














PRAISE FOR PAUL CARTER


“A torrent of tall tales from a life less ordinary.”


Sunday Telegraph


“Carter is a kind of modern day Indiana Jones… a natural storyteller.”


Sunday Tasmanian


‘This is one of the most split-my-sides-laughing memoirs I think I have ever read … that blows along like the North Sea.’


Northern Star


‘What you have here … is that rare situation of somebody who not only has a story to tell but the ability to tell it. Carter’s anecdotes are told with great good humour and perfect timing.’


The Age


‘Ever wondered what happens to the boys from the movie Jackass when they grow up? They become oil rig workers. Shit happens, so some of the stuff that Paul Carter and his friends get hit with probably isn’t their fault – although sitting at the top of an oil rig derrick during a thunderstorm is probably inviting God to hit you with something. Otherwise most of the madness and mayhem, interspersed with the occasional car or motorcycle accident and totally over the top practical jokes, are clearly all down to Paul. As for the chain-smoking monkeys, pool-playing ferrets and bartending orangutans … if the humans are crazy the animals should be too.’


Tony Wheeler, founder of Lonely Planet


‘Great two-fisted writing from the far side of hell.’


John Birmingham, author


‘Literary black gold … Horrifying and hilarious.’


Sun Herald


‘A unique look at a gritty game. Relentlessly funny and obsessively readable.’


Phillip Noyce, film director


“‘The Andy McNab of the oilfields’ rides again... a fine sequel.


Telegraph


“Carter’s romper-stomper tour of the world’s oil rigs – a highly enjoyable tale.”


The Glasgow Herald


“Paul Carter’s memoir of his life as an oil man in some of the freakiest, most lawless locations in the world is not for the fainthearted, as the name – borrowed from an old bumper sticker and now possibly my favourite book title ever – suggests. But if you’ve got the stomach for exploding monkeys, explosive dysentery, gunfights, hijacks and brothels staffed entirely by dwarves, you’re in for a treat. Don’t Tell Mum I Work on the Rigs takes the reader on a white-knuckle ride around the oilfields of Nigeria, Russia, Asia, the Middle East and South America, barely stopping for breath as it scrambles from one audacious adventure to the next, skipping from near death experience to side-splitting hilarity so fast you hope he’s kept a few anecdotes up his sleeve for the next book.”


The Press and Journal, Aberdeen


“Carter’s tales are always entertaining and offer a few unblinking aperçus about Big Oil seen from the inside.”


Scotland on Sunday


“A Boy’s Own yarn from the front line of the oil industry. The only chicks to make an appearance are man-eating prostitutes, fantasy cheerleaders and a barmaid, Ah Meng (who happens to be an orang-utan).”


Kate Hamilton, Men’s Style


“A fascinating and funny life story – well worth the read.”


Sportsladsmag.com


‘Carter writes as if he has ADD, careering through his life on oil rigs in exotic locations. He won’t win the Booker, but his yarns burn with anarchic … in a word, irrepressible.’


Herald Sun
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Don’t Tell Mum I Work on the Rigs,
She Thinks I’m a Piano Player in a Whorehouse


This Is Not a Drill


Is That Bike Diesel, Mate?
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FOREWORD



THIS IS NOT a motorcycle, travel or adventure book—it’s just what constitutes my life and ranting about it in book form again. I have no idea why people keep buying them. If you have indeed done that then I thank you. Its clinical name is ‘Attempted observational humour based on an obsessive-compulsive middle-aged man’s attempt to deal with various forms of self-induced task saturation’. Life is sometimes all about managing expectations. Bearing that in mind, I urge you to read on.








ONCE IT WAS
A VICE, NOW
IT’S JUST
A HABIT



PICTURE THIS—a man with everything a man could hope for, the essentials in place, his personal pursuit of happiness completed. Solidified in a look, one that draws down deep, charging through his mind in resolute fulfilment. Just a brief look, a glance, nothing more, the clearest twinkle in a diamond eye from a wife that makes him all that he is and more.


Perfect to me, she is constantly surprising, unable to be ordinary, even when she tries, she doesn’t care what other people are doing, or what they think or how much they have. She has style and grace, the ability to see beyond what’s presented; she was born that way and it never fails to get my immediate and full attention.


That should do it, right? I can stop, just stop and smell the roses, and let the oil turn to stone in my motorcycles.


