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On the way to events we went on a time warp back to the early 1900’s . The 1912 Buick challenges the Pitchi 

Richi railway locomotive in South Australia. Remember steam trains, telegraph poles, dirt roads? 



Bring to your mind the lovely scent of millions of or-

ange trees covered in orange blossom and ripe oranges. 

Now add in the equally wonderful scent of burning oil. 

These are just some of the memories from the National 

Veteran rally in Griffith in NSW. 

 This stuff may sound pretty mundane to the modern 

car driver, chugging along with modern cars whizzing 

by. But being part of it is kind of being in a different 

world for a week. For a start there is the weather. You 

are really out in it. After doing these events for several 

years in a model T speedster with no windscreen, no 

roof and no body, which really puts you out in the 

weather, this year we have shifted to a 1912 Buick 

which has, compared to the Ford, unparalleled luxury 

with a windscreen, roof and doors (well, one door any-

way). When the wind is blowing across the road, one 

of you still cops the weather, unlucky if you are on the 

side where the wind or rain is coming from. And be-

cause the weather in the southern parts of Australia 

isn't quite as predictable as the sunny top end of the 

Northern Territory, you need to take a few extra 

clothes lest you freeze. The challenge here is where to 

carry them as no one has yet invented the idea of hav-

ing a boot on your car. 

So why do we do it? Maybe it’s the challenge. Hills 

can be quite a challenge for some of these old cars, and 

going down the other side may be an even greater one. 

Or catching up to a slower car on a steep hill at a spot 

where you can’t pass safely is a challenge. No synchro 

on these gearboxes and cone clutches don’t handle 

slipping. 

And on a gaslight parade I have had the problem of 

gusty winds blowing out my matches before I can get 

the lights lit, or rain putting out the matches and 

making them difficult to light. 

But mixing with cars that are completely differ-

ent to normal and finding makes of vehicles that 

I had no idea ever existed is never dull and as 

well it seems the general public appreciate the 

spectacle as well. 

Some of these vehicles and their owners have 

fascinating stories to go with them and their tales 

of ingenuity in bringing these cars back from the 

dead. 

So most years I head off to wherever these 

events are held and it is mostly during these 

events I get the stories to fill these pages.  

A sight you will see everyday for a week.      

Veteran cars as far as you can see.     



Above: Chalk and 

cheese. A Cadillac and 

the venerable model T. 

 

Right: Apart from the 

beaut dickie seat on the 

1912 Sunbeam, check 

out the umbrella holder 

full of brollies. After all 

the feller out the back is 

in the sun. 

All those brass radiators 

make quite a pretty sight, 

but sometimes I think that 

maybe I am being a bit 

hard when I reckon all 

modern cars look the same. 



The idea is to dress in the era of your vehicle. 

 

                                  Gas lights are lit as the light fades. 

A very white and very clean 1912 Buick. It didn't 

leak oil. I can’t have had any in it. 

 

Engines are a bit different. Above is a 2 cylinder 

Maxwell and below is a 4 cylinder Wolseley. 

There are not many of these makers of cars left 

in business. 



Max and Jane Scholefield's 1920 Flanders 20 S 

 

This car was Walter Flanders answer to the model T. Far 

superior, according to Walter Flanders (who, it seems 

was a bit full of himself). Unfortunately, although they 

were second only to Ford in the number of sales, the car 

fell well short of the standard of the model T. Flanders 

had a third share in the partnership of the EMF company 

which was the first letter of each of the owners names, 

Everitt, Metzger and Flanders. They all had backgrounds 

in the motor industry, Flanders having been Ford's manu-

facturing manager, quit to start building the EMF cars.  

But in time the EMF cars proved to be unreliable and 

ended up with a bad reputation. EMF stood for 

Every Mechanical Failure. The 20 series only 

had a 2 speed gearbox in a light aluminium 

case and was prone to breaking and with not 

enough gears the engine lacked sufficient 

power to tackle hills. 

These cars had been sold through Studebaker 

dealerships from 1910. Flanders was made di-

rector of EMF Flanders. But the unreliable 

cars were giving Studebaker a bad name which 

they went to great pains (and great money) to 

rectify. Mr Flanders left the company in 1912 

for new challenges . EMF was bought out by 

Studebaker and underwent quite a lot of modi-



fications to cure the problems. Flanders share 

in the buyout made him a rich man but he 

died in a motor accident in 1921. His real leg-

acy is being part of Fords production tech-

niques. 

