3RD NATIONAL GPA SWIM-IN 
COROWA NSW AUSTRALIA- MARCH 1982

GPA COROWA SWIM-IN HISTORIC DATE

A week in mid March of 1980 saw the first ‘Swim-In’ for the ugly duckling of the jeep family, the Ford GPA, and it was at Corowa on the banks of one of the largest river systems in Australia, the majestic Murray River in the state of New South Wales that this unique ‘meet’ took place.

GPA’s traveled from many parts of Australia to partake in the week long activities which included a ‘swim’ or two for the vehicles, discussions, movies, slides and a visit to the nearby military camp.

Organized by two enthusiasts Ian Grieve of the Military Jeep Club of Queensland and friend Alan Newton, in all seven GPA’s attended along with an amazing 250 interested persons, and it was agreed that “a yearly rally would be held and called the National GPA Rally of Australia”.

At the 1981 Rally the attending GPA numbers rose to eight to enjoy the beautiful setting of the still expanse of water shaded by the over-hanging river gum trees.
THIRD NATIONAL GPA ‘SWIM-IN’

From 13-21 March 1982 this pretty border town nestling on the banks of the beautiful Murray River was the venue once more for this, the third, national GPA ‘Swim-In’.

Both Geoff Denniss and I, representing the AMVCS arrived at the caravan park which has always been the ‘Swim-In’ base on Saturday 13, to find one or two others from the Victorian Military Vehicle Corps already installed. Various others kept arriving over the next few days or so including Mal Mackay with his GPA and jeep and Allan Fletcher with his M3A1 White Scout Car; both having come all the way down from Newcastle. Thus the AMVCS contingent was complete for the week though we did expect visits from others of our society for the last and main weekend. This was indeed the case with several members turning up having nipped down from Sydney in their cars.
The days were perfect with plenty of nice warm Indian summer sunshine. GPA’s floated up and down the river, people were swimming or sunning themselves on the river bank. Several of the people formed “Ratting” parties to “rat” through the local junk yards and scrap merchants. So enthusiastic were the participants of this event that Colin Anderson of Shepparton even bought his special “Ratting” boots with him. Many pieces of interesting and valuable junk was liberated from these yards, of which there are several in the area, and it was all proudly carted off. Allan Newton of Adelaide found a set of Ferret side bins much to his delight and a couple of tins of body filler along with a sledge hammer should see them right. I myself had a certain degree of luck when, after hearing a town rumor in the local, headed off to the town police station to enquire about some Land Rover spares that might just happen to be there. A 20 stone Sergeant took me to a back shed and there, lying on the floor must have been at least 4600 worth of engine parts. I thought that it was all a bit out of my league but as the Sergeant asked me to suggest a price I said a rather hopefully “$50?” “Done,” said he and after I recovered I wrote him the fastest cheque he has ever seen and promptly removed it all there and then.
And so the week continued; more “ratting” followed on with more bargains, all being laid out in front of tents for all to admire. Counter teas in the pub were the order of the evenings followed up with either slide or movie shows showing everyone all the different club’s activities. Night exercises on the river with the GPA’s were also held which proved popular sport. A procession through town was held on the morning of Saturday 20 escorted by the police followed up with a line up of all the vehicles. This was followed by a swap and sell session which saw more junk changing hands. It was all good junk though and everybody went away happy. The pile to fit in my little SWB Landy grew and grew and as two others were to come home to Sydney I was getting desperately short of sitting room. The problem was sorted out by using the space inside the spare wheel and on the bonnet itself. Even so I could not see through the back of the Landy. The Saturday’s activities were completed with a very good fire works display over the river in the evening put on by the lads from the Victorian Club. The rockets and other whiz-bangs proved a good draw-card with everybody sprawled on the river bank to watch in the warm evening air.

Alas! It was all too soon to head for home and the next day saw most of the folk packing tents and other gear making ready to depart. After a round of shaking hands and “See you next year” it was time to go. With Mal Mackay in his GMC 6X6 with Acco cab containing the GPA and towing his 6-wheeled trailer loaded with Jeep and junk; with Allan Fletcher driving his M3A1 I headed off with my companions. After a short visit to Joe Drages historic aircraft museum in Wodonga we finally turned for Sydney arriving in Yass around 8.30pm where we saw one of our country members. Mal and Allan were going to sleep there for the night and my crew and I in the Landy decided to head on, eventually getting back to Sydney in torrential rain at 4.30am, dead tired and a little sad it was all over for this year.
Still – there’s always next year; same time…same place.

Dave Brown
