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It’s fifteen years since the flame-spitting, short-
wheelbase Group B Audi Sport quattro finished
its final World Championship rally.
Richard Meaden relives its last blast in the
mountains above Monte Carlo
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Above: Walter Rirhl was the master of the Monte in the '80s, but his brutishly powerful Audi (left] was still an almighty handful on snow and ice. Road version was built to satisfy Group B regulations
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Right: Sport quattro’s extraordinary profile was the result of
removing 12 inches from the wheelbase of the regular quattro
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Short wheelbase means Sport
quattro feels fantastically alive
and darty on tightly twisting
Alpine roads, while mid-range
muscle of the five~cylinder
turbo engine thumps it down
the straights. On the limit,
below right, it's wonderfully
poised. Rally car was as
spectacular as they come
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‘The quattro lifts its vent-peppered nose and punches forward with supercar force’

momentum, his hands circling the rally’s throat in
readiness for the stranglehold that he would surely
apply in the next few stages. Lady Luck had other ideas
though, and on Burzet, the longest stage of the rally,
Réhrl suffered a puncrure. Conditions were good for
once, and Réhrl was on unstudded dry tyres, but
inexplicably his spare was a studded snow tyre, an error
that cost six minutes and any realistic hope of victory.

Fortunately, tyres aren’t an issue in our assault of
Sisteron. With the sun beating down and crickets
chirruping in the meadows, the Sport quattro feels
sensational, lunging between bends on a rip-tide of
forced-induction thrust. Age hasn't diminished its
accelerative punch, and although there's plenty of
flufty, low-compression lag below 3000rpm, when the
outsize KKK spools into life, the quattro lifts its vent-
peppered nose and punches forward with supercar
force. It doesn't thrive on low gears or high revs, the real
sweet spot sitting berween 4500 and 6500rpm in third
and fourth gears. It's here you flex the soulful five-
cylinder's muscle most effectively, all 2431b ft of mid-
range torque hefting you out of the hairpins, the turbo’s
final fiery flourish providing the top end to make the
most of the straights. Whenever the stage uncoils
enough to really uncork the quartro’s performance, it
devours it effortlessly.

At just over 23 miles long, Sisteron is one of the
longest stages on the Monte. For the first ten miles or so
its a riot of clearly sighted second and third gear
corners. The tarmac is smooth, and wide, by Monte
standards at any rate, though still only two cars wide at
best. You climb gently, bur as the lush greenery subsides
the topography gets more ragged and worrying drops
start to fall away to your right. Gnarled armco barriers
are now the only thing between you and a seemingly
bottomless abyss of fresh air as you blast across frost-
cracked asphalt, eye-level with the peaks of 1300-metre
high mountains. From here the only way is down, the
road plunging into dense forest where without warning
it constricts savagely. Barely a car wide and far rwistier
than before, every corner is blind. It's here that
Geisdorfer became Rohrl's eyes, seeing him through the
maze of bends and hazards, Rohrl powering on in a
literal act of blind faith. At this point, less than two-
thirds through the stage, Gus and [ stop for photos. Out
of curiosity we check the time. We've been driving fast
for 20 minutes or so. Coping with snow and ice, Rihrl
and Geisdérfer would need only eight more minutes to
complete the entire stage. Mind-blowing stuff.

From Sisteron we point the Sport quattro towards St
Auban. It's another classic Monte stage, the most
memorable section carving its way through a

claustrophobic canyon. How anyone built a road
through here is beyond me. With a sheer face on one
side, a sheer drop on the other, pitch-black runnels and
overhanging rocks it's one of the most hair-raising roads
I've ever seen. There’s no way we can go quickly
through here; it’s just too narrow and dangerous,
especially as there’s traffic coming the other way. Some
sections are so scary I have to hoot for comfort before
timidly poking the quattro’s nose blindly round the
corner. For this reason alone it’s a memorable drive,
despite our lack of pace. Needless to say, our man
Rihrl, now driving only to prove what could have been,
powered the SI through here faster than anyone else,
no doubrt filling the canyon with the five-cylinder
engine's spine-tingling war-cry.

After the confines of St Auban, even the sinuous Col
de Turini feels spacious. Fast and furious, the road
climbs through thick mountain woodland before
popping out at the 1600-metre high summir, then jinks
diagonally between two restaurants before plunging
down the other side. A stone’s throw from the Tralian
border, it's a favourite stage for the most partisan
spectators, In 1986 roaring flanks of Lancia and
Peugeot supporters lined opposite sides of the stage at
the Turini’s summit, pelting each other with snowballs

and shovelling snow onto the path of the enemy. What @
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