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Welcome to the Virtual Blog of the  

2020 Mega Month of Money tour 

WEEK 4 
Thursday July 2nd to Wednesday July 8th 

 
 

Day 22 / Thursday July 2nd  
 

We’re now into our fourth week on the trail and we are leaving Pennsylvania after eight wonderful nights 
in the Keystone State. Although PA Speedweek continues, tonight’s racing was in Maryland, a small state 
that shares borders with Pennsylvania, Virginia and the miniscule state of Delaware. Hagerstown provides 
the speedway, which is yet again another massive half mile, perhaps most famous for what is described as the worst ever 
crash in Late Model racing in 1996. 
 

From Mifflintown we made our way southwest down PA75 and through the scenic Tuscarora State Forest to Hagerstown. 
It’s only 83 miles, but a couple of sightseeing stops on the way helped fill in the gaps. Coming through loud and clear via 
the app on my phone to the car radio speakers for those AFL fans on board (which is everyone except Russell) was the 
Thursday night Collingwood / Richmond clash back home at the MCG. It was an odd environment in that no one wanted 
either side to win. Just lose.  
 

It was still too early an arrival for check-in, but hey who cares when you’ve got a Premium Outlet Stores complex within 
five minutes’ walk of the hotel. “The more you shop, the more you save” is the motto of Outlet Stores across the country. 
The first additional suitcase was purchased this morning and I have no doubt that will start the rush from here on in.  The 
bags are getting heavier every morning when loading them on for the day’s ride.               
 

It was an experience to say the least at Hagerstown tonight. My first ever visit there and while I can’t say my last, I won’t 
rush to get there again. First up I should say that the gap in the fence on the back straight that brought Jack Bland to a 

2014 Florida tour (with a stopover in San Fran) 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wQ4_JIDXMUw
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=wQ4_JIDXMUw
https://www.premiumoutlets.com/outlet/hagerstown/stores
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sudden halt back in ’96 is still there. Just how can that be, especially after losing Greg Hodnett two years ago in an identical 
accident at BAPS Speedway?? The carparking was pleasant enough. Russell gave it the thumbs up, so that’s about a 9/10.   
 

But it was the seating in the grandstand that brought it all undone. Our 4.30pm taped down bed sheets which have done 
the job for years at all tracks were totally ignored by some ignorant fans arriving at 7.00pm expecting prime seats to still 
be available. They just sat anywhere they felt was a good view and said later to us how grateful they were to the track for 
putting down some seat coverings for them.  That was what started it.  
 
They wouldn’t move and nor would we. We simply stood in a line in front of them and blocked their view of the heat race 
which had Kyle Larson in it. Bearing in mind it was he who had attracted the mammoth crowd, so they were none too 
happy. Nor were others who, despite being on our side, didn’t see the race either. We didn’t relent and were prepared to 
maintain our position until one of two things happened. Either we departed, which wasn’t going to happen. Or they did, 
which was only going to occur when someone made them. And it appeared that would have to be us. Australia v the USA 
in Hagerstown welterweight boxing was on the verge of becoming a reality when the sheriff and two deputies turned up. 
 
Now I’m not sure who it was that notified them, but good friend Chet Christner from Speed Shift TV told me later that they 
had a camera trained on the action in the bleachers just in case evidence was needed to back the Aussies up. The sheriff 
understood the accepted practice of traditionally reserving seats and pointed that out in no uncertain terms to our 
opposition.  Assisted magnificently by the surrounding fans, some of whom knew us from following Speedweek around. 
There were words exchanged that night between the rival Yanks which I’ve never heard before! 
 

Anyway, the trespassers eventually got the message and disappeared silently into the night leaving the score 1-0 in our 
favour. Thought I better keep a record, just in case they knew where we were parked after the racing finished!  We resumed 
our seats to a round of applause and the offer of free beer for the night from those who witnessed the show.  
 

Let’s hope that the squatters saw the rest of the racing because their golden-haired ex NASCAR favourite blitzed the field 
on a lightning fast track where the speeds on the straightaways caused trailing vortexes to form on the wings as they cut 
through the Hagerstown night air. 
 

