
CCC McRae Stages Rally 2008, 27 th September 2008 
Chris Collie / Roy Kemp, Class 4 Proton Satria 
 
Well, somehow, despite far more prolific SRC runners not even making the 
reserve list, we got an entry. Delighted didn’t even come close to summing it up. I 
suspect having AWMS put the entry in on our behalf may have helped our cause 
somewhat, but it was a welcome boost getting one more run before the end of 
the season. And having been forced to withdraw from the Merrick Stages at the 
last minute we were both absolutely hyped up beyond belief at the concept of 
getting into the forests with Jim and Alister McRae, Hannu, Ari etc. I can imagine 
they however may not have been quite so excited at being on the same entry list 
as Collie and Kemp… 
 
On such a special one-off event we really decided to throw ourselves into this 
one and see where we would end up. The Proton had received a new clutch and 
gearbox rebuild since our DNF on the Speyside, having not only sheared the 
clutch hub but also stripped the dogs on 2nd gear. And with the AWMS guys 
having been trying their hardest to break the clutch with some extensive road 
testing in the weeks preceding and having had no success, we were confident 
we wouldn’t be relegated to spectators again. Bill Sturrock’s notes had been 
reviewed and subjected to various annotations and modifications with the 
coaching help of Tom & Sue Hynd, with Chris being advised to watch SS1 on the 
safety DVD until he could drive it almost from memory. 
 
Well that was the theory anyway. Despite all other preparations for the event 
going well, scrutineering being passed without issue and getting to the startline of 
SS1 Fonab no problem, our problems started before we even reached the first 
corner. Pretty much as soon as we reached full throttle in second gear, the car 
inexplicably lost power and refused to clear it’s throat from then on. The plan of 
driving the first stage like a computer game to establish an early rhythm went out 
the window went out the window with both driver and navigator both losing 
concentration as the car would only limp along. Pretty frustrating in a stage with a 
straight of 350/crests that we’d been looking forward to getting a few air miles on! 
With the engine performance hugely reduced, Chris understandably responded 
by driving the thing like a madman through the corners, putting us in a few 
ditches along the way. Always seemed to be just enough grunt to pull ourselves 
out though! Afterwards Chris came clean and admitted he’d been so pissed off 
he’d stopped listening to me altogether and defaulted to “red-mist mode” as soon 
as the car started to play up. I’ll be keeping an eye out for this happening in the 
future! But the end of the stage was eventually reached, we disembarked to 
check the car, suspecting to find a damaged fuel tank giving us fuel surge, or a 
loose plug lead giving us a misfire or something, but nothing was evident. 
Typically, the fault disappeared on the road section, but reappeared shortly after. 
Eventually we figured out that flicking the cut-off switch cured the problem, albeit 
temporarily, so with the switch just out of my reach, Chris would be driving the 
rest of the day largely one-handed if we couldn’t find a solution. 



 
With the problem not having fixed itself by the start of SS2 Errochty, it would 
again prove to be a hinderance to our progress. And with the cut-off switch just 
out of my reach Chris’s left hand would be diving for the red key every few 
hundred meters. Even with our temporary fix enabling us to keep momentum up 
a little bit better, the distraction was bothering not only the driver but the 
navigator also. Every time the engine note went fluffy my attention would be 
diverted from the route notes to trying to diagnose by audio what was going 
wrong with the car, with a note coming out slightly out of synch or requiring 
correcting just about every time. Alas, there was no particular joy with that, best 
guess was something ECU/ignition related, as the fuel pressure gauge was nice 
and constant, nothing was illuminated on the dash and there were no 
background noises or smells suggesting anything properly nasty. Again, with the 
distraction of the switch flicking, and the ensuing over-driving when the car was 
going well, we again found ourselves sampling a Perthshire ditch here and there, 
but again no harm done! And despite all of the 12.6 miles being pretty frantic one 
way or another, we posted a reasonable time, certainly better than our effort on 
SS1. Again, as on the Speyside, we’d picked out Inverness’s Tich McCooey in 
the Vauxhall Nova as our target to beat, being in a similarly specced Class 4 car, 
and although he was now significantly ahead of us overall, and having beaten us 
on every stage in Elgin, even getting through one stage ahead of him before the 
end of the season was now a personal matter!!! 
 

 
 



Stage 3 at Drummond Hill would again see us come in behind the Nova again, 
having failed to find any solid fix to the problem at service, with the effect 
appearing to get worse despite the best investigative efforts of the AWMS guys, 
with the car actually cutting out and momentarily refusing to start on the road 
section. But nonetheless we got to the start on time and, having given the 
problem a little thought, decided to sit with the engine off and the cut-off in the off 
position for a while, the theory being that, if wired properly with a ballast resistor, 
this would ground the ECU supply and hence reset it, hopefully clearing whatever 
fault was nipping us. A desperate clutch at the last remaining straw perhaps, but 
surprisingly, it seemed to do the trick somewhat, with Chris only having to tweak 
the key about once every couple of miles as opposed to constantly flicking it on 
and off. And accordingly, the speed increased, although neither of us were 
exactly in a proper rhythm after the problems of the previous stages, so there 
were still a few iffy moments occurring on both sides of the car! However no 
major harm was done, save for a puncture about a kilometre from the end of the 
stage, having whacked a rock protruding from the middle of the road with the left 
front tyre. Obviously at some point prior to us coming through another car had hit 
the rock and actually went off, with the navigator coming back to slow everyone 
down. We did slow down, but perhaps not quite enough and of course found the 
rock, sending us towards a ditch somewhat sideways at speed, before Chris 
gathered it up. Although safely out of range, you wouldn’t have believed how 
quickly the other navigator managed to vacate the scene… Anyway, the last wee 
bit was covered not too badly despite the puncture, and we joined a car park of 
about 3 or 4 other crews who’d presumably all found the same rock and changed 
the wheel. Nice big hole in the sidewall, good work! 
 

