Corowa Trip Report 2006
My First Corowa.

Or,

A man on his own!

Wednesday 15/03/06

Heading off on an adventure.
I left Sydney with the jeep on the car trailer; the main factor that I did not drive the jeep was the fact that “rain” had been predicted. 

And “rain” it did.

Just outside of Goulbourn the heavens opened and it pelted down, even with the Falcons’ wipers on flat-out I was only able to travel at 40kph. This went on for 20 minutes… At least the jeep had finally had the “back to the track” red dust finally washed off!

First fuel stop at Yass showed me how much the jeep had acted like a water tank. There was at least 2 inches of water in there.

I suddenly realised that when I restored the jeep and put in the new floor I had not drilled out the drain plugs, when I stopped the water sloshed out the sides. I solved the water problem by removing the cap at the bottom of the fuel tank.

This caused some other customers at the service station to give me some weird looks as most thought that it was fuel!

About 60 klm along another storm raged and turned the jeep into an aquarium for the second time that day.

When the third storm hit I called it a day and decided to stay at Gundagai.

I had no sooner placed my bag in the hotel room when another storm arrived and flooded the jeep for the fourth time! 

In one day the jeep had received more gods nectar than in the last 9 years. There was definitely no red dust left on the jeep.

Thursday 16/04/06

More Travelling.

An early start saw me catch the early storm. At Holbrook it was raining so hard that the submarine in the park looked quite at home. It really looked like it was under way with all of the water on the ground.

I reached Albury around 12 o’clock and with only 53 kilometres to go the weather finally began to improve. With every “k” the weather got better and better. By the time I arrived at Corowa it was 30 degrees and glorious sunshine. This was to be the case for the rest of the week.

The first military vehicle that I saw was a White half-track on the back of a semi. The half-track had just been fuelled up; unfortunately there was no bung in the bottom of the tank.

Fuel was pouring out of the half-track and all over the ground. It was with a feeling of, been there done that, that I watched the mad scramble for jerry cans to catch the fuel.

The remainder of the day was taken up with setting up the “Man on his own” campsite and getting a few supplies. Beer and Bacon! The jeep started first kick despite being dragged thru torrential rain for what would amount to 3 hours!

Only problem was that the foot starter decided that it was time to work only when it wanted – more on this later.

Dinner was followed by films at the McCann outdoor, under canvas, theatre. Great movies but bring your own seat and beer!

A great night where I caught up with a few people that I had not seen for some time.

I also discovered that there is a time warp that operates in the Ball Caravan Park. If you want to go and see someone for 5 minutes it takes 2 and a half hours to do a round trip!

Friday 17/03/06

Today’s activity. Trip to Wangaratta Airport. 

Convoy to leave at 10.00am.

One convoy headed out through Corowa and over the new bridge.

Our convoy of 12 vehicles chose to head over the old bridge. For the first time my jeep travelled under its own power in Victoria!
A pleasant drive of 53 kilometres and we caught up to the other convoy, in what was a classic “you could not plan this if you tried” we were 5 kilometres out from Wangaratta when we came to a “T” intersection. We had to stop to allow a long freight train to pass across the road. When it finally passed, there heading up the leg of the “T” was the other convoy! We slotted on to the end and made a great sight as we entered Wangaratta.

We had an hour to kill before we could commence the guided tour,

Lunch became the main time killer.

At 1.00pm we assembled at the airport and then split into groups of around 15 to have a guided tour of thee aircraft assembly area.

We started with the machine shop and then went on to the junk shop, or as most of us called it “a restorers dream”. Imagine a plane travelling at 200 mph and then ploughing into a hill. This was the junk shop. Twisted hunks of aluminium and lots of small chunks that were once part of a fantastic fighting machine, add to this the ravages of over 60 years in the jungle……

Most of these parts are used to make templates for remanufactured parts for the “new” airplanes.

From here we had a first hand look at the assembly area.

This was an amazing spectacle of plane wings and frames in various stages of completion. This operation was a restorers dream; you could easily imagine the 1940’s assembly plant in full swing.

Mid way though this section they started up a static Allison engine!

This happened while I was standing next to a flying P 40 Kittyhawk. It added this to my list of special moments.

There is nothing like the sound of a fighter plane engine to get the imagination racing. 

Next to fire up was a static engine from a phantom jet. Whoosh!

I think I preferred the Allison!

The next hour passed with a close up inspection of various planes in restoration or already flying. Absolutely fantastic. Many pictures were taken by all.

