style 4WDs seems set to hue. Bl

sorhe prospective 41V D buyers getting the short end of e stick?

Are people in remotc areas being ignored? We ook three
‘luxury’ 4WDs, ranging from the Subaru Automatic Touring
Wagon'fataround $10,000); through the Overlandep’Series 60
Deluxe Land Cruiser (dfound$18,000) toffhieR8nge Rover four
doerautosfaround $28,000) on a 5000km trek throughsthe wilds
of southwest Outback Queensland to find out how they stood
up to the conditions. The result? You can have luxury and not
have to sacrifice strength. But it's not anjideal situation. Words
by TAN GLOVER. Photography by MIKE'SIMMONS.
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RIGINALLY, there
OWere eight of us. But

the TV guys piked at
the last minute, and then
there were six. Phil Scott
(Motoring Editor of the Syd-
ney Sun-Herald) had invited
Audi Race Manager Peter
Steinmeyer, along on the trip.
Peter was out from Munich
primarily to organise Audi
participation in the James
Hardie 1000 at Bathurst, but
had taken some extra time to
come along. It was the first
time he had seen outback
Australia. He and Phil mostly
shared the driving of the
Subaru.

Brian__Mclllvenna _is 'a
sergeant in the NSW Police
Force. Looking after the
Range Rover was his major
responsibilty.

I drove the Overlander
diesel Cruiser, while Assogi-
ate Editor Tony Love and our
photographer brought up the
rear in the support vehicle, a
Toyota Hilux Double Cab
diesel.

All vehicles except the
Cruiser were stock standard,
save that they had been fitted
with CB radios and each had

two Cibie Super. Oscars
mounted wp front.. The
Cruiser's /| had a = few

modifications. On the bonnet
is a ‘bug screen’: a perspex
strip designed to either inter-
cept windscreen smearers or
deflect them over the turret.
In the main, it works. But it’s
underneath the vehicle which
has received the most atten-
tion.

First, a set of Munroe-
Wylie gas shocks were fitted
front and rear, replacing the
inadequate OE shock
absorbers. Around town, the
difference in ride was im-
measurable. Hard cornering
no longer produced rear end
skittishness. Instead, the ve-
hicle merely leaned into the
corners, with about the same
amount of body roll as that
encountered with a Range
Rover.

Secondly, we took the
Cruiser over to Toddies Tyres
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at the Sydney suburb of
Rydalmere, to have it
measured up for some new
boots. We decided on
10R x 15 Goodyear Wrangler
radials fitted to 7 inch Delta
Concorde RV mag alloy rims.
These are available from
Mullins Wheels, and come in
either 15x7 or 15x 8 sizes.
They are suitable for Daihatsu
F20Vs and Vs, and also
F50]Vs in 7 gdneh;y Ford

- Broncos and F100s in either

size; likewise | Jackaroos,
Scouts, Jeeps, Patrols,
Hiluxes, Blizzards. Like the
Daihatsus, all Suzukis can be
fitted only with the 7 inch rim.
The reason we opted for these
alloy wheels was because
they are suitable for so many
vehicles, and because they
will form a part of eur ex-
tended alloy versus steel rim
evaluation. The run through
outback Queensland would
certainly provide an initial
insight’ inte-alloy suitability
for rough work.

Driving through the city,
the superiority of the rims and
tyres over the standard split
rims and RTMs was immedi-
ately apparent. Wet weather
handling improved, the.ride
was even softer in_combin-
ation with. the shocks, and
acceleration through the gears
was better. Top| speed, nat-
urally, was slightly down
given the smaller diameter.

In-"addition, 'a Chloride
Torque Starter battery (which
has no battery acids) had been
mounted behind the left
wheel arch in the rear of the
cargo area, and was linked to
a Sure Power battery isolator
in the engine bay. We opted
for the Torque Starter be-
cause it's not an easy job
fitting an auxiliary battery in
the engine bay of the Series
60, and it therefore presented
no problems with battery
spillage within the vehicle.

