












1924 EL3 Ladies 250cc two-stroke

RESTORATION 2002

The resurrection of this motorcycle hardly qualifies
as a restoration, an almost complete build is closer
to the truth!

Over the years I have acquired large quantities of
early Velocette, T/S bits and pieces, only one bike
that could have been described as anywhere near
complete and original, and even this was minus
wheel and chain guards and the exhaust system.

The rest of the collection was individual engines,
gearboxes and wheels, (not always complete), and
petrol tanks.

There were frames and forks from the years 1923 to
1929, covering 3 basic models – the early well
designed and built G and H models etc with
mechanical oil pump and gear driven magnetos, and
double front frame down bars – a design feature
that was the predecessor of the 350cc OHC models
of 1924-35, then on to the much cheaper A and B
models and their many derivatives, with a simpler
(and weaker) frame, and crankcase breathing oil
control systems. Then finally the completely new,
(but inherently weak) frames of the 1927 U models,
with the new saddle petrol tank.

All the later models used a basically similar engine,
which eventually gained twin exhaust ports, in a
more generously finned barrel – even a detachable
alloy head in the case of some sporting models.

Slowly individual machines were assembled from
the pile as wheels and hubs were found, and odd
frames turned up with original, (but rusted out)
mudguards, which served as patterns for replica

items to be made. Gearboxes were a big problem,
but amazingly they continued to turn up at swap
meets, and were bought regardless of condition. So
after a few years, I had rebuilt and restored three
individual two-strokes, and assembled several
complete bikes equipped with my own manufac-
tured chain guards, and many small parts such as
fork links and spindles, and brake pedals – all cast
or fabricated as necessary.

These machines were sold, as slowly 'dyed in the
wool' Velocette owners became aware that there
were such things as early two-strokes by Velocette!

Eventually I was reduced to contemplating frames
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that had missing tube sections, and in the case of
the U models, badly broken gearbox mounting lugs –
even broken and repaired steering head lugs – and
all of these were given away as a 'job lot', the new
owner then having enough parts to build at least two
frames.

But the remains of a Ladies model frame with tubing
sections cut out, and missing the rear bolt up sec-
tion, assumed a new interest when another badly
rusted but complete men's frame of a similar model
turned up with a complete ready to run motor still
attached – and a little later, another complete motor
and a pair of good forks.

So it was, that the front section of the Ladies frame
was rebuilt, and the rear section of the other frame
was refurbished and fitted – a correct cush drive
rear hub was available, and a decision was made to
fit a slightly larger front brake in the interests of
future safety – even though a correct 4 inch
(100mm) was on hand. Unfortunately the rear hub
lacked the correct brake plate, but a search through
my stock of odd hubs and brake plates, supplied a
compatible item that only needed a modified
anchorage fitted to do the job.

Luckily these models had still used veteran type
guards originally, and one rusted frame was still
complete with all guards and fittings, so new ones
were easily manufactured using veteran guard
blanks available through our V&V spares scheme.

Many years previously I had made up a casting
pattern using a broken original Velocette aluminium
footboard, and several batches were cast up – as it
happened, I was down to my last pair! The other ally
casting requirement was for a dress guard over the
top of the motor, and luckily years before, I had the
foresight to borrow an original guard, and use it as a
pattern to cast up two new guards.

A gearbox was the biggest problem. Years of search-
ing had turned up one in the UK – but at an exorbi-
tant price, and no guarantee of condition. These
early boxes had an horrendous record of failure, few
survived, and so I cast about for a better solution.

I had always considered that an early KSS gearbox
could be used, but there came a time when I found
that not only was there a problem with primary chain

alignment – which I had figured I could easily over-
come, but the two gearbox mounting bolts were of
different centres, and eventually an early GTP gear-
box proved to be the easy answer. The frame mount-
ing still had to be altered, and a thin adaptor plate
used, but the result is quite satisfactory, and virtu-
ally undetectable!

