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There are many problems in F1 today which are affecting the spectacle of 

this great sport. Here is a brief look at how the show could be improved. 
The question is always there ς how 

can we improve Formula 1? It 

appears to be a hard one to answer, 

because despite many years of 

trying, the best brains in the 

business ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƳ ǘƻ ŎǊŀŎƪ ƛǘΦ CƻǊ 

me personally, the answers are 

ǎƛƳǇƭŜΦ LΩƳ ǎǳǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴ ƛƴ 

charge the answers are also very 

simple. The big problem is that 

there are too many people with too 

much power and vested interest in 

F1, so getting anything agreed is 

nigh on impossible. 

!ƴȅƻƴŜ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǘŎƘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƳŜƴΩǎ LŎŜ 

Hockey Olympic final will agree that 

was a sensational event. It was non-

stop excitement from beginning to 

end, which fittingly was with an 

extraordinary overtime goal from 

Sidney Crosby to give the Canadians 

ǘƘŜ ƎƻƭŘΦ Lǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ hƭȅƳǇƛŎ 

final though. Every week, there are 

countless similar games in the NHL, 

and so you start to wonder: how 

does hockey get it so right, or after 

also watching the IRL, how did the 

North Americans strike the perfect 

formula? 

In hockey, the action is fast paced 

with short snappy periods, in 

ŎƻƳǇŀǊƛǎƻƴ ǘƻ CмΩǎ ƭƻƴƎ ŀŦǘŜǊƴƻƻƴ 

slogs, often in extremely hot and 

humid conditions. I have said for a 

while now that I dislike F1 races run 

in the heat. It may be the ultimate 

test of the driver, but I am 

convinced it makes the drivers 

lethargic, drained of energy and 

thus unwilling to hustle the car 

ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊŀŎƪ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘΦ LǘΩǎ ƴƻ 

coincidence cooler conditions 

produce great races. It answer to 

having short and snappy periods, I 

propose the deployment of the 

safety car on a randomly 

determined lap during the grand 

prix. In addition, I loved the rule 

that the pitlane would shut when 

the safety car was deployed. Now 

ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀǊǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴŜŜŘ ǊŜŦǳŜƭƭƛƴƎΣ ǘƻ 

me there is no sense in not having 

this rule re-implemented.  

L ƪƴƻǿΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ ΨŦŀƭǎŜ ŀƴŘ 

ƳŀƴǳŦŀŎǘǳǊŜŘΩ ŜȄŎƛǘŜƳŜƴǘΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ǉǳƛǘŜ Ŝŀǎƛƭȅ ƳŜǎǎ ŀ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ 

race up, but it would eliminate the 

monotony that so often creeps in to  

 

 

races once the drivers have settled 

down for the afternoon. There is 

also something for the fan to 

anticipate and get excited about, as 

it is guaranteed there will be at least 

one safety car to bunch them all up. 

One final tweak to safety car 

ǇŜǊƛƻŘǎ ǘƘŀǘ LΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ 

when the safety car lights go out, all 

the following cars should have to 

align themselves side by side, and 

passing should be allowed on the 

exit of the last corner rather than 

after the start/finish line, a rule it 

would seem they have thankfully 

shelved of their own accord ς you 

can now pass after the safety car 

line on the exit of the last corner. 

With all these factors, in a nutshell 

you have guaranteed excitement at 

a restart. 

Fighting is a regular occurrence in 

ƘƻŎƪŜȅΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭǎƻ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ƳǳŎƘ 

guaranteed every time Paul Tracy 

gets into a car. F1 has its image, but 

L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōƛǘ ƻŦ 

argy-bargy, Nelson Piquet style 

proper manly stuff. It would be far 

more entertaining than the 

ǘƛǊŜǎƻƳŜ ΨƘŀƴŘōŀƎǎ ŀǘ ŘŀǿƴΩ ŀƴŘ 

badmouthing situations we have to 

so often endure. Brazil last year was 

the first time anyone has shown a 

bit of raw emotional anger for years,  

MATT HOLLAND BLOWS 

OFF ON F1  



  

and then they slap Trulli down with 

a $10000 fine. To me, he had every 

ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǘŀŘ ǳǇǎŜǘΦ !ŘǊƛŀƴ άƘŀǾŜ 

L ŎǊŀǎƘŜŘ ƛƴǘƻ ȅƻǳ ȅŜǘΚέ {ǳǘƛƭ Ƙŀǎ ŀ 

talent for knocking people off the 

track, so it was about time he got 

what was coming to him. 

I suppose another problem that 

goes hand-in-hand with the lack of 

emotion is the lack of crazy 

characters on the grid. You only 

have to take a look at the IRL, 

NASCAR or certainly the MOTO GP 

to see what I mean. In the IRL you 

have Castroneves climbing the catch 

fencing after a win. NASCAR has its 

burnouts, victory laps, victory lane, 

ŀƴŘ /ŀǊƭ 9ŘǿŀǊŘǎΩ ōŀŎƪŦƭƛǇΦ ah¢h 

GP has Valentino Rossi ς enough 

said after even he surpassed himself 

so often last year. But it also has a 

new kid on the block, the always 

ŜȄŎƛǘƛƴƎ WƻǊƎŜ [ƻǊŜƴȊƻΦ L ŀŘƳƛǘΣ LΩƳ ŀ 

Lorenzo fan, but how could you not 

be? He makes Dani Pedrosa looks 

like a wet Sunday afternoon in 

Preston, ie miserable, and is more 

arrogant than I had previously 

thought humanly possible. Yet he 

remains likable ς unlike Christian 

Horner. For those unfamiliar with 

his victory celebration, he will stop 

the bike, produce a flag from 

nowhere, and run (or moon walk  

ò  

I donõt see a problem 

with a bit of argy-

bargy Nelson Piquet 

style proper manly 

stuff.  

ó 

depending on his mood) across the 

gravel to plant his flag and claim his 

ǇŀǘŎƘΦ LǘΩǎ ƎǊŜŀǘΗ LŦ ƻƴƭȅ ±ŜǘǘŜƭ ƻǊ 

Hamilton could do that instead of 

being hurried away to be weighed 

before being thrust onto the 

podium. Technically, not even a 

brief celebration with the team is 

allowed, although to their credit 

they often flaunt that one. Vettel 

could certainly do with an afternoon 

in the company of Jorge ς anything 

would be better that the one finger 

he seems determined on displaying 

every single time he is on pole or 

wins. 

The engine is a major problem in the 

issue of the spectacle of the racing. 

If you ask me, any rule than means 

you are not at full throttle, or able 

to be at full throttle, the full race is a 

ǇƻƻǊ ǊǳƭŜΦ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǘŀŎǘƛŎǎ ƻŦ 

looking after tyres so much, but  

saving engines is a real bug-bear 

with me. First it was one race, then 

two, and now eight a season. This is 

ridiculous. How often has a driver 

ǎŀƛŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǎǎ ŎƻƴŦŜǊŜƴŎŜ άŀŦǘŜǊ 

the stop we turned the 

engine/gearbox down to save it for 

ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǊŀŎŜέΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ƛŘŜŀΣ ƛǎ 

it? You should push to get ahead. 

Button and Hamilton have shown 

countless times the last two years 

that if you are faster and want to get 

through you can, you just need to 

force the issue. The cooling should 

be better on cars too, so they can 

run closer than 2 seconds without 

risking overheating.  

 

Following on from the engine 

situation is the whole car set-up 

itself. I agree, team personnel 

should not unnecessarily stay up all 

night in order to take the car apart 

only to put it back together. 

However, I do not agree with 

qualifying on a race setup. They 

complain that show is reduced as 

the qualifying format means the 

fastest drivers are already at the 

front, but that is no coincidence. 

Think back to the days that Senna 

would always be on pole for Lotus 

or the Trulli specials from 10 years 

ago. Those quail-specials-bad-race-

pace days are almost a thing of the 

past, to be replaced with, reliability 

permitting, pole-flag Vettel-fests. 

Using the race set-up means that 

the fastest race car will be nearly 

always be on pole, but if they had a 

designated qualifying set-up there 

would be a bit more variation, thus 

more excitement. 

 



  

Finally, there is the issue of circuits. I 

ŎŀƴΩǘ ǎǘŀƴŘ .ŀƘǊŀƛƴ ƻǊ !ōǳ 5ƘŀōƛΣ 

and am not particularly enthused by 

Malaysia and Turkey either. China is 

saved because it sometimes rains. 

Now, what do these all have in 

ŎƻƳƳƻƴΚ ¸ŜǎΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƛǘΗ ¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ 

massive soulless Tilke-dromes! He 

can make a good track, that is for 

sure ς take the A1 Ring or Valencia, 

and yes I think Valencia is a great 

track. The trouble is, so often is it 

the same old same old long straight, 

tight corner, long straight affair, on 

a track that is far too wide. Do F1 

circuits really need to be as wide as 

Bahrain? The track could be as wide 

as the English Channel, but get off 

ƭƛƴŜ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ǎƻ Řǳǎǘȅ ȅƻǳ ŎŀƴΩǘ ǇŀǎǎΦ 

Imola used to be so narrow you 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƘƻǇŜ ƻŦ ƻǾŜǊǘŀƪƛƴƎΣ 

but it looked far better from a 

viewers view point as there was a 

real feeling that the cars were flying 

at incredible speeds. 

FOTA may seem like a good thing, 

ōǳǘ LΩǾŜ ȅŜǘ ǘƻ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘΩǎ 

done anything truly special for the 

sport. There are too many vested 

interests, and Ferrari, to factor in; 

meaning nothing is likely to 

improve. Bernie is right; F1 needs to 

be a dictatorship. However, I fear 

until Bernie decides retirement 

would be a nice option ς which 

ǿƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ƳŀƪŜ 

money out of it ς nothing is going to 

be fixed in the sport. His expansion 

at the expense of Europe shows no 

sign of ceasing, and the USA will not 

get a look in unless it spends a 

fortune on a new track. The IRL 

looks like a more attractive option 

with each passing race. It may not 

be as good as it was 4 years ago, but 

it still races at the Glen, Long Beach 

ŀƴŘ /ƘƛŎŀƎƻƭŀƴŘΦ CмΩǎ ŎŀƭŜƴŘŀǊ ǘƛƳŜ 

and again struggles to compete with 

it. Add in the fact it has great 

characters such as Helio, Scott Dixon 

and Danica Patrick and there is a lot 

going for it. If only they could bring 

ά{ŀƳ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴέ IƻǊƴƛǎƘ WǊ ōŀŎƪ ŦǊƻƳ 

NASCAR, where he is known as  the 

ƭŜǎǎ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎƛǾŜ άǎƛŘŜǿŀȅǎ {ŀƳέΣ 

there would be almost nothing on 

offer that could better the series. 

LǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ Cм ǘƻ ōŜ ōǊŀǾŜΣ ƳŀƪŜ 

the jump and take action instead of 

pussyfooting around the problems. 

LΩƭƭ ŀŘƳƛǘΣ ǘƘŜ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ Ƴŀȅ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƳŜ 

from what I have in mind, but it is a 

good start. For the good of all the 

long-time viewers like myself they 

need to do something.  

bƻǿΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƎŜǘ ƳŜ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ƻƴ 

the WRC... 

 

ò  

I fear until Bernie 

decides retirement 

would be a nice 

option ð which wonõt 

happen unless he can 

make money out of it 

ð nothing is going to 

be fixed in the sport.. 
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..PIT AND PADDOCK ......................  
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Kismot serves up feast of delights  
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By Andrew Clarkson 

¢Ƙƛǎ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ /ƘǊƛǎǘƳŀǎ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ 

was held in Kismot, which is 

handily next door to the pub. 

The food was great, with 

curries ranging from mild to 

quite extreme. Needless to 

say that most chose 

something in-between, with 

the pansies taking the mild 

option (my personal choice) 

and the stupid/brave taking 

on the super hot one. Also 

on offer was a choice of 

naan including a chocolate 

one, which I believe Scott 

claimed most of. With the 

food was finished it was back 

to the Auld Hoose for a few 

drinks, though for 

Ƴŀƴȅ ŜȄŀƳǎ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƻǾŜǊ 

so they had an early night. 

Those who did stay soon 

got bored of death metal 

(the only thing on the 

damn juke box) and 

decided that a game on 

Gran Turismo would be 

much better, so it was back 

to mine and Adams flat for 

a few races round the 

Nurburgring.  

A big thanks to Michael 

Stanyer for organising it, 

and managing to steal a 

couple of menus from 

Kismot for us to look over 

in the pub the week before 

hand. A pretty great way to 

pre-order food and should 

be repeated in the future! 

 
----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

---------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

Tour of Mull reaches 40 years  

 

 

By Lucy Fryer 

I was lucky enough to head over to the 

Tour of Mull rally in October 2009, the 

40th anniversary of the rally. It was a 

fantastic weekend ς the weather held 

off for most of it ς with lots of good 

racing. There were a few offs ς a 

couple were a little worrying but 

luckily everyone was generally ok. One 

of the particular highlights of the 

weekend was the Tobermory special 

stage which was round the streets of 

Tobermory, with the first stretch down 

the seafront. This last happened a 

decade ago so it is pretty special! One 

amusing point is that the organiser of 

the stage forgot the battery for the 

start line ς but luckily the old-style 

Tunnocks van was on hand and the 

start gear was linked up to its battery! 

There were a few problems later that 

night with stages being cancelled but 

the rally continued overall. Due to offs 

and technical faults, the final results 

were quite surprising with the top cars 

all being rear wheel drive. Calum and 

Iain Duffy took the overall win with 

James MacGillivray and Ian Fraser 

taking 2nd and Daniel Harper and Chris 

Campbell in 3rd.  

One of the personal highlights was 

meeting 2 EUMSC alumni (including 

Gus Morrison) as we ended up 

marshalling a stage together ς myself 

and Gus on the start line of the stage.  
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Temperatures plummet for Dreadnaught Scatter   

By Jamie Seth 

As always it was a bitterly cold 

night, and Scott was nowhere 

to be seen. Eventually he 

turned up after robbing some 

poor person. Calum was missing 

ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ Ƙƛǎ 

car going or something so 

Kirstin rode with me and Scott. 

At sometime later than the 

original start time Ewan gave us 

the direction clue sheets and 

Scott set off to the place where 

the 4 loops started. After being 

told by Ewan what the 2 

shortest loops were we started 

with loop A. An hour and 10 

minutes later we arrive back at 

the Manned Scatter Point with 

5 minutes left of the 2nd 

opening time, better than 1 

ŎŀǊ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ ŜƛǘƘŜǊ ƻf 

the MSPs. After offering Kirstin a 

go at navigating which she 

declined, we set off on one more 

loop. We made it about half way 

round before Scott got anxious 

about time remaining so we 

headed back, but still arrived late 

ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘΦ ¢ƘŜ Ŧǳƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƻǾŜr 

yet though, oh no, we had to head 

back round half a loop to collect 

some code boards. Scott did not 

take kindly to the joke of mud on 

his seats. After missing several 

codeboards, Ewan phoned to say 

ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩŘ ŦƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘ ƻŦ ƻǳǊǎΦ 

At the finish it was prize time, 

where someone won something. I 

was far too cold to remember who 

got what but Eamon was warm 

enough stand and tell his jokes. 

2009 FIA Formula 1 World Champion ς Jenson Button 

2009 FIA Formula 1 Constructors Champion ς Brawn-Mercedes 
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Road and Ral ly News ƍ EUMSC Events 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------
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2009 FIA World Rally Champion ς Sebastien Löeb/Daniel Elana 

2009 FIA World Rally Constructors Champion ς Red Bull Citroën 

Firebreathing at the summer BBQ  

By Calum Hughes 

And so it was over, the exams had 

finished and the university had 

wound down for the summer. In 

other words, it was the perfect time 

for the eating of blackened meats, 

the ignition of random objects and 

the playing of poor quality football. 

It was the continuation of a 

tradition, the annual EUMSC BBQ.  

We all arrived at the beaches at 

Yellowcraigs, where the weather 

thankfully held ŀ ǎǘŜŀŘȅ άƳƛƭŘƴŜǎǎέΦ 

On arrival, the BBQ was unpacked 

and found to be in the same 

condition as it had been at the end 

ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ ǳǎŜΥ packed 

tightly in a somewhat damp carrier 

bag amongst the cans of drink 

which, like the burnt-on food, had 

been hibernating in the EUMSC lock-

up for exactly 1 year. We took up 

camp on a flattish patch of grass and 

began attempting to light the thing. 

Looking like the worst arsonists in 

history, much of the surrounding 

greenery was ravaged and crammed 

into the fire pit, where an 

unnecessary amount of firelighters 

were added and a flame introduced. 

Unfortunately this tactic was fatally 

flawed as much of the kindling was 

still very much green and alive and 

so around 1 hour later all that had 

been achieved was to make leaves 

give off vast quantities of smoke. In 

time though a minor fire began and 

the cooking and eating could begin. 

Burgers and sausages were the main 

ǎǘŀǇƭŜΣ ŀƭƭ ƻŦ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻǳǘ άƴƻǘ 

ōŀŘέΣ ŀƴ ƻǇƛƴƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ǘƘŜ 

wŀƴŘƻƳΩǎ ŘƻƎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƪŜǇǘ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ 

over and stealing various items 

would certainly agree.  

After the carbon had been 

consumed, it was time for the 

football. Not the best of games to be 

honest, the combination of wet sand 

and somewhat unfit players meant 

fatigue levels and luck rather than 

skill were the main areas in which the 

game would be decided. Set out on 

the beach with jackets and bags, one 

half of the pitch soon became like 

quicksand, feet just sinking into it and 

any rolling ball coming to an 

immediate stop on its churned up 

surface, and this combined with the 

large patches of standing water 

meant that after around 30 minutes 

the game was abandoned. The score 

became somewhat meaningless after 

the first 5 minutes, and so all that can 

be deduced from the trial was that 

certainly, one team must have been 

better than the other. 

After the football, it was time for the 

ƛƴƛǘƛŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ƴŜȄǘ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ ŎŀǇǘŀƛƴ ς 

Scott Douglas (IV). Unfortunately 

though, he was unable to attend, and 

so we quickly turned our attention to 

another victim. Inevitably this would 

be Richard. The captain is supposed 

to be flung into the freezing sea, but 

as Scott was unavailable, Richard 

would have to take his place 

(although it is debatable as to 

ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ {ŎƻǘǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ōŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ 

at all a factor in Richards dunking). 

We carried him out to the sea and 

quickly dispatched him into the 

waters. Surprisingly, he took this with 

some degree of enjoyment, quickly 

asking for someone to get a camera 

so he ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘ ŀ ƴŜǿ άǇǊƻŦƛƭŜ ǇƛŎέΦ 

Once Richard had been thoroughly 

soaked, we returned to our setup for 

a couple of games of random vortex 

throwing and general idiocy. 

Thankfully, no health and safety 

officers were present when the 

messing with fire began, with lit 

firelighters being juggled with bare 

hands and full lighters being 

exploded in the now only semi 

controlled bonfire that had been lit 

previously with parts of bushes 

blazing only feet away. If it was not 

for some of the more mature 

members of the club, it is highly 

likely that all surrounding wood, 

wood like, and at all flammable 

materials would have been cut down 

and piled on the blaze as the quest 

for needless fire starting continued.  

All in all, it was a highly successful 

outing. Nobody incurred any life 

threatening injuries nor were any 

emergency services called upon, and 

so it could by some measures be 

deemed quite tame, something 

which must be remedied next year. 

And remember, Scoǘǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ƘŀŘ 

his swimming lesson. 

 

tǊŜŎŀǳǘƛƻƴǎ ŀǊŜ ƻƴ ƘŀƴŘ ŦƻǊ YƛǎƳƻǘΩǎ hot curries 
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Tales from the Murray Cup  

By Scott Douglas 

ά/ŀƴ ȅƻǳ Dǳȅǎ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘΚέΦ ²Ŝ ƪƴŜǿ 

there must be trouble brewing if they 

were asking us to compete.  

ά.ǳǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜŘ ǘƻ ǎǘŀǊǘ ƛƴ мл 
ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΚέΣ L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘΣ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ 
good of everyone to back out. 
ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ōǳǘ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴŜŀǊōȅ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ 
ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚέ - ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘΦ 
ά9ƘƘƘΣ ȅŜŀƘΗ .Ŝ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǉǳƛŎƪŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ 

ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ǎŀȅ ΨǘǳǊƴ ǊƛƎƘǘΩέ - I lied. 

I then hung up the phone and 

immediately told Dan, with whom I 

was finishing off preparations for the 

ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ wŜǳƴƛƻƴ 5ƛƴƴŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ 

instead of a relaxed evening of being 

closing car, as first promised, we 

would be in fact competing. 

ά.ǳǘ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ƳŀǇέ 
ά!ƴŘ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǊǘ 
ǾŜƴǳŜ ƛǎέ 
ά!ƴŘ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ƴƻ ǇŜǘǊƻƭέ 
ά!ƴŘ ƛǘ ǎǘŀǊǘǎ ƛƴ ǘŜƴ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ 

ǿŜΩǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ŎŜƴǘǊŜ ƻŦ 9ŘƛƴōǳǊƎƘέ 

These were all very good points that 

Dan brought up, and had we not been 

members of the Motorsport Club it 

would have been easy to reject the 

invitation. But alas, with that blatant 

ƭŀŎƪ ƻŦ ǊŜƎŀǊŘ ŦƻǊ hƴŜΩǎ ƻǿƴ ƎƻƻŘ 

that is an inherent part of any EUMSC 

member, we set off. 

After driving my Skoda faster than it, 

or I believe any Skoda, had been 

driven before we somehow arrived at 

the start venue only 25 minutes late 

ŀƴŘ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ 

racing had in fact already begun. We 

then proceeded to jumble together a 

bit of cardboard for Dan to lean the 

borrowed map on as so he could use 

the stolen pencil to write on it. 

Our one reprieve was that Ewan had 

let us go out last of the five entrants, 

giving us a little time to catch our 

breath. As we were waiting, we saw 

our four competitors exit the car park 

and turn left, down the hill. I 

distinctly remember telling Dan to 

make note of this as the last thing we 

wanted to do was make a mistake in 

view of everyone. You could imagine 

my surprise then when as I sped away 

from the start, and having already 

started to turn left, Dan shouted at 

ƳŜ άbhΗ ¢ǳǊƴ wLDI¢ΗέΦ L ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ 

turn right, and then slammed on the 

brakes, blocking the entire road and 

looked at Dan quizzically. Apparently 

all of the previous competitors had 

got it wrong. As he was the one with 

the map, I had to surrender my 

ŀǊƎǳƳŜƴǘ ŀƴŘ ǘǳǊƴ ǊƛƎƘǘΧ 

Two minutes later we were at TC1, 

the initial feelings of joy in that we 

had got it right soon subsided when it 

became apparent that we had arrived 

10 minutes before we were due to be 

there, and we had arrived from the 

wrong direction. So, lots of points 

deducted, we sped back the way 

passing the start venue that we had 

left from eight minutes 

ǇǊŜǾƛƻǳǎƭȅΧǘƘƛǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǿŜƭƭΦ 

471 three point turns and what had 

seemed like a decade later, we 

arrived back at said car park. Having 

turned up to most of the TCs so late 

that the marshals had already left 

believing that we were dead, skipping 

out a few TCs in between, and 

eventually being asked to help the 

closing car (which had overtaken us) 

and pick up code boards, we had 

given in and trudged back in defeat. 

 ---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

-------- 

Thankfully there was the, as always, 

fantastic Leeming Catering there to 

pick up our spirits, and several cups 

of soup, chocolate bars and Irn-Bru 

cans soon put us in good spirits.  

Thankfully, the event had not gone 

as badly for everyone else. Dave 

Brown and Joel Haylock won yet 

another Murray Cup to add to their 

tally, and seemed particularly 

chuffed when receiving the award at 

the dinner the following night. Their 

impressive low number of penalty 

counts acting greatly in their favour. 

Mike Horsburgh and Lucy Fryer took 

the non-Expert Class, while Jamie 

Seth navigated Henry Webster to 

victory in the Novice Class. Also a 

special mention to team McRae, 

which saw Willie and his young Son 

do supremely well in getting 2nd 

place in the Novice Class and 

thoroughly outperforming the 

supposedly more experienced pair 

of myself and Dan. 

