Nationals-Adelaide 2007
Day 1-Sunday 3rd June
The 5:40am alarm sounded pleasant for a change. Not only was it Sunday but it was also the first day of our trip to the 2007
Nationals via The Great Ocean Rd. Wilma and I had packed the car during the previous week to ensure that no space was
wasted. Car parts and clothes had been pushed into every available corner.
First stop was the Morisset Interchange to meet Jean and Tony Stevens at 6:30 am (we were late!!) then continue south to
Sydney and take the new M7 towards Goulburn. At Goulburn we would meet up with the Liverpool group of Thelma & Kevin
Allen, André Breit, Syd Carr, Nan & Haydn Gooch, Sylvia & Michael Honer, Claude Movia and Diane and Steve Naudi. Our
ever efficient Syd had organised a timetable with arrival/departure places, times and distances. And we looked like we were
going to keep to the schedule!! At Goulburn we also linked up with Jack & Chet Millar and Jan & Phil Locke. Our final pick up
point was Yass to collect Bev & Des May. A quick re-fuel and
convenience stop and we were on our way. We had us a convoy!!
12 Roadsters cruising south to Gundagai where we had our final
re-fuel and coffee break before the final leg to Albury.
We arrived in Albury in steady rain and despite some confusion
(something to do with a GPS) we all made it to the Elm Court
Motel. Most cars had travelled about 550 to 650kms for the day.
Undercover parking was a blessing and it was not long before the
Queensland contingent of Janelle & Lex Duncan, Josephine &
John Maybury, Matt Duncan & Emma and Brian Dunn & Ailsa
also arrived at the motel. A quick unpack and it was off to the
Commercial Club for a few light refreshments and a meal. It was a
great way to start a wonderful eleven days away. - AA
Yass—The Journey Begins
Day 2-Monday 4th June
Monday the 4th June saw sixteen of us depart from the Elm Court Motel in Albury at the scheduled 9 o’clock time. We had all
re-fuelled and arrived in dribs and drabs at breakfast, which was definitely the work of a short order cook and not a chef,
however, at the prices achieved by Alan – who would complain. We then proceeded south in cold, foggy conditions to pick up
the Hume Highway to Geelong. Talk about Melbourne’s weather! This was an example of Victoria’s finest.
We drove on in fog which became rain and then the fog lifted and the sun came out and we then hit fog and more rain and then
the sun came out again– four seasons in a morning. Somewhere in the midst of this we passed under the advisory speed camera
just out of Albury/Wodonga where 3300 rpm and 66mph equated to 108kph on the camera, so I was happy with the accuracy of
my instruments, bearing in mind that there is no leeway with the Victorian police force. Fortunately, we only saw one police car
coming north on the divided highway just as we were leaving the highway to go left into Geelong. We proceeded in an orderly
convoy, as very few knew precisely where we were going (except for our
intrepid leader André-Editor), to the beautiful renovated Cunningham Pier for
lunch. We backed all the vehicles up over the water, where a multitude of
digital cameras were produced. John and Josie Maybury had a strange noise
coming from the rear and their sporty. Trouble shooter Syd took the car for a
short drive but felt that nothing could be done at that stage until the sound
became clearer, which it did. A pleasant lunch was had by all and we departed
for the Anglesea Motel where we met up with the Tasmanian contingent of
Geoff and Debbie, John and Elga (of Dr Love and Nurse Passion fame) and
John and Ruth Power from Qld. After renewing fond acquaintances and
several ales in the car park, Sylvia and I walked up to the local hotel to see
how they were for accommodating such a large group for dinner. The staff
there felt that all would be well and we walked back to the motel to pass on the
At Geelong Pier
good news. The group then drifted up to the hotel for some pre-dinner drinks
and I introduced myself to the lady in charge of the dining room and met Dictator Rachael. This sweet, young thing then
informed me that to facilitate the serving of the meals we should sit on the three designated tables in the same groups that we
