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Auto Center from Daytona to La Jolla and compete 
mano a mano with an irate ostrich 
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ELP WANTED: Energetic stu
dent driver to compete against pro 
rallyists in cross-country event. 
Can-do attitude and good spelling 
skills essential. No previous rally 
experience necessary. 

DAY ONE: Eight hours after the start of 
the Sea to Shining Sea Rally, we had visited 
obscure points of interest scattered across 
half the state of Florida. We had followed 
dead-end logging roads in fog as thick as 
cream-of-mushroom soup. In one mischie
vous turn we gave the slip to a Suzuki Side
kick that had been relying on our obviously 
superior map-reading skills. And we had 
navigated our way to the Tallahassee Sears 
Auto Center with nary a wrong turn, just in 
time for our free hamburger. 

Now it was late afternoon in the 
Apalachicola National Forest and Bryan 
Sherlock-the fresh-faced college student 
who won the helm of our factory-supplied 
Kia Sportage by entering an essay contest
was facing the first TSD course of his life. 

The object of a time-speed-distance rally is 
to navigate an unfamiliar course at precisely 
the speed designated by the rally master and 
to finish at exactly the time specified. In the 
co-pilot seat keeping track of the numbers 
sat 63-year-old Tom Grimshaw, who has 
been navigating pro rallies since before our 
driver was born. 

At the word go, Sherlock took off through 
the woods with his can-do attitude, tearing 
into the corners with frightening enthusiasm. 
Grimshaw hardly looked up as the forest 
flew by. He calculated the speeds on his rally 
computer with the efficiency of a banker 
counting his money. In between puffs on his 
ciga\ette, he issued navigation commands 
and terse driving lessons. 

Forty-five minutes later, with a penalty of 
only .012 seconds, we arrived at the finish 
line (the first of many to come) as the victors 
on this New Year's Day. As the adrenaline 
wore off, the 23-year-old public relations 
student summed up the experience: "That 
driving Mach 10 through fire roads, that's 



scary stuff. I'm gonna go puke right now." 
Billed as an event that any 2wd vehicle 

could enter, the Sears-sponsored Sea to Shin
ing Sea Rally brought together an odd assort
ment of 16 vehicles. A handful of off-road 
vehicles were pitted against the likes of a 
rented Olds Eighty-Eight, an Audi quattro, 
even a Porsche 911 
and a shiny new C4S. 

The contest includ
ed a few traditional 
TSD courses (which 
proved too rugged for 
the Porsches to at
tempt), but the mara
thon navigation stages 
made this rally unique. 
On the first day driv
ers were given a dozen 
Polaroid cameras and 
corresponding map 
coordinates scattered 
between Ocala and 
southern Georgia. 
Competitors had to 
photograph their vehi
cle at as many targets 
as possible and still 
make it to Sears on 
time. The nav stages 
favored speed, map-reading skill and those 
teams who were clever enough to bring along 

,a laptop equipped with a GPS (Global Posi-
tioning System) unit and Delorme Tripmate 
software, which can pinpoint your position on 

even the most obscure forest roads. 
DAY TWO: Only two days into the new 

year and already the death threats have begun. 
While knocking through the back roads of 

Mississippi's DeSoto National Forest in 
search of navigation points, a logger in a rust
ed-out Toyota SRS pickup waved us over. 

Through an alcoholic 
miasma, the man 
spoke of being run off 
the road by another 
rally car, of catching 
up with and con
fronting the alleged 
malefactors, of the 
AK-47 stashed in his 
vehicle (making spe
cial note of his ar
mor-piercing ammu
nition), and finally, of 
our snappy duds: "I 
wouldn't mind own
ing one of those Kia 
caps," he concluded. 

Alas, we had no extra 
caps and Grimshaw 
was not about to part 
with his corporately 
supplied apparel. 
Grimshaw apologized 

to the man, found common ground (with re
markable finesse, I thought) in their mutual 
fondness for British sports cars, then politely ex
cused us so we could be on our way. 

DAY THREE: Compared to navigating at 

■ Our intrepid rally driver
managed to elude an ostrich
defending its gate-keeping
chores. Lights tunneling
through the darkness can
cause hallucinations, just
what you don't need on a time
speed-distance event.



■ "Go that-a-way," a check
point official suggests as
some Sea to Shining Sea en
trants take a breather. Map
below records the route on,
alongside, over and under a
series of Interstate highways.

gunpoint, touring the Louisiana Bayou proved 
to be of little interest, except for the reverse
azimuth plotting required to locate some of 
the targets. 

One of the day's instructions: The Sears 
Auto Center in Baton Rouge (N 30° 27.407, 
W 91 ° 05.363) is precisely 12 degrees and 57 
miles from the t,arget. lt turned out to be a 
nondescript levy near Morgan City. 

Grimshaw used the morning hours to edu
cate his two Generation X companions on the 
glamorous world of the international pro-rally 
circuit, invoking the name of rally great John 
Buffum at regular intervals. He always spoke 

the name with reverence, whether the anec
dote involved Grimshaw bailing Buffum out 
of the hoosegow (for excess of speed during 
one rally) or Buffum rolling a vehicle in which 
Grimshaw was navigator. 

Rolling over in vehicles, in fact, seemed to 
be a Grimshaw speciality. He had logged 17 
rolls before entering this event, counting inci
dents rather than individual rotations. He ex
cludes partial rolls: "Flopping over on your 
roof like a turtle doesn't count," he explained. 

