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  Pictures from the past 

       
   

          
There was no event to report on for this month, so I decided to dig out a few old photos from events in 
Adelaide before the formation of this club. I apologise to anyone who may be offended by this, but most of 
us know the vehicles and people featured.  The quality is not what I would have liked, but many of my old 
photos are faded, and very grainy, so they don’t scan all that well. 

Tony

  Meetings 
The Club holds informal gatherings at 8pm on the 
first Wednesday of each month, except January, at 
the Colonel Light Gardens RSL, enter off Dorset 
Ave. Assemble at 7.30 for a pre-meeting chat. The 
only formal club meeting is the Annual General  
Meeting, held on the first Wednesday in July each 
year. 

January 2012, there will be no meeting. 
 
Wednesday 1st February, Rob Elliott will 
enchant us with a talk and some photographs of 
his visit to the Zeppelin and Hindenburg Museum. 
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 Upcoming events 
 
Thursday 26th January Australia Day breakfast run. Meet at Caffe Buongiorno, Belair Rd, Hawthorn 

at 6.30am for a 7am staggered start, a short run in the hills, returning there by 
about 9am for breakfast. 

February There will be no organised run for this month 
Sunday 4th March Breakfast run, then on to the RSL for a display day. We would like to see as 

many members’ cars and bikes as possible.  

  From the Membership Secretary 
I hope you all had a good Christmas, and best 
wishes for a happy and healthy New Year. 
This month we welcome 3 new members:  Alan 
and Vi Hollyfield and Rory Hope.  We hope you 
enjoy your Club membership. 
The entry forms for the Barossa Rally in April 
2012 are coming in slowly.  I know a lot of you 
already have your accommodation booked, but 
look forward to receiving more entries.  I would 
like to advise that those of you who have already 
paid that you will not have your cheques cleared 
until the New Year – I will wait until I have more 
to go to the bank. 
I look forward to catching up on Australia Day for 
our breakfast run, then at the meeting on 
Wednesday 1st February 2012. 

Dianne 
 
 

  From the Chairman 
Firstly, I’d like to wish all of our readers a Happy 
New Year and all the best for 2012. 
At last, I think I may have solved the problem of 
uneven running in the Napier.  It seems I bought a 
dose of dirty fuel (perhaps one of the problems of 
using premium fuel from a small service station 
with low turn-over, thus long storage). The 
resultant semi-restricted jet was in part 
compensated for by a flooding carburettor, caused 
by the needle being raised a minute amount each 
time I “tickled” it for an easy start.  It was a 
classic example of introducing a problem to solve 
a problem.  Anyway, with the fuel system cleaned 
out and the bob-weight collar on the needle 
secured in the correct place, all seems well at this 
stage.  Once again, thank you Terry. 
I’m sure, like me, you are eagerly anticipating 
another great year of Veteran Motoring, on either 
two, three or four wheels. 

Howard

  That Belsize question 
I read with interest the article on page 5 of the July Bulletin, referring to the “Eyes & Crowle” Ltd 
photograph.  I am currently restoring (almost finished) a Belsize which I believe to be 1909.  Under a 
magnifying glass, the vehicle in the photograph in the centre of the driveway I agree does appear to be 
Belsize, probably 1909 or later.  I base this on literature from the Motor magazine dated 17th November, 
1908, and quote the following: 
“The radiator is deeper than before, the cross member of the frame being dropped to accommodate it.” 
The different radiators can be seen in the Sporting Car Club History Book No 8, page 9 showing a 1908 
radiator and the S.C.C. History Book No 9, page 10 showing a deeper radiator. 

Don Le Busque 

     

Here are 
two more 
for you, 
Don 
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  In The Beginning 
The visit of French cyclist Mmle. Serpollet to 
Adelaide on 30 May 1898 (then Sydney) with her 
Gladiator motor trycicle did much to stimulate 
motoring here.  The Australian Motor and 
Scientific Journal of September 1905 recounts the 
story: 
‘A French girl, Mlle Serpollet, whose relatives are 
prominently connected 
with the motor industry 
in France, bought (sic) 
the first petrol driven 
machine to Australia in 
the form of a motor tri-
cycle, and it was first 
exhibited on the 
Exhibition track in 1898 
at a race meeting held 
by the Ariel Cycling 
Club. To say that it was 
exhibited may convey the wrong impression, so it 
may be as well to explain that if Mlle Serpollet 
wished to proclaim to the world the unreliability 
of the first motor cars and cycles, she succeeded 
admirably, for the motor refused to go, except at 
private trials---- 
For a day or two the tricycle found a hospital in 
the Lewis Cycle Works, and this enabled Mr T.P. 
O’Grady to study in a practical way the principles 

of a motor car.  
The result was 
that towards the 
end of 1898 he 
built an engine 
and fixed it to a 
tandem which 
had often done 
duty as a pacing 
machine on the 
racing tracks. 
Owing to the 
difficulty of 

getting satisfactory electric ignition, the machine 
was run for some time on kerosene, with tube 
ignition.  Later on electric ignition was 
successfully applied, but under both systems the 
tandem ran well’. 
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  The First Time out –  

