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Merry Christmas 

Girl power rules for sure at Santaôs Darwin depot this 

Christmas. But it wasn't just because they are sweet 

that Rebekah and Jessikah got the job driving the 

sleigh.  Earlier in the year at the Australia Day run they 

showed up everybody (including the blokes) by 

being the only ones that could crank start it. 

You had better be nice! 



Veteran Cars In Tasmania 

Having just survived the National Vet-

eran rally, or tour, as they call it, in Tas-

mania, someone asked of me what was 

the highlight. Cold was the first thing 

that came to mind, but you canôt call 

ñcoldò a highlight. It only took a micro-

second or two to recall a morning tea 

stop at a small primary school out all by 

itself in farming country with no town or 

city attached. It was called Sassafras Pri-

mary School and the kids there and the 

reception we received was something 

right out of the ordinary. Apart from the 

small concert the kids put on for us and 

the beaut cakes and sandwiches and hot 

tea (you really need hot drinks in chilly 

Tasmania) these kids were really excited 

about all these old cars. But they would 

not dare touch them unless invited. I was 

almost a little disappointed when they would 

pass by our car to check out another. As a 

pair of kids walked past I invited them to try 

our Ford for size and to honk the horn. Like 

a flash they were in it and then their col-

leagues were lining up for their turn. All 

perfect manners though, and as one or two 

would hop out the driverôs side the seats 

would be filled from the queue out the pas-

senger side. And while most would be con-

tent with a short make believe drive and a 

couple of honks of the horn, some of the 

boys were having a look underneath and dis-

cussing the mechanicals. And these kids 

were of just primary school age. And when 

we continued on our dayôs journey, all the 

kids, and teachers, were lining the front 

fence to wave us goodbye. Great to see kids 

with a set of values rarely seen these days. 

 

Our trip to Tassie really started in Vic-

toria as we had been advised many 

months before by the locals that it 

would be seriously expensive to take 

our veteran car on a trailer onto the 

ferry from Melbourne to Tasmania. A 

much cheaper alternative would be to 

drive it from Darwin, but not being 

that tough the idea was to leave the 

trailer in Vic and drive our motorhome 

and the Model T onto the ferry.  We 

left the trailer on a farm 100kms from 

Melbourne and drove both vehicles 

from there. Not being familiar with 

Melbourneôs roads and freeways, and 

finding it difficult to look at a map 

Young Sasafrassans debate the virtues of  a 1908 Renault. 

A 1911 Ford brings out the smiles too. 

And (below) once they had the OK they lined up to try 

our 1915 Ford. 



while driving a car without a body, we were reli-

ant on madam GPS. And apart from not having a 

cigar lighter to plug it into, itôs impossible to see 

an LCD screen in bright sunlight, so the GPS 

lived in the truck our motorhome is attached to 

and Shirley was to blaze the trail through Mel-

bourneôs traffic while I attempted to stick to her 

tail like glue. Shirley is not fond of big city traf-

fic and I could only imagine the thoughts and 

screams  emanating from the cab of the Mitsubi-

shi Canter. From my point of view there was a 

bit of a concern. The old Ford doesnôt have very 

modern brakes, so to survive you need to leave a 

bit of a buffer zone in front in case the vehicle in 

front (the Canter) has to jam on the skids in a 

hurry. The problem was that the odd B Double or 

two would slot into my braking space, making 

me drop back a bit further where another B 

Double would slot in. That wasnôt the real 

problem. The prob was that with all those 

trucks in the way I couldnôt see which way 

my pathfinder was going. I had to see which 

lane she was in to make the appropriate turn. 

The other problem was the racket. Cruising 

along at about 80 with no windows to wind 

up to keep the noise out and the trucks 

whizzing by at 100 on both sides of you at 

the same time is a bit intimidating. Luckily 

my rear vision mirror is small and you have 

to make a concerted effort to look at. If it 

was one of those big panoramic modern 

things I would probably been scared witless 

with all the trucks up my bum. It must have 

been interesting to some though. It wasnôt 

unusual to look into the next lane and find a 

phone or a camera pointing at you, even other 

drivers were photographing with their phone 

before they would give a wave and a toot 

and speed away. 

But we managed to get to Station Pier, the 

ferry terminal with an hour or so to spare.  

There were parking meters there with a max 

time of 3 hours. But they wouldnôt let you 

buy one hourôs parking and it was about $35 

for 3 hours, and with 2 vehicles thatôs about 

$70 for one hour. I decided to risk it and 

keep my eye out for the parking inspector. 

You canôt miss em someone there told me. 

ñThey look like copsò. But we were on the 

ship before the sticker licker rolled up, but 

not before a feller claiming to be an Italian 

that claimed he couldnôt speaka da English 

tried to scam me selling Gucci watches. (he 

wasnôt up to scratch at picking targets that would 

be caught wearing a Gucci watch) 

The weather had held up so far with no rain but 

And then there was no stopping them...and squeeze bulb 

horns were just meant to be honked 

The girls were happy to drive and take photos with their 

smart phones 

But the boys also had to check out the mechanicals 

and figure out that just about everything  new has 

been invented before. 



the forecast for the Tasmanian end was cold 

and wet so when I woke up the next morning 

without the rain I was quite happy. A friend 

at Devonport looked after our car for a couple 

of weeks while we took in the sights of fur-

ther afield Tasmania. On our first morning 

we woke up to find the condensation on the 

inside of the windows of our motorhome to 

be frozen solid. Checking the temperature 

showed it to be -1 degrees. Was going on this 

rally such a good idea? 