Probably the most time consuming individual job
was the making of the petrol tank. I had all the
measurements and some templates, but the
strange shape had even me baffled when it came to
cutting out the steel sheet sections. So I made a full
size wooden mock up, and using it as a guide, the
tank was easily fabricated, making the top section
first and smoothing the welds and joints, then the
two bottom panels were welded into place in the
manner of the later saddle tanks. The original tanks
were built up using soldered tinplate.

Originally the tires were beaded edge, and I still
have an unrestored bike with these wheels still
intact, but all my restorations of these machines
have used modern 19 inch rims, and this is no
different. Wheels were built up from my consider-
able stocks of old spokes, threads being rolled to
the correct length in my machine. Original carburet-
tor and ML magneto was checked and found to be in
good condition.

I have a selection of old acetalene lights, and
decided to restore a set to a lower standard quality,
where black enamel was used on some parts, rather
than nickle plated all over.

A gear lever and gate and all linkages were made
up, and a set of control levers were repaired and
fitted.

Other made up items were the rear carrier and
handlebars, as well as the stands. Even the seat is
one of several replicas that I made up several years
ago.

Eventually the bike was complete, and was quickly
dismantled and after stove enamelling and nickle
plating was carried out it joined the Velocette lineup.
It was taken to the Sydney 100 years Good
Companions Rally, where it was cantered around the
motel area by a couple of visiting enthusiasts.

1924 LADIES 250CC TWO-STROKERESTORATION 2002
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This motor was originally found attached to the front
section of the original frame, and was in complete
and good running condition.

Most of the needed parts to make a complete
machine were made, including a complete rear
frame section assembled from odd frame parts of a
similar model, this required new sections of tube,
and 9 welded joints to make it complete.

No gearbox was available, so like the 1924 Ladies'
machine, an early GTP gearbox was fitted, the new
rear frame section being made to suit this gearbox,
unlike the Ladies' where an adapter plate was used.

This model is interesting because of the exhaust
system which was an adaption of the racing
Velocette twostrokes of the era – 2 small mega-
phones entering a common expansion chamber.

1924 GS Sports 250cc

RESTORATION 2003

Note that magneto is gear driven rather than chain on the
cheaper models – idler gear also operates oil pump.
Cheaper models used crankcase pressure valved by
crankshaft.
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It is easy to be wise after the event, but for me this
Velocette product has always been a bit of a mys-
tery! The design started on a clean sheet of paper,
but for some reason became a hotch
potch of ideas – some good – some
not so good, and I have often won-
dered how a Velocette dealer of long
standing would have viewed this new
arrival on his show room floor?

History tells us that very few were
sold. As an offering on the scooter
market which already featured some
pretty smart machines, it fell far
short of what the scooter public was
interested in.

Sure it had an electric starter and it boasted of
excellent handling qualities, but a complete disre-
gard for access for normal service would have been
apparent the moment a new owner was unfortunate
enough to have a complete deflation of the rear tire!

I may be wrong, but any access to this area, involves
laying the whole machine down on it's side on a
convenient patch of grass, the so called 'stand'
being completely useless for this operation, one

would expect that the petrol tank
filler cap would 'dribble' petrol, and
the old lead/acid battery would
have leaked, and the unfortunate
owner would be faced with the
necessity of removing an oily black
silencer box, before the back wheel
could be removed.

This shortcoming would not have
been immediately apparent, but it
seems that for Velocette diehards
at least, the offering was not taken
up by many!

Viceroy scooter250cc

RESTORATION 200?
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Whole bike built up around complete original motor,
carb, magneto. Engine barrel was badly rusted and
disintegrated while being test run.

Not easily repairable, so sold to a museum for static
display.

1907 Wolf

RESTORATION 200?
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Velocette Model A 250cc

RESTORATION 200?

By the early 20s Veloce had developed an excellent
two-stroke machine – well engineered and certainly
a more refined product than the offerings from their
competitors with it's mechanical oil pump, which
was years ahead of the normal petroil mix system of
the time. This together with a rigid semi cradle
frame made it an expensive machine to produce,
and only the more financial discerning buyer was
prepared to own a Velocette!