Nowhere near as fast were the historic cars from the Eastern Museum of Motor Racing who provided the downtime 
entertainment for the bumper crowd. Just days before we had seen quite a few of these cars displayed at the Museum. 
Here they were now stretching their legs on a track where they would have duked it out many, many times before.  
 

Post racing saw us relaxing in the car park with a cool drink to let the traffic clear. However, for some mysterious reason 
our portable lights didn’t work tonight, so we just sat there in the dark.   Later back at the hotel, I put the globes back in. 
                         
Day 23 / Friday July 3rd  
 

Second longest drive of the tour so far today at 552 miles. PA Speedweek is over nine nights, with tonight back at Williams 
Grove, topped off by Port Royal again on Saturday. Given that we have already been to those two tracks, we have elected 
to forego these two races in favour of returning west into Indiana today and then up to cheesehead country in Wisconsin 
on Saturday.   
 

We travelled through an extraordinary five states today commencing in Maryland, followed by Pennsylvania (for about 20 
minutes), West Virginia, Ohio and finally Indiana.  There was plenty to see, but it was all from inside the bus as we traversed 
the magnificent US road system. I know I keep harping on about these freeways, but in particular I-68 deserves an 
honourable mention.  It’s a modern sweeping interstate through steep terrain for 112 miles. Completed in 1991 it took 25 
years to construct with enormous amounts of earthmoving through cut and fill, rather than tunnelling beneath the ever-
present West Virginia mountains. 
 

Lunch was Pat Whittle’s choice today. “Start thinking about it Pat. No chance of a knife and fork today”, I remarked to her 
before we set out from Hagerstown. I then forgot about it until about 11.00am, just as we were getting off the roller 
coaster I-68 expressway. A female voice popped up from the back. “Can we have a margarita with lunch Pete”.  Hmmm I 
thought, that would be something different. Checked the mileage to Columbus and thought, that’s a perfect stop!  
 

It was time for our quarter time break anyway so we pulled over in a rest stop and while folks were doing their business, I 
googled Taco Bell, Liquor store, Columbus and I-70 altogether. It gave me a text book answer and I put the number into 
my phone. Away we went, still with two hours and 140 miles until lunch. This is gonna make it into one hellava funny 
afternoon drive through to Plainfield, Indiana. 
 

Right on 1.00pm I made the call to Taco Bell. “I’d like to order 44 Double Decker tacos to go please. Be there in 30 minutes 
to pick them up.” Certainly Sir, with your 10% discount for pick up, your total cost is $74.84.”  
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At 1.15pm we pulled up at Taco Bell, but went into the adjacent liquor store first. I grabbed two cold cases of Bud Light 
Lime-A-Rita’s for $60. A tasty 8% too. 
 

Lunch total for everything was $12.29 each. So now we had 44 double decker tacos to share between 11 of us and 48 
margaritas to share between nine. Terry and I were barred from the drinks of course, but we did have our eye on a couple 
upon arrival at Putnamville Speedway tonight. 
 

As you might imagine the balance of 200 miles or so to Plainfield and our hotel for the night was hilarious to say the least. 
It became compulsory to tell a yarn after every taco or can was demolished and as the miles went on, the jokes became 
more and more R rated. It did make this leg of the journey about 20 minutes longer than it should have been with wee 
stops in Springfield, Richmond, New Lisbon and the appropriately named Mt Comfort. Not to mention the Comfort Suites 
Hotel when nine people piled out to use the bathroom in Plainfield even before checking in.  
 

Still spirited and happy, the travelling margaritas loaded up again and we headed off to Putnamville and the picturesque 
Lincoln Park Speedway. We parked in the usual spot up the back of the track with all the RV’s and campers. Surrounded by 
friendly locals met on previous tours, they quickly became aware that these Aussies were a lot rowdier than other tours. 
Equally friendly, just a lot more talkative.  
 

When it became time to go inside to watch the racing, which by the way was a combined USAC and MCSC co-sanctioned 
non-wing show, it became a circus. I had gone down to get the tickets, 
which tonight at Putnamville were wristbands, and brought them back to 
the campsite. Now putting on wristbands can be tricky at the best of times, 
even when sober. Tonight, it was bedlam. Most went on upside down and 
some were back to front. Making it pretty well impossible for the poor lady 
on the gate to see whether it was a valid band or not.  
 

