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Just to be clear .... from the Oxford dictionary 
 

Virtual 
“being actually such, in almost every respect” 

  “existing in essence or effect, though not in actual fact” 
Or, if you like, “it simply ‘aint real folks”. 

 

                                                 Week 1 – June 9th through to June 17th 
 

By way of explanation ……                                             
 
The 2020 Mega Month of Money tour group was scheduled to leave June 11th. Racing is getting back into full swing in the 
USA, just when we would have arrived and you may be asking “why aren’t they going”?  Well we can’t get there. Australians 
are not presently permitted to fly internationally, unless it’s for essential travel. Whilst we would regard the Month of 
Money tour as critical, regretfully the folks in charge in Canberra do not.    
 
We had to make the postponement call a few months ago. It hurt, but everybody’s well-being was paramount. So, the Blog 
is being written as though we are there on the original itinerary, as initially planned and established last November. No 
COVID-19 and a safe environment, as we have known across the last 10 years.  
 
Hopefully these stories, from the depths of my imagination, light up your day, as each episode is released from the virtual 
Mega Month of Money tour for 2020.   We are twenty-three Aussie race fans, travelling for 68 days and 49 race nights at 
30 different tracks across the roads that built America.  
 
23 people who must now wait until next season to fulfil their dreams in person. 

 

Every week in this spot we will publish a past tour group photo from the last 10 years 

 

2011 - The first ever tour guinea pigs at Knoxville Raceway. 

http://globalspeedwaytours.com.au/
https://globalspeedwaytours.com.au/2017/12/31/2018-month-of-money-tour/
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Tuesday June 9th 2020 (two days before the group arrives) 
 

As I sit on the Delta jet in Sydney waiting for take-off, I steal a quick look around. As usual it’s full of folk heading to the US 
of A.  Businessmen, holiday makers, Americans returning home and flight staff treading wearily up and down the aisles 
helping people who, quite weirdly, have no idea how to find their seat on the massive aircraft.   
 
I’m settled into a lovely Delta Comfort seat. It’s absolutely worth the small additional expense for the extra legroom, the 
lovely leather seats, the get on early access and of course the complimentary cocktails.  
 
Perusing the menu for lunch I unexpectedly saw that the choice for lunch was chicken or pasta. Quite a pleasant surprise 
indeed. Usually it’s pasta or chicken. I chose the chook this time as it goes better with bourbon and coke.  After lunch I put 
my new super-duper noise cancelling Sony headphones on and settled down to watching the movies.    
 
I’m guessing it was somewhere past Hawaii when it happened.  Did I really wake up in a ball of sweat? Or was I still asleep 
and hallucinating?  Maybe it really did happen?  
 
"He lives in a dream that has nothing to do with reality." 
 
The flight attendant approached and said through her mask, “please use this hand sanitiser Sir and then the disinfectant to 
wipe down your tray table before I serve the midnight snack.”  
 
What the ......?  
 
I looked around. Those same people I saw when I got on in Sydney are now all wearing face masks. When I boarded, I had 
folks sitting either side of me in the same row. Now they were gone. Sitting three seats away. A metre and a half from me.  
Had I not washed? Forgotten the deodorant? 
 
People were staring at me with accusing looks because I was without mask. “What have, or what haven’t I done?” Or 
worse. “What have I got?”  
 
I contemplated all this for what seemed like two or three minutes before leaning back hard and burying myself into the 
seat hoping to disappear from all sight.  
 
Only to wake up when the man sitting next to me prodded my arm and said “Hey buddy. You OK? Are y’all gonna have 
another one of them bourbons with me?” 
 
It took some time before I answered, but I eventually said yes to my apparent new friend from Texas.  
 
Thank the Lord that was only a dream. Who would want to live in a world like that, I privately pondered?  
 
The bump of the big Boeing 777 hitting the runway at LAX woke me up yet again. 14 hours is a long time. But the good 
news was that there were no more nightmares. Everything was back to normal. Not the new normal.  Just normal.  
 
Clearing Immigration and Customs was easy. Jeremiah, the giant of a man mountain who checked me in to his country was 
particularly welcoming for 5.45am in the morning.  
 
“What brings you to the ‘You knighted States’ Sir?”  Having been through this before, I answered “here to watch NASCAR 
racing ... Sir.”  A quizzical look came straight back at me. “Well then tell me why you have a sprintcar on your shirt?” he 
responded with a smile.  
 
How about that? There are 328 entry points into the US and 19,648 Border Protection agents and I get the only one who 
is a sprintcar fan. Or at least, knows what one is.  
 
Arriving in Los Angeles so early in the morning has many benefits, not the least of which is the smog hasn’t had time to 
accumulate yet. The view from the plane as it floats in over South Catalina Island and onto the mainland is spectacular at 
dawn. The traffic is only just building up for the morning peak and the Interstates (freeways) are flowing quickly and easily 
as they snake through the city. And not one of them is a toll road .….. ☺ 
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Fast fact #1 
Which is bigger in population?   Sydney or Los Angeles?  
Sydney by quite a bit with 4.9 million and LA at 4.1 mill. The big differential however is that Sydney’s population represents 
19.6% of Australia’s total, while Los Angeles is a mere 1.2% of its national number. The USA is very large indeed. It has 71 
cities that are larger in population than Hobart.  
 

I walked out of the Tom Bradley International, where all incoming overseas flights arrive, heading for Delta’s Terminal 3. I 
was struck by the cool crisp air of the early morning and found it quite refreshing. It reminded me once again that I should 
get up earlier at home, but never do.  
 

The balance of the day was spent sitting on planes through to Detroit (4.5 hours) and then the short hop of an hour to 
Indianapolis. Eventually arriving there at 5.35pm. Including a three-hour time advancement.  
 