   De Dion DH4 1912 1.6 litre  

This vehicle was obtained from Honest Peter 
Allen’s Used Cars and Motorcycles – previously 
owned by Royalty, the Gentry and other persons 
of interest!  
What follows is how I came to be behind the 
wheel of KERMIT THE FROG (as LEON 
christened it) on the London to Brighton, and like 
David Chantrell, having fun. I’ve had a lifelong 
interest in classic and vintage cars and 
motorcycles and believe that we don’t actually 
own these things, they own us and take over our 
lives, sometimes for better - sometimes for worse, 
but it’s better than being bored, if not cheaper.  
Early experiences were with 20s and 30s Harley 
Davidsons and Sloper BSA, moving onto Ariel 
motorcycles more than 60 of them over nearly 60 
years, covering models 1927 to 1959. Like our 
chairman Howard, motorcycles have seduced me 
and my long suffering wife has had to endure in 
addition a whole alphabet soup of makes from 
Aermacchi to Yamaha.  
Early vintage motoring in 1950s Adelaide 
comprised other people’s sports Austin 7s with 
and without bodies, a couple of hilarious body-
less Amilcar G.S. owned by Adelaide Motoring 
Hero Gary Cooper, Fiat 501, Gwynne Sports, 
Calthorpe, mid 20s Hupmobile and 1928 La Salle 
V8; of all these vintage friend’s cars the Yanks 
were the most impressive. My own early cars 
were a 1936 Coventry Climax engine 4 wheeled 
Morgan, nice engine, rotten car, a 34 Wolseley 
Hornet and a Wolseley Hornet Special were both 
loved. Other friends owned the 1929 Alfa Zagato 
Ford V8 and Bristol. I followed several Fiat 1400s 
with 2 years work in the UK, 61-63 and bought 
home an XK150 Jaguar and on my return around 
50 more cars were owned over the years.  
UK adventures and near disasters in immaculate 
and basket case motoring comprised Phantom III, 
P2’s, 20/25 Rolls, Derby Bentleys, V12 
Lagondas, 4.5 litre Invicta etc. This then led to my 
first Veteran Experience, and I only mention the 
above as a background to my perspective on 
Veterans.  If anyone’s interested I can elaborate 
on the Classic and Vintage stuff later.  
My friend in the UK, John Warth, who was 
responsible for all the (to me) exotic motoring 
adventures, said “We’re going to Beaulieu and 

you’re going to drive a 1914 Daimler Limousine 
down from outer London, to Auction”.  
I’d seen a parade of Veterans near Glenelg in the 
1950s and been mystified by the engine of a 
Gobron Brille, but that was all I knew. The 
Daimler was a dear old Lady, very grand, very 
vertical, very original and very different from 
motoring as I knew it. It cranked up easily and 
lazily waved it’s mudguards as it idled. John said 
“Jump in and follow me”. The Daimler would do 
30 MPH but was happier at 25, so I stuck to that. 
John in his Austin Cooper would drive into the 
distance and wait at confusing intersections, so 
the Grandmother Daimler and I didn’t get lost. It 
was a relatively easy drive (I was much younger 
then) the clutch was very sudden, steering and 
brakes OK (I was stronger then), gears largely 
superfluous and the Old Dear completely reliable. 
It sold at Beaulieu for 325 Pounds, a little less 
than half of what I’d paid for my three and a half 
year old XK150.  

