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OUR CLUB OBJECTIVES:
•	 To promote interest in and use of Wolseley vehicles.
•	 To arrange social functions for the purpose of promoting the objectives of the club.
•	 To promote and encourage the efficient maintenance of members' vehicles.
•	 To render technical assistance to members.
•	 To produce a newsletter regularly as a vehicle for the exchange of owners experience, 

technical information, the sale and exchange of cars and spare parts, or any other matters of 
interest to members.

•	 To maintain a library of information on the history, maintenance, repair and modification of 
Wolseley cars, to be available to members.

•	 To maintain a central register and stock of spares which may be established to assist 
members.

		  Club website : www.wolseleycarclub.co.nz 

HOW TO CONTACT US:
National President:		  National Secretary:
Gordon Duthie (Beryl)	 	 Michael Kruse (Raewynn)
13 Maryport Street	 	 297 Huatoki Street, 
Lawrence, Otago 9532	 	 New Plymouth 4310
Ph 027 431 0039	 	 Phone 027 660 0203(mobile)
email gbduthie@xtra.co.nz	 email michael.kruse432@gmail.com

Regalia Enquiries: 	 Website Coordinator:	 North Island Branch:
Sharon O’Malley	 Anthony Billing	 Raewynn Kruse (Michael)
PO Box 75, Leeston 7576	 Email: anthonybilling@gmail.com	 297 Huatoki Street
Ph 021 498 162	 Phone 021 994 487 	 New Plymouth 4310
Email: dandsomalley@gmail.com	 	 Email: raewynnk@gmail.com
	 	 Ph 027 2438 565	

	  

Nelson/Marlborough:	 Christchurch:	 Southern Region:
Bryan Stansbury (Gaylene)	 Stuart Penny	 Fergus Sime (Mary Jane)
113 Whitby Road	 1 Kensington Ave	 445 East Taieri-Allanton Rd
Wakefield, Nelson	 Rangiora 7400	 RD 2, Mosgiel 9092
Phone (03) 541 8255	 Phone (03) 313 4454	 Ph 03 4534008,
0274048468	
Email: stansburys@xtra.co.nz 	 Email stu.jude@gmail.com	 Email fergus.sime@xtra.co.nz 

 
Spare Parts Enquiries:		  All Newsletter Enquiries:	

If unable to be handled by your local	 Send to: Michael Kruse (Raewynn)
Branch, contact: Colin Hey (Jenny)	 michael.kruse432@gmail.com
Email: wolseley.spares.nz@gmail.com	 027 6600 203
021 883 807	

Disclaimer: The views and opinions in this publication are personal to the authors, 
and not necessarily the official views of the Wolseley Car Club of NZ Inc. 
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EDITOR’S BIT
Hi Wolseleyites,

We have been getting ready for a European holiday 5th July to 8th of 
August, with 3 days in Singapore to break the journey to London. Then to the 
Festival of Speed at Goodwood. Then to France for a few days. Followed by 
the Bullet Train to Amsterdam. Here we travel down the Rhine River back to 
Basel. Aeroplane to Rome then a 9-day Coach Trip around Italia. Then back 
home via Singapore.

Finally, 
some Wolseley 
stuff, to make 
happen, Produce the Accounts for North Island 
Branch before the AGM.

The Wolseley Word is kindly being edited 
by Gordon Duthie and the publisher while I 
am away.

Thanks also to Annette McKnight for 
her help in writing up the minutes and for 
planning the North Island AGM in early 
August at Napier 

Cheers Michael

THIS MONTH’S YOUTUBE WATCHGood for a read - read all three parts.

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HroY2XuSObs

PRESIDENTS REPORT
Hi Members,

   As Michael has said he and Raewynn are away on their over seas trip and I will 
do my best to put the July Word together. Al the very best Michael & Raewynn 
for your well deserved and interesting trip. Some reports in this issue will include 
AGM notices, please think about why you joined and  what you could do to help 
or contribute to your branch and fellow members. The club will welcome your 
support. The last Zoom meeting was a Special General Meeting to pass the new 
constitution which went very well and didn’t take long so we then went around 
all those in attendance for anything they wanted to talk about, this went very well 

and could be something that could be organised from time to time in the future. Last weekend nine Southern 
Branch members went through to Christchurch and got into extracting parts that Colin had listed, out of 
three cars and then going out for a meal that evening. We had a great time. Gavin will have a report on this 
in the July Word. 

That’s all for now,

Regards, 
Gordon Duthie

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=HroY2XuSObs
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There are three big events coming up for North Island Wolseleyites. The first is a new event, Christmas 
in July. This  event is designed to chase away the winter blues, and will be held at the Enchanted 
Cafe in Tirau on Saturday July 19 at 12 noon. An a la carte menu (pay on the day) is provided. If you 
would like to attend, please contact either Derek Dixon (thedixons@xtra.co.nz) or Annette McKnight 
(mcknightannette80@gmail.com) so we can include you in our booking.

The second big event is our North Island AGM IN  NAPIER from August 15 to August 17.  Planning 
is still underway, but more details will be sent to North Islanders in the coming weeks. We guarantee an 
interesting weekend with lots of fun and good companionship. You wont get a job if you come along, but 
you will have a good time.

 No doubt you have heard of the great adventures we have shared at our past rallies, so we have saved 
the best for last. The Creel Lodge Rally returns from Friday 31 October till Sunday 2 November. Those who 
went last year will tell you of the fabulous times we had, and this rally promises to be even better! 