Perennial Global Speedway Tours’ tourist Russell Blackman was waiting for me at the airport ready to begin his 12th tour!! 
He has been in the US since June 1st having followed Indiana Midget Week around.  
 
By the way, Kyle Larson, now inadvertently free of his NASCAR commitments for the summer, blitzed Midget Week winning 
two of the rounds and placing in three others. Only missing out on the podium at Lawrenceburg.    
 

Russell was the original member of the Global Speedway Tours Hall of Fame. He was elevated to Legend status just last 
year. Waiting with him was Terry Barry, although he was nowhere to be seen when I walked out into the Arrivals Hall. Russ 
was there, but Terry was in the line at Starbucks waiting for a flat white.  
 

Our South Aussie friend had come in via Houston 
back on May 22nd and has already notched up more 
than a dozen races around the Midwest. Also a 
veteran of touring with us, Terry is on his fifth Month 
of Money trip and this year in fact is the co-host and 
driver on the First Half of the 68 day tour.  
 

One of the more worrying tasks for a tour host now 
faced me. Picking up the rental buses. In years gone 
by since 2011, big thumping V8 Chevrolets have 
been the order of the day. However, on one tour 
circa 2015 when I asked Stubb to pick up the 
vehicles, he came back with two Ford minibuses.  
 
I wasn’t at all happy, until I drove the brand new 

futuristically designed Ford. It was an immediate hit. Passenger comfort was significantly enhanced and driver accessories 
were designed for a mini-bus.    
 

So, it’s Fords from now on when we can get them. Today was a happy day because the two Henrys that sat patiently waiting 
in the last two bays on the Budget concrete for Terry and I, looked most inviting indeed. The extra good news was that one 
was traditional ‘car rental white’, but unusually the other was jet black. At least we’ll have good reason to tell them apart.  
 

The evening was spent catching up with all the news from the two travellers over a nice meal at the Steak ‘n Shake opposite 
the Candlewood Suites hotel in Woodland Avenue, just a couple of hundred metres from the Ganassi Indycar shop. I told 
them all about my dream over the Pacific.  I don’t think they believed a word of it ..... 
 

Tomorrow we start the quest of purchasing all the necessary supplies for the trip with the first of probably 30 Walmart 
visits across the course of the tour.  
 
Wednesday June 10th (one day before the group arrives) 
 
Usually a kookaburra in the trees wakes me up back home every morning. Quite a pleasant way to do so I might add. But 
not even a woodpecker was required today. The body clock did that at 5.00am and will continue to do so for several more 
mornings I would expect. Nothing bad in that. It allowed me to write the opening day’s Blog.    
 
The three of us set off from the hotel in the BF (that’s the Black Ford) enroute to Dave Argabright’s house up in Noblesville. 
Yes, the same suburb where the late Bryan Clauson also lived.  In 2019 after the MoM tour had concluded, Tim and I had 
dropped off a now forgotten quantity of fold up chairs and assorted other items, including an excellent esky.  ‘Cooler’, for 
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those Americans reading. We were on our way to Dave’s to rediscover what I had left there and reclaim it for another tour 
around the Midwest.  
 
It was terrific to see Dave and Lisa again and catch up over a coffee while gazing out over the lake their house was built 
next to. We even received some inside gossip on what Jimmy Wilson has been up to in the fictional ‘Best of Times’ series 
in Sprintcar & Midget magazine. He’s been around for 15 years, but still lives in 1975, racing in USAC sanctioned events at 
tracks which sound remarkably similar to many real ones in Indiana, Illinois and Ohio.  If you’ve never read the Best of 
Times’ stories, then get yourself in touch with Dave through this website and buy the books.   
 
We left Dave and Lisa waving goodbye until late August when we drop back with a bunch of new stuff to be stored. This 
time we pointed BF towards Lafayette Road where the nearest Walmart was. It turned out there had been nine fold-up 
chairs warehoused at Noblesville, so another eight are initially needed until we get to St Louis on Day 57.  Then we’ll need 
to get another six.  
 
Plus another esky for the WF, several double bed sheets to be torn up and taped down in the bleachers at various racetracks 
to reserve grandstand seats, Budweiser in bottles, Bud Light in cans, Miller Genuine Draft in anything, Jim Beam, Old Crow, 
Coke and Pepsi (real and no sugar), Mike’s Hard Lemonade (in each of the six flavours), chips, cashews, (cheap as chips 
over here), red cups and eight dozen bottles of water. Don’t think I’ve left anything out …..   
 
Ice need not be purchased over here. The hotel ice machines located on every floor provide an abundant supply each and 
every day.  Over 68 days I’m estimating we will save a total of around US$500 if we had to buy it each morning. That’s why 
the prices can be kept at $1 per beer and $2 for a bourbon or Mike’s. Everything else is complimentary, funded by the 
potential alcoholics amongst us!  
 
Strategically important giveaways in the form of hi quality stuffed koalas and kangaroos, bottle openers, stubby holders 
(coozies over here) and vegemite have been brought from home. We’ve usually got most of the imported vegemite still in 
the back of the bus at tour’s end. Can’t understand why?  
 
Tailgating, where the $1 beers etc are consumed, is a national past time over here. You will read plenty about our future 
race track exploits and hotel car park sessions in this VB. By the way that’s short for Virtual Blog, not Victoria Bitter, 
although I’m sure Stubb would prefer VBs in the esky. (He loves that kind a talk!)    
 
A little cruising around Indianapolis occupied the ultra humid late afternoon before retiring to the Tavern on South Street 

for dinner and to toast those tour members leaving various ports in Australia right at that very moment, bound for the 

USA.   

