Route-89 Rally
Norman Roper
It all felt quite surreal! We’d been talking about it and helping to plan it for two years and now the
time for the rally that we’d looked forward to for so long had finally arrived! Mary and I had flown to
Vancouver a few days before and had been staying with cousins – well, probably second cousins
perhaps? My grandmother’s sister immigrated to Canada in around 1910 and, surprisingly and
happily, our families are all still in touch. After a very relaxing few days to recover from jet-lag whilst
enjoying wonderful hospitality it was time to say farewell and catch the bus to the USA.
Everyone arrived from various locations at our hotel in
Seattle on 2nd September and after a day to relax we
set off in a mini-bus to the docks at Tacoma where the
cars were awaiting our collection. After being escorted
onto the docks and completing all the paperwork, we
were eventually given collection dockets and taken to
a large warehouse where the cars had been stored.
They were all there but the pallet containing our tools
and spares was not with them. The warehouse
manager sifted through his paperwork and insisted it
hadn’t been shipped! Luckily, our escort, who had to
accompany us all the time we were on the docks, had a
Seattle
word with the port manager and eventually the pallet
was found. Three of the cars had almost flat batteries; including mine but luckily, a push-start was all
we needed to get them going. So, off we went to return to our hotel in Seattle where we could
clean, pack and prepare the cars for the rally. As we were cruising along the busy freeway just north
of Tacoma, the XK-120’s engine began to falter and misfire. This got worse and worse and we just
managed to pull off the freeway into a rest area where the engine died! The battery (well, 2 x 6v
batteries actually) was completely flat. The dynamo output was ok but the batteries were not
charging. Happily, the roadside assistance that we’d arranged worked OK and the tow truck arrived
in due course. While we waited in the rest area for the tow truck to arrive, we had our first
experience of how wonderfully hospitable and friendly people are in North America; something we
would encounter many times on our trip. The tow truck arrived and took us to a repair shop called
the European Auto Clinic, where Paul and his Romanian mechanic looked after us admirably. Our
journey back to Seattle was completed in a taxi where we arrived just in time for the rally’s
‘welcome dinner’. I decided the batteries were probably dead and they are not the type that can be
bought ‘off the shelf’ at a motor factor, so I needed to source another pair. Before we set off from
England, I’d made contact with SNG Barratt’s USA office and had taken their parts catalogue with
me. They were able to send me a new pair of dry-charged batteries by UPS which were delivered
within 24-hours. In the meantime Paul had acquired some electrolyte and his mechanic had done

