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remember old so and sO..." led to a total wreck, a 1925 Chevrolet, or a
veteran which had been bought some time before by an enthusiast.

On our second visit to Charters .Towers we managed to buy an extra large
penny-farthing bike and whilst in the district we made some enquiries about
very old cars. Yes, one fellow had heard of one but hadn't seen it -
thought it was a "Napier" but couldn't be sure. As we hadn't hinted any car
names, it sounded promising but it was about 180 miles south-west on a
fairly remote station.

The drive was rugged. We hadn't bargained for roads quite as bad and fuel :
consunption was high - didn't even have our extra tanks. It took almost all day &
and a tank and a half of petrol. DManaged to buy some petrol at a station at
6/6d. = gallon. Any old cars, very old cars? Yes? Around the back, good!

A '5) Customline was the oldest. Why had I bothered to open my big mouth? We
reached the station where the Napier was supposed to be just on dusk. I%
didn't look promising. Just a homestead on stilts, a workman's cottage and an
open shed. We spoke to the owner "That old wreck, yes, behind the shed."
There she stood in the late afternoon's dusty red light. Coils of rusty
barbed wire all over her and bone white Mitchell grass half covering her on
her sunken blocks. I hurried to move the wire before the light went so I
could take some photos. Was it for sale? The look the old boy gave was worth
framing. I wished not only to buy the wreck but to teke it back to Sydney!
Southerners? He'd met some before and now his suspicions were confimed. A
five? Agreed. Receipt? Yes. He moved off to the house to make it out. I
checked the radiator. A .303 hole in the top tank but it had missed the name
rlate. Otherwisc it was quite fair. Wheels? All five wire Rudge-whits were
complete although suffering from some broken spokes. The motor? Carby and
maggic missing, a crack in the water jacket and a rat's nest in the sump.
Gearbox? seemed perfect except for the grass seed and broken glass. Body?
Had fed white ants for years and was suffering rom dry-rot but was almost
complete, having one panel missing. There she was, now varely visible in the
warm night air. We had been invited for dinner. It smelt good. "Would we
care for a whisky?" "Why, yes." I was handed the bottle and a glass. I
asked for water. I would dare spoil whisky by adding water? Again the look
and their suspicions of southerners deepened.

When we arrived back some four months later armed with a car-trailer, spades,
rope and camping gear, it was just too much for them. The drive up from
Clermont had been difficult as it rained some one hundred or so -miles. The
creeks were running and proved to be difficult as at a creck crossing the
road might dip down ten feet or so and up again in no more than twenty or so
feet and the back of the trailer would drag up many cwt. of wet mud. All
tail lights and blinkers were lost in the mud. I was sweating -~ how would
we make it out with the Napier on board if we were only just making it in, in
low range four wheel drive?

We began loading the Napier on the trailer and once on I began stripping the
'?Ody work dowm, marking each piece. It was necessary to take the body off as
1t would have rattled off. - Then we begen digging and sifting the soil where
the car had stood. Screws, a brass plate from the dashboard, a wheel valve
cover, an 1890 something penny and stacks of bottle tops. Then we went
through a pile of old buggy parts stacked around a tree: rear guard supports,
hood supports. Then to the rubbish tip: a few more pieces and the remains
of a rushmore headlamp. We stayed the night and the next day we checked the
shed: wheel spanner and the missing body panel.

So the car was, in fact, very near complete in that almost all the pleces were
there. She was a four-cylinder tourer without a windscreen or front doors.
We were the first people, other than station hands and stockmen, to view it
for as many years as they could remember. The Napier had done virtually no
work, as the roads were almost non-existent when she was new. She had been

chauffeur-driven on the yearly trek to town as the owner could not or would
not drive.

Af‘!:er two rain-free days the roads had dried out somewhat and the 180-mile

Zz:apr"to Charters Towers didn't seem as frightening. We drove at about 10 m.p.h.

o -‘gre bogged once or twice and managed to jack-knife only once. We had got

fouro tha'f: SPot by getting out of the vehicle and throwing logs under the

T churning wheels whilst it was on hand throttle. I now stood about 7 fit.
Ving many layers of mud under my boots.
