So start filling in your calendar and saving your pennies so you can join us for some unforgettable times 
with the Wolseley Car Club. Oh, and don’t forget the real Christmas Party in December, date and venue to 
be announced. It’s all go at Wolseley!

Annette McKnight

Club Captain

Wolseley Word Club Captain’s Report North Island

Colin’s Notes
There’s been quite a bit going on over the last month. May has been the busiest month for Club Spares 

we’ve had for a long time, with 18 orders for parts coming in and over $5,000 worth of turnover. It’s 
always encouraging to see members carrying out significant maintenance on their cars. One big order 
was from Cartel Motor Works in Nelson who were doing a full front suspension and steering overhaul on 
a 6/99 belonging to one of our members there in readiness for re-registration, so they had gone through 
everything very carefully and needed some new steering joints, a full set of rubber bushes, king-pin bushes 
and replacement shock absorbers. Two other members are obviously tackling engine overhaul work as 
gasket sets were ordered and sent, and then there were the usual orders for miscellaneous items. One out-
of-the-park order was for a brand-new crown-wheel and pinion for a 6/90 diff (4.1 to 1 ratio), needed after 
a full diff overhaul was unsuccessful in silencing a noisy rear end. After I checked the part number we 
actually had it in stock – a new old stock item still in its original 1950’s parts box wrapped in greased paper. 
Quite possibly the last one available anywhere in NZ, maybe anywhere! It was duly packed up and sent. 
Hopefully the next rebuild will be successful and the diff will never have to be touched again in the next 70 
years!

It’s now been confirmed that the trees around Idlewood, in particular around our clubrooms and spares 
sheds, are definitely going to be removed by Environment Canterbury (Ecan), and that it’s going to happen 
in the next few weeks or so. We’re not looking forward to the result, as there’s going to be quite a mess 
made by the harvest machinery, particularly given its mid-winter and the grounds are very soft at the 
moment. It’s also going to leave us much more exposed to the wind, but on the positive side there will be 
no more pine needles to clean up every working bee, and the spoutings will stay much cleaner for much 
longer. Hopefully our buildings and containers won’t be damaged, as there are several trees in very close 
proximity to them, and one large tree within a metre of the clubrooms. The tree harvesting contractors have 
told us they can probably successfully remove the tricky ones by felling them individually in pieces rather 
than using the harvesting machinery, so hopefully that will be the case. While all of this work is going on 
(probably for a period of 2 or 3 weeks) we will have no access to the spares shed or the grounds around it, 
so if you need anything during that time you may possibly have to wait. I will take a few things home that 
could be needed during this time such as oil filters, engine and carburettor gaskets sets, and some of the 
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Deadline for next Wolseley Word
26th July 2025

more commonly used suspension bushes, so please continue to email your requests through and I’ll let you 
know what we can provide and when.

In preparation for this work, we were asked if we could move or dispose of our four cars in “rotten 
row” as they were in the way. These consisted of a 6/99 we’d had for about 2 years, a 4/44 and a 6/110 that 
arrived about a year ago, and a very rusty and decrepit 18/85 that arrived about 4 months ago. We decided 
this would be a good opportunity to try and finish parting them out as much as possible, but what worried 
us was getting the manpower needed to tackle this, as we didn’t want to send them off to the recycling 
company still with useful parts on them. Ever since we’ve been having Matariki weekends (4 years now) 
we’ve organised a special working bee on the Friday and dedicated it to getting rid of at least one car from 
our “rotten row”, so with this year’s weekend coming up we planned another one to try and do the same 
again but do all 4 cars, realising of course that we would have to prioritise what we took off the cars as we 
wouldn’t have a show of getting everything we’d normally try and save.

A month or so again happened to be talking to Gordon Duthie and mentioned this, and he came up the 
idea of organising some manpower from the Southern Branch to come up to Christchurch and help. The 
call went out, and before he knew it he had 7 keen volunteers ready to come, and so it all happened on the 
Saturday of Matariki weekend. The troops motored up from Dunedin and south of there on the Friday, and 
then reported for duty at Idlewood on a cool and damp winter morning with tools, time, and enthusiasm 
to rip into it together with a few of us locals. By then we had pretty much finished off the 6/110, so the 
other 3 were pulled and pushed out into the open beside the spares shed and lined up ready to meet their 
fate. I made up a list of what we wanted off each car, we had a safety pre-start, and boy did everyone then 
get stuck in. Eddie Bishop and Ray Willoughby fired up the BBQ and the wives looked after the rest of 
the catering to feed the machine, so by about 3pm the job was done, and we had 3 more very stripped out 
Wolseleys ready for their last road trip before rein-car-nation in China or some other steel-hungry nation. 
The way the world is at the moment though, they’ll probably be turned into missiles and fall to the ground 
as shrapnel.

That night we all went out for dinner together at the Papanui RSA. Everyone without exception said 
how much they enjoyed the day, and I wondered why because by 3pm everyone was muddy and covered in 
grime and oil. I’m sure it was because we got the job done, did it well, and there was lots of talk and banter 

6/99 after the Matariki working bee, ready for it’s last road trip.
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as the day progressed, with lots of discussion about the best way of doing the more difficult jobs safely and 
as quickly as possible. For example, the best way to remove an engine and gearbox from a 6/99 – drop it all 
out the bottom and then lift up the front of the car to drag it out from underneath, or struggle with an engine 
crane without being able to move it forwards or backwards because the wheels of the crane wouldn’t roll in 
the soft ground. Dropping it down with the front suspension and then dragging it out with a car won hand’s 
down, but it was amazing how high the front of the car had to be lifted and supported while that happened.