some other necessary adjustments and repairs to the distributor. Thanks to them, we were ready to
set off on our rally!
All was happiness! The car was running well and our first destination was Vancouver, BC. As we
waited for 40-minutes in the queue at the USA-Canada border it started raining so the hood was
quickly erected and by the time we entered Vancouver a full-blown thunder storm was developing.
Vancouver was the first stop of the 4,300-mile rally. The route was to take us east over the Canadian
Rockies to Lake Louise and then south into Montana where we
would pick up the Route-89 and visit Glacier National Park; on
through Wyoming and Yellowstone NP, Utah and Salt Lake City and
into Nevada. We would then turn west again, leaving the Route-89
and into the Mojave desert to Las Vegas and then on to the searing
heat of Death Valley in California. Within 24-hours we would see
snow on the Tioga Pass as we entered Yosemite NP. Then on to the
coast again to San Francisco and down the Highway-1 to Long Beach
where the cars would be shipped back.
We had a pleasant 2-night stay in Vancouver and some of our
Canadian relatives, who are also classic car enthusiasts, visited us at
our hotel to join us for breakfast and inspect the cars. The weather
had brightened up when we left Vancouver so we put the top down
and there it stayed for almost the rest of the rally; for nearly a
month we had sunshine. Our route took us to Little Shushwap Lake
where we overnighted. En route, Neil and Sheila had the misfortune
to have a breakdown and had to be towed in to
the hotel. The spring on the contact breakers had
broken and when Neil tried to fit his spare set they
were incorrect. Luckily however, another relative,
Jim, lives only a few miles from the hotel at Little
Shuswap Lake and he came to our rescue. He
allowed us to use his workshop where a few
modifications were made to the contact breakers
to make them fit and off we all went; over the
Kicking Horse Pass to beautiful Moraine Lake
where we spent two nights. The route then turned
south and our final night in Canada was spent at a
hotel near Cranbrook. Some of our party had
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perhaps fortunately as we were in an open car, we
hadn’t and it came as quite a surprise when we saw a
sign in the hotel advising guests not to go out into the
car park at night because a Cougar had been seen in
the grounds! The next day we crossed the border again
into the USA in Montana and joined Route-89. For the
present we’d left the spectacular mountains behind
and were now in Blackfeet Indian Nation territory; a
vast open range of cattle country with arrow-straight
roads stretching as far as the eye could see. The
weather was perfect and the destination that day was
Glacier National Park. Our route took us through a
town called Whitefish where some major roadworks
held us up for quite a long time. The weather was hot
and the engine temperature was rising but that wasn’t
a worry as the coolant had been replaced with Evan’s
Waterless Coolant, with a boiling point of 180-deg C,
before the rally in anticipation of the temperatures we
would encounter in Death Valley. As we’d cleared the
roadworks and getting towards the outskirts of the
Arrow-straight roads stretching as far as the eye
town, the engine started to falter, misfire, run on three
could see
cylinders and eventually stop. We left it to cool and
started it again, which it did, and ran a few hundred
yards only to stop again in a similar way. This went on a couple of times and each time the engine
ground to a halt we managed to coast into a convenient parking area; firstly at a church, then just
outside a funeral home. It was there we decided that the problem was with the fuel pump as it
wasn’t delivering a sufficient supply of petrol. Across the busy main road was a large garage called
‘Don-K’ and we were parked near the road junction opposite it. If we could just keep the engine
running long enough to get over the road junction we might get the car to a repair shop without
having to have it towed in. Luckily, there was no traffic on the side road we were on and when the
lights turned green the engine was started and we shot through the junction; just having sufficient
momentum to coast into the garage car park before the engine died again. It was a large multifranchise, modern garage and being sceptical as to whether they would want to work on a ’52
foreign car, I wasn’t particularly hopeful as I approached Justin, the young man sitting at a vacant
desk in the large reception office. Within minutes three men had pushed the car into the vast repair
shop and onto a ramp. Carl, the young mechanic allocated to our job, had never seen an SU fuel
pump before. We weren’t carrying spare pump but did have a rebuild kit comprising new points and
diaphragm. After establishing the pump was indeed faulty, he got busy stripping it down, cleaning an
embarrassing amount of debris out of it, soldering a broken terminal and rebuilding it using the new
components. There was one anxious moment when he was stripping it down and all the little brass
Rollers that centralise the diaphragm fell out on his bench. Even with me looking over his shoulder,
and bearing in mind that this was the first SU pump Carl had ever worked on, he wasn’t at all ‘fazed’.
The time was approaching 5 p.m. and all this time, while I was enjoying myself in the repair shop,
Mary was waiting patiently in ‘service reception’, being updated on progress by Justin. With the
pump tested and refitted, the time was approaching the end of the day for Carl and his wife had
arrived to accompany him home. However, being the thorough person he is, he wasn’t going to
finish until he was happy the job was done to his satisfaction. He replaced any flexible pipes he
thought were ‘suspect’, dismantled and cleaned an in-line filter in the pipework adjacent to the
carburettors, inspected the float chamber filters and finally he blew the entire fuel line through with
the compressed air line. The only thing that remained to be done was that the car needed to be road
tested. It would have been churlish not to allow Carl to do the job so off he went, with his pretty
wife in the passenger seat to give the car a good test. The smiles on their faces when they arrived

