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Bill & Katie competing in the ‘Milano—Taranto’ see page 4
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Gordon Sandes …. Scootacar Restoration ..
The car was bought in 1969 in Steventon, near Oxford U. K. for 30 pounds.
It was 5 years old, and had done “the grand tour” of Europe by the previous owner. It
was my prime mode of transport to work for 2 years as my wife Lucille needed the
Kombi for transporting the family. We shipped it to Australia on the same ship, the
Castel Felice, on which we were booked to return home. At each port we watched as
it was hoisted on to the deck in a sling so that the cargo could be unloaded, then
returned. Remarkably the only damage done was to the tail lights.
Back in Australia, after some difficulty obtaining registration (the head lights
were too low to the ground) it was again pressed into service for the next 2 years,
after which it became a “restoration project” .Finally, after more than 40 years, the
restoration by Woods and Woods of Woy Woy has come to completion with full
registration for road use. The car, a 1964 Scootacar Mk. 3 Deluxe (it has a heater) is
a 324cc. twin Villiers 2-stroke.It was built by the Hunslet Locomotive Company in
Leeds as an answer to other microcars, (Messerschmitt, Heinkel, Isetta, Trojan etc. )
Originally a 197cc. single cylinder (Mk 1 & 2), the Mk. 3 was built in a
limited run of about 20.Henry Brown designed the car by sitting on a Villiers engine
and getting an assistant to draw an outline around him.He was known to have said
that he regretted building the Mk. 3 with the bigger engine, as it was too powerful.
He was half right as it would out strip all the Minis & similar cars around Oxford.
Restoration has taken 2 1/2 years and has resulted in a car as good as, or
better than, the original in that it has been structurally reinforced in places where it
was lacking. The motor was rebuilt using the best parts of the original, and some
parts of a spare whichI had on hand, possibly from a Lightburn Zeta, which shared
the same motor. The front brakes ( Morris Minor) have also been rebuilt and
hydraulics upgraded. Indicators, one each side, have been approved so no other
external lights have been necessary. Despite the fact that the car had been registered
as a car in NSW there was some difficulty convincing the authorities that it was a
car, not a motorbike: the controls are on
the floor, not on the “handle bars”
Also, at 80, I’m not keen to get a motor
bike licence!
The restorers have modified a tilting
trailer, which was built for a golf buggy,
to accommodate the Scootacar securely.
The car is now fully road registered and
insured with the “original” English plates
(European style).
I look forward to driving it on some
quiet road round the Central Coast.
More photos page 3 … Gordon Sandes
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SCOOTACAR in all its glory !!
Not sure the golf clubs will fit in, so the buggy is not redundant.

