










  
 

 
 

Friday night of the rally is the Gouger Street Party. All the cars are lined up down Gouger 
Street for public inspection. This actually kills two birds with one stone. Friday night is late 
night shopping in Adelaide and car park owners where our Parc Ferme was located needs 
the car park for shoppers. 
 
By Saturday, everything was running smoothly. Sue and Grant would meet us before we 
checked into morning tea and lunch and refill the petrol tank, I was taking notes for this 
article in the road book and Ian was really enjoying the spirited driving. We even caught a 
big Healey on a 15km stage – well it was at the end of the stage but hey we still caught the 
car in front. 
 
The weather had turned to overcast and rainy, in spots. On Sunday, the first stage was wet 
and slippery especially on the downhill turns. At  14.84km, I called Turn Right at T junction, 
caution spectators. Alas, Ian was busy keeping Esme on the road and turning the wipers on 
and off and came into the turn way too fast. All he saw was a wall of bunting. We missed the 
embankment on the exit of the corner by millimetres. From video shown that night, not all 
were so lucky. I think there were three cars that rolled. 
 
There’s one page in my road book, for Sunday that reads “Very fast Esme hanging on by 
tippy toes”. Followed a few stages later by the “Cobra didn’t catch us!” We had become 
such a slick team with refuelling and all we had somehow worked our way up our starting 
order. We pulled into a start control of an 8.04km stage with a Cobra behind us. We could 
hear the driver bragging to the officials how he caught the person in front last year on this 
stage. I suggested to Ian we let him go in front, but Ian persevered and drove Esme 
brilliantly. The Cobra didn’t catch us and by the time we reached the next stage he was a 
minute and a half behind us – cars were started at one minute intervals. 
 
The event finished with cars once again parking in Gouger Street and crews invited to have 
few drinks and watch the rest of the field finish, sort of an unofficial debriefing. Presentation 
night was a little later that evening at the Convention Centre….and that was it. 
 
We did get to spend a couple of nights at Mount Lofty House (a must do) and we did get a 
quick whip around the McLaren Vale wineries under the guidance of Dean before heading 
home via Bendigo (not Crackenback) and Wakefield Park….but that’s another story. 
 
There are times when words just can’t express how much you appreciate the help offered so 
willingly by friends in times of need. To Sue and Grant we’re eternally grateful for the use of 
your home, your shed, your courage and your good humour that made our 6000km trip 
positive and unforgettable. 


