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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! 

PRESIDENT 
TREASURER 
Judi Boyles 
8422 Garland Rd 
Dallas, TX  75218-4333 
secretarytexmog@att.net 
 
HISTORIAN: 
Bill Boyles 

 
NEWSLETTER EDITOR: 
Craig Ligon 
2720 Pinehurst Dr. 
Grapevine, TX  76051 
ligons@gmail.com 
 
*Cover photo: One more self-indulgent photo of Craig Ligon’s 2026 Morgan Plus Four pictured whilst 
visiting the Biltmore Estate in Ashville, NC.  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 

July 11th Red Truck Café 
Sat. 10am Monthly meeting 
 
Aug  8th  Red Truck Café  
Sat. 10am Monthly meeting 
 
Sept 12th 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 9-11 35th Annual Texas All British Car Days 
   Marble Falls, TX (see following flyer) 
   https://hillcountrytriumphclub.regfox.com/2026-texas-all-british-car-days  
 
Oct 22-24 24th Brits in the Ozarks, All British Car & Cycle Show 
   Fayetteville, AR (see following flyer) https://britishironnwa.org/brits-in-the-ozarks/  
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

mailto:ligons@gmail.com
https://wheelsforwellness.org/benefit-car-show
https://hillcountrytriumphclub.regfox.com/2026-texas-all-british-car-days
https://britishironnwa.org/brits-in-the-ozarks/
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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


5 
 

COMICS  
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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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Gentlewoman Racer: Prudence Fawcett 
by Michael Satterfield  https://thegentlemanracer.com/2023/01/gentlewoman-racer-prudence-fawcett/  

Prudence Marie Blake Fawcett grew up with a love for cars encouraged by her uncle Percy, a Bugatti 
enthusiast. Her first car was a Wolseley Hornet, which she would maintain herself at the age of just 17. 
After her lower secondary school was complete she left Sheffield to spend time in Genoa, Italy where she 
would drive an Alfa Romeo 1750 in her first racing event, she brought her love of Alfa Romeo back to the 
UK and with her friends Charlotte and Lance Prideaux-Brune, became an official importer for Alfa Romeo 
which were sold through their Winter Garden garage. 

Prudence ran with an affluent crowd of racing drivers and friends and in 1937 she was invited to travel to 
Le Mans aboard the Duke of Kent’s private plane, a trip that would change her life forever as she watched 
women like Joan Richmond, and Kaye Petre compete in the grueling 24-hour race. Prudence was going to 
drive at Le Mans, the next year. 

The Winter Garden garage had just added Morgan to their growing list of sportscars that they were official 
dealers for and Prudence was convinced that a Morgan 4/4 would be the perfect car for a 24-hour race. 

https://thegentlemanracer.com/author/wpusername3441/
https://thegentlemanracer.com/2023/01/gentlewoman-racer-prudence-fawcett/
https://www.wolseleyregister.co.uk/wolseley-history/pre-war/hornet-hornet-special/
https://www.thegentlemanracer.com/search/label/Morgan?&max-results=6
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Prudence took her plan to Henry Frederick Stanley Morgan who agreed to supply her with a car, however, 
the Winter Garden garage would run the entire effort. To fund the rest of the effort Prudence approached 
her friend Lord Wakefield, founder of Castrol Oil for sponsorship. She also talked Geoffrey White, the 
Winter Garden garage’s Sales Manager to be her co-driver. 

Morgan, registration number 
BNP 730 was delivered to the 
Winter Garden garage, and 
mechanic Dick Anthony began 
modifying the car for 
competition. The 1098cc engine 
was fitted with a drown draught 
carburetor, an 8:1 compression 
ratio, and a magneto ignition 
system. When tested at the 
Bookland the car could maintain 
speeds of just under 100 mph. 
The car was also fitted with 
a  fold-down windshield, cycle 
fenders, and only one spare tire 
to save weight. Morgan would go 

on to sell a replica of this car to the general public. 

The now 25-year-old Prudence and her girlfriend drove the car to France and set up their base at the 
famous Hotel Des Ifs, which had been used by many Le Mans racers including the Aston Martin works for 
the team. The team settled into 
their hotel and prepared for an 
exciting adventure. Prudence 
would be one of five women 
competing in the 1938 race. 

