The Long and Twisty Road to a TD

by Phil Lyon

My last two years in the U.S. Air Force (1955 & 1956) brought me to jolly
old England, near the town of King’s Lynn. There were about 5 or 6 MG’s
on the base, most of which were owned by officers who were making more
than seventy bucks a month. I was particularly attracted to the TC’s. I fell
in love! I wanted one! I needed something to drive and an interesting car
became available. A warrant officer was on a supply mission to Germany
on a C -119 (flying box car) and he bought a 1937 Mercedes Benz touring
car complete with the big thick top, chrome landau braces, the whole nine
yards. He loaded it on the plane and smuggled it into England. He paid no
import duty, customs fees, or any paperwork at all. I’m sure Her Majesty
would have been upset! The car could be transferred from person to
person on the base and was licensed to drive in England, but it could not
be sold off the base. The purchase and the selling price was $200. I drove it there for about a year. I’m not sure I ever
became accustomed to driving on the wrong side of the road.
I was discharged in ’56, returned to Kansas and downgraded to a 1947 Chevrolet two door complete with vacuum shift. I
finished school, and armed with a teaching certificate and a job in Muskegon, Michigan, I splurged and bought a 1958
MGA. It was beautiful. It was black with red upholstery, a chrome luggage rack and only 2500 miles. That was in mid
September with lovely Michigan fall weather. Then November came, and the “snow belt” came into play with a
vengeance. I was less than a mile from the shores of Lake Michigan and by December I was more than ready for spring.
I drove back to Topeka for Christmas vacation and somewhere slightly south of Indianapolis at about 1:00 AM the
freezing rain hit. I continued trying to stay awake and focused on the road. I was listening to a radio evangelist. Just as
he was building to his emotional crescendo, he said “Sinnah, God’s got
your number!” Just at that moment, I rounded a curve, lost traction, and
did a complete 360 in the middle of the road. Any car other than the MG
would have wound up in the ditch.
Somewhere around January I reached the last straw with the MG as my
only winter car. One of those record breaking lake effect snow storms
unleashed its fury on Muskegon. The car was covered with a tarp, but
all that was visible was a lump in the snow drift. Completely buried! I
dug it out and traded it for a 1955 Oldsmobile Holiday hardtop. It was a
considerably better snow car.
Due to having to slog through the wet, salt enriched slush, I completely lost my heart for
small topless sports cars for the next few years. The first car that I did a decent job of restoring was a 1932 Ford tudor. This
was followed by a ’36 Ford fordor, a ’39 Ford convertible, two ’29 Ford roadsters and several unfinished projects which were
passed on to some ambitious souls. Following a lead and receiving encouragement from MGB owner Gene Johnson, an
MGTD was purchased from fellow club member Ted Hight. Ted had already expertly done most of the hard work of the
restoration. I needed to enhance the décor of my family room, and having no other place to do it, down went a tarp and in
came the MG for completion. The front “wings” (I still have a hard time not
calling them fenders) needed some serious attention, and wiring had to be
done. I had several mumbled conversations with Mr. Lucas, but all electricals
work well now, including turn signals, which were not furnished with the very
early TDs. The engine runs like a sewing machine. It has been comfortable
working on the carpeted floor, but I can just hear what my late wife would have
had to say about my choice of a work space. I get many looks of amazement,
mostly from females, but the guys think it’s cool! I don’t have a completion date
in mind yet, but all that remains is assembly, upholstery, and lots of details.
Perhaps after a winter’s work, I’ll be ready for a drive down that long twisty
road. Twisty roads and MG’s somehow just belong together!

