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mark, we had covered exactly 570 miles. The TC course rec-
ord was a 53-mph average, so we looked like contenders
again. Especially when we passed the stock TD, hood open,
occupants puzzled, just outside Toronto.

Another high point: A Canadian T-series fan provides
coffee and doughnuts for the Marathoners. This year he was
invited to crew a trans-Canada rally, which he did, leaving
his wife to brew gallons of coffee, buy sacks of doughnuts
and load them and three small children into the family
station wagon at dawn and spend several hours ministering
to passing Marathoners. It was indeed a welcome wagon.
I am only sorry that several entrants weren’t willing to use
five minutes taking advantage of her hospitality. But the kids
said they enjoyed eating one dozen doughnuts each.

Somewhere between Toronto and Montreal—I know,
that’s a long somewhere, but I was driving, not navigating—
we caught one of the eastern contingent's TDs. They started
half an hour before we did, so we were ahead, and craftily
tucked in behind, as they had driven through Montreal pre-
viously. A good thing, too, because our map reading would
have got us lost.

Outside Montreal we passed the last mandatory gate, a
tollbridge. Here I made our Maximum Blunder. We had the
choice of going east in Canada then veering due south to the
center of New Hampshire, or going south from Montreal into
Vermont and then east.

Mike had worked it out on the map, and wanted to go
east then south. The TD headed south.

“Better roads the other way,” Mike said.

“Those people have proved they know better than our
maps,” I said. My will prevailed, mostly because I was driv-
ing at the time, and I quickly wished it hadn’t.

The land between Montreal and the ocean is covered
with mountains and valleys, the latter running north-south.
We got south quickly but then learned we had to meander
over the hills, on narrow country roads.

Any other occasion, fine, but time was running out.
Strange, the human mind. While we crawled across the
endless plains, all we could think of was the machinery.
For the last 100 miles the gauges, the pressures and tem-
peratures, the odd noises were all forgotten. We had more
important things to worry about. The 57-mph average fell
victim to 40-mph corners.

We couldn’t find the instructions in the jumbled equip-
ment. We took a wrong turn. “Haw, haw,” said a local with
that rural good humor that makes big cities so attractive,
“all you MG guys are a-gittin’ lost.”

Indeed. We couldn’t even find the finish line. ’Round
and ’round the hotel parking lot we whirled in a shower of
mud and curses, furiously beeping the horn in the 3-long
pattern supposed to notify the timers that we had, at last,
arrived.

After one or two circuits, we followed the waving hands

Well-wishers and just plain curious thronged the starting line.
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to a table containing the scorers, who collected our toll
tickets and clocked us in. The last 7 miles took 17 min-
utes. The finish line was hubcap deep in T-series cars. Not
realizing that only a fraction of the Register cars run in
the marathon I thought we were among the final finishers.
Not content to compare our efforts with Le Mans, I glumly
thought of Indy, another place where Rookies Never Win.

There is a happy ending but first, the Gathering. What
the Faithful mostly do when gathered is talk about and look
at their own and each others cars. There was a rally, a
concours d’elegance, a swap meet, a gymkhana and a raffle.
All low in pressure. We missed the rally but I inferred
that it was chiefly a drive around the New Hampshire
countryside. Beautiful place to drive, with or without check-
points. The concours had several spectacular cars, a super-
charged K3 Magnette for example, and a couple of in-
credible restorations, but many entries were simply daily
MGs, washed and waxed for the occasion. The gymkhana
was more gimmick than go-fast, with a lap in forward gears
and a lap in reverse. And the raffle prize was a J2 Midget
in dreadful condition; the sort of prize you'd be happy to
win and happy not to win.

Mike struck a blow against specialization. His TC placed
fourth in class in the concours and was both the only
marathon car to win a prize and the only prize winner to
run the marathon. Next, he had second-best time of day in
the gymkhana. I think there should have been some sort
of Big Man of Gathering award, so he could have won it.

On to the banquet. Very clubby, as one would expect and
enjoy if one likes MGs, as I do. There were door prizes,
one of which was a book, courtesy of R&T. That won me
many smiles and appreciations, although in fact I hadn’t
known about our donation until it was made.

Then they began to announce the marathon winners.
Consternation reigned at the marathon table when Bob Pick-
ard won fifth place. Remember, both TCs agreed at the start
to waive their handicap. But Bob was eighth on raw time and
fifth in the awards, which we took to mean that the waiver
hadn’t been accepted.

Sure enough, the announcers worked their way higher
and higher in the placings, reeling off the names of teams
behind us on raw time. Then, the grand prize, first place, let’s
hear it for Mike and me!

Mike just sat there, half pleased to win and half upset
because he had been given the win against his intentions. I
loudly whispered that he’d better get up and accept the
prize or he’d hurt the feelings of the men who had done all
the scoring and set up the rules. His good manners pre-
vailed and he agreed to be the winner.

The next morning Mike started his second 1000 miles of
the weekend. Solo. Pleading the press of business, I hitched
a ride to Boston in a TF. Along the way we stopped at a
garage near the hotel, to deliver parts and advice to a TD
that suffered a broken axle in the slalom. That’s the way
these things go sometimes, he said. Everything went right
for me, so I enjoyed the gathering. So did those for whom
everything went wrong. I don’t know a more convincing
recommendation for an event than that.

The winner, at speed and in reverse.
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