Veloce soon realised that a much cheaper machine
would appeal to the general money strapped public
of the time, and designed a much cheaper product
which they designated the Light 250 and even this
all chain machine, with a crank-
case induced oiling system and 3
or 2 speed gear box, and surpris-
ingly, a much better new design
of mudguard replacing the vet-
eran items, the 'B' was still con-
sidered expensive. So an even
cheaper model was cobbled up
with a 2 speed gearbox and
amazingly, reverting to belt drive!

This was the 'A' and it sold for 42
Pounds, 3 Pounds less than the
'B'. A measure of it's popularity
was that very few of them were

sold, even though 3 Pounds probably represented
about 2 weeks wages for the buyers that it targeted,
and they were dropped from the range.

This then is an example of 'A' for which I pursued
parts for many years, making anything that I couldn't
find, the unique heel operated rear brake pedal one
such item.

As sometimes happens, by the time I had a com-
plete machine, I had also acquired most of two of
the more expensive machines – a 1924 EL3 Ladies'
and a 1924 GS Sports, and so the 'A' was stored
and remains unfinished to this day!
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'MILLER' ACETALENE MOTORCYCLE
LIGHTING SET (BRITISH)

POWELL & HANMER SET
(BRITISH)

This gas generator was recently sent to me from San
Francisco, USA, as a challenge to my sheet metal
working skills, -- it was terribly crushed and broken in
several places. There was a large hole in one side of
the chamber which I have patched with copper
sheet.

During renovation it was discovered that the unit
dated from World War 1, and the War Department
stamp can be seen on the side of the lower con-
tainer

The top chamber holds water which is regulated by
the top central knob to drip down into the lower
chamber, this being filled with 'carbide rock''

The carbide reacts to the water and acetalene gas is
formed, this was normally fed to the headlamp and
tail lamp by rubber tubing. There it burned as a clear
white light, until either the water or carbide rock was
exhausted.

The bottom chamber is removeable, and the old
water soaked rock was discarded and refilled with
fresh dry rock.

This set was burned and badly crushed by a steel
beam in a garage fire in a Melbourne suburb some
years ago, – it was given to me as irreparable by an
old friend in the hope that I may find it useful for
parts. It was straightened and repaired, only the
headlamp 'peak' has been replaced.

The tail lamp from this set is on a 1924 Velocette
GS. The glasses were cracked from the heat of the
fire, and the red lens rim had melted off and been
lost. This (and the hinge) has been replaced by a rim
that has actually been machined from solid brass.
The red lens was salvaged from a very old electric
push bike tail lamp.

Light sets

RESTORATION

Restored Powell & Hanmer set on 1924 GS Velo
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Many years ago, around 1976, I was working on a
plant upgrade in a Northern Victorian country area,
and chatting with the local crew turned to old motor-
cycles. One chap immediately volunteered that he
knew where there was a really old motorcycle with
WHITE tires, wired to the inside wall of a farm shed,
but it was many years since he had seen it.

We don't let these sorts of stories pass, but it
seemed that the run down farm mentioned was
some 40 odd miles to the south, and could now be
deserted, with the bike long gone, but the story
teller was adamant that there was a good chance
that the bike was still there!

So a map was drawn on paper with a series of
landmarks to follow after driving off the main high-
way after the next town to the south.

My mate on the job was a mad footy fan, not in the
least bit interested in 2 wheels, but we did face
boring nights in the pub, and he suggested that we
embark on the hunt that very night after an early
evening meal.

It was high summer and we soon made it south to
the next town and turned off on to a graded dirt road
that headed due south as far as we could see in the
late afternoon light. The landmarks on our map
continued to show up and we began to see that this
was no wild goose chase so far, but we soon real-
ised that the only sign of a derelict farm was an old
windmill well back from the road in a small patch of
Aussie scrub and we continued due south for sev-
eral miles, until we were faced with a dry creek bed,
and no road on the other side, and so we turned
around in the gathering dusk, and headed north
again.