We left Sydney on a bleak,
cold 5AM morning, having
had about four hours sleep
after packing the vehicles the
previous night. And they were
fully laden with food for nine

days, water, recovery gear, an
Engel fridge and so on.

Well, four of us left, in the
Cruiser, the Rangie and the
Hilux. Peter's plane didn't
arrive until around ten
o’clock, so Phil would run him
up later in the Subaru.

The route I'd planned took
us to Enngonia, north of
Bourke, for the first night.
From there, we'd hook
northwest to Hungerford; out
to the Queensland/SA
boundary fence, past Haddon
Corner, on to Betoota, thence
to/ Bedourie and Boulia to
begin a long loop which
would take us back to
Enngonia .via~ Windorah,
Eromanga, Thargominda,
Eulo and Barringun. That was
the plan. Much of the journey
would be over station' roads,
and some would be overland
on little known iracks. It
didn’t work out that way.

I'd written over sixty letters
to station owners along the
way, asking for help in seeing
interesting locations on their
properties, providing suitably
tough terrain to test the ve-
hicles, and in putting us up in
shearers’ quarters. (There
wouldn't be too many motels
where we were going). I'd
been pleasantly surprised at
the response, and it promised
to be an absorbing trip.

First | fuel stop was /at
Lithgow, with some welcome
breakfast  around  seven
o'clock. Next wasat Dubbo. T
was amazed at the ease with
which the Cruiser kept up
with the Range Rover, par-
ticularly through corners. It’s
possible to drive quite fast on
the Mitchell Highway, at least
on the NSW side, so it pro-
vided us with a fairly high
speed test of the new tyres.
No problems.

Around one, we mosied
into one of the pubs in
Trangie for a counter lunch,
and it was here we met Barry
Roustlon, who'd seen the
Overlander stickers on the
sides of the HJ60, and kindly
decided to buy us a beer.
Barry is a Jeep collector, and

has a number of spare parts
for all sorts of Jeeps from
WWII vintage onwards for
sale. He can be contacted at
37 Goan Street, Trangie, 2923,
or by ringing (068)8882 and
asking for 211.

Next refuelling point was at
Nyngan, where the Cruiser
took 47.5 litres of diesel, hav-
ing travelled 172 kilometres,
giving a fuel reading of
15.99L/100km: Then came the
long haul of 202 kilometres
between Nyngan and Bourke.
I'd forgotten just how boring
this'stretch of road was, but
it'sisecond only in NSW to the
Hay-Balranald run. Kilo-
metre after interminable kilo-
metre of straight blacktop,
with the occasional blob out
of the heat haze finally as-
suming the dimensions of a
semi or a passenger car. On
all sides, stunted scrub and
red soil. The local radio
station, 2BY (based at Byrock),
wasn't helping either, by
playing music by Mantovani
and Percy Faith. I went back
to my tapes.

As the diesel vehicles
wouldn't be able to refuel
until we reached our Mobil
supplied dump_at Hunger-
ford, we topped up again at
Bourke. A steady throttle
pressure on that boring road
had paid dividends in fuel
economy: The Cruiser
showed a fuel figure <of
11.44L/100km!

Talk with the garage pro-
prietors from Lithgow on had
been nothing but rain, or lack
of it. And the countryside
from Bathurst northwest-
wards showed the effects of
the drought. Just out of Dubbo,
we'd been slowed to 20km/h
with lights on full beam by a
two kilometre long dust cloud
formed by the wind whipping
across a totally denuded pad-
dock. That dust was only a
mild taste of what was to
come.