So, a huge thanks to the Southern team for their help, and as I write this 3 of the stripped-out cars have 
now gone to scrap, with the last to be taken tomorrow. The tree people can now come and do what they have 
to do.

We’ve decided that we will not take in any more spares cars for possibly a year or so, as we have to 
clean up and put away what we saved this time around, and there’s also a lot of old used parts that came to 
Idlewood from our last shed at New Brighton Road 14 years ago now that need to be sorted out to make 
room for things we do really need to save and store properly in the future, so that can get some priority 
instead.

With all of the above going on there hasn’t been a lot of time spent in my own shed, however I did 
manage to get Matthews Hornet (Mini) sorted out and running as it should be again. A good check over and 
full tune-up did the trick, including a good carburettor clean out with a new float needle and seat and air 
cleaner as well. I’ve also got Nick Stevenson’s Wolseley Six in my shed with the engine and auto out to fix 
a broken torque converter flexi-plate, and a week ago I also had delivered a very rough 16/60 with a good 
engine which is going to be transplanted into Richard and Elizabeth Smith’s 16/60 which ran the big-end 
bearings a couple of years ago. Looks like there’s a couple of busy months ahead! More about those two 
projects in the next couple of newsletters.

Motoring wise, a highlight for this month gone was the annual VCC Irishman Rally, held over 
Kings Birthday weekend, which Matthew and I did back-up duties for in my Ford Ranger. Not so many 
breakdowns for us to attend to this year because we spent most of our time looking after two river crossings 
and helping tow cars out of them after they were either stuck in loose gravel or had put the fire out under the 
bonnet because the electrics had gotten too wet to work any more. A great weekend though of reasonably 
rugged motoring in the Mackenzie Basin and South Canterbury areas, which included a trip up to the top of 
the Mt Dobson Ski Field road. For those who are interested, one of the participants put a very good video 
together which is now on Youtube: https://youtu.be/Ar6EA2AF0gU

Another excellent day out on Tuesday 17th June was a hastily organised veteran car run with 3 of 
my good Veteran Car Club mates, which made the most of a short period of fine weather soon after the 
first winter snowy front came through a week after Kings Birthday Weekend. We all trailered our cars to 
Hororata Domain and started from there, driving to Coalgate and then stopping for lunch at the café in 
Glentunnel at the golf course. We then carried on to the Whitecliffs community centre and then the bridge 
further up the Whitecliffs road, and from there we drove back to and then south along SH77 to Glenroy, 
where we turned left at Downs Road and returned to Hororata to arrive back there about 2pm. The total 
distance was about 40km. There were four cars, two Model T Speedsters, a 1908 De Dion, and I took our 
1909 Wolseley-Siddeley. Turned out the weather was perfect – a clear blue sky day. It was a frosty start 
so cold, but we were all dressed in warm clothes and ready for it. What a stunning run in the foothills, 
especially in the afternoon with the snow-capped mountains beside us. It was a great way to spend the day 
and really enjoyed by us all.

Well, I think that’s about enough for this month. For our Christchurch-based members, don’t forget our 
AGM on Sunday 27th July. We need a good turnout to make sure we have a well-planned year ahead of us, 
so it’s important that our branch members attend. Stuart Penny will send out all the information in plenty 
of time, but it will be held once again in the Christchurch Caravan Club hall immediately in front of us at 
Idlewood, 771 McLeans Island Road. We will put on a light lunch which members can contribute to if they 
wish.

Colin Hey
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A Wolseley Journey: My Lifelong Affair with a British Classic
By Gerald Johnstone

Part 1: A Life in Cars: From Fiat to Electric and Back to Wolseley
I had survived over four decades without a Wolseley—or any other British car—in my life. When I 

sit down to catalogue the sequence from the beginning, it reads like a motoring memoir: Fiat Bambina, 
Wolseley 1300 automatic, Ford Escort Ghia, Honda Accord, another Honda Accord, Mazda 323 Ltd, Subaru 
Legacy AWD, Citroën BX, Honda CRX, BMW 318i, Mercedes-Benz, Mercedes-Benz, Mazda Eunos 
with Miller Cycle engine, Citroën ZX, BMW 320i convertible, Mercedes C-Class 200, BMW i3 EV, Mini 
Cooper SE EV, Mini Aceman.

Now that I’ve written them down, it seems like quite a collection for one person. Apart from the trusty 
Fiat, they were all automatic—which was decidedly atypical for the time, especially for a younger guy 
who professed to love cars. Manual transmissions were the only “real” option then, except for me. I could 
never see the point of changing gears, and as technology developed, automatic transmissions became more 
efficient than even the best manually operated ones.

I’m struck by the diversity of brands, models, and countries of origin represented here. I was certainly 
not loyal to any particular marque—I loved cars and all their fascinating differences. Until relatively 
recently, one had to pick one’s way carefully through the winners and the lemons. BMC was hardly the only 
motor company to produce decidedly dodgy vehicles.