But all was OK. I had warned her 15 minutes beforehand.  I suggested she 
just ask them to talk for a bit and when satisfied they were Australian, just 
let them in. Preferably without a breath test.     
 

It wasn’t just the Aussies who were overflowing. The pits were too with 51 
sprintcars, 29 modifieds, 31 Bombers and 38 Super Stocks, which looked 
remarkably like Late Models. There were endless hot laps, qualifying, heat 
races, B & C mains and eventually four feature races. At 12.45am they all 
walked out of there partially sobered up and ready for sleep.  
 

It was the quietest ride ever back from a track to a hotel.  They were all 
asleep before we got out the gate. I settled back behind the wheel, got 
onto I-70 and turned up the satellite radio.   Guess what song was on? 

Day 24 / Saturday July 4th (Independence Day)  
 

Today was our first day with a time change. But only for a week. So, if friends and family back home are expecting their 
regular daily phone call to be assured that “I’m behaving myself, not drinking too much and always getting to bed early” 
then be aware that it will arrive one hour later for a while.  
 

Wisconsin is not a state we often go to on the Month of Money tour. Nestled way up north of Illinois between Lake 
Michigan and Minnesota, it is the home of the NFL’s all-conquering Green Bay Packers. Our destination is Sun Prairie, home 
of the equally famous (in our sport anyway) Angell Park Speedway where the Badger Midget Association has reigned 
supreme for decades. So named Badger because Wisconsin is known as the Badger State. However up at Green Bay they 
are the cheeseheads, as per this photo of a Packers fan. If we don’t have any races to go to on Monday there’s a chance 
we’ll drive up to Green Bay and say hi to the cheeseheads. 
 

Our first ride along I-65 was today for the trek up to Chicago. This freeway has one of the most intriguing sights you can 
ever hope to see when you get to a place called Meadow Lake Wind Farm. It spreads itself for miles and miles and miles 
on each side of the freeway.  
 

Fast facts #8 
414 wind turbines spread across three counties 
23,000 houses are powered from these turbines 
Tower height varies from 100 to 160 metres 
Blade height at its tallest is 210 metres from the ground     

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=W5NnZcdtMnw
https://www.angellparkspeedway.com/
https://meadowlakewindfarm.com/
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Longest ever blade length is equivalent to a 32-storey building 
The blades sit on a spinning rotor which always keeps them directly into the face of the wind  
Max speed at the tip of a blade rotating at its fastest is 288kph 
Noise of a wind turbine at 330 metres away is 43 decibels. (Less than a room air conditioner in your window.  
 

Here is a short video I put together showing wind turbines in Illinois.  Transporting these things from factory to the place 
of assembly is a mammoth exercise. We encounter them on the freeways where they can be easily overtaken, however 
off the interstate and onto rural roads is a masterpiece of planning. They are accompanied by numerous safety vehicles 
and a platoon of workers who often walk alongside to ensure the valuable cargo reaches the end point safely.   
 

We didn’t get blown away and managed to reach Chicago in a couple of hours. Mind you we didn’t drive into the city (that 
will come later on the Second Half of the tour) simply staying on I-65, past Merrillville where we usually stop in for lunch 
at Hooters (that will happen later too) and on to I-94 / I-90 which in places is 16 lanes wide. The volume of traffic (read 
trucks) here is immense, but at the time of day we went through it was manageable.  
 

It was Bruce’s day for choosing where lunch would be and although he wanted to say fried mushrooms Chinese takeaway 
style, he opted not to, given the repercussions that have been known to occur. So instead he said Burger King which, for 
readers who have never visited the US, is identical to Hungry Jacks. In my mind easily the best burgers in the country. Good 
choice Brucey. They are not hard to find, given there are 7,226 stores across the country.   
 

After shadowing Lake Michigan from Chicago, we abruptly turned west to remain on I-94 as we drove high over the suburbs 
of Milwaukee never stopping once for traffic lights. Those road builders sure put the freeways wherever they wanted to. 
And before we knew it, we were slowing down to enter the delightful town of Sun Prairie. It really is pretty as a picture. 
The town’s own website describes these as the highlights of any visit (in order) and I quote: 
Groundhog Day Celebrations, Stock car and midget truck racing at Angell Park Speedway, Mounds Pet Food Warehouse's 
Dog Fest, Sweet Corn Fest, Sun Prairie Farmer's Market, Artful Wine Walk and Cyclocross Racing. 
 

