


our complete wonderment when we appeared in 4" place. Had we finally cracked this rally
business.

We had to be back at the RSL by 8am on Sunday for a funkhana. Richard the Devious, as he had
become known, had set up some witches hats for us to drive between placing paper cups on top.
With great hilarity the Bastards went first. The rules were simple, passengers’ side first then drivers
side around the course. The fun began when different interpretations of the rules were played. The
best interpretation was the two guys in the MK 4 Jag. They ties the rear doors open with octopus
straps and the navigator slid across the back seat to correspond with the drivers’ then navigators’
side rule.

At the drivers briefing on Sunday morning we were given the hint that we would probably not
believe that we could go where we were about to enter and there would be uniforms involved.
Singleton has an Army base, so off all 18 cars went in search of the first check point. It was really
quite amusing at first passing all the other entries going in different directions. Then we realised
that there were only 3 crews now driving around the base. What did everyone else find that had
slipped our attention?

Motoring along, Avis called excitedly, STOP! Skidding to a halt, she was yelling Back Up Back Up —
| was getting quite good at this by now. There was an Army You Are Here sign. We had assumed
that we weren’t allowed onto the base proper. But no, the organisers must have had the Tarts in
mind, as they had us driving in and out of the barracks with all these nice young men in uniforms
checking us out. Success, we were only the fifth car to find the control and the third to come in from
the right direction.

With our confidence bolstered, we found all the check points and unmanned passage controls until
the dreaded map trace. With a map trace you are given a squiggly line and that represents the
correct road to take. However, the line is not to scale or in the right direction. We thought we had it.

Part way along our chosen path we passed a Triumph going the other way. Our confidence waned.
| pulled over so Avis could check the map and | could find a bush. No we were definitely doing it
right. So, on we plundered.

We did find the next check point, but we missed one unmanned passage control somewhere up
near Dungog. The Bastards caught up to us at this control and made derogatory comments on our
competency (all in fun). We were to discover later that they too had made a major blunder.

The final section of the rally was what you would expect from seasoned campaigners. Avis’
instructions flowed as we drove around the back blocks. Everything at last was falling into place.
We had made just a few wrong turns so our mileage didn’t correspond to those on the route
instructions. We soon caught up though. There was a Caution Dip!! at a certain mileage in the
instructions. As we came out the other side with a whoooooosh, we knew where we were.

Avis made the comment as we ducked and weaved through glorious countryside that Wakefield
Park has nothing on this.

We returned to Hunter Valley MG Workshop for lunch around 2.30. We were fed a scrummy steak
sandwich and a lot of twaddle from other competitors. The post mortuum is just as much fun as the
hype before the start.

Did the Tarts beat the Bastards?

You beat ya!



