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e All Service & Mechanical Repairs

e Engine Rebuilds
e Full Restorations
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Race, rally or road.
Spare parts.
Everything for your Mini.

® New Moke shells and parts now available.
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Every time | call Cono, he sighs patiently but when | said that | would just
pack up all the pieces and send the moke and bits to him, he said very
supportedly that | should keep going as | can do it. Well... | can drive to Alice
Springs, | can cross stitch (badly) | can ride a horse (but tend to fall off) |
can grow a veggie garden (till the plants die from neglect but put together an
engine is pushing me to the limits. | think | would like to say “WATCH THIS
SPACE’” but | am not sure it isn’t “Watch the space in my garage”

After all this drivel, | would like to say that we have a lot of activities going
on. We are having a ring around to see about the Christmas party. We have
decided that as there are so few children around for Santa to visit that we
may tell him that he can spend more time with needy people but we will still
give everyone a BBQ pack and salad etc on the 29" of November. You only
have to bring whatever drinks you would like to drink and we may even be
very lucky and be able to sample Ruth’s famous (or is it infamous) punch. |
will not comment about the animals as they are beyond comment.

The highlight of the Geraldton run was a BBQ with the Phil and Janice Nairn.
They wined and dined the club magnificently when we went up that way for
the Mid-West Show and shine which we didn’t participate in due to the fact
that none of us had the appropriate black clothes and numerous tattoos that
were obviously needed. For all of you who enjoy a weekend away with great
people, please come along as we arrange them for YOU.

Please check the calendar to see what the next event we have planned for
you.

Hoping to see you at the next event.

Bridget

Just got this email from Bridget
[ did it !!
Yey

(Must have got her moke running)

A WEEKEND OUT OF TOWN

by Harold

An oft-requested event for the club to arrange is a weekend in the country. Some will recall
we headed east to Hyden for the September long weekend in 2005, and the event was well
patronised. Those who went along had a great time to boot.

So, in the recent September long weekend a trip was promoted to seaside Dongara in the
mid-west, with a daytime excursion in to Geraldton on the Sunday. Seemed like a good
plan, and we attracted S (yes, 5) people and 3 cars to the starting point in Henley Brook.
Starters for this excursion were Cono Ruth and Sarah, Our Prez Bridget, and yours truly.

We had a pleasant but uneventful run north, with slight amusement when a Tarago
overtook me and cut down on me like as if I had modern brakes, and then immediately
pulled out again to overtake Bridget going up an incline with double white lines. Sign
writing on the back of the Tarago said “Big Rock Toyota Courtesy Car” Huh — time to take
it back to the sign writer I think.

We had a brief stop at Cataby (or is it Kataby — it’s not listed in my postcode book to
check) to find they were out of all forms of petrol and diesel — not to worry, we didn’t really
need it anyway. So on further north, and then westward to take the coastal road through
Jurien Bay etc. A very pretty drive in spring, and I for one was taken aback with the size of
the Emu Downs wind farm. A brief stop in Jurien Bay to fuel up and leg stretch, then
continued on to Dongara. We diverted to enter Dongara through Port Denison — lots of
money being spent on real estate there, to be sure.

After settling in to our accommodation it was off to the Dongara Hotel for a huge and
reasonably priced pub meal, and then an early night.

On the way to Geraldton the Onofaro car starter motor stopped doing what it was designed
for, that is, start the damn car. So before breakfast Cono was in his familiar role of fixing a
Mini. In no time all was well. (Unfortunately only for half a dozen applications, then died
again). Then we travelled in to Geraldton with a brief stop-off at Greenough Hamlet, and a
photo-shoot at one of the remnant leaning trees on the Greenough Plains. Part of the
reason for visiting Geraldton was to have a look at the Mid-West Auto show. This is a big
(and growing) annual event, mainly aimed at the big-block Holden and Ford brigade, with
lots of Harleys in the car park, black T shirts, and high revs coming from the dyno
shoot-out. There were many very nice cars, and quite a bit of rubbish also. 3 Mini’s were
on show, beautiful Cooper S’s of MOC members Phil and Brett Nairn, and a rather plain
looking replica with twin inch and a quarter SU’s and a claimed 100 horsepower at the
wheels — I’d like to see that!!!