Located pretty much across the road from Lucas Oil Stadium, the Tavern closely recreates the atmosphere for us of the 

fondly remembered Bourbon Street Distillery.  As long as it stays there on South Street, we’ll keep taking tour members to 

it, at least once per tour from now on.    

Day 1 / Thursday June 11th  
 

Oh boy. It’s a good job the rest of ‘em are still on a plane 35,000 feet above the Pacific Ocean and can’t see Indianapolis 
this morning.  A good old-fashioned summer T-storm (thunderstorm) hit the streets just as I pulled the curtains apart this 
morning. It bucketed down and if a speedway was scheduled to race somewhere around Indy this morning, then it surely 
wouldn’t have opened the gates.  
  
It was still dark, but the view from the hotel window was illuminated by the incredible bolts of jagged and forked lightning 
as it continually tried to split the sky in half. The view from my window was across the city and it was spectacular. The hotel 
parking lot was lashed with torrents of rain, flooding instantly. The drains were unable to cope, but WF and BF stood there 
proudly defying the invitation to be washed out onto Woodland Avenue.  
 

Sunrise came at 6.16am and another peek out the window revealed a cloudless blue sky. Yep it had been a typical Indiana 
storm designed to give the city a wash before the workers get on the road. Most Hoosiers (that’s what you call a person 
living in Indiana) wouldn’t bat an eyelid at that storm. They would say “Well at least there wasn’t a tornado inside it.”      
 

From the ‘I forgot to tell you department’.  Last night we met a guy in the South Street Tavern who owns a house on 
Georgetown Road in Speedway, Indiana. If you don’t recognise that street name, then let me help you. Indianapolis 
Speedway has a postal address of the Cnr of 16th Street and Georgetown Road, Speedway, Indiana. Yes, there is a suburb 
of Indianapolis called Speedway, with its own zip code of 46224.  
 

https://daveargabright.com/
http://tavernonsouth.com/
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Just as an aside, Fast fact #2     
America is divided into thousands of counties, (3,143 to be precise) much the same as Australia has hundreds of councils 
The most well-known paved oval racetrack in the USA is Indianapolis Speedway in Indiana 
The most well-known oval dirt track in the USA is Knoxville Raceway in Iowa 
Would you believe that both are located in similarly named Marion County, albeit they are 431 miles apart?     
 

But back to old mate in the Tav.  We got to talking and of course he, like everyone else we meet along the way, “has always 
wanted to go to Australia”. Hear it once, hear it a thousand times. Not unnaturally he sought more info about just where 
we go when on tour in America. As I reeled off where we would be across the 68 days of this tour, he was gob smacked. 
He has never been to 90% of the places we are going to this time …. and have gone to in past tours.  That is not unusual 
because despite the fabulous Interstate freeway system in this country, not nearly enough many people get out on it and 
go wherever their whim takes them.   
 

His house is pretty well directly opposite Turn 4 of Indianapolis Speedway. He works 9-5 in a real job, but his “beer money” 
comes from making his front and back yards available to parked cars across the course of the Indy 500 and Brickyard 400 
weekends.  All quite legal and in fact encouraged by the local county and speedway officials.   
 

And that adds up to many hundreds of beers, I promise you.   
 

When he heard about our May / June Indy 500 tour as well, he was rapt. Let’s just say that after two koalas and one 
kangaroo for his grandkids had changed hands, we won’t need to pay for parking on the day of the 500 ever again.  It’s a 
good get, given that 440,000 people flock to the track by motor vehicle and there is no public transport.  
 

Hooray …. it’s officially day 1 of the tour. Yes, the moment has come to meet our group and that occurs this arvo in 
Columbus, 174 miles away in Ohio.  Our first encounter with the tens of thousands of trucks that ply the freeways is eagerly 
anticipated. It’s a real challenge to keep out of their way.   
 

Would you believe that amongst the 71 interstate freeways which criss-cross the continent, there are at least three that 
span the country from coast to coast? And there is a need for everyone of them. I-70 goes for 2,175 miles, passing straight 
through Indianapolis and it will become our most used highway on this entire tour.  
 

As we sailed along 70 with the satellite radio on, I dangerously started to dream again. How good would it be if you could 
just turn off the news casts here every day?  People would be surprised at just how amazing America really is without the 
doom and gloom of the national media. There are so many good things about this country that are torn down by various 
factions. But where we go you never see, or experience, their actions …. only hear about it on the news.   
 
We flashed past the very impressive Go-Kart track at Spiceland next to the Flying J truck stop. We’ll be back there later in 
the tour for the inaugural Global Speedway Tours’ Grand Prix.  Over the border into Ohio past the World’s Largest Fireworks 
store in Richmond. Requests will be taken for a stop there too if required. On towards Dayton where the late Earl Baltes 
used to promote Dayton Speedway, at the same time as looking after Eldora. It closed in 1982 and is now a landfill site, 
but before it did, many drivers made just the one-way trip into this track. One of whom was the late Jim Rigsby who met 
his demise in 1952 in the most spectacular way possible. Check out the link.  https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6DLzFf3Zvsk 
 
Before we knew it, Columbus had come into view and the signs to the John Glenn International Airport were clear and 
precise. Probably much clearer than when Commander Glenn became the first American to orbit the earth three times in 
1962. Our first arrivals were right on time at 2.56pm, followed by the next lot at precisely 5.12pm.  Terry operated a shuttle 
service to convey them each time to the Holiday Inn Express where they settled in before everyone adjourned to the Texas 
Roadhouse for a delightful dinner.   
 
