MG-TC: The.Cir That Started:The Boom
A Duesenberg.Built For A Maharajah -

A Stroll. Through A Maine Junkyard
Ram, lee Pa_im»ls Soon Forgotten'
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You feast your eyes on an MG-TC, parked at the curb,
and you can nearly taste the character. In some ways it
resembles the others sports cars of
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; which many others tried to imitate when the car was new and since but none
by Graham Robson have succeeded. At first, then, driving a TC isn’t necessary — just to look is
quite enough.

It's all a question of character. But you can’t give character to a car by
talking about it. and you certainly don’t buy the stuff in spray cans in a
supermarket. Character comes already locked into the design. the style, the
noise, and the road behavior. It also comes from the men who conceived it.
and the workforce who built it, and it is not always due to rapid acceleration
or a high top speed. After all, lots of the fastest Mustangs were really very
nasty indeed. and you'd have to be a real motoring philistine to be repelled by
that slowest of all cars, the Citroen 2CV.

Time. now. to get into the car, and that isn’t easy. There are sharp corners
and odd angles. This, then, could only be a thoroughbred British sports car.
There is a right way (the easier way) and a wrong way. Even the right way,
for a truly modest girl. can be something of an ordeal: the wrong way. for
anyone. could inflict as many bruises as a brisk workout with an American
football team. Remember this: open the door and hold it (there are no door
‘keeps’ on such a machine). move backwards into the car. and settle your
backside on the seat at once. Duck your head to avoid the hood irons (if the
top is up). then swing your legs inboard without clouting the door pillar, and

; thread them down the narrow well past the gearbox tunnel.
Slam the door. flex your shoulders. and shuffle around. You don’t have an
independent seat adjustment, by the way. If you are a very different shape
from the passenger, then the passenger has to suffer. With two people on
board it's cozy — very cozy indeed. But as there isn’t a heater, not even as an
option. and the sidecurtains let in the wind, you won’t mind that. Somehow. in
the last thirty or forty years, people seem to have grown bigger, and the cars
grew along with them. Getting back into a 1930s design (for the TC is really
just a 1936 model slightly updated) brings instant nostalgia, and probably a
bit of claustrophobia. From door to door. across the seat cushion, you have to
share a mere 44 inches with your companion. (With a PA of 1934 it was
even tighter. There were only 35 usable inches.) What was that about making
friends in a sports car? With this model, you'd have little choice.

It may look cramped now, and to many people it always looked old-
fashioned. but it was never a joke. In marketing terms, the traditionally-styled
TC was probably the last car which the British would have chosen to head
their postwar export drive to North America. It was, after all, the last of its
type rather than the first of a new breed: it was a throwback to the 1930s
rather than a visionary look forward tg the 1950s. It seems. however, that the
TC started to sell so well in North America because of MG's British wartime
reputation.
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