These days, the vast majority of new cars are almost identical in terms of economy, build quality, and 
the inclusion of multiple safety and comfort features. There may be minor advantages of one brand over 
another, but really it’s more a matter of finding something that suits your needs, taking it for a test drive to 
ensure reality meets expectations, deciding on the specification level, picking a colour, and handing over the 
money. Little thought is given to “Will it last a month?” Life is so easy these days.

Some brands have been slower on the uptake regarding build quality and reliability—I have no idea 
why Italian cars came to mind—but even these marques now produce high-quality, reliable vehicles, if not 
without their charming quirks.

My last three cars have all been pure electric, and I am a complete convert on so many levels. Don’t 
get me started—but oh, if you insist: their utter smoothness and silence; their incredible torque resulting 
in almost neck-snapping acceleration away from traffic lights like a nuclear missile, leaving puzzled 
petrolheads in their souped-up V8s coughing in one’s dust; the innovation and challenging of so many 
accepted pillars of automotive design; never having to visit a petrol station again; not paying for fuel but 
recharging peacefully at home for a fraction of the cost; the lower ecological footprint (I’m not dismissing 
the trace element issues or minimising potential environmental harm); and the wonder of driving a vehicle 
that feels so life- and world-changing.

An EV needs virtually no servicing. In fact, one is strongly encouraged to stay away from mechanics 
and simply enjoy the ride. In my current car, about all I can do personally is fill the windscreen washer 
reservoir. Normal wear and tear still happens—tyres and brakes—and the tyres for my car are extremely 
expensive because of their eco-friendly design. Otherwise, there’s almost no need to darken the door of 
one’s motor mechanic.

Any sane person would have revelled in the delight of owning a series of cars that gave great joy for all 
the right reasons and never missed a beat—and left it at that. But not I, said this particular fly. About nine 
months ago, I woke up and decided I needed a classic car. One with carburettors and a choke and spark 
plugs and distributor caps. A *real* car. I can only assume I suffered some brain seizures during the night to 
account for this extraordinary turn of events, and I was not to be deterred.
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My spouse, friends, and family humoured me in a jovial, good-natured way, confident that this hare-
brained scheme would pass. (That’s probably a bit harsh on hares, who would most likely have loped off 
into the hills the moment they saw a classic car coming their way.)

My first task was choosing which particular classic car to pursue. The answer came to me like a 
thunderclap from heaven—a Wolseley 1300 automatic. But this time would be different. I knew what 
to look out for, had a better understanding of mechanics, was familiar with potential pitfalls (including 
financial ruin), and in some perverse way wanted to recreate my Wolseley story with a happier ending. I 
suspect such an outcome was statistically less likely than winning Lotto four weeks in a row, never mind the 
potential potholes along the way. I also wanted to do something to honour the Wolseley brand, with which I 
felt a strong connection—which in itself might seem perverse.

Once I had settled on a Wolseley 1300 Mk II automatic as my object of desire (Take 2!), I ran into my 
first major hurdle. There were none to buy. I scoured all the relevant websites and contacted various people 
in the know, to no avail. The collective wisdom was that a poorly designed and manufactured car was never 
going to last the distance. As they aged and accumulated miles—if they were lucky—they began breaking 
down more frequently. When repair bills became prohibitive, they were unceremoniously taken to the 
wreckers’ yard.

I was told there were three Wolseley 1300 Mk II automatics registered in the Canterbury region, but 
unsurprisingly, I never glimpsed one. Being the paradoxical creature that I am (did I mention that while I 
know quite a bit about cars, I can barely work out how to open the bonnet, let alone change a spark plug? 
Tragic but true), this only made me more determined to find one.

At one point of desperation, I discovered an Austin Vanden Plas Princess 1300 automatic for sale in… 
wait for it… the Isle of Wight. These little gems are the equivalent of the fairy on top of the BMC Christmas 
tree—drowning in restrained British luxury and completely irresistible. The underpinnings are more or less 
the same as the humble Morris, but BMC didn’t waste a second gilding the lily.

First, the grille was redesigned to remind potential purchasers of the famous vertical Rolls-Royce 
version. The paint colours were rich, glowing, and exclusive to the Princess—dark navies, claret reds, and 
so forth. There was extensive use of chrome (even more than on the Wolseley), and the interior included 
so much walnut that it was surprising any walnut trees remained standing. The dashboard was walnut, 
naturally, as were the door caps on all four doors. But the pièces de résistance were the tray tables that 
lowered from the backs of the front seats so rear passengers could enjoy a glass of something or perhaps a 
light lunch. There was even a circular indent designed to prevent said glass from slipping around, lined with 
a silver coaster. *Swoon.*

A Vanden Plas Princess R first registered May 1967 3909cc
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Equally impressive were the seats, hand-built in the Connolly factory that manufactured all upholstery 
for Rolls-Royce. Beat that! The carpets are a silky cut Wilton which has a similar texture to those luxurious 
Chinese silk carpets and almost demands stocking feet to truly enjoy it. I am not sure how it copes with mud 
or a spilt chocolate milkshake, but the typical Princess owner does not bother with such trivial concerns. 

I’m sure you’re all wondering what happened with the Princess in the Isle of Wight - well I’ll tell you…

In some ways I felt disloyal ogling this beautiful Austin Princess vanden Plas. I was meant to be looking 
for a Wolseley and had become quite distracted by these magnificent little cars. I was also intrigued to learn 
that their value was steadily increasing for models in good condition. This reflected a passion for all English 
luxury items in many Asian countries, but particularly in Japan. Importing a luxury car was relatively 
straightforward as the Japanese, like the English, drive on the left side of the road. It’s probably fair to say 
that most Japanese wannabe English classic car owners (and there is much social kudos in being in this 
position) also want cars that are 100% reliable and where everything works perfectly. 

