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Day 29 / Thursday July 9th 
 

We didn’t visit a cheese factory while in Wisconsin. After all, you need to leave something to do when you go back. We’d 
had a great time over the last five days, but it was now time to depart and go back down south into Illinois. After much 
soul searching, the chosen route for our 337 miles, six-hour journey to Springfield was a rather lacklustre drive. Apologies 
to anyone reading this who lives along Interstates 43 or 39.  
 

One of America’s favourite past times is arguing with your best friend or neighbour about what route to take when you’re 
driving long distance somewhere. There are so many choices and options that are possible, but every one of them will 
have some impediment that looms large in the mind of one of the debaters, but not at all to the other one. It’s actually 

good fun and it used to be standard procedure (pre-GPS units) in 
the days when road maps were indispensable for everyone. But 
not if you’re Stubb, the man with a mind like a steel trap. 
 

The night before he sets out, he grabs a pen and paper and sits 
down at the kitchen table and stares blankly into space for about 
10 minutes. Honestly, you’d think he was preparing for a meeting 
of the local Van Buren séance society. Some would think he’s 
about to fall asleep, but those who know better can see the cogs 
turning as he visualises and analyses the roads he will be driving 
on tomorrow. 
 

Every now and again his left hand (with the short finger) will 
move. (It’s holding the pen because this time the right hand has a 
can of Busch in it.) He writes down a number. Then a letter, which 
is either a W, an E, an S or an N. Then after a little break and 
without warning, another number is quickly written down, foll-
owed by a letter. Then another and another. Nearing the end, it’s 
rapid fire numbers and letters being transcribed on to the paper.   
 

At this point it resembles the scene in Forrest Gump when he 
stopped running in the middle of Utah’s Monument Valley after 3 
years, 2 months, 14 days and 16 hours. Those running behind him 
stopped as well and everything fell silent until he chose to speak. 
With Stubb, Gail also knows not to talk to him until he finally puts 
down the pen, picks up the piece of paper, walks to the garage 

(still holding the can of Busch) and places it on the dashboard of the car. Gail knows that his job is now complete and there 
is no point in discussing whether what he has just done is correct or not.  She knows it will be. 
 

Which of course was to write down the numbers of all the different freeways and roads he will need to take tomorrow, 
along with the direction he needs to travel off the exit, in order to get from A to B in the timeliest manner. It’s like poetry 
in motion. One day I’ll get to that stage and my life will be complete!!   I’ve already got the Budweiser shorts …... 
 

But for now, I still need Google maps in some places, though not all I’m proud to say. But certainly for I-43 and I-39. 
 

We arrived in Springfield in good time and found our rooms in the beautiful Holiday Inn Express. This place is surrounded 
by chain restaurants, fast food joints and a shopping mall. In fact, there’s enough places to eat that we could all separate 
and eat on our own in a different one and still have some of them disappointed that they didn’t get an Aussie in the house. 
But no one ate in Springfield because we needed to take off to the tiny town of Macon which has an equally tiny speedway. 
 

There is nothing big about Macon. The population at the last census was 1,120. It pretty much stays at that number as 
each year goes by. Because you see, as soon as a young girl in Macon gets pregnant, some young bloke has to leave town.  
 

There are four churches. One Baptist, one Presbyterian, one Tabernacle and one Methodist. No hotel or motel, no fast 
food restaurants, but it does have a cemetery. And that is directly across the road from the Macon Speedway. Watching 
midgets race on the 1/5th mile oval here is phenomenal. So watching 24 Late Models in the World of Outlaws Hell Tour 
feature as we did tonight was an enormous spectacle. For the record Gordy Gundaker (what a great name) was the victor 
from 41 others who have chosen to tackle the Summer Nationals - 32 races in 35 nights! No wonder they call it The Hell 
Tour.     
 

PS. Although we were ready for them, none of the Macon owners turned up to tailgate with us. I guess that Kenny 
Wallace, Kenny Schrader and Tony Stewart were busy … 

 

http://www.maconracing.com/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=E6bYDIL5qtY
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=E6bYDIL5qtY
http://www.gordygundaker.com/
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Day 30 / Friday July 10th 
 

July 10th is an odd time to travel to Knoxville, Iowa with mid-August being the yearly date for the Nationals. But nowadays 
you can also go to Knoxville in July for the Nationals. The Cornbelt Nationals that is, for non-winged 410 sprintcars of the 
USAC and WAR series. But before getting on the road, there was some sightseeing to do in Springfield. 
 

Abraham Lincoln was a much loved and remembered President of the United States. So much so that there are 35 towns 
and cities in the US called Lincoln. (Mind you there are 41 named 
Springfield; the Simpson’s town is apparently modelled on 
Springfield, Oregon in case you wanted to ask). My reason for 
pointing that out is that many people also make a claim of some 
nature that Abraham Lincoln did this or that in their town.  
 

But Springfield, Illinois most certainly takes the honours 
because the 16th President is buried here in the Lincoln Tomb 
in Oak Ridge Cemetery. You might not think this is a sight to see, 
but it is. Being able to walk into the tomb and stand before the 
crypt, beneath which the bodies are buried, is an imposing 
experience. Abe, his wife Mary and three of their sons are 
entombed here. As you might imagine, the esteem in which 
Americans hold their Presidents, means that everything here is 
perfect to the last detail.    
 