We were about to pass the windmill that we had
observed, when the mate suddenly said, "I am sure I
saw a light back there next to the windmill", so once
more a u-turn and off the road and across the open
paddocks in the direction of the barely visible light
which turned out to be from a small run down cot-
tage next to the windmill and hidden from view by
the surrounding scrub.

I found my way to a door near the source of the light

and knocked. I heard sounds of movement and
when the door opened, a kerosine lantern was held
in my face by a grizzled oldtimer and the statement,
"Whatderyerwant?",

I mentioned the old motorcycle, and after a pause
he invited me in to the dark room where his equally
ancient wife was sitting at a table finishing the
evening meal. It immediately became clear that the
bike was there alright, but he wasn't parting with it,
as it had been promised to a young nephew, but he
did agree to let me look at it.

My mate had been sitting in the car catching up on
his paperwork (he was the engineer/office worker in
the team) and he was out of the car in an instant
when we walked outside with the lantern and
headed for a small storage shed a few yards away.
There by the lantern light was a 600cc (?) JAP V-
twin, installed in an unrecogniseable frame and
cycle parts – but it was complete – and still with the
WHITE tires!

On the petrol tank was the remains of a hand
painted logo about 100mm square, with an inter-
twined 'B' and 'M' recogniseable, but little else.

So we took our leave from the long retired farmer
and his wife, now on friendly terms as is the case
with country people. A little sad as we were probably
the only visitors that they had seen in months!

The trip was voted as well worth it, and it had filled
in an evening for us!

Roll on for some 20 odd years, and the bike sur-
faced at a V&V rally in the area in the hands of the
nephew. I contacted him and found out that the bike
was in fact one of only two that had been built back
in the early 20s by a Bendigo blacksmith, the logo
r e p r e s e n t i n g " T h e B e n d i g o M o t o r c y c l e
Manufacturers" or some such thing.

The remains of the other bike built with a JAP single
motor had been found, and was to be restored, and
so the circle was completed!

I have had other similar experiences, usually result-
ing in the recovery of a Velocette.

FACT OR FICTION

The old bike
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It all started with this bloke who rode into my yard
one day on a Triumph Speed Twin. He was a new-
comer to our district and my reputation as a motor-
cycle ‘fixer’ had brought him to my door with a spring
hub rear wheel that flopped about so horribly, that
my sole comment was ‘Go and buy a new rigid wheel
and throw that lot away!’ I can’t recall what hap-
pened about the wheel, but as a matter of course, I
soon made a point of visiting the newcomer’s home
– the most probable excuse that I used for doing so
being that a mate had told me that he had a very
attractive blonde sister! At that time my mode of
transport was a scooter that I had constructed using
a pre-war Ariel frame turned upside down and the
front frame tube removed, the top frame tube (now
the bottom) bent to give the headstock the correct
angle, then the girder forks shortened and eight inch
wheelbarrow wheels fitted. The new motive force
was a 98cc German D.K.W. unit, the design of which
was copied for the B.S.A. Bantam. The result was
covered with a neat hand beaten body and this filled
my need for a going to work vehicle.

This ‘odd bod’ construction came about purely
because the Ariel cycle parts used were once a 16 H
Norton powered work outfit, and some time previ-
ously the Norton engine and gearbox, and the Ariel
rear wheel and mudguard, had become the basis of
a three-wheeler, and at this point in time, the com-
pletely worn out 16 H engine was being replaced by
a BSA A7 twin unit. The conversion was being car-
ried out as spare time permitted and it was while I
was visiting the new neighbours one Sunday, that
this sister demanded that she be allowed to go for a
short ride on the scooter, and despite her brother’s
loud warnings of disaster, I foolishly allowed her to
depart up our local main road, with very clear
instructions to go up to the next major road intersec-
tion and then return.