This particular car was found under a tree 

someplace in South Australia by one Rory 

Poland in the early 1950's. It was fairly di-

lapidated. He had it running and driveable 

enough to enter it into the 1956 Golden 

Fleece Rally in Victoria. It was then rallied 

regularly until the late 1960's-early 1970's 

when the current shooting brake  body re-

placed the very dilapidated 2 seat one. The 

car has changed owners several times since 

and currently lives in Qld. 

It seems that when Rory Poland eventu-

ally decided to move the car on, he as-

signed the job of selling it to another, 

who decided to sell the beautiful brass 

headlights separately. Mr Poland is still 

living, in his 90's and is still fuming that 

the headlights were separated from their 

rightful place. 

The ones you see are not the originals. 

This car still has its original engine and 

gearbox. Everything except the wood-

work and headlights is what it was born 

with. 

You can see the relationship with model T 

in the steering column controls but on the 

floor this car boasts a foot controlled 

throttle and a hand throttle. Look closely 

and you will see an extra pedal too. A foot 

operated parking brake. Far superior! 

Spacious accommodation in the back. 



Ushers Hotel was a hotel in Sydney built in 1910 which was Edwardian times and was in its heyday 

at the same time as the Flanders. 

Max’s father used to have frequent trips to Sydney on business and would regularly stay at these 

premises. It was not a large hotel but it was quite well known for its cocktails, and the cocktail menu 

was in the form of a book illustrated by Jimmy Bancks, the creator of the “Ginger Meggs” charac-

ter. Every cocktail was illustrated in Ginger Meggs style with Kangaroos, Koala Bears and the like 

serving the cocktails. The illustration on the Flanders is of similar style. 

The hotel closed in 1961 but Max has a copy of the cocktail list, as well as a key to room 15 which 

his father had forgotten to return, still with its leather tag with the name of the hotel on one side and 

room 15 on the reverse. 

The Flanders may 

not be an upmarket 

car but it still has 

bits of bling, and 

from 1912 it romps 

in for 100 years old. 

The transaxle with the gearbox hanging off the front. 

Viewing the engine from the top looks very 

similar to a model T but underneath is vastly 

different. 



Depot Hack, Shooting Brake. 

 

Did you ever come across the term “shooting brake”? Often 

used for old cars built into people movers . 

I have also come across the term “depot hack” used for the 

same vehicle. I did a bit of research. 

As far as I can figure, the depot hack is an American term.  

The depot hack was supposed to carry people and their be-

longings from train stations (also called depots back then), 

not unlike the for-hire horse-drawn vehicles before them 

(known as hackneys) used to do.  

A shooting brake, occasionally spelled shooting break, is 

a car body style that is a station wagon (estate) version of a 

coupé car, instead of being sedan-based. historic origin in 

the 1890s was as a horse-drawn wagon used to transport 

shooting parties with their equipment and game. 

The first automotive shooting brakes were manufactured in 

the early 1900s in the United Kingdom. The vehicle style 

became popular there during the 1920s and 1930s. They 

were produced by vehicle manufacturers or as conversions 

by coachbuilders. The term was used in Britain inter-

changeably with estate car from the 1930s but has not been 

in general use for many years and has been more or less 

superseded by the latter term. 

The term has evolved to describe cars merging station wag-

ons / estates, with two-door coupé body styles – with or 

without reference to the historical usage for shooting par-

ties. Being based on four-door coupés, Mercedes-Benz mar-

kets its estate models of their CLA and CLS coupés as 

"Shooting Brakes". 

Somewhere I read a shoot-

ing brake can have only 2 

doors up front and one at 

rear, But it seems to have 

evolved enough that if you 

reckon your Holden Falcon 

or Valiant station wagon 

sounds a bit common, you 

can make it more up market 

and call it a shooting brake. 

Depot hack model T 

Shooting brake horse drawn 

Shooting brake Volvo 

Shooting brake 

Rolls Royce 



Tune-up.  

Henry Ford coined the term for adjustment of spark plugs and ignition coils. If the coils worked together prop-

erly, they would buzz at the same level and be in tune. If they did not, it meant the vehicle wasn’t running at 

its optimum level and the coils needed to be adjusted, or tuned up. 

Cruisin around the countryside with an old car on the trailer seems to make people happy. This 

bunch of kids at a town called St Arnaud in Victoria didn't waste any time when invited to hop on. 

And their Mum was on the spot with her camera . 

 

Would seem a pity to cover it up. 