*********************************************************************
The Mk3 Scootacar was introduced in 1962 with a price tag of £377. The
Mk2 Scootacar had been introduced in 1960 to compete against the Mini and the Mk3
yet a further attempt with a more powerful engine but unfortunately the Scootacar’s
days were numbered. Eventually the Mini and other economy cars killed off the
Scootacar along with many other micro cars.
There were 750 Mk1’s and 200 Mk 2’s and with the 20 Mk 3’s built from
1957 to 1965, production rate was not too high. Today it is estimated that around 208
have survived … ed
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Riding again through Italy on a scooter
Having previously competed in Italy’s premier motorcycling event on old
open frame Lambrettas, I decided to push my limits this time and try it with a sidecar.
The ‘Milano – Taranto’ is an international motorcycling event with competitors
coming from all walks of life to compete in the; 1 night, 5 day, 2200km ride through
Italy. Starting in Milan in the North it zigzags its way down South ending up in
Taranto.
Preparations started 14 months ahead of the scheduled 2017 event taking
place. My chosen steed this time was a 1958 Series 1 Lambretta LI150
Framebreather. The sidecar was a Velorex Jawa 560 matted to a Watsonian chassis.
You’d be surprised to learn just how much work is involved in building a machine for
a competition event such as this. It was made harder by the fact that I was deployed
away again for 9 months to the Middle East which necessitated relying on others to
help do some of the work for me. With only minor hiccups I achieved all I needed to
get done before I saw the scooter again in Italy.
After 27 hours travelling, my girlfriend Katie and I finally landed at Milan’s
Linate Airport a little dishevelled and tired. Here we met two of the three other ‘Team
Australia’ members. Siobhan and Akiko Ellis ex-pat Australians now living in the
USA arriving the previous day were there to pick us up. Before long we got to
meeting Donato Di Dio our last team member and more Lambretta enthusiasts, or as
they are referred to in Italy ‘Lambrettisti’, and we spent the next couple of days
making our final preparations.
Katie tried out her new home for the next week and found the sidecar rather
spacious and comfy. The combination is painted ‘1970’s Ferrari racing team red’ and
it looks fast standing still. We received a lot of great comments when we were out and
about in it. However my final prep work came down to the wire after I seized the
engine two days before the race. Out on a test run we were travelling in peak-hour
traffic on a very hot day
going uphill when it all
came to a sudden standstill.
To make it worse, Siobhan
Bent her kick start shaft
causing her to have to do
an engine rebuild as well.
Luckily Tino and Tim from
Evergreen Lambretta came
to our rescue in not only
providing the necessary
parts but also helping fix,
and even improve, my
engine. After that we were
raring to go … again.
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Midnight day one, at the Idroscalo start point Katie’s and my kick off time was
0003hrs. Under the starters flag I did the obligatory Monza start amid cheers
from the huge assembled crowd. Initially I couldn’t see the little red lightning bolt
directional arrows guiding us to where we should go so I followed another sidecar
until I could make them out. Finally all the work had paid off and we were tearing
through the Italian countryside waving to all the well-wishers as we passed them by.
The full moon cast an eerie backdrop as we ate up the K’s to our scheduled time
checks. And with dawn slowly brightening our way we successfully traversed our
first 1000m mountain range heading into our first day’s destination of Pisa. The first
night/day is always a long one ending around mid-afternoon. Our hotel room was
very enticing after that with sleep being our first priority.
Day two saw our first time check after flag fall at the Pontedera Piaggio museum. My
previous visit to the Vespa museum was cut short owing to having to change a
snapped clutch cable when competing back in 2010. This time I had no mechanical
problems to contend with so I got to enjoy the rich display of Piaggio built products
on exhibition. From here the day’s route saw us tackling the “hills”. Five mountain
ranges with the highest at 750m had the little combination working hard. The clutch
started to slip after one tough mountain range so at a check point I did some
adjustments to it. With the tension loosened and the clutch working again we had no
further problems tackling the hilly terrain.
Day three we had tougher and higher mountains to contest, which were compounded
by poorer road surfaces to wrestle our little machine through. To quote an old Team
Australia former member, “you change gears more time here in five days than you
would in a whole years riding
back in Australia”. No truer
words were spoken. Katie
commented the next day that she
couldn’t stop hearing my gear
changes while sleeping that night.
I’m just glad it wasn’t my snoring.
On a particular gruelling uphill
segment I noticed that the rear
end started to behave strangely.
After pulling over and inspecting
the outfit I noticed we’d lost three
rear wheel nuts! Despite my
morning maintenance ritual which
included checking these they still
worked loose. Realising I was not
carrying any spare 12mm nuts for
the new tubeless wheels, Katie
flagged down our team members
to try help and resolve the issue.
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Nobody had any of the special nuts needed so I had to change the wheel back
to a regular split rim utilising standard 13mm nuts. I was carrying two regular spare
wheels so this was not a problem and it wasn’t long before we got back under way
without any further issues. I later learnt that some of the other Lambretta riders who
were also using these special tubeless wheels suffered the same fate.
Day four proved to be just as hilly as the previous day with only a slight
improvement in the road surfaces. The countryside is spectacular in this part of Italy
and I found myself continually pointing out this and that to Katie as we passed by.
Unfortunately she missed some of what I was trying to show her due to the fact that
she often couldn’t see above the crash barriers. I’d forgotten to realise as she was
seated considerably lower than I was, she couldn’t necessarily see what I could, so I
showed her the photos of some of what she missed at the end of the day.
Day five started well for Team Australia, up until the 2nd stop where two of
our team mates, Siobhan and Donato, stopped for Fuel. Here Siobhan was quite
happy to use full service (attendant assistance), but Donato insisted on self-service.
Siobhan put the money in the automated fuel bowser and Donato selected the pump
and topped up his tank, handed Siobhan the pump and she did the same … with 7L
of Diesel! Fortunately, both Donato and Siobhan had turned off their fuel so none of
the diesel went through to their carbs, but they now had to drain their tanks in what
proved to be the most popular non-scheduled stop of the day. An hour later, both
Siobhan and Donato re-fuelled this time with the correct petroleum … left the service
station. At this point Siobhan just left Donato behind as she needed to make up
considerable time. Up until then she had a perfect time card so she rode like her tail
was on fire. Afterwards, she reckoned it was the craziest ride of her life, but she
made it to her next time check with 5 minutes to spare. Our little machine had a
particular tough time coming into one town for a time check. A 30% gradient put the
machine to the test only managing to travel around 35kph. I wanted to ask Katie to
get out … but we managed to traverse the 5km climb and make our time check.
Every 1km we travelled we were going up 300m … which is pretty steep.