All except Dennis and Patricia that is. They missed their connecting flight in Dallas after they were denied exiting the plane 
(or was it the scene of the crime) from Sydney until the FBI had finished interrogating them. It appears from eye witness 
reports on board that there were various unruly incidents throughout the 15-hour flight in the Business Class cabin, of all 
places. You’d expect that sort of behaviour from the riff raff back in cattle class, but not from the high and mighty would 
be aristocrats in Row 3.  
 
It must have been sorted out because the two Croweaters were eventually permitted to fly on to their final destination, 
but only after their carry-on luggage had been searched. I’m led to believe that various items with Qantas logos were 
confiscated, along with knitting needles and a pair of unused silk pyjamas.        
 

https://science.howstuffworks.com/engineering/civil/question656.htm
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6DLzFf3Zvsk
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=6DLzFf3Zvsk
https://www.ihg.com/holidayinnexpress/hotels/us/en/columbus/cmhnw/hoteldetail
https://www.texasroadhouse.com/locations/ohio/columbus-polaris
https://www.texasroadhouse.com/locations/ohio/columbus-polaris
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With memories of the inaugural 2011 tour, I made the midnight journey back to the airport to meet the incoming American 
Airlines flight from Dallas. I waited patiently at the Arrivals gate and eventually Bonnie & Clyde appeared, trudging wearily 
up the corridor of conviction dragging their suitcases.   
 
I needed to find out firsthand what had happened, so you guessed it. The esky was opened in the Hotel parking lot and 
even before the ring pull had been ripped off the first can, Terry, Russell, Deryk, Kevin, Bob, Pat, Robyn and Bruce had 
joined Patricia, Dennis and me to toast the fact that we were all safely together. The other twelve tour members will do 
the same thing as they join us along the way.  
 
An apologetic footnote is necessary at this point.  This Blog will carry photos, which has never been the case in previous 
years.  Unfortunately however, I left my camera back home in Sydney, so to make up I’ll need to fossick through the photo 
library of the previous 19 tours to illustrate certain aspects of what the Blog is trying to say. ☺       
 
Day 2 / Friday June 12th  
 
To quote Johnny Gibson “it’s now time to show you the greatest sight in all of motorsports”. And that of course is sprintcar 
racing at its finest.  It’s our reward for tonight up in northern Ohio at Attica Raceway Park, race #1 of the nine consecutive 
nights of Ohio Speedweek.  But first we needed to vacate Columbus to get the tour on the road.  
 
The weather was hot and sunny as we piled into BF and WF to tackle the 95 miles to Lima. (Just in case it matters later in 
the Blog, Terry is driving WF and I have BF.)  A detour along the way took us into a T-Mobile store for US SIM cards and 30-
day plans that, for some, will need to be renewed halfway through the tour.  
 
Now, as you are aware this is a virtual blog, so some things can be said which are not true. Here’s the first one.  
 

1. We were only in the T-Mobile shop for 17 mins and in that time, everyone was fixed up and totally understood 
the plan they bought and how to use it.   

 
State Parks in America are great holiday places for camping plus swimming & boating on the lake …. if there is one.  It just 
so happens that between Columbus and Lima on Route 117 is Indian Lake State Park and out in the middle of the lake is 
the Cranberry Resort Waterfront Bar & Grill suitably connected by a road fortunately. And so, contrary to what all tour 
members were expecting via their itinerary, which said they would be eating at Walmart in Lima, they were very pleasantly 
surprised indeed.  We finished up by circumnavigating the lake and seeing what looked to be every kid in Ohio staying 
there on school holidays.  
 
This interlude took up exactly enough time for us to arrive at the Howard Johnson Hotel in Lima right on check-in time of 
3.00pm.  We will be in this fabulous hotel for the next three nights. It’s a hub for drivers and teams on Ohio Speedweek, 
so we expect plenty of interaction with them at the bar. Breakfast bar that is.  
 

At 3.30pm we were assembled in the foyer and ready to go racing. It’s a choice as to which bus you get in, although today’s 
trip would see the group grow by one just for tonight.  The legendary Stubb was to make his first appearance as we drove 
to Attica via Van Buren, Stubb’s home town to pick him up. The next 45 or so miles to Attica were hilarious with our guest 
pointing out most things that people would just not see if it wasn’t for someone who has travelled that road for 40 years 
to watch sprintcars go round. 
 

Eventually we got there and Attica Raceway Park looked very 
different to a few of us who endured a massive thunderstorm 
that put paid to any racing last year for the Brad Doty Classic. But 
not tonight, the fairgrounds were full of fans who intended to 
also be full by the end of the night it seemed. The beer outlets 
were kept very busy indeed.  
 

We didn’t help in that regard because the eskies and chairs came 
out of hibernation on arrival and a very pleasant couple of hours 
were spent in the late afternoon sun “shooting the breeze” 
before the noise of engines firing for hot laps attracted most into 
the stands.  
  

Ohio Speedweek always draws a huge line up of cars and stars, not the least of which was the Silva #57 team with Kyle 
Larson at the wheel, fresh from his dominance of USAC’s Indiana Midget Week.  Given Larson’s phenomenal run with 

https://www.google.com.au/maps/place/Lakeside+Rv+Indian+Lake/@40.4988829,-83.9035337,13.29z/data=!4m22!1m16!4m15!1m6!1m2!1s0x883862113489cee3:0xa07d02c8c11064c1!2sJohn+Glenn+Columbus+International+Airport+(CMH),+International+Gateway,+Columbus,+OH,+USA!2m2!1d-82.8871767!2d39.9999399!1m6!1m2!1s0x883ef24907782aa3:0x70a190adffa629c2!2sLima,+OH,+USA!2m2!1d-84.1052256!2d40.742551!3e0!3m4!1s0x0:0xe875937e419f2aaa!8m2!3d40.5028929!4d-83.9187562
http://www.cranberryresort.net/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=EzErh_s62Wk
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=EzErh_s62Wk
http://atticaracewaypark.com/
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standing on the top step of the podium lately, I’d say he alone increased the attendance by 1,500 people. For the Promoter 
at Attica that’s about an additional $40,000 he didn’t expect to have in his pocket before Kyle uttered what he uttered. 
 