So would you like to own/buy one of the restored planes? No problem, $ 1,000,000 down, to start. Another $1,000,000 for draw down payments, when that’s gone then they start negotiations!

Heres a hint for all camera owners – Do not leave your camera on the tonneau cover of Warwick Lords Ute. It can handle the ride but the sudden drop from the back at 100kph is not too healthy!

Am now in the market for a new camera. Amazingly all of the stored photos were O.K.

On the return journey through Wangaratta I had to find a bank, Beer costs money! Anyway there was a dream spot right in front of the Bank! Pulled in got the cash jumped back into the jeep and it refused to start! In front of the gathering crowd, that Bloody foot starter decided it didn’t want to work. I pressed and pushed till it bent! No luck, oh well up with the bonnet, grab a jumper lead cable, and then do the direct power to starter thing. First kick brummmbrummm. When I put the bonnet down a guy in the crowd who had watched my activities with interest came forward and asked if that was how you started a jeep, I told him it was either this way or with a crank handle, he looked at me and then said, “mate you should have a key fitted, that’s to much trouble!” he then walked off nodding his head! Go figure.

A pleasant drive back to camp through some of the wineries took up the remainder of the afternoon.

Back in camp I fitted a new foot starter switch…

Dinner that night was at Bay Kelly’s Campsite a new B-B-Q had pride of place and was well used, lighting was provided by Bay’s Twin Pole Mounted Spotlights. They had so much light that we nicknamed Bays campsite Luftstalag 13. It certainly had the searchlight tower! It was so bright you could see people change their minds!!!!!

Ended the night being kicked out of the bowling club when it closed. Who were those other late night holdouts????

Saturday 18/04/06

Parade through town and on to Airport for Scout Car count.

Swap Meet.

A short sleep, quick breakfast and out to the marshalling point by 08.30 hours. 

The convoy or “group of vehicle enthusiasts out for a drive” headed off at 09.10 hours, the last vehicle moved off at 09.32 hours. 125 Vehicles. A great site to see with many locals making the effort to get out and have a look see.

Arriving at the airport the scout cars parked in the centre of a large semi circle made up of all types of vehicles. More photos and lots of discussions. 

The restored Model T being the standout from all of the vehicles. Restored to army spec’s this cutdown restoration was true seat of the pants motoring. No silly windscreen to get in the way! No doors or roof either. Would have been a great way to get pneumonia in winter! 

After an hour all headed back to the swap meet.

Lots of goodies for all to find. 

There was one fellow selling Heavy Duty Machine Gun Mounts.

These were for serious, big, vehicles; they were still in the box and needed 3 guys to load them onto a truck. $500.00 each. He did a brisk trade.

Many parts most with fair/good prices, the most amazing cost item was a jeep glove box lid with all three I.D. Plates attached

Only a pitiful $250.00!

I managed a complete sectionalised copper tube aerial and canvas holder for $15.00. Also a working Hull Compass for $2.00.

The rest of the day was spent driving along the riverbank; this pastime was also enjoyed by a wide variety of vehicles all with very happy occupants.

There was also opportunity to ride in one of the amphibious vehicles. More happy occupants.

The Regular Saturday Night Auction rounded out a very full day.

Many thanks must go to all who provided goods for the auction.

Activities were wound down around 12.00 hours.

However there was the time warp to battle on the way home and 03.00 hours was my arrival at the “Man on his own” campsite.

Sunday 19/03/06

Pack-up day. (For most people anyway)
A LATE start for today.

By the time I had finished brunch, some people had already left,

I soon discovered that the time warp was working at it’s strongest, I said goodbye to some people twice as they tried in vain to leave.

Some time that morning; I helped out John load up his truck. 

Maureen’s Fire Jeep at the back, A Scout Car in the middle and Andy’s Jeep at the front. All were chained down for their return journey. Meanwhile a group from S.A. loaded up their semi, I didn’t know you could go eight vehicles high! And there was not one vehicle repeated in their load!

They definitely knew how to load a truck.

The rest of the day was spent in idle chatter and rides on the river.

At last light I loaded my jeep onto the trailer. How can 5 days go so quickly?

An excellent dinner at the R.S.L. rounded out the day.

Again being asked to leave when the club closed made me wonder,

“Who are these bad influences?”

The 20-minute walk home gave me the answer.

Friends.

Some old.

Some new.

Monday 19/04/06

Time to head home.
A late breakfast, load the tent and gear, and entering the “leaving time warp” ensured a late leaving time of 11.30 hours. 

A long uneventful trip home

A great time was had by all.

A.M.V.C.S. Reporter: Ray Kickert.
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