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Editorôs Comment: 

 
Check out the website at: www.darlingtondipsticks.com 
 

The website is still basic but does have a link for those on Concessional Licensing to advise administration 

of a proposed private run. In the future the website will host administration details, vehicle registers, 
calendars and information, with varying privacy layers. There will be capability for members to upload 

photos and information for sharing with others. Our Dipsticks Rag will be uploaded for your entertainment 

alsoҰұҲҳ  

 

As always, thanks to those contributors who have put pen to paper for our enjoymentҰұҲҳ  
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Clive Ball: Blodwen, my first Austin Seven  

Characters: Adrian, Tony, Colin and yours truly, all fellow student-apprentices in Welwyn Garden City 

(just north of London) in the early 1960s. Bear in mind that in those days, the pittance a first-year 
apprentice received barely covered the cost of his board and lodging. 

 

When I turned 17, Grandad gave me a 1920 Model T Ford which heôd had in a shed for 30-odd years. After 

some self-taught fettling, advice from Thomas the Garage, and a coat of paint, I drove it up from west Wales 
(about 250 miles) and used it for a few months as daily transport, much to the disgust of my landlady, who 

asked me to park it at the end of the road ï what would the neighbours think of her with that old thing 

outside? 

 

 
 

The Model T with me on a run with a friend 

 
 
Thus, I came to meet, and pal up with Adrian, who was running a 1930 Austin 7 Saloon he'd named 

"Josephine". He commuted daily from his home in nearby Broxbourne, and I was very impressed by his 

little car, which used much less petrol than my Model T, was relatively waterproof, and a lot easier to start. 

Adrian, Tony and I used to pile into Josephine and drive to the town centre at lunch times; I generally sat 
in the back and Tony established the left turn hand signal protocol with Adrian ï ñYou twiddle, and Iôll 

stick." 
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Josephine was painted bright blue and black and equipped with a push bikeôs bulb hooter to warn unwary 
pedestrians. Most of the interior trim had long since disappeared, apart from a piece of brown leathercloth 

which served as a roof lining, and which used to detach itself from its tacks and flap if the windows were 

opened. The C-clip in the gearbox had broken, so the main shaft used to run out and cause the fabric 

couplingôs nuts to make wonderful sounds as they argued with the handbrake lever. After a while, Adrian 
put some copper coins of the realm in the cardan housing which cured the symptoms if not the problem. 

 

With the end of summer approaching, I took the Model T back to Wales, as I had nowhere to garage it 
through the winter. I also changed lodgings and moved in with Bill and Rose Baillie, sharing a room with 

Colin who came from Swansea. After cycling to work for a few weeks I decided to get another car and 

having liked Josephine, looked out for an Austin 7. Colin, with an eye to cheap weekend runs to Wales, 
said heôd go halves with me. 

 

The Exchange and Mart was a good publication to find second-hand cars. Sure enough, there was one in 

Hornsey, in north London: 
 

FOR SALE: 1932 Austin Seven Saloon, good runner, suit beatniks or clergy, ȥ10. 

  
Colin and I went down by train after work. It was dark and raining when we arrived. The merchandise was 

parked under a streetlamp and glistened tantalizingly in the dim glow. The vendor took us for a test run. 

The fact that he had to push it to start didnôt put us off, neither did the howl from the rear axle. He pocketed 
our ȥ10 gleefully and we set off home up the A1. On the way, we decided to give the car a Welsh name and 

called her Blodwen.  

 

Next morning, in the cold light of day, Blodwen didnôt look quite so good. The tyres were almost bald, each 
wheel had broken or missing spokes, and the front spring was broken. The red and black paintwork, which 

had sparkled under the streetlamp, was a generous crust of household paint apparently applied with a broom, 

and tufts of grass sprouted from the roof gutters and between the running boards and body. Colin took one 
look, gulped, and demanded (and got!) his ȥ5 share back. 

 

Luckily, there was a wreckerôs yard not far away, run by Arthur Bennett, a Steptoe-like character with cloth 

cap, greasy scarf, stubbly chin and home-rolled fag permanently glued to his lip. ñArfur Bennett, known 
the world over,ò he announced importantly, then seeing my disbelieving look, corrected himself, ñWell, 

nearly all the world!ò I haggled and got a replacement front spring and four wheels for two quid, which 

solved my immediate needs and emptied my savings account. 
 

