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The only car club in the area devoted to a car currently built by Britons, for a manufacturer 
owned and managed (mostly) by Britons…..THE British car club! 
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*Cover photo: The very self-indulgent photo of Craig Ligon’s 2026 Morgan Plus Four as viewed in the 
Morgan Factory in Malvern Link.  See story later in this newsletter. 

 

 

 

  

Editor’s note: 

I’m looking for more content.  If you have ideas, would like to 
show off your car, or just tell a memorable Morgan story, 
please let me know!  

Thank you! 
Craig Ligon 
ligons@gmail.com 
M 214-535-9423 

MORGAN 

MOTOR 

CAR CLUB 

 of TEXAS 

REGALIA: 
Jeff Smith 
2720 Wexford 
Plano, TX  75093 
Jsmith6844@gmail.com 
 
 

WEB EDITOR:   
Bill Beecher 
5603 James Rd. 
North Little Rock, AR 72118 
wbeech@flash.net 
www.TEXMOG.com  
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MMCC Calendar of Events 

NOTE: New entries and revisions are in italic type 
Entries in bold type are official MMCC events 

Check the Calendar entries often for changes of dates, events and other alterations or updates. 

 2025 – Have an idea for an event you would like to put on the MMCC, pick a date, a time, a place and send 
us an email at ligons@gmail.com  

Meetings: the second Saturday of each month 

June 13th Red Truck Café 
Sat. 10am Monthly meeting 
 
July 11th Red Truck Café 
Sat. 10am Monthly meeting 
 
Aug  8th  Red Truck Café  
Sat. 10am Monthly meeting 
 
 

Events: 

Sept 19  Wheels for Wellness – 10am to 3pm 
   Downtown Fort Worth (see following flyer) https://wheelsforwellness.org/benefit-car-show  
 
Oct 22-24 24th Brits in the Ozarks, All British Car & Cycle Show 
   Fayetteville, AR (see following flyer)  
 
 

 

 

 

 

  

mailto:ligons@gmail.com
https://wheelsforwellness.org/benefit-car-show


4 
 

 

A call for Members’ car pictures! 

Bill Beecher is ensuring that he has more pictures of members’ cars on our                
www.TEXMOG.com website.  Please send your pictures to Bill Beecher at 
wbeech@flash.net and he will be sure to get them loaded with your name and the vehicle 
data. 

Thanks!  

  

http://www.texmog.com/
mailto:wbeech@flash.net
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I Sold My Morgan Plus Four… And Bought Another One! 

By Spencer Bentley, and his YouTube channel: 
“Spencer’s Driving Philosophy” 

Editor’s note: If any of you follow Julian’s YouTube 
channel, @Juliantheviews, Spencer will not be a 
stranger to you.  Spencer just recently started his new 
YouTube channel.  When I first saw this video, I thought 
that Spencer captured Morgan ownership perfectly and 
far more eloquently than I.  Leave it to a guy with a 
master’s degree in philosophy to pick out the right 
words!  With his permission, I have transcribed his video 
below.  However, I encourage you to seek out his 
channel, and this video in particular, and hear it in his 
own voice.  Give him a like and a follow, so it will 
encourage him to make more videos that I can watch.  
Enjoy! 

Transcribed from his YouTube video: 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fu6ktMra9N0&t=2s  

A year and a half ago, I sold my Morgan Plus 4.  I’ve regretted that decision nearly every day since.  Not 
because Morgans are great cars.  By most objective metrics, they’re probably not.  There are faster and 
better handling, better assembled, more reliable, less leaky, quieter, and more comfortable cars.  Lots 
probably.  No, Ive regretted selling my Morgan because there’s nothing else out there that makes you feel 
quite like a Morgan does. 

It’s a feeling that once you’ve experienced it, you can’t escape it.  I tried.  I visited the Bavarians.  I got a 
718 4.0 Spider and it’s the most impressive car I’ve ever owned.  Absolutely astonishing engineering and 
precision.  I tried a 2011 BMW M1.  It was riotously fun and practical.  I test drove Vantages and 911s, 

even an R8.  But in all of them, there was something 
missing.  You see, for all their challenges, you can’t 
cross shop a Morgan.  There isn’t a real alternative.  
Nothing I’ve driven quite gets there in delivering the 
same sense of driving joy.  So, this week, I righted my 
wrong and collected a new Plus Four.  The Plus Four 
has statistics and measurements and technical 
specifications.  You can find those elsewhere.  Here’s 
what matters.  It’s brisk and it’s beautiful.   