After a week the weather improved and on 

the day before the rally started it was a hot 

sunny day where we actually shed all the lay-

ers of extra underwear and jumpers. Naturally 

on the morn of the start that all changed and 

we woke to rain and freezing cold winds. The 

rain stopped but the winds did not abate for 

the whole week. Never mind , these veteran 

car and motorbike people are a heck of a lot 

tougher than your average motorist, and a lot 

tougher than your average old car motorist. 

The general idea of these rallies is to drive to 

some neat touristy spot. Typically 

these drives might be 100 or 120 

kms, but on the first day itôs a quite 

a lot shorter to make sure every-

thing is working properly. They call 

it a shakedown run. Maybe 60 km. 

The thing about this one was that it 

had a couple of hills. Killer hills 

maybe, but the organizers reckoned 

they had driven their old cars up 

them without any probs and the im-

A lot of the cars and motorbikes were lacking roofs and 

windscreens. This made reading maps and route sheets dif-

ficult or impossible in the rain. The alternative was to look 

out for this cute little feller, ñTassieò the Tasmanian tiger. 

He pointed the way to go. Sometimes he wore a different 

colour scarfe and if you were observant enough to pick it 

you could win a prize. At the end of each rally they auction 

these signs off. They always attract premium prices! 

You may find any make of car here, 

even ones you have never heard of. 

 

Below is a typical scene, always an up 

or down and a bend. Pic: Tony Beaven 



portant thing was that they were the steepest 

hills that we would see for the whole week long 

rally. If you could get up these hills you would 

have no further probs for the whole week. And 

if you did have trouble getting up that first hill 

they had a Landcruiser strategically placed to 

give you a tow. Well, we had no probs, and nei-

ther did anybody that I saw, but maybe the 

statement about the toughest hill for the week 

might have been stretching it. 

The diff in our car has been geared up for speed 

and in the past we found it a problem keeping 

the speed down when mixed up with some of 

these one and two cylinder cars on steep hills. 

Since the rally last year we have slotted a Ruck-

stell 2 speed diff, an accessory from the period, 

into our car. What a difference! Just to see what 

the world looks like at real veteran speed we 

Wednesday afternoon is the day the ladies put on their finest and 

partake in high tea, while the gents polish the cars for a public dis-

play in the park. Dress in the period of the vehicle is the norm. 

     Pic: Frances McDougall 

Not all of the vehicles have functioning gas lights, but 

there are enough to create a unique atmosphere. Unfortu-

nately we didn't get a closed road and had moderns mixed 

up in the gaslight  parade.       Pics: Frances McDougall 



caught up with a 1911Brush. 

Thatôs a single cylinder car that 

cruises along the flat at a com-

fortable speed but when it 

reaches a hill it slows down con-

siderably, more like a crawl. We 

could now happily cruise along 

behind the Brush and watch all 

the other cars whizz on by. It was 

so unusual for someone to not 

pass the Brush, it prompted the 

question at the next stopòwhy 

wouldnôt you pass usò 

Earlier in the rally I did overtake 

the brush and zoomed off only to 

run into a wall of freezing cold 

rain a km or so further on, so we 

pulled over to don our raincoats. 

Naturally the Brush chugged proudly past us and off into the 

distance. 

And so for 6 days we cruised around the top end of Tasmania 

with a really neat collection of eighty old cars. The roads there 

twist and turn and go up and down, straight or level doesnôt 

exist. That makes driving fun but if you are an impatient type 

you probably wouldnôt enjoy it. The organization there was 

impeccable and every time you stopped some neat tucker and 

a hot drink was forced on you. In the middle of it all, on 

Wednesday there was a display of all the cars in a park 

in the middle of town and after dark was a gaslight pa-

rade where all the cars parade down the main street with 

their gas and kero lights lit.  The locals came and 

watched in amazement. Would you believe yours truly 

managed to run out of petrol during the parade? A cou-

ple of spectators gave us a hand to push the car round the 

corner and I put our emergency 4 litre tinful of petrol 

into the tank. It wasnôt until later in the night that I real-

ized I poured that fuel in with all the lamps burning. I 

shuddered at the thought. 

Breakdowns were rare but the word was out on Thurs-

day evening that the Brush had been trailered back to 

town, something had broken in the ignition department. 

That made for long faces, but Friday morn, the last day, 

there was the Brush as lively as ever. It runs a model T 

buzz coil and a winding had broken internally, 

but nothing that couldnôt be fixed with a sol-

dering iron. 

And someone remarked that we had probably 

travelled further to this rally than anyone else 

there, but that wasnôt true. This was an interna-

tional show for sure with two cars entered from 

UK and one from USA. 

Get dressed up and you can be sure someone will want to take your 

photo.      Pic: Frances McDougall 

And if you thought all these old cars would run 

for a week with no work, you would be dreamin. 

          Pics: Frances McDougall 

And there were some places that It was 

considered bad manners to drop oil. And 

we all know that old cars drop oil, so right 

at the start we were all given a blue tarp. 

    


