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2008 ABRR-PA Recap: 
A Wet Weekend 

By Wayne Simpson 

 

The 2008 America’s British Reliability Run (Pennsylvania edition), a two day, 750 mile drive for 
charity, is now history and while poor weather dampened the proceedings, it didn’t dampen our 
spirits and things certainly could have been worse. All 14 teams completed the course under their 
own power and with no breakdowns more serious than a flat tire and a leaky oil sender. Can old 
British Cars be relied on? One would have to say yes, given the right circumstances. 

On the evening of Friday, Sept 26th, fourteen teams gathered at the Spinnerstown Inn for a 
kickoff banquet during which we got to know each other and received our rally placards and 
route instructions, but also made note of the fact that this was indeed a charity event. We were 
joined by Amy Nadell, founder and chief officer of the Gia Nicole Angel Fund, the partner 
charity for the PA ABRR. Amy told us how some years ago she met and befriended a young girl 
named Gia, born with severe spina bifida, and was so inspired by her courage and positive 
attitude she was moved to create a charitable foundation to help Gia and others like her. The 
teams presented the Fund with donations totaling over $8000, which was sorely needed and 
greatly appreciated. 

Early the next morning before the sun rose, we 
gathered at the Wawa (why is it always a Wawa?) 
in Quakertown to fuel up, split into smaller groups 
and receive final instructions. At 7:00 AM, just as 
the sun was rising behind the dark clouds, we were 
off. I was driving my Inca Yellow 1980 Triumph 
TR7 with my brother-in-law Jim as navigator and 
co-driver. The rest of the field was an eclectic mix 
of 3 TR6s, a TR4, a Spitfire, no less than three 
MGB-GTs in 4, 6 and 8 cylinder varieties, a 
turbocharged MGB roadster, an XK-E Coupe, a 
Jag sedan, another TR7 and finally, Aaron Couper 
and his E-Type powered Austin Healey Sprite. 

With daughter Breanna (left, seated in car), Aaron 
(right, standing) had come all the way from 
Vermont to participate in the Run. Their car was 
featured in Classic Motorsports some time ago and 
it looked even better in person than on glossy 
magazine paper. Aaron owns a Jag restoration 
shop and the workmanship in his car was 
outstanding. So how did he fit that big engine in 
that little engine bay? Well, they don’t call 
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themselves “Team Shoehorn” for nothing. On the road, the car was a beast; able to pass anything 
but a gas station, the Sprite’s tiny stock fuel tank unable to quench the twin cam six’s thirst for 
much more than 100 miles. 

The plan for Saturday was to leave early, take 
state and county roads through the Delaware 
Water Gap, cross the Hudson and arrive at Lime 
Rock Park in Lakeville, CT by 12:30 for parade 
laps between features. It was a good plan and we 
had good roads, but the misty rain that would fall 
on and off throughout the day and our frequent 
need for fuel stops and bathroom breaks (left, a 

consequence of the “graying” of the British Car hobby) conspired to put us behind schedule. 

Our Rally Master, Dan Tinsman, who some of 
you may have seen at regional shows in his 
distinctive white TR6 with Guardsman Blue Le 
Mans stripes and a TR4 type surrey top, did an 
outstanding job finding roads that were both 
pretty and fast, with few stops for traffic lights or 
other distractions. Still, by the time we arrived at 
Lime Rock, it was about 1:30 and we were more 
than an hour behind schedule. The people at 
Lime Rock were wonderfully accommodating 
though, and within 15 minutes of the time we 

crossed over the bridge to the infield, we were 
lined up and ready to drive out onto the track. 

If the sun were to choose the perfect time to give 
us 30 minutes of blue skies, this would be it, and 
as if on cue, while we waited for our turn on the 
track, the clouds parted. People looked up, 
skeptical at first, but then the tops started coming 
down. 

For me, the parade laps at Lime Rock were the 
highlight of the Run. I had never been on a real 
race course before, and it was pure delight to 
drive on a wide, smooth surface with room to 
pick your lines through the corners without fear 
of surprising someone coming the opposite way. 

We followed the pace car in single file for two 
laps of the circuit, and though we never exceeded 
65 miles an hour, this was still about the coolest 
thing I’ve ever done in a sports car. After the 
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second of our three laps, we gridded up at the start/finish line for group photos (below). Then, 
one final lap, and just like that, our time on the track, and in the sun, was over. As we lined up in 
the parking lot once again, the track staff told us the rain was coming within the hour, so we put 
the tops up and headed off to find lunch and walk around the paddock. Before long, we were on 
our way again. 

 

The rest of the first day’s run took us westward, across the 
Hudson River at Kingston, through Catskill State Park (right, 
photo courtesy Mike Wolf) and around the Ashokan and 
Peapacton Reservoirs that supply much of the water for New 
York City, ending just west of Binghamton at Johnson City, 
the location of our overnight stop. 

As we neared Johnson City, our group suffered the only 
problem serious enough to call a breakdown of the trip. As we 
descended a hill, I saw the group ahead of us had pulled into a small fuel stop and general store. 

“Another bathroom break” I muttered as we 
turned in, but when I noticed the hood up on 
Tony Rhodes’ TR7 Spider and the trail of oil 
under the car, I had a feeling of déjà vu. 