were currently occupying in the corner of the lounge and then when we ordered our meals, we were to nominate tables 1, 2 and 3
– Achtung! seemed simple enough, didn’t it?
Our jocularity was interrupted when she produced the first meal and said quietly “T-bone steak and chips?” and nobody
responded. She gave me a withering look that would freeze a volcano and said “do you see what happens, when people don’t do
as I ask?” and dropped the plate on the table and retreated to the kitchen. I repeated the order and we found a home for the meal
immediately - no problem. Needless to say, she did not get any tips from the tables when more drinks were ordered. This, of
course was well after I related to the group how she responded to my tip of 20 cents from $7.00 for a beer, costing $6.80, when I
ordered my first round. “I don’t want your 20 cents – you keep it” Shiver me timbers John Hawkins- I’m on holidays and don’t
need this. A good night, however, was had by all and after some more conviviality in the car park the cold finally drove most of
us to bed.- El Presidente
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Day 3-Tuesday 5th June
We awoke to a sunny morning & headed off to the Anglesea Café/Tackle
Store for breakfast. The owner greeted all with a bright smile & happy chatter
(can’t you just kill this type of person first thing in the morning). Claude
salivated over the variety of
fishing gear that was on sale,
he didn’t buy anything & he
regretted it for the rest of the
trip.
After breakfast we decided
to back track & take in the
sights of Barwon Heads
where we stopped for a stroll
& photo shoot along the
beach & river. The convoy
Overlooking Bells Beach
then took off to take in Torquay &
Bells Beach. Diane & I were always the last to arrive at the spots as we stopped
Great Ocean Rd Arch
& looked at everything, at
one stage to the amazement of the rest, we did an about-turn just outside
Torquay because we had forgotten to take a pic alongside the Torquay sign.
We lost everyone after Anglesea as we headed off to Lorne, along the way we
stopped at Split Point Lighthouse & at The Great Ocean Rd Arch. We
eventually caught up at Lorne where all had stopped for lunch. After lunch
Diane & I headed off to the Lorne Pier where we were joined by Claude,
Alan & Wilma. After a stroll
along the historic structure
checking out the fishermens’
catch (Claude grumbled
something about “I should’ve
bought that rig” ) the three cars
set off along the beautiful
winding coastal road. There
And then there were three
were many stops & photo
opportunities (Feel the serenity) before Alan & Wilma headed off (What was with
the hurry to get to the motel Al?). The rest of the day saw the Silver & Red cars
taking in the sights of the road. Just outside Apollo Bay we got a call from Syd
suggesting we meet him up at Marriners Lookout. The view from the top was
spectacularc. We eventually made it to the Motel Marengo at Apollo Bay at
At Marriners Lookout
4.30pm, as usual, last in. That night some went out for a meal but Michael & Sylvia,
Claude, Syd, André & Di & I decided to order fish & chips and eat in. It was a great day & we hadn’t reached the most
spectacular part of the trip yet..
Day 4-Wednesday 6th June – Apollo Bay to Warrnambool
Our silver roadster & Claude’s red one were the last to leave the Marengo Motel. We had decided to have a “laid back” day so
off we headed in the mostly sunny day. The first sign that caught our eye was The Maits Rainforest Walk. This was really a
beautiful, natural gem, which by the few people that were there, is probably overlooked. Claude spent most of the time taking
photos of every piece of vegetation. The tranquillity was shattered by “LOOK AT THAAAAT” or “ISN’T THAT
BEUOOOOTIFUL” (he was duly dubbed the botanist). When he develops the photos he can play “Which plant is that?”
Back in the cars and we made our way along the twisting forested roads to Cape Otway Lighthouse where we met up with the
early risers. The staff at the station were very accommodating and invited us to bring the cars in & park near the lighthouse for a
photo shoot. Claude & us
were the last to arrive so
luckily we got the front spot
(was this planned or what?).
Again we were the last to
leave after we had explored
the lighthouse, surrounding
buildings & had some
morning tea.