At 4:00 PM on June 18th, 1938 
Prudence sprinted to her car, 
and the race was begun, 
Prudence and Geoff would stop 
for fuel and change drivers 
every 15 laps. 

https://blogger.googleusercontent.com/img/b/R29vZ2xl/AVvXsEid2cN42jPPXcgVbdqJk6W0iD3aAURR6lgzFizdDcmyaDBsbIwJFO2N1w-_E1k2JKVEkqSHLTge7sVpgYEXPpjkg4blJANdw1W7FX2X8rWEQgIBGBUE7bZ-dRMN3V3J77toPP36IefAUqCeaJXjKzDd1qiTX_9KkQsnIMzm6f-Nl7zfa67FTBjV5hrt/s800/morgan_lemans-lawrence.jpg
https://blogger.googleusercontent.com/img/b/R29vZ2xl/AVvXsEjlg2D4NkcPcg8A0IgO4IUvSs_juqNVeF_oCEhnyx5gqiecjqw08FZB1-WLPtRUMKPYSRp1-7aFzjJ3lj4hDDagzibjijt7QtLAVMHXSGObpNZQxhAZ5dFh7yMsu2EB1bjR1xdqSEfdeauTexQQYATDbmX9IU8pKJ8rtU3n6SQofl8BnShM23F1JhC1/s800/FawcettWhite%20(1).jpg
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The Morgan performed well with an 
average speed of 57.2 mph covering 
1,373 miles, with only a slight leak in 
the radiator hose and a misfire from a 
valve problem. The Morgan team 
would come in 13th overall, an 
amazing feat for Morgan’s and 
Fawcett’s first-ever entry in the race. 

Back at the Hotel Des Ifs, Dick 
Anthony installed new valves and 
Prudence and her friend drove the 
Morgan back to Sheffield, reportedly 
averaging over 60 mph on her way to 
Calais. 1938 would be her last year of 
racing, she married Leslie Trevelyan an amateur pilot and the two made a pact, he would give up flying if 
she would give up racing. 

So in 1939, Prudence returned to Le Mans with Morgan but this time as a team owner, with Dick Anthony 
and Geoffrey White driving. Morgan was especially interested in supporting the 1939 race again as the 
opportunity to win the Rudge Whitworth Biennial Cup would be a major marketing advantage for the 

small carmaker. While the 
Winter Garden garage was still 
running the race team, the 
Morgan factory was more 
involved even having Morgan’s 
chief road test Charlie Curtis 
drive the car down to the Hotel 
Des Ifs before the race. 

 

The Biennial Cup would go to a 
Simca-Fiat, with the Morgan 
coming in 2nd in its class and a 
respectable 15th overall. With 
the outbreak of World War II, it 
would be a decade before Le 

Mans would resume hosting races, and Prudence never returned to racing, but a book Morgan Sports 
Cars The Early Years; Alderson & Chapman says that her love of sports cars remained with her until the 
end of her life, Prudence passed away in 1986 at the age of 73. 

Photos Courtesy of Morgan Motor Company 

https://www.morgan-motor.com/
https://le-mans.fandom.com/wiki/Biennial_Cup
https://blogger.googleusercontent.com/img/b/R29vZ2xl/AVvXsEgNfrO7Ur-TxrXCueJzeP1TjkhPD_oDayKlNeLOBTRpoVEkkI_MvmNtpwKgsfzF74JLXpr3Pwc4FWgmqPvAzp6Lu6S1sy1eBsm9GOxh7qKEE_yV1W_2wVdKazY_WaYtUbqXtFF2yAWXBiIMavyr5zru4Jrn5myGspL5l-QcE3vPjzhqoVsA-alGB6iy/s800/Morgan1.jpg
https://blogger.googleusercontent.com/img/b/R29vZ2xl/AVvXsEgxRyD83lmIqUkjGYA0fjDFXjXKGn-f4B-xVPYu0sGIzyoOIsFJxzLHgNLcBepOFzPscaBLNTylc8qneE3OkB-UkFK_YOUi_MB34VBcPHCRh9eu3p30aDUHHDa2fcBEFj2FZkQH4Rh5HNrKDMEo1JKatrVLTEkA45ojfUhiYMHJVQqKuN_RwLU6Qni_/s800/Morgan2.jpg
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A Road Trip in the 2015 Morgan 3-Wheeler Is Like Flying on 
the Ground 

A thousand mile trip to the Great Northweeds in Morgan's new 3-
Wheeler. Sometimes the past is not a foreign country. 

 

Photos by Nick Berard 

By Peter Egan 

 Sep 28, 2015 

WHILE PUTTING SOME BREAK-IN miles on a 2015 Morgan 3 Wheeler two weeks ago, I pulled up in front of 
a little café along the Rock River, not far from my rural Wisconsin home. Even before I could shut off the 
engine, people came pouring out of the restaurant as if I'd fired a stink bomb through the window. Four or 
five customers, along with the cook and the waitress, quickly gathered around the car. 

A large man in bib overalls hovered over me-providing some welcome shade-and exclaimed, with 
flawless Steve Martin delivery, "I saw you comin' down the road and I said to everybody in the café, 'WHAT 
THE HELL IS THAT?'" 