Blodwenôs first major outing was to follow the veteran cars from London to Brighton in November 1960.  

Colin came with me. The run down was uneventful, but the fan belt broke just as we set off home; they 
were obsolete even then, but a helpful garage man cut a band from an old inner tube, which did the job.  In 

south London the generator gave up; even driving on parking lights didnôt get us very far with the dodgy 

battery. There was nothing for it but to ring Adrian who brought a spare generator in his dadôs car. On our 

way again, the axle moan suddenly got louder and nastier and we just made it to Welwyn Garden City, with 
Colin now totally convinced that heôd been wise to back out of the deal.  
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A 1932 Austin 7 Saloon similar to Blodwen, but in rather better condition! 

 
A few weeks went by. I was flat broke and couldnôt fix the car. Then Mum sent me a couple of quid for 

Christmas. Whoopee: off I went to Arthur Bennett and bought a complete rear axle. Unfortunately, it was 
off a short chassis car and Blodwenôs was wider. Not to worry! Bill Baillie kindly let me use his garage 

which was situated in a complex of 50, about half a mile away. It was New Yearôs Eve. I set to work to use 

the best bits of both axles to make a good one. The day wore on; evening came, and Colin and Tony called 

round to tempt me to come out and celebrate the New Year. No, I was going to get the car mobile. The 
hours went by; the concrete floor was freezing. Stiff and cramped, I did up the last few bolts around 1 am 

as my dim torch finally died. Now to try it! I wound the crank, got in and selected reverse. Bang! I hit the 

wall in front. A horrible sick feeling ï I engaged first gear and reversed out of the garage, changing gear as 
I went. Three reverse gears and one forward! Round the complex and back into the garage. I switched off 

the engine and laughed like a maniac. 

 

With the axle finally sorted and a new battery, it was time to try a weekend run home to Wales. Colin and 
I set off after work at 6 pm and reached Swansea six hours later with no problems. I had a further 40 miles 

to go; as I approached our village a hole blew through the muffler and livened things up a bit. (ñWe heard 

you arriving last nightò, said Mrs Davies, Opposite, with a meaningful look.) A piece cut from an old tin 
can and a couple of large hose clips fixed the muffler and there were no dramas on the way back, except 

that Colinôs parents wanted to pay his train fare to make sure he arrived! 

 
Blodwen was reasonably reliable now, with problems few and far between. I made small improvements as 

I could afford them, including fitting a pair of Wipac headlamp units into the Austin shells ï these gave a 

much better light, and dipped properly. 
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I joined a local drama group, who were staging Dylan Thomasôs Under Milk Wood, and played the 
Reverend Eli Jenkins. The show ran for a week. Just before the first night, I got a letter from my great-aunt 

in Wandsworth, south of London, asking if I could come and stay. Uncle was very ill, and she would 

appreciate having someone there, in case he needed the doctor in the night. I was happy to oblige, but it 
meant long days: up early, a drive across London to work, the eveningôs performance, then the drive back 

across London again. Blodwen behaved herself all the week and saved her trump card for the last night. 

 

On my way home after the playôs last performance on the Saturday, I toiled up a hill on the A1 just before 
joining the North Circular Road, when the engine made a horrible clatter and died. It didnôt take long to 

confirm that the crankshaft had broken. I managed to push the car over the brow of the hill and freewheel 

down the other side, through the traffic lights which luckily stayed green, turned right on to the North 
Circular and coasted into a lay-by, where I left Blodwen looking forlorn. It was late and public transport 

had stopped running. I suddenly realized I still had my stage makeup on ï I looked like Dracula! (As the 

play had a large cast and backstage facilities were very cramped, Iôd been cleaning off my makeup when I 

got back to Auntyôs.) Hastily wiping off what I could with an oily rag, I tried to hitch a lift; eventually 
someone stopped and took me most of the way. I arrived very late, glad that tomorrow was Sunday! 

