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Some cars conjure up the open road, but Wolseleys settle best in suburbia, reckons
Nick Larkin, who takes a pristine 6/80 in search of an idyll Pphotos by bave Wigmore




OLSELEY. Repeat

the name once,

twice. Wolseley. A

well-rounded,

complete and some-
how wholesomely unaggressive yet
imposing title, not a short throwaway
stab like ‘Ford’.

The name sums up the cars you
bought if you bought Wolseley. Well-
made, quality cars, but never flashy
or loaded with unnecessary fitments.

You could never really imagine a
Wolseley on an Alpine pass or rally
circuit, or in fact doing anything
competitive or common such as
racing or taking rubbish to the tip.

No, Wolseleys were at home in a
post-war suburban idyll, a world of
spaniels and slippers, with the aroma
of sweet honeysuckle wafting in
through open leaded windows on
summer Sunday mornings,
accompanied by the stilted laughter
of tame children at play.

Order, everything in the space
carefully set aside for it, from the
laburnum tree in the garden to the
solid oak bureau dominating the
morning room.

The sight and sounds of a
suburban idyll, where, after a hard
day at work as ‘something in the city’,
the gentleman of the house could prise the
sweaty bowler from his head and settle
down to the always-ready meal his always-
demure wife lovingly prepared nightly on
her Belling. ;

Places: Chiselhurst, Sidcup, Bromley,
Greenford, Alperton. Streets: Acacia
Avenue? No, too clichéd. Belmont Avenue,
Stanmore Avenue, Park Grove. Semis lined
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up like sentries or placed in careful circles.
A tree here and there, as planned.
Pavements and grass verges, as planned.
Nothing overgrown, or generally bigger or
smaller than it really should be.

Shopping ‘parades’, all with near identical
frontages and shop signs. The butchers,
with a ceramic cow and pretend cress in the
window, a newsagent stocked high with

Left, interior is
homely luxury
from an age of
austerity

Bottom left, 6/80

is good for nearly
80mph when fully
in tune

Right, illuminated
badge meant the

car had its name

in lights

Bottom right,
Overhead cam
engine is a major
part of the 6/80’s
character
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kaaio 11mes and Woman's Realm, a
florist where late homing husbands
could buy something with which to
apologise.

No-one ever fought or really got
aggressive in this post-war paradise,
apart from an occasional bark at the
children. Everyone paid their
mortgage without problems. No-one
ever seemed disabled or ill, ran off
with anyone else’s spouse, burped,
rode noisy motor cycles or wrote on
walls.

You'd like to buy a semi? Certainly,
Sir; mock Tudor or art-deco ‘Odeon’
style? Or, of course, there were the
detached houses, often on corner
plots to emphasise their size.

A Mars bar as a treat on Fridays for
very good children only, after their
week of education in an equally
orderly school which smelled of
disinfectant. For the wife? Well, it was
friends round for morning coffee and
arrowroot biscuits; ready to discuss
the good and bad points of the new
people at number 56.

Sunday school. Sunday lunch, Sunday
tea, Sunday bath. Not the stuff of Dan Dare
books, but certainly their readers in these
urban heavens.

Cherry trees and pebbledash, sunrise
gates and loud ticking clocks. But what did
people actually do all the time?

Went out in their Wolseleys, I suppose.




In suburban heaven the Wolseley was at
ease. Its roads, whether brick-coloured
tarmac or enormous concrete slabs,
seemed to belong to the Wolseley. An
Austin? No, a bit common. Morris.
Certainly not. Jaguar? For flash Harrys, not
us. Rolls-Royce? Perhaps one day, along
with membership of the golf club.

A Wolseley, the car for that trip to
Auntie Jessie’s, where the children, wincing
from having their knees scrubbed with a
stiff brush and sitting uncomfortably in
starched, prickly trousers, wondering how

'In suburban
heaven, the
Wolseley was at
ease'

many slices of cake could be consumed and
whether Uncle Joe would be smoking that
awful pipe again.

So, was post-war suburbia so idyllic?
Houses that before the war had been
offered in droves for mortgages of 26/6 a
week, with the extravagant claims that the
station, ready to whisk daddy into the city
and occasionally the family to the theatre,
was reachable in five minutes. Well it was,
by helicopter.

We can still see all the thirties suburbia
we want. Walk around parts of Horsham or !