back at the garage indicated all was well! We
arrived at Lake McDonald Lodge at Glacier Park
a little later than planned but were confident
the car’s problem had been sorted. The
following morning our route took us on the
renowned ‘Going to the Sun’ road through
Glacier NP. We had a fairly early start and the
road certainly lived up to its name. It was
another clear, bright morning and the road was
spectacular; twisting, winding and clinging to
the side of the canyon with the rising sun
directly ahead, it certainly made for a
memorable drive! That night was spent at Great
Falls and the following day we left the ‘big sky’
The aptly named ‘Going to the Sun’ road
state of Montana and entered Wyoming where
our destination for the next three days was Yellowstone NP. While we had expected to have great
contrasts of climate and temperature on the tour, we hadn’t really appreciated the massive changes
in altitude we and our cars would be subjected to. Yellowstone is a vast, volatile, bubbling, volcanic
crater which seems to be waiting for the first opportunity to explode! Because this crater is at the
top of a mountain, you don’t get an impression of how high
it is but you are actually at an altitude of about 8,500-feet.
According to a pilot friend of mine, the car’s engines would
only be developing about half their stated power at that
altitude but it was the effect on us that was most
unexpected; as though your shoes were made of lead even
when walking quite short distances. The Old Faithful Inn,
adjacent to the geyser, was an amazing place; an enormous
structure built in the 1910’s entirely of logs. At 2:15 a.m. I’d
been woken by an earth tremor. Mary had slept through it;
for me the earth certainly moved but apparently not for her!
The next morning we joined a guided tour of the Old Faithful
Inn and at the very moment that our guide was telling us
how the building had been modified to cope with seismic
activity, an earth tremor struck again. This time the ‘quake’
Yellowstone wildlife

recorded about 3.6 and it shook the
building furiously. With all its tremors,
belching geysers and bubbling mud,
Yellowstone was certainly a fascinating
place. It was a beautiful morning when
we departed and as we descended
from its high plateau, the Teton
Mountains came into view and what a
magnificent vista that was; set against a
clear blue sky with a line of wispy cloud
half way up and a crystal lake in the
foreground it all looked almost unreal.
The night was spent at Thayne at the
Teton Mountains

Cabin Creek Inn where we all had our
own comfy log cabins, each with

rocking chairs on the verandah. The rally had been organised
by the Club’s Rally Organising Group where a group of us take
on take on each element. Sheila, who booked all the hotels
did so entirely through desk research; trawling the internet for
probably hundreds of hours to find suitable places and
probably as much time again in bargaining with them to get
best value – and what a fabulous job she did; every hotel was
fantastic and The Hotel Grand America in Salt Lake City which
was our billet for the following two nights certainly bore
testament to this! Our stay in SLC was most enjoyable. David
and Sue have a friend who lives in SLC who volunteered to
give us a guided tour. As a member of ‘the Temple’, Floyd was
very knowledgeable on the subject of the affairs of the Church
of Latter Day Saints. We visited the enormous Genealogy
Centre, heard an organ recital and had lunch at the historic
Lion House, the old home of Brigham Young who founded the
city. He gave us a very interesting and informative day. In the
Mormon Temple SLC
evening we were entertained by members of the local Jaguar
Enthusiast’s Club. When the rally was in the planning stage I thought it might be a good idea to
compile a list of repair shops along our route; ones that would be competent in working on our old
cars in the unfortunate circumstances that one of us should break down. I thought the best way of
achieving this was to contact some local classic car clubs and ask them for their recommendations.
So, that is how we made contact with Gary from the Wasatch Mountains Jaguar Register. Our
rendezvous was the Bayou café, just around the corner from our hotel and what a superb evening
we had! About sixteen of their members turned out to meet us and the success of the evening was
no doubt assisted by good company, good food and the amazing selection of beer on offer! It was at
Salt Lake City that we all
said goodbye to Alberto
and Julie, who had joined
us for the first part of the
rally but, who were now
setting off home to
Albuquerque.
We’d heard that Bryce
Canyon was special but
nothing could have
prepared us for how
spectacular it actually is.
Every view point gave a
completely different vista
of the fantastic landscape
of hoodoos; pinnacles
that have been formed
into fantastic shapes by
erosion on the soft, red
stone for as far as the eye can see. We spent two nights in Bryce Canyon and the next day we left
Utah and passed into Nevada where we would leave Route-89 and turn towards Las Vegas. The drive
to Las Vegas was about 250-miles and we were a little apprehensive as to the temperature we would
find when we descended into the Mojave Desert. Bryce Canyon is at an elevation of 8,300-ft and the
weather there had been hot so with this in mind we decided on an early start. We set off in the dark
at around 5:30 a.m. and were absolutely frozen; a sensation we would be longing for a few hours
later! The sun came up as we descended the steep mountain roads and even though it was still early

