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C T I A I R 

The Great óProof of Conceptô Battle at Wail 
April 5, 2006 

  
 On the morning of April 5, on an over-
cast cool day, the combatants warily eyed 
each other, the established leader of the 
pack, and the upstart new comer, with the 
fancy hoses hanging down to the tyres.   Al-
most everyone had their doubts.   Several 
thought the new idea would be a waste of 
time, that the new one would be left in the 
sand, embarrassed, and forever, ashamed 
and hide behind the many sheds of the DSE 
workshops. 
 
The combatants were driven to a general 
meeting, the tension continued to rise.   Eve-
ryone stood around, you could feel the ten-
sion in the air.   Most thought that the new 
comer would die in the soft sand, including 
the driver of the new vehicle, Squizzy Taylor. 
 
The established leader of the pack stood 
proudly on Super Single tyres all around.   He 
knew he was good, and had proven his ability 
over the last few years.  His lighter brother, 
by 1.2 tones, stood quietly, just in case he 
might have to sprint to his leaderôs side. 
 
The New Comer had AIR CTI fitted all 
around, but still used the standard, road type, 
skinny tyres, albeit with duals on the rear.   
Could he possibly match the fat tyred leader?   
Could he actually beat him?   Only a few city-
ites  had any hopes for this upstart, new fan-
gled óimposterô. 

Writtten by a completely unbiased observer 
with no particular interest. 
Chet Cline 



The new upstart was the first to get bogged 
in the fine soft sand, to the delight of the 
leader.  The two combatants had driven off 
to test the high pressure tyres and see how 
they work.  The leader went first, then the 
new comer, along with a couple of witness-
es in standard 4 x 4ôs.  On the return leg 
across the same sand, the new comer 
bogged.   No matter how hard he tried, it 
wasnôt going any where, only deeper in the 
soft sand.    The diffs were sitting on the 
sand, as was the transfer case.   A simple 
twist of the control knobs, down from 90 psi 
plus to around 45 psi, and still no go.   It 
wasnôt looking good.   A full reduction to the 
minimum set pressures, and the new comer 
dug itself out, with obvious relief on Chetôs 
face.    This test is important to him, as it 
opens up a large new  market, and he hates 
losing.   With the lower pressures, we 
backed up, then drove straight across our 
previous bog site, stopped, reversed, 
stopped, and drove on in triumph. 
 
Back at the original meeting place, we wait-
ed for the leader to come 
though.   A few minutes 
later, up comes one of the 
witness vehicles, with the 
report, ñthe leader is 
bogged.ò   Chet, trying not 
to grin too widely, raced 
back to gloat.   Well, may-
be not to gloat, but cer-
tainly to take pictures for 
future black mail.  
 
The Leader was stuck.  
This was not good.   In fact, he didnôt 
even get as far as the New Comer 
before getting bogged.    But, to his 
credit, the new comer had churned 
up the sand a little more, making 
traverse just that little bit harder.    
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