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This is a publication of the Houston 

MG Car Club, a group of enthusiasts 

of the classic British marque who  

gather regularly to celebrate MG  

automobiles, engaging in driving  

activities, tech sessions, car shows, pub 

runs, meet ups and social events.  And 

eating.  Lots of eating. 
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W W W . H O U S T O N M G C C . C O M   

This is a regular publication of the Houston MG Car Club.   
 
For Membership, Events Calendar and other information, visit  
 

www.houstonmgcc.com 
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Who We Are 
Dave Renner 

M G owners come from many walks of life, many levels of experience and many backgrounds. We are engineers, 
artists, mechanics, accountants, teachers, students and many, many other professions.   

 
We are first-time-owners, serial-owners, original-owners, custodians of family heirlooms, accumulators, seekers of specific 
models and random purchasers.  
 
We are purists, modifiers, historians and casual lovers of old machinery.   
 
We are doers of deeds and tellers of tales.   Sometimes tall. 
 
We love to tinker with our cars and we love to drive them. We are mechanics capable of making all of our own repairs 
and enthusiasts who support the industry by patronizing specialists who truly know our cars.   
 
We love the open road and we love to show off our treasures.  We even appreciate kids who shout “look at the cool Por-
sche.”   
 
We are participants and we are organizers. We are gregarious and we are reserved. We are joiners and we are loners.   
 
We all have one thing in common. We are all part of the fabric and tradition of the MG story. We are all part of the 
MG family.  
 

We are all MG 

The young son of a consultant was once asked 
“What is Leadership?”  He proudly stated that  “its 
the ship in front!”  That is sorta correct.   
 
Leadership, in an organization like the HMGCC, is 
a essential role that is done well by people who, 
highly trained or untrained, earn absolutely nothing 
for their efforts.  They are paid nothing except ap-
preciation, respect, admiration, and occasional dis-
tain and criticism.  Leadership for the HMGCC… it 
all started with our Founder Nick Nichols in 1971.   
  
Many of our past Presidents remain active members 
of the Club.  A few of them are seen in these photo-
graphs.  The current term of elected officers is 2 
years.  It is a most generous act that a member offers 
when they accept a leadership position.  We do not 
recognize them sufficiently for the hours and efforts 
they contribute.   
 

 
 

Current Officers, 2016 
   President:   Gordon Smith 
   Vice President:   Susan Cannon 
   Treasurer:   Les Bujko 
   Secretary: Karen Hallett  
 

Board of Directors: 
   Candy Dawson, Chairman 
   Dan Asbury 
   Gordon Bard 
   Ron Redding  
   Harvey Rutstein 
 

Coordinators: 
   Don Lantz, Regalia 
   Mike Woodward, Events 
   Nancy Youens, Membership 
   Dwight Dawson, Webmaster 
    
(Offer a free beverage to a Club leader when you can.)   



What a Strange, Long Trip 
David Littlefield 

45  years!?  Wow, that’s a long time.  It is amazing how long some of us have retained a passion for an old car 
marque that hasn’t even been sold in this country for most of those 45 years.  I’m sure everyone has their 
own story about how that passion was first ignited and how it has developed over the years. 

My MG story began in England in the early 70’s.  My father was stationed with the Air Force in Berkshire County and I 
was shuttling to a boarding school near London.  I don’t remember exactly when, but at some point my father suggested 
we should find and restore a MG TD as a father-son project.   His comment focused me on MGs when my adolescent 
attentions were otherwise rather scattered.  Up until then, the only sports car our family had owned was a 1967 Fiat 850 
Spider that Dad bought new.  I loved that car, even though I wasn’t old enough to drive it.  It was an early one with the 
covered headlights, just like an E-Type, or at least in my mind.  I still remember its new-car smell.  It was sold when Dad 
was posted to Vietnam.  I heard later the teacher that purchased it saw it go up in flames due to an electrical fire.  Well, 
at least it didn’t live long enough to rust to death, like most Italian cars of that era. 

MGBs were current while we lived in England, but relatively common and the styling never really got me excited.  I re-
member seeing an MGA or two—one in particular had a huge two-fingered peace sign painted on the trunk, but they 
were otherwise pretty scarce.  Once Dad mentioned the MG TD and I figured out what they were, I was hooked.  What 
could be more cool—a sports car with styling straight out of the 1930’s! 