While playing in the backyard, Little Johnny kills a honeybee. 

His father sees him killing the honeybee and angrily says, "No honey for you for one month!" 

Later that afternoon, Johnny's dad catches him tearing the wings off a butterfly. 

"That's it! No butter for you for one month!" says his dad. 

Later that evening as Johnny's mother cooks dinner, a cockroach run across the kitchen floor. 

She jumps and stomps on it, and then looks up to find Little Johnny and her husband watching her. 

Little Johnny looks at his father and says, "Are you going to tell her, Dad, or do you want me to. 



From WA’s Early Auto 



From W.A’s Early Auto. 

The farmer thought his rooster was get-

ting too old to properly perform his du-

ties in the henhouse, so he bought a 

young, healthy rooster and puts him out 

in the yard. The old rooster says: "So, 

you think you are going to take away 

my job? First you have to beat me in a 

foot race. Since I am so much older than 

you, give me a head start." The young 

rooster gives him a 5 second lead and 

starts running, expecting to pass the old 

rooster quickly. To his surprise, the old 

one is pretty fast, but he is gaining on 

him. Then the farmer comes out the 

back door with a shotgun and blows the 

young rooster away, muttering to him-

self: "That's the third rooster I have 

bought this week that prefers roosters 

instead of chickens!" 



Stuff on the net 

 

Motorbike drag racing in Thailand.  

Serious stuff, but the bikes are a little different than you would 

expect to see here. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9mJNE0fJUBM 

 

 

 

 

 

Smart sheep. 

Watch this till it’s end. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=L0-8nLUpBAU 

A 1932 American Bantam that was used for ferry service 

over the Pudding River in Oregon. The operator removed 

the tires and 

placed rubber 

bands on the 

rims for trac-

tion. Three ca-

bles were 

strung, two for 

the wheels and 

the third at-

tached through 

the top of the 

car for stability. 

It was said that 

one gallon of 

gas was enough 

for 1500 trips 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=9mJNE0fJUBM
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=L0-8nLUpBAU


Free stuff 

 

Get your free ads in here 

Give stuff away, sell stuff, get information, find 

a lover. Got a story to sell? Whatever you like. 

Email Ted at longtelescope@gmail.com 

Or phone 89886049 

Previous editions 

All previous editions of Transmission are now 

available at mvec.weebly.com 

 

1951 HUMBER SUPER SNIPE  

For sale 

 

Laurie Feehan 0417 834 884 

 

It was a small town and the patrolman was making his evening rounds. 

 

As he was checking a used car lot, he came upon two little old ladies sitting in a used car. He stopped and 

asked them if they were stealing the car. They said, "Heavens no, we bought it." 

 

He said, "Then why don't you drive it away". 

 

Each of the women said, "We can't drive". 

 

The officer momentarily shook his head and then asked "Then why did you buy it?" 

 

They answered, "We were told if we bought a car here, we'd get screwed, so we are just waiting. 

Bummer! 

 

It became apparent that my 4WD needed new front hubs. While researching the job ahead, I discovered that 

the front axle nut must be precisely torqued to the proper specification or the new hubs may fail in a short 

time. To ensure a long lasting repair, I bought a very precise 1/2” torque wrench. I thought of it as a smart 

investment in my tool collection. 

I took some time to clear off my work bench and organize the required tools. Excited to begin the job, I 

backed the truck into the garage as far as it would go so that the garage door would still close. It was a tight 

fit, just a couple inches between the tailgate and workbench, but it worked. I jacked up the front end and put 

the truck on jack stands. I removed the wheels, caliper brackets and front hubs, and I got the crud and corro-

sion scrubbed off of everything. I installed the first hub, and it was time to try out my new ultra-super torque 

wrench on the axle nut. But where was the torque wrench? Not with the other tools I neatly organized for this 

task. I must have left it inside the house. No, not there either. Did I take it downstairs? 

Nope. The torque wrench was in the top drawer of my workbench ... with the truck backed right up to it ... 

and the truck's front end mostly disassembled and sitting on jack stands! I knew it was in there because I 

could open the drawer just enough to see it. Luckily the drawer underneath containing my drill and some 

hole saws could be opened. I drilled through the side of that top drawer with my largest hole saw and was 

able to retrieve the torque wrench and proceed with the job. The new hubs are running smooth and quiet 

while the tools in my top drawer are enjoying their newly ventilated space. 

Joe in Colorado 

mailto:mailto:longtelescope@gmail.com
mvec.weebly.com