Team Australia Katie, Bill, Siohan & Donato
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Day six with the end in sight our little combination was doing us proud getting us to
our destinations in a timely manner. It proved to be the hottest day coming in at 44
degrees Centigrade and as it was to be a more of a shorter and leisurely ride Katie
and I road without our jackets on. This proved to be a real blessing despite the hightide suntan line on our arms later that day. Before long we arrived at the final staging
point with only 1km to go. Here everyone is encouraged to do the final kilometre as
fast as possible down the main street to the checkered flag fall. Team Australia were
trying to do this last segment together but a mix-up by an official saw Katie and me
heading off to the finish line by ourselves. What fun we all experienced and we
celebrated accordingly for the next couple of hours until it was finally over … until
next time.
How do you get back to Milan after riding to Taranto? Why? You ride of course! But
there’s another story. ……… Bill Guthrie
Special thanks to;
Scott Grey, Paolo Catani, Iain Wilkins, Keith Newman, Allen Wall, Nicky Johnston,
Tim Boardman, Tino Sacchi, Siobhán and Akiko Ellis, Donato Di Dio, Adolfo
D’Artagnan, Enio Ghelardoni, all the guys in the English Lambretta team and my
loving partner Katie Lemsing.
Bill & Katie were trophy winners in the sidecar class, with Bill winning the award for
the furthest travelled from around the world to participate in the event … ed
.
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Team Australia, we made it !!

Morning Tea at the Piaggio Factory ( Morning Feast … ed )
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A Couple of Micro Police cars…..Bob Billiards.
A Renault Twizzy electric.

A 4CV in Paris in the 50’s .
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Lambretta 70th Anniversary World Rally ……. Andy Jackson
It’s true what they say, ‘all roads do lead to Rome’. What they don’t point out,
however, is that if you’re trying to leave Rome, then it’s a very different story ...