Nationals-Adelaide 2007
The next stop was to be the Skywalk over the treetops. We were running
late and after much complaining from SJN “We’re running out of light” we
decided to only have lunch & head off to the Twelve Apostles. This
section was definitely the highlight of the trip, especially for Diane, Claude
& I as we hadn’t been along the Great Ocean Road before. We caught up
with the rest of the crew & the President remarked that we were really
getting our monies worth as we had stopped at every possible lookout &
places of interest for a photo shoot.
Again we were the last to leave & made our way to Loch Ard Gorge with
SJN still complaining, “We’re running out of light”. A photo shoot on the
beach at the bottom of the Gorge where Diane got caught by the Southern
Ocean (the incoming waves swept half a metre up her legs) SJN
complained “Look at all the sand you’re going to bring in the Datto” &
“Hurry, we’re running out of light!!”.
We made our way to London Bridge & The Grotto when we ran out of
light “I TOLD YOU SO”. We had no other option but to head off to Warrnambool in the approaching dark and rain.
Upon arrival (last in again) we had just enough time to change & head off
to the Warrnambool Pub for the evening meal. We had a great time even
though “WE RAN OUT OF LIGHT”.
SJN
Day 5-Thursday 7th June
The previous day John Maybury’s Datto stopped some 15kms out of
Warrnambool. The rumble we had tried to diagnose became a gnashing,
gnarling scream from the rear of the car, accompanied by the sweet odour
of gear oil 90! I happened to be the first car(r) on the scene and stopped to
see why John was peering under his car, although I really knew all was not
well. John made comment that the noise suddenly developed a more
terminal crescendo as he came around the last sweeping left hand bend. A
quick phone call (lucky we had service down there with the Mexicans)
organized a tow truck via the RACV and John joined us at the motel about
an hour later. Thursday arose and I took John to meet his car again at the
local RACV office while Josephine waited patiently at the motel. We
Nan, Diane. Haydn & Claude at Port Fairy
asked the local RACV mechanic what were the chances of looking at the
car and he replied “not till next week”. The sound that followed was John’s jaw hitting the ground! Fortunately, said mechanic
quickly added that he had phoned the local Repco mechanic and he could look at it now. Phew! John drove the Datto some 500
metres down the road and the Repco man took it for a test drive. He returned and asked, “Which particular noise are you talking
about; The rattle at the back, the clunking in the drive train, or the rumble?” We suggested the rumble was the one. Datto was
hoisted and various parts were poked, wiggled, etc. It was then started up and put into gear and the apprentice was summoned to
point to any noises. He knowingly points with greased finger at the rear passenger-side wheel bearing. A few minutes later the
axle was out and various bits of metal fell onto the floor of the workshop. John’s noise had been found! I told the mechanic that
we had the parts and he was somewhat relieved that he didn’t have to find the bearing and collar locally. A quick phone call to
Claude confirmed that he and Haydn had a bearing and collar, but they were at Port Fairy,
30kms out of Warrnambool. Claude was happy to drive back as I drove towards him. We
crossed paths, exchanged platitudes and parts, and John and I drove back to Mr.Repco. The
only part we did not have was a new seal. I explained the size problem with the seal and that
one could get away with a seal of 28mm ID. Mr. Repco drove off and returned with a new
seal. All over red rover! I continued on my way to Robe, leaving John to part with the princely
sum of $113 for Mr. Repco’s efforts and some two hours of his time. Now if you are ever in
Warrnambool and have car troubles please support the man who helped and supported our
club: -Will Ferris Automotive Repairs. Well the rest of the day was fairly uneventful for me. I
caught up with Claude and Steve on the road into Heywood and we
continued into Mt Gambier for the requisite look at the Sunken Garden and Blue Lake, along
with some lunch. The journey then proceeded onto Robe. Along the way Steve tried out warp
speed on overtaking me and a truck. Claude and I got stuck behind this vehicle for a short
time. I eventually got a chance to overtake said truck and noticed as I passed the cabin that he
put his right blinker on. Claude assumed, as I did, that it was an indication to overtake. This
didn’t concern me as I had already done so. Claude availed himself of the invitation and
Mt.Gambier Sunken Gardens proceeded to overtake. Oh, oh, the truck was turning right! Only Claude and his drycleaner
know how close Claude came to having an incident both with the oncoming vehicle and with his bowels! Steve, on the other
hand, wanted to duel with a 4WD and trailer filled with logs, which decided to pull out across his path. Steve was worried that
the last words he would hear on this earth would be Diane screaming “Oh shit! Oh shit!” rather than “ Oh god! Oh god! ”. One
particular, or should that be peculiar, blue car driver cruised along some of the roads at triple figures (that’s mph) and caused an
oncoming police car to apply his brakes and think about doing a U turn, but decided against it. Fortunately though, we all made it