We never got very far with that proposed project; in fact I think Dad only mentioned it the once and never did anything 
about it.  I soon distracted myself by buying a derelict ancient Raleigh moped for £5, without Dad’s permission, of 
course.  After a dressing-down from the old man, I painted it and Dad helped me get it going.  Later I was able to sell it 
and bought another, more modern moped to get to my summer job at RAF Greenham Common, about 17 miles away 
from the base where we lived.  The British government, in its infinite wisdom, would not allow me to drive anything 
more powerful on its roads at the tender age of 16. 

It was years later that I had the time and money to consider pursu-
ing a sports-car hobby, once I had gone through undergraduate 
and graduate school and settled down to a career in Dallas.  Over 
time, I built what I consider to be the perfect MG collection.  One 
to drive, one to race and one to restore and show. 

When looking for my first MG in the late 80’s, an MG TD just 
seemed too expensive and MGAs were much more affordable.  So 
I bought an MGA with the idea that I would start there. 

The MGA I bought was painted resale red by a guy that was obvi-
ously a hack when it came to bodywork and paint.  I’m sure he was just looking for someone that would fall in love with 
the car and ignore its problems.  Well, he found me.  Naïve as I was, I bought the car thinking I could fix whatever was 
wrong with it.  Not long after I bought it, I found I had to rebuild the motor and do a bunch of other work.  But it 
wasn’t all that bad and I’ve now driven the car almost 30 years with that original, slip-shod paint job and even the 
original vinyl on the dash (it’s a MkII).  It is looking more and more tatty lately and the old paint job is failing badly, but 
it is in good mechanical shape and I’m going to continue driving it—I’m saving its restoration as a retirement project. 



I couple of years later, about 1990, I finally found an MG TD I felt I could afford.  Plus I would have the pleasure of 
restoring it.  Of course, my thought process was that I could do that cheaper, assuming I did all the labor, than buying 
one in good condition.  Naïve must have been my middle name…  

I bought, quite frankly, a pile of crap.  The car I purchased was badly rusted, 
the tub wood was rotten, the frame was rusted and poorly repaired, and just 
about every piece on the car had been worn to oblivion and then left to rust 
to nothing.  The saving grace was a pile of new Moss parts, including a full 
wood kit for the tub, that a previous optimistic owner had purchased, plus the 
fact it had a complete drivetrain.  Fortunately, I was able to purchase a rust-
free parts car from San Antonio that had most of the major parts that were 
unusable in the first car.  The restoration was later to absorb much of a third 
parts car, as well. 

My third MG (not counting the parts cars) is an MG Midget vintage race car.  
I bought a derelict Midget for $300 and rebuilt everything to race standards.  I 
even took a paint and body course at the local community college and did all 
the welding, body and paint on it, as well as the entire mechanical build to 
race specifications.  Over the past 15 years or so it has allowed me entrance 
through the gates and onto legendary tracks like Road America, Road Atlanta, 
Virginia International Raceway, Watkins Glen and even the new Circuit of 
the Americas in Austin.  Racing has not only been thrilling in itself, but has 
allowed me to meet some neat people and enjoy some strong friendships. 

The MG TD, on the other hand, has been a very long project.  Over 25 years and counting, suffering from the dedica-
tion of much of my free time to racing.  However, it is now nearing completion.  It has been painted, the engine and 
transmission rebuilt and installed, and final assembly and the interior are to be completed soon.  I’ve done everything 
on this car myself, with the exception of the paint and anything to do with wood.  The wood, including the tub frame, 
the dashboard, the floorboards, and even a custom wood steering wheel and shift knob, have been built or rebuilt by 
dear old Dad, who took up woodworking as a hobby in his retirement.  So we have our father-son project after all.  It 
has just taken a little longer than we both envisioned.  I’ve been instructed, however, that his first ride in the car has to 
be while he is living and breathing.  None of this “riding around with his ashes crap,” to use his words.  He’s 83, so I’m 
a little under the gun. 

Oh, and along the way I also acquired that covered
-headlight Jaguar E-type—the “real thing” versus the 
Fiat wannabe.  45 years later and we are still trying 
to live out our childhood fantasies! 



