
Remembering the George Derrick 1981 
 
As is usual with me, I can’t seem to put pen to paper without creating an epic, but at 
least it gets the stories into print for posterity.  The Derrick in ‘81 was the fifth of 
seven rounds of the first-time Victorian Trials Championship based on navigation, as 
distinct from the four run as Special Stage events, along with the Akademos running 
as an Australian Championship Round.  And that’s only the ones I competed in, there 
may have been more.  That’s nearly our whole calendar these days.   

Anyway, to the event.  Yes, it was wet, something we don’t see too much of these 
days.  I was running in the event with Bill Bennet, we were doing the whole series 
and eventually we came second to Portman and Runnalls who, if you can remember 
back that far, won the ARC, VRC and VTC in that year, the greedy buggers. 

In the weeks prior to the event I had been scaling and marking up all the maps we 
were to use, and in doing some research for this article got them out and, as we don’t 
rally in these areas too often, found the route still marked on the majority of them.  
They make interesting reading. 

Bill had booked a motel room in Horsham, so we arrived up there in the afternoon 
and just took it easy whilst I continued to put distances on the maps. 

A lot of the details are very sketchy so I’ll go through with the memories that stand 
out from the event, section by section.  Having the results, thanks Ross, certainly 
makes it easier as one can recognise by the time losses where our problems were. 

Section 2 Wail  Luckily we started at Car 5 and the sand was pretty cut up even 
then.  We passed Harrowfield bogged and rounded up Cars 2 and 4 to be second on 
the road but we still dropped 36 minutes which, at the time, seemed a lot but later we 
heard about all the cars still bogged and realised how well we had dome. 

Bill drove the sandy tracks well that I can remember, keeping in the right gear and 
going for it.  Unfortunately his ability in sand caused us grief later, as will be 
explained. 

Section 6 Lake Hindmarsh as marked on my maps ran up the eastern side of the 
lake then followed the outlet creek up to Lake Albacutya and the control.  We lost 20 
minutes on this one and were one of seven crews to get a passage.  Unfortunately I 
have no recollections of the section or the hard-to-find passage. 

Section 8 Wyperfeld  marked on the map as running to the east of Lake Albacutya 
and then turning east below Wyperfeld National Park through Hopetoun, west then 
north to control about 4 km south of Dattuck.  That should ring a bell with the 2008 
BP competitors, remember the sand?  I do.  We cleaned this section. 

Section 9 Dattuck  Whilst waiting in control to leave, the official mentioned there 
was a sandhill ahead of us and a 4WD was there to drag us through when we got 
stuck.  If he was trying to be nice and settle us down it had the opposite effect.  We 
weren’t going to get stuck, no way, we got through Wail.   

So off we charged and very quickly were confronted by a Y-junction with the road to 
the left going steeply uphill, tyre tracks on both roads.  So we tackle the hill at speed 
and scrabble over it onto a plateau of deep sand with no obvious exit road.  Bill, 
doing a fabulous job to have gotten this far, trys to turn around, which somehow he 
does, but we sink into the soft sand about 80 metres from the downhill.  Four-letter 



words fly, apologies from me, obviously wrong road, wish the control officials had just 
shut up, and out with the winch. 

We had brought a star picket with us, so we sank that as deep as possible and 
started to winch.  All the time we were doing this we could hear other cars trying to 
climb the hill but they couldn’t, no one else managed.  I told you his exceptional 
ability in sand got us into trouble.  Anyway, after half an hour we got to the top of the 
hill pretty knackered as we had worked hard and constantly, so we packed the winch 
away, belted up and shot down the hill, turned left, went 30 metres and were bogged 
again, this time where the 4WD was. 

When we were winching we could see the lights and hear the cars getting bogged 
here.  What we didn’t expect was the complete front bumper bar of a car lying in the 
dunes pulled off someone’s car trying to get out. 

We eventually got through and then followed the railway line up to the control, the 
sand was still cut up but driveable.  We lost 51 minutes on that section and a lot of 
cars had got in front of us. 