But it’s not enough. Just to get to this point was considered impossible for so long—now it’s here, what’s next? It’s not just death and taxes; it’s not just growing older or watching your life speed-ramping into retirement. I need more, I need to challenge myself, otherwise I’m going to fail at middle-age bliss.


So I ask my wife, ‘Can I go?’ and she smiles and says, ‘Sure, don’t kill yourself.’


I carefully laid out my plan, my next bike challenge. Last time we did longevity and explored the distance end of bio-diesel; this time it’s all about speed.
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Two years ago in 2009 I was sitting in a bar in Adelaide opposite Dr Colin Kestell, the man behind the only properly compliance-plated, road-registered and insurable bio-diesel motorcycle in Australia. He had just agreed to let me take his bike on a trip right around the continent. He told me about another bike he was planning, one to break the motorcycle land-speed record in the alternative-fuel class—the record to beat was 210.203 kph. But there was no rider. It was right at that moment, while I sat there saying ‘I want to do it’ and he was eyeballing me through the bottom of his whisky tumbler, that our friendship started.


We completed the ride around our great country on the bio-diesel bike and now this new project, conceived back then, had come full circle as well. The land-speed bike was almost finished.


For the two years I made regular trips to Adelaide to talk through our plan, I watched the bike take shape slowly. At first it was literally just an engine sitting on a table, then the rear swing arm, and with each trip another component was built and added to the jigsaw. I watched, feeling a growing sense of purpose placate my need for adventure, adventure that wouldn’t pull me too far from home, because home was getting busy. My wife, Clare, was pregnant while Lola, our three-year-old daughter, ran a total muck through our previously clean and calm home.


Another cusp approached in the form of a change in direction in my work as well. I decided to buy into a new-start business, along with five other oilfield mates.


The plan was simple, perfect; my lawyer and accountant looked over the plan and basically said they wanted to buy into it, too. Good enough then, I thought.


‘You read a book from beginning to end. You run a business the opposite way. You start with the end, and then you do everything you must to reach it.’ These were the wise words of Harold Geneen, a successful American businessman most famous for heading up the ITT Corporation.


Going from an employee to an employer is a weird and worrying transition. My complete lack of skill sets to be a business owner also had me worried, but in the true and tried tradition of overspending we hired the right people to do it for us and thereby could go forth into the oil and gas market that at the time was wide open to a newcomer who could fill in the blanks that were severely lacking. My partners and fellow shareholders had been playing the corporate oil game for decades and we quickly grew with landed contracts and a growing client base.


I was suddenly in a place where I was making decisions, important ones that would affect the future of our business and its employees, and I loved it. I found myself in meetings that had follow-up meetings that ended up with some poor sod poring over pre-qualification tender documents as thick as the phonebook, while the meetings being held in the city would all end up in a middle-aged men’s bar with more polished wood than a whorehouse. There we would sit and plot our business on large worn leather chesterfields, our neckties jutting out across unexercised bellies. Fine single malt was poured on company credit cards from decanters that took two hands to lift and looked like giant perfume bottles for men. I kept thinking it was all just a house of cards.


But I was wrong. Our ongoing success came down to one thing—people—hiring the right ones and knowing who to do business with. I couldn’t believe how fast we grew, how efficient our financial team was. Within the first six months we had eighteen employees, our ISO certification and several other oil and gas specific certifications. Our ISO was the first to be granted in Australia specifically for OCTG (oil country tubular goods) inspection, a strange industry way of referring to drill pipe, or any pipe for that matter, that’s used in oil and gas. Our company performs non-destructive testing and inspection of basically everything that goes ‘down hole’, as well as all the kit used to lift and handle equipment on a drilling rig. So as well as ISO we had to get our NATA (National Association of Testing Authorities) accreditation as well, to deal with lifting inspection. We were audited almost every week by someone. Don’t think for a second I’m suggesting it was easy, it wasn’t. We just got lucky and after some teething we eventually had exactly the right team to make it work.


The learning curve was as fast and hard as my first desk job after leaving the rigs in 2007. So, as before, I checked my fragile male ego at the door and opened my ears, eyes and mind to new things.








