
We discover the intricacies of dodging kangaroos by 
moonlight and running the bush telegraph on . . . 

PRO.JEC 
FIVE/FIV 
No it's not some new type of warranty but Proiect 5/5 was 
one sure way to prove the worth of the updated Austin 
1800. In five days we pushed the 1800 Mark Two over 
5000 miles of hell, high water and bull dust. Verdict? After 
seeing the numbers of wrecks strewn over the. outback 
roads, we're glad they donlt make 'em like they used to. 

"Sorry, I can't make that meet
ing on Monday night, we're going 
around Australia next week." 

"Going around Australia in a 
week?" 

"Well, 5000 miles in five days 
don't want to come, do you? We're 
down one crew member?" 

"You could have given us more 
notice about the meet ... (pause) 
Want to come? (says the still slight
ly-disbelieving voice) - Hold every
thing and I'll ask the boss." 

Minutes later - "I'll be working 
all weekend but ... " 

So the crew was complete, the 
intrepid three and one Austin 1800 
Mark Two. Project? Five thousand 
miles in five days, half-way around 
Australia. 

The original plan was to cross 
the Continent south to north on 
the Burke and Will's trail but with
out BMC's top technical man and 
outback expert, Alan Kemp (who 
was preoccupied with London-to
Sydney preparation) the chances of 
getting through quickly seemed 
dubious. So the project took more 
the look of a first-time-out ex
perience with the great outback. 
Can anyone without prior know
ledge, experience and special pre
paration traverse the Australian 
wastes? Kevan Wolfe as Australian 
Hot Rodding Review Editor knew 
cars and something of racing, but 
had little long distance experience 
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and certainly nothing in the out
back. Gordon Miller, staffman from 
Granville Technical College, knew 
the experiences of trials and 
rallies but again the challenge 
was there. As Assistant Editor of 
WHEELS the opportunity meant 
bringing to life all the hundreds 
of stories, written and unwritten of 
outback exploits. Despite thousands 
of driving miles each year, getting 
through the outback still presented 
a formidable challenge. 

So at 5 am on a dismal Monday 
as the workaday world was just 
about to rise, Project 5/5 started 
from Sydney's northern-most out
skirt, Hornsby. Preparation had 
been k(~pt to a minimum. The Mk 
Two 1800 had been picked up from 
BMC the previous Friday with 2025' 
miles up. An extra ten gallon fuel 
tank had been fitted that morning 
togethel with wiring for extra 
lights, a few spares, an extra spare 
wheel, two gallon cans of water and 
that was it. The car was standard 
but sporting the new features of the 
Mark Two - slightly more horse
power, new grille and tail lights, 
new facia treatment with safety 
tumbler switches and an alternator. 

With the two matched Hella driv
ing lights and a wide-beam amber 
fog wired up, a suction shock absor
ber plugged to the windscreen and 
a Halda Speedpilot the equipe was 
set to start the 5000 mile sojourn. 

The first non-stop run was to 
Townsville to cover the eastern sea
board. Stopping at Glen Innes, 
Maryborough and Proserpine for 
petrol and refreshment, the 1571 
mile section was covered in 29 hours 
over the New England and Bruce 
Highways. The 1800 ran faultlessly 
except for a broken auxiliary tank 
fuel line (just one and a half miles 
from our start point at Hornsby) 
and a blown quartz iodine bulb. The 
latter was replaced with the aid 
.of a most helpful Townsville BMC 
dealer, Norm McKillock Motors. 

Apart from a section of unmade 
road into Sarina (one of the true 
horror-sections back in Redex trial 
days) the roads up the coast pre
sented no hazard and, even if en
cumbered by a caravan, the holiday
maker would find no trouble. At 
Townsville the afternoon was taken 
in Sightseeing while a warm wel
come from the manager of the Reef 
Travelodge tempted us to stay the 
evening to build-up on sleep for the 
long hot inland run through Hugh
enden, Mt Isa and on to Darwin. 
At 11 pm Tuesday we were woken 
with a "tropical breakfast" and be
grudgingly left the beautiful tropical 
night dead on midnight to head 
inland for Charters Towers and 
Hughenden. 

While the broad, well made roads 
lent themselves to the 1800's striding 
touring gait in fourth , the many 
frivolous roos kept the driver'S eyes 
scanning every inch lit by the Hel
las. Despite a few "moments", 
Hughenden came into sight before 
the sun had fully risen when a refill 
and drive change prepared for the 
unsealed sections to Cloncurry. Our 
first dilemma came with a sign
board outside Hughenden which 
showed "Richmond 70" in one direc
tion and "Richmond 78" the other. 





Taking the "70" we eventually found 
and passed Richmond at sun-up. 
We had paused to film the 1800 
"yumping" when water pouring 
from the front spelled our first real 
trouble - a cracked lower radiator 
hose. After replacing it with a spare, 
further consternation arose when 
we found the starter pinion jam
med and the battery just about flat. 
After a push-start we headed on 
to Julia Creek, Cloncurry and 
Mount Isa where the hose was re
placed and as the starter had re
covered and battery recharged, we 
aEsumed all was well. 