The promoters at the next eight tracks must be rubbing their hands with glee and praying for fine weather on their night.   
 

But Night 1 of Speedweek wasn’t to be a good one for the California kid.  A triple end for end flip down the back straight 
smashed his chances of a decent heat placing and although he came back after repairs, he wasn’t able to transfer from the 
B. What may be the biggest surprise of the entire Speedweek came when Zeb Wise in the McGhee Motorsports #11 swept 
the night with fast time, a heat win, the dash and the feature. When he turns 18, this kid is going to be really good!  
 

At race end our usual procedure is to allow the traffic to clear before attempting to leave the premises. Therefore allowing 
those who want to visit the pits to have tons of time to do so. It sometimes makes for a late night but then again it is very 
rare that we get to bed on the same day as we woke up anyway ….. 
 

Day 3 / Saturday June 13th  
    
Everyone who travels with GST gets a highly detailed personalised itinerary sent to them in their Travel Pack, a week or so 
before flying out. They appreciate that because it sets out exactly what we are doing by way of daily sightseeing and racing, 
plus gives an accurate perspective of the time we will spend on the road each day.  Even though this year’s tour didn’t 
actually proceed, that itinerary was still prepared and sent out as though it was, to give all participants at least a small 
sense of where they would have been at any given time. Hence this Virtual Blog to complement it. 
 

The itinerary does have one additional item built into it this year. One of the most difficult things for a tour organiser is to 
decide where and what to have for lunch each day. The evening meal is easy. On 49 occasions it’s at a racetrack!  (Later in 
the Blog we’ll take a light hearted look at American race track food.)  But lunch is always difficult because it’s so hard to 
satisfy every person every day. So, for 2020, I’ve taken the heat off me and transferred it to the passengers.  
 

Except for a few days where lunch is preordained, the itinerary shows whose responsibility it is to choose the lunch spot. 
Not just where it is, but what it is. Today is already pre-set, but Robyn should now be thinking about where we eat 
tomorrow. 
 

You can always tell when there is someone on tour who hasn’t been to Eldora Speedway before. Early morning jitters often 
set in. They spill the cornflakes at breakfast, or put a teabag instead of milk in the nice fresh cup of coffee they have just 
poured. They are thinking about tonight and breakfast is just an impediment for them.  
 

Eldora simply has something that no other track in the USA has got. Cynics would say that is dust …. and lots of it. True it 
does, but when you have 24 winged sprintcars each doing an average speed of 141 mph (226 kph) lap after lap for 40 laps, 
then no track surface can stay moist under that pounding. By comparison the NASCAR Trucks when they have their dirt 
derby at Eldora average 90 mph and are slow and cumbersome in comparison.  
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That something about Eldora is called “unpredictable magic”.  The excitement is still the same, whether you’ve already 
been there 50 times, or it’s your first visit. As Dave Argabright says in his biography of Earl Baltes who built the half mile: 
"It is pure American power at its ultimate. To me, going to Eldora has always been a near religious experience." 
 
Night 2 of Speedweek takes off in 10 hours’ time and who knows what will happen. Who cares perhaps? As long as it 
doesn’t rain. But there’s none of that likely today.                 
 
After exploring Lima in the morning, we set off for Eldora, once again with Stubb as our guest for the ride.  
 
Lunch was at yet another lake today.  Ohio doesn’t have that many lakes, it’s just that the third and fifth largest in the State 
are close to Lima. Grand Lake this time, at 13,500 acres, stops us from otherwise going in a straight line to Eldora. Bella's 
Italian Grille has a good reputation for its food and our table was on the outdoor patio right on the lake front at St Marys. 
(We looked around for Ian and Kerry, but they were nowhere to be seen.) The spaghetti and meatballs were outstandingly 
good followed by the lasagne classico, while Kevvie destroyed the Italian tradition by choosing the pork chops smothered 
in Irish Whiskey cream sauce, topped with drunken onions.  

 
A stroll around the small town preceded our arrival at the 
speedway around 4.00pm. Unlike the Kings Royal, which is 
our next visit to Eldora in July, Stubb’s infamous caravan 
called The Palace was not in attendance today. But out of 
respect to the old girl, we parked the buses exactly where 
the Palace will be, come the Kings Royal. Put the chairs out 
and waited for all of Stubb’s friends to come a calling. 
Which they did in due course once the word had got out he 
was back in town. It was a great introduction for everyone 
to life at the track with Stubb.  
 
Poor old Zeb Wise came crashing back to earth tonight, 
failing to even qualify for the feature. Eldora is intimidating 
indeed, especially for rookies with a ton of confidence 
stored up.  Although he didn’t win, Greg Wilson finished a 

credible second at a track he relishes as the chequered flag was waved to Aaron Reutzel who is as fast here as anyone. 
Third was Brock Zearfoss from Jonestown, Pennsylvania who is quickly coming of age on the National trail.  
 

The hour-long ride back home to Lima was entertaining to 
say the least. Usually people take the opportunity to have a 
snooze during midnight runs. But Mr Storyteller held centre 
stage with tall tales and true of long days and nights at 
Eldora over four decades of attendance. The fact that one 
of his best friends has worked behind the bar on the front 
straight for just as long, provides him with significant 
ammunition.  Ask him about Washington Apples one day. 
 

And it continued in the Howard Johnson parking lot where 
we were joined by crew members from various teams as 
they filtered back in from Eldora. They aren’t yet as weary 
as they will be after nine successive nights of racing.  
 