One day I must try to get to see a groundhog and then some midget truck racing ….. 
 

The town has but one hotel and in fact it’s a beauty, with wood panelled ceilings and walls in some rooms, as if you were 
in an oversized Swedish sauna. You could also walk to the speedway, if you felt energetic enough, because you would also 
have to carry the eskies. But after yesterday no one has yet recharged the batteries enough to do anything so silly. Besides 
the weather was looking very iffy with rain showing in the weather app as a 60% chance at 7.00pm. 
 

We had driven this far to watch the Saturday and Sunday two-night Pepsi Nationals for midgets run by POWRi at Angell 
Park. And, as it happens, for the next three nights we had zero races to get to (within geographical reason) so it didn’t 
really matter what the weather did from Monday onwards. Just so long as it allowed us to race tonight and tomorrow. 

 

Angell Park Speedway is run by the local Volunteer Fire 
Department and has been for 70 years. The first ever race 
on May 30th 1939 was marred when a driver was killed 
in his midget on lap one of the opening event. Since then 
the Badger Midgets have been a powerhouse in the 
country and legend has it that there was a waiting list for 
drivers to get a chance to be able to race there. 
Nowadays it’s still a very popular track, but the strength 
of the local competition has waned somewhat.  But when 
the big dogs come to play at Angell Park, the fans turn out 
in their thousands.  
 

Which they did tonight, but they didn’t see a car started in anger because at around 6.30pm the weight of water in the 
clouds became too much and the heavens opened. There was no chance of recovering the track so the announcement was 
made that tonight would be tomorrow night and tomorrow night would be Monday night. Quite frankly that was perfect 
for most GST folk. Yesterday’s margaritas had claimed victory late this arvo and if the speedway wasn’t on, then no one 
would have left the hotel. The announcement was music to their ears …..  
 

Day 25 / Sunday July 5th  
 

It was still a very overcast morning sky which means, if you’re familiar with the tradition of Groundhog Day on Feb 2nd  

each year, that if the groundhog can’t see his shadow then Spring will come early. If it was sunny and he could see his 
shadow, then there would be another six weeks of winter and everything would remain the same as yesterday. And that’s 
the last thing our tour members would have wanted. Besides they looked as though they had their mojo back at breakfast.        
 

https://vimeo.com/452461868
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A text had gone out earlier this morning to advise that a third night in the Quality Inn had been secured for Monday evening 
and they were happy with that because they had fallen in love with the indoor heated pool and spa. They said it had 
rejuvenating qualities (excuse the pun). The text also said we would take off for Madison, the capital of Wisconsin, at 
10.00am.  There was a food festival in the city square and we would take a tour of the Wisconsin State Capital which is the 
tallest building in town and affords magnificent views over the two lakes which straddle the city.  
 

It was a great day as the weather gradually cleared into the kind it should be in July. There would be no problem in getting 
the racing in tonight. We walked heaps today with my Fitbit indicating nearly 20,000 steps all up. Just as well because the 
style of food available from the 70 or so street vendors was intoxicating.  Not literally, it was just exciting and full of carbs.   

 

By 5.00pm we were back in Sun Prairie ready to go. 
Our taped off seating was still in place on the front 
straight, so there was no reason to hurry. I suggested 
that a visit into the National Midget Auto Racing Hall 
of Fame inside the pavilion on Turn 1 might be in 
order. This was a surprise because no one knew it was 
there. Complimentary entry and a wonderful way to 
spend 30 minutes. Besides the Hall of Fame exhibits, 
there is a large Social area open on race nights for sit 
down meals and drinks. 
 

48 midgets and 37 360 winged sprintcars were in the 
pits. 48 is a magic number for speedway racing as it 
very nicely provides for four heats of 12 cars, first five 

to the A and the rest to sort out the C and the B.  USAC weren’t racing anywhere tonight, so the field was extended by a 
dozen or so top teams who high tailed it to Angell Park as soon as they heard about the rain out last night. This was going 
to be just like Indiana Midget Week!!  Cut throat.  And it was …..  
 