In addition to their congratulations, 

ŀ ōƛƎ Ψ¢Ƙŀƴƪ ¸ƻǳΩ ǘƻ 9ǿŀƴ ŀƴŘ .ǊǳŎŜ 

for organising what was a classic 

Murray Cup, enjoyed by all. 

¦ƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅ .ǊǳŎŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ 

there on the night to witness the 

success of his event but I assured 

him it went off without a hitch. Also 

thanks must go to Mr. and Mrs. 

Leeming who once again provide 

pretty much the best God-damn 

catering that Navigational Rallies 

have ever seen! 

 

2009 IRL Champion ς Dario Franchitti 

2009 Indy 500 Winner ς Helio Castroneves 
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2009 Sprint Cup Champion ς Jimmie Johnson 

2009 Grand AM Champion ς Alex Guerny/Jon Fogarty 

Hughes  sensationally storms to take inaugural Karting title  

By Scott Douglas 

Part one of the Edinburgh University 

Motorsport Club Reunion was the 

climax of the inaugural 6-Round 

Karting Championship. Sixty drivers, 

four different tracks and a hell of a 

lot of crashing had led us to Xtreme 

Karting in Falkirk on a warm 

Thursday evening for the climax of 

our year of events. Mathematically 

six drivers could still win, with Calum 

Hughes was leading the way on 111 

points, Scott Douglas on 109 and 

Richard Crozier on 106. Behind them 

a titanic effort from David Forrest, 

Andrew Clarkson or Stevie Campbell 

could see them walk away with the 

title of Club Champion. 

Thanks to a rather tumultuous 

journey getting to Xtreme (one car, 

despite the cries of a passenger in 

the back seat, arrived in Glasgow) 

the format of the event would be 

changed to adapt to the now tight 

time restraints. Instead of several 

short sharp heats, there would be  

two longer heats for every driver 

before a final for the top eight 

drivers. 

The heats went on without too much 

incident, Hughes doing well to 

eradicate the memories of when we 

were last here when he dropped two 

places in the final. There was 

however a clear lead for Richard 

who came out of the heats on top. 

This led to a thrilling final grid of 

Richard on pole, with Scott in fourth 

and Calum in fifth. The situation was 

that if the grid finished as it started 

then Crozier would be crowned 

champion, but if Hughes or Douglas 

could climb into the top three they 

would take the title.  

After the B-final was comfortably 

won by Matt Holland, a rendition of 

Ψ¢ƘŜ /ƘŀƛƴΩ ƭŜŘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǊǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƛŘ 

and with the lights turning green the 

decisive race of the championship 

got underway. Richard led strongly 

from the front and forged a huge 

lead, with a victory almost certain it  

all depended on what was 

happening depended on what was 

happening behind him. 

Unfortunately for Richard, Scott had 

got up to third with Calum following 

him into fourth, now the 

/ƘŀƳǇƛƻƴǎƘƛǇ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ {ŎƻǘǘΩǎ ƘŀƴŘǎΦ 

Two laps later however, there was a 

clang at the bottom of the bridge 

that would decide the 

championship. Douglas and Hughes 

collided, if they ended up in the wall 

Richard would win, but Hughes 

came out the other end in one piece 

and vitally, still in third.  

Apart from a further shunt by Stevie 

ƻƴ {ŎƻǘǘΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƻǿ ƛǘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΣ ƛƴ 

the final race of the Championship 

the title swapped between three 

different drivers ς a suitably thrilling 

climax to a wonderful championship. 

Calum was rightfully handed the 

trophy for Club Champion and made 

sure that a Fresher won the 

inaugural EUMSC Karting 

Championship. 
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TREASURE HUNT: KOZIEL WOWS ALL WITH HIS SPEED , 

OVERCONFIDENCE FAILS TO PAY OFF FOR DOUGLASΩ ¢9!a 
By Matt Holland 

Our team arrived ready and raring to 

go. The only possible problem was 

ǘƘŀǘ {ŎƻǘǘΩǎ ǇƭǳŎƪȅ {ƪƻŘŀ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ 

was only 40 miles of fuel left, but as 

Ewan had specified the treasure 

hunt was only 32miles I insisted we 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ƻƪΦ !ǘ ǘƘƛǎ Ǉƻƛƴǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

say we were sure of overall victory, 

but there was a quiet air of 

confidence within the car as we 

ŘǊƻǾŜ Řƻǿƴ ǘƻ 9ǿŀƴΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ 

was acting as the start. However, 

things started to go wrong for our 

team almost immediately. Having 

ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǘŀƪŜƴ 9ǿŀƴΩǎ ǊŜƳŀǊƪ ǘƘŀǘ 

you could collect up to 5 or 6 of the 

treasures before you even started 

too literally, we proceeded to pinch 

his hall light bulb. Annoying the 

organiser is probably not the best 

policy... 

Enthusiastically we gathered some 

twigs and leaves, and then we were 

off. Questions 1, 2 and 3, no 

problem - we must be doing really 

well, we thought. While thinking 

that though, we missed the answer 

ǘƻ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ пΦ ²Ŝ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƻǾŜǊƭȅ 

perturbed at the time, as we 

fortunately stopped right next to 

several more treasures, including a 

bird feather. No one else had surely 

found one of these? 

As we continued our inexorable 

journey into the country; things 

began not looking quite so rosy. The 

fuel was being burnt much faster 

than forecast by the Skoda, and as a 

result we were soon in the middle of 

the countryside with the car showing 

0 miles of fuel remaining. Desperate 

times call for desperate measures, 

and we took the decision to leave 

the route in order to find a filling 

station. Rarely have Skodas flown so 

fast through the countryside; I 

would even go so far as to say it 

would look quite impressive. 

Fortunately, just as all hope was 

looking lost and we were 

contemplating spending the evening 

in the car, an oasis appeared. The 

little village of Haddington had been 

our saviour. Scott whacked in £15 of 

fuel at a ridiculous price, so the 

treasure hunt resumed. After a small 

shortcut I noticed on the map, 

finding clues became the name of 

the game again. We still merrily 

employed our slightly haphazard 

attitude: 

άhǇǇǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŜέΦ  
ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΣ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ 
ŘƛŘ ǘƻƻΦΦΦƴƻǿ ŀǎ L ǿŀǎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ 
you think this is such an awesome 
ǊƻŀŘΚέ  
ά5ŜŦƛƴŀǘŜƭȅΣ Ƨǳǎǘ to have a WRC car 
Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊŜΦέ  
and so it continued... 

A brief stop at Cameron Toll allowed 

Adam and Bruce to collect a few 

more items from Sainsburys, they 

having drawn the short straw of 

ōǳȅƛƴƎ Ψ¢ƘŜ {ǘŀǊΩ ǘƻ ǊŜǇǊŜǎŜƴǘ ŀ Ψ{ǘŀǊ 

ƳŀŘŜ ƻŦ ƴŀǘǳǊŀƭ ƳŀǘŜǊƛŀƭǎΩΦ 

Meanwhile, I drew a quick 

masterpiece of Edinburgh Castle and 

Scott filled the car up with much 

cheaper fuel. 

We appeared to be the last to arrive, 

but we still felt confident of a good 

result. Notwithstanding the fuel  
---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

------- 

problems, we had surely done very 

well. The first we knew of this not 

being the case was a few tuts from 

ǘƘŜ ŀǎǎŜƳōƭŜŘ ƎǊƻǳǇ ŀƴŘ ŀ άDƛǾŜ ƳŜ 

ōŀŎƪ Ƴȅ ƭƛƎƘǘōǳƭōΗέ ŦǊƻƳ 9ǿŀƴΦ ²Ŝ 

got a score of 80/100, of which we 

were feeling proud. Then Kirsten 

laughed and said they got 94. Then 

²ƻƛŎƛŜŎƘ ǎŀƛŘ ƘŜΩŘ Ǝƻǘ фс ŀƴŘ ōŜŜƴ 

waiting for an hour and a half. Our 

jaws were about to hit the floor, and 

to top it off, Richard got 90! It 

turned out our slightly cavalier 

attitude had not been very effective. 

Shortly after us, the French car 

arrived to spare our blushes, as they 

got 64. We can gloss over the fact 

they had translation problems and 

ǎƻ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ 

treasures were. We did not finish 

last! 

CƛƴƛǎƘƛƴƎ Ǉƻǎƛǘƛƻƴǎ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ 

important though, at the end of the 

day it was a great way to spend an 

afternoon and a great time was had 

by all. Well done Ewan, for a great 

event. On a personal note though, 

really, how could my castle get 

scored so low?!? 

 

 

ò  

We proceeded to 

pinch his hall light 

bulb. Annoying the 

organiser is probably 

not the best policy... 

ó 

2009 Le Mans Winners ς David Brabham/AlexWurz/Marc Gene 

2009 Le Mans Series Champions ς Tomas Enge/Jan Charous/ 
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2009 GP2 Champion ς Nico Hülkenburg 

2009 Formula 3 Euroseries Champion ς Jules Bianchi 

2009 Reunion Dinner  

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

------- 

By Leslie Mabon 

The 2009 EUMSC Reunion Dinner 

was held in St. Leonard's Hall, 

Edinburgh on Saturday 28 March. A 

good crowd of club members past 

and present gathered to share 

stories of adventures in days gone 

by, compare the club then with the 

club as it is now, and above all enjoy 

a damn good meal. 

Dan O'Neill and Scott Douglas pulled 

the evening together brilliantly, 

providing a whole host of activities 

to supplement the three-course 

meal. The then-Captain Niels 

Chlupka delivered a concise speech 

detailing the club's progress over the 

previous year before handing the 

floor back to MC Scott. Pete Trace 

and his team won the after-dinner 

quiz, scooping a wine-glass full of 

cash that went straight behind the 

bar (quiz proceedings were,  

 

however, briefly but abruptly halted 

by Richard's sonorous stream of 

expletives when Leslie pointed out 

that he'd missed Adrian Sutil off the 

list of German drivers currently 

competing in F1). 

Following the Captain's Address and 

quiz, the serious business of dishing 

out the club trophies began. First up 

to the floor were Dave Brown and 

Joel Haylock, who successfully 

defended the Murray Cup title 

they'd won at the previous Reunion. 

They were then followed by Derek 

MacLean, who was awarded the 

Richard Paterson Memorial Trophy 

for his help in getting the club's 

autotest car back in shape again (this 

to go with the Alan Chainey Award 

he'd received from the Sports Union 

the year previous!) Calum Hughes 

came up to receive the Club 

Championship trophy, and Andy  

 

Clarkson and that boy Hughes were 

awarded a comically oversized 

spoon for finishing first novice on 

the flagship EUMSC navigational 

event that year. 

The reunion adjourned to the nearby 

Crags pub for further drinks and 

merrymaking before heading off in 

the direction of town. A fine night of 

partying was rounded off with a 

return to Scott's flat for the season-

opening Australian Grand Prix, 

where a race of domination by the 

ephemeral BrawnGP team was 

witnessed by a number of dinner-

suited EUMSCers in various states of 

drunkenness and cleanliness. 

Massive thanks again to Dan and 

Scott for pulling the whole thing 

together, and to all the current and 

past members who turned up to 

make such an entertaining evening. 

 

 What Scott Did  ð Autotest Recce  
By Steven Campbell 

On a rather dull but dry day, the 

members of the Edinburgh University 

Motorsport Club Committee decided to 

check out Gin Head and take up 

Stamford (our new Autotest car ς a 

Mini Chelsea edition) for storage. The 

plan was to do a couple of quick runs to 

ensure Stamfers was up to scratch and 

then lock it up in preparation for the 

first official EUMSC Autotest in far too 

long. 

As the mini was proving to be a truly 

brilliant Autotest car (thanks to the 

tweaks by Wojciech) we ended up 

running for a number of hours. In fact, 

apart from a few exhaust issues the 

day ran smoothly although this could 

be due to the stark warning by Scott 

to take it easy as the circuit was quite 

tight! 

A few of you might question that last 

fact, however, I am not allowed to 

write of what happened on the last 

run of the day due to legal issues. The 

Daily Express have officially taken out 

an injunction over the EUMSC and 

ǘƘŜƛǊ ǇǳōƭƛŎŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ Ψ²ǊƛǘŜ-hŦŦΗΩ ŀǎ 

only they are allowed to publish 

stories about car crashes through 

tunnels. All I would say is check out 

some of the pictures (see Postcard) & 

work out for yourself what happened! 

 

On the plus side Stamford has now been 

ŦƛȄŜŘ όƛǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ was 

άŎƘƻǎŜƴέ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿƛƭƭ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜ ǘƻ ōŜ 

resilient). And, once again, the best Motor 

Sports Club at Edinburgh University will be 

able to run its awesome Autotests. 

Just a few precautionary points: 
1. Watch it when going through tunnels 
2. Do not ignore warƴƛƴƎǎ ƻŦ ΨƛǘΩǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ 
ǘƻƻ ŘŀǊƪΩ 
3. Do not let Richard near cars ς 
excitement gets the better of him 
пΦ Wǳǎǘ ǘƻ ŜŀǎŜ ǇŜƻǇƭŜΩǎ ƳƛƴŘǎΣ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 
story no harm was caused to either driver 
or princess except for slightly sore heads 
and an almighty blow to {ƻƳŜƻƴŜΩǎ ŜƎƻΗ 
5. Any suggestions for how to officially 
recognise the name of Stamford? 
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Editor  ð Matt Holland  

LǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ŀ year to savour for EUMSC, 

with a record number of wide ranging 

ŜǾŜƴǘǎ ǘƻ ŀǇǇŜŀƭ ǘƻ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ƛƴŘƛǾƛŘǳŀƭ 

tastes.  

We have had another exciting 6-round 

Karting Championship, which featured 

two outdoor races despite the weather. 

Public transport proved it is not the 

answer in the inaugural EUMSC transport 

race (pg.36). The Top Gear day, superbly 

organised by Kirsten and Ewan, was a 

terrific way to spend a cold Sunday in 

January (pg.71).  There have been 

numerous nav-rallies, along with a tale of 

life on stage rallies from Richard Crozier 

(pg.45). 9ǿŀƴ [ŜŜƳƛƴƎΩǎ ƴŜǿ ƴŀǾκǎŎŀǘǘŜǊ 

cross rallies were hugely popular, with 

an, admittedly, shocking result to the 

Graf Spee proving that they require 

tactics and skills beyond that of the 

ordinary road rally (pg.89). Even a 24hr 

race on the Playstation 2 was attempted, 

and won (pg.76) and a Mini crashed. Yes; 

the list of our events is endless.  

We have also been fortunate to have 

some stellar articles written for Write-Off 

by some of our members. It is fair to say 

that F1 fans should miss the 2009 review 

section at their peril, with Adam Corlett 

providing a great insight into the past 

season (pg.51). If racing car pictures are 

your thing, then the small collection of 

ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ aŀǘǘ IƻƭƭŀƴŘΩǎ {ƭƻǘ /ŀǊ 

collection is also definitely worth a look 

(pg.113). The piece de la resistance from 

the last year though has to be the 

inspirational saga of EUMSCGP (pg.102).  

I must thank all the contributors who 

made this possible, I am eternally 

grateful for your all your help. Scott, 

Richard, Adam, Leslie, Ian, Bruce, Andy, 

[ǳŎȅΥ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ ŀƭƭ Ǉǳǘ ƻƴ ŀ ǘŜǊǊƛŦƛŎ ǎƘƻǿΦ 

¸ƻǳ Ƴŀȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ƭong edition this 

year; but every page is filled with gems. 

!ƭƭ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƭŜŦǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ƛǎ L ƘƻǇŜ ȅƻǳ 

all thoroughly enjoy Write Off! 2010! 

 

LOOKY-LIKEY 
Do you know that feeling when you always come second? 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

------- 

Nick Heidfeld ς Former BMW-Sauber 

driver who always finishes second in 

Formula 1 

Scott Douglas ς EUMSC Captain 

who always finishes second in 

Karting championship 

http://www.youtube.com/
watch?v=VkEEXN3y2x8&fe
ature=related  
Pastor Maldonardo takes a 
major hit in a moment Ron 
Dennis would explain as 
άōǊŀƛƴ-ŦŀŘŜέΦ 

http://www.youtube.co
m/watch?v=xVFXCLQDK
w8&feature=related  
Some Spanish F3 drivers 
still have some way to 
go before emulating 
Fernando Alonso. 
 

YouTube Motorsport Archives  

Matt Holland has been trawling through the good and the bad of YouTube, 

and has compiled a list for EUMSC of what is worth seeing. 

http://www.youtube
.com/watch?v=WiwI
aqoskhE&feature=re
lated  
Loic Duval takes a 
knock at Nürnberg. 
 

http://www.youtube.
com/watch?v=Jjls3SIb
cH8  
Whenever Paul Tracy 
is on track you know 
ǘǊƻǳōƭŜ ƛǎƴΩǘ ŦŀǊ 
behind.  Here Tagliani 
ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ think much of 
his race craft. 
 

http://www.youtube.c
om/watch?v=8agNuI-
c2UY&feature=related  
LΩƭƭ ōŜǘ ƴƻ ƻƴŜ ǎŜŜΩǎ 
this coming... 

 YOUTUBE ......................  

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VkEEXN3y2x8&feature=related
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VkEEXN3y2x8&feature=related
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=VkEEXN3y2x8&feature=related
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xVFXCLQDKw8&feature=related
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xVFXCLQDKw8&feature=related
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xVFXCLQDKw8&feature=related
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WiwIaqoskhE&feature=related
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WiwIaqoskhE&feature=related
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WiwIaqoskhE&feature=related
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WiwIaqoskhE&feature=related
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Jjls3SIbcH8
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Jjls3SIbcH8
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Jjls3SIbcH8
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8agNuI-c2UY&feature=related
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8agNuI-c2UY&feature=related
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8agNuI-c2UY&feature=related


 

  
--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 

---------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

------- 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=
EfQ2jjn0w-s 
The WTCC at Pau provide one of the 
most bizarre racing incidents of all 
time. 

http://www.youtube.co
m/watch?v=Ivfhh-7JC-Y  
Stephane Ortelli gets 
very lucky at Monza in 
2008. 

http://ww w.youtube.co
m/watch?v=MUQ5Jjnwr
18&NR=1  
Someone has a little 
prang on a Spanish rally. 

http://www.youtub
e.com/watch?v=BR
CWjV5tnVQ&featur
e=related  
{ŎƻǘƭŀƴŘΩǎ 5ŀǊƛƻ 
Franchitti and Dan 
Wheldon get a little 
too close for 
comfort at Michigan 
in 2008. 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=
c4SJTjRs-rI&feature=fvsr  
Dario ς Take 2: Only one week later, 
ŀƴŘ ƘŜΩǎ ŀǘ ƛǘ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ¸ƻǳ ŀƭǎƻ Ƨǳǎǘ 
have to love the US commentators... 

http://www.youtube.com/wat
ch?v=c9FsYDEIZWk  
Brad Keslowski pits Carl 
Edwards high into the catch 
fencing at Talladega. 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=p9xQX
X9-OSw  
Juan Montoya gets his retribution on Tony 
Stewart. Oh, what F1 is missing... 
The commentator steals the show though: 
άL ǘƘƛƴƪ ƘŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŜǊŜΗέ 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=JUZC
ouSpU2g  
Paul Tracy ς Part 2: This time he upsets 
Sebastien Bourdais on the last lap at 
Denver. Sea-.ŀǎ ŘŜŎƛŘŜǎ ƛǘΩǎ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ 
ΨƘŀƴŘōŀƎǎ ŀǘ ŘŀǿƴΩΦ 

http://www.youtube.com/wa
tch?v=2zjOzOtdyTY&feature=
related  
Considering the 
circumstances surrounding 
this, it became one of the 
most moving moments in 
motorsport history. You 
cannot fail to love Helio after 
this, and just listen to the 
crowd! 

http://www.youtube.com
/watch?v=J2ruMyqG_3I 
Sam Hornish remains one 
of my all-time racing 
heros, and it is easy to see 
why. I know I go on about 
the IRL, but this is the 
reason! 
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Richard (18) displays his aggressive driving style 

Leslie & Matt collide at Raceland Outdoor 

Opps... 

POSTCARD 2009-10 

A PICTORIAL LOOK AT THE 

YEAR JUST GONE... 

Reunion 2009  

 GALLERY ......................  
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Autotest  

Rec ce  

Reunion 2009 ƍ Autotest Recce 

 



 

  

HUNTER GETS JOB DONE  

SCOTT DOUGLAS REPORTS FROM THE ANNUAL FRESHERS KARTING EVENT  

 ¢ǊŀŘƛǘƛƻƴŀƭƭȅ 9¦a{/Ωǎ ǎŜŀǎƻƴ-
ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎ CǊŜǎƘŜǊǎΩ YŀǊǘƛƴƎ Ƙŀǎ ōŜŜƴ 
described in glowing terms - 
exciting, frenetic, often 
controversial, and above all a bloody 
good laugh. Yet it would not be 
without exaggeration to say that this 
ȅŜŀǊΩǎ ŜǾŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ 
ever. A mammoth 47 drivers (and a 
limping Scott for moral support and 
pitlane totty) met in surprisingly 
good time at 6pm sharp to squeeze 
(just) into a variety of ably-
chauffeured vehicles, ranging from a 
(borrowed) Porsche 911 to a 
rickity Opel Corsa with a dodgy 
exhaust, to commence not only the 
20 mile trek to the track, but also 
the war which shall be waged over 6 
races and 2 semesters - a war which 
shall crown the 2009-10 
EUMSC Club Champion. The event, 
now beginning to find its spiritual 
home at Racing Karts Livingston, 
would see a great mix of old hands 
ǎƘƻǿƛƴƎ Ƙƻǿ ƛǘΨǎ ŘƻƴŜΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻƳŜ 
promising new talent pushing its 
way to the fore. Many shone 
throughout the evening, but only 
one could walk away ǾƛŎǘƻǊƛƻǳǎΧ 
 
It was with this blend of experience 
ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΩǎ ǊŀŎƛƴƎ Ǝƻǘ 
underway with Heat 1. With the 
spectator fence lined from end-to-
end with racers keen to see what the 
evening had in store, the lights 
ǿŜƴǘ ƎǊŜŜƴ ŀƴŘ ƭŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ 
άDanƎŜǊƻǳǎ 5ǊƛǾŜǊ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ¸ŜŀǊέ 
(courtesy of some aerial acrobatics) 
Andrew Clarkson stormed into the 
lead, heading a train of new hopefuls 
including David Chanturia, Antti 
Makela, Stephen Walls, Alex 
Leppard, Marta Loman and Tomasz 
C. But after a somewhat slow start, 
ƭŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ ŎƘŀƳǇƛƻƴǎƘƛǇ ǊǳƴƴŜǊ-up 
Richard Crozier was slowly but surely 
picking his way through the field. In 
the dying laps he caught a relaxed 
Clarkson unawares, passing the 

lanky Lanarkshireman and nipping 
away to take the first chequered flag 
of the season, and setting the initial 
pace with a fastest lap of 19.55s. 
 
Heat 2 was dominated by one man 
and one man only - the flying carrot-
top himself, recent-graduate Stevie 
Campbell. Streaking away from pole 
position, many on the sidelines were 
ƭŜŦǘ ǊŜƳŀǊƪƛƴƎ άǿƘƻΩǎ that guy, heΩǎ 
ŦƭȅƛƴƎΗέ !ǎ ƛƴŘŜŜŘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ - the only 
man to break into the 19s, he lapped 
all but two other drivers en route to 
a commanding 12.69s margin of 
victory. Yet this heat would also give 
a taste of the Fresher talent which 
would make its presence felt later in 
the evening - with Stefano Bonino 
and Luc Warshaw rounding out the 
podium and staying on the lead lap, 
while Ewan MacMillan, Sam Gills, 
Susanna Lia (turning in a respectable 
performance in her first ever time in 
a kart) and Finn Moore rounded out 
the finishers. 
 