into Robe to laugh (sic) about the day’s activities.
Many Hats
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Day 6-Friday 8th June
Breakfast at the Robe Motel was provided in the dining room, this was the last
day of ‘this part of the trip’ with these great people and I gave a vote of thanks to
the organisers for all the planning they had done as everything was very well
thought out. The group split into two categories at this point, most of them set off
for the Barossa, many hours away. The other contingent set off on foot under the
tourist guide of all tourist guides ‘Claude’. He impressed Steve, Diane, Haydn,
Nan, John, Josephine, Lex and I with the knowledge of a local. We walked over
the hill to view the wharf, visited the ruins of the old goal where we were
informed of the history regarding the prisoner who escaped (we know why
Claude, the walls were only 1 metre high). Next on the agenda was the Obelisk and
The Obelisk at Robe
its’ importance for navigational
purposes. I’m so glad we looked around this quaint little spot in South Australia,
and as for Claude, he had researched our tour by walking the area a lot earlier
that morning. Thanks Claude!!!
Back to the motel to get the cars and we set off at 10.30am to travel to Kingston
where it became the Princes Highway again. We drove along the Coorong
National Park past Policemans Point (we didn’t stop or even slow down there)
and we arrived in Meningie at 12.45pm for lunch, petrol and stretched our legs,
then through Tailum Bend into Murray Bridge. After advise from another car
member we headed to Mannun, over the awesome hills of the most incredible
rocks, definitely Fred Flintstone country. Through the towns of Tungkillo and
Attractive wenches at Robe Goal
Mt Pleasant, surrounded by true Aussie bush of great gums and grass sticks, then
into Lyndoch and onto Tanunda, one of the oldest towns in the Barossa. Also the
town of Bethany in this part of the Barossa was the oldest German settlement founded in 1824 by 28 staunchly Lutheran German
families. Yippee we were nearly there!!!! It was 4.00pm and we were looking for the resort Weintal.
The welcoming committee were all out to greet us, it was so good to see everyone. We got our room key and our room had the
big spa, a few people had their noses put out of joint about that! It was nice to know we would have a three night stay, it would
be a break from packing ‘Sportie’ daily. That first night a wine tasting was organised before our dinner.
Lex & Janelle
Day 7-Saturday 9th June
Well, after a great night’s sleep, its 6.30am and time to take a look at the
weather. It had sprinkled during the night, the skies were heavily overcast and a
light drizzle was falling. The cars had to be cleaned ready for the show and
shine, and some were already hard at it. The small litter baskets from the resort
rooms were put into service. Luckily we had kept the cars up to the mark,
cleaning them most afternoons, so they weren’t too bad. Claude had his own big
puddle and was busily cleaning his car, pants rolled up and no shoes– shudder,
shudder !!!
Then we were off to have a splendid breakfast after which most dashed off to
fuel up. Hoods were now taken down as the drizzle had left us and the day
looked promising indeed. Following a briefing from Rob, we lined up for
photos then it was off to Saltram Winery. As the cars lined up there was much
clicking of cameras and admiration from the public, who were at this stage,
Claude No Sense-No Feeling
taking a keen interest in proceedings.
These cars certainly cause a stir when on show, with the standard of cars
improving year by year. Cars with the red dot affixed to their screens were now
to be judged and while all this took place, quite a few owners and partners opted
to visit the Farmers Markets.
Others whiled away the time having coffee and cake or tasting wines at the
winery. The afternoon was free either to take in a winery tour which had been
organized by the club, or to do some shopping. By 4pm most were back at the
Weintal Resort having a few drinks, talking cars, and generally socializing
before donning the glad rags for dinner, with entertainment to follow, at the
Tanunda Club. The first bus was ready to go by 6pm, filled with happy car
enthusiasts (David Romano drove to the club, & upon parking, his horn kept
going off randomly which made us all appear rather ‘hoon like’-Editor). As with
At Saltrum Winery
all the food on this rally, the meal was excellent, and as the meal progressed, so
did the noise and hilarity. The entertainment was provided by an all girl trio. As the night unfolded and the music became more
popular, the dance floor filled. Some of the club stalwarts were soon having a ball with most of us in stitches just watching them.
Yes, a good night was had by all. Three buses returned everyone to the Weintal with the last getting back about midnight.
A big day was looming, but as usual the committee of David, Norm and Rob had done a great job.
Kev
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Day 8-Sunday 10th June
Sunday saw the traditional ‘Nationals group run’ starting with a drivers
briefing at 9:30am. Rob Hewitson described the run starting with a short
hop to admire the view from Menglers Hill lookout. No worries-well for
most people anyway !!! Somehow, one group of mostly NSWites