 

A 
 few days ago I received a very nice letter from 
Mike Woodward thanking me for attending 
the 24th Houston British Motor Vehicle Expo.  
He further informed me that the 25th 

HBMVE would be held on Saturday, October 25. at the 
“Fountains on the Lake” in Stafford, Texas.    

 

WHAT???  The 25th??  Good grief!  Has it been that long?  Maybe 
so, maybe it really has . . . . .   Anyway, I remember the first one. 

In 1990 Dixie Moore was President of the Houston MG Car 
Club and I was the Events Chairman.  In those days we tried to 
hold one event a month plus the business meetings.  As Chair-
man, I would approach various members of the club and ask 
them to sponsor an event.  I would even suggest what month 
that event might occur and to further help out I had all kinds of 
ideas – rallyes (night or day), picnics, drives in the country, Hal-
loween parties, swap meets, etc., etc., etc. 

     I decided to approach Dan Narsh and ask him to sponsor a 
spring event.  To help out, I decided to suggest a picnic at one of 
the county parks along with a small inter-club car show.  Dan, 
being a great guy, readily accepted the challenge.  He told me 
not to worry that he, Mike Bales, and Pam Diebert would take 
care of everything.   Sure, I thought!  I did worry. 

     Two weeks later Dan called and told me everything was set.  
What?   Yes, the event would be called the ”Houston All-British 
Motor Vehicle Exposition” and it would be held at Traders Vil-
lage just off Highway 290. Dan and his cohorts had invited, 
among others, the Triumph, Jaguar, Rolls Royce, Austin Healey, 
Sunbeam, Morgan, Aston Martin and even the British Motor 
Cycle Club.  My terrific threesome had arranged for food and 
drinks (and even a keg of beer) as well as 1st, 2nd, and 3rd place 
awards.  Traders Village chipped in for a public’s choice award. 

Guess what?  We even had a local television celebrity help with 
the awards.   Roberta Hammond…she was known for the appe-
tizing ads she did for Fiesta Food Stores.   Oh well, that’s the 
way the first and very successful HABMVE started.  

25 Years 
Wayne Moore 



Another Dave Renner Original 



W hen our club began in 1971, the primary means of communications was a hardcopy newsletter, The Roars.  

In the 70’s it was probably mimeo-graphed…with that distinctive aroma!   Each time it was prepared and 

mailed to all members, the associated costs consumed much of the annual club dues. Over the years, we 

have also used emails, websites, smoke signals, etc. to communicate club news and activities.  Discussion of coming 

events is always a part of the monthly meeting, too.  Dixie Moore has a busy email address list she uses to send emails 

announcing coming events.   However, many of us still like to hold a paper document to peruse and later store, especial-

ly if it has names and photos of members.  With today’s technology, snail-mail is not a practical choice…but recipients 

can still print the digital document at home and peruse it in the old way.  Or, for those that have no use for more paper, 

it can all be viewed on the computer, or iPad or phone or wrist watch!  

 

We are thinking that a Quarterly edition of the Roars may be a good way to go for now.  The key ingredients for a 

Roars newsletter are: 1.)  articles written by various members  2.) digital photos, 3.) a Member who is willing to serve as 

Editor, and capable of assembling it all and distributing it.  Have you written an article lately?  Have you taken and sent 

some great photos of Club gatherings?  Will you volunteer for a year  or more as Editor?   

 

At least for now, distribution of any Roars will be via a PDF within the website or in an email.  Individual Member 

printing of the PDF will still produce a document like the old mailed newsletter.  Even this will require many Member 

contributions and someone who will standup and say “I want to edit the Roars for awhile.”  If you are that “someone” 

please contact President Gordon Smith.   

continued on next page... 

Club Communications, Then & Now 
Dwight Dawson 



 

The internet has provided additional communication tools: 

 

http://Meetup.com   If you will register on this site and then choose HOUSTON MG CAR CLUB as a group you want 

to activate, you will receive email invitations to every Club event that is posted.  This may include Saturday Breakfasts, 

Tech Sessions, Driving events that involve FOOD, Car shows and more.  meetup.com will be a great way to organize 

impromptu driving events.  RSVP services are also made easy.  Help is available for Members to get on meetup if the 

technology seems too daunting.   