 

In the morning a neighbour of Auntyôs kindly towed Blodwen to her house and introduced me to a friend 
who just happened to have an Austin 7 engine in his shed. It was mine for nothing ï he could use the space, 

he said! By the evening Blodwen was mobile again and I drove to work on Monday morning as if nothing 

had happened. On Wednesday I came home to find that Uncle had died; after the funeral other relatives 
took care of Aunty, and I returned to Welwyn Garden City. 

 

I got a bit more ambitious for Blodwen. The old engine block and pistons were still usable, so I opened out 

the inlet ports, relieved the block, flattened the tappets and fitted a high-compression head, side-draught 
manifold and carburettor (all for ten bob from Arfur). She had noticeably more power now and went faster, 

but as all the brakes were oily, stopping became an issue and more than once I had to run on to the verge to 

avoid something that had stopped suddenly in front of me. 
 

Back to Arfurôs again. ñThis any good to yer?ò he asked, waving a Bowdenex front brake conversion at 

me, ñTwo quid!ò ñOne!ò ñOK, one it isò. With new felt seals in the hubs, and relined brakes, things were 
much better. Then I saw a brand-new SU carburettor for sale in an accessory shop for ȥ1. It was for a side-

valve Morris Minor and bolted straight on in place of the Zenith, which was badly worn. Blodwen now ran 

and stopped quite respectably, and I planned another trip to Wales with Colin. 

 
All went well until we ran into a heavy rainstorm on appropriately named Stormy Down, near Port Talbot. 

I pulled over and stopped as I couldnôt see a thing. When things had calmed a bit, Blodwen flatly refused 

to start. We had petrol, sparks, but no go. I was about to tear my hair out after half an hour without success 
when I happened to put my finger in the carburettorôs air intake and found the damper piston jammed shut. 

It hadnôt occurred to me to oil the new carby! Blodwen behaved herself for the rest of the trip. 

 

1961 wore on and the summer came. ñHow about a 2-car Austin 7 run down to Wales?ò suggested Adrian 
brightly one day. Great idea: next weekend, we decided. Tony and Colin were in on it too. Off we set, 

enjoying daylight until after 10 pm, Blodwen and Josephine on their best behaviour. We dropped Colin and 

Tony off in Swansea, continued on to Mumôs, and had a great weekend.  
 

On the return trip things started going badly wrong. Realising that Adrian wasnôt following me I turned 

back to look for him and found him looking very glum. A sump bolt had fallen out and heôd lost all the oil. 
We found a bolt to fit and scraped up enough oil between us to half-fill the sump, but the big ends were 
knocking ominously. We filled up with oil at the next garage with little improvement. Collecting Colin and 
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Tony, we decided to press on regardless, but it was very slow progress and soon Josephine sounded her 
death rattle. Adrian produced a tow rope and we trundled along for some distance until Blodwenôs clutch 

began to slip as we went up a hillé.. 

 

We stopped to confer. Clearly, weôd never get back to Hertfordshire like this. The only sensible course was 
to abandon Josephine.  There was a garage a little way ahead and we headed there. The owner gave us 

permission to put Josephine on some waste land nearby. 

We transferred Adrian and Tony into Blodwen, together with their luggage, Josephineôs radiator, battery 
and sundry other bits and pieces which Adrian insisted on salvaging. (He eventually sold the rest of the car 

to a local enthusiast.) 

 
Off we set again, rather more slowly than before, with the rear wheel arches rubbing on the tyres on bumps 

and bends. The hours crept by. Around 1am we reached the outskirts of St Albans, where the generator 

expired. As I poked about under the bonnet, a police car drew up. Having satisfied himself that we were 

not stealing the car, the Law decided to make helpful remarks. It was the weekend before MOT annual tests 
were going to be introduced for cars aged ten years and older, and this was a good topic for conversation. 

ñOff the road next Tuesday, then?ò said the Law, more of a statement than a question. ñBullshit!ò came a 

muffled response from the depths of the back seat. The Law looked puzzled and shone his torch into the 
car where Adrian and Tony were barely visible under the pile of luggage and car parts. ñGawd Awlmighty, 

Bert, thereôs two MORE ofó em in óere,ò he gasped to his mate.ò ñWell, weôd better be going,ò I said, 

bidding the cops goodnight and driving off. 
 