Being a two-night show, points were being gained tonight for tomorrow, but we still had preliminary 
features and it was edge of your seat stuff. It always is with the midgets who race entirely without fear or 

favour from anyone. If there’s a hole, take it because it won’t be there in two seconds time. This video 

from 2013 shows how hard they race in Wisconsin. The racing saw three huge accidents. (No one was 
injured.) The first of these was in heat 1 when Rico, who had  qualified unusually poorly, was attempting 
the big run from the back of the 12-car field to get a transfer to the A Main.  
 

In the previous video you will be able to see turn 3 and the wall that is 
there. On the other side of that fence there is a large grassy clearing. Well 
for Rico that was good news because after riding a wheel at full noise on 
the first lap going into turn 3, he cartwheeled and bounced end for end 
clearing the big advertising hoardings without touching them and then 
kept on snap rolling only to finally be stopped by a smaller wire fence in 
front of a parking lot. Sitting over in the main straight grandstand, you 
couldn’t miss the accident. Except for when he disappeared behind the 
advertising signs. The crowd was hushed until the announcer said that 
Rico was out of the car and wandering around waiting for the crash crew 
to arrive.   Nothing could beat that “prang”. Nothing.  
 

The other two tried hard. A 360 sprintcar clipped the wall on the back straight and flipped wildly into that same fence 
which had recently allowed Rico to fly right over the top of. He was OK, but the car will never see another race. And the 
third was a regulation multiple barrel roll from one of the local midget racers. Ordinarily this accident would have been 
the biggest of the night, but Rico and our old mate in the sprintcar beat him hands down.  
 

Leading the midget points going into tomorrow night is Tanner Thorson, now fully recovered from his Californian highway 
accident in March last year. He is driving one of the eight cars the Keith Kunz team has here at the track. Probably seven 
now, seeing as how Rico was driving one. 
 

Day 26 / Monday July 6th  
 

A day off for everyone. They knew that before going to bed last night, so it was no surprise when the Manager told me 
that he didn’t see any of “your crew” at breakfast this morning. Well I also didn’t see them because I wasn’t there either.  
 

https://vimeo.com/452481647
https://vimeo.com/452481647
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Back to Angell Park this afternoon and the crowd was just as big, given that it was a holiday Monday for Independence 
Day. Our reserved seats were still there. Honest crowd these cheeseheads. Keith Kunz Racing had returned to eight cars 
with the resurrection of the #97 Rico mobile. It will have been a very good night indeed if, at the end of it, Rico has made 
the A Main. And he did so with fast and skilful driving, albeit a little more restrained than usual.  
 

All the heats for sprintcars and midgets went flag to flag tonight which set the scene for the feature races. To win the Pepsi 
Nationals is quite a notch on the belt. With the demise of the Belleville Nationals after Bryan Clauson’s death in 2016, the 
Angell Park race sits up there with the Chili Bowl as one everybody wants to win. So, the field of 24 was set, with Rico off 
the back row. That feat alone electrified the crowd. The mullet hats would have been sold out again I reckon. But Kevvie 
bought his last night, politely enquiring whether they had any with grass stains. 
 

The 40-lap thriller was between Thomas Meseraull (T-Mez), Kyle Larson, Justin Grant, Buddy Kofoid, Tyler Courtney and 

Tanner Thorson. There were others of course who added to the excitement, but as a spectator you simply could not take 
your eyes off these six Californians. They were in a world of their own, never more than a few car lengths between them. 
The only yellow light of the race was with 19 laps down. In those last 21 laps they encountered lapped traffic and like a 
squadron of spitfires weaving their way through the enemy, they all made it through, still fighting each other for the lead. 
 

Patricia Little was so excited she dropped 15 stitches in her knitting without realising and Dennis dropped his Go Pro 
preferring to watch with his own eyes. At the chequered flag it was line ball between Kofoid and Larson. To the naked eye 
it was Larson on the outside, but the transponder gave it to Kofoid by .004 of a second. Bernie Gordon would have collapsed 
with pride by now if he was here. It was Bernie who gave Buddy his first start in Australia a couple of years ago when the 
kid was 16 years and 1 day old.  
 