Part One – Scooter Riding.
In May this year, Rebecca and I booked a trip to Italy for a long and wellearned holiday. We had set out a rough three-week itinerary aiming to take in as
much as possible, and given that Lambretta is my passion, a trip to Milan and the
Innocenti factory during the 70th anniversary of production was my personal ‘must
do’ of the trip. But first, we wanted to take the opportunity to ride a scooter whilst
over there, and so we booked a Vespa from a hire place for our initial week and
planned a riding stage from Rome down to the Amalfi Coast and back.
We arrived in Rome at silly O’clock in the morning and with a long flight
behind us, after a ‘wake me up’ of strong Italian coffee at the airport railway station
we boarded a cross city train to the suburb where the bike rental place was located.
We were greeted by a lovely fellow called Enrico, who, when hearing of our
plan to ride some six or seven hundred kilometres on the 125 Primavera he was
wheeling out for us, nearly fainted with shock. He kept glancing back into the shop
where a row of big powerful touring BMW’s were lined up and with a beseeching
look, he was almost willing us to reconsider and ride something more in keeping
with the distance. He’d obviously never met a Scooterist before!
So, with most of our luggage stowed with Enrico at the shop, we packed the
bare essentials onto the Vespa and we headed out of the city. Well, sort of. We had
some basic directions and with Rebecca calling the turns from Google maps in my
ear we figured it would fairly simple to navigate out of the city and onto the main
road South. How wrong we were! After the third time round the Colosseum and
with the time getting away from us we were becoming a bit frustrated! With the
Vespa being a 125 we were not legally allowed to ride on the motorways and so the
‘A’ roads were our only option, and as we found later, they tended not to offer any
sort of easy navigation or ring roads and took you through the centre of every single
town or City, including Rome! (Incidentally, whilst trying
to shortcut through a tiny suburb on the outskirts I spotted
my first Lambretta, a lovely J50, it’s owner out for a
coffee – this I expected to be the first of many and yet it
wasn’t until we got to Como some 10 days later that I saw
another, lots of Vespa but sadly no more Lambretta).
Eventually we were free of Rome and out on the
SS7, which is actually a lovely big main road and from
Velletri to Terracina it is absolutely straight as a die and
lined on both sides with huge beautiful cedar trees and a
canal system carrying water for miles.
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The Vespa was humming along nicely at 80kph with the two of us aboard
and is surprisingly comfortable over long distances for a small machine. (We did
try to hire a larger CC Vespa but the Italians seem to go in for either small CC run
arounds, or really big CC scooters such as Burgmans – there’s nothing much in
between, at least not for hire).
We stopped for lunch at Terracina and found a small courtyard family
restaurant where I had possibly the best Gnocchi I have ever eaten! Terracina is a
lovely coastal town and well worth spending some time in, but with a long way still
to go, we felt the need to push on and made our way towards Fondi through the Via
Appia and continued riding south in the national park with the Arunci Mountains
away to our left.
Caserta was the next major town before we hit the outskirts of Naples and
this is where the SS7 route began to slow us down, each town was beautiful but we
were directed through the centre of every one, there was lots of traffic through the
tiny streets and with some no bigger than small villages and covered in teeth jarring
cobblestones we were quickly getting a bit tired of the ‘quaintness’ factor. Given
the long flight and early arrival, we were also more than ‘a bit tired’ full stop!
Eventually we passed Naples, and headed through Pompeii and into the
final leg of the day, across the mountains of the Dei Monti Lattari and dropping into
Amalfi. Up and up we went, then over, and we completed this section down on to
the ocean front just as the sun was setting, the jaw dropping vista, sharp twists and
turns and steep mountain roads were amazing. As night fell we putt puttered into
Amalfi itself and pulled up outside a tiny pizzeria on the wharf, after ten hours in
the saddle the traditional marinara and a cold bottle of beer was manna from heaven
and food made by angels. If angels are big burly Italians called Luigi, that is.
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After a good sleep and a breakfast on our little cliff side terrace overlooking
the bay, we set off to explore the coast – I have to say that riding around the Amalfi is
one of the most amazing experiences of my scootering life, the roads are twisty, the
views incredible and the drops sheer! We had four amazing days buzzing around the
roads and towns of the Amalfi Coast, I’d recommend it to anyone and when the time
came to head back to Rome I was very sorry to leave.
Our return journey was a lot easier, for a start we knew the roads now and we
elected to head back a different way around the bay of Naples and have wonderful
views from the mountains above it. We also ‘accidentally’ got on the freeway just
before we entered the city and with the throttle fully open and heads down over the
scooter we sped North hoping not to get caught at the toll gates or pulled up by the
traffic cops! We eventually left the freeway and peeled off onto the coast road to
Formia and we rode for many kilometres along the ocean road and through cliff
tunnels to Gaeta before re-joining the SS7 at Terracina again and back along the
Cedar lined avenue toward Rome.
In the end, we took only six and a half hours to get back to Enrico in the hire
shop, who looked very surprised to see us (and his scooter), still in one piece and
smiling!
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Part Two – Scooter watching
With our holiday now in full swing we spent the next week or so travelling
by train instead of scooter and I have to say I think the Italian rail system is great,
and fast, at one point the train was travelling at 300kph! We spent time in Florence,
Venice, Verona, the Cinque Terra, where we walked the’ five lands’, all eighteen K’s
of it! and Lake Como before heading into Monza and Milan for the Lambretta
celebrations.
The Lambretta Club of lombardia had arranged a weekend event based at the
Monza race track, the event was sponsored in part by Tino Saachi, a well known
Lambretta collector and retailer, and he brought with him a number of rare machines
to display, including Model A’s , the very first Lambretta’s to roll off the production
line, and also the DL200 or GP as it’s know in Australia and the UK, the very last
models to be made before the factory closed its doors in 1971.
The event was held at the Monza race circuit and the track was open for
riders to do a few laps, there was a marquee set up for entertainment, bands and DJ’s