 “What’s the matter?” I asked. “Tony has a 
serious oil leak” was the reply. “Is it the oil 
pressure switch?” I inquired? “I dunno, where’s 
the oil pressure switch?” I pointed to it (I'm in the 
green shirt at left, photo courtesy of Bob 
DeLucia), and suggested Tony put in a couple 
quarts of oil and start the engine so we could see 
where it was leaking from. Sure enough, once the 
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engine started, oil poured from the switch at the 
joint between the metal body and plastic cap. 
“No problem”, I said as I walked to the back of 
my car, opened the trunk and pulled out a spare 
switch along with the specialized socket needed 
to install it; “I have one”. I handed over the parts 
to the sound of 18 jaws hitting the ground. I had 
exactly the same thing happen to me last year, 
requiring a 45 mile flatbed tow home, so now I 
always carry a spare. It’s cheap insurance. 

Twenty minutes later, repairs were completed 
(right, photo by Mike Wolf) and we were back 

on the road, arriving in Johnson City about an hour before sunset. We checked into our rooms, 
then walked across the street to a large shopping mall for dinner at a Ruby Tuesday’s. It was a 
long day and most of us were beat. After dinner, we went back to the hotel and crashed, as 
another early departure was planned for the morning. If I had any complaint about the Run, it’s 
that it was simply too long. 375 miles of driving left the teams with little time or energy at the 
end of the day to get to know each other and socialize. After dinner, all anyone wanted was a hot 
shower followed by a warm bed and a good night’s sleep. 

 

Saturday was supposed to be the worse of the two days, with a 60% chance of showers tapering 
off to a 40% on Sunday. Instead, the opposite was true. Sure, it rained a bit on Saturday, but 
when it did, you had a hard time deciding if it was necessary to leave the wipers on low or do 
single wipes as the raindrops filled up the windshield. You could leave the windows open, even 
if only a little, the keep the glass clear and the air inside the cabin fresh. 

It rained heavily on Saturday night, but looked 
like it wanted to clear by Sunday morning. As we 
set off to the west toward Watkins Glen however, 
the skies turned dark and it began to sprinkle. 
Soon, the sprinkles became a steady rain (right, 
photo courtesy Bob DeLucia) and by the time we 
reached the Glen, it was pouring. Our destination 
was the International Racing Research Center. To 
call this a museum would be misleading. What it 
actually is is a library, a 5000 square foot annex 

of the Watkins Glen Public Library filled with books, magazines and audio visual media. There 
is also a rare book room with signed and limited edition volumes, a small collection of racing 
automobilia, and usually one or two significant racing cars. On display at the time we visited was 
a John Player Special Lotus once driven by Mario Andretti, and a Cobra replica that was being 
raffled off. 
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Rain or no, we were determined to 
go try and take a few laps of the 
old circuit that was the original 
home of the US Grand Prix from 
1948 to 1952. We were playing 
follow the leader once again, and 
since the old circuit is on public 
roads, it was easy to get separated 
from the lead cars. Turning left at 
a traffic light up the hill, we got 
stuck behind a truck towing a 
camper, then a large sedan and fell 
behind our leaders. I had almost 
caught up when a turkey ran out 

into the road and I had to stop to let him pass. Our leaders were out of sight now, and I failed to 
make an unmarked right turn and left the course. Before becoming totally lost, I turned around 
and headed back to the Research Center, so my line on the day was a disappointing “Simpson – 
TR7 - Watkins Glen 2008 - DNF (turkey)”. 

Back at the Center, the group made a joint decision to abandon the planned back roads route in 
favor of the Interstate. Given the weather, this was prudent. The plan was to take a State Route 
15 south to Interstate 80 west back to Quakertown. Driving in urban traffic through Corning 
however, it became more and more difficult to stay together. I had bought a new GPS navigator 
before the Run and had the entire route programmed into it. Now, it was continuously plotting 
the fastest route back to the hotel in Quakertown where we needed to pick up Jim’s car before we 
headed home. Every time the group did something, the GPS told me to do exactly the opposite. 
Finally, I got stuck at a light. I had no idea where I was or where I was going. The group, now 
out of sight, had gone left. The entrance to Interstate 86 East was on the right, and the GPS was 
telling me to take it. The GPS won. I let the others know what I was doing, and headed for the 
ramp. 

Taking off on our own wasn’t without its risks. 
We would lose the security of having the support 
vehicle behind us, with a guaranteed ride home 
should our car break down, but I had confidence 
that the TR7 would make it without any trouble 
and I turned out to be right. Being by yourself 
also carries certain advantages, such as when the 
smoke from an outdoor barbeque pit beckoned us 
from a frontage road about lunch time, we had 
the freedom to hop off the interstate and follow 
the smoke to the best half rack of ribs I’ve had 
for quite some time. 

Heading east took us out of the rain for a while, but it eventually caught up with us, and it poured 
as we headed south down I-81 toward Scranton. Eventually, we exited to the Northeast 
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Extension and arrived in Quakertown about 45 minutes ahead of the group. Must have been the 
bathroom breaks that slowed them down… 

Our adventure was over, but I still had 100 miles to go before I was home. Once again, my little 
TR7 delivered me without incident. In all, from the time I left my driveway, we had covered 950 
miles at an average of about 26 miles per gallon. We suffered no breakdowns of our own and we 
even rescued a fellow participant from an inconvenience that could have shortened his weekend. 
Not bad, all things considered. Would I do it again? Well, not next week, but we did discuss 
plans to take the Run south in 2009 through southern NJ, across Delaware Bay on the ferry and 
down the DelMarVa Peninsula. We’ll see… 