By mid-afternoon we had fallen way behind 
on the nav stages and a ferry near Cameron, 
Louisiana, had caught our navigator by sur-



prise. As we waited behind Team lS's F-150, 
Sherlock's can-do attitude seemed to be wan
ing. "After the first day, I was feeling pretty 
damn triumphant," the youth said. "But now 
it's over." (Little could he have known then 
what sort of cruel and ill-tempered beast he 
would soon meet.) 

DAY FOUR: When it comes to hunting a 
moving target, you might as well leave the GPS 
unit at home. At the Y.O. Ranch in the Texas 
Hill Country, competitors had to photograph 
their vehicle next to a free-roaming giraffe. 

But the real challenge came when we re
turned to the gate, which was guarded by an 

ostrich with a nasty grudge against tourists. 
Ranch workers had warned us that the bird 
was deadly, and showed us dents where the 
beast had kicked their truck's doors. 

Nevertheless, our dauntless driver left the 
safety of the ton-and-a-half Sportage in an ill
advised bid to open the gate. T he ostrich 
moved in for the kill as the young Bryan Sher
lock dodged left, then right like a running 
back, nimbly outwitting the fierce creature. 

Before we made it to the highway, Team 8 
kindly warned us that representatives of the 
Texas constabulary were on the lookout for a 
white Kia Sportage that had been traveling at a 

■ A quizzical giraffe must
wonder, if not worry, why
llm Johnson is clad like a
big game hunter. Train-rac
ing at Fort Stockton, Texas,
before the Kia turned turtle
in New Mexico, putting it
out of the rally.



■ Topsy-tu� Olds outside of Tucson left Ken and LaVeme Walters unhurt except for a
slight scratch. Careful mapping, accurate latitude/longitude coordinates, and a GPS unit
(Global Positioning System) with Delonne Tripmate software, kept rallyists both on their
toes and on course.
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high rate of speed earlier in the day. Fearing we 
might be mistaken for such a vehicle, Sherlock 
slowed down on the way to Fort Stockton. 

DAY FIVE: Rally organizer Bob Hazel re
ported that he had asked God to shorten West 
Texas. The answer came back: "Deal with it." 
We had seven nav points scattered throughout 
the desert, and we were making good progress. 
Our little bean-shaped SUV had been keeping 
up its end admirably, and even with my gener
ous proportions I didn't find the back seat un
comfortable. But 20 miles east of El Paso a 
series of noisy convulsions brought our party 
to a grinding halt. 

Grimshaw nursed the car into El Paso, 
where the guys at Sears told us we needed a 
new transmission. This being Sunday, the local 
Kia dealership was closed. (Deal with it.) It 
appeared we'd be stuck a while. 

Rather, it appeared they'd be stuck a while. As 
a hard-boiled journalist whose sole loyalty is to 
the story, I immediately abandoned my friends 
in El Paso and hitched a ride to Arizona in an 
overstuffed Audi piloted by Canadian Michael 
Ruge, with the inimitable Satch Carlson navi
gating. W ith Jimmy Buffet on rotation in 
Ruge's CD player, we pondered one insoluble 
theological problem ( the nature of divine reve
lation) and solved one mechanical problem (an 
overheating radiator) before arriving in Wilcox. 

DJ\Y SIX: There was no word from the Kia 
as we left the Sears store in Tucson, and a 
freak snowstorm was already turning the 
desert white. By the time we got to the TSD 
stage near Nogales, the snow was coming 
down fast and thick. Hazel decided to cancel 
the event for the day, which would have in
cluded treacherous mountain roads. 

Coming back down I-19 to Tucson, Ken and 



■ Baling wire keeps the awry front suspension of an
Audi together, while the well-equipped F-150 of winner
Kelly Secrest charges hard down a graded desert road.

La Verne Walters lost control of their Oldsmo
bile while being passed by a trucker and found 
themselves shiny side down in the median. 

"So does this mean we're out of the race?" 
Ken asked, as he popped out from under the 
car. The scratch on his forehead was the worst 
of the injuries. On the plus side, turning the 
car upside down had shaken loose a flashlight 
he had been looking for. 

DAY SEVEN: As we left Yuma, word had 
it that during the night Tom Grimshaw 
chalked up the 18th roll of his career on I-10 
near Lordsburg, New Mexico. Thankfully no
body was hurt, but so much for the Kia. With 
several cars out the race, it looked like the 
$16,000 winner-take-all prize was still up for 
grabs. Before a crucial TSD across the edge of 
California's Chocolate Mountain Gunnery 
Range, point leader Michael Ruge gave Team 
15 driver Kelly Secrest an early congratula
tions on winning second place. "Two minutes 
later," Kelly said, "he was on the side of the 
road with mechanical problems." 

As I waited for the cleanup crew, Ruge crept 
up in his Audi, the front end of which had 
been lashed together with baling wire. 

He pulled me aboard as ballast to help keep 
the front end up as we crawled to La Jolla just 
in time to congratulate Kelly Secrest on win
ning the rally along with her father Bill and 
Ray Leonard. 

A few days later I received the tripod I had 
left in the Kia, which had been decorated with 
a few drops of blood. I called Bryan Sherlock 
to find out if it was his. "I think it was Tom's," 
he said. They had been trying to catch up with 
the rally in Yuma, and they hit a patch of ice 
in the middle of the night which sent them 
into a quadruple roll. Even after spending the 
night on the cold floor of the Lordsburg Na
tional Guard Armory and flying home with
out a trophy, Bryan Sherlock's can-do attitude 
remained intact. 

"It was a wild experience," he said. "I'm 
ready to do it again." \t:·