After a tiresome motorway drive north, I arrived back 
on the familiar B-roads of the Dales.  Roads that feel 
built for a Morgan.  I’d wondered if I’d bond with this 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=fu6ktMra9N0&t=2s
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new Four as I had my 
previous one.  I needn’t 
have worried.  Within 
minutes of getting the 
hood down and the 
sides off and setting out 
into the Dales, all was 
right in the world.  A 
Morgan has a particular 
quality about it in that is 
causes you to fall in love 
with what’s around you 
and not just the car 
itself.  The world, seen 
through that flat little 
windscreen and over 

those beautiful hand pressed louvers, is easy to love. 

Taken at speed or at leisure, a Morgan makes you feel like an adventurer exploring new paths, discovering 
new beauty.  It doesn’t separate you from the world, it makes you part of it.   

A Morgan also makes you friends, and my friend Julian, met through Morgan ownership, joined me for 
collection, and then up in the dales for some loverly driving with his stunning Supersport.  If there’s 
something better than driving a Morgan through beautiful countryside, it’s driving a Morgan through 
beautiful countryside with another Morgan and a good friend to play with. 

There’s lots to be said about the Plus Four and the Supersport, and I’m sure much will follow here.  But for 
now, I’m happy to report, both deliver with their own emphasis on the promise of driving joy. 

If you’ve never 
driven a Morgan, or 
haven’t had a go in 
a new one, some 
of this will sound 
utter foolishness.  
If you have one, 
you’ll know exactly 
what I mean.  
There’s nothing 
quite like them.  
And if you 
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understand what they are and what they aren’t and can live in that in between, nothing else will fit the bill. 

Over the following weeks, months, and years, I’ll chronicle more about what makes a Morgan so 
frustratingly and wonderfully incomparable, along with many reflections on driving, adventures, and 
general life with my particular Plus Four.  We might also have a go in some other cars on occasion when I 
can pull myself away from the remarkable gravity this diminutive sports car generates.   

For now though, I want to leave you with some few reflections on why I love driving, and driving a Morgan 
in particular.  It’s the world welcomed in, engaged and understood, known, not isolated from nature, but 
part of it.  It’s the touch of sun on your face, the feel of the wind in your hair, the view down the bonnet, 
and the taste of the world alive around you. It’s the glance in the mirror to see where you’ve come from, 
and the look to the horizon to see where you have yet to go.  It’s the contemplation of the in between, the 
journey, the drive, not just the destination.  The road stretching before you to ends unknown, stories 
unwritten, places unexplored.  It’s the press of the pedal, the rush of power, the balance of steering, the 
collaboration between you and your car.  It’s that satisfied smile of a downshift perfectly timed, a line 
precisely followed, a corner carried at pace.  It’s the unplanned stop along the way, the view, the dep 
breath, the quiet anticipation of what comes next.   
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All proceeds go to our beneficiaries to raise awareness about Prostate Cancer and to continue 
being able to provide free PSA Screenings at our events. 

 September 19, 2026. 

CAR SHOW TIME: 10:00AM-3:00PM (Gate opens at 7:30AM) 

PSA SCREENING TIME: 10:00AM-2:00PM 

PRE-REGISTRATION: Click the button below to get pre-registered through Car Show Pro.   

It is $35.00 and includes the limited 
edition pre-registration t-shirt. 

Pre-Register 

DAY-OF-REGISTRATION: $40.00 (If 
available, space is limited) 

LOCATION: Downtown Fort Worth – 
Sundance Square 

 

 

 

https://carshowpro.com/events/view/3273
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Celebrating 50 years of Morgan’s Plus 8 

with “Dolly,” the first factory prototype 
https://www.hemmings.com/stories/celebrating-50-years-of-morgans-plus-8-with-dolly-the-first-
factory-prototype/  

Editor’s note: This is a Hemming’s article from 2018 about “Dolly,” the first prototype for Morgan’s Plus 8, a 
model devised a half-century ago that debuted at the 1968 Earls Court Motor Show, and would first come 
to the U.S. around 1971. From 1974 through 1992, it would be available here in limited numbers thanks to 
a propane fuel conversion that was devised by Bill Fink, principal of San Francisco, California’s Isis 
Motors Ltd., now called Morgan Cars USA. The Plus 8 was built in two series — the original Rover V-8-
powered version of 1968-2004, and the BMW V-8-powered version of 2012-2018. 