When we were far enough away I drove on parking lights wherever possible to save the battery. I dropped 

Colin and Tony off in Welwyn Garden City and took Adrian home to Broxbourne. He urged me to keep 

his battery in case mine ran out ï a good move, as it did! I finally reached my lodgings about 4.30 am ï it 
was hardly worth going to bed. Boy, was I tired the next day! 

 

On Tuesday morning, I got a letter from Mum telling me that Dadôs cousin had left me ȥ350 in her will. I 
decided to forgo the MOT test for Blodwen and advertised her for sale óas isô for ȥ10 in the Exchange and 

Mart. Much to my surprise she sold immediately to a local farmer for his teenage son to drive around the 

fields. Soon afterwards, I bought a brand new Mini van ï in those days there was no purchase tax on vans 

in the UK, which made them considerably cheaper than the equivalent car. The trade-off was that you 
couldnôt legally exceed 40 miles per hour. Of course, I never did ï but itôs amazing how quickly Colin and 

I used to get down to Walesééé 
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John and Marie: What is this car? 
 

 
 

 

This car was featured in a past issue and Club members were asked to guess the make. The 

following is some blurb on the 1951 Marauder. 
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aƛƪŜ {ǘƻƴŜȅΥ 5ŀŘΩǎ CƛǊǎǘ /ŀǊ 
Once upon a time, in a land far, far away, lived a bank teller, his wife and three children.  They lived in a 

small fishing / farming town called Stonehaven, 15 miles south of Aberdeen in the northeast of Scotland. 

My father was this man.   

Dad had been taught to drive trucks in the army, like most soldiers in the war. However, his experience of 

driving cars after the war was very limited. Quite how he got his license is a bit of a mystery to me, but I 

suspect it was once round the block with one of the local police in the passenger seat, and if he did not hit 

anything then he passed!   

Having obtained his license, he would then hire a car for the family holiday. One poor car that dad selected 

was a Hillman Husky, an estate version of the Hillman Minx. Things did not go well as the car suffered a 
failed (burnt out) clutch whist trying to get the car off a ferry.  So here he was stuck with wife and two kids 

in a remote area of the Scottish Highlandsé. I recall me doing a lot of fishing off the ferry pieré. 

His next victim was a Riley 1.5, this car proved too powerful as he spun the back wheels every time he tried 

to take off.  He found it frightening. 

This was post war Britain, money was very scarce and food rationing was just coming to an end.  I was 

around 10 when dad decided he was going to buy a car for the family. It had to be large enough to transport 

4 adults on holiday trips etc.  My sister was the eldest and had just got married, so there was no seat in the 
car for her. She had also moved from Stonehaven to Oxford, so the car had to be able to make this long 

journey on 1960ôs roads which were appalling, narrow, badly maintained and choked with cars and trucks. 

Dad finally decided that a second hand 1957 Ford Consul Mk2 would fit the bill as it was no rocket ship 
and was well built to take a bit of abuse - and so it came to pass that OSA229 arrived at our front door. It 

was black with lots of chrome and cut quite a dash on our council estate roads.   Yes, we lived in one of the 

many brand-new council estates that sprang up all over the countryside in post war Britain (think state 

housing commission). (Photo to compare, not Dadôs car) 

 

 

For those of you unfamiliar with the Mk2 Ford Consul the engine was a 4-cylinder overhead valve of 

1702cc driving through a 3 speed gearbox with no synchromesh on first gear. OSA229 was an early model 
Mk2, latterly known as the High line, this was superseded by the later Mk2 referred to as the Low line 

(surprise). Mechanically they were very similar.  One of the Ford quirks of the time was vacuum wipers. 

The wipers were powered by vacuum off the engine inlet manifold. The result being when you accelerated, 
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the wipers would all but stop, and when you lifted off the accelerator the wipers would then speed up and 

thrash about madly! 

