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B [hird model for 8 Series
W 286Dhp V8 engine, 0-
62mph 7.4secs (claimed)
M Price £52,950, on sale
now

tand up for a moment if WO
recognise yoursell. You've got
exactly £52 950 in used notes in

vour briefcase and you want, more than
anything etse in the world, o empty it
onto the desk of a car dealer. You will
insist that the car you buy today will look
just about as sexy as any on the road, but
you don't want to have o get too involved
with the messy business of drivingit. You
wan! power — out not too much — and
spead (but not so you'd notice). And
satety, and comfort, and gadgetry, and
yes, technology too, please. Everything
and nothing at the same time or, to put it
another way, a BMW 840Ci

This is a car which, from any angle, you
simply have to admire. Like ils sibling
830, it knocks the stuffing out of
arguments ihat seak to dismiss Bavarian
styling as predictable, and annoys
onlcokers by dragging their heads
around wnen they re trying so very hard
lo remain unimprassed while waiting for
the bus (that's a double decker, not a
Mercades 600).

But if you have to admire the 840 then
You should be aware that it's not
compuisory 1o 1all in love with it. Neither

ADMIRATION

@ Slimmed-down headlamps minimise the ‘pop-up’ effect

compulsory nor, I'm saddened to
report, even possible.

The V12-powered B850 has not yet
emerged as the car we're always pining
for, and thus the 4-litre V8 was always
going to have its work cut out under the
same bonnel. But we've seen this 32-
valver before in 7 Series guise, and we
know it's a hard puncher capable of
some quite torquey feats. With 2941k ft
of hauling strength applying itself at
4500rpm, it shouldn't ever be guilty of
leaving you wanting, and indeed its
mid-range activities make it the crown
prince of flexibility

Power makes itself available at the
first flick of the pedal, and eases itself
through the rev band with the
consistency of mum's more successiul
custard, armving with a gentle roar at a
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® It’s black and it's leather — this is travelling BMW class

peak figure of 2BEbhp with arcund
S800rpm showing.

But {(and isn’t there always a big one)
the engine as fitted here is under the
jurisdiction of a ‘sophisticated’ five-speed
automatic gearbox, whichis by a
considerable margin more sophisticated
than most drivers. It does the job that the
enthusiast driver would much rather be
doing himself, and what's mora it does it
differently (albeit that you can use this box
as a kind of clutchless manual). Roll on
springtime, when the six-speed manual
box comes bounding onto the stage. 1l
be applauding.

Meanwhile, by ‘talking’ to the engine
through a collection of terrifyingly clever
electronics, the auto box makes decisions
about driving style and road conditions
helped by the selection of either
aconomy, sport or winter sattings. It
promises you thal all changes will be
smoother than Leslie Phillips, and they
are, but when the chips (and the
acceterator) are down you find yourself
waiting for an agonising second while the
gearbox and the engine talk amongst
themselves. If you get bored waiting and
choose kickdown you get a high-revving
lunge which seems to tell you the car
doesn't approve of your impatience. it
also tells you that, while it looks as good as
a Ferrari and twice as plush, it ain't no
sports car.

The suspension and the ride reinforce
this last point. The road is definitely down
there. You know this because you saw it
just before you shut the door. But between
the tarmac and the 235/50 R16s, through
the race-bred active rear axle and the
automatic stability and traction control

and via the fittle-finger-light power
stearing, not a lot gets through to your
palms. They'd just love to be sweating
even a little bit, but they don’t have to. ‘It's
OK,' says the car. ‘We'll take care of that
for you, sir. You just refax.”

It's hard not to just relax’, actually,
SINCe you're sitting on an oasis of buffalo
leather being force-fed information about
the weather by the on-board computer
while listening to a riotous stereo and
marvelling at the fact the seatbeltis
torming opinions about how fat you are
before adjusting itself accordingly. The
fact that this baby is rumaourad to
despatch the first 60mph in 7.4 seconds
is small consclation indeed, and a top
spead of 155mph is almost cerlain to feel
like about B5 if you ever get up there. But
gazing dreamily over that gorgeous
bonnet is a mighty satisfying way to pass
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