morning when we got into the desert, the
temperature was getting up. It was 10:00 a.m.
by our watches when we stood at the check-in
desk at the Bellagio and then we realised that
we’d gone through a time zone again without
noticing, actually making it 11:00 a.m. There
are hardly enough superlatives to describe the
sights in Las Vegas, the spectacle of it all from
our hotel rooms overlooking the famous
Bellagio fountains and The Strip was amazing.
On the evening we arrived we went to see ‘The
Jersey Boys’ at the Paris and the following day
a visit to the Hoover Dam including a boat ride
on the Colorado River and a tour inside the dam
itself to view the massive turbine halls.
As Death Valley was our next destination, we felt
it prudent to have another early start. We had to
put our sweaters and warm jackets on as we
ascended the mountains when we left Las Vegas.
Then came the long descent into the desert.
When the sun came up over the mountains
behind us it revealed a beautiful clear morning
with the low morning light giving the desert hills a
rose-tinted glow and the long shadows
accentuating all the undulations in the terrain; a
beautiful sight that could only be seen at that time of day. There was
still a chill in the air when we reached the edge of the National Park and
it wasn’t until we stopped for photos at the Death Valley NP entrance
sign that we took our warm jackets off. We arrived at Furnace Creek
Ranch, our destination that day, at 8:45 a.m. and by then the sun was
hot. We had time to kill as check in wasn’t until 3:00 p.m. so we had
some breakfast and then walked a few hundred yards to the Death
Valley visitors centre. I think more appealing than the very interesting
displays and information was the very welcome air conditioning in the
building. As we wandered around or sat there appreciating the
coolness, we greeted our fellow travellers as they arrived to do exactly
the same thing. At midday, as we walked back to the ranch in the vain
hope that we would be allowed to check-in, the sun was delivering a burning, dry heat and when we
checked the large dial on the thermometer which is proudly displayed at the hotel it was registering
around 102-deg F.
Our third and final early start was the following
morning when we left Death Valley and, as it turns
out, this was a wise decision. It was another
spectacular morning as we drove on the straight
road along the vast valley floor. Then we came to a
large sign advising drivers to ‘turn air conditioning
off for the next 20-miles to prevent engines
overheating’. The incline was a 20-mile continuous
hill rising from the valley floor which is almost 300ft below sea level to 6,000 feet. As we climbed, the
needle on the temperature gauge began to rise.

There seemed to be no end to this hill; it was relentless.
The higher we climbed, the higher the needle rose on the
gauge until it went well past 100 and started to encroach
on the oil pressure chapter above it! The higher we went,
the more frequently we passed patches of damaged road
surface; likely witness marks left by burned out vehicles
that didn’t make it I thought; perhaps their drivers hadn’t
heeded the warning to turn their air-con off? I thought I’d
better keep these thoughts to myself but the overriding
thought that was in my mind as we climbed that hill was
thank goodness I had that Evans Waterless Coolant in the engine as otherwise I doubt we would
have made it out of Death Valley without boiling. I’ve later learned that this hill is frequently used by
motor manufacturers for testing whether modern prototype cars are fit for purpose prior to putting
them into production.
With that hurdle over, we stopped at a roadside
saloon near Stovepipe Wells for a lovely and most
welcome breakfast before turning towards the
White Mountains to Bishop where we would
spend the night before continuing to Yosemite.
Just north of Bishop is the Laws Railway Museum
which is really much more than its name suggests.
With all old buildings reconstructed into a village
it’s a fascinating museum of life as it used to be.
Congratulations to the volunteers that run such a
really nice and interesting place which we really
enjoyed.
Breakfast stop