This piece was written by Tcherek Kamstra, Bill’s stepdaughter. 

’Sixty-eight was an auspicious year for Morgan, and the man who would become the longest-standing 
Morgan dealer in the United States. American Morgan dealer Bill Fink became enamored with Morgans 
during his years spent rowing at Oxford. He bought his first car in London in 1962, and soon after taking 
possession, he drove it to the factory for the first of innumerable visits. 

https://www.hemmings.com/stories/celebrating-50-years-of-morgans-plus-8-with-dolly-the-first-factory-prototype/
https://www.hemmings.com/stories/celebrating-50-years-of-morgans-plus-8-with-dolly-the-first-factory-prototype/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=T8-RfoAgemg
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From this beginning, Bill’s enthusiasm grew so much that, by 1968, he was regularly selling Morgan parts 
to grateful owners all across the United States. He named his business Isis Imports, after the river he 
often rowed on while at Keble College. 

When American laws made it seemingly impossible to meet the stringent requirements for importation, 
he figured out how to legally bring Morgans into compliance by converting them to run on propane. This 
process took years to develop and implement single-handedly; however, Bill is a determined sort and has 
always had a talent for finding solutions when faced with a problem. 

Having spent quite a bit of time figuring out how to make the propane idea work, Bill obtained parts in the 
USA and brought them over to England. He then converted a standard car in a borrowed workshop and 
drove the car straight to Malvern, in hopes that Peter Morgan would be interested. Not long before 
reaching the factory, a red Morgan started coming up behind him. Suddenly, the car pulled out and 
passed him. Sensing a bit of a challenge was being instigated, Bill sped up and passed the red car. Not to 
be outdone, this Morgan was soon in front of him again. The two cars continued this for about three 
miles, and when Bill pulled into the Morgan car park, the other Morgan zipped around the building, out of 
view. 

Maurice Owen inspects a mock-up of the V-8 in an altered Morgan Plus 4 chassis. 

https://www.gomog.com/allmorgan/fuelindex.html
https://www.hemmings.com/blog/2014/05/19/a-mid-seventies-tour-of-the-morgan-motor-company-factory/
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Peter Morgan came out to look over Bill’s propane conversion. After some discussion, he said he would 
like his chief engineer to have a look at the car. Bill agreed and was soon face-to-face with the driver of 
the red Morgan with which he’d just been having a bit of one-upmanship. That is how Bill met Maurice 
Owen, the man who would end up being one of his closest friends. The car Maurice had been driving that 
day was a Plus 4 he had modified using a V-8 engine. Its license plate read OUY 200E; this was the first 
prototype for Morgan’s newest model, the Plus 8, which would be introduced in 1968. 

Development engineer Maurice Owen (in white) and Dolly. 

With Bill’s solution for bringing new Morgans back to American approved by Peter Morgan, the two men 
shook hands, and Bill was now the official dealer for the United States. Visits to the factory were 
increasingly frequent, and the red prototype Plus 8 caught Bill’s eye, as it sat unused in a shed. Over the 
years, he asked Peter about the possibility of buying OUY and bringing her to the States. After a period 
during which a previously interested buyer didn’t finalize that car’s purchase, Peter told Bill it was to be 
his. A member of the staff scoffed a bit at the American who was silly enough to want the car, but want it 
he did, and in 1977, the purchase was made. 
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Bill at the wheel of Dolly. 

So why did Morgan go down the V-8 path 50 years ago? The answer is quite simple. By the mid-1960s, 
Morgan’s relationship with Triumph was coming to an end because the new straight-six engine would not 
fit into the Plus 4. An alternative would have been a V-6 from the other long-term engine supplier to the 
company –Ford– but their engine was too tall to fit under the bonnet. Then came a phone call from Peter 
Wilks, a director of Rover, asking for a meeting in Malvern. 

During the meeting, Peter Morgan was asked if there was any possibility that Rover might acquire Morgan 
in a friendly take-over. Peter was polite with his response, saying he was flattered, but they’d like to 
soldier on for a while as they were, thank you. Then, turning the tables on the man from Rover, he asked if 
there was any possibility that Morgan could acquire some of the V-8 engines that Rover had just started to 
build under license from Buick. They were light and compact, and would just about fit into a Morgan. 
Wilkes responded that he thought this might be possible. Was this a bargaining ploy to sweeten the bitter 
pill of selling the company? We will never know, as a few months after the meeting, Rover was itself taken 
over by Leyland, the owners of Triumph. After some torturous negation, the agreement to provide the 
Rover 3.5-liter V-8 was confirmed, and production started in 1968. 

https://www.aronline.co.uk/facts-and-figures/people/peter-wilks/
https://www.aronline.co.uk/facts-and-figures/people/peter-wilks/
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The SU dashpot-clearing bonnet bulges that called to mind a famously endowed country singer, inspiring 
Dolly’s name. 