We watched her depart in the light Sunday traffic of
1951, and the minutes ticked by to the sounds of
her brother’s loud ‘I told you so’s’. I was very much
relieved when the scooter re-appeared – but from
the opposite direction! The little blonde rider was a

trifle ruffled and couldn’t conceal the odd bloodied
scratches on her forearms – but there was an
explanation forthcoming.

The little scooter had apparently wanted to go for a
‘good ride around the block’ but on the second
corner where the roads were very second class in
the manner of those far off post-war days, it decided
to veer off the road, and go head first into a box-
thorn bush hedge (very common in our district then).
The scooter and rider finished up firmly jammed into
this thorny prison. It was only with the assistance of
a passing motorist that the whole plot was extri-
cated and helped to get going again.

What happened to the little blonde? Well she’s a
great grandmother now and still prone to ignoring
good advice. And cheeky as she ever was and still
blaming the scooter!! How do I know all this? Well I
leave it to the readers to figure this out for them-
selves.

FACT OR FICTION

The little scooter that could

I was born unfortunately with defective hearing and
eyesight, and never drove a car or motorcycle, but
though I am now well into my eighties I well recall
the names of motorcycles that I encountered sta-
tionary with their riders at the roadside – Duggie,
Vinny, Beama, Blownup, Pissoff, Arley, Injun, Vello
(or was it Jello?), Henfield, Rough Exterior, Matchy,
Fanny B, Beeza, Panter, Trumpy, Beam, Duke,

Heapershit, Cally, Hairyyell, Herder

I often wondered why people talk to inanimate
objects and always stopped and made conversation
with these sometimes abrupt people! I do also recall
that a lot of the names were often prefixed by the
name Bluddy!

Your’s sincerely, Chatty Old B

Bluddy!
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He was old and he was weary, He’d had his fill of years,
He’d ridden many million miles around this ‘Vale of Tears’,

And yet he still stood upright, a motorcyclist proud,
As slowly he ascended to a place above the clouds.

The Pearly Gates came into view, and one more step he took,
The man in charge of movements, was checking through his book;

‘We’ve a problem here’ Saint Peter said, ‘You’re to see the man in Stores.
Just take the cloudbank to your left, and go down several floors.’

Our hero took the proffered route, and came upon a hall,
With wings and harps and nightshirts, stacked high against the walls!

Once more there was confusion, his was a special case,
So down the aisles and out the back, to yet another place.

And there in all it’s glory, there stood a VELOCETTE,
With pristine paint and sparkling chrome, no miles upon it yet!

‘It’s yours’ said Peter’s helper, ‘We wish you happy miles!’
A first kick start, and down the road, his face all wreathed in smiles!

This bike it used no petrol, it’s oil it never dropped,
The tires they never lost their grip, or scuffed in any spot.

The motor never missed a beat, the chains they never wore!
This bike was so darned perfect, the rider never swore!

But in the end resentment began to fill our mate;
He longed for some adjustment, and tools about the floor,

some dust upon the paintwork!
He’d never been so BORED!!

So back to Peter’s helper, a query on his lips,
‘I’VE HAD THIS THING FOR AGES, AND NOTHING EVER SLIPS!,
I realise now, it’s not for me, this place seems rather strange,

and if you’ve no objection, I’d much prefer a change.’

The storeman chewed his pencil, and gave a little smile,
‘You can’t return the bike’ he said, ‘or change your domicile!

You’re here for all Eternity, now listen to me well!,
You’re stuck with it forever – IN MOTORCYCLIST’S HELL!’

Motorcycle hell

Forget those Ks and pascals
Forget those ‘Ks’ and Pascals, and all that litre crap,

Just miles per hour, and wind on face, and all the old times back!
Insects filling eyes and lungs, tears streaming past your ears!

No hint of modern traffic, let’s just roll back the years.

No purrs or whines – just steady beats, with just a trace of clatter,
Cold and wet discomfort, that never seemed to matter!

No ULP or slicks, or fairings front and rear,
When I’m off and rolling, the years just disappear.

The day will come I know, when I’m stuck on full retard!
With locked up joints and seizures, that make just walking hard,

But hopefully I’ll still find joy, just watching from the side,
Those great machines of time gone by, and seeing others ride.