This scene-or some variation of it-was to be repeated many times during the thousand-mile loop my wife 
Barb and I took through Wisconsin last week. Most people had no idea what the Morgan was-or, indeed, 
had ever heard of one-but they were instantly attracted to it, moved by some combination of its vintage 
mechanical presence and rightness of line. 

https://web.archive.org/web/20160508041900/http:/www.roadandtrack.com/author/2654/peter-egan/
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I know how they felt. 

When I heard the news four years ago that Morgan was going to bring back its "cyclecar" for the first time 
since production stopped in 1952, the machinery of desire immediately began to clank and whir in my 
brain. It was like hearing the Sopwith Camel was back in production-with a new and reliable radial 
engine. To a lifelong British-car buff, there was a lot of history and tradition riding on those three wheels. 

The Morgan Motor Company, located in the Malvern Hills near the Welsh border, started manufacturing 
these things in 1910 when young H. F. S. Morgan went into the business of bolting motorcycle engines 
onto the front of his cleverly designed trikes. They were an instant hit because they were light, rugged, 
inexpensive, and fast. Also, they could be licensed as motorcycles, which saved buyers a bundle under 
the ever-punitive British tax codes. 

 

As such, they attracted everyone from working stiffs to wealthy young sports who could use them to gad 
about the countryside, scattering chickens. Morgans were also popular with young men of the Royal 
Flying Corps. One famously glamorous owner was Captain Albert Ball, England's then leading World War 
I fighter ace, who bought a Grand Prix model not long before he was killed on the Western Front. He 
called it "the nearest thing to flying without leaving the ground." 

By 1936, Morgan was building four-wheeled sports cars, relegating the three-wheelers more or less to 
cult status among the faithful. But they reached their truly classic proportions (in my mind) with the 
Super Sports models of 1927-1939, and these are the cars Morgan chose to emulate most closely in the 
new model. 

Morgans were popular with young men of the Royal Flying Corps. One called it "the nearest thing to flying 
without leaving the ground." 
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Well, actually, it was an American industrial designer from Seattle named Pete Larsen who first decided 
to resurrect this most English of all machines. Larsen, a builder of the vintage-looking Liberty Sidecars for 
Harley owners, was fascinated by the look of the old Morgan trikes. Using a Harley engine, BorgWarner T-
5 transmission, and Honda Gold Wing swing arm and final drive, he built a strikingly accurate replica of a 
Thirties Super Sports and began to produce it as the Liberty Ace. It got some coverage in the British press 
in 2009, so a pair of Morgan reps flew to Seattle to take a look. They were so impressed by the Ace, they 
convinced Morgan to buy all manufacturing rights from Larsen. He signed everything over to Charles 
Morgan in 2010 and is now a Morgan dealer himself. 

 

Morgan based its 3 Wheeler closely on Larsen's but developed it further, Morgan-style. After redesigning 
Larsen's steel-tube frame, it replaced the fiberglass body with a shell of hand-formed aluminum over 
laminated ash and then installed an S&S Cycle engine, Miata five-speed gearbox, and a British Quaife 
bevel box with a Harley-style belt drive to the rear wheel. It was introduced at the Geneva motor show in 
2011. 

Good business decision. 

When Barb and I visited the Morgan factory last year, I was surprised to learn the 3 Wheeler had passed 
the 1000 mark in sales (it's now up to 1500), and it accounted for about 40 percent of Morgan's output. I 
was impressed with the fit and finish of the thing but returned home wondering if I'd ever get a chance to 
drive one. The $46,667 base price, as delivered in the U.S., didn't lend itself to much trial-and-error 
experimentation on my part. 

Shane Mustoe to the rescue. 

https://web.archive.org/web/20160508041900/http:/www.roadandtrack.com/car-culture/features/a25242/peter-egan-side-glances-fenced-in-at-the-morgan-factory/
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Mustoe is a Scottsdale, Arizona, Morgan dealer who called last winter and said he'd heard from our 
mutual friend Bill Hall that I'd recently acquired a 1965 Morgan Plus 4 project car. "So now, you must drive 
the 3 Wheeler," he said. "We've got a used demo car, but I'd like you to drive a new one, because the 
factory has made some improvements in steering and driveline smoothness." 

As it turned out, Morgan's early 2015 production was all spoken for, so Mustoe generously decided to 
send me the new 3 Wheeler he and his wife had ordered for their own use. It arrived on a flatbed truck 
two weeks ago, having just been prepped by Northshore Sportscars, the Morgan dealer in Lake Bluff, 
Illinois. And it was gorgeous, sitting there in our driveway. 