Of course, obtaining the engine was just the start. It was just about the right size, but a special engineer 
was needed to squeeze it into the little Plus 4. Maurice Owen, an experienced racing engineer, was that 
man. He’d previously approached Peter Morgan, inquiring if he had any special projects in mind, so when 
the V-8 project arrived, he was appointed. He worked, mainly on his own, in the development shed at the 
back of the factory. He was a practical man, so work was often carried out first, and drawings done 
afterwards. He was left very much alone squeezing that engine into OUY, principally by stretching her 
chassis by two inches. Indeed, the first time he drove her out of the factory gates, it was just after 
midnight on a cold February [1967] night; no one was watching. 

Initially the car had a big Holley carburetor. After a drive at a Prescott test day, American driver Mike Virr, 
impressed by how quick she was by the standards of the day, said to Maurice, “You can’t sell this to little 
old ladies.” “Oh, that’s alright,” said Maurice, rubbing his hands. “We’ll just de-tune it a bit.” The car 
sprouted two SUs, with their distinctive covers, and became “Dolly.” All later cars, including the second 
prototype MMC11, did not have these appendages, as the engine was eventually mounted a bit lower. 
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Tcherek and Bill have told us that Dolly should be arriving in England now, traveling home by boat, for the 
first time in four decades to help 
celebrate the Plus 8’s 
anniversary. This car, driven by 
Bill, will participate in Morgan 
Motors’ annual “Thrill On The 
Hill” event, which begins with a 
car show jubilee at the factory in 
Malvern Link on Saturday, August 
11, and culminates in 
the Prescott Hill 
Climb in Gloucestershire on 
Sunday, August 12. Also 
joining Dolly will be “MMC 11,” 
Morgan’s own 1968 Plus 8 that 
inspired the special 50th 
Anniversary Edition model; “AB 

Maurice and Dolly, here in racing trim with Bill’s preferred #61 livery. Dolly would be the only Plus 8 to 
run wire wheels. 

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OJLcoGMPQ94
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OJLcoGMPQ94
https://www.hemmings.com/blog/2018/02/14/morgan-milestone-plus-8-50th-anniversary-limited-edition-model-to-debut-at-geneva/
https://www.hemmings.com/blog/2018/02/14/morgan-milestone-plus-8-50th-anniversary-limited-edition-model-to-debut-at-geneva/
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16,” Peter Morgan’s own Plus 8; “J 9546,” the final Plus 8; and “Plus 8 50th,” the first of those 50 cars built. 

Steve Morris, managing director of the Morgan Motor Company, commented: “We’re excited to announce 
the return of Thrill On The Hill for 2018. Our annual summer events have continued to prove popular 
among owners and enthusiasts alike, and we expect this year to be better than ever as we welcome 
visitors from around the world to celebrate 50 years of the Morgan Plus 8. 

“I’m particularly excited that we are able to bring OUY 200E, the very first Plus 8, back to the UK from the 
USA specifically for the event. We look forward to seeing everyone on the 11th and 12th of August.” 

It’s a weekend that no true Plus 8 fan will want to miss. 

50 years on, Dolly still wears its original U.K. registration plates. 
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My Morgan Plus Four Journey; and oh yeah, a Factory Tour –  

Part 2 

Words and photos by Craig Ligon 

In Part 1 of this article, we had the meandering tale of how I finally decided to purchase a new Plus Four, a 
bit of the ordering process, and my trip out to Malvern to see my car at the factory and get some wheel 
time in a Morgan Supersport. 

Thursday was my designated day at the factory to see my car.  They had scheduled me for a 2PM private 
tour so I had a good part of the day to walk around Malvern, spend some time in the Morgan Experience 
Centre, the showroom, the café, the gift shop, and the Morgan Archive.  Anyone who has been to the 
factory in the last six years will know that the remodeled center is quite a nice place to explore and 
simply hang out.  Since I was there daily for three days, the girls at the front desk began greeting me by 
name when I walked in.   Likewise, with daily visits, the cashier in gift shop would find and hold things for 
me that I hadn’t found the previous day.  I was flattered, although I can see that some would just call that 
sad that I had become “the American regular”.      

