Trip Report: Corowa 2007

The time warp continues.

For the lucky people, Corowa is a weeklong event of khaki and olive drab.

For the unlucky it is only as long as we can get off work.

For me it was 4 days long, but with some help I managed to fit in enough activities that would take others 7 days. 

My arrival late Thursday afternoon coincided with the arrival of a brisk rain and electrical storm. Discretion assured that checking in at the welcoming tent was a good idea, as I do not really enjoy putting up a tent in the rain. However this did not stop some of the Victorian contingent from erecting their temporary housing in the rain.

I decided to erect my chair under cover and enjoy some cold fluids whist watching somebody else do the work. What’s, that saying, “ I love hard work, and I could watch someone work hard all day!”  

Slowly the storm abated and so did my cold beer reserve.  To give new stocks the ability to reach maximum enjoyment temperature, I erected my new tent; here’s a hint, check to see if there is a manual. Those segment poles all look alike!!!

It was only after standing back to gaze upon my palace that I realised the longer poles should be in the centre. Not the front and back. My tent looked like the tower bridge was under it. At least the beer was cold….

A dinner at the pub across the bridge was the venue for the evening. Afterwards the DVD collection of Bruce McCann was raided, having found only burnt copies, we decided to watch an ORIGINAL, (spelt here so Bruce can see what the word looks like!). A late night storm put a stop to the activities as we decided that electricity and lots of water were not a favourable condition. The rest of the night was spent gatecrashing other highly technical discussions that were happening all over the caravan park.

Friday.

Morning arrived with the call of some Kookaburras, nice one nature. The use of a siren and bugle were not as nice. Who owns that bloody bugle?!!!

A quick breakfast and I caught my lift for the day’s activities. I have not been in a series 3 Landover for a long time, after 20 minutes I remembered why. No seriously, why did the vehicle try to cook my leg? It was hot!
Fact No 1. Why does someone always believe that there is more fuel in the tank than shows on the gauge? 

Fact No 2. Who would go in a convoy and Not check their fuel level? 

Fact No 3. It was a jeep, it was a FORD! Say no more.

The trip to Tocumwal aerodrome was only 85 klm and the day starting in drizzle slowly cleared to another hot humid day. The hour-long talk from the local historical society was highly entertaining. It was hard to believe that during WWII, 75,000 U.S. personnel were stationed here. Of over 150 buildings only a handful remain, most were removed after WWII and became the housing for the suburb of O’Connell in the ACT. The hanger however was an amazing example of period technology, with the shortage of steel, wood was substituted and by using a new method that allowed the use of non-cured woods the hangers were erected in double time. Today only the occasional beam has had to be replaced. The hanger looked as though it could exist for another 60years. Not to sure about the asbestos roof.

Lunch in Tocumwal was excellent as was the cold refreshments! This was one of the benefits of not having to drive. The return trip to Corowa was another lesson in leg cooking, Landover style! 

Thanks to Russel for allowing a noisy passenger to annoy him for a few hours….

Dinner Friday night was spent at the bowling club and passed all to quickly.

Many discussions were held and most were about some type of wheeled, tracked, floating or flying machine. 

Saturday.

Parade Day.

Saturday morning started with the siren and bugle team. Next year we will have commandos on site to track you down!!

A massive 153 vehicles assembled at the start line. Some vehicle and uniform combinations were very professional. If you took a picture in black and white you would swear it was a WWII photo. Special mention to the German combinations, a Russian soldier and son combo, a lone Aussie digger in desert shorts (longs!) and of course, that yank officer from the 3rd Armoured Division.

The parade was run after a driver meeting. Held by John Hedges from the back of a studebaker.

John finally fired up his bike to start the parade and….stalled the bike. The parade started with John finally restarting the bike and joining the parade mid way. I have it on my videotape if you wish to buy the evidence John!

The final assembly at the airport was impressive with all of the bikes assembled out front of all of the vehicles. An unexpected highlight was the landing of a WWII Harvard trainer, decked out in the livery of the Kiwi Air force, the pilot allowed us up close and personal. 

The rest of the morning was taken up by the swapmeet. 

Has anybody noticed that the price of junk is increasing?  And anything that is new is damn expensive….

Some great new things this year were the amount of specialised engineering shops making parts for our vehicles. Impressive, high quality and made in OZ! 

One thing I did see was an overdrive for a jeep. Same make as the one I have been using for years. Please contact Neal re Tamworth jeep. Expect a LARGE price tag…

The rest of the afternoon was spent relaxing and shooting the breeze. Ran out of ammunition……Thanks to Bill Schoblom for the refills! 

Also had a great time in the mighty moke. What a fun vehicle, for some reason its hard to imagine some tough Aussie soldiers using this vehicle and trying to be taken seriously. Great moke trailer as well, apparently it is as rare as rocking horse ….! 

The Saturday night auction was held at the usual place at the usual time.

This year some great products were bought for a song, whist others used money!

Saturday night was a late one for most involved. 

Thanks go to all of the donations; Bay Kelly again showed his prowess in getting the top dollar. 

Personally I must thank my employer Fuchs Lubricants for their donations.

(Gotta love that name!) IF you can say it correctly…

Sunday

Peaceful, relaxing, take it easy Sunday. 

Recovery from a LATE night was highly enhanced by no sirens or bugles.

A change of pace overcame the camp as most prepared to pack up and head home.

Many farewells and suddenly the camp seemed empty.

With the rest of the day free I decided to explore some of the countryside.

A slow push bike ride to the local wineries for lunch had me wishing it wasn’t 15 kilometres back to camp, or that it wasn’t 32 deg C!!!!

Did I mention it was HOT?

Sunday night was the obligatory smorgasbord at the RSL.

An early evening was had to prepare for the long journey home next day.

Another Corowa was over…..

Time flies when you are having fun…

Trip Reporter

Raymond Kickert

A.M.V.C.S.

Rumour Mill.

Guess who…. Don’t sue….
Who is a member of the rural fire brigade, owns his own fire tanker, and provides the chance for the local fire brigade to come to the campsite to show their techniques on how to put out a flaming gas bottle?

Who should take pushbike lessons? Especially at night?

Who should check their fuel level before they join a convoy?

Who should remember that they are not staying in the same on site cabin as last year?

Who thought that 30 year old, out of round tyres would make a 600-kilometre journey with no problems?

Who should practice the bugle BEFORE coming to the next Corowa?

What colour is olive drab? Whose vehicle is painted THE ORIGINAL olive drab?

Who had a bloody good time?

Report by Ray Kickert