RUBY



I CAME HOME one summer afternoon to a wedding invitation; my old friend Ruby was getting married in Sydney. In my past Ruby was a leading influence on all the drunkest, silliest and often flat-out dangerous things I’ve been involved with. You know, the things you do when you’re young and on a crew change from a drilling rig with a house brick of US greenbacks burning a hole through your common sense. For a long time now Ruby had existed only in my memory, frozen the way I remember her, but like me she has grown up and I suppose you could say that, at least physically, we are proper adults now. This was going to be fun because it was Ruby’s wedding. It would also be fun because, being Ruby’s wedding, there was limitless piss-taking to do.


So Clare and I booked our tickets for the big day. Having lived in Perth for the past four years we took every opportunity to get back to Sydney.


Ah … Sydney in the middle of summer. There’s nothing quite like it. Our flight arrived on time and soon Clare, Lola and I arrived at the Randwick flat where Clare’s sister Carrie lives. The next day Clare squeezed her three-month pregnant belly into a dress and we made for Bondi, leaving Lola with Carrie and a Wiggles DVD.


Ruby’s wedding ceremony was faultless. It was good to see her so happy. Her husband, Rodrigo, is a gentle soul, full of pride and South American machismo balanced with humour and love. They’re a seamless couple; they’re even the same height.


Everyone was there from the old days, faces I had not pinged in years, all laughing, all having fun. The reception was in a renovated hall directly above the surf club, right on the beach. With the wonderful location and amazing view, Clare and I were both homesick for Sydney by the time dinner was served. We could see our old flat from where we now sat, those heady, child-free days now a distant memory buried under dirty nappies and morning sickness.


Dessert was closely followed by a bar fight, a drug bust, and my wife pulling me out of a photo booth the bride and groom had set up downstairs for the guests to play with. Clare ripped open the curtain, pulled the cigar out of my mouth and dragged me out with a curt ‘Time to go’ as more police ran upstairs.


Five a.m. found me sitting on the toilet in Carrie’s flat, in denial. I thought back to the prawn entree, the unmistakable and all-too-familiar horror of what was about to ensue almost made me cry. Take my word for it, twenty years of working in the Third World and more than one case of dysentery leaves your body’s ability to fight parasites strong but your mind scarred. If I was about to get sick, really sick, then those prawns must have been laced with nuclear waste.


I reckon they probably were, because both ends went nonstop for the next hour.


At 6 a.m. my phone beeped. It was Ruby texting me a question: ‘Are you okay? Some people are a bit sick.’


Poor Ruby. Just what she didn’t need. I had visions of how her big day turned out, somewhat ruined by the entire contents of a full jug of beer being flung by one man at another man but hitting Ruby square in the face. Sensitive to the situation, I replied, ‘No, I’m losing my arse, I think a kidney just fell out.’


Then Clare’s face appeared at the door, and the moment I saw her my heart jumped a beat.


‘Get me to the hospital,’ she said as she fell backwards into the hall. I don’t know if it was just sheer will, but I managed to stop expelling prawns and staggered into the hall calling out to Carrie, then remembered she had just left to go to work. It’s these moments, unplanned and frantic, where you find yourself. I pick up my wife, get her dressed, wake up my daughter and drag them out to our hire car. Clare lay there crying, a towel wrapped around her waist, another shoved down the back of my pants. ‘Not again,’ she wept, ‘I can’t lose another one.’ Blood was soaking through the towel, and I drove hyperaware and terrified while Lola screamed in fear in the back seat. The hospital was, fortunately, only five minutes from the flat. I pulled up level at the doors, left the car running and ran in, holding my wife, her legs trailing blood on the white floor. Within seconds she was on a gurney and rushed down the corridor towards the emergency ward.


I stooped to pick up my daughter, scared and struggling to keep up. ‘Just wait here, Mr Carter,’ someone said as a firm hand was raised in my face and the emergency doors swung shut.


Lola looked up at me, confused and frightened, her face covered in tears, as I then fled towards the bathroom at the end of the corridor. I had to get my arse on a toilet seat.


‘Are you doing a ka ka, Daddy?’ she asked as I hurried into a cubicle.


‘Daddy’s not feeling very well, angel.’ I was so grateful that she amused herself on tiptoe with the hand-dryer while I tried to compose myself.


We found a corner of the waiting room between a wall and a vending machine and sat on the floor. Wrapped in my jacket Lola eventually fell asleep. A long hour went by. The room bright in fluorescent light was quiet; there were only two other people there, reading old magazines. We all looked up as a doctor walked around the corner, his eyes scanning the room.