In my visit to their design center, I was able to dig through all the material samples they had on display.  I 
quickly discovered the drawers where they had a lot of extra leather, wood, and paint samples stashed 
beneath the displays.  “Is it wrong to be rummaging through their drawers?”, I asked myself.  “Surely not; 
I’m practically family now!”  In fact, this may not have been far from the truth.  I discovered in Martyn 
Webb’s new book, “Morgan, An English Enigma”, that the land for the current Morgan factory had come 
from my family.  Sir William Lygon, a member of my British family tree, had sold HFS Morgan the land for 
the factory.  My guide and rental driver, Andy Millwood, who also works for the family, said that the land is 
believed to have been gifted to HFS.  However, do you think this shared history would get me a discount 
on my car?  Not a chance. 

After spending as much time as I could stomach either plopped down in my favorite couch, or loitering 
about the center and grounds, it was finally time for my big car reveal.  I was getting a personal guided 
walk through and was told that my car was over in PDI (Pre-Delivery Inspection) and was essentially 
complete.  Andy Millwood, my Supersport tour guide, got the honor, or perhaps the unlucky task of taking 
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me over.  He once again had to listen to 
my ramblings for another hour.  
However, he was good-natured and 
seemed to be enjoying himself.  We 
walked over to the factory buildings and 
into the PDI building.  They had parked 
my car at the far end, in what is 
essentially the Morgan single car viewing 
area.  It was sitting by itself, under the 
large Morgan winged logo, lit by the 
bright LED Hex lights for maximum 
effect.  It would have possibly been 
more dramatic with the big luxury 
showroom reveal cover, but I don’t 
know, maybe they had used it as a 
tablecloth for the previous week’s MSCC 
75th Anniversary club dinner and it was 
off to the wash.  As we approached the 
viewing area, I started to get my first view of the paint in person, and my heart nearly stopped.  The paint 
looked wrong.  I had ordered a blue two-tone car, with a lighter Ferrari Azzurro California blue body, and 
darker BMW Arctic Race blue on the wings.  The latter bordered on navy blue but lightens under brighter 
light.  When I first approached my car, the bright LED lights lit the BMW blue wings, and I thought it looked  
blue green.  Had I picked poorly?  Was this indeed blue-green paint?  The car was finished; there was no 
way to ask for a do over.  I approached with trepidation, my stomach suddenly full of butterflies.  
However, as I approached more closely, I realized that the blue fenders were reflecting an olive-green car 
across from it.  The paint, and the wonderfully deep and highly polished clearcoat, was dynamically 
picking up and reflecting just about any color around it.  As I could more clearly see the paint, my original 

two-tone blue color 
choice design 
complimented each 
other well and was as I 
had envisioned.  I let out 
a sigh of relief!  I 
wouldn’t have to wear a 
paper bag over my head 
as a physical sign of my 
deep embarrassment 
and regret.  I loved it!  
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When I originally ordered my car, I was able to order one of the seventy-five 75th Anniversary cars for the 
American market.  The visual cues of this special edition are few: a “75” next to the “PlusFour” badge on 

the rear decklid, a “75” embroidered on the seat, and special door sill plates that say, “Handmade in 
Pickersleigh Road.”  However, one of the best benefits is that you can pick any single custom paint you 
want, any catalog standard pebble grain leather color, any carpet, hood and panel bead color you want; 
all at no additional cost.  That saved me several thousand dollars and allowed some funds to choose 
some other options, like the two-tone paint fee, the suspension, exhaust, etc.  When I originally 
submitted the order in December, I was thinking there is probably no one else who had selected the 
Ferrari Azzurro California blue paint color.  The next day, the factory sends back pictures of one of the fifty 
Midsummer Morgan cars in the same color.  I had submitted my order with “biscuit” colored leather as 
this was one of the standard catalog colors.  However, the pictures of the Midsummer showed a much 
warmer seat color I liked much more.  I asked my dealer, Lori about it, and she said that it was called 
“fawn”.  She enquired with the factory to see if I could get the same leather; it was in the computer, but 
not from the standard option list.  The factory agreed.  I had the price discount, two-tone car, 75th edition, 
with a hard-to-get leather color = Win for me!  
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Back to the factory.  I spent about four passes simply circling the car, checking out the paint, the curves, 
all the little details of these little bespoke cars.  Andy finally turned to me and asked: “Well, do you want 
to sit in it?”  Obviously!  I opened the door for the first time and slid in.  I mentally took in all the details.  
They already had many of my extras stowed in the passenger footwell: car cover, hood cover, sidescreen 
storage bag, photo album.  The seats were soft and supple, I could almost drink in the fragrance of the 
leather.  Why oh why can’t I drive off in my car????? 

