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CUTTING ONEôS CLOTH 

 
I am thinking that this should be the last issue of Tee One Topics at least issues written by 

me.  I have enjoyed the task and have been flattered by the interest taken in my views and 

experiences by owner and enthusiast alike.  I suppose a lot of my motivation in producing 

Topics stems from the avidity which I well remember with which I used to read up anything 

to do with our cars.  Many readers will remember the days when the Age newspaper 

produced on Wednesdays and Saturdays almost always advertised Rolls-Royce and Bentley 

cars for sale.  And finding a brochure on any of these cars was more exciting than the 

location of Lasseterôs famous reef. 

 

This past week I have been fiddling (tinkering as my detractors would have it) with a fairly 

late model Bentley Turbo.  One of the tasks was to have a wheel alignment carried out but as 

I quickly found out, to do this requires exposing some of the carôs components which have 

been shielded from the considerable heat generated by their incredible engines.  These shields 

are simply bolted to various parts of the cars with a couple of washers and a nut.  I could see 

them very clearly and could actually touch them but as to holding or moving them with a 

spanner, this was truly a challenge.  Having not done the job before it was a task which I 

completed after considerable expenditure of energy, temper and skin, but I won.  Whether 

they ever go back is another matter.  I tell this story to explain as best I can, the great pleasure 

I get working on these cars and indeed I 

actually feel slightly depressed when 

they leave me. 

 

We all have our recurring nightmares 

some of which do not bear describing, 

but one of mine is having my Rolls-

Royce stop involuntarily.  The car is a 

1984 Silver Spur, in excellent order and 

having moderate mileage.  The first 

occasion for a no-go was in a car wash 

where I endeavoured to get my moneyôs 

worth by driving very very slowly over 

floor mounted jets designed I imagine to 

hose off the accumulated muck under  
   River fording should be approached with some discretion 
 

the car.   Eventually I arrived at the stop point and the madly gyrating arm which was actually 

a very elaborate water nozzle, paraded up down and around the car removing the top layer of 

muck.  As it did so I noticed that the idling engine was getting rougher and rougher until it 

stopped.  When the time came to exit, there was no sign of starting just a lot of cranking.  

With the aid of the following customer we pushed the car clear of the car wash and I called 
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the NRMA.  As usual he diagnosed the problem very quickly in that that particular model 

apparently wonôt run on water! 

 

What had happened was that the air intake on these cars which as you know is just beneath 

the front bumper bar had had a jolly good drink while I was driving in!  But some injections 

of petrol into various orifii and the old dear was purring once more.  Memo to readers be very 

careful with post 55 cars in water crossings etc for the above reasons. 

 

The second no-go situation was a burnt out rotor arm which decided to effect failure just after 

I lunged off from the traffic lights at the bottom of the hill where we live.  Fortunately I had 

enough way up to mount the kerb and get the car off the roadway.  Again the NRMA came to 

the rescue.  Seems that the spark from the centre electrode in the distributor cap was finding 

its way through the rotor to the shaft beneath it hence none got to the spark plugs.  The 

solution here was novel.  Having heard the diagnosis I gazed distractedly at the diagnosee to 

see him examining his fingernails in a very odd fashion given that he probably played full  

 
It became quite apparent during the last Federal Rally, that more emphasis needs to be placed on Registrar 
events.  These are of course smaller, easier to organise, much cheaper to run and bring together members who 
have something very definitely in common with each other ï their cars. 
 

back for the local team and had hands like small hams!  By this time we had been joined by 

another NRMA operator whom I suspect was simply curious to see the intimate bits of the 

car!   The first man examining his nails said óWhat colour do you think I should use today 

Gerald?ô this somewhat undid me as to relevance and concern that I had had a spatial shift 

into another world vide the Stargate environs! Well there was a little enactment for my 

benefit and they finally relented and rummaged in the back of a truck and indeed they did 

produce a bottle of bright pink nail polish.  The distributor rotor was duly inverted and a dob 

of the beauty paint was planted in the recess.  This I was surprised to learn was enough to 

insulate the rotor so that the leakage which had stopped the car was cured! 