This is where definitions of classic car restoration and maintenance part ways. This different approach 
doesn’t only happen in Japan, of course, but it is taken to extremes there. In New Zealand, if one is 
considering purchasing a classic car, the first decision to be made is how much restoration one wants to 
tackle. This can range from one corner of a wrecked car which is meticulously rebuilt to as-new condition 
(clearly requiring the full range of engineering skills as well as deep pockets), to purchasing an immaculate 
example which requires no work at all. The New Zealand Classic Car Clubs have extensive inventories of 
car parts, often stripped from cars before they head to the wrecker’s yard. These are removed from the donor 
car, cleaned up and repaired as necessary, and then added to the huge collection where they are available for 
purchase at very reasonable prices, usually with a lot of technical wisdom and experience as backup. Many 
of these parts went out of production decades ago, so they are a vital link to maintaining classic cars today. 
They also make what can be a very expensive hobby more accessible to others.

The “gold standard” approach is to replace like with like and to restore the car to its “original 
specification.” Modernising the car is frowned upon – it seems that a certain amount of suffering due to 
antiquated mechanics is a worthy thing, and allows one to experience the genuine experience of owning a 
classic car. From the get-go, the owner has to decide how far they are going to take this purist approach. 
As well as replacing like with like, some insist on replacing what may have already been replaced during 
the car’s lifetime. For example, some cars were built using waxed cotton-covered wiring. When they 
developed an electrical fault requiring replacement of some of the wiring, the mechanics of the day thought 
it was appropriate to replace this wiring with plastic-coated wiring – embracing modern technology! Some 
enthusiastic purchasers would then proceed to source the original wiring type and put it back again. Some 
might rudely say that these owners needed to get out more, but certainly not me. Go the purists!

The next consideration looks at replacement of what may be unreliable, dangerous, or outmoded engine 
parts with those that have been significantly improved with modern technology. Examples include the fuel 
system where carburettors, coils and the like have been replaced with electronic devices. This consideration 
is bound to excite all sorts of animated debate with opinions strongly divided. On one level it makes 
common sense to modernise an engine in this way, but it is certainly not replacing like for like, and you 
could argue that if you are doing this, you are changing the very nature of the car.

The list goes on and on. Some cars back in the day were offered with optional accessories which were 
not standard as they are now. These include heaters, radios, and wing mirrors (if these were ordered in New 
Zealand they were only mounted on the right side as there were no dual-lane carriageways, so the left one 
was thought to be redundant). Perhaps even more mind-bogglingly, some purchasers of new cars ordered 
just a single safety belt – for the driver. Bad luck for the poor soul in the passenger seat if the brakes were 
applied in a hurry. Even if two belts were fitted (rear belts were ignored for years – after all, it was mainly 
only the kids sitting in the back), they were non-retractable, had to be meticulously hung from a hook on the 
pillar between the front and rear doors, from where they frequently became unattached. The metal insert part 
of the belt always dropped to the exact level just below the door, meaning it was guaranteed to be slammed 
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in the gap between the car door and the car body. This resulted in the door bouncing back open, which was 
dangerous for the occupant of the car and also for passing pedestrians. One was often rewarded with yet 
another dent or more paint damage where the buckle smashed into the door frame. Ouch.

The seat belts were offered in the form of lap belts or diagonal belts over the shoulder across the torso, 
but never in the current standard issue of a combination of the two. Furthermore, to be at least slightly 
effective, they had to be adjusted so that they sat firmly across the body when done up. Modern retractable 
belts allow movement against a sprung roller system which keeps the belt well applied, and if there is 
cause for a sudden stop, a mechanical device instantaneously locks the belt so it becomes “fixed.” This 
is because you want the maximum amount of restraint right at the beginning of the incident. Otherwise 
there is a gap where the occupant’s body is flying forwards and there is still slackness in the belt system. 
When the human body makes contact with the belt it is accelerating at a terrific speed, so the belt itself can 
cause significant injuries if improperly placed. These problems are compounded by the lack of receiving 
buckles on handy wire stems which allow easy connection of the two parts of the buckle with one hand. 
It also means that the passenger or driver doesn’t have to fish around on the less-than-surgically-clean 
floor of the car to find it. Gravity is not a friend in this situation, as the buckle often falls down between 
the transmission tunnel and the seats and may prove almost impossible to extract without much gymnastic 
flexibility and dexterity. Never a good start to a drive. I will stop banging on about seat belts, but the final 
irritant is that in spite of the absolute requirement to have them well fitted, the mechanism which allows 
such adjustment is often impossibly hard to change. Much pulling and twisting and muttering comes to 
naught, and it is easy to understand why some drivers just decided not to use them. This example is a clear 
case of a potential modernisation which makes sense at every level. One’s safety is dramatically improved, 
they are more comfortable, they are more practical, and because of their ease of use, more likely to be worn. 
They do not intrude greatly on the look of the car (the reel part of the belt is usually bolted to the floor of 
the car out of sight between the seat and the door frame) and they are not expensive. They do need to be 
fitted by authorised technicians, but this is relatively straightforward. Some owners of classic cars have 
been astonished when they discovered the original belts in their classic car were attached to the body of 
the car by a single, very ordinary-looking bolt! Purists tend to stick with what was on the car when it was 
made. Perhaps death by seat belt or ineffective seat belt is a fair price to pay for authenticity for those noble 
restorers. Others might have retractable belts fitted but keep the originals which could be reinstalled later if 
desired. When I started my classic car journey I was all for out with the old and in with the new. I wanted a 
good car that I could make better. In my everyday car I loved my smooth, safe safety belts which actually 
automatically pre-tensioned if they sensed a sudden stop was about to happen. I loved my reversing lights 
and my 360-degree camera. I wanted good sound. I wanted power steering and I wanted central locking. 
Hand-locking four doors and the boot (with a different key, and a special technique) added ten minutes to 
every trip, and even then one door always seemed to remain stubbornly unlocked. I wanted a good heater 
that didn’t take 50km to start puffing out slightly warm air with a fan that sounded like a turbine harvester, 
not to mention a heated rear window.