Mustoe had added about $8000 worth of extras to the base version, including custom Lamborghini 
Titanium paint, mulberry quilted-leather interior, heated seats, the Bright package (polished rollhoops, 
headlight shells, and engine), and a wood-rimmed Moto-Lita steering wheel. 

About 20 seconds after the delivery truck disappeared down our driveway, I did a quick read of the 
owner's manual and slipped behind the wheel for a drive. My friend Rick Olson-who pulled up in his new 
Polaris Slingshot three-wheeler-joined me for a ride. 

"It's equal parts biplane, mahogany speedboat, classic motorcycle, and vintage sports car. But it's new 
and modern and doesn't need to be restored." 

Comfortable seats, plenty of legroom, and adjustable pedals set up for my six-foot-one-inch frame. 
Aircraft-style gauges. I 
turned the key, lifted 
the "bomb toggle" 
guard over the starter, 
hit the button, and the 
engine barked 
instantly to life. No 
throttle pumping 
called for on this fuel-
injected V-twin. It's a 
2.0-liter X-Wedge 
engine, built by S&S in 
Viola, Wisconsin, and 
it produces 80 hp at 
the rear wheel, with 
103 lb-ft of torque at 
3250 rpm. Good 

power-to-weight for a 1250-pound car. It idles with the regularly spaced BANG-BANG-BANG of a large 
British single rather than the offbeat shuffle of a Harley engine. Maybe it's the stereo effect of the two 
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separate exhaust pipes on opposite sides of the car or the wider 56-degree vee used to keep those big 
pistons from clashing. 

In any case, it has quite a beautiful exhaust note, both mellow and hard-hitting at the same time. When 
the engine lit up, Rick and I looked at each other and grinned. I slipped it into first, and we headed out. 

What strikes you during the first 10 minutes of driving is how "normal" the 3 Wheeler is to operate. It has a 
normal clutch; a five-speed Miata transmission that shifts, well, just like the one in my own Miata; 
responsive and powerful brakes-vented discs on the front and a drum at the rear; and quick but linear 
steering with nice on-center feel. Early 3 Wheelers were criticized for an excess of bump-steer that made 
them skittish over road irregularities, but the improved version is dead-stable, with good feedback 
through the wheel. 

While the car is mechanically normal, there's nothing conventional about the sensations you get while 
blasting through the hills. The regular, concussive beat of the engine reminds me of nothing so much as 
my days on a .50-caliber machine-gun range at Fort Polk, Louisiana, in 1969. In corners, the car turns in 
crisply and takes a set while the rear end simply sweeps dutifully through behind it. The payoff comes 
between apex and exit, where that torque-monster engine just hammers the car out of the corner in a 
heady surge. The pedals are perfect for heel-and-toe, and downshifts into fourth or third are big fun. 

If you get careless (or playful) with the clutch, it's easy to spin the rear tire on takeoff, but you have to get 
on it very hard indeed to make the rear end step out. It's astounding how much grip this thing has-
especially for a vehicle with two skinny 4-by-19-inch Avon motorcycle tires on the front and a single 
175/55R-16 Uniroyal RainExpert car tire at the rear. It's helped, no doubt, by its wide, five-foot front track 
(13 inches wider than my 1965 Morgan Plus 4's!). Weight transfer is minimal, and the car swoops 
effortlessly through fast corners with almost no body roll. 

The only two criticisms I could 
come up with were moderate 
gear whine from the bevel drive 
unit-despite Morgan's new 
rubber isolation mounts-and a 
hard-to-reach seatbelt buckle 
that's buried next to your hip. 
(Remarkably, a thousand miles 
later, these were still my only 
complaints.) 

When Rick and I returned from 
our drive, Barb greeted us in the 
driveway. "Well, what do you 
think?" she asked. "Will it be 
okay for our trip?" 



16 
 

Quoting Lawrence of Arabia, I just grinned and said, "It's going to be fun." 

There was, of course, the question of luggage. The Morgan has what appear to be two sizable trunks, but 
the rear turtle-deck swings upward to reveal a fair amount of wheel-well intrusion, and the bonnet 
conceals a large, cylindrical oil tank and the battery, without much open space. But the passenger-side 
footwell is so deep that even the long-legged cannot plumb its depths. A small duffel bag fits easily. 

In any case, Barb and I are used to traveling light. We once spent six weeks touring the U.S. in our 1945 
Piper J-3 Cub, which had 20 pounds of total allowable luggage-to include a tool kit and pup tent. Also, we 
are seasoned motorcyclists. My shaving kit and our rain gear and sweatshirts went under the rear deck, 
and everything else made it into the footwell. 

Did someone say "rain gear"? Yes. The 3 Wheeler has no top, so we'd be in full motorcycle-touring mode. 
Rain suits and helmets with face shields. There's no space to store helmets, so we'd have to wear them. 
Just as well, on those long days in the sun and wind. And rain. 