 

http://Groupto.me is another site that can keep us active and connected as a Club.  This SmartPhone app provides a 

slick method of capturing MG photos and anything of MG interest and sharing it with others in the Club that use 

groupto.me   

 

http://facebook.com  has been used by many of our Members for years.  A Closed Group provides a way for members 

to share photos, event information, technical problems, etc.  Be bold, get a Facebook account.   It is easy to limit your 

exposure and only view information you want to see.  With an account, find the HOUSTON MG CAR CLUB group 

and request membership.  Photos and information shared in our Group can only be seen by people with an approved 

membership.  We currently have about 90 members in our Closed Group.   

 

http://houstonmgcc.com is our club website.  It is maintained as a wordpress.com site (blog).  Wordpress has provided 
methods to keep an active and informative site up to date, without all the difficult “coding” that computer professionals 
previously had to use to publish a website.  The website process is much easier and can be done by non-professionals, 
with just enough MG interest and a little training.  If you would like to learn how and share the load, please contact our 
webmaster, Dwight Dawson.  The Official Club Calendar is kept on the website as well as Classified Ads and the Club 
Roster.  If you have any questions about the website, use the Contact the Club page.  To provide text for the website, so 
all can view, use the Blog Input page.  Or, you can send website information to Dwight Dawson, d3dawson@gmail.com  

The Houston MG Car Club has a long and storied history of trouble-making. 



N ow that we again have a running automobile we are finally 

in the position to “have a horse in the race,” so to speak. 

Therefore, I feel compelled to weigh in on an issue that no 

one seems to have considered. 

 

 

Over the past few years we have not been able to compete for the cov-

eted MG Driver’s Award, but I have noticed a discrepancy in the for-

mula for the prize. With apologies to Roger Sykes who developed the 

infamous rubric, I have observed what I perceive as a flaw in the mix. 

With numbers of events driven and distance traveled having been 

adequately addressed, and with the age of the vehicles discounted and 

accounting for more power as the cars evolved, one other significant 

factor seems to have been overlooked.  

 

The most grievous omission must certainly be the heft of the driver. 

Why, you ask, is that important? Well, to answer that question, you 

must put yourself in the position of the car. Surely the more weight a 

machine must carry, the greater the challenge to complete in an event 

and score maximum points in the process. 

 

Following the tradition of horse racing, a weight handicap would be 

an obvious consideration to further make the competition equitable. 

The extra burden of weight creates significant risk of added wear and 

tear on aging vehicles, and clearly gives unfair advantage to lighter 

drivers. Any thoroughbred deserves an equal opportunity to prevail 

and make the contest a true test of driving skill and endurance, and 

not one of gene pool accident of birth. 

 

So my modest proposal is simple. Add a weight penalty to the vehi-

cles of slender drivers to balance the scales. Free the robust drivers 

from the inequities of diet and exercise. And remember, most of our 

events culminate in a dining experience of some sort, so sooner or 

later all of us are doomed to fight in a higher weight class. 

 

Thank you for your consideration and please do not take this sugges-

tion lightly. Let the games continue, and may the better man/woman 

and machine take the title. Oh yes… and be sure to eat, drink and be 

merry! 

A Weighty Matter 
Dave Renner 



Fast Women 
Dave Renner 

I  am currently reading the second book I discovered titled Fast Women (you can’t copyright a title it seems) and it is 

as interesting as the first.  

 

The first book was written by John Bullock with a foreword by Sir Stirling Moss and published in 2002. That book co-

vers many pre-World War II era women drivers who raced in Great Britain and Europe on the famous tracks like Brook-

lands, Donington Park, Crystal Palace, Montlhery, Le Mans, the Mille Miglia and the Targo Florio. 

They drove Panhards, Napiers, De Dions and many other early marques and specials with names now lost to history. 

They drove MGs, Bentleys, Rileys and Aston Martins along with many other famous exotic names. But whatever they 

drove they drove fast. The book is exciting, well written and very informative. I encourage you to find a copy and learn 

their names. It is well worth the read. 

 

The second book titled Fast Women was 

written by Todd McCarthy and published 

in 2007. Apparently the interest in re-

cording stories of women drivers had to 

wait until the 21st century to find a voice. 

Never too late to get their exploits told. 

 

McCarthy’s book recounts stories of some 

of the same pre-World War II European 

women as the earlier book. It also de-

scribes American women who participat-

ed in distance trials and road races in the 

early days of motoring in the United 

States. They drove in familiar events like the Glidden Tours and lesser known local events. But they drove the same 

primitive machines that the male racers drove and handled them with distinction.  