‘Mr Carter,’ he said, and hurried over to me. I stood up, leaving Lola asleep on the floor. ‘Your wife is stable and sedated, but I’m afraid she’s going to lose the baby.’


There was nothing I could say.


‘You can come and see her now,’ the doctor prompted. I picked up Lola and followed him down the hall.


Clare lay on a bed in hospital greens, full of morphine and anger. Morphine can make a sounding board for emotions that’s big enough to raise the roof. ‘This is fucked,’ Clare said, as her head rolled from side to side. I put the still-sleeping Lola on a couch in the corner of the room and tried to comfort my wife, but she was livid with rage. I can’t remember how much time went by. No one told me anything so I assumed the baby had been taken out and was already long gone. The doctor did say they had administered the maximum amount of morphine and that Clare should be much more sedated than she was. This is the fight that lives in my wife; she was not letting go, not for any reason.


Suddenly she sat bolt upright. ‘Bathroom.’ Her right hand ripped out the drip and amazingly she got to her feet in a second. I rushed in to steady her and help her to the toilet. As soon as she sat down she passed out, slumping forward into my shoulder. At that same moment our child fell out of her, into my left hand.


Time stopped, warm blood dripped between my fingers. Clare’s unconscious weight started a lifeless roll to the left. I grabbed at her neck and sat her upright, reached across her shoulder and punched the big red panic button on the wall. I could hear myself screaming inside that the first person through the door would not be my daughter. But when Clare pulled the drip and other wires off her body, an alarm must have gone off somewhere, because two nurses burst through the toilet door as soon as I hit that button.


The rest was another blur. Again my wife was rushed away and another doctor was stopping me from following. I turned to look over my shoulder in time to see a nurse leave our room with a blue cloth in her hands. ‘Stop!’ I yelled without thinking. I looked back at the doctor, he was frozen, the nurse was static, halfway out of the room, her eyes darting between the doctor and me.


Maintaining eye contact with the nurse, I walked across the room that was now thick with a palpable awkwardness. My hands black with Clare’s blood, I lifted the blue cloth and there was our baby, in a stainless steel kidney-shaped dish. Tears rolled off my nose onto tiny remains. The floor dropped out from under me, while my heart sank so low in my chest you could hear it breaking.


I raced over to Lola—somehow still wrapped in my jacket and asleep on the couch in the corner—and swept her up into my arms. ‘You’ll take me to Clare, right now,’ I said to the doctor. The doctor nodded his head and held the door open for me.


Sometimes, if I have a fever or a nightmare, I see that dish, in technicolour; it wakes me up every time.


Clare was being prepared for surgery and would not be back in the conscious world for hours. I watched numbly through a glass window for a while, aware only of my wife lying there even though the surgical team worked around her. Then Lola stirred and brought me back to earth and I walked away to the waiting room. I found myself back in the corner on the floor next to the vending machine, Lola now wide awake and bored out of her mind. But we didn’t stay there for long.


‘What’s wrong, Daddy?’ She bounced along next to me as my bowel decided it was time for round two.


Several hurried, sweaty trips to the toilet later I was exhausted, cried out and beaten. Then the vomiting started again. Eventually not bothering to get up and run to the toilet I just put my head into the rubbish bin next to the vending machine while Lola pointed out the fact that there was a distinct yellow hue going on.


‘Does it hurt, Daddy?’ I looked up over the bin at her big blue eyes. Slowly, the blurry background came into focus and I could see that the waiting room was now starting to fill with people, who glared at me in horror and disgust over copies of Woman’s Day. The door opposite me flew open, surprising us as it had remained closed for hours.


‘Are you okay? Have you been seen to?’ A doctor in green get-up froze as soon as he saw us. I explained as much as I could about the last few hours and he quickly gathered us up and took us into his office. ‘That’s my toilet, you camp in there while I get you some medication,’ he said as he steered me towards a door then sat Lola down with some toys and books. A few minutes later the doctor returned with drugs to bung me up and hydrates to replenish my bone-dry system. But most importantly he told me he would check on Clare’s situation.


I distracted myself over the next few hours by looking after Lola, cleaning the blood off my shirt, and pacing. I didn’t allow myself to think about what I’d experienced, didn’t let myself remember what I’d seen. All I wanted was my wife back, and fortunately for me it wasn’t too long before we were together again.