At the presentation a jubilant Buddy, who is so very thin, looked like a cardboard cut-out standing beside his car with the 
trophy while posing for victory lane photos.  It was a race for the ages and so worth coming so far for.    

This is the car Buddy drove to victory at Angell Park. The former Christopher Bell midget from the Keith Kunz Racing 
stable.  In 2019 it was on display in the foyer of the KKR race shop in Indiana.                   
 

Day 27 / Tuesday July 7th  
 

We have the next three days to get back down to Springfield, Illinois so what to do? Today was easy. From Sun Prairie it 
was northeast for two hours to a little town called Maribel, to take a look at 141 Speedway, promoted by good friend Toby 
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Kruse. Toby also owns Marshalltown Speedway in Iowa which we pay a visit to every Knoxville Nationals. But 141 has never 
been anywhere near where we usually go on the regular Month of Money tour.  
 

To get there we chose to hug Lake Winnebago. At 137,000 acres it’s a very large freshwater lake indeed, taking almost four 
hours to drive right around it. The town of Oshkosh sits on the western side of the lake. And just in case you wanted to 
know, Oshkosh B’Gosh clothes are no longer made in Oshkosh. In 1997, all manufacturing was moved to Asia.     
 

141 Speedway has a unique feature being a large lake on the infield. I’ve seen infield trees before (at West Liberty Raceway 
in Iowa) but never a lake. Being a Tuesday Toby wasn’t there, but he has told me before that errant race cars have 
submerged themselves in the water on several occasions. We would have had lunch at the impressive “Left Turn Lounge” 
high up overlooking the track, but it’s only open Thursday through Sunday. Sorry Toby we’ll give you notice next time!  
 

From there it was onto Green Bay, population 104,000. Including probably the most well-known NFL team in the country. 
In 100 years since inception they have only had 15 coaches, the most famous of course being Vince Lombardi. In these 
troubled times of racial upset, Lombardi was a pioneer of breaking down the colour barrier in American football. He once 
famously said that “he viewed his players as neither white nor black, but Packer green.”  
 

The Green Bay home ground is Lambeau Field. As you might well imagine it is huge, with a current capacity of 81,441. The 
Packers have sold out every home game since 1960 and there is a waiting list for season tickets of 115,000 people. The guy 
who put his name down yesterday will be 30 years older when he finally gets that phone call. We just had to take a tour 
through the Stadium which has an imposing Atrium for the entrance. It finishes of course in the Pro Shop which on its own 
boasts a turnover each year of $20 million plus.    

The final comment on the Packers is that they are the only team in the 
NFL which isn’t privately owned. Green Bay are owned by 361,311 
shareholders, who between them own 5,009,518 shares. Each share 
cost US$250 to buy and is currently valued at $0.03, does not pay a 
dividend and does not offer a season ticket (let alone a discount). All 
they get is the right to buy a Packer polo top which has ‘stockholder’ 
embroidered on it.  
 

The Packers only ever offer new stock when they have a need for 
capital to be raised. Like improving that place in the photo above. Since 1923 they have had five capital raisings. The shares 
are not publicly tradeable. If you want to buy one, or more, you need to find someone who will sell theirs. And that is like 
finding gold underneath my house. It ‘ain’t there.  
 

Bedtime was in the Country Inn & Suites, a classic Radisson property in the heart of Green Bay. If the football was on then 
a) we could have walked there and b) if it was, we couldn’t have afforded it.                    
 

Day 28 / Wednesday July 8th  
 

Wisconsin is a hot bed of Late Model racing so while lying in bed this morning wondering what to do today, I decided to 
take another look at the very impressive Dirt on Dirt website. I check it reasonably regularly to keep an eye on any races 
that may have been rained out and re-scheduled for a day that we have off somewhere. I almost fell out of bed when it 
jumped off the page at me and hit me right between the eyes. The super impressive (and very close handy) Plymouth Dirt 
Track had the World of Outlaws Late Models racing there tonight in a postponed event from late June.  
 

https://www.dirtondirt.com/
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The next thing to do was spread the curtains to check the weather. I hadn’t bothered to watch the forecast for the last 48 
hours because it didn’t matter. A big sigh of relief came over me as all I could see was the azure blue sky of North America. 
(Which is a different shade over here compared to Australia …. but that’s another discussion for another day.) 
 