were booked, there was food available as well as a big camping site. We arrived on
the Friday mid-morning from Como and checked in at the meet and greet, we got a
rally pack with leg-shield banner, T-Shirt and a rather fine commemorative enamel
plaque and then had a walk round chatting to some familiar faces (it’s a small
world!) and also meeting some new Lambretta folk. In addition to the rally we
planned to spend the rest of the weekend with my oldest friend Chris and his wife,
they flew over from the UK to meet us and as Chris is also a Lambretta owner, we
thought the Monza event would be a good place to start!
Shortly after lunch there was a ride out organised to the Lambretta Factory
site, so we jumped into a cab to meet the group there. Before they all arrived, we met
up with a couple of old Lambretta employees outside the ‘Centrale Studio’ building
and had a chat about the old days of the factory. There is not much left now, new
houses occupy the rear of the Studio building where much of the production was
made and a motorway flyover cuts the site in half, but you still get a sense of the
scale of what was once one of the biggest manufacturing plants in Europe.
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One of the old factory production line buildings remains and we snuck through
the fence to walk inside, although totally overgrown and rusting with broken glass in the
huge roof and broken tiles it is still a magical place and a testament to what once was a
fine building and a piece of modern history.
It seems one of the old tiles accidentally fell into my bag while I was there, so
now I have my own little piece of history to keep.
After everyone had reassembled and the ride out left the old factory site, riding
in a huge group and a cloud of two stroke smoke down ‘Lambretta Way’ we headed
across to the little town of Rodano where the Lambretta Museum is located. It is run by
another very well-known figure in the Lambretta world, Mr Vittorio Tesssera , who is
also the owner of ‘Casa Lambretta’ probably the largest manufacturer of remade and
new tech kits and parts for the Lambretta scooter.
The museum is an amazing collection, not just Lambretta but many other rare
scooters from around the world, as well as a room dedicate exclusively to vintage
bicycles! Among the exhibits are ‘cut away’ Lambretta’s , where the frames and engine
have exposed moving parts, a gold plated model used in a photo shoot with Jane
Mansfield, racing scooters, Police scooters, an ice cream ‘truck’ , the very first Model A
that was in Mr Innocenti’s office, the prototype twin cylinders, prototype motorbike and
many, many more rare and unusual Lambretta’s.
There is a huge scale model of the factory and other scooters in the collection
include the first Honda scooter, a Salesbury from 1937, vintage Japanese models, French
Scootavia, Peugeot, Piatti, the list is endless.
Having had our fill of Lambretta for the day we made our way into Milan
central to find our hotel and somewhere for dinner and a few cold Peroni’s! We spent the
next couple of days sightseeing, and I have to say I think it was my favourite city, some
of the buildings are amazing, and amongst the contemporary ones we found the home of
the Italian Touring Club, built in 1904.
With only a few days of our trip left, we boarded another fast train and headed
South back to Rome, having just passed through the City at the beginning of the trip we
now planned to spend some time exploring properly, of course we managed to visit the
Colosseum, the Roman ruins of the Forum and the Vatican Museum, St Peters and much
more and our last scooter related visit was to the Vespa Museum, which is unfortunately
a bit of a misnomer.
It’s a very small collection and although there are some gorgeous GS and Rally
models there, it’s really uninspiring, but with bellies full of Pasta and Gelato and a head
full of memories we had our fill of Italy for the time being and prepared to head home
and plan the next adventure.
I have to add that Micro cars do get a mention on the trip, I have never seen so
many old and beautifully kept Fiats, from the 500’s which were everywhere up to the
little Ambulance and commercial vans, we also found a modern Micro when we spotted
a Renault ‘Twizy’, a little two seater electric vehicle where the passenger sits behind the
driver, rather bizarrely the one we saw was driven by a fellow that had arrived at the
same restaurant as us to collect his wife or girlfriend, who happened to be over six foot
and in very high heels, to say it was a squeeze is an understatement!
Andy.
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Some of the cleverest puns I’ve seen.
1. The fattest knight at King Arthur's round table was Sir Cumference. He
acquired his size from too much pi.
2. I thought I saw an eye doctor on an Alaskan island, but it turned out to
be an optical Aleutian
3. She was only a whiskey maker, but he loved her still.
4. A rubber band pistol was confiscated from algebra class, because it was
a weapon of math disruption.
5. No matter how much you push the envelope, it'll still be stationery.
6. A dog gave birth to puppies near the road and was cited for littering.
7. A grenade thrown into a kitchen in France would result in l
linoleum blownapart.
8. Two silk worms had a race. They ended up in a tie.
9. A hole has been found in the nudist camp wall. The police are looking into it.
10. Atheism is a non-prophet organization.
11. Two hats were hanging on a hat rack in the hallway. One hat said to the
other: 'You stay here; I'll go on a head.'
12. I wondered why the baseball kept getting bigger. Then it hit me.
13. The midget fortune-teller who escaped from prison was a small medium
at large.
14. The soldier who survived mustard gas and pepper spray is now a
seasoned veteran.
15. A backward poet writes inverse.
16. In a democracy it's your vote that counts In feudalism it's your count that
votes.
17. When cannibals ate a missionary, they got a taste of religion.
18. If you jumped off the bridge in Paris, you'd be in Seine.
19. A vulture boards an airplane, carrying two dead raccoons. The
stewardess looks at him and says, 'I'm sorry, sir, only one carrion
allowed per passenger.
20 Two fish swim into a concrete wall. One turns to the other and says 'Dam!'
21. Two Eskimos sitting in a kayak were chilly, so they lit a fire in the
craft. Unsurprisingly it sank, proving once again that you can't have
your kayak and heat it too.
22. Two hydrogen atoms meet. One says, 'I've lost my electron.' The other
says 'Are you sure?' The first replies, 'Yes, I'm positive.'
23. Did you hear about the Hindu who refused Novocain during a root canal?
His goal: transcend dental medication.
24. There was the person who sent ten puns to friends, with the hope that
at least one of the puns would make them laugh. No pun in ten did.
From various sources. ed
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Royal Motor Yacht Club (Charity) Unique Vehicle Show