Day 4 / Sunday June 14th  
 

Waynesfield tonight. A mere 15 miles away. Just the one store, 
one cop and one racetrack. No need to get away early. Plenty of 
time to undertake some personal duties in the morning such as 
sleeping, eating, washing, running, walking, swimming, etc. But 
for Robyn it was the big decision as to where she took the group 
for lunch. After chewing it over (pun intended) for hours she 
cleverly decided that because Neil Armstrong’s home town of 
Wapakoneta was only 16 miles down  I-75, we would first visit the 
Neil Armstrong Air & Space Museum to learn how the crew 
manoeuvred the Lunar Landing module down onto the surface of 

https://bellasitaliangrille.com/
https://bellasitaliangrille.com/
https://www.armstrongmuseum.org/
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the moon. Then, because she found out that apparently it was quite fortunate that it was directed to exactly the right spot 
on the moon, we would adjourn to the nearby Lucky Steer restaurant for lunch. Unbelievable …… I must admit the meat 
loaf was superb.     
 

Waynesfield was a track that no one except Russell had been to before, so the HOF Legend was put in charge of once again 
choosing the spot to park each night. Now those who know Russ well, also know that he won’t park anywhere in the 
summertime at a race track unless it is under a tree. Now take a good look at any photo of Waynesfield and you'll see that 
trees are few and far between.  Sadly, we had to park in the neighbouring fields. But fortunately, the non-winged sprintcars 
weren’t on the program, so it was safe to be there.  
     
Ohio Sprintweek brings lots of locals out to play. Not to race, but to simply have a good time. And if the speedway ’s on 
then fine, that’s where they’ll go. They park the truck, pull down the tailgate, slide the BBQ or the smoker off the back, fire 
it up, open the cooler and remove a beer. All of that is done in under 52 seconds, they are that good at it. Then they realise 
that they’ve parked next a bunch of Aussies, who also did all of the above, except for the BBQ.  
 

We are welcomed with open arms and offered beer and hamburgers. In that order. It’s offensive to refuse, so you simply 
accept the offers. It never ceases to amaze that they had no idea they would be pulling up next to eleven Australians. Yet 
they always have more than enough hamburger buns, meat and condiments to feed us and themselves. We can’t 
reciprocate with food, nor do they expect it.  But a kangaroo and/or koala for the provider is always gleefully accepted.    
 

Not knowing what to expect, other than it too might be a wee bit dusty, we were very pleasantly surprised at this 
“boondocks facility” as it has been described by some cruel people.  
 

It provided quality racing and everything was much to K Larson’s liking. He pretty well ran away and hid, he was that far in 
front of second. Quite stirringly for the Aussie contingent in town, second was the bearded bush ranger James McFadden. 
I don’t think I’ve ever seen a better likeness to Ned Kelly. 
 

Even though it was only a 15-minute drive home, we still didn’t manage it before midnight.  Mainly because the thunder 
and lightning that threatened from a distance during the feature, eventually produced the storm we all expected.  Let’s 
hope it isn’t hanging around for tomorrow.         
 

Day 5 / Monday June 15th  
 

It’s time to pack up and leave Lima after three nights in a top hotel. The Howard Johnson is unique in that the interior is 
an atrium in which all the balconies from the rooms face the inside, looking down over the lobby, the pool, breakfast area 
and shops.  
 
Our objective today is Wooster, Ohio. Sprintcar fans around the globe should recognise that name as being the home town 
of the Haudenschild family. Sheldon is away on the Outlaw trail, but Dad Jac is running Sprintweek and was his usual 
spectacular self at Eldora, putting the right rear an inch or so from the fence and staying up there. He’s still fast that’s for 
sure, but the younger brigade is sadly passing him by too quickly. 
 
The best route to Wooster from Lima is to use US 30. I mentioned earlier back on Day 1 about the Interstates that have 
their tentacles reaching far and wide across the country. Well before they were built in the 60’s and 70’s, Americans had 
to use a jumbled network of two-lane roads to get anywhere. There was no pattern to them and certainly no foresight in 

the pre-planning of how they 
would all eventually dovetail 
together. You would know of 
Route 66, perhaps the best 
known of these “highways”.  
 
But US 30 should really be 
more celebrated. It was the 
road to take to get from the 
east to the west and back 
again. It’s still there, better 
known now as the Lincoln 
Highway and like 66, is dotted 
with historic gas stations, 
motels, bars, diners and 
museums. 

http://www.luckysteer.com/
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104 miles from Lima is Mansfield, home to the currently closed Mansfield Motor Speedway. Formerly a paved ½ mile track 
where NASCAR used to run the Trucks and ARCA cars, it had the bitumen ripped up and replaced with clay in 2017. 
Sprintcars and Late Models flocked to the joint and it was very popular with fans …… and her upstairs. Yes, the number of 
scheduled races that were rained out caused the complex to close at the end of 2019 and regretfully it now lies dormant.  

 

What has been re-opened in Mansfield though is the Ohio State Reformatory.  
Construction finished in 1896 and since then it has been both a reformatory for 
naughty boys and then a penitentiary for criminals, not unlike Alcatraz. It closed 
in 1990 because of “inhumane conditions” and remained untouched until the 
local Preservation Society decided to work towards stabilising the deterioration 
of the entire complex. They achieved most of that aim just recently and it is now 
open as a Museum for tours.  
 

All I can say is if you are ever within 200 miles of Mansfield, then detour and 
visit the Ohio State Reformatory.  
 

Both the speedway and the Reformatory received a tour from our group.  The 
former by jumping the fence and the latter by paying a small admittance fee.  
 
