuild the distributor
 Replace the starter
 Repair one of the emergency brake cables which was held together with a cable clamp
 Replace the wind shield and hood rubber
 Replace the rotted wood in the passenger side cowl post
 Install turnbuckles in both doors and torqued them to close correctly
 Repair the wiring to the fuel pump
 Replace the plywood floors to prep for new carpeting
 Install new horns
 Adjust the brakes that were not new as described
I still have to deal with the leaking master cylinder, the convertible top yet and I just discovered a shoddy
repair of a hole in the gas tank.
When Sophia, I mean Barb’s friends ask her if I have a hobby, she replies “Yes buying car parts.”
PS. Barb really does look like a 1950’s vintage movie star in her scarf and glasses. Personally, I
wouldn’t care if the car never left our driveway again if she would just put on that outfit and sit in the car
with me in the garage.
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DECEMBER CLUB EVENT-HOLIDAY PARTY
Have people send an email to me if they are coming.
My email is remca50@optonline.net
They should send the checks to;
Bob McAdams
1235 Crossing Way
Wayne, NJ 07470
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UPCOMING CLUB EVENTS

BRITFESTsm

May 2, 2020

Please check the box if you wish
15 to receive e-mails from our club.

THANKS TO OUR BRITFEST 2019 SPONSORS

Please patronize our sponsors. They make our club work.
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THANKS TO OUR BRITFEST 2019 SPONSORS

Please patronize our sponsors. They make our club work.
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THANKS TO OUR BRITFEST 2019 SPONSORS

New Jersey MGT Register

Matt O’Connor and Elizabeth Kamp

Please patronize our sponsors. They make our club work.
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MG SUPPLIERS & SERVICES
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MEMBERSHIP FORM
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CLUB NOTES
CLUB
MG
SUPPLIERS
NOTES & SERVICES
MG Club Photos Available Online
Photos of recent Club Events are available for
viewing and downloading online as follows:
Over 450 Hi-Res photos of Britfest 2018 are at:
http://s1239.photobucket.com/user/phototraveler/
library/2018%20Britfest%20Show

Photos of the 2018 After Father’s Day Feast are at:
http://s1239.photobucket.com/user/phototraveler/
library/2018%20After%20Fathers%20Day%
20Feast

Green Table
Every Monthly Meeting
Bring it in / give it to a Member!

Photos of the 2018 Multi-Club BBQ are at:

It’s our way to recycle stuff related to our
hobby and other good stuff you might have.

http://s1239.photobucket.com/user/phototraveler/
library/2018%20Multi-Club%20BBQ%20and%
20Car%20Show

Car items are always welcome, as well as
other things that you don’t want or need that
others could use.

Photos of the 2017 Halloween Rally are at:

Just put your stuff on the Green Table where
“Froggy” resides, and let others help
themselves to your treasures.

http://s1239.photobucket.com/user/phototraveler/
library/2017%20MGCC%20Halloween%20Rally
Young Marilyn Monroe with her TD
Submitted by JVG

Share your unwanted stuff with your MG
buddies! Someone may treasure it!

THE REGALIA SHOP
You aren’t the only one in need of proper attire. Your car
needs some dressing up too. The MG Car Club Jersey Central
Centre has just what you need to make your British car “whine
pleasantly,” instead of just making a racket. Check out these great
deals!
Grille Badges (2nd Edition) - The club’s very own (and quite
handsome) grille badges. The “cream and cracker” color is just
perfect for all “T and A” Series Mg’s, and also compliments your
MGBs & Cs.
Clothing items are available in many sizes and many colors of
your choice. Prices vary based on size, and are subject to
change.

NEW ITEMS
Mugs, Coasters, Clocks, Stickers .... All with the new Club
Logo at: www.cafepress.com/mgccnj
For information or to place an order, go to the above website.
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Membership Changes &
Corrections
Keep your newsletter coming and your
membership info up to date. Please
contact Mary Hayes with any changes at:
mgmidgetmary@gmail.com