In Heat 3, continuing the trend of old 
hands leading the way was Scottish 
Ford Fiesta XR2 champion 
elect/multi EUMSC Driver of the 
Year Ian Munro. In a very high 
quality field, both Munro and last 
ȅŜŀǊΩǎ 9¦a{/ /ƭǳō /ƘŀƳǇƛƻƴ /ŀƭǳƳ 
Hughes battled their way through 
from the lower order to finish 1st 
and 3rd, just 2.25s separating them 
at the flag. But of greater 
importance was the man separating 
them - local Livingston driver Euan 
Hunter turned in an impressive 
performance to give the pair a run 
for their money. He  would continue 
to impress onlookers throughout the 
evening. Similarly impressive was 
Callum Thomson, recording a lap just 
0.11s slower than Ian, but he was 
delayed by some incidents to come 
home a distant 4th. Just hanging 
onto the lead lap was that sly 
Bulgarian Lyubomir Yanev (or 

ǎƘƻǳƭŘ L ǎŀȅ Ψ¸ŀƴŜǊΚΩύΣ ǿƛǘƘ  
newcomers Antoine de Mautor and 
Andy Yule having mixed fortunes - 
de Mautor giving Yanev a hard time. 
Yule struggled to get to grips with 
the kart and track, having several 
offs en route to a DNF on what 
would sadly be his only outing of the 
evening. 
 
If ever you needed proof at how 
much experience can mature a 
driver, Michael Stanyer provided it in 
Heat 4. Occasionally erratic last 
season, the 
Aussie/Ulster/Irish/whatever-man 
put in a silky smooth performance to 
take an 8.68s win, while Ford man 
5ŀƴ hΩbŜƛƭƭ ōŀǘǘƭŜŘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜƭŘ 
for 2nd, breaking clear of a great 
tussle between Kirsten Dallas, Anton 
van der Stroom and man-of-infinite 
motorsport-knowledge Matt 
IƻƭƭŀƴŘΣ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ƛƴ YƛǊǎǘŜƴΨǎ favour, 
with only 0.64s separating the 3 at 
the flag. The ever-entertaining Ewan 
Leeming came home 6th, with Tariq 
Nabi 7th, probably only as a result of 
some malicious manoeuvre by the 
aŀǘƘǎ ǘŜŀŎƘŜǊΣ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΧ 
 
With 3 wins for the Scots and one for 
thŜ ғƛƴǎŜǊǘ aƛƪŜΩǎ ŎƘƻǎŜƴ ƴŀǘƛƻƴŀƭƛǘȅ 
here> so far, it was left to Adam 
Corlett to strike back for the Manx, 
with an assured victory over the very 
impressive Pierre Nicolet and 
Valtteri Hyvonen. Nick Roberts, Sean 
Gibson and Sam Main rounded out 
the finishers, while island men sadly 
both headed and footed the 
standings, David Forrest failing to 
finish. By this point many were 
ƘƻǇƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ƳŜƳōŜǊǎΩ 
stranglehold on victory to be broken, 
and with 6 out of 7 drivers in Heat 6 
being Freshers, things were looking 
good. And so it proved, with Calum R 
taking the first newcomer win of the 
year, closely followed by Maxime 
Bielle, and the man with the film 



 

  

start name, Jonny Jones in 3rd. 
Stephen McCay was 4th, Wojciech 
Koziel striking a victory for Poland 
over Germany by beating Nikolai 
Knopp to 5th, and Andrew Mooney 
in 7th. 
 
ΨwƻǳƴŘ нΩ ŦƻǊ ŜŀŎƘ ōŀǘŎƘ ƻŦ ŘǊƛǾŜǊǎ 
commenced with Heat 7, a rematch 
effectively for the Heat 1 racers. 
And it proved to have a similar 
outcome, with Crozier battling 
through from the midfield to take 
the win ahead of Clarkson, but more 
of note was his fastest lap along the 
way. A 19.00s, a full 0.55 faster than 
his previous benchmark, leaving 
many jaws ajar as they stared at the 
timing screens, would ultimately 
not be beaten for the rest of the 
night. Alex Leppard put in a solid 
drive to take 3rd ahead of Bonino, 
MacMillan, Tomasz C, Moore and 
Lia. 
 
The most vivid example so far that 
ΨǘƘŜ ƴŜǿ ƎŜƴŜǊŀǘƛƻƴΩ ƘŀŘ ǘǊǳƭȅ 
arrived came in Heat 8 - ƭŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ 
CǊŜǎƘŜǊǎΩ YŀǊǘƛƴƎ ǎǘŀǊ /ŀƭǳƳ IǳƎƘŜǎ 
waging a tremendous battle with the 
pretender to his crown, Euan 
IǳƴǘŜǊΦ Lƴ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ /ŀƭǳƳΩǎ 
experience shone through, but only 
by the tiny margin of 0.39s for the 
closest finish of the evening so far, 
Euan right on his bumper at the flag. 
Nonetheless, keeping a watching 
brief just behind was the equally 
impressive Makela, finishing just 
2.48s down and with a mid-19 to 
boot. Walls, Chanturia and Loman 
rounded out the finishers, all 
improving on their initial laptimes. 
 
Stevie Campbell won again at a 
canter in his second race in Heat 9, 
but more entertaining was the battle 
for 2nd, with Callum Thomson 
delivering on the promise he showed 
in Heat 1, this time upstaging Ian 
Munro to take the place, with 
Nicolet not far behind. Fellow 
Frenchman de Mautor was 5th, with 
Warshaw and Gills in close 
attendance. 

Where earlier Hunter failed (just) to 
strike a blow against the old guard in 
his battle with Hughes, Valtteri 
Hyvonen seemed determined that 
there would be no such repetition in 
Heat 10 - his calm but firm defense 
of the lead under severe pressure 
from Stanyer earned him the victory 
by just 0.34s, and had echoes of the 
ΨLŎŜƳŀƴΩ ǘŀƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ 
compatriots have claimed over the 
years. Forrest made up for his earlier 
DNF by coming through from the 
back to 3rd, his pink shirt looming 
large over the shoulders of the lead 
duo at the flag. Controversial though 
was his fastest lap - supposedly 
equalling /ǊƻȊƛŜǊΩǎ мфΦлл ōŜǎǘΣ Ƴŀƴȅ 
shouted it out as a timing bug, but 
Forrest protested that it was legit. 
Seeing as ǿƘƻΩǎ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ŀǊǘƛŎƭŜΧ 
keep dreaming Dave! Holland put in 
an impressive drive to 4th, avenging 
his earlier defeat to Dallas by leading 
her, Main and Knopp to the flag, 
with 10.66s covering the field, 
making it what would turn out to be 
the closest race of the night. With 
the Scandinavians being the first 
mainland Europeans to get off the 
mark, Yanev made sure to even 
the score for the Balkans in Heat 11 - 
striding to a 6.27s win from a solid 
drive by Tariq Nabi, the two men the 
only drivers in the race to break into 
the 19s. Van der Stroom came home 
3rd ahead of Gibbs, with Corlett 
disappointedly mired in the midfield 
in 5th, from Jones and Mooney. 
 
Heat 12 marked the halfway stage, 
and a close race it was too - 7.58s 
covering the top 6 finishers. In the 
ŜƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ 5ŀƴ hΩbŜƛƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ Ǝƻǘ the 
nod from Callum R, with Koziel  
nabbing the final podium spot just 
ahead of Roberts, Bielle finishing a 
troubled 5th despite setting the 
fastest lap, and Leeming and McCay 
bringing up the rear. After his earlier 
impressive performances against the 
likes of Munro and Hughes, it 
seemed only a matter of time before 
Euan Hunter claimed his first win. 
IŜŀǘ мо ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǇǊƻǾŜ 
unlucky for him as he finally clinched  

it - and what a win it was too. With a 
10s cushion built he cruised to the 
chequer, while an equally flying 
Callum Thomson battled through the 
field to 2nd ahead of Makela. 
Hughes had a troubled time of it to 
come home a disgruntled 4th, 
pursued by Chanturia, Warshaw and 
Loman, all improving into the 20s. 
 
Crozier made it a hat trick, taking 
another win in Heat 14 with 
Hyvonen not too far behind. Bonino 
lead home a frantic battle for 3rd, 
edging out MacMillan and Knopp, 
with Lia & Gills following them 
home. Perhaps spurred on by seeing 
his old rival Crozier racking up the 
wins, Ian Munro wasted no time in 
doing the same in Heat 15 to take 
his second of the night, but Matt 
Holland continued his steady 
improvement throughout the night 
to take 2nd, just 2.49s behind, 
keeping Munro honest. In a rather 
spread out race, Bielle rounded out 
the podium followed by Clarkson, 
Gibson, Leppard and MacMillan. 
 
Stevie Campbell became the second 
to make it 3 from 3, winning from 
Calum R and Yanev. However, the 
race was most notable for being 
marred by the only red flag of the 
evening, to warn all drivers over 
excessive contact, with particularly 
ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴ ōŜƛƴƎ ǇŀƛŘ ǘƻ άǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǊ 
ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŘ ƘŜƭƳŜǘέ (*cough* Ewan 
*cough*). In spite of all the bumps, 
everyone made it to the end. A 
steadily improving de Mautor was 
4th ahead of van der Stroom, a 
certain Mr Leeming, and Roberts. By 
this point it had been a while since 
the last time a Fresher led the field 
home, but Pierre Nicolet bucked the 
trend in Heat 17. A confident display 
saw him pull away to win by 6.59s 
over the experienced pair of David 
CƻǊǊŜǎǘ ŀƴŘ 5ŀƴ hΩbŜƛƭƭΦ bŀōƛΣ 5ŀƭƭŀǎΣ 
Moore and McCay followed the top 
trio home. 
 
Michael Stanyer continued his 
impressive form in Heat 18, though 
not quite as fast as earlier races he 



 

  

still romped to an 11.75s win, taking 
advantage of the fact he had few 
experienced challengers up front. 
Stephen Walls came through for his 
best result so far in 2nd, just pipping 
Adam Corlett by 0.28s. Koziel and 
Tomasz C had a fierce battle with 
lots of contact to claim bragging 
rights as top Pole, decided in 
²ƻƧŎƛŜŎƘΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǳǊΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƳŀǘŜǎ {ŀƳ 
Main and Jonny Jones also had a 
good friendly battle for 6th. 
 
In spite of all the other goings on of 
the evening, perhaps the most 
emotional and heartening moment 
came in Heat 19. Driving the race of 
his life, Ewan Leeming took 
advantage of starting from the front, 
broke away thanks to the carnage 
behind him, and by mid-race had 
established a commanding lead. 
Older members both on the fence 
and watching the timing screens 
realised the historical significance of 
the occasion, and were willing him 
on as he started his last lap - some 
praying, others in tears, others too 
nervous to watch (NB. All of the 
above is hyperbole. But we were 
reasonably excited anyway). And 
twenty long seconds later, he did it. 
tǳƴŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ŀƛǊ ƭƛƪŜ ƘŜΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǿƻƴ 
the world championship, his screams 
from within the helmet drowned out 
the rest of the karts as he drove past 
the packed spectator fence (and for 
those that are wondering, yes, the 
Doppler effect on a scream sounds 
seriously weird). Leaping from his 
kart as he parked up in the pitlane, 
hugging his adoring fans (before 
realising this was a little bit gay and 
ceasing immediately), the most 
tenacious of drivers sat down to 
contemplate that his name had 
finally been etched on to the list 
EUMSC karting winners. Behind him 
it was MacMillan that made it a 
Ewan 1-2, with Bonino edging out 
Leppard for 3rd by all of 0.23s at the 
line. Clarkson bested Chanturia for 
5th, with Mooney rounding out the 
finishers. 
 
Where the previous heat saw an 

emotional win fuelled by history, 
Heat 20 perhaps gave us a glimpse 
of the future. After his impressive 
performances in earlier races, 
including two 2nd places, Callum 
Thomson rounded out his heats by 
taking his first EUMSC win, and 
convincingly so. Nick Roberts 
finished an excellent second, his best 
race of the evening, while Matt 
Holland, though quicker at the end 
of the race, was unable to find a way 
by. Pacesetter Stevie Campbell had 
an incident-filled race and finished a 
disappointed 4th, having just nipped 
past van der Stroom in the closing 
laps, with Gills and Lia following 
them home. 
 
Up until this point the evening had 
yet to witness any good hard battles 
ōŜǘǿŜŜƴ ƭŀǎǘ ȅŜŀǊΩǎ ŜǎǘŀōƭƛǎƘŜŘ 
front-runners. Heat 21 laid that to 
rest. Calum Hughes and Ian Munro 
both skilfully worked their way 
through the field, with Hughes 
cheekily snatching the lead on a 
restart, never to be headed again. 
The pair circulated almost the entire 
race nose-to-tail, providing a great 
spectacle and example to all other 
watching drivers in how to race 
hard, close and clean. Euan Hunter 
further boosted his reputation by 
keeping right on the tail of the lead 
duo, finishing just 1.48s down. Yanev 
too put in a good drive to 4th, Dallas 
also lapping in the 19s for 5th, with 
Moore and Loman hanging on, in 
what was an exceptionally fast field. 
 

Heat 22 promised a repeat battle 
between some old heads, with Dan 
hΩbŜƛƭƭΣ aƛƪŜ {ǘŀƴȅŜǊ ŀƴŘ 5ŀǾƛŘ 
Forrest all ready to make their mark 
in their last race of the day, but sadly 
ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŀƴ epic, as 
hΩbŜƛƭƭ Ǝƻǘ ǘƘŜ ōǊŜŀƪ ŀƴŘ ŘǊƻǾŜ ǘƻ ŀ 
safe victory, Stanyer leading Forrest 
across the line. Tariq Nabi and 
Antoine de Mautor both put in great 
drives to keep the top three in sight 
despite having a terrific battle, with 
Stephen Walls also keeping in touch. 
After such demonstrations from the 
experienced members, Heat 23 saw 
an unprecedented Fresher 1-2- 
3, Valtteri Hyvonen leading Pierre 
Nicolet and Sean Gibson to the flag, 
with Adam Corlett in 4th, the 
top 4 separated by just 2.32s. Sam 
Main was 5th ahead of Warshaw, 
with Koziel further back in 7th. 
 
All eyes were on Crozier for the final 
heat of the evening, Heat 24. 
Starting from pole position, could he 
make it a clean sheet and win 4 from 
4? It would take lot to stop him, but 
a field comprised entirely of feisty 
CǊŜǎƘŜǊǎΩ ǿŜǊŜ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘŀǎƪΦ !ǎ ǘƘŜ 
lights went out - ŘǊŀƳŀΗ /ǊƻȊƛŜǊΩǎ 
ƪŀǊǘΩǎ ŎƭǳǘŎƘ ǎƭƛǇǇŜŘΣ the kart almost 
stalling, and his arm thrown aloft to 
warn the following drivers and 
marshals. But just as it looked all was 
lost, the motor regained power and 
he was able to get going, and with 
his inside line to T1 he was 
miraculously able to maintain the 
lead. Determined to beat his own 
fastest lap from earlier and become 
the first man to record an 18, he set 
off on a succession of qualifying-
style laps, pulling out a large lead in 
ǘƘŜ ƻǇŜƴƛƴƎ ƭŀǇǎΦ IƻǿŜǾŜǊ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 
to last. A slight rub when lapping 
Tomasz C late in the race riled the 
Pole, with a revengeful lunge 
resulting in a hefty whack sending 
the leader spinning at T1, and 
allowing a glimmer of hope for the 
rest of the field. However, such was 
the size of the lead he had built up 
that he was able to rejoin and still 
cruise home to a 4.28s win, taking 
the maximum 36 points, if only for  
 

ò  

The most tenacious 

of drivers sat down to 

contemplate that his 

name had finally 

been etched on the 

list of EUMSC Karting 

winners. 
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the sake of bragging rights.  
 
Of more significance as far as the 
Final was concerned was the battle 
ŦƻǊ ǊǳƴƴŜǊΩǎ ǳǇ ǎǇƻǘ - with 
HȅǾƻƴŜƴΩǎ ŘŜŦŜŀǘ ƻŦ ŎƻƳǇŀǘǊƛƻǘ 
Nicolet still fresh in his mind, 
Maxime Bielle took revenge for the 
French by beating Makela. Behind 
them followed the closest finish of 
the evening, Callum R edging Jones 
at the line by inches - 0.10s! Knopp 
bested Tomasz for 6th, with McCay 
8th in one of the larger fields of the 
evening. And so, after 24 races of 
ƎǊǳŜƭƭƛƴƎ ΨǉǳŀƭƛŦȅƛƴƎΩ ǊŀŎŜǎΣ ǘƘŜ ƻlder 
members stepped aside and took 
their places on the fence to watch 
the top 6 Freshers duke it out for the 
ǘƛǘƭŜ ƻŦ CǊŜǎƘŜǊǎΩ YŀǊǘƛƴƎ /ƘŀƳǇƛƻƴ 
2009-10. And what a field it was - 
some drivers that have already 
proven themselves worthy 
adversaries of some of the best 
drivers the club has to offer, not to 
mention one of the most 
international fields seen in years - 3 
Brits, 2 French, a Finn and an Italian. 
The expectations were that this 
would be the showdown to end all 
ǎƘƻǿŘƻǿƴǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǎƻ ƛǘ ǇǊƻǾŜŘΧ 
 
Hyvonen lead away from pole  
 

position, the field racing through the 
first corner complex with the 
minimum of incident, displaying 
maturity as well as their proven 
speed. Settling down into a very 
close train early on, the top 3 began 
to edge away ever so slightly, right 
on each others bumpers - Hyvonen 
from Nicolet and Hunter. Nicolet 
was visibly a little faster than 
Hyvonen, but the Finn displayed the 
same calmness under pressure, 
driving a fast but defensive line, 
making no mistakes and leaving the 
two behind little chance to edge 
through. Eventually Nicolet knew he 
had to pounce, and duly did so, but 
in doing so lost momentum and 
allowed Hunter through. With 
Nicolet attempting to regain 
composure, Hunter picked his 
moment beautifully and made a 
decisive pass on Hyvonen for the 
lead. Nicolet was quickly back in 
contention, and proceeded to renew 
their battle from Heat 23. Eventually 
this was resolved in NƛŎƻƭŜǘΩǎ ŦŀǾƻǳǊΣ 
but meanwhile upfront Hunter had 
got his head down and pumped in 
the fast laps in clean air when it 
mattered, and the race was all but 
over. Hunter streaked away to a 
richly deserved, mature and highly  
 
 

tactical win, with Nicolet and 
Hyvonen worthy podium-sitters. 
Behind the lead battle Bielle lead 
Bonino home for 4th, with the two 
/ŀƭόƭύǳƳΩǎΣ w ŀƴŘ ¢ƘƻƳǇǎƻƴΣ 
rounding out a very impressive field. 
 
And so it was. After a long and hard 
evening, fully of tension, drama and 
emotion, Euan Hunter emerged from 
all the chaos as a worthy CǊŜǎƘŜǊǎΨ 
Karting Champion. Impressive 
performances were put in, both by 
Freshers and returning members 
alike, and above all everyone had a 
fantastic time, and with such a large 
field the event delivered on its billing 
ŀǎ ǇŜǊƘŀǇǎ ǘƘŜ ōŜǎǘ CǊŜǎƘŜǊǎΩ YŀǊǘƛƴƎ 
of all time. 
 
But this is just the beginning. As the 
first event in a six-round 
championship, the Freshers are off 
to a flying start on their quest to 
become EUMSC Club Champion. But 
from the next round onwards, the 
returning members will be out to 
stamp their mark, and show the 
ƴŜǿŎƻƳŜǊǎ ǿƘƻΩǎ ōƻǎǎΦ ²ƛƭƭ ǘƘŜȅ 
succeed? Will the French ever 
surrender to the Finns? And have 
the floodgates now opened for Ewan 
Leeming to rack up more victories?  
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BUSINESS:  

EDINBURGH BEAT 

GLASGOW IN OVER & 

UNDER  RALLY  

Report By Richard Crozier 

{ƻƳŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ Ψ9ŘƛƴōǳƎƎŜǊǎΩ ǿƛƭƭ 

readily concede their rival city of 

Glasgow simply does better than 

them. Music scene. Football (despite 

the sectarianism). Shopping (viz not 

having to fend off an onslaught of 

bagpipers and street performers 

every time you walk down Buchanan 

Street). Thankfully for us though, 

one thing we do have over our 

Weegie friends is a better 

motorsport club. In what has now 

become a twice-yearly tradition, on 

a dreich October night, a hardy 

batch of EUMSCites headed West, to 

dish out the now-customary 

drubbing of our colleagues. While 

one car succeeded in this quest, the 

ƻǘƘŜǊΣ ǿŜƭƭΦΦΦ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ 

ƭŀǘǘŜǊΩǎ ǎǘƻǊȅΦΦΦ 

²ŜΩŘ ōŜ ŜƴǘŜǊƛƴƎ н ŎŀǊǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǎ 

event, both with navigators on their 

first events ς Adam partnering me, 

²ƻƧŎƛŜŎƘΩǎ brave girlfriend Julia 

alongside her man. Mission 

statement, besides having some fun 

on the Ayrshire roads, was simply to 

give these guys a good navigating 

introduction. Things started 

promisingly enough. I nipped down 

to Nicolson Street area to buy what 

were the last pair of Maps 70s in 

Blackwells (jammy!), found some 

ƳƛƴŜǊΩǎ ƭƛƎƘǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ŜŀǎŜΣ ŀƴŘ 

managed to successfully park in The 

Pleasance for half an hour without 

getting ticketed. Things were looking 

up. I picked up Adam and headed 

ƻǾŜǊ ǘƻ ²ƻƧŎƛŜŎƘΩǎ ŦƻǊ a final group 

briefing before heading off. It was 

here that I was greeted with a stern 

face ς ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƭŀǘŜΦέ ²ƛǘƘ ōŀǊŜƭȅ 

time for a cup of tea and look over 

some example maps and clues to get 

Adam and Julia up to speed ς before 

we knew it we were on the road. 

Almost straight away we hit our first 

problem. Looking back at me in his 

mirrors, Wojciech had spotted that 

one of my front lights was out. 

Pulling into the Morningside Shell 

garage, we bought an emergency 

bulb, working on the assumption 

ǘƘŀǘΣ ŀǎ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎ D¦a{/Σ ǘƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

scrutineer too thoroughly or care, 

and if they did, we could affect some 

emergency repairs. Pulling out on to 

the city bypass and then on to the 

ƳƻǘƻǊǿŀȅΣ L ƘŀƴŘŜŘ !ŘŀƳ ǘƘŜ ΨIƻǿ 

ǘƻ Dƻ wƻŀŘ wŀƭƭȅƛƴƎΩ ƳŀƴǳŀƭΣ ǿƛǘƘ 

ǘƘŜ ƛƴǎǘǊǳŎǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ άǊŜŀŘ ŀǎ ƳǳŎƘ ƻŦ 

that as you can by the time we get to 

YƛƭƳŀǊƴƻŎƪέΦ bƻ ǇǊŜǎǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜƴΦ 

We stopped off for some final 

adjustments at Harthill Services, 

halfway between the two cities, 

filling up with fuel, getting some 

cash and munchies out, and 

checking our tyre pressures ς 

probably a good thing too, 

considering one of mine was a mere 

10psi too low... What with our 

running behind schedule, and 

Wojciech barking at me to hurry up, 

it felt more like a Formula 1 pitstop 

than a wee service. Then we hit 

Glasgow. At rush hour. With 

roadworks. Joy. Some panic phone 

calls to the event organisers, telling 

them our location, they reasoned 

ǿŜΩŘ ŀǊǊƛǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛƴ ǘƛƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ ƛŦ ƴŜŜŘǎ 

be could take a later start time, so 

that put our minds at rest, as 

Wojciech and I used some deft 

manoeuvring and lane changing 

teamwork to work our way through 

the blockade as quickly as possible. 



 

  

Finally we were free and 

southbound to Kilmarnock. At which 

point there was a quick but fierce 

rain shower. Ominous... 

