


As we drove through Wollombi, there were cheers from the veranda of Dr. Jurds (the maker
of Jungle Juice). We found out the cheers were from another crew who had retired from the
event who were enjoying a drink before trying to find their way home.

Maybe, we weren’t doing so bad after all....

Our next plotted point was somewhere in Kurri Kurri. No not really, Kurri Kurri appears as a
red dot on our map — where in Kurri Kurri we couldn’t figure out. With dwindling daylight and
having lapped Kurri Kurri a few times and a dodgy generator we decided it was best to go
straight to the motel and see about fixing Esme.

She didn’t make it that far. Some where between Kurri Kurri and Raymond Terrace, Esme
coughed and spluttered for the last time. The thought of never being found by the rally
organisers did cross our minds at this stage. We were sighted by an MGB entrant, who was
also lost and on their way to the motel. A few minutes later a Triumph also stopped to offer
assistance and guess what... they were lost too. So the Triumph guys went on to the motel
to raise help. Between the three navigators they had managed to figure out where we
actually were so help would be able to find us. Rob and Brian in the MGB stayed with us.

An hour and a bit later, after polishing off the flask of coffee that my husband had packed for
me, help arrived. They exchanged batteries and that Esme enough spark to get us back to
the motel. The fellow whose battery we had transplanted was an NRMA road serviceman
who then put Esme’s battery into his Statesman to charge it up. Who said chivalry was dead
—two acts in one evening.

During dinner there were two televisions playing videos. One from the Mountain Rally while
the other the days rally highlights. Avis, Esme and | didn’t get a look in.

The following morning, Alan the NRMA man, came over and checked over Esme’s
generator. | started to panic when he called for a hammer! But after a couple of knocks with
a large spanner, the bushes in the generator must have freed and she worked like a charm.
Avis and | laughed in total disbelief that hitting the generator was all it needed.

Alan allowed us to use the battery on the rally hillclimb at Ringwood. Confident but wary, we
set off on Sunday morning for Ringwood hillclimb. As our chosen road narrowed we became
very nervous about our choice of shortest route. Much to our surprise, there in the middle of
no where was a passage control. Success!!!! It was short lived though. We had a choice of
continuing straight on or turning left. We went straight on, needless to say we should have
turned left. The gravel roads around that area are really quite good.

We made it to the hillclimb (from the wrong direction). We managed to save some face with
Avis doing a 43 second lap and | did a 42 second lap. The fastest time of the day was 39
seconds.

Next was the economy run back to Hornsby. While we coasted down hills for as far as Esme
would roll and didn’t use more than 4000 revs, Esme still managed to drink 14.65 litres of
petrol in180km (must be an old soak like her owner). So we didn’t do too well there either.

It just goes to prove that to be successful in rallying, you don’t need fancy equipment just a
damn good sense of humour. We may have come second or third last but that’s only on
paper. It will be a while before anyone on the rally forgets the Touring Tarts.