My partner Avalon and I had a great day at the RMYC on 23rd July. It was a
pleasure to represent the MCSC and we're sure we put smiles on quite a few faces,
young and old. This has been the first opportunity that the car has been functioning
well enough to venture a bit further from home. There has been a long standing
problem with hot starts but after months of persistent effort Fred has finally got it
sorted. Also as we run a Bed & Breakfast at Palm Beach it is very difficult to get to
the many displays that the club takes part in so it was a treat to be in one so close to
home.
On the day, the drive there was a lot of fun, but, mainly downhill. I have to
admit that we were constantly staring up at the steep hill from the RMYC heading
home, and several thoughts constantly
crossed our minds.
Should we leave early before all the other
cars so as not to create havoc with a line
up of 49 other cars all trying to get out ?
Should Avalon walk up
the hill to lessen the load " Should we go
home and get the trailer to save any embarrassment ? Anyway we bit the bullet and pilot
and co pilot got on board and, low and
behold, we powered up the hill in first gear
to looks of encouragement and amusement.
Not a problem. I am constantly amazed how
Fred does the regular trip up and down the
hills around the Colo River.
Anyway a good time was had by all.
Rudi Annus
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New Batteries Not Suitable For Older Vehicles !
Expiation:
There are two different types of battery technology available on the market
today. When replacing batteries its important the correct type is fitted to match the
vehicles original specification.
The lead acid batteries we are familiar with are actually called a hybrid
battery, (lead alloy plates and sulphuric acid). This type of non-sealed vented battery is
being replaced with calcium/calcium batteries which use calcium lead alloy on both
the positive and negative grid. These maintenance-free batteries are better for modern
cars. They give off less gas when charged so can be sealed for life and won’t need the
electrolyte topping up.
They also have a slow rate of discharge, which increases the shelf life for the
wholesaler and retailer.
The manager of Century Yuasa batteries says they have been supplying
calcium/calcium batteries for about five years without any problems except that if they
get to below half-charged, older alternators and generators won’t charge them and they
need removing from the vehicle and charging with a special calcium/calcium charger.
They have only experienced this on town delivery trucks operating with their lights on
(short stop/start runs). The batteries in these vehicles have been replaced with
imported deep cycle hybrid batteries.
According to Exide, older alternators (pre-1997) and generators won’t charge
calcium/calcium batteries properly, and special chargers (14.2 volt plus) will be
needed – trickle chargers won’t work.
With some exceptions in the Super Charge and Century ranges most batteries
on the market are made in Asia, and according to most battery retailers, only calcium/
calcium batteries will be widely available in the future. However, conventional hybrid
batteries continue to be made in Australia, USA and Europe, there are no plans to stop
making them. The good news is Exide, and possibly others will continue to import
hybrid batteries, but they will cost a motza and the choice of sizes may be reduced.
In the meantime, when you need to replace the battery for your older vehicle, be sure
to specify a hybrid (lead acid battery).
Hope this helps, Fred.