In the end, we arrived at the Milton 

Viaduct start line with about 10-15 

minutes to spare. Drivers briefing 

revealed we would have an extra 

challenge to contend with ς 

whoever came closest to the correct 

ŀƳƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ ōǊƛŘƎŜǎ ŎǊƻǎǎŜŘ ΨhǾŜǊ ϧ 

¦ƴŘŜǊΩ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŎŜƛǾŜ ōƻƴǳǎ Ǉƻƛƴǘǎ ς 

ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŎƘŀƭƭŜƴging 

enough! Thankfully scrutineering 

was lax, so I kept my lights down low 

to remain inconspicuous, and a few 

minutes later, we were finally on our 

way. The first stage went reasonably 

well, despite some minor overshoots 

we got to TC1 bang on time, and 

with some code boards in the bag. 

...¢ƘŜƴ ŎŀƳŜ {{нΣ ǿƘŜǊŜ άǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘέ 

of our rally began. We were 

following what seemed to be one of 

our competitors, but as they took a 

straight-on at a roundabout, Adam 

ǎŀƛŘ ǘƻ ǘǳǊƴ ǊƛƎƘǘΦ ά!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǎǳǊŜΚέ 

ά¸ŜǎΦέ CƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ΨƴŀǾƛƎŀǘƻǊ ƛǎ 

ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǊƛƎƘǘΩ ǊǳƭŜΣ ǿŜ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ǊƛƎƘǘ 

and headed south down the A78 to 

the outskirts of Prestwick, taking a 

hairpin turn coming off a big 

roundabout, before negotiating 2km 

of twisty bits. Then the classic line: 

άhƘΣ ǿŀƛǘΦέ ²Ŝ ǇǳƭƭŜŘ ƻǾŜǊΣ ǊŜŀlised 

that we in fact were meant to go 

straight on at that roundabout, all of 

4km back. Deciding we would be 

better to lose all the time than all 

the code boards that would 

doubtless be down that loop, we 

about-turned, and pegged it. I asked 

Adam if he was alright, to which he 

ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ά¸ŜŀƘΣ LΩƳ ŦƛƴŜέΦ Wǳǎǘ ŎƻƳƛƴƎ 

up to that big roundabout again, 

Adam started looking a little queasy.  

 ά¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ŦƛƴŜΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚέ άbƻΦέ Lǘ 

was around about this point that he 

ǊŜǾŜŀƭŜŘ ƘŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ ŀǘ ¢ƘŜ IƛǾŜ ǘƘŜ 

night before, and had a few more 

ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜΩŘ ǇƭŀƴƴŜŘΦ L ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ Ǝƻǘ 

the feeling this was going to be a 

long night... 

Our decision to turn around was 

vindicated when we at last saw an 

elusive code board ς we were back 

in the game! However, SS2 had 

another surprise in store for us ς it 

ǘǳǊƴǎ ƻǳǘ ǿŜΩŘ ƳŀŘŜ ǘƘŜ ŎƭŀǎǎƛŎ 

mistake of plotting the TC one grid 

square over from where it actually 

was. Already being behind schedule, 

we wasted another 5+ minutes 

driving up a random road, only to  

discover there were no marshal car 

lights, before finally re-plotting and 

figuring out we were 1km from the 

TC! We finally arrived at TC2, having 

dropped a full 27 minutes on that 

one section. The battle to avoid 

going OTL was on! It seems fate had 

a prophetic way of naming some of 

the locations around this area ς Fail 

and Fail Mains. Apt. 

SS3 was somewhat better, but by 

now Adam was feeling distinctly 

worse for wear, curling up in a ball in 

the passenger seat, refusing to read 

the map, his condition worsening 

with every kilometer. Cold-hearted 

bastard that I am, we pressed on, 

with me stopping to grab the map 

off of him mid-section, and begin the 

ΨŘǳŀƭ-ǿƛŜƭŘƛƴƎΩ όōƻǘƘ ŘǊƛǾƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ 

navigating) that would make this one 

of the most challenging rŀƭƭƛŜǎ LΩǾŜ 

ever done. Thankfully the navigation 

on this one went a bit smoother, and 

despite the stopping and constant 

switching between map-reading and 

keeping my eye on the road, we only 

dropped a further 6 minutes. With 

no mention from the marshal of 

being OTL, we pushed on, hoping to 

catch a breather at the planned rest 

halt of TC4. 

ò  

It was around this 

point that he 

revealed heõd been at 

The Hive the night 

before. I suddenly got 

the feeling this was 

going to be a long 

night... 

ó 



 

  

And after SS4, boy did we need it. 

Straight after TC3, the town of 

Coylton featured a tricky triangle. 

We also overshot the slot to get out 

of town, but quickly realised our 

ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƻǎŜ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘ 

time. But getting out of town was far 

from a relief. The weather at this 

point reached the worst it would all 

event, making for some of the most 

hellish conditions imaginable ς 

biblical rain, dual- wielding, 

aquaplaning, and to make matters 

worse, one of the twistiest sections 

of the rally ς a seemingly never-

ending labyrinth of 90 degree 

switchback turns. Every braking zone 

was an adventure in both grip and 

visibility. Screaming at Adam to 

wake up and help me out when I 

needed it most ς he rolled around in 

his seat. I was just going to have to 

grin (grimace) and bear it. Thankfully 

after escaping this section, the 

weather cleared a little, and the 

roads became straighter ς a blast 

south down the A77 and B7024 

towards Maybole. Along this stretch 

was TC4, at which point we found 

out that their relaxed attitude and 

will to see people finish meant we 

ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ǇŜƴŀƭƛǎŜŘ ŦƻǊ ƎƻƛƴƎ h¢[Φ 

Thank God ς the rate we were going, 

ǿŜΩŘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘ ƎŜǘΦ 

Despite a 5 minute break for air at 

¢/пΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭƻƴƎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ !ŘŀƳΩǎ 

stomach finally cried enough, and 

just before entering the town we 

pulled over to allow him to bring 

forth what had gone down the 

previous night. After calls from me 

ǘƻ άƭŜǘ ƛǘ ŀƭƭ ƻǳǘέΣ ƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ feel a 

little better, and we entered what is 

honestly one of the nastiest urban 

ƴŀǾƛƎŀǘƛƻƴ ǎŜŎǘƛƻƴǎ LΩǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜŜƴΦ 

Slot-hairpin-over-railwayline-into-

hairpin-into-T-junction-into-slot. 

All basically right on top of each 

other on the map. That we made it 

out the other side and still knew 

where we were was nothing short of 

a miracle. 

This section however went 

amazingly well, with Adam feeling 

slightly more refreshed we could 

push on, and despite one of those 

tricky double-crossroad loops, we 

managed to get all the code boards 

and only drop a further 2 minutes. 

Now on the return leg of the rally, 

heading back up North, SS6 went 

similarly well on the navigation and 

speed front, again only dropping 2 

minutes despite it being my lesser 

favourite colours clues, but 

worryingly ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅ ŎƻŘŜ 

boards. Apparently though, 

ŀŎŎƻǊŘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǳƭǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ 

any. What a bizarre waste of road 

miles! 

SS7, and finally nearing the finish.  

This was one of the shortest sections 

of the rally at 15 minutes, quite 

straight and fast, and again featured 

one of the double-crossroad loops so 

synonymous with this event. We had 

another overshoot, at which point 

Adam requested we slow down to 

pause for breath ς which was met by 

ŀƴ ƛƴŎǊŜŘǳƭƻǳǎ άLΩƳ ƎƻƛƴƎ ŀǎ ǎƭƻǿƭȅ 

as L ŎŀƴΗέ bƻǘŜ ǘƻ CƻǊŘΥ ¸ƻǳǊ 

suspension sucks for queasy 

stomachs on bumpy rainy Ayrshire 

roads. Despite this, amazingly again 



 

  

ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŘǊƻǇ ŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜΦ !ƴŘ ŀƎŀƛƴΣ 

worryingly at the time, this one 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ŎƻŘŜ ōƻŀǊŘǎ ƻƴ ƛǘΦΦΦ 

And again, according to the results, 

ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ŀƴȅΦ {ŜŜƳǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜǎŜ 

guys could do with a loan of some of 

our stocks from the cone store... 

Finally, the last stage, SS8. And what 

a stage it was ς an endless series of 

twists and turns, but thankfully not 

in the stop-start manner of the 

earlier one outside Coylton ς 

admittedly slow, but quite flowing. I 

was now beginning to regret not 

letting Adam pause for breath on the 

last stage ς dual-wielding on this one 

was proving to be an absolute 

nightmare. So endless was the series 

of bends, that I completely lost 

where I was, and ended up taking an 

unnecessary slot and heading 1km 

off-route down past Willoxton ς 

compounding the error by taking 

another wrong slot on the way 

ōŀŎƪΦΦΦ Řƻǿƴ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅΩǎ ŘǊƛǾŜǿŀȅΦ 

A narrow one at that. This resulted 

in about a 7-point turn before finally 

getting back on track, only finally 

figuring out roughly where we were 

when we got to the main road. It 

was at this point that Adam finally 

rejoined the land of the living, and 

we were able to finally work as a 

team to make our way to the finish. 

Shaking our hands (and our heads) 

as we pulled up to the TC, the sense 

of relief at simply having made it to 

the finish was huge. It would be no 

understatŜƳŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ LΩǾŜ ƴƻǘ ŦŜƭǘ 

that relieved since I made the finish 

of the Granite City Rally sat 

alongside the most dangerous driver 

known to man, Thaarique Fazal. This 

was without doubt one of the 

ƘŀǊŘŜǎǘ ƴŀǾƛƎŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǊŀƭƭƛŜǎ LΩǾŜ ŜǾŜǊ 

done. Technical problems; arriving 

late even before the start of the 

event; going OTL (only to discover it 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊύΤ ΨŘǳŀƭ-ǿƛŜƭŘƛƴƎΩΤ  

 

horrific weather/aquaplaning; a 

spewy navigator; hellish urban 

navigation; devilishly twisty roads. 

Literally everything that could have 

been thrown at us ς was. And we 

survived. 

We arrived at the finish venue pub in 

Galston, a full 59 minutes late (just 

short of the magic hour), happy to 

ŦǊƻƳ ōŜŀǘƛƴƎ Ψŀ ōǳƴŎƘ ƻŦ ǎǘǳŘŜƴǘǎΩΦ  

Nonetheless it was an incredible 

achievement by Julia to finish 2nd on 

her first time out, ŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ 

ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ look the least bit phased 

ōȅ ƘŜǊ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŘǊƛǾƛƴƎΦ 

And more importantly ς the top 

EUMSC crew had beaten the top 

GUMSC crew. 

 

see our Polish teammates there, 

settled in, and smiling. A pint of coke 

and pack of crisps has rarely been so 

rewarding (nor put into perspective 

just how much of a rip-off the Auld 

Hoose is ς at £1.20 it was almost half 

the price!). Reassuringly however, 

we were far from the last ones in ς 2 

more crews arrived behind us! After 

a long delay, finally the results were 

out. And in last place was... NOT 

US!! Lƴ ŦŀŎǘΣ ǿŜΩŘ ōŜŀǘŜƴ н crews! I 

could barely believe it! Now to find 

out how Wojciech and Julia got on. 

3rd and 4th were called out. Still not 

ǘƘŜƳΦ {ǳǊŜƭȅ Wǳƭƛŀ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǿƻƴ ƻƴ ƘŜǊ 

ŦƛǊǎǘ ŜǾŜǊ ƴŀǾ ǊŀƭƭȅΚΗΦΦΦ !ƭŀǎΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

to be ς some cocky old fat guy with a 

limp from Lanarkshire Car Club won 

it, clearly taking great satisfaction 

While Adam and I discovered that 

we still have a bit to learn at this nav 

rallying malarkey, the most 

important thing was that Edinburgh 

honour had been upheld. Better luck 

next year Weegies...! 

RESULTS 
1. Brenda and Kenny...................18 
2. Wojciech and Julia..................55 
3. Murray and Lee.......................55 
4. Iain and Kenny........................125 
5. Richard and Adam.................193 
6. Ella and Shaun........................199 
7. Allison and Rachel..................265 
DNS. Luke and Sarah - Broke down 
on the M77 at about 18:30  
...............................(Alternator fault) 
DNS. Shona and Andrew - Broke 
down on the M77 at about 17:15 
...................(Windscreen wiper fault) 
 

 



 

  



 

  

FOR THAT CHOCOLATEY 
coated ICE CREAM 

LOADED BIG AND THICK 
NO ROOM FOR STICK 

WHAT WOULD 
YOU DO FOR A 

KLONDIKE 

BAR? 



 

  

CONSISTENT HUGHES 

BRINGS IT HOME  

L¢Ω{ ¢!Y9b h±9w ! ¸9!wΣ .¦¢ HUGHES FINALLY GETS THAT FIRST VICTORY 
 

Scott Douglas reports from the second round of the Karting Championship at Falkirk 

A cold, dark Falkirk was the venue for 
the 2nd round of the Motorsports 
Club Karting Championship, where 38 
drivers had turned out to battle it out 
to see who could be the next Jenson 
Button! Xtreme karts was a fitting 
venue, as to go along with their tight 
twisty and slippery (especially on the 
up and down bits of the ramp) track 
were the monster Evo V karts, so 
quick that you had to feather the 
throttle out of the tight corners to 
avoid too much oversteer. Awesome. 
 
After the now standard hilarious 

safety video and a brief practice that 

was just about long enough for you to 

figure out which one was the throttle 

and which one was the brake (not that 

any of our competitors would ever use 

it) we barrelled straight into the first 

heat. Stevie Campbell took the 

honours, passing Richard Crozier who 

had stormed into an early lead after 

disposing with Ewan Leeming. Crozier 

made an uncharacteristic error going 

into the hairpin before the bridge 

though, running severely wide and 

leaving the door open for Campbell to 

take the lead, and a couple of laps 

later, the win. In a slightly subtler race 

the dark horse of Ross McAudrey 

crept up from 5th to 3rd in the first of 

several impressive drives. Heat 2 also 

saw an impressive drive from an 

eventual A-finalist, as Pierre Nicolet 

made up two places to finish a 

comfortable 1st ahead of Nick 

Roberts, who despite a strong start 

would fade towards the end, despite 

consistently fast lap times. Heat 3 saw 

eventual winner Calum Hughes'  

first win of the evening, with both 
Fergus Simpson and Valtteri Hyvonen 
making their way through the field. 
This was followed by Scott Douglas' 
first win of the evening from the 
aggressive Pawel Milto and unlucky 
pole sitter Stephen Walls. Heat 5 was 
the start of Sean Lynch's evening, 
taking an impressive win, though he 
would eventually just miss out on the 
B final. Heat 6 saw Ewan Leeming 
make amends for his disappointing 
first heat with a win, that although 
didn't qualify him for the B final, did 
make it two wins in two races for the 
aggressive Scotsman; the man who 
lost out from this was Wojciech Koziel. 
He was on the other end of a few 
dodgy moves throughout the evening, 
but would have the last laugh by 
comfortably making the top 20 in only 
his 4th time in a kart. Heat 7 was the 
start of Robin Kyle's charge to the 
front, the veteran karter using every 
ounce of his experience to come from 
4th on the grid to the win, just ahead 
of the impressive Kirsten Dallas. Heat 
8 was full of experience with Crozier, 
Campbell, Simpson, Adam Corlett and 
Andrew Clarkson all being involved, 
not to mention Freshers' Karting 
finalist Calum Thompson being in the 
mix as well. A tightly fought contest 
saw Crozier come out on top with 
Clarkson slipping from pole to 3rd by 
the chequered flag. Heat 9 was a case 
of ΨThe Walls Strikes BackΩ as after 
losing form pole in his first heat 
Stephen Walls took the win from the 
now championship leader Nicolet with 
Roberts in close attention. Heat ten 
saw another win for Hughes to make it 
two from two as Sean Lynch was again 
impressive along with Julia Madrzak 
who did well to keep her nerve against 
some fierce competitors. 

So on to Heat 11, where by now 

everyone had started to get to grips 

with the track and karts, so the 

standard went up a gear. Douglas won 

again from Milto, after a rather dodgy 

move on Koziel at the start that the 

marshals somehow managed to miss. 

Meanwhile Stefano Bonino started to 

show some of the form we'd 

witnessed during Freshers' Karting the 

month before. Heat 12 saw Hyvonen 

do a sterling job in managing to hold 

off a charging Kyle, with Sean Gibson 

showing some impressive 

opportunism in coming from the back 

to finish third; it was this form that 

would see him to a comfortable and 

well deserved 15th. Ashley Wright 

achieved a similar accomplishment in 

heat 13, managing to hold off the trio 

of Campbell, Clarkson and Leeming to 

take an assured win from pole. It was 

form like that which would see Wright 

qualify for the B-final. Another 

eventual B-finalist, Jan Cullens also 

showed his hand in heat 14 taking a 

ò  

If this was a 4x4 

competition, I would 

be crushing everyone 

else. 

 
Chris Thompson 

ó 



 

  

confident win from the flying Nicolet 
who was followed through the field by 
Simpson. Heat 15 was won by Antti 
Makela. Some impressive lap times 
saw him hold both last year's 
champion and runner-up off in a drive 
that would see him take 3rd in the 
Championship standings by the end of 
the night. It was however more rotten 
luck for Callum Thompson who again 
was paired with some tough drivers, 
thwarting any of his efforts to make 
his way up the points board. Heat 16 
saw a win for eventual A-finalist 
McAudrey, and Milto took yet another 
second place in front of Walls. Corlett 
then finally took a victory in Heat17, 
winning from pole after his previous 
heats were affected by some shunting. 
It was a testament to his driving on 
the night that he managed to qualify 
for the B-final after some truly awful 
luck with other drivers. Heat 18 saw 
Douglas take his third win from three 
heats as he came from 4th to take the 
win after Mike Borozdin suffered 
some bad luck from pole (and also the 
unfortunate luck to have BOTH of his 
names misspelt by the Xtreme Karting 
staff). Heat 19 marked the beginning 
of some form for Bruce Holborn who, 
after an iffy start, made up for it by 
claiming 2nd place, only losing out to 
Stevie Campbell of which there is no 
shame in. Heat 20 got a bit feisty. 
While Makela  drove off into the 
distance, Leeming and Crozier had a 
few coming togethers that would end 
up wrecking both of their evenings, 
the two trying to find out what 
happens when an unstoppable force 
hits an immovable object. Their battle 
also managed to affect Nicolet who 
would have been guaranteed a better 
starting position for the final if he 
hadn't got involved in their petty fight.  
 
As we entered the last few heats the 
leaderboard was starting to take 
shape, but more interestingly the 
times were starting to plummet. At 
the start only a few were in the 21s 
region, but now more had started 
breaking that barrier including 
McAudrey in heat 21. He took a  

dominant victory from Gibson and 
eventual winner Hughes. Heat 22 saw 
yet another win for Corlett, as Milto 
again impressively made his way 
through the field but broke his run of 
2nds by finishing 3rd. Thomson and 
Thompson also battled it out at the 
back, with Chris Thompson coming off 
worse and finishing last, though he 
swore that if we were competing in a 
4x4 competition it would be him 
crushing everyone else. In heat 23 
Simpson notched up his first win, 
ruining Douglas' perfect score, and 
Borozdin started getting to grips with 
the track with a healthy 4th place. 
Nikos Lykakis also started to become 
more comfortable in his surroundings, 
holding off the challenge of Hyvonen 
and Holborn to win from pole with a 
pretty nippy time of 22.31s, and that 
pace secured him a top 20 finish by 
the end of the night. Heat 25 was a 
victory for Lynch, followed in closely 
by Wright and Bonino. 
 
So the race was now set-up for a tense 

finale, Hughes would lead off from 

Campbell as although he had amassed 

the same number of points, he was 

granted pole as his fastest lap was one 

hundredth of a second faster than 

ǘƘŀǘ ƻŦ /ŀƳǇōŜƭƭΩǎΦ 5ƻǳƎƭŀǎΣ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ 

leading the heats until suffering a 

dead-leg after a hefty crash was now 

down in third, ahead of Kyle, Nicolet 

and McAudrey. An edgy but quick final 

got underway with all drivers keeping  

their positions off the grid, Campbell 

and Hughes fought for the first couple 

of laps before Hughes broke free and 

started to build up a lead. This pushed 

Campbell into the reach of Douglas 

who after sitting an inch off his back 

bumper for the majority of the race 

finally made a move. There was 

contact, Campbell ran wide and 

Douglas took full advantage while also 

somehow not incurring the wrath of 

the marshals. That would prove to be 

the only overtaking manoeuvre of the 

final, as despite setting a fastest lap of 

21.30s, a full three tenths faster than 

anyone else, Douglas could not catch 

Hughes who took the chequered flag. 

This guaranteed an Edinburgh 

University one, two, three and behind 

them Kyle, Nicolet and McAudrey had 

a close battle, but were not quite able 

to make a move.  

The win for Hughes was well deserved 

and also his first in the championship, 

ǎǘŀǘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎ άǎƻ ǊŜƭƛŜǾŜŘέ ǘƻ 

have finally got one under his belt. 

However it was not enough to lift him 

to the top of the leaderboard, with 

Nicolet now leading from the front 

with his consistent drive, and Hyvonen 

and Makela hot on his heels. Whether 

he can maintain that lead through the 

rest of the season remains to be seen, 

and with the next round in November 

the pressure will be mounting. 



 

  

RALLY 

SCOTLAND  

THE IRC HITS SCOTLAND & 
EUMSC ARE ON HAND TO 
LEND A HELPING HAND 
 
EWAN LEEMING GIVES US A 
MARSHALS PERSPECTIVE 
ON A WEEKEND OF THRILLS, 
SPILLS AND CONTROVERSY 

Not sure where to start, but this 

weekend was probably the most 

random I've had for ages. 

I was marshalling from Thursday 

night until Saturday Afternoon on 

the Rally of Scotland. Thursday was 

the pre-start in Perth, which started 

at 5. The place (Bell Sort Centre) was 

quite hard to find, but I got there on 

time and parked up. By 6, the car 

park was flooded and I couldn't get 

back to my car. By 7 it was dry again, 

so there you go. 

The car park was also the original 

holding area, so we had to find 

another one that cars could actually 

get into. After this the top ten cars 

were parked outside the sports 

centre while the crews were driven 

to Scone Palace for the official start 

and autographing. Only the 

minibuses forgot one crew who 

were left sitting in the cafe. Then 

mechanics were to drive the cars to 

the Palace, but one lot never 

showed up. Then some scruiteneers 

showed up and decided they needed 

to check some cars before the start, 

so we had to change the parking 

area again. 

Oh and one of the marshals was a 

school pupil wanting to study 

Engineering next year at Strathclyde 

so I did some recruitment on behalf 

of Edinburgh (no not that kind of 

recruitment). It's her second choice 

apparently but I think I convinced 

her that Edinburgh was a better 

place to start her dream of owning a 

rally team. I also got a chance to 

catch up with Hannah, whom I 

hadn't seen for a while. 

I was also doing the parc ferme, and 

had to fit 33 rally cars into a car park 

big enough for 30. I then helped the 

Eurosport technicians swap batteries 

in the in-car transmitters. Any time  

 

anyone touches a car in parc ferme a 

scruiteneer has to watch them, and 

the technician's English and 

Scruiteneer's French didn't match 

up, so I had to brush off my Standard 

Grade French from 10 years ago and 

translate. I also chatted to the 

French woman who does the 

interviews and told her the kilt joke, 

which didn't translate well. 

The whole parc ferme would have 

been half the hassle if the Clerk of 

the Course had left us alone to get 

on with it. I was the only marshal 

there who had done anything similar 

before so there were a couple of 

times I had the sector marshal asking 

what to do next. 

I was very, very grateful to Fiona and 

her folks for putting me up for the 

night near Kinross as this saved me 

about an hour's driving. I got 

finished in Perth at 10 and had to be 

back for 5:30 on the Friday morning 

(kind of like the Black Watch, First in, 

Last out). I was even more grateful 

for the plate of mince and tatties 

and cup of tea which went down 

very well after getting soaked to the 

skin for over 5 hours. 