On a clear and sunny June morning, we finally headed down the driveway, destination the great 
Northwoods. We were going to pay a visit to our friends Jeff and Nancy Craig, who have a beautiful rustic 
home on a small lake near Iron River, Wisconsin, just south of Lake Superior. On the meandering route 
we'd planned, it was about 500 miles away. 

We had to go there, because their place is Romantic Vehicle Central. The Craigs own about 10 vintage 
wood-and-canvas canoes, a classic wood Herreshoff 12 ½ sailboat, a wood-fired steam launch (note the 
prevalence of wood here), and three vintage Velocette motorcycles. Jeff is also a former Morgan owner 
who helped bring my own Plus 4 back from Colorado a few months ago. I think his exact words were, "If 
you get that Morgan 3 Wheeler to test and don't drive it up here for a visit, I'll kill you." 

Okay, not a direct quote, but I think that was the gist of it. We headed north, taking no major highways. 
The Morgan cruises effortlessly at 70–80 mph, but we didn't want to sully its spirit (or ours) with 
interstates or traffic jams. So we took back roads past Taliesin, Frank Lloyd Wright's famous home, near 
Spring Green, then followed the beautiful and nearly empty Highway 56 for a visit to the S&S factory in 
Viola, where we and our Morgan were greeted warmly. 

On a factory tour, S&S engineering manager Jeff Bailey showed us the X-Wedge engines being hand-built 
in this very high-tech facility, which is tucked back in a green valley that would make H. F. S. Morgan feel 
right at home. (And me, too; it's 25 miles from where I grew up.) One big challenge in adapting these 
engines to the 3 Wheeler, Bailey said, was the V-twin's big hits of torque, which caused rapid wear in 
Morgan's mechanical, shock-absorbing compensator unit between the engine and clutch. They had to 
change over to a larger, rubber-based cush drive, which is what we have in our car. 

Heat was another early problem. The engines ran cool at the front and hot at the back, so an air scoop 
was added, along with a fan that blows air forward through the cooling fins at low speeds if the engine 
temperature exceeds 200 degrees. Problem solved. 
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Before we left, S&S president Paul Langley (a Brit!) came to see us off and had the staff bring around 
Morgan's own test-mule 3 Wheeler, a green one with an RAF paint scheme and very loud exhaust pipes. 
Suddenly, our own twin-.50s sounded more like a set of Vickers .303s. With silencers. 

As we headed northwest toward the Mississippi River on Highway 27, a deer bolted from the woods, 
straight at us. As I swerved, the deer caught its footing and leaped cleanly over the back deck of our car, 
without touching it. Not even a hoofprint. It isn't every day I get to look at the underside of a deer's jaw 
while maneuvering a car. Another good case for helmets, I guess. Full-face helmets. 

On the way to Trempealeau, we stopped at the Mindoro Cut, a gap hand-hewed through solid stone by 
pioneers, so they could get their wagons across the ridge. Two high school kids were skateboarding there. 
We asked if they wanted to be photographed passing the Morgan downhill, and they enthusiastically 
agreed. I gave them both rides in the 3 Wheeler, and they thanked us profusely. Nice kids, smart and 
polite. Somehow our two activities seemed closely related, as if humans were intended to segue 
smoothly from one to the other. Or maybe I'm just immature. 

We stopped for the night in Trempealeau and had dinner at the Historic Trempealeau Hotel, seated on a 
screened porch overlooking the Mississippi, with barges and trains going by. The view looked like a 
Thirties post-office mural titled Transportation for a Growing America. After dinner, as I snapped on the 
Morgan's tonneau cover, a man walked by and said, "Big storm comin' tomorrow." 

He wasn't kidding. Let's just say we got to try out those rain suits. It poured like the end of the world all 
morning, but our heated seats helped take some of the chill out of the damp leather beneath our 
glistening rain suits. Fortunately, the car handled remarkably well. Those narrow front tires don't 
aquaplane, and the rear is a rain tire, so I could hardly tell the road was wet. Still, I didn't push my luck in 
this deer-infested country. 

The sky was clearing when we stopped at Eau Claire for fuel, and the Morgan created its usual sensation 
at the gas station. Everyone wanted to know how fast it would go (115 mph) and what kind of fuel mileage 
we were getting (about 30 mpg). Most were impressed with 115 mph but disappointed in 30 mpg. I 
decided at future stops to say, "70 mpg," just to let people live happier vicarious lives. 

