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Topless Turmoil - Part One 
By Dave Doroghy 
 
  Convertible car tops should convert with ease. If you 
look up the word “convertible” in the American Heritage 
Dictionary of the English Language it says: “1. Capable of 
being converted. 2. Having a top that may be folded back, 
as in an automobile”.  It does not describe convertible as 
a “1. A laborious long and frustrating task requiring in-
credible strength. 2. Having a top requiring a university 
degree in engineering to figure out.”  
  Convertibles should go up and down with the same ease 
and simplicity required to put on or take off an old comfy oversized sweatshirt. Effortlessly.  
  I have driven a succession of ragtops for over thirty years now, and by far the worst and most impractical convertible 
roof design award goes to the Morgan Motor Car Company.   I mean what were they thinking! Putting the top up is like 
pitching a tent. You deserve a Boy Scout Camping Proficiency Badge just for successfully completing the task. No other 
car top comes even close to being as awkward, cumbersome and difficult to put up. Don’t get me wrong, I still love the 
car; I’m just in a mood to complain today. 
  By way of comparison to something almost as bad as a Morgan top, I used to have an old 1973 MGB that had a top 
that required brute strength and superior hand eye coordination to put up. After tugging and yanking on countless unco-
operative snaps and buttons, you needed to lift the heavy convertible frame out from the storage area behind the rear 
seat where it was attached to the car. The exhausting task I just described had to be done standing by the side of the car 
and would take at least three to five minutes. Then the real fun began. Sitting in the driver’s seat you had to accurately 
guide the latches on the hood assembly to line up with the tiny holes on the top of the windshield bar. Not only did you 
need a steady hand, but if it was cold outside it also required the strength of an Olympic weight lifter. You see the MGB’s 
top used to shrink in the cold. On hot sunny days, you were OK; the top was malleable and stretchy then.  But on a rainy 
November in Vancouver (just the type of day when you want a speedy cover) you would need to engage a willing pedes-
trian or two to help push down on the top as you guided the metal latches. On countless occasions I sat completely 
soaked in the car with my hands above my head, yanking down on these stupid cold slippery latches. While doing this I 
could be heard yelling to the Good Samaritans who were unlucky enough to have been coerced into assisting me: “It’s 
almost lined up, just push a bit harder, come on push down harder!” You simply couldn’t put the top up alone. 
  The top on that old beat up MG was so unmanageable that I just left it down for most of year.  In the winter I recall driv-
ing it with the top down lots of times while it was snowing hard and getting very strange looks from other motorists. It was 
so impossible to put up the top when it was frozen, that often when I got home I would just park the car on the street, 
then run inside and grab an old sleeping bag to throw on top of it to keep the snow off the seats.  The sleeping bag solu-
tion was so much easier and quicker than the alternative of having to wrestle the brittle shrunken top up.  Whatever gets 
you through the night. Come to think of it now, that was one of the most fun cars I ever owned. I have many fond memo-
ries of showing up at work in the morning not with messy hair that you would expect from driving a convertible, but with 
hair that was frozen solid. I was only 21 when I had that car, and must have been a lot hardier than I am now. 
  The best manual convertible top award would go to my 1991 Mazda Miata. It was designed in a way that the top could 
easily go up or down with one hand, without leaving the car as a traffic light changed colors. At the slightest hint of sun-
shine, I could quickly undo two latches, and effortlessly with my pinky finger, nudge the top into its compartment, and 
soak up the radiant warmth of that glorious yellow orb. And in Vancouver you have to take advantage of sunshine when-
ever you can. Because the Miata top was so easy to convert I constantly drove with the top down. Which is what you are 
meant to do in a convertible. At the slightest sign of a drizzle, I would just wait till the next stop light and reverse the easy 
procedure. It was child’s-play. For the nine years that I owned that car I would simply show up at work with messy hair, 
not frozen hair. You gotta love those Japanese. 
  I have had other convertibles too, some with automatic power mechanical roofs; they would all fit in somewhere in be-
tween the MGB (the worst) and the Miata (the best) in terms of the convertible roof hassle factor.  
   Then I purchased my 1966 Morgan Plus 4. I drive it with the top down to work all the time, but now I have very little hair 
left, so it doesn’t matter. The Morgan sets the new low standard for roof assembly complexity. It would also win the 
award for longest time duration required to put a roof up. It takes so long to put the roof up that it could easily be sunny 
when you start to take the roof down but by the time you have finished it is raining.  
  Even looking at the roof assembly intimidates me. Just thinking about having to actually put it up exhausts me. When I 
bought the car off of the previous owner he showed me how to assemble it. I knew I was in trouble then. Watching him 
put the top up felt like hard work. And it brought back horrible memories of the MGB and having to beg strangers to help 
me stay dry. So the first thing I did when I got the Morgan home was to take the windows and the vinyl cover out of the 
car’s storage compartment behind the front seats and place them all in a big cardboard box in the corner of my garage. 
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The box has been there for a year and a half, and only moved 
once. 
  For those of you who are not regular readers of my column you 
must read one of the recent articles I wrote for our publication on 
the “Pull the Dot” brand of fastener made by the Scovill Corpora-
tion. These little fascinating fasteners play a very important role in 
getting a Morgan’s roof up. You can find the story along with all of 
my Dorg’s Morg articles on www.dorg.ca.  The story is from the 11 / 
2008 Mogozine issue and is titled, A Riveting Story.  Anyways there 
are 24 of those little snaps to do up. That would be like designing a 
dress shirt with 24 buttons. Come on who has time to snap 24 
snaps?  By the way they are not called little snaps. They have a 
brand name. Their real name is “Pull the Dot” fasteners. Imagine 
that, a name that actually describes what you have to do. How cool 
is that. You pull on the dot. Continuing on that ingenious marketing 
vein the Morgan roof assembly should have a brand name: “Tug 
Hard on the Vinyl” or “Lug out the Cumbersome Top “. 
  So I was going to lug that cardboard box with the Morgan roof in it out of my garage and put the top up, in the name of 
accurate journalism. My intention when beginning to write this article was to divide it into two parts. The first part of this 
story would be a history and comparison of convertibles I have had. In the second part, I was going to give a play-by-
play description of what you have to do to put the top up.  Problem is that it takes so long to get the top up that I would 
need to take a day off of work just to organize the exercise. Plus what I have written so far is already getting kind of long. 
But being the dedicated motor journalist that I am, you can rest assured that my next article will be a well written techni-
cal description of how not to go about putting your cars top up. I just hope that it doesn’t rain in Vancouver for the next 
two months. 
  And then when you finally get the top up, it makes the car look really ugly.  I’ll stick with the tonneau cover -the perfect 
alternative to the laborious non-convertible Morgan top. 

(Continued from page 9) 

My Morgan’s top in a box where it belongs! 