 The problem is that if one ventures down this track (and most of it is achievable at a cost, apart perhaps 
from the power steering), one is left with a kind of weird hybrid vehicle. It is neither one thing nor the other, 
and that connection to the lived experience of driving and enjoying these cars as they are, in their best shape, 
is lost. Which seems a pity. There is a lot to be learnt from these survivors in a world where most things 
end up in the tip, lost forever. Returning at last to the Princess vanden Plas, the (usually wealthy) Japanese 
importers of such cars had no such qualms. The unsuspecting little car gets delivered to a speciality car 
restoration business. There it is unceremoniously stripped back to naked steel. The (oh so unreliable) motor 
and transmission are removed and these days usually replaced with an electric motor. Zippy, silky smooth 
and not a cranky gearbox in sight. Every item is replaced with the latest technology and every luxury is 
added. In a typically Japanese manner this is done with authority and skill, honouring the original car. All 
the new mod cons are concealed within the original interior. There have to be minor changes of course, but 
overall the original look is maintained. The walnut trim is all repolished and those magnificent Connolly 
leather seats returned to as-new (but with sufficient patina not to look brand new) condition. Much of the 
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sound system wiring is replaced with Bluetooth connections, and operation managed through a smartphone. 
There is skilful and strategic sound deadening and the suspension is adjusted to provide a truly miniaturised 
Rolls-Royce ride. They are not in any way original, but they are amazing. Why, you might be wondering, do 
they go to so much bother and expense? Surely there must be other luxury English marques that would need 
less dramatic treatment. Well there are, and these are also in demand. The big difference is actually a small 
one. If you reside in a large city like Tokyo, many of the streets are extremely narrow. This means most 
luxury cars cannot fit in them. But this little Princess can. So she has the last laugh!

I am finally returning to the Princess I was coveting on the Isle of Wight, if you can even remember 
back that far. I was determined to make this work. The seller was the daughter of the previous owner, and 
he had bought it at an estate auction on a property where he had worked as an employee. His daughter 
said he was dead chuffed to be tootling around in the car that m’lady had loved so much. He also got it 
for a song, which apparently is music to the ears of those that live in that area. Nothing like a bargain. At 
some point he stopped driving it, and placed it in a garage where it remained for 40 years. No particular 
storage precautions had been undertaken to the daughter’s knowledge, and when I was liaising with her, she 
didn’t even know whether it would start. I suspected not. It was covered with dust and animal droppings 
but otherwise seemed to be in excellent structural condition. She was a delight to deal with and she and 
her mother became obsessed with the idea of this little Princess moving out to New Zealand for her next 
adventure. Realistically I would be faced with a new engine and transmission as just a starter. The vendor 
restored Range Rovers for resale so was familiar with the territory. She offered to get the mechanics checked 
and then, assuming a “new” motor and transmission was required, source that somewhere in the UK, where 
apparently such things still exist. She would fit it with the help of a family friend who was a 1300 expert 
and enthusiast. She had been asking £7,000 for the car and said if I was prepared to pay the asking price, 
she would include the rebuilt engine and transmission. For some reason she felt that the Princess and I were 
destined to be united. Or she was an excellent saleswoman, or she was an online con artist – but I hoped not.

As you might imagine, this was quite a heady experience. However, reality bit cruelly when I began to 
investigate shipping options. With the wisdom of hindsight I should have been concerned about this, as I 
had spent more than 12 months importing an automatic mahjong table from a producer in China. This is a 
whole different saga, and the table is a large and heavy machine, but the shipping ended up costing more 
than the table itself, which was not cheap in the first place. The freight charges had crept up and up during 
the year it took to finalise the purchase and as I had no other choice, I had to pay up.

To ship the Princess from the Isle of Wight (not exactly just down the road) was going to cost 
around NZ$15,000. The helpful agent I spoke to explained that since COVID, shipping costs had risen 
exponentially. In some way, this was related to the fact that shipping companies had long recognised that 
it was relatively uneconomical to ship to Australia and New Zealand, but they reduced profits to make it 
more affordable for we Antipodeans. When COVID hit, they stopped the majority of South Pacific freight 
and quickly discovered that their operating costs dropped dramatically and profits boomed. On that basis 
a number of companies simply stopped shipping to our neck of the woods. This contributed to what were 
euphemistically described as “supply issues.” Other companies said that they would recommence shipping 
to New Zealand but at a “realistic” cost. In other words, prices went through the roof and the supply issues 
ensured they would remain high.