What with stopping for
photographs and all along the
way, we didn't reach
Enngonia township until
around six in the evening.
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After a quick stubby in the
Oasis Hotel, we headed out
on the gravel road to old mate
Douglas Egan'’s property ‘Eu-
reka’, where we'd stay the
night. None of the vehicles
experienced any problems
with the main road, which
eventually takes you to
Brewarrina. It was only after
we turned off after seeing the
sign “Eureka: 24km"” that we
got into any difficulty. The
on track was fairly agri

ral, and heavily m |
wheel ruts from the la:
period. Deep rut
d with a very fine gr

better suspension

rehicle wallow like a

high seas. Part o

lem was the choic
rims, which ga
greater surface area t

_sidewalls, which in their tu

caught on the ‘cliffs’ of the
ruts. I wished I'd opted for the
larger rims. On the CB, Brian
reported that the Range Rover
too was not finding the going
easy, but _ ienci
nowheres

Tony, @
the Hi

twelve jerrycans of juice and
a lot of water helped too.

Subaru stress

Peter’s plane from Munich
had screamed its way into
Kingsford-Smith Airport late,
supposed to have been arriv-
ing from Munich around
9.30AM. Still, over 18,000km,
a little variation in flight time
is to be expected.

But by the time Phil had
taken him home, showered
and fed him, it was 1.30PM by
the time they were heading

out towards Windsor. One
thousand kays to go.

We knew nothing of their
problems. Safely and
comfortably ensconced in the
shearers’ quarters on ‘Eu-
reka’, we'd stoked the donkey
for the showers, had a feed
and were happily settled back
with a McWilliams Hanwood
port. Around half past eleven,
Brian thought he heard the
sound of a car engine. We
went outside, _but couldn’t
pick up any s
bed.

Morning. H
with a brillian
sign of rain, j
blowing off
flats. But it
rained during {l
puddles of wa
the red ground
had fallen, we

It was enot
Subaru, in t
country. Phil

en times”,
explained il. “Took the
sump guard off, used the jack
handle to clear the wheel
arches ... it was no use. I
even tried going off the road

nt bumper to exhaust pipe,
caked with great clods of
drying mud. We decided it
would be a good idea to go up
to the homestead, where
pressurised bore water was
available, and clean her up.

In the meantime, we'd
found a fuse gone in the
fridge lead. Ten amp. No
spares. A bit of silver paper
from a cigarette packet got her
going again.

On the Range Rover, the
leads to the Cibie lights had a
slight problem. One of the
plastic coatings on the wires
had fused, being situated
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against the radiator and cut-
ting out the connection. Brian
cut it apart, and, using the 12V
solder feed gun, remade the
connection. Again, there was
light.

Checking the automatic
transmission oil on the Range
Rover, we discovered that the
dipstick was a long, rather
obscene looking plastic tube.
Something that appeared as
though it had been stolen
from the business end of a
colostemy bag. It _was fortu-
nate that.the ATF level was
good, dor the only way to
replenish it appeared to be
with a syringe. Being fellows
of/fairly conventional habits,
we didn't have one with us.

At the house, we checked
the drive shafts, CV joints and
boots on the Subaru, remov-
ing all wheels with the instan-
taneous help of a Bull Bag.
The left hand side front disc
was completely clogged with
thick black clinging | mud,
which had to be laboriously
scaped away by hand: So was
the . rightso.-hand  front
McPherson strut and coil. All
up, the cleaning operation
took us some two hours. Only
the scraps of the morning
remained. In the petrol
driven vehicles, we trekked
overvstation roads, visiting
derelict homesteads, Aborigi-
nal waterholes and unusual
rock outerops. By the time
we'd finished, we'd changed a
tyre each on the Range Rover

and the Subaru. The Range

Rover had earned its wound
towing a tractor out of a bore
drain. I'd planned to be away,
heading for Hungerford, first
thing in the morning. Obvi-
ously, such was not to be the
case. We'd spend the morning
mending tyres.

In this sort of country, the
new, much vaunted Subaru
tyres (Bridgestone RD702s)
proved bitterly disappointing.
They are far too low profile
for bush work. A better choice
would be any narrower,
higher profile tyre to fit the 5]]
rims.