 

Fast Women 2 also introduces women who competed in the formative era of post-World War II sports car racing in the 

United States and Europe. These female drivers in the 1940s and 1950s raced the same cars the returning veterans 

drove and early on often competed directly with them in the evolving SCCA sports car scene. They raced at Watkins 

Glen, Elkhart Lake, Pebble Beach and on many lesser known regional courses.  They cut their teeth on MGs, Triumphs, 

Austin-Healeys, Jaguars, Volvos and Ferraris. They drove in road races, rallies, hill climbs and closed tracks. And they 

drove with great skill and daring. The tales are worth retelling. 

 

Find copies of these two fascinating books and get to know these names that deserve to be as well known as their male 

counterparts. Until you do, your knowledge of sports car racing history is very incomplete.  



A t the end of our monthly Houston MG Car Club meetings, each Member announces what sort of MG they 
have and if they've driven their MG to the meeting. Every month, I proudly announce my two 1972 MG Midg-
ets and affirm "no I didn't drive one to the meeting".    There's a good chance I will never drive either one of my 

Midgets to the meeting.   The best one is a race car with a nice history.   It's twin is a non-running parts car. 
Here is the story.   

Adventures in Racing 
Bob Crow 

 
 I have been interested in racing my whole life and after retiring I spent a bit of my new spare time going to vintage 
sports car races and renewing old acquaintances and making new friends.   All these people seemed to be having a lot of 
fun and this helped me decide that maybe I wasn't done with racing yet.   After crossing that threshold, the next big 
question was "What sort of car to race?”   Something not too expensive so there's money left for other important stuff 
like vacations and restaurants?   Maybe something small and lightweight so it's easy to load on a trailer?   An older model 
with less complicated electrics and no electronics?   A popular model from the past with good parts availability?   An his-
toric make and model of car that handles well and has had a looonnggg and successful racing history?   A roadster with a 
sturdy engine that would take racing modifications and remain reliable?   A car with lots of published information/
data/advice and internet support?   Yes, Of Course, Absolutely… are the correct answers to all of these questions.   And 
the obvious race car choice for me and thousands of others worldwide is The MG MIDGET. 



    
The MG Midget and it's nearly identical cousin the Austin Healey Sprite, collectively referred to as Spridgets, were prob-
ably the most popular single model of cars being raced worldwide until the Mazda Miata came along in 1989.   In 
vintage racing today (vintage cars, mostly vintage drivers and race support personnel) the racing Spridget is ubiqui-
tous.   At local vintage racing events with maybe 150 entries, sometimes there are more than 20 Spridgets and the count 
goes higher if you consider special cars constructed using mostly Spridget parts.  The engine commonly used in Spridgets 
is called the A Series and it was used in a wide variety of British vehicles.   Success in competition was very important 
and Spridgets have been raced since the first cars left the factory.   In the U.S. alone, thousands of races have been won 
by these wonderful little cars and their sturdy A series motors.   
 
My own 1972 racing MG Midget is now 44 years old.   I first saw the car being raced at the beautiful Road Atlanta track 
about 18 years ago.   My friend and I were so impressed with it's performance on track that we sought it out in the pits 
and spent a long time talking to the friendly owner and taking pictures of the car.   Just a few years ago,  an acquaint-
ance, who is a famous Spridget driver and race shop owner in Ohio, sent me pictures of a used racer he had for sale at a 
reasonable price.   The pictures seemed familiar and I looked at them again and again until it dawned on me that I'd see 
this car before.   Pulling out old pictures from my files and comparing them to the pictures received convinced me that 
this was the nice car we had seen win the race in 1998. We made a deal and Elke and I took a nice vacation trip to Ohio 
to pick up the car and bring it back to Texas. 

 
In the years since I had first seen the car, it had lived the normal life of a race car - different owners and lots of laps as 
fast as it would go.  When it arrived at our house the beautiful little car was showing it's age and lack of maintenance by 
previous owners.   I'm slowly refurbishing and rebuilding the car back to race standards.   It will also need some safety 
improvements and upgrades.   
Just looking at the car brings a smile to my face it is fun using my tools again.   When I get the car back on track, even at 
70+ years old, I won't be nearly the oldest vintage guy in my vintage race group. 