To ship my car ten years ago would have cost around NZ$4,000. Last year around $9,000 and now 
$15,000 and still rising. He said that in many ways many freight companies couldn’t be bothered to handle 
all the complexities of shipping individual orders around the world. However, if people were prepared to 
pay, they would deliver. I was not prepared to pay and so the whole scheme sank without trace. The vendor 
did tell me that she sold it that same day to a local chap who had already shipped it off to the mainland for a 
specialist inspection and was very excited about it all. Hmm…

Now I had got the Princess out of my system, even if it was due to circumstances beyond my control, I 
was now free (and fully committed!) to start the search for a Wolseley in earnest.
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Part 2: The Great Wolseley Repair Saga
You know how some love affairs begin in childhood? Mine was with a car—a gleaming black Wolseley 

16/60 my grandparents owned when I was just five years old.

“We call her Black Beauty,” my grandmother would say with pride, running her hand across those 
immaculate red leather seats. I can still picture that walnut dashboard catching the light as we cruised along. 
Was there matching wood on the door caps too? My memory insists there was, though perhaps that’s just 
childhood wonder embellishing reality.

What I remember with absolute certainty was the silence. In a world of rattling engines and road noise, 
riding in that Wolseley felt like gliding on air. My brothers and I would pile in the back, suddenly on our 
best behavior—as if the car’s dignified presence demanded nothing less.

Then came the wilderness years—fifteen of them, to be exact. University life in Dunedin found me 
co-owning what was optimistically described as a “sage green” Fiat Bambina. Its previous owner, a rather 
accident-prone elderly woman, had developed an interesting approach to automotive repair: each new 
dent would receive a hasty coat of whatever house paint was closest to hand in her garage. The result? A 
patchwork camouflage that looked more appropriate for a combat zone than city streets.

But that little Fiat had heart. Though I’m not sure driving it through a winter snowstorm back to 
Christchurch would pass any safety standard today!

When Clinical School beckoned me back to Christchurch, I had the Fiat stripped down and repainted a 
distinguished claret red, complete with new carpets. She looked smart, I’ll give her that, but something was 
missing. I wanted a car that reflected my new professional trajectory—something with a touch of class.

That’s when memories of my grandparents’ Wolseley began to surface. Not that exact model, mind 
you—too large for my needs. But fate intervened when a friend’s grandmother took us on outings in her 
primrose yellow Wolseley 1300 Mk 2 automatic.

It was love at second sight. This wasn’t just transportation; this was a statement—subtle luxury 
combined with the fascinating novelty of an automatic transmission. You have to understand, in late 1960s 
New Zealand, automatics were viewed with suspicion, even disdain. They were inefficient, people said. 
Real drivers chose manual. Automatics were for the lazy or the incompetent.

“You’re not seriously considering an automatic, are you?” my father asked, eyebrow raised in judgment.

Most automatics I’d experienced were vaguely underwhelming—gear changes so smooth you barely 
noticed them, power transmitted via fluid coupling with no direct mechanical connection. Efficient? No. 
Silky? Yes.

But the Wolseley 1300 was different. You could hear it working through its four forward gears with 
confidence, even feel them shifting back down as you slowed. The changes weren’t always butter-smooth—
sometimes they seemed to have a mind of their own—but there was something honest about it. And in an 
era when small automatics were practically nonexistent, it felt revolutionary.

What I didn’t know then—and thank heavens for that blissful ignorance—was the complicated history 
of the BMC 1300 series (officially the ADO16). This family of cars ranged from the relatively utilitarian 
Morris to the more aspirational

Austin, the country estate friendly Riley, the sporty MG, and my beloved Wolseley, culminating in the 
ultra-luxurious Austin Vanden Plas with its fold-out walnut trays for rear passengers. Had I understood what 
I was getting myself into, I should have run the other way.

My mechanical knowledge was essentially nil. I couldn’t have changed a spark plug if my life depended 
on it. And these cars? They were the brainchildren of a genuine automotive genius—the same visionary who 
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designed the revolutionary Mini and the larger 1800 series. Brilliant on paper, problematic in execution.

The transition from prototype to production was plagued by flaws. Britain’s industrial landscape was 
mired in labor disputes, skilled workers were scarce, and quality control was virtually nonexistent. The 
chassis construction made them rust magnets, and the engines leaked oil like it was going out of fashion.

Perhaps the most remarkable—some might say questionable—design feature of the automatic was its 
lubrication system. The engine and transmission shared the same oil and sump! The viscosity changed with 
temperature, giving you an entirely different driving experience when cold (thick and sluggish) versus hot 
(thin and responsive).

“Is it supposed to sound like that?” passengers would ask nervously.

Those A-Series transmissions were notorious for reliability issues. The industry joke was that BMC 
expected at least one 
transmission failure 
within the first year—
often catastrophic 
and unpredictable. 
With the combination 
of design flaws 
and quality control 
problems, owning 
one was like waiting 
for a time bomb 
to explode. When 
something inevitably 
went wrong, it was 
usually serious and 
frequently terminal 
unless your wallet 
was as deep as your 
optimism.

But did that 
stop me from falling 
hopelessly in love? 
Not for a moment. 
Some romances, after 
all, are worth the 
heartbreak...

Next Month  
Part 3 - “Taking 
the Plunge: My 
First Wolseley”
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Nelson Marlborough Branch
Our Branch A.G.M. will be 

Saturday July 26th at 1pm, at 113 
Whitby Rd. Wakefield. 