After a little time at the car show we went into town for lunch, then visited the Maritime
Museum and the HMAS Sydney Memorial. Both of these are “Must See” whenever in
Geraldton.

Phil and Janice Nairn, along with son Brett, are MOC members who live at Waggrakine on
the outskirts of Geraldton. (I mentioned Phil and Brett’s Mini Cooper S’s earlier on). As
soon as they were aware of the planned weekend they generously extended an invitation to
visit them for a barbeque. So their lovely home on a hillside was our next calling place.

Cont’ / over



In addition to the pair of Mini’s their shed contains a collection of tractors — some fully
restored, others to keep Phil active for the next many years. Soon the bonnet was up on
Brett’s Mini, and a little later he was off with Cono for a test run. It will be a long time
before I forget the sound of the little Cooper S, out of sight but howling up and down hills
and through valleys far away. The Nairn popularity rating in the peaceful rural setting must
have dropped 20 percentage points I would imagine.

Phil and Janice have the most extraordinary collection of models and other things auto and
rural that I have ever seen — This may be the subject of a separate article in a future
newsletter.

We were treated to the most marvellous meal and our sincerest thanks to Phil and Janice for
welcoming us into their home and being so accommodating. Then it was a casual 70 km run
back to Dongara.

Monday morning after vacating our accommodation we headed south, taking the coastal
drive again and stopping at Jurien Bay for brunch. Jurien is a great little seaside town,
mooted to be the next big thing in tourism. If you are heading in that direction contact me
for advice on where not to stop for brunch. After some debate we then decided on an
alternative route to follow home, with what appeared to be about 17 km of unsealed road.
We took what we thought was the turn-off — it looked a bit sandy but after a quick round of
consultation we pressed ahead — it re-met the road from which we had turned off about 150
metres up the track!!! So on we pressed until the next unsealed road, which had the most
confusing signage — it was named as the road we were looking for, but also had signs “No
Through Road” and “Authorised Vehicles Only”. It was worth exploring, then after about 1
km it turned into sand ruts, and the wise decision was made to back track out of there. On
arrival back at the bitumen my dearly beloved Mini died, and at the same time Cono
overtook me waving frantically to turn ignition off. This of course was due to the electric
fuel pump hanging down and spraying fuel everywhere. Cono was quickly under the car
and stopped the bleeding, however an O ring seal was missing. In the meantime Bridget,
who had been leading, realised we were no longer following her and she back pedalled to the
scene of the breakdown. Little orange Moke sounding decidedly 3 cylinder’ish. Cono took
off like a greyhound up the track looking for the missing O Ring, and sure enough it was
found, returned to it’s rightful place, and one green Mini was mobile again.

Things were not so rosy for our Prez’s Moke. It was quickly diagnosed as having blown a
head gasket. Under the Moke seat was a spare starter motor, but alas no head gasket. I am
sure Bridget will have written about that elsewhere in this publication. We travelled back
into Jurien Bay, and after many phone calls and discussions the RAC undertook to take one
President and one Moke home later in the day.

On returning through Emu Plains Wind Farm we ventured up a service road which put us
right into the midst of the turbines. Well worth the diversion, and a better experience than
at the official tourist stopping point nearby. Then it was back on the road. Traffic was
becoming heavier, and soon I lost contact with the Onofaro family and car, and had a
leisurely drive back to Perth with an afternoon tea stop at Gin Gin.

A great weekend away. If anyone is interested in a similar trip in the future please give us
your ideas regarding location, time of year etc. It would be more the better if it was
supported in some way.

THE PREZ REPORT

Orange Moke let me down the other day coming back from a great weekend in
Geraldton and | ended the trip on the back of an RAC truck. OH the shame of
it all. The Pedrick family will know just how I felt.