Clare needed to stay in hospital after surgery, but typically she soon announced that she was ready to go home, even though she was still weak, woozy and couldn’t walk. We left the hospital with Clare slumped in a wheelchair, her head buried in her hands, Lola crying because Mummy was upset, and me, pale, sweaty and splattered in bodily fluids—unrecognisable from the happy, healthy family who stepped off the plane yesterday. The sense of loss hanging around us leached in and out of every pore like an oil slick and threatened to squeeze the life out of everything.


As I pushed Clare out to the car park and our bloodstained hire car, an early model Ford transit van skidded to a stop directly in front of us. The van’s sliding door flew open and five men in medieval chain mail and armour frantically spilled out onto the concrete. Their full metal outfits clattered together as they rushed around, barking orders at each other, then they dragged one knight who appeared to have a broadsword buried in his shoulder to the hospital doors.


Frozen by a curious blend of wonderment and horror, Clare and I silently watched their maniacal high-speed entrance. The van sat there in front us, its engine still running, several shiny helmets on its floor clinking together as the engine ticked over.


‘Fuck,’ said Clare. ‘I thought I was having a bad day.’








CIRQUE DE
SUPREME COURT



AT FIRST I sat there in the Supreme Court waiting to be tortured, while staring at the back of our opponent’s head and imagining it exploding. Exploding while the QCs talk to each other and the judge shuffles his papers and listens to the litigation.


We had a good business plan, so good you could nail it to Donald and fling it over Trump Tower. But not according to the man whose head was about to explode, the ‘plaintiff’. I’d just like to point out here that ‘plaintiff’ comes from the Anglo-French (the language spoken by descendants of the Norman invaders) for ‘one who complains’.


We had apparently broken the first rule of business: ‘Don’t get sued.’


And the second rule of business: ‘Don’t go into business with anyone you don’t know 100 per cent.’ By that I mean performing due diligence that borders on stalking, crawling up their butthole with a microscope, getting charged with invasion of privacy and, when you’re completely satisfied, hire a professional to do it all again.


The first two court sessions were interesting, but after two years I started to get really bored. The court case just turned into a normal part of our business operations, we budgeted for it, the months rolled by, and the bills rolled in. None of us went to court after the first few sessions unless we had to; we just let the legal teams do their thing and then report back afterwards. For a while I was convinced they all just closed the door and played tiddly-winks for an hour, ordered in lunch and drafted up the bills.


In fact, there were repetitious painstaking hour-long arguments, punctuated by eureka moments. There was passion, rivalry, hate and a healthy sprinkle of sheer blind chance. There were endless affidavits, subpoenas and what can only be described as embarrassing stalling tactics straight from the ‘my dog ate my homework’ school of law.


The partners stayed strong throughout all this bullshit. They’d been around long enough not to get rattled by the legal games and the psychological warfare that goes on, the attempts at intimidation that only really reflect fear and disappointment around the arena.


I soon learnt some tricks to deal with it, thanks to our director, Jason Theo, who had been through this kind of thing in business before. There are only a few people that I’ll seriously listen to, whose advice I will take, and Jason is one of them.


The first trick was that if you can keep your wits about you, if you are lucky enough to lift the veil and see people for who they are, as opposed to the image they try so hard to project, you can become something far more imposing and real than an angry businessman—you have the clarity of mind to step back and breathe.


‘After all,’ said Jason, ‘it’s just money; it’s just a pissing contest.’ He was able to predict what was going to happen next in the legal saga, and I found the logic behind his thought processes very interesting: action and reaction based entirely on finances and ego.


So I found a weird peace in the middle of the maelstrom. For me, it was not personal at all, but to our opponents it was. Angry chests got inflated, stressed heart rates and voices were raised—they were in the bad kind of headspace that disrupts your life and leaves a scar on your soul. It was truly bizarre to watch.


During one particularly expensive session in court, Jason and I sat there while our opponents glared daggers at us and passed notes between themselves, occasionally leaning over to whisper something important directly into each other’s ears, then look deeply onto their crotches, ponder for a moment, before looking up to glare at us again.


So Jason and I glared back, then I passed him my large imposing black diary in which I’d been studiously scribbling all morning. While he gave his best steely eyes across the room, I leaned over his shoulder and whispered into his ear, ‘I drew a robot.’