Once again, in these hot,

extremely dusty conditions,
we found the top mounted
rear washer/wiper setup on
the Range Rover let us down.
It just did not clean the full
length of the wiper.

Sitting alone in the kitchen
of the ‘Eureka’ shearers’ quar-
ters that night, I realised we'd
have no way of completing
the journey I'd originally en-
visaged. Too many things
were going wrong. Too much
time was required to fix them.
Peter, in particular, would be
disappointed. (“It's not on the
schedulé"). But it couldn’t be
helped.

My mind drifted away.
Sunday too far away. Moths
flying under fluorescent light.
White and grey two tone
walls. All very clinical like a
hospital. Fridge in one corner,
two tables, seats painted
purple to match the door
jamb. All the expedition gear
loaded up round it. We'd still
prove some points, regardless
of unscheduled changes of
plan.

Morning. The-alloy wheels
on the Subaru don't fit into the
spare wheel carrier under the
bonnet, do they? So our
definitely ‘spare’ Bridgestone
was somehow fitted into the
rear cargo area of the Touring
Wagon. It had a half-moon cut
in the sidewall some 100cm in
diameter.

Also, the engine oil filler on
the Range Rover, which, by
the tilt of the kilt on the
dipstick, was in need of a
transfusion of Mobil~Super
Drop, was hard to getat, being
situated under an air hose.

We left Douglas’ place just
before lunch. Minor drama at
Enngonia. OK, there'd been a
blackout at ‘Eureka’, but did
the power have to cut out in
the township just after we'd
filled the Subaru? No more
fuel. The Rangie, after a lot of
hard work on the property the
day before, would never
make Hungerford. Into the
Oasis for a nice hot pie. “The
microwave's on the blink”.

Naturally. No hot pies. A
few beers — at least the cold




room'’s still working. The mi-
crowave came back on. But
the petrol tank-was dry. War-
ren Gair, the publican, went
‘up the road’ for a 44 to fill up
his underground store, and,
after a microwave ‘dog’s eye
and dead ‘orse’, we set off on
‘The West Road'.

The West Road out of
Enngonia is pretty straightfor-
ward — well graded, butiwith
a few heavy sand drifts. It
didn't take long before Brian
was complaining about the
lack of dustsealing in| the
Rover. As we stated in our
original test of the new Range
Rover, the sealing has' im-
proved, but out there . . .

We reached the border,
passed through the dingo
fence, shutting the gate be-
hind us. That night, we'd stay
at ‘Currawinya’ Station.

Bush christening

Manager Ray Whiteman
directed us to the shearers’
quarters, some three kilo-
metres away from the home-
stead.

The following day, we trav-
ersed a lot_of-Gurrawinya's
350,000 acres, in terrain vapy-
ing from dry creek beds to
rocky plateau. Our full day’s
trek started with a visit to
‘Caiwarre’ Homestead, a now
derelict, tumbledown: shell of
former days.(ltswas to be
taken over by the National
Trust).

The roads here were easy,
well graded and little used,
but took in a low bridge built
up of sharp gibbers, over
which we gingerly took the
Subaru. At this time, the
Range Rover became hope-
lessly hung up on the peak of
two washaways — not
through any fault of the ve-
hicle, but purely because the
peak was a doozy. The Rangie
was ignominiously hauled out
by the Series 60 and a
Snatchum strap.

On to Lake Numalla, a huge
freshwater Lake teeming with
all sorts of birdlife, including
pelicans and seagulls!
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Seagulls, that far from the

coast! The sandy shores
proved no obstacle to any
vehicle, even at the

overinflated tyre pressures we
were running because of the
heavy loads and the knife-
edged gibber plains. (As an
example, the Goodyear
Wranglers on the Toyota were
kept at a steady 234kPa all
‘round).