Looking at not so trusty moke the next day | decided to fix it myself. | didn’t
consult Cono as | know what he would have said! Out comes the manual, out
come the tools. Out comes the pen and paper to jot how things went along
with camera to picture the evidence. Clear work bench and then start.

Everyone knows you have to start somewhere. Instructions said ‘Drain water
from tap at back of engine. What tap?? so resorted to tap on bottom of ra-
diator. Instructions said ‘Remove brake servo vacuum’ ???? What’s that!
HELP!. Oooops! Getting flustered as am reading wrong part of instructions.
Try again. Instructions said ‘Remove thermostat housing’. Mmm, could do
that. Instructions said ‘Remove vacuum advance pipe.’ No idea what it is
but there was a little bit of hose that kept getting in my way so removed it
anyway. Instructions said ‘Remove rocker cover and rocker shaft assem-
bly.’ Past point of no return now. Bit scary.

Removed push rods. Instructions said ‘remove push rods in their correct
order to facilitate reassembly’. $%#"". Instructions said ‘Remove cylinder
head nuts in appropriate order.’ Succeeded! Felt pretty good as there lay
the offending blown head gasket. A trip to Cono to admit what | had done. A
rather odd look came onto his face and his eyes raised to the ceiling but he
was up to the problem and told me that the bolts had to be changed to studs
and that | should have kept the push rods in order as | would now have to
“adjust the tappets’ ?? and proceeded to tell me how to. It all sunk in really
well like into a pit of treacle but | nodded wisely and headed for home. |
think it was about this time that things started to go amiss. Head gasket in-
stalled (yes, it is the correct way up. It says so on it for idiots like me) In-
structions said ‘Install cylinder head, insert push rods.’ Yes but how when
one wouldn’t go down then the more | fiddled the more wouldn’t go down.
Call Cono. The cam followers have fallen out he said quite patiently ???? Take
off back plate and fix. Back plate 7?22 MMM look into this and discover back
plate, remove and fix cam followers. Felt smug. On to rocker shaft. No

that | had had to fit on to the cylinder head.

It is about this stage that | write this epistle . nuts onto screws won’t bed
down enough for me to torque. (torque???? Is this the wrench that | use to



TRIP TO ALICE - cOMPLETE VERSION

Waiting, waiting waiting. A quarter to 7 on 27™ May at Mundaring just outside Perth. ETD 7.00
and no-one in sight. Have I got the right day? Time? Place? Suddenly Harold arrives in Mini van
alias ‘Little Wheels, Dave following close behind (Molly) A couple of minutes later this amazing
Austin 1800 campervan with Roger, daughter Lee-Ann and son Jeremy turned up with
“Thunderbird 2. The furthest to travel that morning were Alan and Anita Strong from Rockingham
in ‘Daisy’ duly arrived with a few minutes to spare and off we went on what I can safely say was
an adventure of a lifetime.

First stop was about 60 kms down the track to pick up the last member of the group, John and son
Paul in Bug eyes and with a little trouble with people wanting to talk, I eventually got them
moving. The talking aspect was to be a problem for the first day as everyone was so excited but
we had the longest day of driving to be done to get us to our first camp at Esperance so it was a
slight case of push, push, push.

The 90 mile straight (now called 143 km straight) was a little boring but we were trying to push on
a bit so we could slow down and enjoy the delights of Eyre Peninsula . OK so it was the draw card
of Oysters for me but the shear beauty of the region was fantastic.

After a couple of days of R & R we headed for Whyalla and up to Port Augusta.

At this stage I was able to make contact with Glenn from MOA and said that we were running late
due to problems with the Austin 1800. This was eventually sorted out but too late to catch up with
the group at Leigh Creek so we decided that rather than racing to catch them up which would
have meant traveling in the dark and quite late, we decided to head for Melrose to have a bit of
exercise climbing Mount Remarkable.