FACT OR FICTION
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Now Murphy had a push bike, the frame was far from sound!
The chain was stiff, the seat long gone, the wheels were less than round;

He dreamed of faster travel, and soaring like a kite,
and so he saved ‘potatoes’, and bought another bike.

Now this one had an engine, a large and oily lump!
The lights worked by electrics, and threw a glow up front,

The petrol tank was ‘saddle’ and a reddish shade of green;
With pipes and taps and knee grips, a finer sight you’d never seen!

The gearbox was a terror, the clutch was simply vile!
The engine seized, a tire blew, before he’d gone a mile.

You could trace the front wheel’s progress, by it’s ring of flying sparks!
(this bike would now be Classic, worth many thousand bucks!)

The tires had seen a better day, the wheels were light on spokes;
But now he had some transport – unlike the other blokes!
The village gazed in wonder, as he rode it home from town,

The motor firing weakly, (the grades were mostly down!)

He steered the monster gently, towards the nearest pub,
it shook and smoked and rattled, but made it to his club.
His mates all gathered ’round, and gazed in silent awe,

at rusted chrome and oily parts, that dripped upon the floor;
But Murphy was exultant! – he’d had a taste of speed,

he figured that a bit of love, was all his bike would need.

The starting drill was easy – but not the quickest part!
The levers set, you gave a kick – it just refused to start!

Some said that it was petrol, it only needed choke,
Others said the sparkplug – or something must be broke.

A lot of kicking later and quite a bit of pain,
the trouble was located – a broken primary chain!

A couple of pints of Irish ale, brightened up the day,
His mates were quick to help him, and pushed him on his way.

Down the hill and round the bend to the local auto shop,
But then he found another fault – the thing refused to stop!

He missed the little hump-backed bridge, the women fled and screamed –
bike and rider parted then and ended in the stream.

It took some weeks to fix the bike, with missing parts that mattered;
Murphy took much longer; his confidence was shattered!

Then came a day he tried again, and everything went well,
He ventured far o’er hill and dale, until the twilight fell;

He turned for home with lights ablaze, his heart began to swell,
but then the Prince of Darkness struck, and Heaven turned to Hell!.

He stopped and did some tinkering, but nothing did he gain;
The fog came down, his matches spent – it then began to rain!

He pushed his treasure homewards, reflecting on his plight,
but Murphy was no quitter! He was going to tame his bike!

He took a correspondence course, on motorcycle themes,
he pulled the stubborn beast apart – and fixed it in his dreams

The light of day was harder – it had a thousand parts,
the valves were worked by rockers, it’s internals – pure Black Arts!

Perseverance was his watchword, and then there came a day,
a gentle prod, a burst of power, and he was on his way.
It’s said you hear him riding still, the motor beating well,

on darkest nights a gentle beam goes racing through the dell!

But then again there’s other tales of Irish Saints blasphemed,
as Murphy gamely soldiers on, with problems yet unseen,

it’s hoped he’ll find eternal peace, his spirit finally rest;
His Irish soul untroubled – his motorcycle blessed!

Murphy’s motorcycle

FACT OR FICTION
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I was sitting in my small workshop, an almost empty
bottle of beer beside me, and my eyes half seeing a
small frame and wheels and a collection of small
engine parts on the floor in front of me. My thoughts
wandered back.

It was about three weeks ago, and I had ridden
down to the local newsagent to pick up my ‘Green
Un’, and was sitting astride my Trumpy at the kerb,
flipping through the pages to see what was of major
interest, when I felt a touch on my arm, and raised
my eyes to take in the sight of a gorgeous bird in
high boots and a miniskirt. ‘I can see that you are a
keen motorcyclist’ she trilled, ‘I was wondering if you
would be interested in clearing out a shed full of old
bikes, and cleaning them up so that I can sell
them?’