On a Saturday night back in 2014, I was enjoying driving the TC home from the British Motor Expo on one of my fa-

vorite twisty roads. I downshifted and heard (and felt) a big “bang” from the rear axle.  At first I thought I might have 

run over a small animal, but in the darkness, I couldn’t see anything behind me.  The second downshift netted the same 

effect.  I had no doubt about what was happening at that point.  Those noises meant that I was loosing gear teeth from 

either the pinion or the ring gear.  I made it the rest of the way home safely by never allowing the car to decelerate with 

the clutch engaged.  The clutch went in every time I let off the throttle so I wouldn’t put any force on the backside of 

the ring and pinion.   

Since we were leaving for an MG event in Arizona before sunrise the next Thursday morning, I had no choice but to 

pull the differential out of the ’48 TC that I’m restoring and put it into the green ’47 TC driver.   

The swap went smoothly, but as I expected there were two pinion teeth lying in the bottom of the housing.  So glad they 

dropped straight down! 

We trailered the TC to Arizona as planned, but there was a worrying clunk in the rear end when we unloaded it and 

started driving.  The supposedly “restored” differential from the ’48 had 0.020” backlash, so I wondered if that could be 

part of the noise. 

After returning home, I bought a brand new CNC cut ring gear and pinion, upgraded tapered bearings, and a rear axle 

oil seal kit from Doug Pelton of the TC supply company “From the Frame Up”.  In spite of everyone saying, “you can’t 

do it”, I bought the necessary gauges and equipment and rebuilt the ’47 differential myself and set it up with 0.007” 

backlash.  Once the differential was rebuilt, I removed the ’48 differential and swapped the rebuilt differential into the 

’47. 

Amazingly, I still had a clunk in the rear end. 

The only components that were suspect were the well-worn spider gears, spider, and spider housing assembly.  So, I or-

dered new CNC cut components of 

each.  Yeah, they just give that stuff 

away cheaply.  :-/ 

I pulled the differential again, and re-

built it for the second time, this time 

with the new spider assembly. 

There was still a clunk in the rear end. 

Damn. 

I jacked the rear of the car up to inspect 

the play in the entire system.  I had left 

the emergency brake set, and when I 

tried rotating the right rear wheel, I no-

The Case of the Mysterious Clunk 
John Youens 



ticed that the emergency brake cable rotated a few de-

grees with the wheel.  “That ain’t right!” 

On closer inspection, the rivets holding the brake 

backing plate to the rear axle housing were wallowing 

out and allowing the backing plate to move on the 

housing.  I was so glad to find this out in my garage 

before the rivets failed on the road! 

I pulled the differential again, and stripped everything 

off the rear axle so I could slide it out of the left side 

of the car.  Yes, you read that right.  The TC is so low 

that the frame rails run underneath the axle, and the 

axle is trapped between the body above and frame be-

low.   

I drilled out the offending rivets and enlarged the 

holes with a 45-degree countersink tool so that I could 

access both the axle housing and the backing plate 

tube running within the housing.  

I spent two solid days welding the backing plate tube 

to the axle housing.  The reason that this took so long 

is because I would only run about a 1/4" TIG bead at 

a time and let it completely cool before running an-

other so that I wouldn’t warp the housing.  With the 

welding finally finished, I sandblasted the housing 

and put it aside for painting the next day. 

The next day when I came out to the garage I see that 

oil is seeping out from under every other rivet in the 

axle housing.  There’s no way I can paint that.  I used 

solvent to get all of the oil out from under the rivet 

heads, and then put an epoxy fillet around each rivet.  

Of course every fillet required sanding to get it 

smooth and ready for paint.  By this time, I’m starting 

to question this whole antique car hobby.  

 

I primed and painted the axle housing, reassembled it, 

and installed it in the car.  It was then that I noticed 

that the left rear brake wheel cylinder was sticking and 

full of crud again.  This is when I replaced the brake 



system.  Actually, this was a pleasant task compared to 

what I had been dealing with, so I went ahead and re-

placed everything including four new wheel cylinders, 

new master cylinder, all new brake hoses, and every sin-

gle metal brake line in the car.   