As previously said, the Consul had no performance ambitions. Tied with a three-speed gearbox the engine 

struggled. Acceleration was a word not used in context, particularly when attempting to pass a truck going 

uphill in the rain!   (Note that in the early 1960ôs most trucks and buses could barely manage 35/ 40MPH 
flat out on the level and hills would reduce this to around 15 to 20mph) The Consul was much happier 

bumbling along on dual carriageways and on short sections of the new-fangled motorways. 60/65 MPH 

was a comfortable cruising speed for Ozzy (as it was then known). (The maximum speed of the Consul was 

around 78mph) 

Meantime, Jaguars were flying past at double that speed (125MPH) such were the speed differentials on 

the roads between trucks, family cars, Jaguars and the like in those early motorway times. 

 OSA229 did numerous trips and generally served us well. Mechanically it just ran and ran. However harsh 

Scottish winters with salt and grit on the roads was eating at the underside of the car at a prodigious rate. 

Dad became a dab hand at applying fiberglass and filler whilst parked in the streetéwe had no garage or 

carport, so the car sat outside in all weather, slowly dissolving.  

By 1968, we had moved twice due to Dadôs promotion in the bank and with changed family circumstances, 

poor old Ozzy was at last traded in on a new Ford Escort 1300 XL in metallic green.  The new Escort was 

not well liked and that in turn led to another Escort, this time a 1300GTé. Thatôs a whole different story. 
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Marie and John: It seemed like a good idea ς and it was. Part 3 
Woodward Avenue was much quieter on Sunday morning as we made our way to the Detroit CBD and the 

Detroit-Windsor Tunnel for the 1-mile journey under the Detroit River into Canada. Before leaving Oz we 
had purchased a Carnet de Passage (CdP) that would allow us, legally, to take the car into Canada and we 

presented the document to the Canadian border officials. After scratching heads and much discussion, they 

decided that they didnôt need to complete the paperwork (and who are we to doubt their knowledge of the 

legislation?) and handed it back to us with our passports duly stamped. 
 

The decision to cross into Canada at this point was twofold. The journey to our next destination would be 

much shorter and it would give us the opportunity to see Niagara Falls from the Canadian side where the 
views of the Falls are reportedly (and we can now confirm) much better than from the U.S. (the Canadian 

lady at the Falls tourist office counter was a footy fan and Eagles supporter!) 

 

Fortunately, we arrived at the Falls early and managed to get our photos before the hordes of selfie stick 
toting tourists filled every available vantage point. We then had to make it back into the U.S. and from our 

vantage point we could see that the popular ñRainbow Bridgeò crossing was jammed with traffic, so we 

headed north to the Queenston-Lewiston Bridge, which was a little quieter, but not much. The young lady 
U.S. border official didnôt know what to make of the CdP and passed us on to a higher authority who was 

also a little bemused by it. Eventually this officer decided that he needed to fill out the CdP (even though it 

has no legal application in the U.S.!) and, duly signed and stamped, he handed it back to us and we were 
on our way. 

 

Our next rod-related event was a week or so away in New Hampshire and we arranged to catch up with 

friend Jim who lives in upper New York State. Over a couple of days, we managed to fill in all the gaps of 
our respective lives and travels since we had last seen him some 5 years earlier. Carrying on our north-

eastern journey we took another short cut from Plattsburg, New York State to Grand Isle, Vermont on the 

Lake Champlain Ferry and, 131 miles later, we were in Colebrook, New Hampshire.  
 

Another of Marieôs discoveries, Colebrook and the neighbouring town of Canaan in Vermont are joint hosts 

of the annual Moose Festival. The title was intriguing enough but some of the attractions ï maple syrup 
tasting, the moose calling contest and cow plop bingo also tickled our fancy. Best of all, the Festival had a 

car show and we entered Wyvonne in it. This mega event (not) begins on a Friday evening with a parade 

of cars through Colebrook with the main show and activities on Saturday held in Canaan.  
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As usual the novelty value of the ñVaarkshawlò and its Australian registration plate piqued the interest of 
the crowds and the officials resulting in a video interview by a journalist from the Colebrook Chronicle, a 

front-page story in ñThe News and Sentinelò and we carried home the second-place trophy in the Street 

Rod division (another 30 seconds of fame). 