I had looked the car over, mentally checking off all the options I had selected.  It was then that I registered 
that they had not included the head rest embroidery with the Morgan logo that I had ordered.  I pointed 
this out to Andy.  He said he would get me somebody.  He came back with a gentleman who he 
introduced as “Paul, the boss man.”  Paul explained to me that they stopped adding both the seatback 
“75” logo and the head rest emblems as the embroidery looked a bit busy and didn’t really go together, so 
they offered one or the other.  However, he said that since I had come all the way to the factory to see my 
car he would add it.  “Well”, he clarified, “you don’t want me sewing anything on your car, but I will ensure 
that it was done by someone far more competent.”  He encouraged me to talk to someone in Sales to see 
some pictures and get a better understanding of the potential issue.  I said I would.  Later, I looked “Paul” 
up and discovered I had been talking with Paul Hand, the Chief Operations Officer.  I missed talking with 
the entire Morgan senior leadership team, but at least I caught up with Paul to discuss my issue.  Not 
bad. 

Andy took me to a couple of other buildings to introduce me to a few other key figures, including the 
gentleman who over saw the Morgan 3 Wheeler production.  I was still spinning from seeing my Plus Four, 
so I had forgotten every question that I wanted to ask him about my 3 Wheeler and its production run.  
Plus, I forgot to take any other photos of the finishing center or the paint shop.  I was just so damn happy 
having seen my car, I was like a teenage boy seeing his high school crush, dumb and befuddled. 
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That night, I had been invited out to 
dinner by Nicki and Mark Williams 
from The Old Dairy.   It was great to 
meet them, catch up on the local 
Morgan talk, some local Morgan 
projects that may not be so secret in 
Morgan’s hometown, talk about the 
club, etc.  They took me to The Nag’s 
Head, a local pub favorite for some 
good beef and stout pie and local 
ales.  A perfect English pub that has 
odd steps, low ceilings, random 
beams, where you’d be hard pressed 
to find two matching chairs or tables, 
and which wouldn’t make it a month 
in the US due to liability issues.  It 
was perfect because it wasn’t 
perfect.  It was simply authentic.  I 
would take the experience any day.      

The following day I had lined up another car with the Morgan Experience.  I was renting a Plus Four with a 
manual transmission.  In the US, you can only get a new Plus Four with an automatic transmission.  
Morgan can get the Plus Four into the US under the FAST Act as a “Recreation Vehicle”, up to 325 cars a 
year.  Perfect production volumes for Morgan, which also leaves some room for growth, when they still 
only build about 650 cars a year.  Under the fast act, the cars don’t have to comply with all the safety 
requirements and several other requirements, 
but they still need to comply with emissions 
standards.  Since automatic and manual 
transmission cars produce different emission 
ratings, the car maker must go through 
different homologation and certification 
processes for each type.  Morgan can’t really 
afford to have each certified separately, so 
they simply opted for the common option 
with the automatic.  They haven’t ruled out 
certifying the manual in the future, but I can’t 
afford to hold my breath.  