As we crossed the Chippewa River, the scenery suddenly metamorphosed into the woods of 
Longfellow's Song of Hiawatha—tall pines, clear lakes, and rock cliffs. Also Point and Leinenkugel's beer 
signs glowing in roadhouse windows. Another planet. In Iron River, we were intercepted by Jeff Craig, who 
was out on his Triumph Bonneville looking for us. He led us back on a winding gravel road to their lodge, 
and we climbed wearily out of the car, wind-dried and happy. When his wife came home, we all went out 
for the traditional (nay, sacramental) Friday-night Wisconsin fish fry at a lakeside supper club. 

Advertisement - Continue Reading Below 

In the morning, Jeff and I took turns driving the Morgan around the back roads for a couple of hours. 
When we got back to his marvelous museum/garage, he shut off the engine and said quietly, "I must have 
one of these." 
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Then he added, "This thing answers a lot of psychological needs, all in one vehicle. It's equal parts Gipsy 
Moth biplane, Hacker-Craft mahogany speedboat, classic motorcycle, and vintage sports car. But it's 
new and modern and doesn't need to be restored." We both casually gazed around his shop, silently 
appraising its contents and wondering what might be sold and condensed into a Morgan 3 Wheeler. I 
confess I've done a bit of the same since I got home. 

Barb and I spent three more days on the road. We visited our friends Mike and Linda Puls at their lake 
cottage near Springstead for a day, stopped for another night at a restored log-cabin B and B near my 
hometown of Elroy, then pulled into our driveway the next day, having covered 1070 miles. No 
mechanical troubles, no visible oil consumption in five days on the road. I spent a day cleaning and 
detailing the Morgan, and it was trucked back to its rightful owners last Tuesday. 

I watched it go down the driveway on the flatbed, thinking to myself that people sometimes call the 
traditional Morgan four-wheelers "the last of the real sports cars." But you could probably make a case 
that the new 3 Wheeler is the latest claimant to that title. 

Because it's licensed as a motorcycle—and bought by people who willingly accept some of the implied 
austerity and risk—it can be sold without bumpers, doors, windows, locks, a center brake light, a safety-
glass windshield, airbags, buzzers, A/C, a heater, defrosters, headrests, wipers, windshield washers, seat 
adjusters, a radiator, a sound system, a water pump, hoses, a differential, half-shafts, wide front tires, 
rear fenders, a fourth wheel and brake, and a hundred other things. 

The upshot is a light, agile machine, neither car nor motorcycle, that drives like nothing else in the world. 
And it offers more kinetic fun—and more pure charisma—than any car I've driven. 

English novelist L. P. Hartley once wrote, "The past is a foreign country; they do things differently there." 
The Morgan 3 Wheeler is one 
of those rare chances to go 
back and find out what we've 
lost. 

Morgan 3 Wheeler 

POWERTRAIN 2.0-LITER V-
TWIN, 80 HP, 103 LB-FT; 
RWD, 5-SPEED MANUAL 

WEIGHT 1250 LB 

TOP SPEED 115 MPH 
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35th Annual Texas All British Car Days, Marble Falls 

October 9-11, 2026 
 

 

https://hillcountrytriumphclub.regfox.com/2026-texas-all-british-car-days 
 

https://hillcountrytriumphclub.regfox.com/2026-texas-all-british-car-days
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Thirteen States, Seven Days, Two People, 

and One Little Car 

 

By Craig Ligon 

After leaving the factory and seeing my car for the last time before shipping, I entered that irritating phase 
of not knowing exactly when I would see it again.  I knew the shipping process took several weeks, maybe 
six, give or take.  But the wait seems interminably long when you have seen, touched and sat in a car, but 
then can’t have it. 

The one well documented aspect of the process is that you know what ship your car will be on.  For my 
new car, Lori Van Hauten Frick at Morgan Mid-Atlantic in Harrisburg, PA, let me know that it would be 
shipped on the Roll On/Roll Off ship, or “RoRo” ship, the “Arc Honor”.  There are a couple of services that 
you can access to track ships.  Once you have this little gem of data, you can go online and figure out 
when the ship docks in Southampton and when it finally disembarks in Baltimore.  You can track it when 
the ships are close to the coast, as they use VHF radio signals to report on their location.  However, once 
they enter open ocean, they fall outside of the VHF stations, they go black.  This is the really irritating 
period, as you check a couple of times a day to ensure that the ship shows up on the other side of the 
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Atlantic.  In the back of my mind, I recalled the incident where the RoRo ship, the Felicity Ace, burned and 
sank in the Atlantic in 2022 taking with it almost 4,000 cars, including those from Porsche, VW, Bentley 
and Lamborghini.  This was only a few months after I didn’t pay the extra shipping insurance when my 
Morgan 3 Wheeler was shipped over in 2021.  Luckily, in the case of the Felicity Ace, no Morgans were 
reported to have been onboard, so the Morgan world was spared that terrible loss. 