 
An early start next morning with a longish drive from northwest New Hampshire to southeast Maine and 

the top of Cadillac Mountain in the Acadia National Park to take in the panoramic views of the Atlantic 

Ocean and the Gulf of Maine. Apart from tyre issues Wyvonne had successfully carried us 5,834 miles 
(9,336 kms) from the Pacific Ocean at Tacoma, Washington State to the Atlantic in 45 days with an average 

fuel consumption of 27.7 miles per U.S. gallon (11.1 litres per 100km). 

 
The next stage of our adventure was to be a visit to the Canadian Atlantic Provinces to take in two more 

shows. We drove from Eastport, Maine to the U.S./Canadian border at St. Stephen where we had more fun 

and games trying to get the Carnet de Passage signed off by U.S. Customs and then signed on again by 

Canada but eventually they obliged and we headed off into the Province of New Brunswick. 
 

St John is the largest city in New Brunswick and has quite a history to it, so we decided to spend some time 

there. We had parked Wyvonne on a side street near Kingôs Square and as we were getting into her to move 
on a man called out ñyouôve made my boyôs day!ò. He explained that the boy and his mother were having 

a competition to see who could spot a vehicle number plate from outside of Canada and the U.S., the object 

being to spot the one most distant from St John. Mum had seen one from Germany and had told her son he 
wouldnôt ever be able to beat that ï guess what, she was wrong, and Dad had taken a photo to prove it. 

 

Our next rod show attendance was on Prince Edward Island and on the way there we took on tourist 

personas visiting the Bay of Fundy (famous for its high tides) and at low tide walked on the ñbeachò that a 
few hours later, at high tide, would be under 40 feet of water. Our journey tracked north, and we crossed 

the 8 mile long Confederation Bridge that connects Prince Edward Island to the Canadian mainland. Ex-

tropical storm Erin saw to it that we had an exciting and damp crossing with torrential rain and high winds 
buffeting the car. Mid-20th century convertibles are not watertight and the winds were threatening to tear 

the roof off. 

 

Fortunately, the day of the 6th Annual Brackley Street Machine and Hot Rod Show dawned bright and 
sunny and we motored to the Brackley Beach Drive-In where the show was being held. There were quite a 

few local cars and many more had crossed the bridge or ferried from the mainland but once again we were 

the true outsiders. However, we werenôt the only Vauxhall there as we spotted one other, albeit a later (early 
60s) model. No big awards at this show but Wyvonne did make the top 25. 
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Another discovery that surprised us was that not only is the drive-in flourishing in its 60th year itôs also 
expanding with an additional screen/facility being built on adjacent land. The existing theatre has double 

bills on screening nights featuring up to date releases with themed gatherings for holidays (e.g. ñTrunk or 

Treatò for Halloweôen). They even have parking spaces for large RVs! 

 
Rather than making the return journey to the mainland by way of the bridge we took the ferry to Nova 

Scotia and visited the capital Halifax before making tracks to Sherbrooke Village to attend the ñ25th Annual 

Sherbrooke Show and Shineò. Unfortunately, Dorian was also heading that way ï Hurricane Dorian that is. 
It was forecast to hit the eastern shore of Nova Scotia within the next couple of days and we got word that 

the show had been postponed. We started checking the local weather forecast and realised that if we didnôt 

move quickly, we would be directly in Dorianôs path. So started a 300 mile dash westward into New 
Brunswick to avoid the worst of the storm. 

 

We took shelter at a country ñAir BnBò property and our hosts, Doug and Ines moved their new tractor out 

of the barn so that Wyvonne could be stored out of the weather. We hunkered down for a couple of days 
while strong winds and heavy rain lashed the area but apart from a few broken branches there was no real 

damage. However, 300 miles to the east it was a very different story with uprooted trees, downed power 

lines and flash floods. 
 

The country roads in Canada (certainly in the area we were in) are not the best and after crashing through 

a badly potholed section Wyvonneôs tailpipe decided to part company from the muffler. The break occurred 
right at the muffler outlet necessitating a 78-mile trip to the nearest large town, Fredericton, for a new one. 