Friday consisted of getting up at 5 

and sneaking out and up the road 

back to parc ferme. We then had to 

wait till 7:45 to start releasing cars 

(much easier than fitting the things 

in had been). I got another chance to 

practise my French and was in a 

background shot on Eurosport 

apparently. It was a good chance to 

chat to the crews before the day 

started as well, Alister McRae being 

particularly jovial. 

The last car was away at 9 and I 

went for breakfast at the big Asda 

on the Dunkeld Road, and then 

spent a couple of hours until 

lunchtime  

 

 



 

  

reading the Mock the Week Annual 

and listening to the Mumford and 

Sons album (Sigh No More) which I 

bought recently and is excellent. At 

12 I headed for Craigveanan and 

eventually found the start and then 

got into the stage to marshal. It was 

a three hour wait for the cars to 

come through after half 4, by which 

time it was dark. The sound of those 

S2000 cars in the forest is pretty 

impressive though. 

I managed to get out the forest at 

half 5, but it took 2 hours to get back 

to Edinburgh due to the traffic round 

Perth. After a reasonably early night 

I set off at four the next day. 

Richard phoned at four in the 

morning just as I was getting up to 

say he was ready. (This is perhaps 

the first occasion he's been on time 

that I can think of, mainly because 

he hadn't bothered going to bed.) I 

then did a small scale re-enactment 

of C'etait Un Rendez-vous through 

Edinburgh to pick him up, getting 

confused for a taxi by a drunk at the 

time. I offered to take him to 

Aberfoyle, and he almost agreed but 

there wasn't room in the car. It 

might have been funny to leave him 

at Stirling services though... 

The Saturday stage was Fairy Knowe 

and driving in was interesting to say 

the least. A 4x4 had gone off into a 

ditch ahead of us due, I think, to 

moronic driving. I then apparently 

randomly met DIGB who had our 

marshalling envelope. The place we 

were was a lorry turning point and 

reversing into was a bit interesting, 

as I couldn't see a thing and for all I 

knew was ripping everything off the 

bottom of the Yaris with each bump. 

The only time I really swear a lot is 

when I grind the car like that,  

 

 

because I've known people lose 

large bits like engines on rough 

enough roads. It's probably the one 

thing I'm really paranoid about. 

Another thing that got me all 

through the weekend is the amount 

of people who recognise me on 

rallies when I've no idea who they  

are. I mean seriously, at parc ferme 

there were at least 5 people who 

knew me but I had no idea who they 

were. It's scary - my mind must be 

going. 

The first run was dry but the second 

one was very, very wet. Richard slept 

most of the day. There were a few 

moments, but no offs at our 

location. The roads were cut up 

badly by the end though, and the 

drive out was a symphony of 

grinding and swearing. I was certain I 

was going to lose the exhaust, or 

sump, or fuel tank but we made it 

out ok. 

We got back to Edinburgh in time for 

the rugby, which was magnificent. I 

 

drove 315 miles over the weekend, 

and got about 9 hours sleep from 

Thursday morning to Saturday night 

but it was worth it. The entry was 

disappointing but the atmosphere 

was actually quite good where I was. 

Can't wait for next year. 

Also - it's exactly six months since 

the Jim Clark so that means only six 

months to wait for the next one :-). 



 

  

DREADNAUGHT  

SHOOTS TO  

INSTANT 

SUCCESS  

NEW FORMAT PROVES TO BE WINNING FORMULA FOR KOZIEL AND CROZIER.  
Richard Crozier gives the perspective from the winning car 

Motorsport is filled with those 

satisfying moments where, just 

before going into battle, you know 

the odds are stacked in your favour. 

YƴƻǿƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŦƛǘǘŜǎǘ ŘǊƛǾŜǊ ƻƴ 

the grid. YƴƻǿƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΩǾŜ Ǝƻǘ ŀ 

massive equipment advantage. Or, 

in the case of the Dreadnought 

{ŎŀǘǘŜǊΣ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƻƴƭȅ 

competitor that has the foggiest idea 

how the event actually works. 

Ewan had been quietly (or at least, 

as quiet as Ewan can be) excited for 

ƳƻƴǘƘǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ άƴŜǿ ŎƻƴŎŜǇǘ ƛƴ 

ǊŀƭƭȅƛƴƎέ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘ ŘŜǾƛǎŜŘ ς a 

combination of navigational and 

scatter rallying. After having spent 

Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ¢ƘǳǊǎŘŀȅ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ Ǉǳō ǎŜǎƘ  

trying to fully understand it all, I was 

beginning to understand why ς it 

seemed like it was going to be a 

great navigational, driving and 

tactical challenge. For me, the 

highlight of these pre-event 

preparations was Ewan revealing 

that to get the maximum 

hypothetical score (3 loops in the 

ŦƛǊǎǘ ΨǘƛƳŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿΩύΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴŜŜŘ 

to average 80mph, to which 

Wojciech simply raised an inquisitive 

άǎƻǳƴŘǎ Řƻ-ŀōƭŜέ ŜȅŜōǊƻǿΦ 9ǿŀƴ 

swiftly tried to quell this thought in 

true teacher fashion - άbƻΦέ L ǿŀǎ 

beginning to wonder ǿƘŀǘ LΩŘ ƎƻǘǘŜƴ 

myself in for... 

Having learned my lesson from the  

Over & Under, I decided to avoid 

²ƻƧŎƛŜŎƘΩǎ ǿǊŀǘƘ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƛƳŜΣ ŀƴŘ 

show up at his place 

uncharacteristically early. This 

allowed us enough time to discuss 

tactics, have a quick cuppa and get 

ourselves out to Fordel in plenty of 

time. Good thing too ς for the vast 

majority of this trip was taken up by 

panic phone calls from Calum ς his 

ŎŀǊΩǎ ŀƭŀǊƳ ǿŀǎ ƎƻƛƴƎ ƻŦŦ Ŏƻƴǎǘŀƴǘƭȅ 

ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ōŀǘǘŜǊȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŎƘŀǊƎƛƴƎΦ 

Despite our best efforts to get him 

mobile, it was all in vain, and the 

event would feature one less 

competitor. The extra time also gave 

ƳŜ ŀ ŎƘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ǘŜǎǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ LΩŘ 

always wanted to try in nav rallying 

ς travel sickness pills. Purchased 

from  



  

ǘƘŜ /ŀƳŜǊƻƴ ¢ƻƭƭ .ƻƻǘΩǎΣ L ǿŀǎ 

hoping these would be my secret 

weapon. I also asked them for a 

small ŎŀǊǊƛŜǊ ōŀŎƪΣ άƧǳǎǘ ƛƴ ŎŀǎŜΦΦΦέ 

Finally we arrived at what was a 

chuffing freezing Fordel Service 

Station, and lo and behold, nobody 

else was there. Eventually one-by-

one our rivals arrived, and then 

(finally) our organiser Ewan. After 

some dishing out of maps, and a 

drivers briefing that basically 

ŎƻƴǎƛǎǘŜŘ ƻŦ άŘƻŜǎ ŜǾŜǊȅōƻŘȅ ƪƴƻǿ 

ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŘƻƛƴƎΚέΣ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ 

finally released into the Lothian 

countryside. 

 

 

point-turn-in-the-church-car-park 

Hairpin. 

Despite Loop C being a fairly straight 

and fast loop overall, we were 

actually running slightly behind 

schedule, so to be safe we decided 

to only pick up a few points from our 

next one (B, which started right 

beside the end of C). This worked 

out quite nicely, and after a quick 

double-back along the A68 we were 

back at Fordel to collect our first 

points haul with a good few minutes 

to spare. Aside from the one 

occasion where I forgot to write 

down what the code board read (an 

epic brainfade, for which Wojciech 

quite rightly chastised me!), so far so 

good. 

 

IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ƭƻƻǇΣ Ψ!ΩΣ ǿŀǎ 

where things started to go 

somewhat more tits-up for us. The 

!л ŎƻƴǘǊƻƭ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘŜ ǿƘŜǊŜ L 

expected it to be, and as the 

following stretch was quite devoid of 

code boards I got the feeling I  had 

actually found the wrong code 

board, and subsequently chose the 

wrong route. This realisation 

dawned particularly hard on me just 

before Gorebridge, when we 

completed the kind of loop that 

stands out as blatantly hiding a code 

ōƻŀǊŘΦΦΦ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ 

To add to the frustration, Gorebridge 

was an absolute nightmare. I lost 

count of the junctions we had 

passed, and as a result we ended up 

going quite deep into some random 

neighbourhood cul-de-sac... And 

then, when we did finally reach the 

junction we were meant to take, we 

discovered just how severe the 

άǊƻŀŘǿƻǊƪǎ ƛƴ DƻǊŜōǊƛŘƎŜέ 9ǿŀƴ 

had mentioned actually were. What 

ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎŀƛŘ 

roadworks were slap-bang on top 

of the junction we wanted to take, 

and so overshot it completely. 

wŜŀƭƛǎƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜΩŘ ŘƻƴŜΣ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƻ 

make an embarrassing (and time 

consuming) about-turn on the main 

street, before finally finding our 

elusive slot. And when we did... the 

road was shut.  

¢ƘŜ ƎƻƻŘ ƻƭŘ άwh!5 /[h{95έ ǎƛƎƴ 

signalled not only the end of our 

passage, but possibly of all our 

hopes of winning. Our only hope was 

the 1-car-width gap on the right, 

most of which consisted of a 

footpath. We looked at each other in 

the way of two grown men with a 

shared sense of *yeah, anyway*... 

and went for it. 60 seconds of 

awkward bumping and grinding 

ƭŀǘŜǊΣ ά¢ŜŀƳ YŜǊō /ǊŀǿƭŜǊέ ƘŀŘ 

elatedly made it out of their pickle, 

and were back on their way to 

control A1. 

Mercifully the next few minutes 

after A1 saw us manage to pick up a 

few more code boards, but we had a 

problem... time. All that time wasted 

in Gorebridge had put us way behind 

schedule, and there was no way we 

were going to complete the loop 

before the second window shut. 

Shortly after Carrington, for the first 

time following one of our 

competitors, we made the decision 

to about face and run back to base. 

To add to the frustration of the 

stage, I realised a few minutes after 

ò  

You would need an 

average of 80mph, to 

which Wojciech 

raised an inquisitive 

òsounds do-ableó 

eyebrow. 

ó 
!ǎ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻƭŘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ 

briefing that the loops were all 

slightly different lengths, and that 

Loop C was the shortest, we decided 

to start with that, hoping to be able 

to get a full 2 loops in within the first 

time window. This started with a 

long fast blast down the A6093, 

which seemed simple enough, but 

once we reached the first checkpoint 

όΨ.мΩύΣ ǿŜ ǊŜŀƭƛǎŜŘ ǿŜ ƘŀŘ ƳƛǎǎŜŘ 

the one code board that was on said 

stretch. Perhaps this was going to be 

more difficult than first imagined... 

The rest of the loop was fairly 

straightforward, featuring some 

familiar stretches of road including 

the East Saltoun stretch, the Lothian 

Car Club triangle, and the infamous 

Nothing-but-a-Mini-can-take-so-you- 

have-to-do-an-embarrassing-3- 



 

  

this turnaround, that we probably 

would have been quicker continuing 

as we were going and blatting it up 

B6372, and instead were now facing 

a potentially very painful and time-

consuming urban slog through 

Newtongrange. To which I let out an 

άhƘΦέ 

 

²Υ ά²ƘŀǘΚέ 

wΥ άbƻǘƘƛƴƎΦ tŜƎ ƛǘΦέ 

Not wanting to let my driver know 

that not only had we just wasted the 

last half hour, but potentially cocked 

ǳǇ ƻǳǊ ΨŜǎŎŀǇŜ ǇƭŀƴΩ ŀǎ ǿŜƭƭΣ ǿŜ Ƨǳǎǘ 

had to put pedal to the metal, keep 

an eye on the watch, and hope we 

got a clear run through the town. 

²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ bƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƘŀǘΣ ōǳǘ L ŀƭǎƻ 

made one or two navigational cock-

ups as well. At the end of it all, we 

arrived 3 minutes late. I begged and 

pleaded all I could with Ewan, telling 

him all about the roadwork debacle 

ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ άŘǳŦŦ ŎƭǳŜǎέΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

budging an inch. Disheartened, we 

thought all was lost, and set off to 

spend the final 27 minutes picking 

up all the points we could from Loop 

D. Again mercifully this one was 

fairly uneventful, and we managed 

to pick up 3 more boards, which we 

hoped would make the crucial 

difference. 

We returned to Fordel (even more 

frozen than before!) somewhat 

bemused, knowing we could have 

done a lot better, but still not 

knowing how all the others had 

faired on what was a tough (and 

after-all, untrialled) event. After 

some brief banter with our fellow 

competitors, Ewan checked over our 

Loop C route and said it was right, so 

we then set out to collect the code 

boards on Loop C, beginning to feel 

a little more confident as we set off 

on a somewhat more leisurely 

cruise, 

while the results were tallied up. 

9ȄŎŜǇǘ ƴƻǘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ǿŜΩŘ ŘƻƴŜ 

was right. That elusive code board 

on the first stretch, at Wolfstar, 

proved every bit as elusive on the 

second run as it was on the first. 

After plenty of head-scratching, 

about-turning and more besides, we 

eventually narrowed it down to a 

hellishly muddy and bumpy loop of 

farm track. Despite my being 

adamant that it looked right on the 

map, Wojciech took one look at it, 

ǎŀƛŘ άbh ²!¸έΣ ŀƴŘ ǿŜ ŎŀǊǊƛŜŘ ƻƴ 

without it. Everything else went 

largely according to plan, and some 

mucky feet, several splinters, and 

ǎƘƻǳǘǎ ƻŦ άǎǘƻǇ ǎƭŀƳƳƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ōƻƻǘ 

ǎƻ ƘŀǊŘέ ƭŀǘŜǊ, we returned to an 

even MORE freezing Fordel, just 

wanting to get the prize giving over 

with and head home. It was here 

that we discovered that not only was 

that muddy farm track indeed where 

the code board was hidden, but that 

the guys in the low-riding homebuilt 

special had actually gone in there 

and got it ς mental! 

!ƴŘ ǎƻΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŎƭǳōΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ǊŀƭƭȅƛƴƎ 

odyssey of the year, Ewan ran down 

the results one-by-one, and by the 

time we got to second, we still 

ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ōŜŜƴ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴŜŘΦ 9ƘΚ {ǳǊŜƭȅ 

not. Second place was read out. 

²ŀǎƴΩǘ ǳǎΦ ²ŜΩŘ ǿƻƴΦ ²ŜΩŘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ 

WON. Despite some monumental 

mistakes, somehow we laid claim to 

our prizes of a Stig talking doll 

(which took everyone about 5 

ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ǘƻ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ƻǳǘ ǿƘȅ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

working... clearly the cold had 

ƴǳƳōŜŘ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ƛǊƻƴȅ ǎŜƴǎƻǊǎΦΦΦύ 

and a model battleship (though 

ǎŀŘƭȅ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ 

Dreadnought, so made do with the 

Hood). What with my Stig shower 

gel from the Treasure Hunt, 

Wojciech got the doll and I got the 

battleship. Having never built an 

Airfix model before in my life, I 

figured it was a good chance to 

reclaim some lost childhood, and 

also reasoned it would look 

awesome in the trophy cabinet! 

Despite the low turnout, the cold, 

and of course the roadworks, 

fundamentally the event was a 

runaway success. We had proven 

that this concept of slamming 

together navigational and scatter 

rallying works brilliantly ς resulting 

in a frantic battle of wits, driving and 

navigational skill. Congratulations to 

Ewan on creating something truly 

pioneering and awesome. Hopefully 

ǿŜΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ ǘƘƛǎ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ŜǾŜƴǘ ƴƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ 

grow within the club, but spread 

beyond and help inject some new 

life into the nav rallying scene across 

ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊȅΦ L ƪƴƻǿ ŦƻǊ ǎǳǊŜ LΩƭƭ ōŜ 

out on our next one, the Graf Spee. 

 



 

  

Hair: Steven Campbell 

LǘΩǎ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ [ȅƴȄ ŜŦŦŜŎǘΣ ōǳǘ ƎƛƴƎŜǊ. 

hǊ ƳŀȅōŜ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ŦŀŎǘ ƘŜ Ƙŀǎ 

a Porsche. 

Eyes: Richard Crozier 

A no doubt contentious choice, given 

ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎƛŀƭƭȅ ƘŀƭŦ-blind. 

Nonetheless, he is capable of taking 

inch-wide overtaking opportunities 

and forcing an entire kart into them. 

ΨForcingΩ is the word! ς Ed. Good at 

aiming Legends cars at other 

spinning Legends cars too. 

Mouth: W. Scott Douglas IV 

Frequently heard, not only shooting 

down renegade committee 

members in one fell swoop, but also 

wooing potential sponsors, heads of 

state, and members of the opposite 

sex. Though the last one is 

debatable. 

Right arm: Calum Hughes 

Word has it he has a big right. Is 

confident he can beat anybody in 

the club in a fight. Chuck Norris is 

running scared. 

Cojones: Wojciech Koziel 

Anybody that can take 70 degree 

corners flat out is clearly very wrong 

in the head, but very right in the 

trousers. 

Right leg: also Matt Holland 

[ŀƴŎŜ !ǊƳǎǘǊƻƴƎΩǎ ǇǊƻǘŞƎŞΣ Ƙŀǎ 

been seen outrunning cars on a 

ōƛŎȅŎƭŜΦ .ǳǘ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ 

that... 

Brain: Ian Munro 

Master racing tactician, somehow 

able to work his way from the back 

to the front of a race seemingly 

without effort. A keen wit also keeps 

the press hounds fed with 

memorable quotes, most of which 

Ŏƻƴǎƛǎǘ ƻŦ άƳǳŎƪƭŜέΣ άŀȅŜέ ƻǊ 

άƎǊŀƴŘέΦ 

Ears: Michael Stanyer 

Managed to tune out Bulgarian 

nagging for 2 years. Also has a strong 

liking for Deep Purple. Actually, on 

second thoughts... 

Nose: Andrew Clarkson 

Known to be able to identify cow 

dietary issues purely from the smell 

of manure, and without being even 

remotely disgusted. Heck he even 

enjoys it. 

Left arm: Matt Holland 

Has got the knack of signing cheques 

with a limb most others struggle to 

do handbrake turns with. 

Stomach: Ewan Leeming 

The only man alive known to be 

capable of devouring mountainous 

Auld Hoose nachos portions in one 

sitting. Is also known to be intrigued 

by the fact that professional hot dog 

eating pays more than teaching 

does. 

Left leg: Leslie Mabon 

Claims to be able to walk from 

Tollcross to the Auld Hoose in 10 

ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƳŜŀƴǎ ƘŜΩǎ ƭŜƎŀƭƭȅ 

been reclassified as a cheetah. Trains 

his leg muscles by stomping on 

imaginary brake pedals when being 

driven by Scott Douglas. 

EUMSC õs ULTIMATE RACE 

DRIVER  

Have you ever thought what the ultimate EUMSC driver would be like? 

bƻΣ ǿŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŜƛǘƘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ those evenings at the pub, 

Richard ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƘŜΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ŎǊŀŎƪ ŀǘ ƛǘΦΦΦ 



 

 

  

EUMSC : RACE ACROSS 

EDI NBURGH  
 

THE RACE EVENT OF THE YEAR ï  
CAN THE CAR UPHOLD ITS HONOUR? 
CAN PUBLIC TRANSPORT NOT COME LAST? 
WILL WALKING PAY OFF? 
CAN THE BIKE BEAT THEM ALL? 
 

Scott Douglas gives the background to the event and introduces us to the runners and riders. 

 
This was it, the big one, the true test 

of which mode of transport would 

be crowned champion of Edinburgh. 

! ǊŀŎŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘǿƻ ƻŦ 9ŘƛƴōǳǊƎƘΩǎ 

greatest landmarks (IKEA and Ocean 

Terminal) to find out once and for all 

whether a car, bike, bus or walking 

was the best way of crossing 

Edinburgh during rush hour traffic. It 

is an event that certainly has not 

been attempted in any similar 

format ever before! 

The brief was simple, starting at IKEA 

at 5pm, competitors had to make 

their way as fast as possible to 

Ocean Terminal. The first to be 

sitting down in Starbucks would be 

the winner, with the able Referee of 

Ewan Leeming present to record 

their arrival. However, to make it 

interesting (and stop the car 

buggering off round the City Bypass), 

competitors had to also pass by a 

waypoint, the digital clock at 

Waverly Station, WITH a photo for 

proof and to see what the split times 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜΧ 

 

THE CONTENDERS  

Wojciechõs Car 

For the good of the Club, and of car 

enthusiasts around the world, 

everyone was hoping a car would 

come away with the win. Could we 

really justify our existence if it lost to 

Public Transport? Or even worse, a 

human being?  

The first of the two cars in the field 

would be piloted by the able, and 

slightly insane, Wojciech. His 

navigator in this truly historic race 

would by the capable Nick 

Osbourne, himself no stranger to an 

aggressive driving style.  

The powerful Honda Accord will 

easily blast between the many lights 

in Edniburgh, so this race should be 

a walk in the park for it... 

Andy õs Car 

The second of the two cars hoping to 

uphold automobile honour would be 

driven by the equally able, and no 

less insane, Andy. His navigator 

would be the devious Adam, who 

had a secret route in mind that, if 

successful, could win them the 

contest by a country mile. 

The VW Golf is definitely a nippy 

little city car, and more than able to 

Ŝŀǘ ǳǇ 9ŘƛƴōǳǊƎƘΩǎ ǊƻŀŘǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōƭƛƴƪ 

of an eye. 

Although able to take its own route 

and also to throw passengers out to 

get a photo of the Waverly clock, it 

should not be forgotten that 

Edinburgh, particularly Leith Walk, is 

ŀ ƴƛƎƘǘƳŀǊŜ ŦƻǊ ǘǊŀŦŦƛŎΧ 

 



 

  

The Walkers  

Leslie has dragged along Scott to 

take part, in what for Leslie is an 

average stroll in the park, and for 

Scott is the equivalent of climbing 

Everest.  

!ƭǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜȅΩƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ōǳǎ ŦǊƻƳ 

IKEA to the centre of town, after the 

Waverly checkpoint they will bid 

farewell to the public transport team 

as they will then take a gentle stroll 

down Leith Walk. This attempt to 

skip the road-works and subsequent 

traffic could pay dividends, 

depending on the traffic. 

Sounds insane, but might pull off a 

bit of a surprise! 

 

Racing Bike  

A rank outsider in opinion of the 

competitors at the start. Despite the 

route being chosen for it being 

mostly downhill, and Matt being a 

very good pilot, no one rates this 

option. Surely it will be a matter of 

ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƛǘΩǎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘŀƪŜƴκǊǳƴ 

over by the Cars and Bus?  

The possibility of roadworks en 

route, and the traffic, should be in 

the bikes favour because his ability 

to cut through traffic. 

 Matt seemed confident. The bike is 

built for speed, but will it be enough 

in this 12 mile race across town? 

 

Public Transport  

Richard (in full Stig outfit) and Jamie 

Seth would be intrusting their hopes 

of winning on the almighty maroon 

speed machines that are Lothian 

Buses.  

One bus would need to be taken into 

Waverly Station, and then a second 

would need to be embarked for the 

final push towards Leith.  

Although subject to the same traffic 

as cars, would the use of Bus Lanes 

be enough to propel it to victory? Or 

would the fact a bus never seems to 

come when you need it prove too 

much of a problem? 