The entire shipping experience was so prolonged, I cursed myself for not installing an Apple AirTag tracker 
on my car when I visited the factory.  If I had, I would get periodic updates on the car whenever some 
other Apple phone user got within a few feet of the car.  Alas, I didn’t have that bit of foresight when I 
needed it, and I had to be like everyone else, and just call Lori for updates.  Or rather, I suppressed my 
desire to call Lori every day and maybe just checked in with her weekly.   

After what seemed like months and years, Lori finally got confirmation that the delayed customs process 
had been cleared and was in her shop.  Much to my delight, she even sent me some confirmation photos. 

With the wait finally over, I took a week off at work and Teresa and I flew out to Harrisburg to collect our 
car.  Our flight was delayed by several hours, thus we arrived at our hotel at 4am on July 13th.  We were so 
exhausted, Teresa forgot her phone in the Uber driver’s car.  After some frantic searching through the 
Uber app instructions, we finally managed to track down the driver and get her phone back.  This would 
not be the recommended way to get your heart rate up after a very long night.  A minor crisis averted.  We 
went to our room to catch a few hours’ sleep. 

We agreed to show up at Morgan Mid-
Atlantic at 10 in the morning.  Entering the 
dealership, a pair of brushed aluminum 
front and rear Morgan wings on the wall 
indicate immediately that you are in the 
right place.  Lori and Dennis have the front 
showroom looking like a combination of 
Morgan history museum and a new and 
used car showroom.  Lots of Morgan eye 
candy all around.  But we were here to see 
one particular Morgan.  Lori welcomed 
Teresa and I, giving us a bit of a tour. We 
heard about a couple of the Morgans up 
front and about their facility as we made 
our way back to the rear shop.  We turned 
the corner, and there she was!  The horrible 
nightmares of her sinking in the Atlantic, 
being crushed at the docks, stolen by 
hoodlums, or struck by meteors, were all 
fictions of my mind, and here she sat, in all Morgan Mid-Atlantic, Harrisburg, PA 
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her glory.  My memory of seeing 
our car also specifically 
included a stream of light 
cascading in from the heavens 
through an upper stained-glass 
window, but Lori assures me 
that their shop doesn’t have 
one.   

After a quick introduction to 
the car and its various Morgan 
unconventional features, like 
windshield defroster, A/C 
controls, heated seats, and the 
analog clock (where the 
instructions and execution for setting the time are complicated enough to ensure that I never reset for 
Daylight Savings ever), it was time to pull her out of the shop, get some last minute photos, and be off on 
our journey! 

That weekend we stayed with Teresa’s brother, who lives near Downingtown, PA.  Settled in 1716, and 
with a population of nearly eight thousand people, the borough of Downingtown is where singer Jim 
Croce had a farmhouse apartment and wrote many of his early songs, is home to the original Auntie 
Anne’s Pretzel farmer’s market stand, and where they filmed the 1958 movie, The Blob.  Any of these facts 
is worth a visit, but stack all these up together and you have a veritable cultural Mecca!  With the verdant 
forests, plentiful parkland and even the nesting family of bald eagles in one nearby city park, we really did 
enjoy our visit.    

The family visit over, we started our five-day return trip home.  The obvious choice was to drive down 
Skyline Drive in Shenandoah National Park.  A stunning drive with so many scenic overlooks that you stop 
for them all.  Of course, this called for the top being down on the Morgan to truly enjoy the sights, sounds 
and smells.  The flora was fantastic; the fauna was friendly.  We talked to a deer on one stop and later 
stopped on the highway to allow a turkey hen and her nine hatchlings run across the road in a very 
disorderly fashion, but they made it eventually.  This may be why no one asks why the turkey crossed the 
road.  

Having bought the new car, we decided to check 
out some classy homes that had a matching 
aesthetic.  We continued down to Charlottsville, 
VA, where we went out to visit Thomas Jefferson’s 
quaint abode Monticello.  Next time you decide to 
build a small mansion on top of a hill, look up 
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Tommy’s domicile for 
some good ideas.   It is 
great for garden parties, 
but alas, we had to park 
at the bottom of the hill, 
and he didn’t have a 
garage.   

We then skipped over to 
the Biltmore Estate in 
Ashville, NC.  Again, we 
loved the tour, and the 
grounds made for a 
fantastic drive.  The standard drive takes you through several hundred acres of the complete 8,000 acre 
property.  This was amazing in the Morgan with the top down (the entrance employee noted this was the 
proper way to enjoy things, but he was amazed when convertible owners kept their tops up.)  The current 
estate is dwarfed by the original 125,000 acres, but much of that later became the Pisgah National 
Forest.  We could host every US MSCC member and still never see them all!  The total staff rivaled that of 
a Disney theme park.  At 175,000 sq/ft, the house was big enough, but I can only imagine what the AC bill 
must be like.   

