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On the Youngest Morris-Oxford

By * OWEN JOHN "

ECAUSE 1 knew Morris-Oxfords before there
were Morris-Oxfords, so to speak, I rejoice in
this opportunity to tell the world my experi-

vnces of the youngest edition of the oldest member
of what is now a very distinguished family indeed.
What I mean my cryptic opening sentence to imply
is that no less an authority than the one entirely
responsible for their first appearance told me about
them coming along before the happy event occurred.
I forget what I may have written concerning it in
those long ago far-off happy times, but I well
remember that the substance of his words was that
“he was going to build motors for

instructions that I was to go with it where I liked
on my own and find ount its faults and its habits
on the way.

It being the starting day of the Torquay Rally,
naturally, being a seeker of quiet, I went in the oppo-
site direction entirely and promptly found the nearest
thing to Summer and peace that 1 have come across
this year. I got into top outside my magnificent
(communal) Chelsea front door and, barring such
things as traffic stops and experimental startings on
certain selected slopes, 1 remained mostly on it
for the excellent reason that I had no call to do

otherwise.
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people who did mnot. know that
they could afford to motor”—a
thing which he prompily pro-
cecded to do.

In Top Gear

But this is ancient history ;
my job is to write of the “New
Oxford,” or, rather, of a long
happy blue day down to the sea,
about it and back again in one
of these cars sent to cold misty
London from Oxford for me with
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Over 60 m.p.h.
Nothing at all happened to

: carly motot ']ournahﬁts i the engine or to any other part
with whom the initial progress :

of the motorcar is inseparably }
associated, “Owen John’s™ § covered was that the speedometer
impressions of the 1932 model
—two decades after he drove
the first onc—are ecspecially i

of the car, and perhaps the only
fly in the ointment that I dis-

i on the dash absolutely refused to
i register any speed above a mere
i sixty miles per hour,  Which on
roads like some of those over
i which we travelled, and amid
i emptiness such as we found,
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seemed somewhat unkind, although I daresay that
later in the year in most places there will be no
cause for comment.

1 forget who it was that wrote the famous
line—"story, God bless you, I have none to tell,”
but I can truly sympathise with him and with
every other critic who had to make bricks with-
out straw in the matter of trying to pick holes
or find faults in this latest Morris-Oxford car.
Even my normal and seldom {failing
opening snarl as to lack of accom-
modation for my over-large feet and legs
hastily died from my lips as I took my
seat; I seemed to have as much room
all round me as I wanted, and I suffer
from the accumulated handicaps of being
six foot two, fifteen stone and a good deal
older than I used to be when I first began
to handle the cars of other people. Not
that I felt the latter incubus when I got
going. Indeed, the years seemed promptly
to fall from off me : monkey glands lag far
behind Morris-Oxfords for rejuvenation
purposes ; the very vim of the car seemed
to have become my own.

Obviously Well-designed

Now the matter of accommodation is a much more
important one than is commonly realised. It may
be all very pretty and pleasant to “sit familiar’’
and snug in a dainty little interior, just as no sardine
ever looks anything but quite comfortable’ in his
shining tin. But what about it, if one is, as it were,
a triton among minnows, wants to stretch out arms
and legs or sit up, has a family of fine proportions,
needs more luggage space than is deemed necessary
by most locker-designers, and, as vital as any, expects
one's car to act as grand-stand, refreshment room,

A three-quarter view showing how the eddyfree front sets ol! the gracefol
lines, and the generous dimensions of the c

bathing hut or even as a makeshift home from home ?

A car that can be all these things when required,
and yet can look as a modemn car should look, is
a well-designed car, and the four-door saloon with
Pytchley sliding roof (which we really used and
enjoyed along the roads beside the sea) that I am
telling of exactly “filled the bill.” It costs, according
to the price list, £265; if, when cars began, one
could have ima.gined all this luxury and convenience
and delight for four times the amount one would
have been set down as a vain dreamer of dreams and

a man not worthy of any estimation at all.
(comtinued on page 148,)

The 1932 radiator, which bas chromium-finished thermostatically-operated shutters, enhances the car's good looks,
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I suppose hereabouts I ought to go into technical
details and tell my readers all about its inside.
Instead of which I will leave that to others, merely
remarking that it has a six-cylinder engine, is pro-
vided with four speeds and Lockheed hydraulic
brakes, lacks for nothing on its dashboard—indeed,
is provided with more items of information as to
the state of its interior and its accessories than
anyone has any right to expect—has windows and
doors that behave as such things should—even
when one shuts one's overcoat in the latter.

Cars such as this one make one wonder as to the
future of the larger and very much more expensive
type of vehicle, Thetaxenitis but [15, it secems to
do about twenty-four miles to the gallon, it has
finger-lip controls, its headlights are almost too
gentlemanly and kind for some motorists one meets,
its tyres are big and apparenfly everlasting, its
springing is delightful and it is undoubtedly so
silent in its running that one wonders how it is that
the Minister of Transport has mnever considered
making an order prohibiting cars from being too quiet.

Here | would like to tell of the delights of my
journey, of the sight of a blue and restless sea under
a glorious sun, of white cliff, and multitudes of new
bungalows springing up all around, of "bluff green
whale-backed downs,' of hidden copses where the
primroses were just beginning to peep, ol officials on
parades who popped up officiously whenever onc
stopped to look round (and were dismissed un-
politely), of new things to admire and not to admire,
of new roads discovered and essayed, and of all
sorts of happy sights and sounds that never used
to convey so much to me and mine when we lived
all amongst them and before we came to make our
home in London.

Not that (on mature consideration) I really desire

to move. What I do want—and to-day is the very
day for it—is to have that very Oxford car for my
own, “greased and oiled and full of petrol” as we
used to say—and to be just clear of Paris at eight
o'clock in the morning, with all I wanted in my
pocket-book and leave to go wherever | wanted in
and about the South until it was Summertime to
come Home again.

Some of the interior re-
finements. Adjustaile
arme-rests, corner cus'i-
ions, and quarter-blinds
are standard on the new
Oxfords.