 

Wojciechõs Car Andyõs Car Bus & Walkers  Racing Bike  



 

 

 

  

Now, as told by the competitors 

themselves, is a blow-by-blow run 

Řƻǿƴ ƻŦ Ƙƻǿ ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴǘ ǘƻƻƪ ǇƭŀŎŜΧ 

 
3

RD

: WALKING   

4
TH

: BUS  

 
As we were all due to take the same 

Bus, Leslie, Richard, Myself and 

Jamie all sprinted off in the same 

direction after we started the event 

in a Le Mans style waving of the 

green flag. After a fairly hefty run, 

and some impressive speed from all 

those involved, we arrived at the 

ƴŜŀǊōȅ .ǳǎ {ǘƻǇ ŀƴŘ ǿŀƛǘŜŘΧŀƴŘ 

ǿŀƛǘŜŘΧŀƴŘ ǿŀƛǘŜŘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ƘŜǊŜ 

where we lost. Instead of being able 

to immediately head towards Leith, 

мр ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ΨǊŀŎŜΩΣ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ 

still standing at the Bus Stop, 

actually having travelled backwards 

due to where the Stop was. Not 

good. After embarking, I texted 

Adam to see where he was, back 

camŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǇǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ǊŜǇƭȅΥ Ψ[ŜƛǘƘ 

²ŀƭƪΩΦ hƘ ŎƻŎƪΦ 

We eventually arrived at Waverly; all 

got a photo of the clock, and then 

went our separate ways, knowing 

that this would probably be a fight 

for last place. Leslie and I climbed 

Waverly Steps and enjoyed a fast 

paced walk down Leith Walk while 

discussing the current issues 

surrounding F1. Jamie and Richard 

enjoyed the same wait as before, 

and fell behind, but every Bus that 

passed I was concerned that they 

would be in one of them. 

Eventually, Ocean Terminal came 

into sight. This is where Leslie and I 

started to run, sprinting up 

escalators to finally approach 

Starbucks. As suspected, both car 

crews and Matt were there, but we 

had beaten the Bus crew! Only just 

though, as three minutes later a 

tired and annoyed Richard and Jamie 

came into view. A close one, but we 

proved that two legs are better 

ǘƘŀƴΧǇǳōƭƛŎ ǘǊŀƴǎǇƻǊǘΦ 

Scott Dougas 
 
 
 

ò  

We arrived at a 

nearby Bus Stop and 

waited...and waited... 

and waited. 15 

minutes later we 

were still standing 

there. 

ó 



  

2
nd

: CAR  

When we were discussing the 

idea of a transport race car versus 

public transport, we thought it 

would be a brilliant idea to show 

the world just how much faster 

more convenient and more 

comfortable it is to travel in your 

own car. Matt though seemed to 

think he could travel across 

Edinburgh faster on a strange 

ŘŜǾƛŎŜ ƪƴƻǿƴ ŀǎ ΨōƛŎȅŎƭŜΩ ŘŜǎǇƛǘŜ 

it having no motorised engine of 

its own, oh how we laughed.  

After the first Le Mans start ever 

successfully performed by the 

EUMSC, the two cars naturally 

used their power advantage to 

take an early lead on the run in 

towards Edinburgh itself. The cars 

were driven by Andrew whom I 

was travelling with, and Wojciech 

who was accompanied by Nick 

Osbourne. As we arrived at the 

first round-about our car found 

itself in the correct lane, but stuck 

behind a load of traffic. We 

watched aghast as Wojciech 

roared past into the lead, but 

worse followed though as a pink 

flash past our window indicated 

that Matt had also overtaken us 

on his two wheeled machine.  

Approaching the city by-pass 

Andrew and myself therefore 

faced a momentous decision of 

whether to join the by-pass or 

attempt to race around the city 

centre in a faster but longer route 

to Waverly. This route though 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ōŜ ǘǊƛŎƪȅ ŘǳŜ ǘƻ !ƴŘǊŜǿΩǎ 

notoriously bad sense of direction 

combined with my navigational 

skills being let down by forgetting 

to bring a map. When we saw the 

turn off to the by-pass though we 

realised how busy it looked and  

decided instead to use Andrew 

knowledge of the roads between 

Kings Buildings and Pollock Halls 

to try and claw back time on the 

other car, whilst constantly 

looking around for Matt on his 

bicycle. 

For most of the run into the city 

centre the roads were relatively 

ǉǳƛŜǘΣ ǎƻ ǿŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǿŜΩŘ ōŜŜƴ 

pretty lucky. The luck was not to 

hold as we found ourselves in a 

gargantuan queue of traffic 

behind the traffic lights on the 

Royal Mile just before the station. 

As we sat in the queue we 

decided the wait was too long and 

I got out of the car and sprinted 

over the hill to Waverly station. 

Unbeknown to myself and Andy, 

Wojciech and Nick were only a 

few cars in front of us in the 

queue and after seeing a crazy 

man dart past their car Nick was 

sent in pursuit. The race intended 

to be in cars was now on between 

two guys running through 

confused crowds of people at 

Waverly station. We 

simultaneously took our 

photographs of the clocks and 

dashed back to our respective 

cars and the race continued on 

the road.  

Now the run down to Ocean  

terminal should be relatively 

ǎƛƳǇƭŜΦ LǘΩǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻƴŜ ōƛƎ ƭƻƴƎ 

straight road called Leith Walk 

that takes you nearly all the way 

there. Well, Andrew and myself 

did what many thought was 

impossible and got it all wrong as 

we took a rather time consuming 

diversion half way down Leith 

Walk costing us nearly 10 

minutes. Finally we made it to 

Ocean Terminal and ran through 

the building to the designated 

finish at Starbucks, who 

ǎƘŀƳŜŦǳƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ǉŀȅ ǳǎ ŀƴȅ 

sponsorship money for the 

privilege of hosting the finish to 

such a prestigious event.  

When we made it to the coffee 

shop we soon discovered that 

Matt on his strange two wheeled 

contraption had managed to beat 

Wojciech by just over half a 

minute, whereas we had finished 

around 10 minutes behind. We 

think that those on public 

transport finished some time the 

next day. This proved once and 

for all that public transport is just 

a big waste of taxpayer money 

and we should all have our own 

way of getting around. 

Embarrassingly for a motor sport 

club though, we have to conclude 

that an engineless bicycle should 

be your choice for personalised 

transport. Nice one Matt.  

Adam Colrlett 

ò  

This route could be 

tricky due to 

Andrewõs notoriously 

bad sense of 

direction, coupled 

with me forgetting to 

bring a map. 

ó 

ò  

We think that those on 

public transport 

finished some time the 

next day, proving once 

and for all it is a waste 

of taxpayer money. 

ó 



 

  

1
ST

: BIKE  

The weather had been perfect all 

Řŀȅ ƛƴ ŀƴǘƛŎƛǇŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ Ψ¢ƻǇ 

DŜŀǊ wŀŎŜ !ŎǊƻǎǎ 9ŘƛƴōǳǊƎƘΩΦ ¢ƘŜ 

basic premise was for us to follow 

in the footsteps of Top Gear and 

come to a conclusion about what 

mode of transport is fastest: the 

car, the bike or public transport? 

The course we decided upon 

started in the car park at Ikea, and 

finished 12 miles later in the 

Starbucks at Ocean Terminal. It 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƛƳǇƭŜ 

though, as the car was not 

allowed to take the bypass, and a 

member of each team had to take 

a picture of the clock inside 

Waverly station.  

I was fortunate to get a lift to Ikea 

with Wojciech, and I was feeling 

rather confident of performing 

well. The wind was not too strong, 

and of what wind there was it 

would be blowing right behind me 

from the south ς perfect cycling 

weather. The only issue I had was 

the previous Sunday my headlight 

had come off when I hit a pothole, 

and I had only just managed to rig 

up a temporary headlight with my 

wind up torch and some duck 

tape before I left. I didnΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ 

how long the torch would last 

without winding though, so I 

ƘƻǇŜŘ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǊŜǘƛǊŜ 

due to not being able to see. As 

we lined up for the Le Mans start, 

the muscles got one last stretch, 

the watch was primed, and we 

were off!  

I made a good start and pulled a 

few car lengths on the cars before 

we left the car park, but they 

went back past on the first stretch 

of road. The time was 17:00, so  

there was heavy traffic around 

the junction with the bypass. I 

flew up the inside of Andrew and 

!ŘŀƳΣ ōǳǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜ ²ƻƧŎƛŜŎƘΦ ! 

quick glance at my speedometer 

cause a brief panic ς ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎΦ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ ƛǘ ŀŦǘŜǊ 

ƛǘ ŎŀƳŜ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦ ²ƻƧŎƛŜŎƘΩǎ 

car, so I had no idea of my speed 

or how much I was pushing. My 

confidence began to diminish as I 

was sure Wojciech was still in 

front.  

I flew down the hill, keeping one 

eye open for any potholes in the 

terrible Edinburgh roads, and the 

other on the traffic in case I 

recognised any of the passing cars 

ς although very little was going 

past me at that time. The 

ǎǇŜŜŘƻƳŜǘŜǊ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎΣ 

ōǳǘ L ƪƴŜǿ LΩŘ ƎƻƴŜ ƻǾŜǊ орƳǇƘ 

ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƘƛƭƭΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ р 

minutes before the outline of 

Kings Buildings appeared in the 

skyline. Fortunately the lights 

were on my side, and so I was 

able to carry my momentum from 

the downhill section up the steep 

incline past KB. The lights at the 

crossroads at the top turned red 

just as I approached, a welcome 

sight as it gave me a chance to 

sort out the speedo, but I ended 

up waiting a good two minutes for 

them to turn green again. All the 

time, any sort of advantage I 

would have made would be lost. I 

attacked the next descent with a 

renewed aggression in order to 

make up for lost time, and just 

made it through the next set of 

lights before they changed. Going 

up the little hill past the BP garage 

is always hard as the wind funnels 

its way down that stretch, and 

tonight proved no different. Still, I 

was now in the zone and was  

 

pushing on for all I was worth. The 

lights after Tesco were green, but 

on no! A pedestrian had pressed 

the button at the on-demand 

crossing just as I approached. Not 

wanting to totally stop, I hopped 

off my bike, ran along the path a 

brief way and jumped back on, 

losing almost no time at all. 

 

 

Continuing up past the Mosque I 

started feeling rather bucked as I 

ƘŀŘ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǎŜŜƴ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ 

the cars go past me, although not 

wishing to get to carried away, I 

decided they were heading a 

different route. I had spent a few 

moments the evening before 

thinking about the easiest route 

from this point to Waverly, and 

eventually decided on a round-

the-houses way. At the lights at 

the crossroad at Double Dutch I 

began my detour. I hopped off the 

bike and sprinted along the path 

and through the underpass, 

hoping back on the saddle in time 

to navigate the cobbles before 

turning left into Chambers Street.  

A right at the end took me up past 

the National Library, and the 

lights continued to be on my side 

as I passed over the brow and 

headed down towards the  

ò  

I frantically tried to 

get my phone out of 

my saddlebag, much 

to the amusement 

and confusion of two 

National Express 

stewardesses on the 

platform. 

ó 



 

  

mound, turning right towards 

Waverly Station. Almost there 

now... 

A rather kind taxi flashed his 

lights, indicating he was letting 

me turn right into Waverly. 

Despite previously thinking I could 

easily go faster than 5mph down 

the ramp, there are some rather 

hefty speedbumps you have to 

navigate, so as it was I was lucky if 

I got close to 5mph. I hopped off 

my bike and frantically tried to get 

my phone out of my saddlebag, 

much to the amusement and 

confusion of two National Express 

East Coast stewardesses on the 

platforms. One quick snap later 

and I was back on my way. Still no 

sign of the others. Was I out in 

front, or had I just missed them? 

At least the traffic was heavy 

around the station; surely they 

would find nowhere to park.  

I had to wait for over two minutes 

ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƎƘǘǎ ŀǘ tǊƛƴŎŜǎΩ {ǘǊŜŜǘΣ ǘǿƻ 

minutes I could now ill afford.  

Leith Walk should be busy, but it 

would matter little as I would lose 

time hand over fist from now on, 

especially as I only roughly knew 

where Ocean Terminal was. I 

headed down Leith Walk, cursing 

my luck as I was not only stopped 

at every light, but also by a few 

errant pedestrians who decided 

to wander across the road at 

peculiar times. After what seemed 

like an eternity I took the gamble 

that it was ready to turn left off 

[ŜƛǘƘ ²ŀƭƪΦ L ƘŀŘ ǇǊŜǎǳƳŜŘ ȅƻǳΩŘ 

be able to spot Ocean Terminal 

from miles away, or alternatively 

it would be signposted from miles 

away. Neither assumption proved 

on the money. I began cycling a 

little slower as I was paranoid that  

LΩŘ Ƴƛǎǎ ŀ ǎƛƎƴ ŀƴŘ ƎŜǘ ƭƻǎǘΦ 

A man was waiting at a bus stop 

up ahead so I pulled up, and 

asked how to get to Ocean 

Terminal. He stood and cleared 

his throat for over a minute, and 

then said nothing. Realising I 

ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘ ƘƛƳ ŀƴŘ ǘƛƳŜ 

was slipping away I continued and 

stopped at next bus stop, hoping 

that someone who spoke an 

understandable version of English 

would be waiting there. I was 

then told to go left over the 

bridge, right after 200 meters, 

over a crest, then left, right, left, 

straight for 400 meters, right...I 

had already forgotten what came 

ŀŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŜ ōǊƛŘƎŜ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 

ŜǾŜƴ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

working! Continuing on rather 

apprehensively, I looked back and 

joy of joy, I saw the bus behind 

was heading to Ocean Terminal. I 

thanked my lucky stars as I let it 

through and followed it to my 

destination.  

It took me off down a quiet road 

that ran around the perimeter of 

Ocean Terminal, and narrowly 

avoiding getting broadsided by 

another bus as I tried to get my 

bearings; I saw an illuminated 

door and made a bee-line for it. 

The end was in sight! After a quick 

search I arrived at the conclusion 

ƻŦ ΨǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ ƴƻǘ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ǘƻ  

 

ò  

I thanked my lucky 

stars and followed 

the bus to my 

destination  

ó 

ƭŜŀǾŜ ŀ ōƛƪŜ ƘŜǊŜΦΩ [ƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ 

harder I found a railing round the 

corner, locked it up and sprinted 

into the shopping centre. But 

ǿƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ {ǘŀǊōǳŎƪǎΚ LǘΩǎ ƘǳƎŜ ƛƴ 

here!  

The man on the helpdesk, 

recoiling slightly as I rushed up, 

answered my query with a quick 

ΨǳǇ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǎŎŀƭŀǘƻǊ ƻǾŜǊΦΦΦΩ [ǳŎƪƛƭȅ 

he pointed, so I just exclaimed 

Ψ¢ƘŀƴƪǎΗΩ ŀƴŘ ŘƛŘ ƴƻǘ ǿŀƛǘ ǘƻ ƘŜŀǊ 

the rest of what he said. Taking 

the escalator two or three steps 

at I time; I turned at the top and 

looked around. Yes, there was 

Starbucks, and...  

...it was empty! Yes, it was the 

right place as Ewan was there, but 

no one else was. They were 

ƘƛŘƛƴƎΣ ǎǳǊŜƭȅ L ƘŀŘƴΩǘ ǿƻƴΚ L 

entered and a camera was thrust 

ŀǘ ƳŜΣ ŀŎŎƻƳǇŀƴƛŜŘ ōȅ ŀ ά!ƴŘ 

here we have our winner, Matt 

IƻƭƭŀƴŘΣ ǿƘƻ ŀǊǊƛǾŜŘ ŀǘ рΥппΦέ ¢ƘŜ 

sense of joy and relief was 

immense. I had just finished my 

camera bit and slunk into a seat 

to give my legs a well-deserved 

rest when Wojciech and his team 

burst through the door. 50 

seconds too late... 

¸ƻǳ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǳǇΗ 

Matt Holland 

 



 

  

OZDOGAN TAKES SHO CK VICTORY  

KARTS AT RACELAND INDOORS RIP UP THE FORMBOOK 
Report By Bruce Holborn 

wŀŎŜƭŀƴŘΩǎ ƛƴŘƻƻǊ ŎƛǊŎǳƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ 

vŜƴǳŜ ŦƻǊ wƻǳƴŘ о ƻŦ 9¦a{/Ωǎ 

karting shenanigans, with the less-

than-impressive karts that probably 

saw action before Jacques 

Villeneuve started releasing 

ridiculous Quebecois folk-pop 

ŀƭōǳƳǎΦ ¢ƘŜ ƎƻƻŘ ƻƭΩ Řŀȅǎ ŦƻǊ ƻǳǊ 

ears perhaps, but certainly not for 

the karts which have clearly spent a 

bit too much time on active duty. 

Accepterais-ǘǳΚ bƻǘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ƪŀǊǘǎ LΩƳ 

afraid Jacques. The poor quality 

vehicles were an interesting variable 

that, coupled with the absence of 

three of the championships top six 

drivers, created an opportunity for 

new title challengers to stake their 

claims to the coveted accolade. And 

they wasted no time in doing so. 

Calum Hughes quickly reminded us 

of the damage he inflicted last year 

by driving to a comfortable victory 

from pole in Heat One and threw 

down the gauntlet for the eveningΩs 

fastest lap with an impressive 20.30 

sec. Eren Ozdogan made an 

impressive season debut and turned 

heads as he ploughed through the 

field in this heat from seventh to 

second place. 

Heat Two was a race dominated by 

the EUMSC veterans. Ian Munro won 

from pole while Richard Crozier 

skipped from seventh to fourth with 

ease. Scott Douglas kept his nose 

clean in finishing third behind an 

admirable performance from 

newcomer Christopher Thompson in 

second. Championship novices Alex 

Balfour, Nick Osborne and Arzu 

Ayyildie stood little chance against 

the heavy-weights but there is  

 

certainly no shame in being beaten 

by the best. 

Title contenders Stephen Walls and 

Sean Gibson showed that they were 

still very much in the running by 

racing to comfortable fourth and 

fifth places in Heat Three. But the 

action was to be found at the front 

of the grid as Bruce Holborn again 

floundered in the face of persistent 

pressure and fell from pole to third 

as Hughes shot past like a Hellfire 

missile on its way to a cave in 

Waziristan to win the heat, and 

Steven Campbell bludgeoned his 

way into second. Andrew Clarkson 

had a disappointing finish in last 

place after a spin ruined his likely 

second place finish. 

Current championship leader Pierre 

Nicolet had his first race in Heat 

Four and drove superbly from fifth 

to second, just missing out on taking 

first place from pole sitter Nick 

Roberts. Munro was poised to attack 

the top half of the field from his 

starting position in fourth, but a mid-

race spin ended any hope of 

mounting a serious challenge and he 

finished in seventh place ahead of 

9ǿŀƴ [ŜŜƳƛƴƎ ǿƘƻ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

capitalise on his bad luck. Amongst 

the carnage, Kirsten Dallas kept a 

level head and netted third place, 

her best result of the evening. 

Ozdogan proved that his Heat One 

success was definitely not a fluke as 

he stormed from last on the grid to 

finish second in Heat Five. Crozier 

was the eventual winner as 

Wojciech Koziel struggled to hold on 

to his pole, sliding slowly down the 

field to  

finish in last. Nikos Lykakis and 

Mikhail Borozdin wasted no time in 

ƎŀƛƴƛƴƎ ǇƭŀŎŜǎ ŀǘ YƻȊƛŜƭΩǎ ŜȄǇŜƴǎŜΣ 

finishing in third and fifth 

respectively. 

Heat Six was rather uneventful apart 

from another disappointment for 

Clarkson as he fell from third place 

to seventh in a kart that refused to 

travel in a straight line. The field 

remained boringly static otherwise 

despite a close run fight at the front 

of the grid where Sean Gibson 

ǎƛƳǇƭȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ past an on form 

Finn Moore who took the chequered 

flag.  

There was no shortage of action in 

Heat Seven with the running-order 

changing more times than the status 

of the British Grand Prix. Leeming 

ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǇƻƭŜ ōǳǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘƻƭŘ 

off the relentless onslaught from 

Campbell and Lykakis who charged 

up the grid to take first and second 

place. Adam Corlett was in the thick 

of it as well, fighting hard to retain 

his third place on the starting grid. 

Title hopeful Walls had a 

disappointing race starting and 

finishing in last place. 

 

ò  

There was no 

shortage of action in 

Heat 7, with the 

running-order 

changing more times 

than the status of the 

British Grand Prix. 

ó 



 

  

It had only been a matter of time 

before Ozdogan took a heat win, and 

this was achieved in Heat Eight as he 

cruised from pole to an effortless 

victory. Further down the grid 

Moore overtook Crozier after a 

tense battle over second, and 

Douglas gained two places after 

snatching them form Holborn and a 

behind the pace Borozdin. 

Nicolet again showed his dominance 

by racing to a win in Heat Nine 

ahead of a blindingly quick Roberts 

and an ever-rapid Campbell. He 

remained under pressure 

throughout the heat and came close 

ǘƻ IǳƎƘŜǎΩ ǎǘŀƴŘƛƴƎ ŦŀǎǘŜǎǘ ƭŀǇ ōȅ 

posting a 20.54 sec. stunner. 

Newcomer Balfour managed to grab 

two places at the back of the field, 

fighting his way to a sixth place 

finish. 

Heat Ten pitted the two top placed 

men, Ozdogan and Hughes, against 

each other in a tense round of 

racing. Ozdogan fought hard to pass 

Lykakis and Osborne and secure 

second place, but Hughes was right 

on his tail and drove fantastically 

from last place to third. Walls stayed 

cool at the front and kept his front 

place start firmly underneath him as 

he posted the fastest lap of the heat 

and held Ozdogan and Hughes at 

bay. 

Douglas and Munro proved that they 

should never be forgotten about in 

Heat Eleven as they drove to first 

ŀƴŘ ǘƘƛǊŘ ǊŜǎǇŜŎǘƛǾŜƭȅΦ aǳƴǊƻΩǎ 

result all the more impressive 

considering his last place slot on the 

starting grid. Corlett managed to 

hold off the veteran though and 

took second place after starting fifth. 

The casualty of the vicious infighting 

amongst the seasoned karters was 

Stephen Mcay who fell from first to 

seventh place. 

Heat Twelve played host to a 

surprising turn of bad form from 

Campbell as he fell from a second 

place start to sixth at the finish. The 

winner from this was Balfour, who 

used the commotion behind him to 

drive on to victory despite Nicolet 

once again charging around the 

track, desperately trying to catch the 

front-runner after passing the 

floundering Campbell, and 

completing another lap that came 

ƛƴŎǊŜŘƛōƭȅ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ ǘƻǇǇƛƴƎ IǳƎƘŜǎΩ 

still standing fastest. Crozier was 

never far from the racing as he held 

his nerve and finished the final of 

ǘƘŜ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΩǎ ƘŜŀǘǎ in third. 

With the Heats now completed it 

was time for the three Semi-Finals. 

Ozdogan was emerging as the 

ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΩǎ ŦŀǎǘŜǎǘ Ƴŀƴ ŀƴŘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ 

Semi-Final One from pole ahead of 

Championship leader Nicolet, but he 

was clearly feeling the pressure as 

he was overtaken by both Nicolet 

and Lykakis and had to settle for 

third place. Further down the field 

experienced karters Clarkson and 

Corlett fought their way into fourth 

and fifth respectively ahead of 

Moore, Roberts and Balfour.  

The line-up for Semi-Final Two was 

dominated by the EUMSC veterans. 

Hughes started from pole and was 

forced to defend against a 

stunningly fast Douglas who set a 

new fastest  

lap for the evening, 20.03sec, in his 

efforts to take first place. Behind 

them, Crozier, Campbell and Munro 

fought hard for third with Munro 

eventually triumphing. At the back 

of the field there was severe 

disappointment for Thompson who 

chose to retire his kart after 

discovering, the hard way, that his 

machine had malfunctioning brakes.   

Semi-Final Three was full of action 

as the best-of-the-rest battled it out. 

Holborn started from pole but was 

quickly shown who the daddy was as 

Osborne flew past in the opening 

laps. A thrilling fight with Gibson 

then ensued for the remainder of 

the race with Holborn literally 

crossing the finish line inches ahead 

to clinch second place. Mcay raced 

hard to climb from sixth to fourth 

ahead of Borozdin, Koziel, Leeming 

and Ayyildie. 

¢ƘŜ ŜǾŜƴƛƴƎΩǎ Grand-Final now 

loomed as the racers lined up on the 

grid to the now clichéd sound of the 

strings of McVie and Buckingham. 