Then it was around and
about to a spot the locals know
as ‘The Rocks''— an unusual
pink granite outerop of huge
boulders and rock slabs. All
vehicles managed to get to the
top of the rocks: the Range
Rover with [ sure-shocked
aplomb; the Subaru by ju-
dicious handling and the
Toyota by use of the hand
throttle, the notorious throttle
surge proving a problem for
the driver’s right foot.

And so, back ‘home’. Ray’s
daughter was being
christened that evening — the
parson had come up from
Bourke for the occasion —
and those of you who've been
to a Bush Christening will
understand that it was a fairly
slow.. morning the following
day.

The  ‘Royal Mail’ Hotel'in
Hungerford had the cham-
pagne flowing, smoked oys-
ters and biscuits on the bar,
and, of eourse, XXXX on tap.
Anvinteresting night. [ hadn’t
known before, for example,
that a Range Rover in Low
Range could tow a road train
with two dogs (trailers) a
distance of 50 metres. It's a
good thing we knew the local
cop.

For there at the Police
Station was our first fuel
dump, dropped courtesy of

Mobil. Two 44s, one distillate, _

one petrol. After the usual
early morning formalities,
like checking coolant and
engine oil levels, ATF levels
in the Subie and Rangie, air
cleaners and tyre pressures,
we went back to town.
While we refuelled, Brian
and Ross (the local copper —
a two hook man) compared

the merits of uniforms be-
tween the NSW and Queens-
land Police Forces. Queens-
land appeared to come out in
front.

It was almost midday be-
fore we got away on the road
to Thargomindah. The roads
here are diabolical. They lull
you into a false sense of
complacency, by being
brilliantly smooth andh easy
for kilometre after kilometre.
Up goes the speedometer,
then suddently, a metre deep
washaway or huge pothole
appears in front of you. And
the danger is that you're so
isolated: " On the toad from
Hungerford to Thargomindah,
which occupied our attention
for the best part of five hours,
we did not see one other
vehicle. Fine when you're in
convoy, but alone?

Fortunately, the GB linkup
between vehicles in our case
prevented-any-damage what-
soever, and we rolled into
Thargomindah late in the
afternoon. Tony rang our next
hosts, Neil and Sheila Watts,
on ‘Nerrigundah’ Station, to
see if we could come on
through while I finally man-
aged to buy a 10A repldce-
ment fuse for the Engel. We
had abeut ‘eighty mile' to
travel,/and it was dark when
we reached Toompine pub,
where we'd receive more de-
tailed directions.

Originally a Cobb & Co
coach station, the pub exists
purely on passing trade now
that the local opal workings
have been virtually worked
out. It's well worth a visit.

A quick beer, a hurried play
on the ancient upright piano
in the parlour and it was on
the road again.

What a road! Real bulldust,
so that the vehicles were
strung out over great dis-
tances. Coupled with
overflows from bore heads
that transformed the dust into
quagmires at totally unexpec-
ted times. On the first one,
Brian’s voice came crackling

i e

over the CB in the Range
Rover... “Bad mud patch
coming up Ian. You should hit
it in about two kilometres”. I
kept my speed up, anxious to
reach the homestead as soon
as possible, knowing the
Watts were expecting us, and,
given the totally dried out
nature of the terrain, sceptical
about the degreesof ‘badness’
Brian described. I barrelled
into the 150m long stretch of
mud at just on 100km/h. The
Toyota slewed sideways. A
quick blip on the throttle and
plenty of opposite lock, all
totally in the dark because
mud had been thrown all'over

the windscreen. Front
washers on, wipers going, She
was  bogging down. |Flat

change to third. More slew
and steering wheel correc-
tion. Qut. 1 gave a /more
sueeinct. message to the fol-
lowing vehicles.

Phil’'s voice “came over
faintly. I ean see you at the
top of the rise. Figure I'm
about five clicks back. What's
the problem again?” . ..

Mrs Watts had a meal
sitting in the oven for us.
Minge, oniongplenty of black
sauce.\We slept in the main
house: All sixlof us. How can
you.express thanks for such
hospitality?

