





[image: ]






[image: ]






[image: ]













[image: ]















A Gelding Street Press book
An imprint of Rockpool Publishing Pty Ltd
PO Box 252
Summer Hill
NSW 2130
Australia


geldingstreetpress.com


ISBN: 9780645207064


Published in 2022 by Rockpool Publishing
Copyright text © SCA Media Productions, 2022
Copyright photos © SCA Media Productions, 2022


Copyright design © Sara Lindberg, Rockpool Publishing 2022


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the publisher.


Design and typesetting by Sara Lindberg, Rockpool Publishing
Edited by Lisa Macken


Stories and images originally published in Survivor Car Australia magazine




[image: ]









[image: ]













[image: ]






Contents


Introduction


Part I: Awakenings


Holy mothballs!


Treasure Island


Hibernating Hemi


Sporty Spice


The real McCoy


They’re still out there


The lone Ranger


Bathurst-spec Cobra


Old warrior


Crown jewel


Part II: Slumbering


Good bones


The chicken coupe


Targa Florio find


Suburban barn find


Clayton’s John Goss Special


Black beauty


Hidden in plain sight


Freddy the Interceptor


Part III: Going, Going, Gone …


Rust in peace


Surviving Cyclone Tracy


Riverland treasures


Entombed


Top secret six-packs


Some day too far away


Part IV: Rescue Missions


Mothball exhumed


Grandma-spec Torana


Find of the Centura


Lunch money


Needle in a haystack


Birds of a feather


Meet Tweety Bird


Eureka: GT gold!














[image: ]




Introduction


In the classic fairy tale Sleeping Beauty is cursed to sleep for 100 years, only to be awakened by a handsome prince and saved from her desperate situation. We cannot claim the sleeping beauties in this book were set free by handsome princes, but awoken from long slumbers they most certainly were. Every car enthusiast has dreamed of finding the object of their desire – of the automotive kind, tht is – and Aussie Classic Car Finds tells the stories of many such machines.


The book uncovers automotive treasure from across the nation such as Holdens, Fords, Chryslers and other Australian-built or delivered classics that are often derelict, rare and valuable, and unlocks a unique human-interest story with each discovery. Consequently, these dirty, dusty and dilapidated cars are of great interest to petrolheads despite their poor condition. In America such vehicles are called barn finds; in Australia we find them in sheds, garages, carports and paddocks. For many, a barn find is the Holy Grail of classic car ownership.


The book is divided into four parts: Awakenings, Slumbering, Going, going, gone . . . and Rescue missions. Awakenings tells of recently discovered cars, many coming out of hibernation. Slumbering features cars safely tucked away but seemingly destined to remain as they are. Going, going, gone . . . covers machines beyond the point of no return and on the slippery slope to destruction. Finally, Rescue missions details salvage operations, delicate extractions and new lives with new owners. 


Most of the finds are so-called ‘Survivor’ cars – machines without significant modifications since new – while some others are not, but almost all are in need of attention. What they have in common are the fingerprints of history, which tell their particular story of how each one came to be in their resting place. Join us as we reveal some amazing discoveries.


Maybe you will be inspired to unearth your own sleeping beauty. It’s not an impossible dream, as the cars on the following pages are testament to the fact. They’re still out there . . .
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Part I: 


awakenings
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Holy 
mothballs!


‘Barn find’ is a colloquialism that is used worldwide regardless of whether it’s a shed, garage, carport or in fact an actual barn. Most barn finds start out as normal cars used daily to commute to and from work or as family hacks; then, one day, a certain event takes place that changes everything. Such an event took place with the 1972 XA Falcon GT seen here, now nicknamed ‘Mothball’, some three decades ago.


This Red Pepper XA GT started out as a young man’s pride and joy. Pat, the son of humble Italian immigrants, has a passion for fast cars. He purchased the GT brand new from Holmesford GT Zone in Melbourne and kept it until 1984 when, with around 28,000 miles on the clock, he sold the GT to his mate Mick so he had the funds to build a new garage. Mick was then a hard-working house painter, and he fell in love with the GT the first time he saw Pat driving it. Pestering him occasionally, he was in the right place at the right time when Pat decided to sell. The GT was supposed to be Mick’s retirement fund. 