After the UK period I moved to Queensland for 
the next 45 years and apart from brief ownership 
of a vintage Rugby Milkman’s Utility, and a 
friends 23/60 aluminium bodied Vauxhall with 
OE engine modified to 30/98 specs my only 
vintage drive. What an impressive motor car 
torque to die for!  
If I haven’t bored you to death, all the above left 
me with no particular desire to own a Veteran. I 
knew Peter Allen from our shared motorcycle 
interests from before I moved back to SA and he 
introduced me to the newly formed VCCSA. He 
lent me his Veteran 350 Douglas for the week 
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long Naracoorte Vet Rally some years ago and 
after working on it for a whole week the charming 
little bike performed perfectly, even when it 
unscrewed an exhaust valve cap and loudly fired 
it into the scenery, one of those nice Ford T 
drivers you meet everywhere, like David, stopped 
and showed me it’s hiding place and we continued 
unperturbed.  
Thinking Veteran Motoring might be more than 
just a joke – I looked at the DH4 De Dion of 
Peter’s and as it was the only Veteran I could 
afford, bought it.  Don’t know its early history, 
but have included photos of it working as a utility 
many years ago, apparently it then served to drive 
a saw-bench and was later resurrected in its 
present form but with many lurking disasters, by 
the farmer owner.  

I have worked on it on and off for over three 
years, medical procedures and motorcycle 
restorations and rallies permitting, I’ve done no 
cosmetics, but steering, transmission, clutch, some 
engine work and a magneto kindly re-magnetised 
by Terry have produced a vehicle which starts 
easily, runs cool, is very flexible and steers 
accurately but heavily with no kick-back or 
wander. I seem to be able to find neutrals 
whenever I don’t want them in the inline gear 
change, but that might be lack of talent. The 
engine design was up to date with full pressure 
oiling although the engine dimensions of 66mm 
by 120mm stroke raise a few eyebrows today. It 
blows little smoke and runs smoothly with its 
fixed ignition timing and small carburetor. I don’t 
think De Dion had horsepower in mind when 
launching the DH. The owners manual titled “The 
De Dion Bouton Motoring Manual” (price one 
shilling) covers 9 and 12 horsepower models DG 
and DH and quotes 30 MPH at 1400 revs and 16 
bhp, and that seems a good cruising speed.  

Moving off the relined De Dion single plate 
clutch is smooth, second gear taken early and top 
can be used from 10MPH. Having reached 
cruising speed the need to stop focuses the mind 
like little else! I’ve not looked inside the drums 
but adjusting the brakes has had little effect – you 
slow rather than stop on the hand brake. The foot 
transmission brake is fierce or not depending on 
the mood.  

The drive from Pasadena to London Rd was 
enjoyable, no Sunday traffic in Adelaide at 8 a.m.; 
Yes I was first to arrive, apprehensive of breaking 
down on the way, need not have worried, car 
started and ran well all day, beautiful weather, 
essential with no hood and a delightful, well 
organized rally. Thanks and Congratulations to 
the Vintage Sports Club, I know how much hard 
work goes into these things behind the scenes.  
In conclusion, it’s been gratifying turning the 
hundred year old into transport, problem is my 
wife, nervous from car accidents (not with me) 
won’t go in it so I’ll probably change it for a 
Veteran Motorcycle, she won’t go on those either.  
 
Yours in slow motion Barry Foster. 
 
 

   Chinese proverbs 
Man with one chopstick go hungry. 
Man who run in front of car get tired. 
Man who run behind car get exhausted. 
Man who eat prunes get good run for money. 
Man who drive like hell bound to get there. 
Man who lives in glass house should change 
clothes in basement. 
War doesn’t determine who is right, war 
determines who is left. 
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 The Barossa—one member’s personal perspective  
 