Neil Watts is @ man deter-
mined to provea point. A
Toyota man. (He has sixteen
Toyota 4WDs on the prop-
erty). And he thought that the
Range Rover and the Over-
lander Series 60 might be just
a little limp-wristed to with-
stand the rigours of his station
roads, which included creek
crossings, gibber plains, a lot
of dust and some extremely
steep climbs. We were just as
determined to prove him

wrong.
And we did, though not
without some  problems.

Many of the roads on the
gibber plains, for example,
consisted of wheel ruts half a
metre deeper than the
buildup of sharp rocks in the

Continued on page 48
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A TEST WITH
A DIFFERENCE

Continued on page 16

centre. I found out that I'm
going to have to find a new
location for the spare wheel
on the Cruiser, because, with
a wider diameter, it became
the lowest point of clearance,
and copped all the rocks. Not
good. But, in a full day which
included visits to earthstank
sites covered in mud| and
loose dust, highly eroded hill-
sides and bore drain [sites,
almost vertical creek sides
and rugged station noads,
neither vehicle let us down.

We set off that evening for
Thargomindah again, anxious
to pick up our second fuel
dump, but, realising there was
a Mobil depot at Quilpie,
turned north.

We stayed at the Imperial
Hotel in Quilpie. Tempers
amongst the crew were begin-
ning to fray, and I figured they
needed a night off from it all.
Twas just as well, for the
route I planned out that night
in my paper thin hotel room
proved the uselessness of the
current vintage/surveyed
1963 1:250,000.maps available
for this afea. The Mollowing
day wds marked “by dead
ends.

The [first occasion had us
looking for a road that no
longer " existed, the second
being halted. by & brand
spanking new barbed wire
fence. We ended up hauling
through on the road back to
Thargomindah past Toom-
pine.

Brian led the way in the
Subaru, giving Peter a chance
to assess the Range Rover. |
followed him in the Toyota
Series 60, about two kays back
because of the dust. The sky
was a brilliantly hard, ada-
mantine blue, and Brian was
forging the way through metre
thick drifts and hollows of
bulldust. The Bulldust was of
two types: a thick, fine white
sediment that hung in the air
like talcum powder, and a

rich red dust, obviously
lighter, that billowed out
around the vehicles like a
balloon. I came out of Brian's
hanging dust, and realised
that a wind had swept across
the plain. In front of me was a
shimmering wall of white
dust, but above it rose
columns of red, like smoke-
stacks or funeral pyres, all
against that unyielding blue-
ness. It's a sight that T won't
forget in a hurry.

On the Eulo/te Cunnamulla
road, we hit the tar, and much
as I love dirt driving, it was a
blessed relief.

We stayed | that night at
‘Gumahah’  Station, once
again in shearers’ quarters. In
the morning, we refuelled for
what seemed the ‘enth’ time,
and I wondered what the
point was of having a hot
shower, coming out ¢lean as a
daisy, and then stinking of
distillate for the rest of the
day.

While owners, the
Gardiners, took the boys on a
trip around the station, view-
ing Aboriginal soaks and the
like, I made some notes, and
when they returned, we
headed off for Barringun, and
our night stopover, Nyngan.

Further modifications to the
Range Rover included
relocating the locks for the
tailgate window to improve
dustsealing, but'we still noted
water leaking in while we
were washing it, despite some
anti-dust improvement. I also
forgot to mention that prior to
leaving on the trip, we taped
the Range Rover fuel lines up
onto the chassis rail with foam
padding, to avoid staking or
ripping.

The Subaru carby remain-
ed remarkably clean, despite
a very dirty air filter. Oil
levels, however, were slightly
down, proving that it found
the going somewhat heavy.

On the Range Rover, dust
sealing quality was still intol-
erable. We ended up covering

k :

AFTERMARKET DUSTSEALING.

/
DIESEL PIT-STOP.

BULL BAG HELPS OUT.
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