Section 11 Dering  Still marked on the Ouyen map, no memory of anything on this 
section.  Looks like open country, major road and we cleaned it. 

Section 12 Emu Plains  The first part was route charted to Via One then a straight 
run for about 9 km to control.  I seem to remember the route chart was tight and 
sandy as we dropped 9 minutes on this short section, the fastest dropping 7. 

Section 13 Boolka  A straight forward section finishing on good roads to a control 
2 km south of Ouyen.  We, along with nearly everyone else, cleaned it.   

Then a transport into a wet and miserable Ouyen for breakfast and a chance to rest.  
Much to our surprise we found we were running second even with all our problems.  
This was where we started hearing about all the dramas of cars still bogged in the 
sand at Wail, and yes, it was still raining. 

Division 2  Section 2  Ouyen Tip  Route charted and the only memory is of the 
black soil with the consistency of baby’s pooh.  God it was slippery and not very 
scenic on a cold wet morning.  We dropped 3. 

Section 4  Timberoo  An area utilised by Ross once again in the 2008 BP only 
because the people from 1981 are no longer there.  Ross was threatened with all 
sorts of dire consequences if he came back after all the damage that was caused in 
this little forest.  When we went through, the ruts were very deep and consistent so I 
couldn’t see how rally cars alone could have caused it, but as usual we got blamed. 

This section started on a route chart through Timberoo but the control is not marked 
on my maps but I think it finished near the forest boundary.  We dropped 9 minutes to 
be the fastest through. 

Section 6  Baring  Still on the map, looks like good roads through to the control east 
of Lake Agnes.  Nearly everyone, including us, clean, but I have no memory of 
anything outstanding here. 

Section 7  Pine Plains  Once again still on the map, lots of secondary tracks used 
across several salt pans and approximately 10 km of sand ridges written on the map.  
Must have come from the instructions as the locations are too specific.  For 2008 BP 
people were now below Underbool.  Remember the sand you encountered there?  



Once again nothing specific comes to mind, it was probably numb by then.  We 
dropped 13 minutes, second fastest. 

We then transported back through Ouyen, I think, and up to Hattah before tackling 
the Sunset Country. 

Section 12  Raak to Rocket  Still on my maps, the sections from here on, even 
though many roads were waterlogged and slippery, were just fantastic, but as a 
navigator you had to concentrate hard to keep to the right roads.  It was a true test of 
all components and it was what rallying was all about. 

Starting about 4 km west of Nowingi we followed the old railway line west, cutting 
back and forward over it.  We then headed north and skirted a mining area on Raak 
Plain before heading south, then north again to enter the control at Rocket Lake from 
the north.  We dropped 11 on this one. 

Section 13 Sunset Country  Aptly numbered, as this was where our world started to 
fall apart.  This was a fairly long section looking at the map, with some tricky bits 
thrown in.  The unmapped road exiting the control around the lake was extremely 
slippery but we got through.  About 20 km into the section I noticed Bill was acting a 
bit ragged, then we clipped a tree with the back-right side.  This had been the only 
side we hadn’t yet hit, as on previous sections we got both front guards and the left 
rear quarter panel, now the car was even.  Anyway, I asked him if he was OK and he 
said he was a bit tired but seemed to perk up.  Then a short time later we exited a left 
hand bend and drifted wide, but instead of keeping his foot into it to bring us back to 
the road, he tried to change gears and bang, down we went, bogged to the axles. 

We surveyed the scenery but there was nothing to winch off, so we got out the tow 
rope as we knew David Jones, Bill’s partner at Melbourne Suspension, was behind 
us and would give us a tow.  Before David arrived, Mick Ellis and Jim Maude, close 
friends who were leading the event but running behind us, pulled up and tried to help, 
but to no avail so I told them to get going.  Eventually David arrived and to our 
surprise didn’t even slow down, he just powered past.  For the life of me I can’t 
remember how we got out, but we did.  (If anyone out there knows or helped in any 
way please let me know so I can thank you.)   