Ozdogan on pole, Hughes second, 

Nicolet third, Douglas, Lykakis, 

Crozier, Munro and Campbell filling 

up the rest of the grid. Hughes had a 

tough race sliding down the grid to 

seventh, fighting hard for each spot 

as he went. His tenacity allowed 

Ozdogan to build up a significant 

lead that no one could reduce 

 

 



 

  

enough as the laps were quickly 

completed. Douglas slotted himself 

comfortably into second place ahead 

of a charging Munro who fought his 

way up from seventh into third. 

Despite setting a flying new fastest 

lap of 19.99sec, Crozier had to settle 

for fifth place behind Campbell who  

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƎƛǾƛƴƎ ƘƛƳ ŀƴȅ ǎǇŀŎŜ ǘƻ ŜǾŜƴ 

think about passing. Nicolet, Hughes 

and Lykakis completed the field after 

racing as best as they could against 

the juggernauts of karting at the 

front. 

A superb evening of racing saw a 

new winner emerge in the shape of  

 

 

Eren Ozdogan, who dominated the 

races. But even his stunning display 

ƻŦ ǊŀŎŜŎǊŀŦǘ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘŜƴǘ tƛŜǊǊŜ 

bƛŎƻƭŜǘΩǎ ŎƘŀƳǇƛƻƴǎƘƛǇ ƭŜŀŘ ǿƘƛŎƘΣ 

after his sixth place finish now 

stands at a healthy 24 points as we 

go into Round Four of the EUMSC 

Karting Championship in January.            

 



 

  

FROM FLAT 

BROKE ...  

... TO FLAT 

OVER 

CREST  

! w!/9wΩ{ w![[¸LbD h59{{¸ 
By Richard Crozier 
 

Jim Clark. Stephane Sarrazin. And 
now Kimi Raikkonen. All big-name 
circuit-racers that have diversified 
ŦǊƻƳ άŎƘŀǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘŀƛƭέ όŀǎ {ǘƛǊƭƛƴƎ 
Moss once put it), to pursue an 
altogether muddier, slippier, and 
sometimes icier path. This past year, 
ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƧƻƛƴŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ǉǳŜǎǘ ōȅ 
a somewhat less illustrious colleague 
- me. 
 
It all started at the 2009 Border 
Counties Rally. After a relatively 
successful first season of racing cars 
at Knockhill, featuring a pole and a 
couple of podiums, sadly the 
finances were no longer in place to 
continue racing (read: Daddy pulled 
the plug). Seemingly condemned to 
the motorsport scrapheap like so 
many of my peers at this age, I 
ƧƻƛƴŜŘ 9ǿŀƴ [ŜŜƳƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŘŀȅΩǎ 
marshalling in the forests of Kielder, 
and to get used to my new role of 
watching the action from the 
sidelines. 
 
After an entertaining day of 
ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ {ŎƻǘǘƛǎƘ ǊŀƭƭȅƛƴƎΩǎ ŦƛƴŜǎǘ 
negotiate (or plough straight 
through) our cone chicane, we 
returned back to Jedburgh to help 
out at the finish, and enjoy the post-
event festivities. It was then that 
Ewan and I got to chatting about his 
time as a stage rallying co-driver, 
winning the 205 Challenge a few 
years ago. Intrigued by the prospect 
of co-driving, working on my nerves 
by putting my faith in somebody 
ŜƭǎŜΩǎ driving, I asked how much in 
contributions he was usually paying. 
 
ά!ōƻǳǘ ϻмрл-нлл ŀƴ ŜǾŜƴǘΦέ 
ά{ƻǳƴŘǎ Řƻ-ŀōƭŜΦΦΦέ 

 ά¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ Ŏƻ-drivers for 
the 205s, have a word with DIGB 
ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΦΦΦέ 
 
An encouraging chat with DIGB 
(David Barlow, the 205 big cheese), a 
follow-up email, and some waiting 
later, I found the following lying in 
my inbox: 
 
άIŜƭƭƻ wƛŎƘŀǊŘ 
  
It was good to meet you after the 
Border. At this point in time you are 
"a commodity in short supply"!!! Of 
course I mean co-drivers. 
 
We have been interfacing with a 
chap from Glasgow who is really 
keen to get started. He is a Doctor 
from Sri Lanka and has just bought 
himself a 205 Challenge spec car. He 
is a complete newcomer. I would like 
to put the 2 of you together to see if 
you can work something out. His 
name is Thaarique (full name Dr 
aƻƘŀƳƳŜŘ ¢ƘŀŀǊƛǉǳŜ CŀȊŀƭύΦέ 
 

Thaarique Fazal, Peugeot 205 

м ǿŜŜƪ ƛƴΣ ŀƴŘ LΩŘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŦƻǳƴŘ 

myself a driver. Admittedly not an 

experienced one, but a driver 

nonetheless, and one where 

hopefully we could grow together as 

a team. Things were looking up. 

We met for the first time not shortly 

after, and seemed to get on fairly 

well ς he was certainly enthusiastic 

anyway. After going over the 

finances, issues and practicalities, I 

decided we should go for a wee 

drive around a bit of the Murray Cup 

route, with me doing a spot of road 

reading ς just to get used to being in 

a car with each other. Things were 

going reasonably well... until about 

15 minutes in. Coming into a 90 

degree left hander (which I called in 

plenty of time), with a downhill run, 

with farm muck on the roads. He  



  

braked. A good 20m later than I 

would have done. 

 

άhƘ ǎϝϝϝΦέ 

*brace* 

*car takes off over ditch* 

*plows headfirst into tree* 

*airbags deploy* 

*stunned silence* 

άΦΦΦL ǘƘƛƴƪ ƳŀȅōŜ L ŎŀƳŜ ƛƴ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƛǘ 

toƻ Ŧŀǎǘ ǘƘŜǊŜέ 

ά¸ŜŀƘΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ¢ƘŀŀǊƛǉǳŜΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ōƛǘΦέ 

 

ò  

*stunned silence*  

òI think maybe I 

came in a little bit 

too fast there...ó 

 

Thaarique Fazel 

ó 
His pride-and-joy Vauxhall Astra, 

which he used for doctor house calls 

for work, was now a complete write-

off. Thaarique phoned the AA 

recovery to take it back to Glasgow 

(and a scrapyard), while I took all of 

ǘƘŜ άDƻ wŀƭƭȅƛƴƎέ ǎǘǳŦŦ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊΣ 

and trudged my way to Polmont 

train station. Already I was beginning 

to see that this was going to be an 

ΨƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎΩ ƭƛǘtle adventure... 

Despite this setback, we pushed 

ahead with plans to make our debut 

on my local event, the Granite City 

Rally, where my knowledge of the 

road sections would at least remove 

one of the challenges we faced. 

Thaarique drove the car up on the 

Wednesday night, to deposit it with 

a local spanner guru called Roy 

McLennan, who would be helping to 

perform final preparations. He took 

one look at the car, and remarked 

άǘƘŀǘ ǊŜŀǊΩǎ ǎƛǘǘƛƴƎ ŀǿŦǳƭƭȅ ƭƻǿΦέ  

Upon further inspection, it became 

clear that the car would need a heck 

of a lot more work before it was 

ready to see a forest. Roy and his 

sidekick Duncan Cameron then 

proceeded to do a herculean job 

over the following 2 days to get the 

thing kicked into shape, and despite 

a setback during scrutineering which 

meant we had to drive 15 miles back 

ǘƻ ΨōŀǎŜΩ ŀǘ /ƻƴŜȅƘŀǘŎƘ ǘƻ ǿŜƭŘ ǳǇ ŀ 

dodgy seat support, on Saturday 

morning we finally made our way 

over the start ramp in Duthie Park to 

begin our rallying adventure. 

It was on this opening road section 

that Thaarique revealed he had 

never driven on gravel before. Oh. 

1.5 miles into the first stage, it 

showed, as we had a minor off into a 

bush. Though thankfully able to 

easily reverse out, we would then 

spend the rest of the event having 

ƳŀǊǎƘŀƭǎ Ŏƻƴǎǘŀƴǘƭȅ άƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǳǎ 

ƪƴƻǿέ ǘƘŀǘ ƻǳǊ ŦǊƻƴǘ-right headlight 

was dangling around by the wires. 

Mercifully though, we made it back 

to service in one piece. A quick look 

at the halfway results revealed we 

still had a bit to go... 25s/mile off the 

pace. Nonetheless, we battled on. 

On the penultimate stage, we had a 

ŦŜǿ ΨƳƻƳŜƴǘǎΩ ς including 

embarrassingly getting caught and  

passed by a Corsa exiting a hairpin 

(evidence of which is available here: 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=

HaT9vYjPtEU), and then another 

involving hooking a ditch on the exit 

of a right hander and doing a Russ 

Swift up on two wheels, very nearly 

rolling. This would provide good 

practice for the grand finale... 

At the start of the final stage, Durris, 

I played psychologist by saying ǿŜΩŘ 

done everything we needed to do in 

getting this far, and instructed 

Thaarique to take it easy and just 

bring it home in one piece. Clearly 

God had other plans ς halfway 

through the stage, it started to rain. 

Having had his first experience on 

dry gravel earlier in the day, 

Thaarique was now about to 

encounter a whole new level of lack 

of grip. Surely enough, exiting a 

hairpin, on a straight, he 

overestimated the grip available, 

planted his foot, got a wiggle on, 

overcorrected, the pendulum effect 

kicked in, and we shot off to the 

right. 

The car began to roll over onto its 

left hand side, with me screaming 

ά[9!b wLDI¢Ηέ ƛƴ ŀ ǎŎŜƴŜ 

reminiscent of the final bit of the 

Italian Job. Thankfully the thing 

ǊƛƎƘǘŜŘ ƛǘǎŜƭŦΣ ŀƴŘ ǿƛǘƘ ¢ƘŀŀǊƛǉǳŜΩǎ  

Thaarique Fazel in his natural habitat ς a ditch 



 

  

foot planted on the brake, we found 

ourselves teetering over the edge, 

facing nose-down into a ditch. 

¢ƘŀƴƪŦǳƭƭȅΣ ǿŜΩŘ ƘŀŘ ƻǳǊ ƻŦŦ ǊƛƎƘǘ ƛƴ 

front of a spectator banking, and a 

merry band of onlookers leapt to our 

aid to try and push us back out. 

Thaarique being Thaarique, he 

planted his foot to the floor, and 

covered the poor sods in mud. After 

no end of heaving, it soon became 

ŜǾƛŘŜƴǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƎƻƛƴƎ 

anywhere. Our last chance was the 

intermediate vehicle, which, with us 

ōŜƛƴƎ ƭŀǎǘ ŎŀǊ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻŀŘΣ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŦŀǊ 

behind. We begged and pleaded for 

a tow out. Our entire rally rested on 

ŀ άȅŜǎέ ƻǊ άƴƻΦέ ¢ƘŀƴƪŦǳƭƭȅΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ 

άȅŜǎέΦ .ŀŎƪ ƻƴ ƻǳǊ ǿŀȅΣ ǿŜ ǎŜǘ ƻŦŦ 

towards the finish, with me more 

nervous than ever ς not only were 

the conditions worsening all the 

time, and our windscreen becoming 

ever more misted, but we now had 

the very real threat of the 4WD 

frontrunners appearing out of the 

mist right up our chuff... After what 

seemed like the longest 2 miles of 

my life, we finally made it to the 

finish. The sense of relief was 

unbelievable. Despite somewhat 

cheating with the intermediate car 

ǘƻǿΣ ǿŜΩŘ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ улth/82 

finishers/118 starters. Mission 

accomplished. 

A few weeks later, we took the 

valuable opportunity to get some 

ƳƻǊŜ ΨǎǘŀƎŜ ƳƛƭŜǎΩ ǳƴŘŜǊ ƻǳǊ ōŜƭǘǎ 

by taking in a 205 training day at 

Valley International Park in 

/ǊƻǎǎŦƻǊŘΣ ƘƻƳŜ ƻŦ ¢ƘŀŀǊƛǉǳŜΩǎ 

ƘƻƳŜ Ŏƭǳō /ƻƭǘƴŜǎǎ όŀƪŀ Ψ¢ƘŜ 

.ŜŀǊǎΩύΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ŀƴ ŜȄŀƳ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

morning, I headed west to arrive just 

in time to catch the end of the forum 

discussion, featuring such luminaries 

at Robbie Head and Jimmy McRae, 

which proved very interesting. Then 

onto the real stuff. The first run was  

intended to be taken at slow speed, 

allowing the drivers to learn the 

short ~2 mile course, and the co-

drivers a rare chance to make some 

ǇŀŎŜ ƴƻǘŜǎΦ {ǳǊŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ ǿƘƛƭŜ LΩƳ 

attempting to write down as 

descriptive notes as I can, Thaarique 

blats around at (what for him is) 

near rally pace ς as a result, my 

notes end up being near-illegible 

mentions of every 3rd corner. 

Somewhat unsurprisingly, on the 

second run through, the first proper 

one, Thaarique then got lost in the 

open field section marked out by 

posts and stage arrows, and 

shortcuts across the grass, 

eventually rejoining the track at 90 

degrees to the intended direction. 

Seeing the stage arrows, and the 

aided by screaming onlookers, I 

pointed for us to go left. For reasons 

still unbeknown to me, he went 

right. We then proceeded to do a 

half-lap of the field circuit in the 

wrong direction, with my pleas for 

us to turn around falling on deaf 

ears, right up until we found 

ourselves parked at the narrow and 

ōƭƛƴŘ ΨŜƴǘǊȅΩ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦƛŜƭŘΣ ǎǘŀǊƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ 

downhill into the forest, seemingly 

waiting for the next car to come 

along and merrily plow into us head-

on. It was at this point that I uttered 

the following kindly words of advice: 

άw9±9w{9Η D9¢ ¦{ ¢I9 I9[[ h¦¢ hC 

I9w9Ηέ 

Eventually making it to the stage end 

after yet another near-death 

experience, Thaarique then asked to 

have one of his Bears mentors, 

Michael, take over the passenger 

seat for a run or two ς an idea for 

which I was only too happy to oblige. 

Two runs and a hefty whack into a 

straw bale (which bent in the 

passenger door panel...) later, and it  

was my turn again. After a hefty rain 

shower, the stage was now 

effectively a quagmire, with pretty 

much zero grip. Sure enough, we 

lost it over a crest on corner exit and 

slid downhill to a halt, greeted by a 

view with which we were now 

becoming all too familiar ς facing 

into a ditch. Thankfully this time 

there would be no need for a 4x4 

angel, as half-a-dozen of us 

managed to manhandle the thing 

back out ς my race boots now the 

ƳǳŘŘƛŜǎǘ ǘƘŜȅΩǾŜ ŜǾer been. 

!ǎ ŀ ΨǊŜǿŀǊŘΩ ŦƻǊ ǇǳǘǘƛƴƎ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŀƭƭ 

this shenanigans, after much 

pestering, Thaarique nervously 

granted me the chance to switch 

seats for the final run of the day. 

Though only getting a chance to use 

~1/3 of the stage due to the top 

parts being now deemed too slippy, I 

thought I did a solid enough job, 

despite some occasions where the 

wheelspin in the muddy conditions 

was so bad that I thought it had 

popped out of gear! My efforts were 

welcomed at the finish by Thaarique 

ǎŀȅƛƴƎΥ άLǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀǎ Ŝŀǎȅ as it looks, is 

ƛǘΚέ L ōƛǘ Ƴȅ ƭƛǇΣ ŀǾƻƛŘƛƴƎ ǎŀȅƛƴƎ ǿƘŀǘ 

I dearly wanted to say. At the end of 

the day I had a quiet word with 

aƛŎƘŀŜƭΣ ǿƘƻ ƻōǎŜǊǾŜŘΥ άIŜ Ƨǳǎǘ 

ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƭƛǎǘŜƴΣ ŘƻŜǎ ƘŜΚέ Lƴ ŀ ǿŀȅ ƛǘ 

ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀǎǎǳǊƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ƳŜ 

that thought this, but also 

ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ 

the advice of a man he respects, 

then was there really anybody that 

ŎƻǳƭŘ ǘŀƳŜ ǘƘƛǎ Ψ¢ŀƳƛƭ ǘƛƎŜǊΩΚ 

 

 
ò  

The stage was now 

effectively a 

quagmire, with pretty 

much zero grip. 

ó 



 

  

A further test day followed in 

Glendevon Forest, not far from my 

ǇŀǊŜƴǘǎΩ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ǊŜǘƛǊŜƳŜƴǘ ƘƻƳŜΦ 

Thankfully this passed relatively 

without incident, despite a stone in a 

wheel rim giving some cause for 

concern, and another stunt where 

we took a massive cut through a 

bush of oil seed rape. Comparing 

times at the end of the day with the 

co-driver of one of the front-

runners, Steven Smith, it became 

clear that we were once again 

~20s/mile off the pace. Despite all 

the extra mileage, the improvement 

ƛƴ ǇŀŎŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ 

Giving Leslie a lift back to Edinburgh 

at the end of the day, we had an 

interesting chat about how 

Thaarique was progressing. Again, 

ǿƛǘƘ 5LD. ŀƴŘ ŎƻΩǎ ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƴg 

ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴ ŀōƻǳǘ ¢ƘŀŀǊƛǉǳŜΩǎ ŀǇǇǊƻŀŎƘ 

and driving ς both Leslie and I 

agreeing that rather than push 

consistently, Thaarique was proving 

to be very erratic ς staying within his 

limits most of the time, and then 

pushing well beyond them  ς gung-

ho moments where he thinks he is 

his idol Colin McRae ς moments 

which usually end up in a ditch. It 

was this unpredictability that made 

him very unnerving to sit beside. 

Given this, quite what it was that 

made me go back for a second 

ŜǾŜƴǘΣ L ǎǘƛƭƭ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ tŜǊƘŀǇǎ the 

belief that big improvements were 

just around the corner ς that I could 

be there when suddenly the switch 

flicked, and Thaarique Fazal finally 

became a competent rally driver. I 

was wrong. 

The Scottish Rally in Dumfries was 

where this tortuous relationship 

finally came to an end. On the very 

first stage, there was a crest then 

downhill into a 60 degree right 

hander. Initially braking over the  

crest, Thaarique then eased off the 

brakes, meaning we went into the 

corner a bit too fast. Getting back on 

the brakes as we went into the 

corner, the downhill swung the 

backend out, and we had a long lazy 

spin round to the right, where the 

car dug into a ditch on the exit... and 

rolled. My first ever roll in 10 years 

of motorsport ς ƛǘ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

too bad! The car amazingly landed 

the right way up in one piece, but 

sadly with the front wheels stuck in 

the mud, we were unable to drive 

out, and the intermediary car took 

our time card off us ς DNF. 

Eventually getting towed out, we 

made our way back to rally HQ with 

our tails between our legs, but with 

me determined to fight four our 

right to get back out there for the 

ǎǘŀƎŜ ƳƛƭŜǎΣ Ψ{ǳǇŜǊwŀƭƭȅΩ ǎǘȅƭŜΦ 

Thankfully, aided by the fact another 

competitor was doing the same, this 

permission was granted. We headed 

back to the service park, patched the 

thing up, skipped the spectator 

ǎǇŜŎƛŀƭ ǎǘŀƎŜ όƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ ¢ƘŀŀǊƛǉǳŜΩǎ 

attention-seeking disappointment), 

and went on our way to stage 3, to 

effectively do the rest of the rally as 

a test. Thankfully this one passed 

without incident. Then, on the 

fourth stage, we crashed. Hard. 

About 2/3 of the way through, there 

was a 90 left/90 right combo, again 

right in front of a spectator banking 

(ominous). We got a bit unnervingly 

sideways through the left, and 

ƳŀƪƛƴƎ ǎǳǊŜ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƻǾŜǊŎƻǊǊŜŎǘ 

into the spectators, I was a bit late 

on my call for the right. Again, the 

backend stepped out, but this time 

we clipped the banking on the 

inside, which shot us left, over a 

ditch on the outside, and, with a 

distinct feeling of déjà vu, into the 

trees. 

With Thaarique pinching a cigarette 

off one of the spectators, and us 

making use of the very useful 

photographic evidence one 

spectator on the apex took, we were 

then in the ideal place to see 

Scottish Champion to-be David Bogie 

spectacularly roll his Mitsubishi just 

2 corners before our own accident 

scene, ending his rally. After 

watching all the 4WD boys run 

through, when we got dug out by 

the recovery vehicle, it became 

apparent that this was going to be 

far from as minor as all our other 

offs. Once again, the thing was a 

write-off. To make matters worse, I 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƴŘ Ƴȅ ŎŀǊ ƪŜȅǎ όǇƻǎǎƛōƭȅ 

flew out the window during our 

stage 1 roll), so embarrassingly had 

to scrounge a lift back to Edinburgh 

with Leslie, courtesy of Colin 

aŎwŀŜΩǎ ƻƭŘ ǊƛǾŀƭΣ DŜƻǊƎŜ 

5ƻƴŀƭŘǎƻƴΣ ƴƻǿ ƘŜŀŘ ƻŦ {ǳōŀǊǳΩǎ 

worldwide Group N activities. This 

was a fascinating conversation with 

a very smart and influential man, so 

at least there was some positive to 

take away from the weekend.  

However, with my supposedly full-

time ride now a scrapper, Thaarique 

looking to buy a new car and 

regroup for next year, and in any 

case me promising never to set foot 

in a car with him again, my 

prospects for the rest of the year 

looked bleak once again. 

Steven Smith, Peugeot 205 

Then two months later, out of the 

blue, I got a text from the 

aforementioned 205 frontrunner, 

Steven Smith, who was looking for a 

co-driver for the McRae Stages. We 

vaguely knew each other from our 

karting days, though never actually 

shared the track as we were in 

different racing classes. Money was 

a bit tight at this stage, but I decided 



 

  

to go for it, as in any case it would be 

a valuable learning experience to sit 

alongside someone who actually 

knows what he is doing. 

And how. The conditions were pretty 

diabolical, reminiscent of those at 

the Crossford test day ς loads of 

mud and next to no grip. But despite 

ǘƘƛǎΣ {ǘŜǾŜƴΩǎ ŎƻƳƳƛǘment and 

confidence were a breath of fresh air 

after all the nerviness of Thaarique. 

5ŜǎǇƛǘŜ ŀ ǎƻƭƛŘ ǎǘŀǊǘΣ {ǘŀƎŜ м ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

without its troubles ς seeing Garry 

tŜŀǊǎƻƴΩǎ ǿǊŜŎƪŜŘ ŎŀǊ ōŜǎƛŘŜ ŀ 

rockface caught us off-guard, and we 

joined him in the very same ditch, 

though thankfully not hitting 

anything, and were thankfully able 

to back out and continue, albeit 

having lost a fair bit of time. Luckily 

for us, just a few miles up the road 

we were stopped in our tracks by a 

red flag ς somebody had had a big 

off and needed medical assistance 

(thankfully nothing too serious, 

despite needing cut out the car), 

which meant all the stage 1 times 

όŀƴŘ ǘƘǳǎ ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜ ǿŜΩŘ ƭƻǎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ƻǳǊ 

off) were now null and void. Reset. 

Game on. 

Stage 2 was looking even more 

promising. Now more at ease with 

each other in the car, we were 

pushing on pretty well, despite the 

conditions. Then, inexplicably, just 

after a hairpin on a fairly easy 30 

right, we understeered off the road, 

ran through a ditch, and just as we 

were thinking we might be able to 

drive out, hit a whacking great rock. 

Suspension bent, end of rally. We 

had to spend a good few hours 

hiding under the relative shade of 

the trees waiting for all the other 

competitors to pass through ς given 

our higher running position, the 

weather. and our isolated location, 

this was a lot less enjoyable a wait 

than on the Scottish. 

As it turned out, it was quite the 

rally of attrition ς with a full 13 

retirements on that second stage 

alone. Had we made it to the finish, 

LΩƳ ŦŀƛǊƭȅ ǎǳǊŜ ǿŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ 

in with a shout of winning our class. 

Despite enjoying my first time in a 

frontrunning car, and my weekend 

ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŀƳ ƛƴ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭΣ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

help but feel a little bit empty, that it 

was quite a lot of my own money to 

invest for potentially little return 

(obviously not as much as the drivers 

themselves, but still). With my 

overdraft now stretched to its 

absolute max, the prospect of 

getting back out there was looking 

even slimmer than it did ten months 

prior. 