With our forthcoming rally to the Barossa, perhaps members, and participants in particular, may be 
interested in some of its early history.   
Many members are no doubt aware that I was born and grew up in Tanunda, my father’s grandfather having 
arrived there in 1849 from Silesia (which was a south-eastern state in the kingdom of Prussia). He was then 
seventeen but later married and took up farming, mainly in the Barossa area. My father was actually born 
near Burra but in the early 1900’s his family moved back to a farming property (still practically unchanged) 
just north of Nuriootpa. These early families were devout Lutherans, but stories of religious persecution are 
somewhat of an exaggeration and arose out of efforts by the king to encourage uniformity in the conduct of 
religious practices. True, some church officials were given short gaol sentences in an effort to enforce the 
new rules but by the latter 1840’s migration was really based upon much more practical considerations.       
My mother’s forbears (named Baird) came to South Australia much earlier, arriving from Fife in Scotland in 
1837, about a year after the State was founded. My great-grandfather’s sister Marian, initially the governess 
of Governor Gawler’s children, later married William Coulthard (also a Scot) who had arrived on the 
Buffalo. Coulthard was the first European to live in the Barossa and laid out the township of Nuriootpa. He 
firstly lived in a slab hut then, prior to his marriage, built a “substantial” stone residence which he later 
converted to an hotel where the Vine Inn stands today. He was well-known and much respected by the 
aboriginal people, who had met and traded at Nuriootpa for tens of thousands of years, coming from the 
Adelaide Plains, the north of the State and from the River Murray (crossing a gap in the Adelaide Hills, 
where the original main road used to be, near Moculta). Coulthard was, in turn, held in high regard by the 
natives and many named themselves after him, the Coulthard families are still quite well-known in the 
northern part of the State. Coulthard led a number of expeditions to the far north in search of grazing land 
and in 1852, running short of water, he set out alone and died of thirst. A number of artefacts from his 
expedition, including his dying message to his family scratched on the lid of his billy-can, are held in the 
South Australian Museum. It seems almost certain that he was observed by some aboriginals during his 
plight but they could not have known the extent of his danger. In any case, expeditions were sent out to 
scour the countryside but could find no sign of him and it seems that aboriginals had probably removed his 
body but, unsure about what to do with it, replaced it where they had found it. Many of his personal items, 
such as his compass and clothing, were found nearby and some were hanging in surrounding trees. In the 
meantime my great-grandfather and his twin brother, aged 17 on their arrival, lived in tents on the banks of 
the Torrens and found the body of the first European (an English soldier named Palmer) to be killed by 
aboriginals. Apparently there had been a feud following the death of a dog which was “owned” by the tribe. 
Legend has it that it took some time for the authorities to determine the cause of Trooper Palmer’s death but 
eventually it was found that a fine sliver (of bone or wood?) had been inserted into a vital part of his body. 
The brothers also took part in clearing the trees and scrub to make Hindley Street.  In due course they joined 
the gold rush to Ballarat and returned with sufficient funds for one to purchase a farming property near 
Langhorne Creek (and build the hotel there) while my great-grandfather bought land and settled near Truro. 
Having been married three times he died at the age of 90 in 1910.     
 
On a personal note, I think that it is remarkable that I am only the third generation of either family to be 
born in Australia, particularly on my mother’s side considering that they had arrived here in 1837! 
 

Barry Bahnisch 
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  This month’s Mystery car  
 

   
 
Last months car was a 1905 Delauney Belleville, photographed in the Tupelo Automobile Museum, 
Mississippi, USA 

Tony 
 

  For children everywhere 
 
When I’m an old lady, I’ll live with my son, 
and make his life happy and filled with such 
fun. 
I want to pay back all the joy he’s provided,  
returning each deed. Oh, he’ll be so excited 
….when I’m an old lady and live with my son. 
 
I’ll write on the wall with red, white, and blue, 
And bounce on the furniture wearing my 
shoes. 
I’ll drink from the carton and then leave it out. 
I’ll stuff all the toilets, and oh, will he shout!. 
….when I’m an old lady and live with my son. 
 
When he’s on the phone and just out of reach, 
I’ll get into things like sugar and bleach. 
Oh, he’ll snap his fingers and then shake his 
head, 
And when he is done I’ll hide under the bed. 
….when I’m an old lady and live with my son. 
 
 

When my son’s wife cooks dinner, and calls 
me to meals, 
I’ll not eat my green beans or salads 
congealed. 
I’ll gag on my okra, spill milk on the table, 
And when she gets angry, run fast as I’m able. 
….when I’m an old lady and live with my son. 
 
I’ll sit close to the TV, thru the channels I’ll 
click. 
I’ll cross both my eyes to see if they stick. 
I’ll take off my socks and throw one away, 
And play in the mud until the end of the day. 
….when I’m an old lady and live with my son. 
 
And later, in bed, I’ll lay back and sigh, 
And thank God in prayer and then close my 
eyes; 
And my son will look down with a smile 
slowly creeping, 
And say with a groan, “she’s so sweet when 
she’s sleeping”, 
….when I’m an old lady and live with my son. 
 

 

  Did you spot our deliberate mistake. 
The Barossa Rally entry form included with last months Bulletin, has the rally date as 13th-
15th April 2010.  As one of our smart interstate members pointed out, it’s a little difficult 
booking accommodation for that date.  Please find attached new forms with the correct date. 

Answers please to editor@vccsa.org.au 
Or phone me on 0407 716 162 
 
No million dollar prizes, just the 
satisfaction of getting it right. 
 
We will try to make this a regular item, 
if we can find enough weird and 
wonderful photos. 
Your contribution would help. 

Ed.

    

   