******************************************************
A bit of humour..
Since the snow came, all the wife has done is look through the window. If it
gets any worse I might have to let her in.
My mate just hired an eastern European cleaner, took her 15 hours to vacuum
the house. Turns out she was a Slovak
Jamie Oliver has been accused of shoplifting a kitchen implement from Aldi.
He said it was a whisk he had to take.
Paddy says to Mick “ Christmas is on a Friday this year” Mick says “ hope it’s
not the 13th.,
17

1979 Commuta-Car famous for its ugliness
This cheese-wedge-on-wheels actually started out in 1974 as the CitiCar, a
small coupe based on a Club Car golf cart. The design was sold to Commuter
Vehicles in 1979; they promptly changed the name, upgraded the electric motor to a
whopping six horsepower, and added the ginormous bumpers which ensured both
crash protection and a place on every list of ugly cars. The Commuta-Car's 38 MPH
top speed meant it could not remove itself from the field of view of passers-by
quickly enough to avoid lasting trauma. And we wonder why an entire generation
refused to take electric cars seriously.

Atlas Baby Car 1951. Manufactured and sold only in France post WW 11. Powered
by a 170 cc one cylinder AMC motor with a 4 speed gearbox. Only 2 left worldwide
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MOST PEOPLE ARE NICE...BUT...
Like most of us with our various little vintage micros and scooters, I’ve
found that taking them out in public is one of the real joys of having them.
Whether at a formal show ,rally or just going for a local ‘putter, It’s my
experience that people, young or old , male or female, motor aficionados or not, are
genuinely fascinated by our little beasties, want to see, touch and photograph them,
and usually express thanks (amid giggles), for the opportunity to do so.
There is always, however, an exception to the rule……...and I’ve recently
encountered him.
Because my Isetta is currently kaput, suffering from fractured ‘donuts’, a
painful and costly affliction, I trailered my Heinkel Kabine down to Burrill Lake for
our two weeks in the south. Here, it’s been happily tootling around, to the enjoyment
and mirth of the locals and tourists.
That was, until the other day. Puttering along a local street, I was ‘flagged
down’ by a resident and his wife, who’d been sitting on their front verandah,
watching the sunset, when my little red Heinkel came by. They just ‘had’ to have a
close look at it, and, before long, I was in the chap’s garage, admiring his exquisite
Porsche Boxster. For quite a while, we two old fogies reminisced about our joint love
of cars and motorbikes, and consoled each other that we’d both seen the light and
given up our two-wheeled machines, after many years of surviving them and their
dangers.
When we walked back into the street, I belatedly realised I’d left the little red
terror’s lights on, NEVER advisable with a !@#$ dynastarter. The battery had gone
flat, as had my self-esteem, and the poor chap, in the nippiness of a south coast
evening, kindly offered to push us down...(it was almost UP) the street, so I could
clutch-start the Heinkel.
Eventually, we were successful, although I have a feeling that the poor bloke
subsequently wished me and all diminutive machines to a much warmer climate.
As an anticlimax, the engine cut out again, just as I valiantly tried to turn out of a
side street onto the Princes Highway, to make our way home.
This time, we encountered one of the most unpleasant humanoids I have ever
met, who suddenly came up behind me, in a large Mercedes, (what else?) and began
blasting his horn at me, to get out of his privileged way.
I opened the sunroof, stood up inside ...(much easier than trying to rapidly
exit the Heinkel) ...and explained I had broken down, and that he should simply
come around me and turn left or right onto the highway, as he wished. There was
PLENTY of room!
At this point, he chucked a spectacular fit...funny had it not been so illtempered, said he could not get around me (HAA!), demanded I put my hazard lights
on (to which I replied ‘what hazard lights?’), accused me of sitting there deliberately
blocking his regal progress...and, at about this point, I admit to politely suggesting he
go forth and commit an act of gynaecological difficulty . He departed, and I wished
him (un)well.
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Unaided,( the thought of HELPING me had clearly never entered his
curmudgeonly mind,) the Heinkel and I rolled down the dark, Princes Highway and
managed to effect another hiccupping clutch-start...but we weren’t home yet.
Having to stop for heavy traffic, we stalled yet again, and somehow rolled off the
highway into an unpaved, dark, side-street beside a caravan park, where there was no
hope of a rolling clutch-start.
Ringing my esteemed wife proved useless, as, despite her being a savvy,
competent school Principal, she believes that the only place for her mobile phone is
deep in the primeval recesses of her handbag, which she consistently leaves in a
secret spot, out of sight, hearing and mind.
With great embarrassment, I had to ring a neighbour, who had already done
me a considerable favour that day, and ask him to come and pick me up, take me to
our house, where I’d have to hook up my trailer to our motorhome and somehow
manoeuvre the ensemble into the dark, tight side-street, winch the Heinkel on board
and take the !@#$ lot back home . This, praise be to the Good Lord of Micros, he
very kindly did.
While I was waiting in the gathering gloom for my long-suffering neighbour
to arrive, a lady came out of the caravan park, initially to take a photo of the little red
bubble, the like of which she had never seen. Amazingly ,it emerged that she lives
not far from us in Thornleigh, and works in David Jones in Hornsby...a small world
indeed.
When I explained that we were not actually resting in the street by choice,
but were waiting to be towed back home, she kindly offered to ‘mind’ the forlorn
little beast, presumably so it wouldn’t get lonely without me.
On our return with the trailer, we found it, and her, surrounded by an adoring
crowd of well-wishers. We received a loud cheer as we set off home.
In the full scheme of things, once again, ‘nice’ triumphed over ‘nasty’. The nearby
residents with the Porsche were ‘nice’...my neighbour was ‘nice’...the ‘minding’ lady
was ‘nice’. The humourless twit with the Mercedes was decidedly ‘nasty’, but he
WAS in the minority, and I’m uncharitable (‘nasty’) enough to hope that, one day,
he finds himself stalled by the roadside, surrounded by dozens of us in our mighty
micros, all tooting at him to get out of OUR !@#$ way! ….. GRAHAM SIMS 2017
********************************************************************

An elderly, but hardy cattleman from Texas once told a young female
neighbour that if she wanted to live a long life, the secret was to sprinkle a
pinch of gunpowder on her oatmeal each morning. She did this religiously
and lived to the age of 103. She left behind 14 children, 30 grandchildren,
21 great-grandchildren, five great-great-grandchildren and a 40 foot hole
where the crematorium used to be.
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Burwood Festival Sunday 8th October 2017
It was an overcast and cool Sunday morning. I arrived about 8:30am at
Burwood Park in my Daihatsu 55 Wide van. It was the Daihatsu's first outing in a few
months. I haven't had a chance to drive it much lately. I took it for a short drive the to
the car wash the day before for a much needed wash.
After paying the $10 entry fee, the SES volunteers directed me to the parking
area in the middle of Burwood Park. I was parked right next to an immaculate white
MGA. After setting up the van and putting my stuff away, I walked over to
Burwood Westfield to get some coffee and breakfast. When I came back from
Westfield, I opened up my van and laid out my old issues of classic car magazines to
give away. After a brief chat to the MGA owner I wandered around to see the other
cars. As I was walking away from my van I saw Keith and Monica arriving in the
Lloyd. There were already cars parked around my van at that stage. So we didn't get to
park next to each other. There were quite a few classic cars participating, ranging from
the vintage Ford Model A all the way to the 1980s Ford XD Falcon. Not many micro
cars turned up. There were only Keith's Lloyd, my Daihatsu van, and a Fiat Topolino.
I believe this was the same Topolino that won the Eastern Creek concours previously.
No scooters attended, unless you count the Piaggio Ape coffee van.
At about 3pm, the organizer started announcing the winners of the different
classic cars categories. Keith's Lloyd won the
commercial vehicle category. It was a nice
surprise, and I was able to get a photo of
Keith receiving the award.
It was an enjoyable day. The cloud
cover made the weather cool and not too hot.
The rain never came. I was worried the rain
would make the park grounds muddy and
difficult to drive out of. I left the park around
3:30 without any of my old magazines.
They all managed to find a new home, which
Gave me extra free space at home." …. Niko
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AAAAAH …. Feel Those Lambretta VIBES !!