 

And lastly two years ago during the NSW Branch Federal Rally at Orange we decided to go 

see the dish at Parkes immortalised by the Australian Film of the same name.  Some four 

kilometres from Parkes I realised that there was no ógoô coming from under my right foot.  

The following events were inspiring.  I stopped (coasted) into a perfect off-road parking spot, 

there was perfect mobile phone reception, the NRMA man was there in 15 minutes and the 

car was on the back of a truck within an hour.  The diagnosis turned out to be a failed fuel 
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pump!  That night at dinner a young man beside me muttered that he might have a spare 

pump in his boot!  I fitted it next morning and drove home! 

 

So having started with resignation in mind I reckon I had better keep going.  One nice 

surprise is that the illustrious Flying Lady, the bi-monthly magazine of the American Club 

and on which Praeclarvm was modelled is now including some of these ramblings.  It is 

daunting to realise that I was contributing to the magazine nearly 35 years ago.  You would 

think they would be wary after all this time.  The Flying Lady was barely known in this 

country when I returned from a posting in the States in 1972.  As I remember, there had not 

been an issue of Praeclarvm for nearly two years and most of the State efforts revolved about 

stapled sheets of recipes, poems, obituaries and the odd smutty joke.  Praeclarvm had 

foundered through the rather imperious practice of simply allocating editorship to a State and 

telling them to do it.  Well as most would appreciate that would be akin to nominating a 

committee to design a new mascot for our cars.  The first edition of the ónew lookô 

Praeclarvm was received by the membership as being somewhat radical but they agreed to 

accept it and fortunately through a succession of dedicated editors it has flourished!  

 
@ 
 

 
 

Rummaging around I found this photo which must be 30 years old. It was taken in Australia but beyond that I 
know nothing.  Most of us are profoundly shocked to see this neglectful destruction particularly with the older 
cars, yet it seems that there is a continuous procession of post war cars to the yards of wreckers.  The only 
dividend here is a supply of parts but it is a self destructing exercise.  Hopefully owners and enthusiasts are 
taking an increasing interest in the Marque beyond parading around in the cars.  If anyone knows the story of this 
car please let me know. 
 

@ 
 

 
12v Amber R-R Fog Flashers      Picked this up somewhere.  These amber globes were                               

used in the fog lights which doubled as turning indicators on the post55 cars.  The last 
recorded price from the Factory was $98!!!  These sell from Holdens (in the UK) for about 
twelve quid. 

               www.holden.co.uk  

http://www.holden.co.uk/
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CATCHING THE BREEZE 
 

I have never understood why some engines seem to keep cool under any conditions and 

others seem to need a mini typhoon blasting through the radiator core.  Compare the grille 

here of an early Mark VI Bentley with one of the SZ cars and their chrome mesh 

mouthpieces.  Most enthusiasts are aware that the Factory in immediate post-war years made 

great efforts to get their cars onto the market almost exclusively the export one.  Australia 

brought a lot of these cars into the country largely paid for by the wool boom.  I well 

remember Bert Ward then running the service side of York Motors in Sydney making the 

strongest recommendation that test cars be sent to Australia but the advice was ignored and 

testing continued in the historically hallowed lanes and byways of La Belle France.   I suspect 

this was connected with Royceôs love affair with the country.   

 

The ultimate slap however was the labelling of our 

deliveries as ócolonialô cars. Token design changes were 

made to appease outraged customers particularly the 

farmers in the outback who were astounded that the best car 

in the world simply fell to pieces in our country.  As to the 

colonial label I often wonder whether they dared apply it to 

North American deliveries.  One of the bits which regularly 

broke was the support for the brake rods which you will 

recall are suspended from the rear axle casing!  The 

original believe it or not was a moulded piece of rubber!!!!  Anyway the Factory treated the 

matter as almost a joke.  As if owners were secretly whipping under the car and hacking the 

rubber support in half.  Eventually they produced a substantial metal replacement and the 

problem ceased. 

 

The failed crankshafts though faulty filtration of the engine oil and the cracked chassis have 

been well discussed, but one area that was not quite so graphic was overheating.  This as I 

remember was endemic to British cars at the time.  The immediate post war B60 motors as 

they became known were 41/4 litres and were cast such that the water circulation in a new 

cylinder block just coped with most reasonable ambient temperatures.  Anti-corrosive 