This time around Morgan Experience had a 
very nice Sport Red with black leather interior 
car lined up as my half day rental.  The red 
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was probably a good option, since like in the animal world, this indicated to others: “Danger – American 
driving!”  Morgan Experience gives you a brochure with a map for a couple of different drives.  The longer 
drive took you through the Cotswolds but left less time for stopping.  Since I was there for driving, and 
who wouldn’t want to drive a Morgan through the Cotswolds, this was the option for me.  I scanned the 
QR code and the entire trip was preloaded to my Google maps.  This was a nice option!  Judging from all 
the little twists and turns on the map, I was on my way to some wonderful countryside driving.  However, I 
quickly found the Achille’s heel of my morning was the fact that I had nowhere to put my phone.  With one 
hand on the wheel, one hand on the stick shift, I needed a third hand to hold the phone.  Not having 
grown up near Chernobyl as a child, I had no such third appendage.  Thus, the phone slid off my lap, off 
the center console, or off the slick leather of the passenger’s seat, and always rocketed into the wheel 
well with only the charging cable to keep it somewhat tethered.    My over 50 eyes can’t read the phone 
when it is close to my face, there is no way I’m reading it five feet away on the floor.  Luckily, I came upon 
a large shopping center on the outskirts of Malvern.  After a fruitless search at the grocery store, an 
employee directed me to the “Argos” store across the road to seek out a dash mount.  I walked into the 
Argos, a small store front with a large counter, a short line of customers, and about three employees.  
When I finally got to the counter to ask for a dash mount, he kindly took the stupid American over to the 
kiosk where I could search and find products on the computer and complete my purchase.  Imagine 
having a small self-serve storefront on front of a huge Amazon-like distribution center.  Five minutes later 
a safety-vested employee came out carrying my dash mount.  Brilliant!  We could use these in America.  
My phone now securely mounted to the dash; I was once again off to the Cotswolds. 

The route they had selected was indeed a pleasant drive.  They had mapped a drive through all the little 
twisty backroads you would want to see, with small villages, scenic farms, and picturesque vistas that 

you would want to see 
if you wanted some 
great driving in the 
Cotswolds.  Since the 
rain was not expected 
until the afternoon, the 
top was down for 
maximum enjoyment.  
Being that this was 
April, the hills were 
alive with early Spring 
growth.  The young 
spring lambs pranced 
around the ewes, and I 
spotted both deer and 
pheasants.  With the 
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top off the fragrance of cut grass and even freshly turned fields made the drive more delightful.     

Whereas I was highly enjoying the drive, this was really to get to 
know the BMW 6-speed manual transmission.  I’ve always been 
amazed that driving on the right side of the car and shifting with 
your left hand is not as alien as it sounds.  However, if British 
cars also swapped the positions of the pedals, I would be in 
significant trouble, but luckily the three pedal configuration is 
the same.   I reserved my judgement for a bit, as I had to 
eliminate the bias that may be caused while trying to acclimate 
to a left-handed shift.  However, I must admit, I didn’t really care 
for the BMW transmission.  After four hours of nearly 
continuous driving, I thought the gearbox felt a bit grainy, and 
not nearly as smooth as I had hoped.  The gates were also a bit 
difficult and vague with a wobbly shifter, and I tried to drop it 
down into first when I needed third more than a few times.   
Granted, I was comparing this to both 5-speed Mazda Miata 
transmission, I have in the 3 Wheeler, a transmission that gets a 
lot more acclaim from enthusiasts, or the Hurst short throw 
shifter I have in the Camaro, with a very clear gate and positive 
shift feedback.  After a few quick searches I saw that people 
may like to have the engagement of having a manual 
transmission, but the BMW gearbox itself may not have as large 
a fan following citing similar feedback.  It looks like there may be 
some improvements that BMW enthusiasts have made, like 
adjustments to the clutch delay valve (CDV) to improve 
response, but it looks like others found similar faults.  I have to 
say I am quite content with the ZF automatic transmission, 
which does have a good following from enthusiasts.    This will 
also ensure that I can adjust my silk ascot at the same time I am 
negotiating a series of turns; so obviously the right choice has 
been made. 

After roughly three hours of driving, I arrived in the 
quintessentially Cotswoldian village of Broadway.  The picture-
postcard hamlet is comprised of century old buildings 
comprised of honey-colored limestone making this everything 
you could want in a quaint British village. It was close to lunch, 
and I would have liked to have stop, but the streets were 
brimming with tourists and there was nowhere I could see to 
park.  The only thing that did stop was my navigation.  Nestled in 

The 6 speed BMW manual in my rental 
above vs the BMW automatic shift knob in 
my car below.  Whereas this bit of 
technology visually sticks out, it may be 
the more practical solution.  Also note the 
Supersport stick shift surround now 
standard on the Plus Four.   



24 
 

between the local hills Boradway is trapped in a time where cell towers do not exist.  I pulled into a 
“customers only” spot in a coin op laundry to try and regain some direction, only to accidentally exit out 
of my nav instructions.  Trying the QR code on the brochure again stubbornly wanted to start me back at 
the Morgan factory.  Being pressed for time to return the car, I opted to simply take the most expeditious 
route along more primary roads.   