What to do next?  I didn’t need to rush, Plymouth was at most, only an hour away. We did need a bed for tonight though. 
All our tours are planned to the last detail and accommodation is booked and paid for way in advance of leaving home. 
However, the last three days were deliberately left open to last minute opportunities because there was no racing 
scheduled anywhere. By a quirk of nature, which I won’t bother explaining, last year’s tour went to Plymouth so I was 
familiar with it. And excited to go there again. Fortunately, the AmericInn where we stayed last year, had three rooms 
available and Sophia on the front desk also undertook to ring around for me and book three more at adjacent hotels. Done. 
Within five minutes I had the call back and everything was confirmed.  
 

At breakfast the troops were delighted and keen to see more Late Model racing than originally had been planned. We have 
the fabulous Prairie Dirt Classic coming up, but that is still three weeks away.  (I kept the big surprise away from them until 
cocktails at sun down in the car park.)  They were even happier when I pointed out that in between Green Bay and Plymouth 
was the historic town of Elkhart Lake. All motorsport fans should recognise that name from Sportscar racing back in the 
day. Road America currently manage the facility which still has the original road course with 14 turns in place, unchanged 
and still operating. It should be a thrill for everybody.  Here’s the history. 
 

We lobbed at Elkhart Lake at around 10.30am and successfully did our best impression of being related to the late Sir Jack 
Brabham, which impressed the guy on the gate no end. Resulting in him permitting us (on fortunately a day when there 
was no track activity) to slip quickly around the 4.04 mile course, with the promise of no speeding. Not sure that will work 
ever again, but it was a real thrill to experience the sweeping turns and magnificent scenery as it winds its way through the 
640-acre Elkhart Lake park.  On departure he waved goodbye, none the wiser, but wealthier with a kangaroo and a koala.            
Lunch was at a local café in the village which seethes with racing memorabilia and atmosphere believe it or not, even on a 
Wednesday afternoon with no events on.  

Sophia welcomed us into the AmericInn and the nearby Plymouth Inn where 
the married couples stayed. Arrangements were made to be picked up at 
4.30pm and we would be off to the Sheboygan County Fairgrounds. 
Someone asked when we would get there and the answer was 4.34pm. Yes.  
it was that close.      
 

The track is pretty well totally surrounded by private houses, most of which 
have specially constructed balconies on the front (or back, as the case 
maybe) of their houses to invite friends over and watch the races for free. 
The promoters don’t mind, as happy neighbours mean no noise issues.  

The pits were stacked with big names. It was a points race, so everybody who was anybody was there. The boys in the 
picture had already been over to check out the pits, but had missed seeing the surprise entry of Donny Schatz’s Late Model 
in there. Donny had been back home in Fargo, North Dakota (a mere two states to the left of Wisconsin) with a couple of 
well-earned nights off from the sprintcar, so the team decided to take the late Model for a run. Finding this piece of news 
out over a bourbon or two was thumbs up news indeed.  
 

The sightlines at this track from the grandstand were superb wherever you sat. I took the opportunity of sitting down the 
front for a while and took the camera for a walk. Having the cars for the next heat line up right in front of you is pretty 
special as they sit there, engines purring and drivers staring dead ahead concentrating on their next race. Tears came to 
my eyes as I watched, but I think that may have really been from the spent methanol hanging under the grandstand.       
Here’s a minute and 4 seconds of one of the Late Model heats from “down the front”. Brandon Sheppard won the $15,000 
and took his fourth successive WoO Late Model feature race win. (Scan the QR code in Donny’s picture above for the video.)  
 
Please now go to Week 5 of the Virtual Blog for the 2020 Mega Month of Money tour  
Or return to the website Blog to find Thursday July 9th and read from there.

https://www.roadamerica.com/
https://www.roadamerica.com/history
https://vimeo.com/436990305
http://globalspeedwaytours.com.au/2020/01/10/the-2020-mega-month-of-money-blog-part-1/

