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READERS STORIES 

“The Israeli Couple” 

A trip article by Herbert Simpfendorfer 2001 

I was coming home from a trip around Australia in my green Austin 1800 sedan, a solo trip 
taking 37 days. 

At the Eucla Caravan Park, I set up my tent, and was going to the shower after driving my 
Austin 1800 from Norseman, some 700 km for the day. No problems at all with the 1800. 

I noticed a youngish couple parked not far from me. They kept to themselves and had a pet 
rabbit on a string. On the side of their vehicle was printed, in rather crude lettering: HE WHO 
WONDERS IS NOT ALWAYS LOST. I tried to work out what that could mean as I was 
walking to the shower, and had the feeling the person who wrote that was not good at 
spelling, and made a mistake in the second word. I kept going to the shower with the dollar 
coin in my hand ready to put into the slot for the $1 for one short shower which they had 
there. 

Next morning, the couple took off before I did, and I noticed a most peculiar noise coming 
from their vehicle, a Toyota Dyna van. Gearbox or diff trouble by the sound of it. Anyway, 
they kept going and I forgot all about them....until that evening when I found a good spot in 
the Ceduna Caravan Park, and saw a pet rabbit on a string right near where I was parked. 
Yes, there they were, the same couple. 

Anyway, we were cooking our food in the same shelter, and we struck up a conversation. I 
found out they were Israeli, knew only one person in the whole of Australia, in Sydney, and 
had bought their vehicle in Darwin at a really good price a few weeks previously. They liked 
it so much because it had a big bed in it, queen size, she told me with a smile. They were a bit 
worried about that funny noise in the car. There was a grating sort of noise, they told me, in 
all gears but fourth. A fellow at the road block told them it would cost about $600 to get it 
fixed, and there was a place at Ceduna that could do it. I could have guessed it, they were 
short of cash, had no mechanical knowledge at all, and had no tools. That is faith! Can you 
imagine that! They came from Darwin to Perth, then across the Nullarbor in a vehicle that 
had obvious defects. No tools, no mechanical knowledge. Just keep driving and hope for the 
best. Six thousand kilometers. The good Lord was certainly with them. A word of praise is 
also due to the Toyota vehicle designers that had built that engine, gearbox and diff. Even 
when half falling apart, it still kept going. 



One of their big problems was that the van was their living quarters. If someone could be 
found to fix the gearbox, their van would have to be in a garage for quite a few days. No 
more bedroom for the couple for those days. Then backpackers accommodation must be 
used, not that difficult, but it costs money, they told me, as they had already checked that out, 
about $50 per day. I really felt like helping them. I told them that if I had any ideas, I would 
tell them. That night I thought a lot, and in the morning, I told them that if I were driving 
their vehicle, I would keep on going. Get to 4th gear as quickly as possible, and miss out all 
places where they would need to slow down and stop. I said that they probably be doing no 
damage to the vehicle while it was in 4th gear, and the problem, in my opinion was in a 
bearing that was in the part of the gearbox that was used in all gears except 4th. But, I said, 
get someone else’s opinion before you decide what to do. I also told them that the gearbox 
place will almost always charge more in the end than is on the quote, due to unexpected 
complications, and it almost always takes a few days longer than they say. They listened very 
carefully to what I had to say. 

We said goodbye, they assured me they would find a way out of their problems, but were 
obviously thinking of their money reserves, which seemed to be very slim. I wondered what 
would happen, but would obviously have little chance of knowing. They left, I packed up and 
left a bit later.  

Miles down the road, I was taking a photo of my Austin parked in front of the Nunjikompita 
finger board. Many years ago, this was an important town for me, as it was the place I could 
have been sent to if I had failed to impress the Principal of the Adelaide Teachers College in 
1955. Whenever we heard about postings at the end of the course, we kept hearing of 
Nunjikompita, the place that is the most remote and desolate and lonely spot in S.A. to which 
a single Primary School teacher could be posted. I did not even know exactly where it was, 
only that it is a place that is not nice. As it turned out, I was given Yunta, which was arguably 
a little better, and promptly forgot all about Nunjikompita, until I was motoring in the Eucla 
district for the first time a few weeks ago. There it was, a tiny Aboriginal settlement on the 
edge of the Nullarbor. 

While I was checking the aperture and focus on the camera, I heard this tooting from a 
passing van, and there they were, going at a great rate of knots towards Port Augusta. They 
had taken my advice., and kept going. I could not help noticing that the engine in their van 
was not sounding all that good, something seemed to be loose somewhere. 

I kept my eyes wide open for the rest of that day, looking for a broken down, or even parked, 
van on the side of the road or at a petrol station. This was still a very desolate road, and I did 
not want to miss the Israelis, if they stopped somewhere, to find out the latest and to offer 
them whatever help I could, if necessary. But nothing, no sign of them. 

That day, I went through to Port Germein, a very big step from Eucla. I knew I had close to 
zero chance of being in the same caravan park as them. In that area, there are dozens of 
caravan parks. I never saw them again. 

But I often wonder what happened to them. We were like ships passing in the night. They 
were friendly people, happy to have one another, facing the great remoteness of Australia 
together from the inside of a van which had big problems.  

I did not even find out their names. – H.S. 