Naturally now Bill was fired up and off we went until we had to turn hard right at a 
junction.  We came in too quick, the intersection was flooded, we understeered off 
the road, Bill didn’t lift off and bang, we hit a low tree branch with the roof above the 
windscreen, buckling the roof and turning the windscreen into particles.   

Once again the air turned blue, Bill was not a happy camper as he bent the bonnet 
as well, so now the only straight panel left was the boot lid.  We were now faced with 
driving out about 50 km or more on flooded roads with no windscreen. 

We talked and decided that the most direct route was pretty much along the rally 
route, so we drove along as quickly as we could under the circumstances, visiting all 
the vias, not thinking of a result, just wanting to get to Murrayville and call it quits.  
There was no way we were going back out into this country at night as we were 
supposed to do for Division 3. 

Every puddle we hit sent water into the cabin, drenching both Bill and I.  He closed 
his eyes, I put the map board in front of my face.  You can still see the water marks 
all through the maps, one reason they’re still marked with the route.  We arrived at 



the control cold, miserable, wet as a shag and dispirited.  We had dropped 61 
minutes all-up but had picked up all the vias, some consolation!   

We did the transport to control 15 and met our service crew consisting of Helen, my 
wife, Ross Comport and Bruce Robertson.  They brightened us up a bit, got us some 
hot drinks, food, warmer clothes and we were ready for the last competitive into 
Murrayville. 

Section 15 Duddo  A seemingly straightforward run over open roads into the final 
control virtually in the main street of Murrayville, via about 2½  km of tracks in a little 
forest to Murrayville’s north.  It was now getting darker and colder as we traversed 
the first lot of roads with no problems.   

Then we entered this little forest.  No problems, I thought, follow the bends in the 
map and you’ll get there OK.  Well, like Whroo Forest, there were tracks everywhere 
with wheel marks on all of them.  We tried every which-way to get onto the road into 
control.  The only one we didn’t go down was this grotty with a big bog hole in it and 
with no windscreen we weren’t inclined.  I’m led to believe this was the correct road! 

We were sitting on this track looking at the control through the trees and I said to Bill, 
“Stuff it”, or words to that effect, “Head out to the main road and we’ll WD”.  I’d had 
enough and so had he.  Just then Bruce Robertson comes running through the trees 
saying to follow him and he’ll lead us to the right road.  Well, how Bill didn’t kill Bruce 
I’ll never know.  We were basically bush-bashing, knocking down trees, dodging 
stumps, etc. with Bruce running in front of us, dodging the falling trees until we 
reached the correct road.  We then turned left and proceeded into control in 1st gear 
at about 8,000 rpm.  Bill was a bit pissed off and the adrenalin was pumping. 

By this time it was nearly dark and thankfully Ross had organised for crews to get a 
shower at the hotel.  I’ll tell you, we both stood there for quite a while thawing out.  
We then had tea and as you all know, all the crews basically said “No” to the night 
section.  We certainly had no intention of doing it with no windscreen and we were 
going to be re-using some of the roads we had already been over in the Sunset 
Country.  This would not have been a good idea. 

When the scores were totalled to our surprise we had maintained our 2nd Outright 
behind Mick Ellis and Jim Maude. 

The adventure did not stop there.  After tea and saying our goodbyes, we put a 
temporary plastic windscreen on the Galant and headed for Ouyen as there was no 
accommodation available Murrayville.  Bill and I got in the service car and Helen 
drove the rally car.  Two kilometres out of Murrayville the rally car stopped.  We went 
back to discover it had a puncture.  All through the event and to get it on the bitumen! 

We booked into a motel in Ouyen that night then drove home the next day.  We 
swapped seats frequently as it was still raining and it was near impossible to see 
through the temporary windscreen.  We took photos of the car at Melbourne 
Suspension but I’m buggered if I can find them, I’ll keep looking.   

Ross had mugs made as trophies for the event but Bill and I refuse to use them.  He 
did about $1,500 damage to the car and we spent over $500 on the event, so we 
reckon each mug (we got 8 in total) is worth $250 so we can’t afford to break them.  
That’s probably enough for now. 

Stuart Lister 