After leaving the Biltmore, we headed up to drive through 
Blue Ridge Mountains and drive the Tail of the Dragon 
into Tennessee.  I had previously driven the Dragon with 
a Morgan 3 Wheeler group two years ago, so this was my 
second trip.  I topped off the gas tank at Deals Gap shop 
at the start of the Dragon; this is evidently quite an honor 
as the gas was $5.43/gallon.  Luckily the tank is 
small.  This was a Wednesday afternoon, so traffic was 
lighter.  We started up the hill, and I tried the “Sport” 
driving mode for the first time, but the constant speed 

modulation caused by the continuous turns, coupled with the discomfort of my passenger, caused me to 
give up that plan and decide to try again sometime later.  If you haven’t ever done the Tail of the Dragon, I 
highly recommend it.  It is a challenging drive and quite picturesque.  Plus, you don’t need to worry about 
pictures since there are three different photo services that are happy to sell you very nice professional 
photos of you and your car as you pass through.  I wasn’t pushing it very hard and used four various 
turnout lanes to let cars go past me.  I really enjoyed the drive, but Teresa was not really a fan.  I don’t 
blame her.  Getting shifted around in your seat while someone else drives is not really a spectator sport. 

After more than a bit of driving, more than a few other sights to see along the way, we managed to make it 
into Arkansas.  We had planned to stop by the Bill Clinton Presidential Library.  I always recommend any 
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Presidential library no 
matter what your political 
inclination as they always 
include some interesting 
perspective, bring back a 
lot of memories, and are 
always pretty impressive.   

Since we were in Little 
Rock, Bill Beecher reached 
out to us for a possible 
visit.  As it would be a 
shame to let the 
opportunity go, we agreed 

to meet up.  For those of you who may not know, Bill is the excellent administrator of our 
www.TEXMOG.com website.  Since it was nearing dinner, Bill suggested Wright’s Barbecue, which turned 
out to be an excellent recommendation.  We got some good food, saw Bill’s Plus 8, and talked about 
cars.  It was all good!  

 At this point, we had been on the road for four days and we were in more of a hurry to get home.  We had 
hit some rain in Arkansas, but the weather forecast for Texas was for quite a bit more.  The storms on 
Friday June 19th led to power outages and localized flooding in the DFW metroplex.  We simply got the 

Craig and Bill Beecher get lucky with Parking their cars in Little Rock. 
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opportunity to drive through it as we returned.  I can say that 
the new Plus Four is probably moderately more weatherproof 
than the older models, but I wouldn’t say by much.  We had rain 
coming in down the sides of the windscreen, water coming in 
the front of the door, up through the side curtains, a bit from 
the side windows.  We used up the spare napkins we had kept 
and even pulled over to a small gas station to buy one of their 
personal use rolls of paper towels (bless you, gas station 
attendant!)  At one point, when visibility was very short, we 
pulled off the highway and took shelter under a Sonic 
restaurant awning.  It just rained for hours, and that paper towel 
roll got very small.   

We eventually made it through the rain and pulled into the 
metroplex via Highway 30 in between storms.  The dog and cat 
were happy to see us, and we were happy to be home.   

Overall, I really love this little car.  The turbo four engine sounds 
like a modern engine, but at 255hp and 258 ft-lb of torque, it 
has plenty of power to move the little 2233lb car around very 
quickly.  If you punch the accelerator, you can easily get some 
wheel spin, and I’ve inadvertently hopped the rear end through 
some quick cornering starts a couple of times.  The bucket 
seats are very comfortable, and I had no problem sitting for 
longer periods on the road.  True, getting in and out of the doors 
is still a bit of a challenge; and you are somewhat snuggled in 
like a Mercury astronaut and don’t have a lot of room to change 
positions, but I never feel cramped or claustrophobic.  At 6ft 
4in, I still have a couple of inches of headroom with the top up and I can easily see all the gauges.  The 
dash is still simple, but this is a good thing.  It is still simplicity itself, just a bit more of a modern 
interpretation of simplicity so you can focus on the enjoyment of driving.   

After over two thousand miles, and traversing thirteen states, we were mostly none the worse for 
wear.  We were unfortunate to have a Nissan Altima throw up a large rock and crack the windshield on the 
passenger’s side while driving through Alabama.  That will need to be replaced (not as easy as on the old 
cars now with the electric defroster; but that is another story).   But other than that, we had a lot of fun.  
We look forward to many other adventures with the little Morgan Plus Four! 

  

 

 

The blue dot is us. The red dot is home.  
There is a lot of storm and rain in between. 