Bob Whittle had the yellow jacket on today for lunch and it was his decision to 
select Rocky's Pub in downtown Mansfield. Always a fan of Rocky Balboa, Bob 
was never sure if he was a criminal or not, so after visiting the Reformatory, it 

was a no brainer to head out to Rocky’s and find out.  
 

It was then a short 34 miles to Wooster and the Quality Inn where we would put our heads down tonight. The early morning 
showers had cleared to another clear and perfect day for racing.  Most unlike the 2019 edition of Speedweek which had 
seven of the nine race meetings washed out, or cancelled because of the threat of rain.  
 

Wayne County Speedway was only seven miles out of town and if you want to know how the track is laid out then you 
probably won’t get a better perspective than from the video on this page.  Besides being the parking boss for us, Russell 
is also the “chief putter downerer of the taped bedsheets on bleacher planks” man.  An important job indeed which entails 
getting into the track early to secure prime grandstand seats for everybody.  The reward upon returning to camp is his first 
bourbon & coke for the day.  
 

From the truth vault:  There was an episode maybe four or so years ago at Kokomo when I went with Russell to assist him 
with this task for the first time we did it. Upon arriving at a spot in the stands which looked about right, we discovered we 
had left the all-important pocket knife, to cut up the bed sheet, back at the bus. Never mind we’ll ask around. Someone 
already sitting up here will have one. First guy. “Sorry bud, don’t have one”. Second person. “Geez I left mine in the car” he 
said remorsefully. Third guy helpfully said “No I don’t, but I do have this, will that help,” reaching into his jacket and pulling 
out a Smith & Wesson hand gun.  The big grin on his face in no way resembled the look on ours let me tell you. Fair to say 
we moved to the other end of the grandstand.        
 

Jac was the sentimental favourite for tonight with all the locals and they went bananas when he grabbed the final qualifying 
position in the B to put him off the last row in the feature. They knew he probably wouldn’t get the win, but he’d sure go 
down swinging …. which he did, but it was on lap 6 inside an upside down sprintcar on the front straight right in front of 
his adoring fans. I’m sure that even Jac has lost count of how many times he has done that in his career.  
 

Another new Speedweek winner emerged tonight when Dominic Scelzi, son of Californian drag racing champ Gary, 
gathered just his second All Stars Feature victory. The series points spread is getting wider and wider the further we get 
into this!         
 

Day 6 / Tuesday June 16th  
 

We’re still in a part of Ohio where the distance between Speedweek tracks isn’t that great. The travel can mostly be 
achieved within two hours, hence sightseeing becomes an important component of the day. So, what is there to do 
between Wooster and Youngstown, where tonight’s Hampton Inn is located?   
 

The American Pro Football Hall of Fame is in nearby Canton, so it was a possibility to visit and take up a few hours. But no 
one was real interested in that, so it just became a drive by look. But a good one I must confess. We ended up spending 
some time walking around the exterior of the very large, almost village like Centre and the Tom Benson Hall of Fame 
Stadium.  

https://www.mrps.org/
http://www.rockyspub.com/#about
http://www.waynecountyspeedway.com/
https://www.racewaynecounty.com/
https://www.profootballhof.com/
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As the name suggests, the NFL Hall of Fame is inside this building.  Researching the website shows that there are 326 
bronze busts and statues of the Hall of Famers in one super large gallery alone. To be increased to 346 in September when 
the 2020 inductees are brought in. We thought that it was a touch dangerous to go inside there as our own Hall of Fame 
member, a by now well-tanned Russell Blackman was with us. Coincidently he was wearing a very plain and simple coffee 
coloured Eldora Speedway t-shirt with tan cargo shorts. We were concerned the security guys may confiscate him for this 
coming September intake.    
 

It was Deryk’s turn to decide where lunch would be. We had plenty of time once again so he could choose somewhere 
which requires a knife and fork. At the Hall of Fame he had seen a sign for Tim's Tavern - Famous for Fish.  Tim was Tim 
Triner, a native of Canton who played baseball for the Milwaukee Brewers. On retirement he opened a fish shop next to, 
would you believe, yet another lake. In 1957 a piece of fish was 10 cents, washed down by a 10 cent draft beer. It sounded 
too good to miss, so Tim’s Tavern it was for some scrumptious fish in special beer batter. Two pieces, fries and coleslaw 
are now $11.99.    
 

Moving on further north, we arrived in Youngstown around 3.30pm just in time to check-in to the Hampton Inn. These 
hotels are part of the Hilton chain and are particularly nice. Always get good reviews on the GST feedback questionnaire 
at tour’s end.    
 

By 4.30pm we were on our way once again to the races. This time 20 miles away to the track that the Blaney family own 
in Hartford. It was Round 5 and from back home that keen punter Adam Hawkes, who will be joining us for the second half 
of the tour, was phoning through offering to take bets that a fifth different driver would win tonight. Deryk looked tempted, 
only because (he says) of where we ate today. Now what could that have to do with it? 
 

Dave Blaney has improved Sharon Speedway no end since he bought it in 2002 as this video will demonstrate. We still 
had Russ with us so he made sure we parked on some of that beautifully manicured lawn. No trees, but that didn’t matter 
as there was a heavy cloud cover this afternoon and no doubt jackets would be needed for the first time this trip. No 
reserving of seats required today as thanks to Bob and Pat we are up in the patio seating area as seen in that video above.  
 

Last night at Wayne County, while walking the pits after the races, the Geelong duo had introduced themselves to Dale 
Blaney, brother of Dave and a super sprintcar driver to boot.  In fact, big Dale (he is 6’4” and a former college basketballer) 
is the only driver to date to have placed in the top five at each of the first four nights. He is currently second in the 
Speedweek points, such is his consistency. He was keen to hear all about the tour so far and at the end of Bob’s story he 
that said he has access to a bunch of spare seats up on the second floor of the VIP area tomorrow night at Sharon. “How 
many do you need” asked Dale. “Eleven” said Bob matter of factly. As though that was a normal number to ask for.  And 
here we are. In the open-air Whittle Suite. Memories of Avalon hey Bob?   
 