Mick had always had an interest in fast cars, and a reputation to match – losing his licence some 13 times! One time when he was driving to the annual Bathurst race he got pinched at 130 mph, only to be pinched again coming back. Mick’s nickname was ‘Stickman’, as he was always changing gears. He only knew two speeds: either going fast or going flat out. 
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Mothball was parked up in a shed for three decades.







Eventually Mick fell on hard times and asked his old school mate Neil if he wanted the car. ‘I originally said “No, I’m not interested,”’ Neil recalled, ‘but he asked me three or four times, and because he needed the money I thought: what the hell.’ For five grand and with three months rego, it was a pretty good deal for a performance car with around 55,000 miles on the clock. This all happened in May 1987, and Neil lost contact with Mick when he moved out of Melbourne. 


Neil’s purchase of this performance machine was somewhat unusual in that he is not really a petrolhead, unlike his lifelong mate Dave. The pair has long been inseparable. With three months rego left, Neil decided to drive the-then pristine XA GT occasionally. He remembers: ‘Dave and I went out to the pub one Friday night, had a few too many beers and realised neither of us was fit to drive home so we left the GT in the carpark.’ Doubting he’d do the same thing today, he said: ‘We were pretty badly hung-over so we came back two days later, and it was still there!’


Neil parked the XA GT in his backyard when the rego ran out, and there it sat until the grass grew up around it. ‘It sat out there for two years,’ Neil said, until one day Neil’s father shouted, ‘What a waste, get that bloody car in the shed!’ The boys pushed it into the shed, and that’s where it’s been mothballed ever since. In the 1990s, Neil had an in-ground swimming pool installed in the backyard and some landscaping done that blocked access to the shed. To get the mothballed XA GT out today, either a crane would be needed to lift it over the house or a big chainsaw to chop down the trees that have grown across the narrow pathway.


In the mid-1990s, when these types of cars became a bigger target for theft, Neil was advised to remove the ID plate and place it away for safekeeping. 
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It has travelled an average of just 1,000 miles per year over its first 50 years. Check out the film of dust on the windows!
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If Mothball could talk he would tell stories of weddings, parties, mauve pants and other misadventures.







Dave retired in 2008 and said to Neil, ‘That car in the garage, you want to get it going?’ The boys started doing some research around the height of the muscle car boom. ‘We went to a Shannons classic car auction, where we saw a GT-HO Phase III sell for more than $600,000 and thought: what the hell!’ Neil and Dave exclaimed, wide eyed. ‘We got that thing sitting in the shed doing nothing and it might be worth a few bob,’ Neil recalled of how the adventure started. ‘I had it in mind to put a fox tail on the aerial and drive it with Dave to the pub in Whittlesea, where I’m originally from.’






Neil and Dave knew they had something special but weren’t sure which way to go, so they started googling to learn more about XA GT Falcons. This led them to the online Falcon XA GT Discussion Forum, where they began chatting with other like-minded enthusiasts who were stumped about some of the go-fast bits fitted to Mothball. They were soon advised what to look for and where to look. 


To their amazement, Neil and Dave found the original production line build sheet stuffed inside under the shocker grommet. ‘It had a perforated edge, so we knew it wasn’t someone’s lunch wrapper,’ Neil and Dave joked, adding, ‘It was quite a task getting it out in one piece.’ The boys were then hooked on finding out as much as they could about Mothball’s history. 
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By sheer happenstance, Neil’s son Darren went away for a weekend to the Mount Beauty snowfields in north-eastern Victoria, taking the back roads up there. He pulled up at the one-horse, one-pub town of Tatong to quench his thirst and recognised a bloke in the corner as his dad’s old mate Mick, from whom he had purchased Mothball. They exchanged numbers.


Neil called Mick as soon as he found out about the chance meeting, and began asking about the engine mods on the GT. To Neil’s surprise, Mick informed him that he wasn’t the first owner of the XA GT and that he had bought it with around 28,000 miles on the clock from a guy named Pat. The only clue given was that Pat lived in the Oakleigh-Moorabbin area of Melbourne. The initials on the black and white personalised number plates were PP-351, so it was assumed Pat’s last name also began with a ‘P’. 