To finish up my thoughts on the Cotswolds, I really need to come back with my wife, rent one of the Nicki 
and Mark Williams’ Morgan Car Hire Plus Fours, and make more of a week of it.  The countryside was truly 
idyllic.  Since I was there in the spring, the yellow wildflowers were everywhere, and at times, the green 
and yellow rolling fields and sheep pastures just seemed to roll on and on broken only by those classic 
limestone fences and the frequent copse of beech, oak and ash trees.  I really do wish we had more of 
this closer to home in Texas.  We really do have a lot going for us in the US, but it is hard to compete the 
simple pleasure of driving a Morgan with the top down through some of the most beautiful country you 
can experience outside of a digitally created James Cameron planet of Pandora, and with fewer six-
legged creatures to kill you; so that is a plus.   

I returned my Plus 
Four with a bit of 
regret.  I was 
nearing the end of 
almost three days 
at the Morgan 
factory.  I got to park 
the Plus Four under 
the oft pictured 
Morgan Experience 
car awning.  It 
looked great parked 
with the various 
Morgan models all 
parked in a row as I 
took a few parting 
photos.  The front 
desk again greeted 
me by name as I 

walked in the door, and we checked in the car.  Since I had missed my lunch, I popped into the café for a 
cup of tea and a nice Victorian sponge cake and sank into one of their big Chesterfield leather armchairs.  
I had very much enjoyed my several teas in the café with a couple of Morgans parked in the dining area.  I 
must remember to talk to Teresa to see if I can knock out the front window, install some French doors, 
and park the Morgans in the dining and living rooms.  They would fill the space in such a lovely manner 
and prove even more of a conversation topic than the Christmas Story leg lamp that she vetoed several 



25 
 

years prior.    My tea and cake finished, I took one last walk about the gift shop, the archive room, and 
walked back down the path to the end of the factory buildings for one last look, just as all the workmen 
were breaking for the day with their early Friday release time.  Everyone was done with the factory for the 
week, including me.  I had had three fun filled days at the factory.  Definitely not for everyone, but I had 
had a great time! 

The last night in Malvern I had a very nice dinner at the Madresfield Butchers and Grill, which had been 
recommended to me.  The food was all phenomenal!  This is a very nice a farm to table restaurant owned 
by the family and where all the beef and lamb is raised at the Madresfield Estate, again which is my family 
connection and home of the British leg of the Lygon family so I did recognize several people in the photos 
place in sections of the restaurant.  Although distantly related, they didn’t offer me a family discount here 
either.  I was disappointed and hurt, so I paid with my American Express as a reminder of our separation.  

The rest of my trip was not of much note to the Morgan fanatic.  I crammed all my Morgan gift shop 
goodies back into my bag, checked out of The Old Dairy after one last night of fantastic sleep.  I’m not 
sure if the excellent sleep was the lack of stress, the exhausting excitement, the 6-8 miles of walking I 
seemed to be getting every day, or a combination of the three.  I walked my bags back down to the 
Malvern Link railway station and took the train back to London.  I was still able to cram a couple of sights 
in London before my flight left Sunday morning.  I was returning to Texas with a few Morgan items from 
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the shop, some gifts for the family, a few blisters 
on my feet from poorly selected shoes, a bunch 
of great memories, and even more of a building 
sense of excitement anticipating my car before 
she gets back to the States.  In an age of Spacex, 
the Internet, and instant gratification, the 
shipping process seems to go on forever! 

To wrap this up, I love my Morgan 3 Wheeler, not 
because it is a race car, not because it is so eye 
catching (even though it is), but because it turns 
simple errands into more exciting adventures 
and dials the clock back on longer drives to a 
time when trips were a thrilling voyage packed 
with wonder and a bit of uncertainty.  I 
sometimes drive my M3W to work, but it is not a 
daily driver.  The Plus Four, its slightly larger but 
still diminutive brother, fills the role of more a 
daily driver while still retaining that same 
connection between car and driver, driver and 
environment.   This is a small sporty car whose 

shear simplicity begs you be more involved in the world around you.  It won’t read me my text messages, 
it doesn’t come with a nav screen, it doesn’t even allow me to take a phone call.  What it does do well is 
retain that thrill of transport and leave the driver open to an awe-inspiring world while firmly reminding 
you that you are driving a hand-built marvel made my craftsmen and women and not robots.  I look 
forward to my tenure as a custodian of this marvelous little machine whose design has endured for the 
past 75 years! 

Next month, I pick up my car and drive it home… 

  
 