The border crossing back into the U.S. was pretty painless. The Canadian Customs staff were up to speed 

on the sign off requirements of the Carnet de Passage and unlike the previous border crossings we didnôt 

have to give them any advice on completion of the form. Their U.S. counterpart quickly dispensed with the 
formalities, and we were soon on the road in Maine. Our three weeks in the Canadian Maritimes/Atlantic 

Provinces had been very good and we had enjoyed warm hospitality wherever we travelled. Weôll be back. 

 
Burlington, Vermont was the location for our next ñbig weekendò, the NSRA Northeast Street Rod 

Nationals. A slightly smaller event than the ñnationalò Nationals with 1200 entrants rather than 12,000 but 

still plenty to see and do (including yet another wash and brush up for Wyvonne). We walked up and down 

the rows of cars on display and, in a fit of madness, spent up big at the NSRA merchandise stand - you can 
never have too many event T shirts! 
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We caught up with bearded Bob Balkow from Connecticut who was a co-roadtourian on the trip from 
Lincoln to the Nationals at Louisville. He told us that Mario, from Quebec, another co-roadtourian was also 

attending this event and we had all been invited to a barbecue at a property on the shores of Lake Champlain 

about an hour from Burlington. We felt a bit awkward as we didnôt really know anyone other than Bob, but 

the hosts, Charles and Patricia made us feel very welcome and we were introduced to Dave and Kathy plus 
John, Marioôs travelling companion. We had an excellent evening listening to Daveôs stories of car 

repossessions from recalcitrant debtors across the U.S. (amongst other businesses Dave owns a car 

dealership). 
 

Ken and Ellie Butler, a couple we had met at the Moose Festival, told us that they were taking their car to 

Burlington, so we kept an eye out for their maroon 1933 Chevrolet roadster and eventually spotted it in a 

quiet corner. They were busily writing up notes about the car as it had won an award and was to be featured 

in an edition of the NSRA ñStreetsceneò magazine. Ken has turned the Chevy in a Ford thing on its head 

by fitting the roadster body to a shortened ó40 Ford chassis and using a flathead powerplant. 

We had nominated for the ñLong Distanceò award but, unlike our previous award in this category at the 

Nationals in Louisville, the rules called for the car to have been driven to the event, rather than trailered or 

shipped there, from a point within the United States. As we had started out in Tacoma, Washington State 

we thought we might be in with a chance but again we didnôt know whether there were any entrants from 

further afield. It wasnôt until 5 oôclock on Saturday evening that we were summoned to the NSRA officials 

booth where we were informed that we had travelled the furthest distance (2,959 miles/4,762 kms) and 

needed to be in the award winners circle at 9.00 am the next morning. 

What was to be our last event in the U.S. was a few hundred miles south in Manchester, Maryland. The 

Harvest Festival Collector Car Show was organised by the Chesapeake Chapter of the Antique Automobile 

Club of America and a diverse range of vehicles were being exhibited from the latest model Chevrolet 

Corvette back to immaculately restored early 20th century ñbuggiesò. Wyvonne received a lot of attention 

(again) and picked up a ñTop 40ò award. We were interviewed by the National Director of the A.A.C.A. 

(who, incidentally, also owns a street rod) and Wyvonne was to be featured in the clubôs magazine. 
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On the morning of the show, whilst travelling to Manchester, Wyvonneôs brake pedal return spring went 

ping! and was never to be seen again. Luckily, there were three auto parts stores in close proximity to each 

other and on the second try we were able to source a suitable replacement which we fitted there and then in 

the store car park.  

During the tour we had debated whether we should ship the car back home from Los Angeles or Baltimore 

on the eastern seaboard. The decision was made for us when we discovered that, if we shipped from the 

west coast then Wyvonne would have to be transhipped from one vessel to another in Panama (and would 

probably have to sit on the docks there for a couple of weeks). From Baltimore she would remain on the 

same ship until she reached Fremantle so no guesses as to which one we chose. We duly delivered her to 

the Baltimore port for fumigation and loading onto the Ro-Ro carrier. 

Wyvonneôs Americas Tour had been a fantastic adventure. Apart from one or two minor issues along the 

way she performed faultlessly covering 9,275 miles (14,926 kms) in 84 days and we acquired a bucket load 

of great memories which, thanks to our travelogues and photos, we will be able to recall in our dotage. 

