
 

 

  Part 8  

MOT – The Day of Reckoning! 

 

Here we go then; this is the day when all my endeavours are put under the spot light. Before I 

started work on the green n mean it behaved like a spoilt brat and I was in two minds whether to 

dismantle it for its shiny bits and wonderful interior or throw myself on to the sword and restore it. 

A lot of work had been done and numerous parts replaced, none of which had been road tested or 

proved in any way shape or form. Now the daunting prospect of actually driving it for the first time 

after all those repairs, plus the added trauma of taking it to the MOT station loomed bright and 

clear. 

The fuel had been drained to clean out the swirl pot so a couple of gallons of liquid gold were duly 

poured into the greens cavernous tank. Everything fired up ok although the tick over was very low 

during warm up and only managed a paltry 500 rpm when up to temperature, just a minor 

inconvenience I thought........ how little I knew! 



 

 

 

Here we go then, armed with an insurance certificate and a pre booked MOT I nosed the beast back 

onto the road for the first time in over 12 months. My major concern was the gearbox, which if you 

remember was very reluctant to change up during that brief test drive over a year ago. I had 

discovered a split vacuum hose leading to the modulator and was hoping against hope that this was 

the problem. I would be finding out within the next few seconds! All was good, the box did what it 

should but the car was going the wrong way. Well you didn’t think I was going to take it straight to 

the tester did you? A ten mile detour just to check everything and bed all the new stuff in was well 

within the rules, I deemed. All seemed ok apart from the occasional metallic clunk from the front off 

side. There was the obligatory whiff of burning copper slip and a hot heater matrix made its 

presence known, but everything had settled down by the time I pulled into the MOT station. 

 

MOT testers, dentists, doctors and solicitors, they all hold the same dread for me, you’ve done your 

best, brushed your teeth night and day, kept yourself fit and tried to butter up the imminent ex wife, 

but you just know there is nothing more you can do, you are handing yourself over to a person who 

has complete control over you, he can cause you pain, stick things in you and empty your wallet in 

the blink of an eye. I suppose the MOT guy is the most amicable of the lot, but there is that awful 

feeling when you’re handing over the keys and plodding thoughtfully to that clinical white waiting 

room. These rooms are all the same, only the magazines give you a clue that you’re in a garage, not 

at the dentists or waiting to be called and asked for large sums of money. 

 



 

12 months of triumph, disaster and endurance are about to come to a head! What if he thinks the 

radius arm bushes are a little cracked? What if he judges the off-side silencer has the beginnings of a 

death rattle? Its too late now just sit there in your isolation cell and listen to the sound of your car 

being driven onto the brake tester, clashing metal plates and squealing tyres, beeping horns and 

slamming bonnets. 

After a while the door opens and in walks the man who holds all the cards, what a great car he 

beams, everything’s ok just got to do the emissions and you can have it back. Ten minutes later he 

returns with a frown, ‘do you know how to adjust the mixture on these things?’ The emissions were 

out of spec on tickover, once above 1000 rpm all was ok. I thought about the restrictor I’d put in to 

compensate for the lazy auxiliary air valve, then I thought again about the unusually low tickover 

when I was prepping the car earlier that morning.  

Five minutes work saw the insert part of the restrictor removed and the green and mean was 

hooked back up to the analyzer, it ticked over a little high at 850rpm but that was within limits and 

so were the emissions, all was good. 

(The strange thing was that as the car was used more and more the aux air valve started to work 

perfectly, maybe it just needed a bit of practice.) 

Success! The car had passed with no advisories and I was edging it nervously through the rush hour 

traffic back home. A few days wait for the start of a new month and the green n mean was duly 

taxed, fully legal and ready to rumble. 

A few blasts here and there proved the car was good for another 10 years, everything worked apart 

from the handbrake warning switch, the petrol gauge and the air con, the cruise control was great, if 

not a little boring after a while. 



 

The metallic clunking on the offside front turned out to be a shock absorber top mounting bush, 

easily fixed but I pondered why I had not changed these as a matter of course when swapping out 

the sub frame. 

However, the green n mean was not quite finished, or should I say the green n slightly red was not 

quite finished. The replacement panels stood out like a sore thumb and made the car look just like 

another abandoned project, this could not be. All my hard work could be judged by one glance at a 

signal red rear quarter and dull primer patches on doors and sill ends. The car was booked in at the 

spray shop and emerged 2 days later totally transformed, just a quick blast back up the farm to fit 

the rear bumpers and hey presto, job done. 

One year and one month after that balmy day of purchase in June 2009 the green n mean was done 

and ready to go cruising. A tentative trip to the petrol station resulted in the car gaining many 

pounds in weight and me losing 90 pounds Stirling, and the tank still wasn’t full! Eventually the lazy 

electrics on the fuel gauge dropped into line with all the other bits and bobs so at least now I knew 

when to empty my wallet again. 

As the car adjusted itself to life back on the road and all the little niggles and quirks were attended 

to it really came into its own. Days out in the peak district, returning home late in the evening when 

most of the traffic had gone gave me some of the best driving experiences ever, long sweeping A 

roads and the occasional straggling euro box to pep things up a bit added to the fun. This car was 

just fantastic to drive, it went like a train, never missed a beat, and pulled up straight, what more 

could you ask?   

A weekend away in the Cotswolds saw the car return 22miles to the gallon according to the trip 

computer, hmmm, lets hope so, I didn’t have the heart to question it, and why should I? If you run a 

V12 some things are better left unsaid. 



 

So, had the Welsh Dragon been tamed? I don’t think so, at the end of the day an XJS is a car with its 

own mind, something you are allowed to sit in and drive occasionally but you always have that 

sneaking feeling that the beast has the upper hand, a 5.3 litre engine and quirky electrics to name 

but a few will always keep you wondering as to what’s going to happen next.     
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