Once again nothing disappointed on this night. The atmosphere was electric, the friendship was warm, the beer was cold 
and the racing red hot. I must congratulate Deryk though. How did he know the Steel City Outlaw Tim Shaffer would win 
tonight?   And you should have seen the smug look on his face as he asked me “what day is it exactly that you said Adam 
was arriving?”  
 

At the completion of racing Dale wandered up to see us having once again finished in the top five. It was fifth, but in this 
company it’s a super effort that.  With him was brother Dave, both of whom were introduced all round by a beaming Bob 
Whittle.  He couldn’t believe it and neither could anyone else to be honest. Just another example of “you never know what 
is going to happen on a Global Speedway Tours holiday.”               
 

Day 7 / Wednesday June 17th  
 

A reasonably decent length run today of 117 miles, from Youngstown to Cambridge, down near Columbus where we 
started a week ago. It’s been fun so far with fantastic weather and today is no different. If the Ford had a sun roof, it would 
have been open all day to boost those vitamin D levels and to take pictures of planes flying overhead. Sitting up the front 
all the time, as I do when driving, I get a very clear view of the sky ahead. Rarely, if ever, is there not a plane in view 
somewhere. Like the trucks on the interstates here, where do they all go and why are there so many?  

https://www.timstavern.com/AboutUs
https://www.hilton.com/en/hotels/yngnohx-hampton-youngstown-north/?SEO_id=GMB-HP-YNGNOHX
http://www.sharonspeedway.com/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=x4Vrekj2akA&feature=emb_logo
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Fast fact #3 
These are hard to believe. 
Every day, an average of 2,789,971 passengers fly in an aircraft somewhere in the USA 
Every day 302,825 passengers alone transit through Atlanta’s Hartsfield Airport     
At peak times there are 5,000 planes in the US skies    
In 2019 there were 7,628 commercial aeroplanes flying on any given day in America 
Qantas has 130 and Virgin Australia 94 …….   
 

Anyway, our first sightseeing stop today was in New Springfield at Snyder Specialty Cars. Not a world-renowned place to 
visit, but highly interesting none the less. It took up enough time to mean that after we were back in the bus soaking up 
the Vitamin D again for an hour or so, it was time to stop for lunch. It was the promoter’s choice today because I had 
figured that as we would be in Amish country, we should be sampling Amish food. 
 

Der Dutchman Amish Restaurant in Walnut Creek had been pre-selected and the roast turkey lunch, including the Terry 
Barry organised Dutch Apple crumble and ice-cream, pie eating contest was delightful. We staggered out bloated from the 
experience. Onwards we continued, avoiding the constant stream of unhurried Amish transport on the two-lane roads. 
The buggies pretty much have right of way over cars and trucks and progress can be slow.  Photography is frowned upon, 
with Mum & Dad often shielding the children from the camera lens.  Eventually Cambridge and the Holiday Inn Express & 
Suites appeared and after depositing luggage etc in the rooms, most walked the kilometre or so underneath I-70 to 
Walmart. I’m guessing they felt guilty after the lunch they had just consumed.          
 
R6 was at Muskingum County Speedway. (If you can pronounce it, or spell it, you win a prize.) Predominantly a Late Model 
track, tonight it opened the gates to 63 410 sprintcars, every one of which was intent on beating Kyle Larson. The fans who 
turned up just wanted to see Tony Stewart, Kasey Kahne and Dave Blaney. Four ex NASCAR drivers all on the one night at 
a little old dirt track in Zanesville.  To be honest, apart from Larson, the other three were unlikely to win. Make the feature? 
Absolutely they could, but a win was a long bow to draw.  
 

My first thoughts upon sitting down in the fold up chair at the back of the bus in the parking lot with a red cup full of 
bourbon and coke (no sugar) was to glance over at Deryk and think back to where we had just had lunch. I wondered if 
anyone of tonight’s 63 drivers were Amish?  Dutch maybe? Nah, no chance. But it was a pity that Apple Chevrolet the late 
Greg Hodnett’s long term sponsor in York, Pennsylvania wasn’t still involved with racing.  Their car would have been a 
certainty to win tonight, based on Deryk’s luncheon logic. 
 

Muskingum is a 3/8th mile clay track and is quite a neat facility, with a very large grandstand extending the entire length 
of the front straight. Tons of spectator room and for once we could spread out and relax without putting knees in the back 
of the person in front. Usually that person is someone who insists on bringing one of those stadium chairs with them, 
fitting it to the timber bench and then occupying twice as much space as anyone else.   
 

Aaron Reutzel became the only two time winner this week after a sensational 14 lap duel with Corey Eliason, in which 
neither gave an inch. Eliason on the bottom and Reutzel sticking to his favourite top. Eventually he pulled slightly ahead as 
they came into traffic and he went on to a thrilling win with a new 40 lap track record.   

Please now go to Week 2 of the 2020 Virtual Blog for 2020 Mega Month of Money 

Or return to the website Blog to find Thursday June 18th and read from there.   

The 2016 Month of Money and the Ultimate 4 tour groups at Lake Red Rock, Iowa 

https://www.snyderspecialtycars.com/
https://www.dhgroup.com/restaurants/der-dutchman-walnut-creek-oh
http://www.muskingumcountyspeedway.com/
http://globalspeedwaytours.com.au/2020/01/10/the-2020-mega-month-of-money-blog-part-1/