Rob Ashwell, Vauxhall Nova 

Then a ray of light. In early March, 

EUMSC lifer Hannah Cessford sent 

an email to Ewan Leeming and 

myself, saying that someone at her 

home club (Aberdeen & District) was 

looking for a navigator for the 

Border Counties. Intrigued as ever, I 

sent an inquisitive email to the guy, 

Rob Ashwell: 

 

άHow much are you looking for in 

ŎƻƴǘǊƛōǳǘƛƻƴǎΚέ 

άLϥƳ ƴƻǘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀƴȅ 

ŎƻƴǘǊƛōǳǘƛƻƴǎΦέ 

With those few words, it was as  

good as a done deal. Though far 

from a professional yet, not having 

to stump up lots of cash every event 

was a massive step forward. I 

jumped at it. 

A few weeks later, I found myself in 

the very place where the whole 

adventure had all began ς Jedburgh. 

And again it quickly became evident 

that things would not be without 

their troubles ς I arrived on Friday 

night to find a rally car that refused 

to start. Half an hour or so later, the 

car prep man, Ricky Gauld, showed 

up to work his magic touch, tracing 

the problem to a bunged-up fuel 

filter. With that swiftly thrown away, 

we were back on the road, with 

thirty minutes to do scrutineering 

and sign in... only for the scruts to 

get arsey over minor details like 

potential for leaking battery acid and 

water leaks. Overnight modifications 

performed, and a scant 4 hours 

sleep in a Kelso hotel, we awoke in 

the morning to be greeted be rain, a 

windscreen that woulŘƴΩǘ ǎǘƻǇ 

steaming up, and a strange fuel feed 

problem that would allow for bump 

starts but not on the starter motor. 

aŜŀƴƛƴƎ ǿŜΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ Řƻ ǘƘŜ ǿƘƻƭŜ 

rally without turning the engine off 

or stalling. Hmm... Well, we made it 

all the way to the end of the first 

road section without stalling. 

Thankfully the entry to the first time  

{Ŝƴǎŀǘƛƻƴŀƭ ǎǇŜŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ {ƳƛǘƘ ƛƴ ǎƻƭŜ ŜǾŜƴǘΣ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭŀǎǘ ƭƻƴƎ 



  

control was downhill, so the 

required bump-start was relatively 

easy. Once actually in the stage, 

things seemed to come together 

quite quickly ς though not as fast as 

Steven, it quickly became apparent 

that Rob was a solid driver, one who 

knows his limits and drives within 

them. The reverse notes he uses 

took a bit of getting used to, plus I 

was a bit rusty, but after the first 

mile or two I was pretty well back 

into the swing of things. 

We survived the first stage without 

incident. Unfortunately, the 

ŦƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǊƻŀŘ ǎŜŎǘƛƻƴ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ 

quite so kind. Right in the middle of 

the emergency service area, with our 

service crew for some reason 

deciding to miss this one and 

proceed straight to the one after 

stage 2, the fuel feed problem 

reared its ugly head, and the car 

spluttered to the side of the road, 

not delivering enough drive to get us 

back on. Hopping out, I popped the 

bonnet and, burning hot engine still 

running beneath me, began 

adjustiƴƎ ǘƘŜ ǊŜǎǘǊƛŎǘƛƻƴ ǿŜΩŘ Ǉǳǘ ƛƴ 

the fuel pipe the night before, 

hoping to make things better. It 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ŀ ŦŜǿ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ƻŦ ǘƘƛǎ 

futile exercise, the car spluttered to 

a halt, Rob hopped out, and was 

ready to give up, trying with no avail 

to get signal to alert the service 

crew. The intermediary car pulled up 

ǘƻ ƴƻǘƛŦȅ ǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛŦ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ 

it to the second stage before they 

entered it, it was game over. 

Somebody with a 4x4 then kindly 

offered assistance, but for whatever 

reason both fuel pumps werŜƴΩǘ 

feeding enough through. Then, as if 

by magic, it decided to work again. 

Putting everything back together, we 

got a tow bump-start, and it roared 

back into life. We had a lot of miles 

to cover to get to stage 2, and not a 

lot of time to do it. We gunned it.  

Passing a service vehicle which had 

fallen onto its side provided some 

light relief. We made it to the stage 

2 entry, with the intermediary car 

lined up and waiting to go in. 

{ŎǊŜŀƳƛƴƎ άƭŜǘ ǳǎ Ǝƻ ƛƴ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ƘƛƳΗΗέ 

to the marshals, they thankfully 

obliged, and, for the time being, we 

were back in the game. 

Again, this and stage 3 passed 

without incident, despite the latter 

ŦŜŀǘǳǊƛƴƎ wƻōΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ ŜǾŜǊ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ 

of chicanes, and a few hairy 

moments as a result. Our service 

crew had also abandoned their 

position at the emergency fuel halt 

in between the two, leaving us with 

another problem ς with leaving the 

engine running, we were now 

running desperately low on fuel. 

Then, on an uphill section right at 

the start of the emergency service 

section... we ran out. Now one of 

the last runners, there was just a 

sole service car left at the top of the 

hill.  

An emergency pitstop and downhill-

in-reverse bumpstart later, we finally 

made our way back to service in one 

piece, to find that, despite our 

problems, we were running 2nd out 

of 7 in class! If we could survive the 

rest of the rally, there was a very 

real possibility that we could end up 

with a trophy! Refuelled by a burger 

and a Red Bull, we made it out of 

service with literally seconds to go. 

The final 2 stages again passed 

without incident ς though after the 

longest, fastest and most daunting 

stage of Redesdale caused us some 

major steaming-up problems, to find 

the final stage was dry came as a 

pretty big relief! Despite all our 

troubles, we made it back to 

Jedburgh. Practically rebuffing the 

obligatory interview, Rob and I were 

ōƻǘƘ ŎƭŜŀǊƭȅ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ΨL Ƨǳǎǘ ƴŜŜŘ ŀ 

ōŜŜǊΩ ƳƻƻŘΦ Checking the  

provisional results on the big screen, I 

clinched my fist in victory as we were 

listed as finishing 2nd in class, for my 

first ever stage rallying trophy. 

¦ƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅΣ ǘƘƛǎ ŎŜƭŜōǊŀǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

to last long ς ŀƴ ƘƻǳǊ ƭŀǘŜǊ LΩŘ ōŜ 

clenching my first for other reasons. 

One of our class competitors had 
enquired about our dropping of 19 
minutes on the road section to fix our 
fuel feed problems, which they 
claimed made us OTL (Over Total 
Lateness), and hence disqualified. 
Based on my experience in past events 
(especially the Granite where we were 
мт ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ƭŀǘŜύΣ LΩŘ ǘŀƪŜƴ ƛǘ ŀǎ ōŜƛƴƎ 
15 minutes penalty free, and 15 
further minutes penalised. Having 
demanded to see the event rules, my 
heart sank when I saw it in print. 
 
I was now annoyed ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩŘ ƴƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ 
had a trophy snatched from our grasp, 
but risked the car and ourselves over 4 
stages for no reason, and was also 
frustrated at myself for not checking 
the rules properly. Leslie and others 
made me feel slightly better, saying 
ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜΩŘ ŘƻƴŜ ǘƘŜ ǊƛƎƘǘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ 
ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜΣ ǘƘŀǘ άǳƴǘƛƭ ǎƻƳŜōƻŘȅ ǘŀƪŜǎ 
ǘƘŜ ǘƛƳŜŎŀǊŘ ƻŦŦ ȅƻǳΣ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƴƻǘ ƻǳǘέΦ 
Thankfully the team and Rob were not 
too disappointed, as they had a good 
ŘŀȅΩǎ ǊŀƭƭȅƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ǿŀǎ ǎǘƛƭƭ ƛƴ 
(relatively) one piece, even if the 
trailer (now broken in twoύ ǿŀǎƴΩǘΗ 
 
As I headed off in the sunset back to 

Edinburgh, Rob and the team asked if 

LΩŘ ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ ²ŜΩǾŜ ƴƻǿ 

Ǉǳǘ ƛƴ ƻǳǊ ŜƴǘǊȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ DǊŀƴƛǘŜΦ LǘΩǎ 

ǘŀƪŜƴ ŀ ȅŜŀǊ ƻŦ ǳǇǎ ŀƴŘ ŘƻǿƴǎΣ ōǳǘ LΩƳ 

finally beginning to find my feet, and a 

place where I feel comfortable in the 

previously alien world of rallying. With 

the SRC Junior Programme and other 

things to motivate me, I guess things 

ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǎƻ ōŀŘΣ ŀŦǘŜǊ 

ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƭƛƪŜ Ƴȅ ƳƻǘƻǊǎǇƻǊǘ ΨŎŀǊŜŜǊΩ 

ǿŀǎ ƻǾŜǊ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ΨлуΦ .ǳǘ ŀǎ 

ƳǳŎƘ ŀǎ Ƴȅ ƴŀǾƛƎŀǘƻǊΩǎ ǎǘƻƳŀŎƘ ƛǎ 

ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǎǘǊƻƴƎŜǊ ǘƘŜǎŜ ŘŀȅǎΣ LΩƳ ǎǘƛƭƭ 

ƛǘŎƘƛƴƎ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΩǎ 

seat! 
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ALTERNATIVE FORMULA 1 

2009 SEASON REVIEW : 

JENSEõ LEAVES THEM ALL BEHIND  

IT MAY NOT HAVE BEEN THE MOST VINTAGE OF YEARS, BUT LOOKING BACK 
ON 2009 WE SHALL ALL HAVE MANY FOND MEMORIES OF JENSON  BUTTON 

AND THE BAR/HONDA/BRAWN TEAM FINALLY COMING OF AGE. 
 
ADAM CORLETT TAKES US THROUGH A SEASON FEATURING A ROLLER COASTER OF EMOTIONS. 
  Lǘ ǿŀǎ сŀƳ ŀǘ {ŎƻǘǘΩǎ Ŧƭŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

morning after the EUMSC Reunion 

ball. Several hardy souls had stayed 

up through the night to watch the 

first Grand Prix of the new season in 

Australia, which was about to get 

under way. As we cranked up the 

volume of the television so the 

sound of Fleetwood Mac could raise 

Scott from his slumber, many 

questions were in the minds of the 

F1 Fanatics waiting for the race to 

start. Had Brawn been doing glory 

runs in testing to gain sponsorship? 

Would Eddie Jordan be the first man 

ǘƻ ǎǿŜŀǊ ƻƴ ../ CмΩǎ ŎƻǾŜǊŀƎŜΚ 

Could Lewis Hamilton go an entire 

Grand Prix weekend without lying to 

the stewards? Over the next three 

hours we realised the answer to all 

these questions was no. Button led 

Brawn to a 1-2 victory prompting the 

delighted Richard Branson to swear 

on live TV and Hamilton lied to the 

stewards to gain third place at the 

expense of Jarno Trulli.  

The storm clouds gathered round 

McLaren after the imaginatively 

ƴŀƳŜŘ ΨƭƛŜ-ƎŀǘŜΩ ǎŎŀƴŘŀƭ emerged in 

the run up to the Malaysian GP and 

Lewis was sent in front of the 

camera to apologise. Lewis proved 

once again he had the integrity of a 

true champion by assuring us that he 

had been misled, and that it was all 

5ŀǾŜ wȅŀƴΩǎ ŦŀǳƭǘΦ [ƛǘŜǊŀƭ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ 

metaphorical storm clouds arrived at 

the track on Sunday just in time for 

.ŜǊƴƛŜΩǎ ǘǿƛƭƛƎƘǘ ǊŀŎŜ ƛƴ Sepang. On 

lap 19 the rain arrived and we had 

12 laps of exciting action, including: 

Kimi pitting for extreme wets on a 

bone dry track, shortly followed by 

stopping permanently for an ice 

ŎǊŜŀƳΣ ΨCŜƭƛǇŜ .ŀōȅΩ ŘŜƳŀƴŘƛƴƎ ŀ 

white visor, and the customary Nick 

Heidfeld charge to second place. 

Unfortunately on lap 31 the race had 

to be stopped due to fears the 

drivers may drown and Jenson 

Button was declared the winner. The 

ever magnanimous Bernie 

Ecclestone admitted after the race 

that it had been completely the fault 

of the weather and that they 

ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŦƻǊŜǎŜŜƴ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

middle of the rainforest there would 

be a downpour at 6pm, like there 

was every other evening. 

It seemed the rain was following the 

F1 season as the race in China was a 

washout from start to finish. This 

resulted in an eventful race, with 

Hamilton spinning his way to 6th, 

Webber pulling off some great 

passes on Button to claim second, 

and Sebastian Buemi doing his best 

ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ {Ŝōŀǎǘƛŀƴ ±ŜǘǘŜƭΩǎ CǳƧƛ 

2007 antics by ramming the rear of 

±ŜǘǘŜƭΩǎ ŎŀǊΦ [ǳŎƪƛƭȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ DŜǊƳŀƴ  

he survived and led home a Red Bull 

1-2. After the chaotic opening to the 

season we were all looking forward 

to a nice boring race in Bahrain to 

make a true comparison between 

the teams. We asked for boring and 

we got Toyota. They had locked out 

the front row and it seemed the 

boring team was going to win the 

boring race. Unfortunately for them 

ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ƻǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀȅ ŀǎ ōƻǊƛƴƎ 

turned into bizarre in terms of 

strategy. They finished an 

uninteresting third and seventh 

whilst an inspired piece of 

overtaking from Button on the KERS 

powered Hamilton set him up for 

win number three.     

 



 

  

Approaching his 112th birthday 

Rubens Barrichello was keen to 

prove he could still cut it in F1 

against the young whippersnappers, 

so it was no surprise to see him 

charge off the line and into the lead 

of the Spanish Grand Prix. It was to 

be Jenson though who had the last 

laugh with a superb drive on a three-

stop strategy to beat Rubens. Felipe 

Massa also provided us with a sneak 

preview of what the 2010 has in 

store for Ferrari with the 

refreshinglȅ улΩǎ ǎƛƎƘǘ ƻŦ ŀ ǊŜŘ ŎŀǊ 

running out of fuel with a few laps 

remaining. Up until this point it had 

been a woeful season for McLaren, 

with the team only racking up 13 

points in the first 5 races, and it was 

clear that Hamilton would not be 

able to defend his title. Despite the 

dire start there was room for 

optimism as we went to the narrow 

streets of Monaco that should have 

suited the McLaren car. William Hill 

even had Hamilton as third favourite 

for the race win; it seemed this 

would be the race their fortunes 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ǘǳǊƴ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦ .ǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƻ 

ōŜΣ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƻ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜΩǎ ŘŜƭƛƎƘǘ 

IŀƳƛƭǘƻƴΩǎ ǎŜŀǊŎƘ ŦƻǊ ŀƴ ŜȄǘǊŀ ǘŜƴǘƘ 

on his hot lap in Q1 led him to the 

barriers at Mirabeau. Luckily for him, 

he still managed to get sixteenth. 

This made another Button win 

simply a formality. 

During the early part of the season 

you could have been mistaken for 

believing F1 was a sport when 

clearly it is a business-cum-play thing 

for Bernie and Max. So, aptly the 

ΨǎǇƻǊǘΩ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ǘŜŀǊ ƛǘǎŜƭŦ ŀǇŀǊǘ ŀǎ 

ǘƘŜ ΨƭƻƻƴƛŜǎΩ ƻŦ Ch¢! ǘƻƻƪ ƻƴ the 

aŀȄ aƻǎƭŜȅΩǎ ŦŀǎŎƛǎǘ Ƨǳƴǘŀ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ 

FIA, who was proposing a budget 

cap. There were months of bitter 

arguments as FOTA threatened a 

breakaway series, Mosley 

threatened to unleash the Gestapo 

and Bernie pretended there was 

nothing untoward going on. 

Thankfully Max and FOTA  

eventually both reached a deal and 

F1 lived happily ever after.  

In Turkey Button made it 6 wins out 

of 7 races. The only thing more 

common than a Button win this 

season was the sight of a pink shirt 

on the BBC F1 coverage, but all good 

things come to an end as Vettel led 

home a Red Bull 1-2 at Silverstone, 

followed a week later by a 

sensational win for Mark Webber in 

Germany. After finally winning a 

Grand Prix he unleashed a barrage of 

expletives onto team radio, yet still 

managed to sound more coherent 

ǘƘŀƴ .ŀǊǊƛŎƘŜƭƭƻ ŀƴŘ Ƙƛǎ άōƭŀ ōƭŀ ōƭŀέ 

rant which followed the race. Red 

Bull all of a sudden looked like 

having the temerity to threaten the 

Brawn fairy tale charge to the 

championship. 

The threat to Brawn continued in 

Hungary as the old guard struck back 

with Alonso and Hamilton finding 

themselves near the front for once, 

but due to the unique way in which 

F1 runs its timing screens nobody 

could tell who was on pole after 

qualifying. As the drivers ran around 

comparing times in a scene of utter 

confusion Alonso and Button 

engaged in conversation over what 

ƭŀǇ ǘƛƳŜǎ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘΦ W.Υ άL ŘƛŘ ŀ ннΦрΣ 

ȅƻǳΚέ C!Υ άнмΦрέ W.Υ άннΦрΚέ C! άƴƻΣ 

нмΦрέ W.Υ άCϝϝϝƛƴƎ ƘŜƭƭΗΗέ IŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

the only one who was surprised. 

!ƭƻƴǎƻΩǎ wŜƴŀǳƭǘ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘ ŀ 

combination of driver skill and barely 

enough fuel to do the first 10 laps of 

the race had taken pole position. 

After achieving great success in a 

light weight car in qualifying, Renault 

concocted an ingenious plan for 

losing more weight during the race. 

¢ƘŜȅ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǊŜƭŜŀǎŜ !ƭƻƴǎƻΩǎ ŎŀǊ 

from the pits with only 3 wheels 

properly attached, thus the car 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ƧŜǘǘƛǎƻƴ ƛǘΩǎ ŦƻǊǘƘ ǿƘŜŜƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ 

out lap from the pits dropping a 

critical 10 kg from the cars weight.  

ò  

Renault concocted 

an ingenious plan for 

losing more weight in 

the race. They would 

release Alonsoõs car 

from the pits with 

only 3 wheels 

properly attached. 

ó 
This master plan was somewhat 

undermined by its somewhat 

detrimental effect on the already 

terrible handling of the Renault. The 

master plan ruined Alonso race, and 

allowed Lewis Hamilton to take his 

first win of the season. 

Not one week after the tragic death 

of Henry Surtees in a F2 race at 

Brands Hatch, Felipe Massa was 

injured in a hauntingly similar 

accident in the Hungarian qualifying 

session. Fortunately, despite 

spending several days on life 

support, he made a full recovery. In 

his absence, he was replaced by a 

man with the most appropriate 

abbreviation of any driver; on the 

timing screens Badoer is shortened 

to BAD. Whilst we gained one bad 

driver we lost another as Nelson 

Piquet was finally sacked from 

Renault. But we were soon to  



 

  

discover why it had taken Flavio so 

long to fire him when the Piquet 

family revealed that Nelsinho had 

been ordered to crash deliberately 

during the 2008 Singapore GP to 

help Alonso win. The press went into 

a frenzy and not just because it gave 

them another excuse to overuse the 

ǎǳŦŦƛȄ ΨƎŀǘŜΦΩ ! ƘȅǇŜǊǾŜƴǘƛƭŀǘƛƴƎ 

Simon Barnes lived up to the 

consistently low standard of F1 

reporting in The Times arguing it was 

the worst case of cheating in the 

history of sport. Justice was finally 

done though as the result of the 

grand prix was allowed to stand, the 

people responsible for the 

deliberate crash were given bans 

which would be later overturned 

and Renault itself were given no 

ǇŜƴŀƭǘȅ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǉǳƛǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǇƻǊǘΦ 

Once again the FIA had clearly 

ǎƘƻǿƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŎƘŜŀǘƛƴƎ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ Ǉŀȅ ƛƴ 

Formula 1.    

With another bout of controversy 

beginning to engulf the sport, what 

we needed was a great race to 

revert attention back to the racing. 

Unfortunately a quick look at the 

calendar though showed we were 

off to quite possibly the dullest track 

in the world; Valencia. [One day 

there will be a great race there, 

ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǎŜŜ! ςEd]. Luckily we were 

spared the double whammy of a 

boring race and a Hamilton win, as 

he failed to convert his pole position 

into race victory giving Rubens 

Barrichello his first grand prix win 

since the 19th century. Badoer 

managed to finish dead last and was 

so inconstant that when looking at a 

chart of his lap times it was hard to 

work out when his pit stops were. 

As speculation mounted that Luca 

Badoer would be lynched if he drove 

that badly at Monza, Fisichella saw 

an opportunity to put in an audition 

for a dream Ferrari drive and he put 

his Force India on an astonishing 

pole position for the Belgian GP. Not  

only did this give everyone at the 

BBC an excellent excuse to waffle on 

ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ WƻǊŘŀƴ Ψ5b!Ω ƛƴ ǘƘŜ CƻǊŎŜ 

India team, but for the first time in 

years people were reminded that Fisi 

was actually half decent. 

¦ƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅ Ƙƛǎ ŘŜŎŜƴǘƴŜǎǎ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ 

a match for the KERS powered in the 

Ferrari of Raikkänen so he became 

the latest driver to suffer the tedium 

of following a red rear wing around 

for a whole race. His second place 

was enough to get a dream drive at 

Ferrari for in time for Monza though. 

Meanwhile the title battle had 

begun to take a bizarre twist in that 

nobody seemed to want to win it, 

and put a run of results together to 

ǇǳƴƛǎƘ .ǳǘǘƻƴΩǎ ǊŀǊŜ ƳƛǎǘŀƪŜǎΦ aŀǊƪ 

Webber had looked like a real title 

contender after his win in Germany, 

but a rotten run of form including 

retirement on lap one in Monza put 

him out of contention whilst his 

team mate could manage little 

better. Button also regained some 

form in Monza to finish second 

behind his team mate and get his 

first podium since Turkey, but the 

moment of the race was provided by 

Lewis Hamilton. Lewis once again 

gave us some insight into the 

thinking of a headless chicken as he 

pushed far too hard on the final lap  

chasing an unbridgeable gap to 

Jenson Button with the end result 

behind a spectacular crash after the 

first Lesmo. 

So at the end of the European 

season Button lead Barrichello by 14 

points with Vettel a further 12 points 

back. Singapore was to follow the 

now familiar pattern of Brawn 

struggling and Red Bull failing to 

capitalise. Hamilton won the race, 

and amazingly Alonso managed to 

secure a podium in Singapore 

without his team needing to order 

his team mate to crash. His team 

mate did crash though in a near 

ƛŘŜƴǘƛŎŀƭ ƳŀƴƻǊ ǘƻ tƛǉǳŜǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊ 

before during free practice at exactly 

the same corner. Who said F1 was 

short on irony? If Alonso was happy 

that he had got a podium in 

Singapore, he was much happier in 

Japan as it was finally confirmed he 

would be joining Ferrari next season 

and would no longer have to drive 

the dogs that Renault were 

producing for him. In the race Vettel 

avoided the mayhem of a qualifying 

session, which Toro Rosso became 

determined to turn into a demolition 

derby, to take pole position and a 

win as Button once again edged 

closer to the title with a point for 

eighth. 

Button now lead the championship 

by 14 points from Barrichello and 16 

from Vettel with only two race left. 

Despite Vettel going on about 2007 

and RäƛƪƪǀƴŜƴΩǎ ƳƛǊŀŎǳƭƻǳǎ ǘƛǘƭŜ ǿƛƴ 

it was all over bar the shouting.  Well 

ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ǿƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ 

until the shouting we heard was 

from the ever measured and calm 

WƻŎƪ /ƭŜŀǊΤ άWŜƴǎƻƴ .ǳǘǘƻƴ tмпΗ 

Sebastian Vettel P16! WHERE ARE 

¸h¦ bh²ΚΗέ wǳōŜƴǎ ŀnd the world 

heard this on team radio as the 

Brazilian took pole position in a 

qualifying season that took place in 

monsoon conditions; it seemed the 

title had been blown open again and  