Would we do it again? In a heartbeat! 
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Bindy Datson: Darlington Arts Festival 2022 
Another Darlington Arts Festival has come and gone and I would have to say our Club is getting very good 

at setting up ócampô for the weekend. By 8.30am the double gazebo was set up with our banner, flag, sofa 
and other seating ready for a relaxing weekend! 

 

The weather was kind to us during the day with cool breezes in the morning, warming in the afternoon but 

overnight strong winds came up that damaged some of the Festival tents ï the security guys did a sterling 

job of saving and securing tents and gazebos, including ours ï thanks to themҰұҲҳ  Luckily Dave had decided 

to load most of our óstuffô onto his ute rather than leave it at the site, so other than being damp, everything 

was intact. 

 
We had a good showing of Club cars with lots of variety and Malcolm brought his rickshaw to add extra 

interest to our display. 
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Bindy: Red Dust Revival 2022 ς Lake Perkolilli 

The 2022 Lake Perkolilli Red Dust 

Revival classic car event was held 
between the 19th and 25th September at 

a red clay pan north of Kalgoorlie and 

near the abandoned historic town of 

Kanowna.  
 

A few of our members made the trip up 

to óKalô to see the event ï Peter Moore 
volunteered to be a track marshal and 

was there from beginning to end ï others 

came up from Perth during the week to 

see later óracingô. Mark and I travelled 
up on Friday to see the weekend events. 
 

 

There was some concern that there 
might be rain during the week which 

could turn the site into a red quagmire, 

but the rain gods held off, and the days 
were warm and sunny and not too 

windy. 

Most of our Club members were 

staying in the same hotel in óKalô so 
were able to get together for evening 

meals. 

Saturday began mild, and dust levels 
were not too bad but as the day warmed 

and a brisk breeze started up, copious 

clouds of dust rolled off the track as 
cars went by, settling over crowd and 

cars. By the end of the day my hair had 

turned orange and stiff ï reminder to 

self to bring a scarf to the next Red 

Dust RevivalҰұҲҳ  

Racing at Perkolilli is not really racing 

ï during the week cars (and bikes) had 

been evaluated as to their speed and 
similarity and had been put into groups, 

resulting in trial events with evenly 

matched vehicles. The best matched 
cars were able to cross the finish line 

abreast which made for some 

impressive photo finishes! 
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Ellie Mae Dodge at Perkolilli 

The 1927 Dodge was a barn find 

from Max Wellsteadôs property in 

Bremer Bay.  

Club members began to prepare 

the car to be a Perkolilli racer with 
the idea of having a Dipsticks 

vehicle to cheer on. A lot of work 

was carried out on the Dodge but 
as time marched on it was 

apparent that there were too many 

issues with the car ï the biggest 

was the lack of a clean dry space 
to store and work on the vehicle. 

The engine was problematic with 

too much wear and tear and too 
expensive to recondition, even 

though several other engines were 

located for parts. 
Gus and Ellie Mae Dodge 

 

Eventually it was decided to sell the car to give someone else the chance to give her another life. Gus and 

another couple of friends bought Ellie Mae and with a nice workshop to store and work on her, she was 
reincarnated into a Perkolilli racer and entered into the Red Dust Revival 2022. The following are some 

photos of Ellie Mae at the event. 
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Perkolilli Polly at Perkolilli 

After the Dodge was sold some Club members were still keen to get to Perkolilli with a óClubô car to cheer 

on. Raima found a lovely little Austin 8 in very good condition, bought her and she was christened Perkolilli 
Polly.  Peter Moore and Dave Pole helped to iron out some issues with Polly and she was Perkolilli ready. 

Unfortunately, Raima decided to sell Polly due to health issues, but Polly made it to Perkolilli with her new 

owners and acquitted herself wellҰұҲҳ  
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Emblems 
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I find the emblems on the old cars as interesting as the 
vehicles themselves ï they add flair and character to 

the cars. 
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Racing 

 

 
 

  



27 
 

 
Marshal PeteҰұҲҳ  

 

 
 

 

  