Australia’s MCSC Scooter President, ( Andy Jackson ) showing his delight
at being inside the now derelict old Innocenti Lambretta Factory in Milan, which was
closed in 1972 after operating for around 25 years.
The name Lambretta was derived from a mythical water-sprite associated
with the Lambrate river which also gives it name to the Lambrate area of Milan
where the factory was located .…. ed
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Eastern Creek Shannons Sydney Motorsport Park Classic
Those who attended in the traditional ‘carport’ area were…
Bob Billiards
Don Mould
John Renshaw
Niko Satria
Mark Wilson / Julie Wall
Keith Wall
Kevin Sheehan
Terry Colley

Goggomobil Carryall
Goggomobil Dart
NSU Prinz
Diahatsu Hi-Jet, Honda Motocompo
Fiat 500
Lloyd Alexander
Messerschmitt KR 200
Vespa PX 200

While the Lambretta’s 70 year anniversary group were to be found in Pit Straight
Allen Wall
Ric Fantuzzi
Chris Johnson
Bob Sheldrake

Andy Jackson
( with sidecar )
Nicky Hussey
Tony Jenkins

Cos Azzolini
Eugene Adoncello
Sean Heffernan
Steve West

Natasha Diffey
Terry Smith
Morris Brioschi
Steve Diffey

This year, the Gods favoured us with magnificent weather, and the Lambretta
team put on a good display in Pit Straight where they were to celebrate 70 years since
the first Model A rolled out on the Innocenti assembly line. It was obvious that there
were a lot of Lambro likers by the constant procession of admirers who came by.
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Correspondence C/o MCSC. Post Office Box 42, Berowra, NSW, 2081.
President:
Scooter President
Secretary:
Treasurer & M’ship
Magazine Editor:

John Renshaw, ph 02 9484 8666, <pop.nan@optusnet.com.au>
Andy Jackson, <ozlambretta@gmail.com> ph 0406 752 533
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Magazine Support:
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: Niko Satria with a request for input from all members
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Research officer:
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The objectives of membership are for the preservation, restoration and promotion of Microcars and
Scooters, all kept to as original condition as practical. Monthly meetings take place at the Arena
Sports Club ( was the Greyhound Club), Boardman Ave, Yagoona, on the third Friday of each month
starting at 8.00 p.m. We hold rallies and social events on a regular basis for members and associate
with similar clubs here and overseas. Localised personal information and advice can be acquired from
our state delegates or web site:








Victoria: Paul Lucas at Mornington, 03 5975 7203.
Queensland: Terry White at Kelvin Grove 07 3356 5828.
Tasmania: John Barrass at Newstead 03 6333 0544.
Western Australia Zig Pasnicki has put his hand up 08 9397 6315.
South Australia: Ian Wilson at Clearview 08 8262 3033.
Queensland Ruth Farrar (BMW specialist) 0438 883 201.
Other independent associated registers and clubs that promote the same ideals are: British two stroke
club in Victoria, Goggomobil register in NSW, Microcar Club of New Zealand, Siva in Perth WA,
Velosolex Oz group in Vic, and Southwest Brisbane motoring club inc.
The club magazine is published four times a year around the beginning of March, June, September,
and December. Items for inclusion should be submitted to the editor by the 10th of the month prior to
publication; receiving information early gives us a better chance of getting the magazine out on time.
Rates for half or full page advertisements are available at modest cost.
Membership joining and renewals can now be made by direct debit to Bendigo Bank BSB
633000.East Gosford, to MCSC Inc A/c 122802259. Make sure you put your name in the comments
section so we know who it’s from.
During compilation of this publication the MCSC editor believed all reports and information true and correct. However the editor
makes no representations, either expressed or implied as to the accuracy of information and data contained herein, and accept s no
liability for any use of the information and data or reliance placed upon it.
In other words if we got something wrong we are sorry and let us know. This particularly applies to phone numbers, dates,
technical details and name spelling. We do try our best! All rights reserved © 2017 MCSC.
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