Neil and Dave went through the phone book and called all the last names beginning with ‘P’ that also began with the initial ‘P’ who lived in that general area, but had no luck. Fired up, Neil drove to Tatong with a Melbourne street directory in hand to see Mick, who circled the general area he thought Pat lived in. 
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Removing Mothball from the property is going to take a major operation with military precision, as outlined and depicted later in this book in the Rescue missions section.







Neil and Dave spent a couple of evenings driving through the area knocking on doors at random, again with no luck. ‘We got chased by dogs and told to piss off!’ Neil laughed. Neil had it in his head to drive back up to Tatong and drag Mick back to Melbourne to show him which street and which actual house Pat lived in, but then Mick remarkably remembered that the first owner worked in a panel shop with his brother in the Prahran area and he even remembered the name of the shop.


Dave called the shop thinking the owners would be long gone, but to his surprise the panel shop was still in operation. He enquired if there was a ‘Pat’ there who used to own a GT, and was told that he didn’t work there any more but that his brother worked as a panel beater in the Bayswater area, some 30 kilometres away in the east. 


‘We managed to contact his brother, who gave us his last name, “Pugliese”, and a contact number,’ Neil and Dave said, now feeling proud of their achievement. ‘Pat couldn’t believe we were calling him about the GT and that it was still around. He said he’d try to find some old photos for us of when it was new.’


Pat informed the two lads that he’d originally ordered a Phase IV but was later told they were no longer available and had to settle for a standard XA GT tricked up with some Phase IV bits. Pat then said to Neil, ‘I wouldn’t mind seeing the old GT again if that’s okay with you.’


Being reunited with an old car is much like a reunion with an old flame: you get excited and nervous at the same time, your palms start sweating and your throat gets dry as you’re about to step into view. Now retired, Pat Pugliese, the original owner of the XA GT aka ‘Mothball’, felt much the same when he first laid eyes on his long-lost beauty. It was an OMG moment long before the abbreviation took hold. 


It had been 31 years since he last saw his beloved Red Pepper XA GT, and he told the boys he wished he had the chance to buy her back to save her from a mothballed fate.


With all the pieces of Mothball’s history now in place, Neil and Dave were ready for the next step of their journey – to free her from the decades of slumber covered in dust. 


For these two lifelong friends the adventure has been an enjoyable one so far, but now came the challenge of getting Mothball out of her tomb and onto the road. And it proved easier said than done, as a later chapter outlines. ▪
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This is a highly prized matching numbers car, meaning it’s still fitted with its original engine. What’s inscribed on the chassis matches the numbers on the ID plate (right) and engine. 
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Treasure 
Island


This is the story of a tradie who grabbed his tools one morning and headed off to work, just as he did every other day. But this was no ordinary day: this was the day he discovered a barn find.


‘I had a job in Bicheno on the east coast of Tasmania,’ Tassie sparky Mick Munro said. ‘I was helping out my mates Andrew and Dianne Baily, who wanted a fluoro light put up in their kitchen. Andrew realised I was low on supplies and piped up, “Michael Webb across the road is an old electrician; he might have some tubes – and come to think of it, he’s got an old Holden in his shed, too.” Even though I’m a Ford man,’ Mick said, ‘Andrew knew I loved old cars regardless of their make. When I heard “Old Holden” my car radar went on high alert!’ 


Andrew and Mick knocked on Michael’s door. Retiree Michael said: ‘Call me Webby. I’ve got plenty of tubes in my shed; follow me.’ Within minutes the three men were standing in front of a large, four-car shed. ‘I remember the moment the roller door rattled up,’ Mick said. ‘It took a few seconds for my brain to catch up with my eyes, but then there it was: a Barbados Green HQ Monaro GTS coupe covered in crap.’
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Matt waited in anticipation for the shed to be opened to reveal a sleeping beauty.
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Now, where did I leave that saw horse?