Bishop lies to the east end of the Sierra Nevada
and the road to Yosemite from there is via the
Tioga Pass. Just over 24-hours earlier we were
almost 300-ft below sea level in temperatures
that would enable you to fry an egg on the
bonnet of the car and now we were at almost
10,000-ft with snow at the side of the road! We’d
been told by the Rangers in Death Valley that the
Tioga Pass had been closed a couple of days
previously because of ice but fortunately it was
open for us. The drive into Yosemite was yet
The Tioga Pass

Yosemite

another spectacular journey and we reached the
lovely, old Wawona Hotel in the late afternoon.
The next day was spent leisurely exploring
Yosemite’ spectacular sights. The cars were all
covered in frost when we packed our suitcases in
them the following day and before we could set
off we had to scrape ice from both sides of the
windscreen. The destination for the next three
nights was San Francisco and as we descended
the mountains from Yosemite the sun became
warm and then hot. En route was the Blackhawk
collection; a fantastic collection of very rare

classic/vintage cars. Naturally, this delayed us somewhat so
by the time we reached San Francisco on the Friday evening;
we were just in time for rush-hour! Fortunately most of the
traffic was going in the opposite direction but it was still
somewhat manic. We entered the city over the Bay Bridge
and our faithful TomTom took us almost to the hotel when
the high buildings in the Financial District obscured the
satellite signal and the rest of the route had to be taken
from the instructions in the road book; which happily
worked perfectly and we arrived without mishap. The Omni,

another lovely hotel, was well located for exploring San Francisco and the next day we took the ‘hop
on/off’ bus around the city and alighted at Golden Gate Park where we visited the Conservatory of
Flowers and had a leisurely cuppa in the Japanese Tea Garden. On Sunday we took the car over
Golden Gate Bridge to the little town of Sausalito where we relaxed and browsed around its
boutique shops and galleries.
The morning we left San Francisco was foggy and
damp and we were rather disappointed when we
joined the Pacific Highway-1 that we couldn’t see
the view. As the morning passed, the weather
got brighter and then the sun came out to reveal
magnificent vistas of the Pacific coast. We pulled
into Monterey and parked near Fisherman’s
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Wharf where we had coffee on the pier and
bought some sandwiches for a picnic lunch
which we ate at a viewpoint on 17-mile Drive; a
spectacular road around Pebble Beach. After
lunch we carried on around the Big Sur and on
to San Simeon. Our rooms were right on the
water’s edge with balconies overlooking the

beach and ocean giving wonderful views as the sun set over the horizon. Each room had a fireplace
with a fire set for lighting and on the edge of the bluff were a number of outdoor fire pits where
guests could sit in the evening overlooking the sea with a glass of wine perhaps?
Hearst Castle, the fabulous place built in the
1920’s by the newspaper magnate, William
Randolph Hearst, was about 10-miles inland
from San Simeon so the following day we all
went on a tour around it. It was built as a place
to entertain and impress his rich and famous
friends; and no doubt it did. All the famous film
stars and influential people of the day were
entertained there and it was built in a fabulous
location; high on a hilltop overlooking the
ocean but all rather ‘tacky’ if compared to a
‘proper’ English stately home.
Hearst Castle

This was to be the last travelling day of our rally. Destination, Long Beach CA aboard the Queen Mary
where we would spend our final couple of days together before taking the cars to the docks and
departing for home. The old Queen Mary proved to be the best possible choice for us to stay for the
finale of our rally. We had a spacious first-class cabin which, like the rest of the ship, was fitted out
with all its original 1930’s fixtures and décor. With the cars delivered to the dock for their return
home, our final dinner together was held on board in an opulent private room in the Sir Winston’s
restaurant.
The following morning, 4th October, we all said our goodbyes and departed to the airport for flights
home to our various destinations. We’d had a fantastic rally and seen a part of the world that many
tourists wouldn’t get to. What a lucky thing it was that the USA ran out of money and had to close
the National Parks and Monuments just as we’d reached Long Beach. For that to have happened a
couple of weeks earlier would have been absolutely disastrous for us!