Did she think I was stupid? But then again it would-
n’t hurt to look. So in moments the Triumph was
ticking over and she was on the pillion seat giving
me directions to her home. Soon the shed door was
open and there were at least half a dozen bikes
covered in oil and dust – most with flat tires. ‘Some-
where at the back there is a dismantled Velocette’
she murmured, ‘You can have it if you clean the
bikes up, and maybe get them going.’

And so it was for the next two weeks; any spare time
saw me toiling away with the kerosine brush and the
garden hose, polishing and pumping up tires, and in
most cases the bikes were running by the time
would be buyers started turning up in answer to the
ads that she had placed.

I had tried every ploy that I knew to get her to spend
some fun time with me, but with no success. She
plied me with endless cups of herbal tea, and even
the shock of finding out that my Velocette was in
fact nothing more than the remains of a Velo Solex
was soon forgotten when she appeared in pink
leather hot pants, with the usual cup of tea! In

between times I had managed to ask as to her
married status and she had dismissed the question
easily saying ‘Yes I am married, but my husband has
another passionate love, and there is little that I can
do about it!’

So it was that the cleaned up bikes were wheeled
and ridden out the gate by their new owners, at a
price that I considered reasonable to say the least!
Even my mate snapped up a nice Bonneville that
would have been mine if I had the ‘Ready’! He left
with his last whispered words still in my ear, ‘Who
the hell would want a ‘Bonnie’ when you have that
bird practically eating out of your hand?’

So at the end of the day I collected my Velo Solex,
and went home to consider my next move with a girl
who was not only beautiful but was now ‘flush’ with
the proceeds of the bikes – and my labours! So
while I showered and shaved I considered a plan of
action that I was sure would advance our relation-
ship a bit further.

I rode back and parked the bike out front and was
immediately aware of some pretty impressive motor-
cycle sounds coming from around the back of the
house. It proved to be a Black Shadow being fettled
by a big bloke squatting beside it, while ‘my’ bird
stood alongside with a look of complete satisfaction
on her face! ‘Oh Hello’ she said sweetly, ‘This is my
husband, he has been rebuilding the Vincent around
at his mate’s place for weeks, only coming home to
sleep! We are booked on the boat with the bike in a
few days. We are going over to the Isle of Man and
then doing the tour of the continental circuits – we
may even stay over there if we can get work per-
mits.’

So, thinking back, I should have seen it coming. But
her legs, and smiles, and those miniskirts!! I’m
sticking with me mates from now on for a while!

The dolly bird

FACT OR FICTION

’DAAD!’ The two brothers had been whispering
together as their elder sister and mother cleared
away the dishes of the midday meal, while their
father ran his eye over the Sunday Mail. Dad low-
ered the newspaper and knew immediately that the
boys had something serious on their ten year old
minds. ‘Yes?’ ‘It’s that old motorbike in the garden
shed, could we pull it out and get it going?’

‘Well, you had better ask your mother about that’
said Dad, as he and his wife of 15 years exchanged
glances. This stumped the boys a bit, they were
used to having requests referred to Mum, but on the

subject of an old bike, a bit strange! Dad went on
‘It’s really your Mum’s bike – it’s a long story.’

‘You see, back in the depression before the war, I
was working up on the Murray with a mate. We both
owned pretty beat up old bikes, mine a Norton, his a
Triumph, we were cutting wood at the time, and
‘batching’ in a shed on the property owned by a
widow woman with a young sheila that we took to be
her daughter. The bike in our shed, was at that time
sitting in the shed where we slept, with one tire
missing, and a homemade sidecar chassis topped
with a shallow box attached, and it was on a Sunday

The old AJS
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How could he complain! He had just traded his old
Triumph single in on a lovely Speed Twin and side-
car, and he was dating the loveliest girl in the world,
fun to be with, a great dancer and party goer, and
wonderful to cuddle up to after an evening of fun.
True! Her sparkling personality seemed to change a
little from time to time, but never for the worse, and
on the next date she would be back to her old self.