When Webby noticed Mick staring at his green GTS he said ‘It’s not for sale,’ before Mick had a chance to offer. Mick offered $25,000 cash anyway, but Webby smiled and shook his head. Thinking Webby might consider a higher amount, Mick told him he had a mate who might offer a little more but Webby shook his head and said: ‘I’ve got plans for her.’ Mick managed to get a phone number before taking one more admiring glance over his shoulder as the roller door slammed shut.


Mick’s mate, east coast IGA supermarket owner Matt Eastwood, said: ‘Mick told me all about the GTS. How it had a factory vinyl roof. Five litre L31 V8, M21 4-speed box. How it was the dealer principal’s car. How the colour popped. Part of me wished he hadn’t even mentioned it.’ Matt took down Webby’s phone number and plonked it on a spike inside his office. Five years passed. 


Born and bred in Launceston, Webby was born in 1938 and secured an apprenticeship with Medhurst Electrical until he decided to freelance as a contractor on the east cost of the apple isle. With a love for the water as a champion swimmer and lifesaver, he became a fisherman for awhile and even joined the merchant navy, serving as an electrical engineer. When an opportunity came up for a position in Tonga, he opted to stay in Australia and marry his sweetheart Athalie and start a family. 


A larrikin who loved a laugh, Webby bought himself an old BSA classic motorbike and later owned a Triumph that he dropped a few times. With the penny dropping he was safer on four wheels than two, an MG TC convertible came along. 


With his electrical business now prospering on the east coast, Webby decided in 1974 to update Athalie’s orange Mini and get her into something more flash to ferry their three children to and from school in. While on a trip to Hobart he noticed a bright green Monaro two-door parked at Motors, Hobart’s Holden dealer. Striding in for a closer look, he was told it was the dealer principal’s personal car and had been ordered nine months previously as a special order from the assembly plant in Sydney. ‘Ripper,’ said Webby, ‘I’ll take it!’ It ended up ferrying the kids around for more than a decade.
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The Monaro was
 parked up in 1986 
rather than being sold







The Monaro was parked up in 1986 rather than being sold as Webby knew it was going to be valuable someday; they didn’t make them like this any more. The Monaro was moved from St Marys to Bicheno, where it sat for 20 years. To think the sleepy fishing village of Bicheno with its population of just 850 residents hid this gem of a classic without anyone finding out about it until it was stumbled on by Mike Munro! 
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The HQ is winched from its long-time home onto a tilt-tray truck.





Webby had good intentions of restoring the Monaro GTS but thankfully never got around to it, as it’s now one of a very few Monaro GTS coupe Survivors in the country.


Matt said: ‘I was still in the market [in 2015] for a GTS Monaro, but every time I got a copy of Just Cars and found a car I liked, I was a day late and it was sold. Then I started advertising on Gumtree and eBay and travelled to South Australia, New South Wales and Victoria but they were all crap.’ Matt well remembers the lies from owners with so-called ‘perfect examples’.
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Parked up since 1986. 







Mick and Matt were discussing the hopelessness of finding a Survivor GTS Monaro when Mick clicked his fingers. ‘Do you still have the electrician’s phone number from Bicheno?’ Matt pointed at the spike on his office desk and said: ‘Stuff it, I’ll try ringing him one last time!’ He was called out to deal with a matter in the store and handed the phone to Mick to make the call, and remembers that: ‘I walked back into my office and there’s Mick with a big grin on his face, and he’s giving me the two-thumbs-up signal.’ Webby had told Mick he would sell. ‘I was that excited I barely slept!’ Matt said.


‘Here she is,’ Webby announced when he opened his large roller door. ‘I’ll kick it over.’ Matt and Mick stood there like two kids in a candy shop. ‘No, it’s fine,’ pleaded Matt. ‘I’m happy to look at it as it is.’ Webby persisted and disappeared back into his house. ‘I was really impressed with the low-kilometre car; dumbfounded, almost,’ Matt said. ‘Doeskin with cloth inserts, houndstooth fabric seats, vinyl roof . . . It was a complete, unmolested car with a few day two mods.’
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