I test drove the car and STILL had a clunk in the rear 

end!  Double Damn!  I pulled both half axles and hubs 

put them in the press and separated them.  I found that 

the Woodruff key on the right axle had worn to the 

point that it was starting to crack and spread the 

hub.  (This was impossible to see as the collar that fits 

over the axle is buried in the outer sleeve of the hub.) 

I then bought brand-new tapered half axles and hubs and 

installed them.  At this point, I’m pretty sure that my 

parts supplier, Doug, was really enjoying seeing my orders 

show up in his inbox. 

Finally, no more clunk! 

I told my favorite garage assistant Nancy that the entire 

process was about one-third research and learning, one-

third actual labor, and one-third worry.    



An MG Story 
Dwight Dawson 

C  amping and Bicycling?  Of course a 1973 MGB can handle it.  

 

While living in Billings, Montana in 1981, it came time again for another bicycling adventure with my good friend in 

Chicago.  A few years earlier, we had started a tradition of an annual bike trip. This time, for me, the distance to our 

chosen play area was about 950 miles…to Minnesota.  With the top down, in a true northern September, it was perfect.  

I had a bike rack on the back bumper that was firmly secured to the boot lid.  A few small scratches attest to that still 

today.   

My road bike rode at the back nicely with wheels spinning freely in the wind-stream.  The trip across easter Montana 

was restorative for me with no stops at the Little Big Horn or any other tourist attraction.  The back-roads excursions 

took me through quaint little towns like Sentinal Butte and New Salem.  I traveled forever across North Dakota on I-94.  

The first night, I slept  beside the B, in the open air, without a tent.  The stars were incredibly bright.   

The bicycling in Minnesota was great.  We stretched our office-soft selves on our last day of riding, with a hilly 60 mile 

route.  As our energy declined on the road, we concocted a plan to save a few miles by retrieving the MG at the campsite 

and using it to travel to the little town from which we had launched that morning, to retrieve the other car.  It made 

perfect sense to get the B and save some miles of pedaling.  At the campsite, I quickly learned that the keys for the MG 

were IN THE OTHER CAR.  No problem, I said, I can hot-wire the simple beast.  True, if I only knew how.  Full of 

confidence, I tore apart the steering column to get to the ignition switch.  There, I made some promising sparks but, in 

the end, failed miserably.  Finally, I had to admit to my exhausted buddy that I couldn’t do it.  So, in the failing day-

light, we rode the bicycles another 12 miles.  Our friendship was on vapors.  But after a few beers and blackberry brandy 

shots at a tavern’s pool table, we congratulated ourselves on a pretty good day of adversity.   

After a wonderful night’s sleep in the tent, I was up early to reassemble the ignition switch and make the car ready for 

the long trip back to Montana.  Incredibly, this task went off without a hitch.  Feeling good about our 3 days of biking 

and camping, we loaded our respective autos and headed off in opposite directions.  My bike was snug on the back of 

the B and all seemed to be copacetic.  As I approached the Montana border, symptoms of fuel starvation cropped up 

and I prepared myself for the next mechanical challenge.  As the car sputtered to a crawl, I pulled off the road onto a 

comfortable-looking grassy knoll. In the absence of familiar clicks, I speculated that the fuel pump was the culprit.  I 

looked at my sparse tools and searched for a solution.  A good friend in Billings, a British subject who worked on MG’s 

as a kid before he became a Chemical Engineer, had told me once that lagging S.U. fuel pumps sometimes just “need a 

good thumping.”  So I laid down on the grass under the right rear wheel, took my biggest wrench and whacked that 

pump a few times.  Amazingly, that did the trick and I motored on to Billings without further incident.   

 

Almost.   



After I pulled into the home garage, I noticed that the front wheel of the bike didn’t look right.  It had been perched in 

its usual place just over and behind the MGB resonator.  Heat from the tail pipe is apparently substantial when cruising 

at 70 miles an hour.  But, the free-spinning of the wheel assured that it stayed comfortable.  Except, for the last few hun-

dred miles when the wheel did not spin or rotate at all.  Proof of that was a bike tire that was totally destroyed and prac-

tically dripping off the discolored and heat-warped wheel due to the hot exhaust.   

All things considered, it was a great trip.  Once again, I learned things about myself and my MG.  The Minnesota adven-

ture confirmed that the car is very stout and surprising reliable.  And, as my dad used to say, “it’s only the nut behind 

the wheel that you have to worry about.” 
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