
Day 7 – Monday July 20th … 

Refreshed and alert after a fairly quiet Sunday, we headed further east into 

Pennsylvania along I-80 which is a turnpike whilst in Ohio. Turnpike is a fancy 

name for a toll road by the way. 

Stopping periodically, we called into Millstream and then Fremont Speedway 

to have a look. For those who may not know, Fremont has huge poly Styrofoam blocks on the racetrack 

walls to cushion the blow when a car gets into the wall. An interesting, but bizarre concept. 

From Fremont it was on the road again headed for Butler in Pennsylvania to spend the next two nights 

at the Fairfield Inn and Suites. The Outlaws invade Lernerville Speedway tomorrow night for the 

annual Don Martin Memorial Twin Feature night and Butler is a mere 10 miles from the track. 

We settled in to the rear of the Hotel on the 

lawn where a picnic table was thoughtfully 

provided. It was a delightfully warm day, 

but not too hot and we sat out there for 

several hours increasing the amount of $1 

notes in the kitty for the beers and 

bourbons.  

Dinner time came and a short stroll to 

Rachael’s Roadhouse conjured up an 

appetite for dinner. But it was later at 

“Stubb’s Bar” (the drop-down tailgate of 

his Silverado near the picnic table) that the 

action hotted up. It was our South 

Australian member Trevor who particularly enjoyed himself in the balmy weather. Around midnight 

and under the glow of one solitary electric light, Trev decided he needed to once again make room for 

some more Jim Beam and coke. 

With some difficulty he found a convenient standing room 

only spot in front of the trees, beyond which was a 45 

degree drop straight down the hill. Lou was keeping a 

watchful eye on Trev when suddenly he cried out “Shit he’s 

gone”. Our Croweater mate had bent his head just ever so 

slightly to do up his fly, however unfortunately his brain 

did not signal this change in equilibrium to his feet and 

away he went. We have now nicknamed him “The King” because he sure as hell rolled more times 

than Steve Kinser did at Eldora on Saturday night. 

Lou, Stubb and I immediately began the climb 

down the hill in absolute pitch-black conditions. 

It was like a jungle down there. Our only means 

of illumination was from three iPhones. Darren 

was still with us and was keen to help, but we 

figured he should stay at the top and keep calling 

out to us so we knew where we were.  His was a 

noble thought, but to be honest the Nav Man 

was in no condition to be clambering down a 45° 

slope. We had no idea where Trev was and we 

did contemplate rolling Darren down the hill as 

well from the same spot, so we could watch where he finished up. But chose not to.   



After about five minutes we found Trev wedged upside down between a tree and bush which 

fortunately stopped him from going further down. We looked back up and could just see that weak 

electric light and we estimated that we were about 20 metres / 60 feet down the hill. They say God 

looks after the inebriated and that old saying certainly held true for Trevor. He was uninjured, but was 

totally incapable of standing up on a flat footpath, let alone the side of a hill. The three of us, whilst 

holding onto tree branches for support, 

managed to lift him and turn him over so we 

could drag him 20 metres up the hill inch by 

inch. 

Lou’s strength was invaluable as he grabbed 

Trev’s belt at the back of his shorts and 

immediately gave him the best wedgie I’ve 

ever seen. Trev uttered a small yelp, but then 

fell quiet again. Lou pulled, Stubb and I pushed 

and after at least 20 minutes we got him to the 

top. The drama didn’t finish there however.  

Trev still couldn’t get vertical so the only 

solution was to get the Hotel luggage trolley 

and we propped him up on that, along with a 

large aluminium rubbish bin just in case. As 

Lou entered the Hotel lobby pushing his baby 

in the pram, Trev decided right at that very 

moment to utilise the garbage bin much to the 

amazement of the night clerk behind the 

counter. 

He was deposited into his bed alongside Ross who 

was fast asleep in his. Good old Ross later related that 

he had heard the door open and secretly peeped 

above the sheets to see this big guy pushing a luggage 

trolley into his room with a body on it. Must have 

been a bigger shock to Rossco than having his 

toothpaste confiscated at the airport. 

Some minutes later Global Speedway Tours 

presented a large toy koala bear to the poor girl at 

the counter who had to witness what really and truly 

was the funniest thing I have seen for decades. The 

sequel is that the following morning, a search party 

went looking for three sets of glasses and Trev’s 

iPhone that were lost in the rescue mission.  

All were found …. 

 

For the rest of this 2015 Month of Money Tour Blog click here.  

https://globalspeedwaytours.com.au/2014/12/18/2015-month-of-money-blog/

