® ROVER 2600 . . . has style and class.
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Since production of the
marque ended at the
New Zealand Motor Cor-
poration’s Nelson plant
15 months ago — solely
because the car was
phased out by British
Leyland at home — they
have watched their be-
loved cars slowly drop in
stature and in value.

Many regarded it a
car ideally suited to New
Zealand conditions. Com-
fortable, well finished
and, at a time of rising
petrol costs, agreeably
economical for a six-
cylinder saloon. It was
a cut above the average
car, and it was British.

It has been a bitter
pill for many owners to
swallow — and one made
no more palatable by
the apparent lack of a
suitable replacement.

An ideal replacement
is now readily available.
It is the Rover 2600,
which is being assembl-
ed by the motor corpora-
tion at Nelson alongside
the SD1-3500 V8. It could
be the answer to any
Triumph owner’s dream.

It shares the exquisite
body and the technical
brilliance of the 3500,
which led to the Rover
being toasted as
Europe’s car of the year
in 1977.

it has style and class.
It's the sort of car one
parks outside the garage
rather than in it — just
to let the neighbours
know what you own.

Compared with the
3500, all it really lacks
are one or two niceties
such as electrically
operated windows, cen-
tral locking, fog lights
and a stereo (a radio,
however, is standard).

The velour seats are
firm, form fitting and
untiring; the sun visor
and roof lining is still
smooth velour; and the
cavernous hatchback

thick, cut-pile carpet.

Instead of the smooth
burble from a 3.5 litre
V8 which pushes out 116
kilowatts of power, there
is an all-new aluminium
head, single overhead-
camshaft six-cylinder
motor, which produces
a well-muted 102 kilo-
watts,

It could be the answer
to any Triumph owner’s
dream — except for the
price.

Most Triumph owners
would have hought their
cars for less than
$§10,000. Giving a gener-
ous allowance for the
savage price hikes of the
past two years, it would
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be fair to assume that a
new  Triumph today
would run to anything
up to $15,000.

If that were so,
another 52000 or $3000
for a Rover 2600 was
only to he expected —
and that was the sort of
pricing the motor cor-
poration was talking
about several months
before the release of the
2600.

In reality, the 2600 hit
the market at a price of

$21,600 for the five-
speed manual f{rans-
mission  version and
822,500 for the auto-

matic. Now, the manual
costs $22,500 and the
automatic $23,200.

Those sort of prices
should be enough to
send the most patriotic
Englishman scuttling
off to the nearest dealer
in Japarese cars. For

change in their pocket.

Price is obviously re-
flected in the fact that
last month a mere ten
Rover 2600s were regi-
stered with the Post
Office. By comparison,
in the same month, 306
six-cylinder Fords were
registered and 281 six-
cylinder Holdens.

It is a pity, because
the Rover 2600 would be
a delightful car to own.

An automatic 2600 has
less initial sting than an
automatic 3500, but once
on the move it is decep-
tively quick. It is quiet,
soaks up bumpy roads
and is remarkably un-
fussed by metal sur-
faces.

It is surprisingly agile
for a car of its size,
thanks mainly to the
excellent power steer-
ing which may seem a
little too light and a
little too sharp around
town  but which truly
comes into its own —
like the car itself — on
the open road.

British Leyland en-
gineers also seem to
have been able to match
the fuel performance of
the Triumph. Over 160
kilometres of mixed city
and rural driving last
week, I recorded a
figure of 11.8 litres/100
kilometres (24 mpg) in
an automatic 2600.

The Rover 2600 may
share much of the bril-
liance of the 3500, but it
also shares the same
weaknesses.

The design makes it a
beastly car to back;

there is too much
“plastic””  inside for
motorists with more
traditional tastes; leg-
room in the rear is

spoilt by the hard knee-
knocking backs of the
front seats; and the
dash, which looks like
an afterthought, loses
more friends than it
wins.