Her wishes were never ignored, one of the first had
seen the sidecar removed from the Trumpy, the
better to enjoy the weekend trips out into the coun-
tryside, carefree two-up riding, with her holding him
close definitely had it’s advantages, and after a few
months there were signs that she expected that
their relationship should be put on a more perma-
nent footing. He wasn’t all too sure about this step,
but if he wished to continue the comfortable easy
life that they had fallen into, he was running short of
options. However, things continued as they were
until, with the Easter break approaching, she sud-
denly suggested that they should take a cottage in
the country for a few days and with this in mind,
could he please put the sidecar back on the bike.

This seemed a reasonable request, as there would

be luggage, and he had no objection to the change,
but uppermost in his mind was the thought of a few
days of relaxation, something that had been pretty
hard to come by in the hectic months of their time
together. She was not only beautiful, but also a very
lusty physical person, and he was beginning to
wonder if he was in fact, capable of maintaining
their pace of life together.

So the Triumph was given a service, and the sidecar
was dragged out and hitched on, and while she
attended to the details of cottage hire, everything
was soon ready to go. Time passed quickly and he
was looking forward to picking her up on Thursday
night before Easter.

As he eased the outfit into the kerb in front of her
home, she emerged with her suitcase, and his pulse
quickened as he took in the sight of her slim form
and light Summer clothes. This was going to be the
best weekend of his whole life!! A long kiss, and he
busied himself with strapping the suitcase on to the
sidecar’s parcel rack.

All secured, he stood up and for the first time,
REALLY understood. Facing him were identical
smiling twins!!

Double happiness!

FACT OR FICTION

such as this, that this sheila walked down from the
farmhouse and found us checking out the old AJS.
For that’s what it is, and in the course of conversa-
tion she said, ‘I’ll bet you boys could get that bike
going, and teach me to ride!’

Such a challenge was soon acted upon, and with the
widow’s permission (it wasn’t her mother) the side
car was detached and it’s good tire went on the bare
rim of the bike and we soon had it running around
the paddock, with the girl showing that she would
soon ride as well as we did!

A couple of weeks passed, and after paying the
widow 2 pounds 10 shillings for the outfit. We had
spent some time fitting the sidebox to my 16H
Norton, and it was time to head back to Adelaide. I
guess you could say that we had become pretty
chummy with the sheila and it came as no surprise
when she said that she was heading home to
Adelaide also. She pointed out that she could ride
the AJS which I intended to partly dismantle and
take home in the box. So it was that soon after, we
all headed off at daybreak and had a good run until
we were almost to my home town of Crafers in the
Adelaide Hills, at which point the back tire on the
Norton went flat. While the mate and I sat on the
side of the road and repaired the puncture, we sent
the sheila on with instructions to call in to the house
with the white picket fence on the edge of town and
inform my family of our impending arrival.

We made it home and I was surprised to find that
the sheila and the AJS were gone! ‘She just gave us
the message and rode off on her bike’ said Mum.
‘Her bloody bike!’ I exploded. ‘It’s mine!’ seeing my
thoughts of a ‘prettied up’ bike putting a few quid in
my pocket disappear. However a couple of beers at
the pub with some old mates had everyone laughing
at how we had been taken by a bit of fluff! Then for
the first time I had a strange feeling that my loss
wasn’t all to do with the AJS.

I busied myself doing a bit of part time work in the
local market gardens and was surprised to come
home one afternoon and see the old AJS leaning on
the front fence, and inside this sheila happily chat-
ting to Mum and Dad over a cup of tea!

I stood there like a stunned mullet as she got up
from the table, and gave me a big hug and immedi-
ately the tears and words began to fall out. ‘I
stopped as you asked and gave your Mum the
message but I was all mixed up inside. You never
took any notice of me you sod – all you and your
mate thought about was the bikes! Somehow I
couldn’t face you again and, anyhow, the AJ was
really sort of mine! I guess I intended to return it as
soon as I sorted myself out, and so – here’s your
bike back. I’ve looked after it.

So boys – that’s the story – and yes, you really will
have to ask your Mother about this one!’
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