managed to get lost despite only needing to travel 4km and their leader
having a GPS navigator on board! (Not the first or last time that a GPS
led us astray-they were dubbed SatNav 1 & SatNav 2-Editor) So after a
frustrating number of stops and about-turns we called the organisers for
assistance – thank goodness for mobile phones (in the meantime the
leader & his co-pilot phoned Rob & zoomed off & beckoned all to
follow-nobody did-Editor). During the wait Phil Locke offered around
some boiled lollies and was warned that he might want to ‘conserve
rations’ and give them out if we still needed them 3 hours later. Quick
as a wink,
someone
The Lost Tribe with the fearless leaders
replied “in
SatNav 1 & SatNav 2
three hours
time we will be SELLING them!” We named ourselves “The Lost
Tribe” and all had a good laugh. The remainder of the group also had
great fun watching us drive around in circles from the top of the hill.
After the lookout we drove to Collingrove Homestead which is a
historic home in Angaston built in 1856. Sixteen dozen scones, plus
jam, cream, tea and
coffee were available
On the lawn at the George’s home
for morning tea. Guided
tours of the house and memorabilia were also provided for those interested in
some local history, which was most intriguing. Then we had a good run of
about 60km to Swan Reach and the home of John and Margaret George, a
beautiful home and huge garden surrounded by olive orchards. All the cars
were lined up on the lawn and their owners pulled out their “DSOA 2007
Nationals” rugs to relax on, whilst tucking into a sumptuous barbecue including
two types of meat off the spit and wine marinated chicken pieces. It’s hardly
possible to imagine that we could have squeezed any more food in, but sure
enough by around 7pm we were all being served again back at the hotel, at the
3-course presentation dinner. The awards were well received and followed by a
lively auction of 50 items. Every driver received a bottle of Port and formal
thanks were conveyed to the South Australians for organising a fantastic
Michael presenting John George with a gift
Nationals.
André & Julia
Day 9-Monday 11th June
Most club members were moving slowly on the Monday morning after socialising on the previous night. Our original arrival
group had been depleted somewhat because a few lucky ones were having an extended
stay or going off to another destination. Ten roadsters left Tanunda in steady drizzle and
headed east towards Hay. Sylvia and Michael’s car was on the back of Russell and Dawn’s
truck and Russell and Dawn had graciously given the Honers the 1600 to drive home. No
doubt Michael would have been looking for a 5th gear on the Hay Plains. It was an
uneventful trip apart from a loose fan belt on the 1600 and the sighting of a few flocks of
emus. Overtaking semi trailers through their spray in the rain kept us alert. André
rejoined us at Hay where we were glad to get out of the cars after a really full day (at the
round-about at Hay we all turned left-SatNav 1 & 2 turned right-Editor). The local pub
was our last get together before splitting in the morning and going in different directions.
John George’s Dream takes Shape
Day 10-Tuesday 12th June
Some members made an early start and headed off to Canberra, Goulburn or Sydney. Des took the time to repair a fuel line and
tighten the fan belt on Russell and Dawn’s car before the final 3 cars headed towards West Wyalong. It was hardly exciting
driving. A highlight of the day was coming to a corner and I was positively excited when we reached a roundabout! At West
Wyalong, Jean, Tony, Wilma and I said farewell to Nan & Haydn. We decided that we had a better chance of getting home
safely if we avoided the floods in the Hunter Valley. We had changed our destination of Parkes/Dubbo and headed east to
Bathurst, leaving the Gooches to visit family in Parkes. The motel manager in Bathurst allowed us to park our cars out of sight in
a secure area. We couldn’t spend too much time looking for somewhere to eat because it was so cold outside, so we ended up in
a pub just to get warm. (That’s my story anyway!)
So it’s back to the daily grind after another great Nationals-COME ON Hervey Bay 2008
AA
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Norm

Greg & Vickie

Mathew & Emma

Stephen & Alison

Alan & Wilma

Garth & Margret

John & Jo

Mark & Tracy

John & Elga

Jon & Darlene
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Brian & Ailsa

Geoff & June

John & Ruth

Ron & Grace

Robert

Rod, Angela, Lochie & Eddie

Paul & Liz

Lex & Janelle

David & Alison

Rod & Colin
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Rod & Sally

Gavin & Darron

Bob & Sue

Haydn & Nan

Michael & Syd

Roger & Jo

Alastair & Trish

Steve & Diane

Rob & Pam

Vikash
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David & Chris

Russell & Dawn

John & Josephine

Kevin & Thelma

Tony & Jean

Des & Bev

Claude & Sylvia

Phil & Jan

John

André & Julia
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Feed the man meat

Stephen’s “Hottie”

David & Alida

1600 owned since new

Diane & Claude at Loch Ard Gorge

Relaxing at the Anglesea Pub before Dictator Rachael struck

How Big?

Geoff & Debbie’s “Targa” Beast

Russell & Dawn’s 1600

Traditional car park gathering

What’s in that cup Vickie?

“Are we there yet?”

Rob’s Sunday instructions

Four seasons in one day-VIC.