Everyone Welcome. 

Members need to start saving for 
the National Rally in Christchurch 
next year. 

It will be the 50th Anniversary 
of the Wolseley Car Club, a week of 
fun and meeting other members. 

We have 12 Members in our 
Branch, it would be good if we had a 
good turn out. 

If your Wolseley isn’t ready to go, don’t worry you can bring a Modern Car. 

Just be There. 

Regards Bryan Stansbury

Technical Advisors to help members with their Wolseley
The following list is a group of Wolseley Enthusiasts willing to help with any technical issues you may 

have.

Veteran and Vintage	 Post vintage (1930-35)	 4/50, 6/80, 4/44, 15/50	 
Colin Hey	 Series II &III (1936-1948)	 Ivan McCutcheon 
021 883 807	 Mike Driscoll	 022 374 6326 
	 027 290 6755

15/60 and 16/60	 6/90, 6/99, 6/110	 1500, FWD Hornet, 1300, 18/85 
Stephen Belcher	 C-Series engines	 A & B Series engines            
021 175 6009	 Colin Hey	 Michael Kruse 
	 021 883 807	 027 6600 203

18/85, SIX, 18-22 (Wedge) and E-Series engines 
Stephen Belcher.
021 175 6009

FOR SALE

Wolseley 18/85 Tow Bar
I have for sale a tow bar for a Wolseley 18/85.
custom built and with all bits including nuts & bolts. Removed from a donor car in Gisborne.
I have decided not to put it on my 18/85.

I want $250 plus any freight if not picked up from Kawerau.
Contact Harry Sutcliffe:  Ph 0272359986
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FOR SALE

FOR SALE

1955 4/44
The car was imported brand new 
to NZ in 1955 (25/3/1955 ) from 
England, by my father. The car was 
used as far as I know privately-
family use. I bought it from my Dad 
on 25/7/68. It was used for family use, 
until it was put on the restoration 
register 1996.
 It has been in dry storage and on the 
Plates Restoration Register as above 
date (approx). It still turns over with 
crank handle. It is in our garage on 
blocks tyres off the ground.
The car is located in Auckland
Price, Negotiable.
Carole & Rato Brajkovich.  
Rato Mob 027 4929 795
Email rato.carolebrajkovich@xtra.co.nz

400 Ford Motor
C6 auto. 9 inch diff.  Roll cage. Drop petrol 
tank. Disc brakes. 10 core radiator. Toyota 
seats. Falcon steel rim. Getting a L300 front 
suspension put in it. Valiant front disc brakes. 
Falcon rear disk brakes, getting a Commodore 
rack and pinion. Invercargill 

mailto:rato.carolebrajkovich@xtra.co.nz
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FOR SALE B series 1622 
Engine
In excellent condition, complete as 
per photos.

Excellent engine for a transplant, 
should be a cost effective option over 
a full recon.
Rare opportunity to find a later 
model of this engine with the 
improved revision of cylinder head, 
and improved efficiency, hard to find 
now.
Phone Steve with any enquiries for 
more information.
ph 021 1756009 or 021 1690162

Wolseley 6/110, MKII, Auto
Reg on hold. White. This is a sound car, been garaged 
with no visual rust, not able to inspect under the 
car. Red interior, Plenty of good spare parts. Philip 
Barnett has often taken the car out to keep it in 
moving condition. This car has to move as soon as 
possible. Philip, in Balclutha is asking $1500.00 for 
the lot. For an inspection etc, Please contact Philip on 
0273437854.
Gordon Duthie, 0274310039
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Body in good condition. Doors and bonnet. No front guards.

Ivan McCutcheon

windrode140@gmail.com

022 3746326

Approx. 1910 although it’s been built up using some 
later components. Engine and chassis is correct. Rebuilt 
engine, wooden wheels and differential some years ago 
but it’s not yet been running properly, and bodywork 
still needs to be completed. The car is in Blenheim and 
the owner is open to offers. No registration records with 
the car so it will need certification and registration after 
completion. Contact Colin Hey for further information.

1935 Wolseley Hornet FOR SALE

Veteran Wolseley 12/16 FOR SALE

mailto:windrode140@gmail.com
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FOR SALE

For Sale 1971 Wolseley 1300 Auto
Dead rego, 69,000 miles ex Nelson car totally unmolested ready for 

straight forward restoration. Car is all original ex factory with surface 
rust only. Want it to go to good home where it will be restored and loved 

best offer over scrap offer will take away contact Peter either email 
otautaupeter@gmail.com or 021 114 5247. 

Car located Otautau Southland

Wolseley 15/60
Been in storage for about 30 years with the intention of some restoration 
work, but never got around to it. In good condition overall, engine was 

reconditioned before storage and is thought to still turn over.
Owned by a club member in Christchurch all that time, Needs rescuing.

Contact Jonathan Nicolle 0210 295 8771

mailto:otautaupeter@gmail.com


REGALIA



TH
E 			




 W
O

R
D

 

O
FFICIA

L N
EW

SLETTER O
F TH

E
W

O
LSELEY CA

R CLU
B N

EW
 ZEA

LA
N

D
 IN

C

If unclaim
ed, please return to:

The N
ational Secretary

M
ichael K

ruse

297 H
uatoki Street

N
ew

 Plym
outh 4310