The 250 miles from Hughenden to 
Cloncurry let us sample some of the 
real outback with mile upon mile 
of flat country to the horizon and 
nothing but tumble weed presenting 
an eery feeling of challenging soli
tude. As the deafening rasp of gib
bers off the undercarriage drowned 
most conversation the feeling of 
hopeful faith in the vehicle to get 
through was written in the minds 
of all three crew. 

The Mt Isa refuel and meal break 
gave all fresh impetus to attack the 
103 degree temperatures over the 
border into the Northern Territory. 
Having passed but one car, a NSW 
VW, heading into Camooweal we 
decided that only mad dogs and 
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New South Welshmen drive the Mt 
Isa-Tennant Creek road in the mid
day sun. We were just leaving Barry 
Caves ODD-odd miles past Camoo
weal) after a refresher when a voice 
hailed us and asked to have a 
meEsage passed on to Paddy at the 
Frewena Aboriginal camp some 90 
miles "down-the -road". As the 
bush-telegraph, the 1800 fulfilled its 
role admirably. Whether Paddy 
realised his courier was a new model 
1800 under test or not, he was 
certainly glad to receive the news 
of his new job "up-the-road" as he 
stood among a group of his fellows 
at the Frewena water tank and saw 
the Mark Two disappear in a cloud 
of dust and small stones headed for 
Tennant Creek. 

When the hot sun eventually be
gan to fall, the 1800 found itself 
parked alongside the Flynn Memor
ial, junction of the Townsville road 
and The Bitumen (Alice to Dar
win) . A decision had to be made. 
Would we risk the poor electrics 
which were still giving trouble and 
he£:d north 600 miles to Darwin or 
go south 300 miles to Alice Springs. 
We were thankful we chose the lat
ter for as we headed past the Devil's 
Marbles the lights deteriorated to a 
dim glow. Assigning the trouble to 
dust in the alternator, we swapped 



The road was no worse than the 
Hughenden-Gloncurry section, with 
care necessary over the heavily
gibbered bits and through the 
deceiving bull-dust filled potholes. 

Towards Goober, puddles across 
the road slowly started widening 
and deepening as evidence of some 
heavy rain. After one deep creek 
crossing which appeared quite 
shallow in the car 's lights but which 
brought the 1800 to an abrupt stop, 
we decided to call a halt at Goober 
Pedy. If we hadn't , Eric Smith one 
of Goober's top opal dealers soon 
would have persuaded us and we 
were delighted to spend a night in 
the Smith's nine-room dug-out. 
Next day saw us out on the opal 
fields trying for our fortune. By 
midday luck was still out and we 
had to resort to buying suitable 
examples of Eric's beautifully cut 
and polished gems for respective 
wives/girlfriends and refuelled for 
the final non-stop run back to Syd
ney. Luckily the puddles started 
to decrease from their formidable 
road-spanning size (but not before 
taking toll on the sump guard and 
bending one front radius arm, both 
caused by crashing through a deep 
gutt~r while avoiding a minor lake) 
~ nd Port Augusta was made by d'lrk. 
M'.Id-stained and insect-smeared, 
the 1800 pushed on undaunted for 
the last non-stop run and completed 
the 1300-odd miles from Goober 
Pedy through Port Augusta, Mil
dura, Hay, Narrandera, Gootamun
dra and back up the Hume High
way to Parramatta, and finally 
Hornsby, in just on 24 hours. 

For the 5000 miles the 1800 used 
220 gallons of petrol for an average 
22.7 mpg and ran approximately 
1700 miles per pint of Gastral XL. 

After five days living in the 180(' 
and travelling at an all-up average 
speed of 53 mph (excluding the stops 
in Townsville, Alice Springs and 
Goober Pedy) the most striking 
points of the 1800 were its comfort, 
its exceptional touring ability over 
all terrain (in spite of its quite 
moderate power) and its sturdiness. 

Sleeping in the car was achieved 
across the back seat or reclining 
the standard passenger's seat. As 
the crew included two six-footers it 
was a tribute to the seats' comfort 
that never once did anyone com
plain of stiffness. The best outright 
top speed we attained was an indi
cated 97 mhp (genuine 94 mph). 
Despite all the hammering it took, 
the car was returned to BMG with
out a door hinge rattle or even a 
facia squeak. 

As for our first venture into the 
outback - well we ,just might put 
Goober Pedy on the regular road 
test route! # 
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Opal trading at Goober Pedy saw 
dealer Eric Smith haggling with an 
Aborigine over the flecks of fas
cinating silica. 

'., 
~"" ... ----otj 

Furthest point of the project - the 
Flynn Memorial north of Tennant 
Greek. From the Memorial it was 
south into bull dust country. 
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