Jason gave a slight nod, glanced down, poker face like solid marble, then his eyes flicked up again and fixed their cold stare on our antagonists while he passed the diary back. ‘Nice robot,’ he whispered.


Overall I’m actually grateful for the experience of having my back stabbed, balls kicked and being fisted with one big legal bill after another. In more than two years of litigation, reading threatening legal letters and paying attention to wise heads like Jason, I learnt volumes about keeping your business growing, your staff properly trained, happy and motivated, while you’re freaking out, winning tenders, passing audits and certification requirements, and dealing with QCs and lawyers. I also learnt which pants chafe under my lodge apron following a three-course dinner, who I can trust in business and why men over 40 buy sports cars then drop dead.
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Meanwhile, back on the home front, we were learning some lessons, too. Our all-knowing, all-expensive and all-consuming city council chose to relocate two large and entirely unemployed families into two state housing commission properties in our suburb. You can probably guess what happened next. Yep, within the first six weeks of our new neighbours moving in every house on our street had been broken into. Mine included.


The frightening thing was that the break-ins were happening between two and four in the morning while everyone was at home, asleep and vulnerable. The night we got done I’d crawled out of bed to get some water and was plodding down the hall into the kitchen and there was a man lifting the window off its frame. He looked like a ninja, completely dressed in black, while I looked almost pale blue and translucent, being bald, sun-deprived and completely naked. We shared a wide-eyed silent frozen moment, then he ran and I chased, as we fell into our respective roles like a couple of archetypal cartoon characters. Only more absurd. Pick-axe handle in hand, my man bits wildly flapping about in the night air, I nearly left them on the fence before realising it was all a bit pointless and walked home naked for a cup of tea.


A week later and 25 grand less in the bank, our home can be locked down like a maximum security prison. Sure, it’s overkill (as Clare likes to point out), but what are you going to do when the law is so ambiguous about these things? I reckon that on confronting an intruder in his house, most red-blooded Aussie men will do whatever is necessary to defend his wife, young ones and all that he has worked so hard for. If I had to beat a man to death, then so be it. But in an effort to not let that scenario unfold, in our home there are now two different alarm systems and locks, impenetrably solid doors, security mesh, roller-shutters and enough motion-activated spotlights that if some muppet jumps over my fence at night again my yard will be visible from space.


Another side effect of our new neighbours was the redecoration of the bus stops. Every weekend, like clockwork, the bus stop on our street turned into an art gallery with wonderful modern tags and improvised street art bearing innovative titles like ‘FUK U’ or ‘NIGGAS ON DUST’ or the always popular and somewhat timeless ‘CUNT’. Then every Monday morning the council truck would dutifully paint over all of the artwork, returning the bus stop to its original mental-hospital-wall vomit-green. This repetitious waste of paint went on for six months.


After everyone in the suburb had been thoroughly done over, every house, shed and car, every mailbox kicked, every bus stop vandalised, the council moved the families on to a new area to pick over. It’s only a matter of time before they land in your neighbourhood, so remember, if you’re running around naked with a pick-axe handle chasing intruders, the only winners will be the lawyers.
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After our first year of operations, I went into another business venture. This time it started without breaking the first rule of business and grew at an equal rate without the legal bills. But this began to cut into my time and I was now juggling two businesses. I was doing it happily, though, because I had to make regular trips to talk to clients in Adelaide and this allowed me to spend time with Colin at the University of Adelaide where we would work on the bike.


She was growing into a monster.


I joined the Dry Lakes Racers Association (DLRA), the organisation that runs an annual event in Australia called ‘Speed Week’. Speed Week began in 1985 and since its inception it has become a mecca for the rebellious petrolhead. For just one week a year, a few hundred mildly insane DLRA members gather, migrating like bogan salmon to a dry salt lake in the middle of nowhere (actually Lake Gairdner in South Australia). They will climb into or onto their machines—whether that’s driving, riding or simply strapping themselves to a homemade rocket—and shatter the outback silence in a hell-bent effort to set new land-speed records and drink more piss. Some push the 400 kph mark; others get smashed and listen to Barnsey instead. In recent years a new class of competitor has surfaced—the non-fossil-fuel-burning type—so now, as well racers tear-arsing down the salt on machines with electric engines, there are those like myself on environmentally happier diesel.
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