 



 
Having replaced our busted spare and properly tightened up the wheel nuts at 
the management service on route to SS4 Griffon, and with the car appearing to 
now be behaving impeccably, we were once again in business and keen to get 
out there and get back into it. And having seen Bruce McCombie’s Puma missing 
a wing on the road section and hence having checked the results, instead of 
chasing Tich for the bronze spot behind Bruce and George McDonald, we were 
now in the position of defending our 3rd in class from a charging Bruce. With two 
stages to go and with just over a minute in it, it was going to be a big ask but at 
least we were now in a position to make a decent battle of it! Now at this point I’d 
really love to be able to give you a decent account of what happened on this 
stage, but I’m afraid I can’t remember much beyond that it rained a bit and we 
caught an orange 205 at one point. The turn around from the frustrating morning 
stages was total, the car was singing, Chris was driving like I’ve never seen him 
drive before and to say the notes were just leaping off the page would not have 
been an exaggeration. The car was finally playing ball and driver and navigator 
were both in the zone and on the same wavelength. In short, we were flying. 
There now seemed a real opportunity to keep Bruce at bay and take a stage from 
Tich, and Chris was certainly grabbing it with both hands. As a navigator I’ve 
certainly never been so focussed on the road and the notes, the stage could 
have been lined with Page 3 models jumping up and down waving banners 
bearing my name and I would honestly have been none the wiser. All however 
was going a little too well, and ultimately it wasn’t to last us to the flying finish.  
 

 
 
About half a kilometre from the stage finish we were slowed down by a collection 
of crews approaching a Left 6 In, and with crews in the road on the outside of the 
corner we slowed down and cut to the inside to give them a wide berth. And as 
soon as we rounded the corner we saw a Sunbeam and a Nova parked off to the 
left of the stage, and naturally, once past the crews, Chris got back on the throttle 
having decided the parked cars were far enough off the track not to pose a 
problem. Great, problem solved and very little time lost in to process, and I was 
midway through calling the note for the following Right 6 when there was the 
most almighty clatter, and the view out the windscreen went from road, with sky 
above, and trees on either side, to just sky, then just tress, then back to normal 
within the blink of an eye. Although at that point neither of us knew exactly what 
had just happened, it was clear all was not well with the Proton. Lots of 
steam/smoke from under the bonnet, a dead engine and a cacophony of various 
bad mechanical noises signalled the end of our McRae Stages and we ground to 
a halt. That in itself would have been bad enough but it soon became clear that 
stopping the car wasn’t stopping the smoke, and indeed there were soon flames 



coming from down the back of the engine bay. To this day I’m not sure what the 
source of the fire was, just that it took some of Iain Rae’s handheld, all of ours, 
and all of Tich McCooey’s to put it out. Yep, to add insult to injury, we’d come to 
a halt right behind Tich, who’s also clattered the same rock and taken a 
driveshaft out. Might have been the guaranteed 3rd and possible 2nd in class that 
had went up in smoke…  
 

 
 
So, following a 3 hour wait for recovery, an Italian meal with Malcolm, Roland 
and the Bitz Motorsport lot, and a night out in Perth that will likely pass into club 
folklore, the wounds were licked and the cost tallied up. With SS5 Craigvinean 
being cancelled due to Jim McRae’s superb personal tribute to Colin, it transpires 
we crashed out half a K from the end of the whole rally, with a 2nd in class 
virtually certain if we’d missed that damned rock. Damage to the Proton 
amounted to a buckled wheel, burst tyre, broken Proflex strut, windscreen, 
driveshaft, bottom arm, balljoint, and some serious jig time to fix the kinked roof, 



inner wing, bulkhead and floor. Somewhere north of £8500, round about the 
same as the drinks tab in Perth… Being a hire car and hence insured there was 
some debate as to assigning any possible blame for the crash, not helped by 
numbnuts here not switching on the in-car camera at stage start. But eventually 
costs excesses etc were thrashed out, although I get the feeling we won’t be in 
EuroRallye’s colours next year. Not least because Chris woke up the next day 
not only with a hangover to fear you, but also an impending sense of financial 
ruin, having agreed over a few shots (bottles?) of Grappa and Limoncello to run 
Dave Tennant’s ex-hire Impreza next year… So, 2008 was a gas, here’s to a full 
season in 2009!!! Thanks from this season have to go to: 
 

·  Ann, Andrew, Scott, Scout, Wee Mike and any of the AWMS guys I’ve 
forgotten, it’s going to be a culture shock having to deal with anything 
other than a load of tray-bakes at service halts next year! 

 
·  Iain Shirlaw for not yet having murdered Chris for crashing his hire cars. 

 
·  Tom & Sue Hynd for offering invaluable advice and coaching to two 

complete amateurs. 
 

·  Tich McCooey and Iain Rae for donating their extinguishers!! 
 

·  Anyone else who’s advised, supported, applied stickers, made tea, 
encouraged, taken the piss and generally been involved, you’ll know who 
you are, hope to see more of the same next season! 

 

 