The run up the Pitchy Ritchie pass was great but it had nothing to the exhilaration of the run down
Horrocks Pass the next morning. There were some of us (Not me as I am a wimp) who came
down without using their brakes

We then tackled the serious part of the trip after another halt at Port Augusta to adjust the 1800
engine. Up to a magical place called Glendambo whose sign said Population 20, elevation
150metres, 22,500 sheep and 20,000,000 flies. My favourite part of the trip was the run from there
to Coober Pedy. The road travels through some of the most spectacular countryside and even had
'room with a view.” Due to some major oversight in planning, there is no loo between Glendambo,
and CP and the distance between the two is about 240 kms and bladders aren’t meant to last for
that long. Luckily there is a rest area with a drop in front of it which, judging by the paper

evidence, has long been used as a ‘Pit Stop.’
MOKES AT TROPIC OF CAPRICORN

Four intrepid members of the WA group in Molly and Bug Eyes decided to detour to Mintabie
where they heard there was a mountain of Mokes. Yes there had been but had all been crushed
about a month before and sold for scrap iron. (sacrilege)

1. Two blondes walked into a building.......... you'd think at least one of them would have seen it.
2. Phone answering machine message - '...If you want marijuana, press the hash key...'

3. A guy walks into the psychiatrist wearing only Clingfilm for shorts. The shrink says, 'Well, I can
clearly see you're nuts.'

4. I went to buy some camouflage trousers the other day but I couldn't find any.

5. I went to the butchers the other day and I bet him 50 quid that he couldn't reach the meat off the top
shelf. He said, 'No, the steaks are too high..'

6. My friend drowned in a bow! of muesli. A strong currant pulled him in.

7. A man came round in hospital after a serious accident. He shouted, 'Doctor, doctor, I can't feel my legs!'
The doctor replied, 'T know you can't, I've cut your arms off'.

8. I went to a seafood disco last week...and pulled a muscle.

9. Two Eskimos sitting in a kayak were chilly. They lit a fire in the craft, it sank, proving once and for all that
you can't have your kayak and heat it too.

10. Our ice cream man was found lying on the floor of his van covered with hundreds and thousands.
Police say that he topped himself.

11. Man goes to the doctor, with a strawberry growing out of his head. Doc says 'T'll give you some cream to
put on it.'

12. 'Doc I can't stop singing The Green, Green Grass of Home'. 'That sounds like Tom Jones syndrome.'
' Is it common? '
'It's not unusual.'

13. A man takes his Rotteweiller to the vet. 'My dog's cross-eyed, is there anything you can do for him?'
'Well," says the vet, 'let's have a look at him' So he picks the dog up and examines his eyes, then checks his
teeth. Finally, he says, 'I'm going to have to put him down.'

'What? Because he's cross-eyed? '

'‘No, because he's really heavy'

14. Guy goes into the doctor's. 'Doc, I've got a cricket ball stuck up my backside.'
'How's that?'
'Don't you start.'

15. Two elephants walk off a dliff...boom, boom!

16. What do you call a fish with no eyes?
A fsh.

17. So I was getting into my car, and this bloke says to me 'Can you give me a lift?" I said 'Sure, you look
great, the world's your oyster, go for it.'

18. Apparently, 1 in 5 people in the world are Chinese. There are 5 people in my family, so it must be one of
them. It's either my mum or my Dad, o r my older Brother Colin, or my younger Brother Ho-Cha-Chu. But I
think it's Colin.

19. Two fat blokes in a pub, one says to the other 'Your round.' The other one says 'So are you, you fat
bast**d!'

20. Police arrested two kids yesterday, one was drinking battery acid, and the other was eating fireworks.
They charged one and let the other one off.

21. 'You know, somebody actually complimented me on my driving today. They left a little note on the
windscreen. It said, 'Parking Fine.' So that was nice.'

22. A man walked into the doctors, he said, 'I've hurt my arm in several places'
The doctor said, 'Well don't go there anymore'