And now for something completely different, we drove a couple 
of miles over to the Illinois State Fairgrounds, the site of a very 
famous one-mile dirt oval track that has had race cars on it since 
1927. Silver Crown and Late Models are the only category of our 
sport to still race there. Winged sprintcars on the ‘Springfield 
Mile’ were banned years ago. They were simply too fast to be 
safe.  A quick walk up into the grandstand and a drive through 
the infield completed the visit and by 11.00am we were on the 
road to Iowa.  

 

We stopped in Hannibal for sustenance at 
Becky’s Olde Fashioned Ice Cream parlour. 
A quick exploration of the town saw us 
cruise past Mark Twain’s old house where 
he wrote his books in the 1840’s. And for 
the first time in the last couple of years of 
stopping here for a break, there was a 
Riverboat in town tied up on the Mississippi. 
These giant vessels ply the mighty river 
from as far north as St Paul in Minnesota, all 
the way south to New Orleans, releasing 
their passengers and thousands of dollars 
on various river cities along the way. 
 

Another one of those river cities is Quincy where we stopped for lunch at the Pier Restaurant right on the river where we 
could watch the activity on this enormous working water way. A lazy drive for the rest of the day saw us hit Pella in great 
shape to get down to Knoxville for the racing.  
 

For the first time in 10 years we are not staying in the Royal Amsterdam Hotel. We certainly tried to get rooms there for 
tonight and tomorrow, but a (clearly very successful) corn farmer had rented the entire hotel for his daughter’s wedding. 
So, for those who know Pella, we were down by Wal-Mart in the Baymont Inn & Suites. No harm done. It’s very pleasant 
and a short walk to Sam’s store for those who still haven’t yet spent enough time in one his monoliths. 
 

The crowd building up at the Raceway was encouraging, even though it was a Friday and Iowa’s beloved winged 410 
sprintcars weren’t running tonight. USAC and WAR had brought 53 cars and there were 37 360’s, 10 of whom were regular 
410 drivers who just happened to have the smaller motor to put in the car to be able to race tonight. They could have 
otherwise driven to Burlington for a World of Outlaws show.  But they didn’t and needless to say, these guys took the 
majority of the prizemoney home.  Fair’s fair I guess in the sprintcar world.  
 

Tyler Courtney won night 1 of the Cornbelt Nationals from Brady Bacon and Justin Grant. Those three are also in that order 
for points accumulated going into the final night’s racing tomorrow.        
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Day 31 / Saturday July 11th 
 

Everyone on this First Half of the Mega Month of Money tour has been to Knoxville (and therefore Pella) at least once 
before, so no one needed to be shown around, but we did make the five-minute drive into the main tourist area to check 
that everything was the same. We made sure the Royal Amsterdam was still there and it looked great, standing proudly in 
the morning sun protecting all who walked the canals through the middle of town.  
 

We continued slowly down Franklin Street past the Smokey Row coffee shop. Just as we drew level with it, a sustained 
bunch of shouting from the footpath grabbed our attention. It was a man standing in the doorway of the Smokey Row 
yelling “Terry, Terry, hey Terry …. stop. Come back we need you.”  Turns out it was the owner who thought all his Tulip 
Festivals had come at once when he saw his best August customer drive past. We dropped Terry off with the promise we 
would come back and get him in an hour or so. 
 

In the meantime, we took a leisurely drive down to Lake Red Rock to see if the crossbow fisherman were in residence this 
morning. They were and some video evidence of their results follow. Lake Red Rock is a monstrous man-made lake created 
when the town of Red Rock was flooded by the Des Moines river in 1969. It instantly became Iowa’s largest lake. The dam 
wall became a part of the road between Pella and Knoxville and at the moment is being converted into a Hydro Electric 

facility. It’s still not finished despite the completion timeline being 2018.   
 

The fishing at the dam wall spillway is excellent, with catfish being most popular. This 
video will show you what fishing with a crossbow is like although it’s not at Lake Red 
Rock. Once you’ve caught the desired fish they must be filleted. This catfish at Red Rock 
may still be alive for all I know.  This vision is from our 2011 tour video and is not for the 
faint hearted.  
 

Seeing that poor catfish squirming reminded me that Terry was probably on his ninth or tenth flat white at this point back 
at the Smokey Row. We rushed over there to find him alive and well, but hyperventilating and in dire need of a bathroom.  
 

The fact that Terry had already had his fill of liquid reminded others that they needed to return to Knoxville.  Firstly, for a 
late lunch at the Rib Shack, followed by a visit to the Hall of Fame and Museum and then a couple of quiet ones at Dingus.  
It was only proper that we should renew acquaintances with the owner, after all we did grab our usual parking spot on AJ’s 
property out the back. He now owns the entire block that Dingus is a part of by the way!   

 

It had been sultry most of the day and as we drove 
towards Knoxville threatening clouds could be seen 
building up in the west. For once you didn’t need a 
weather app to tell you that something would break later 
this afternoon. You could feel it. 

Informed locals in Dingus said it would happen right 
about qualifying time. But no matter, just like all other 
summer T-storms in Iowa it will dump heaps, but pass 
quickly. Then the Dunkins will look up their notebook and 
apply whatever past knowledge is necessary to get racing 
underway after ‘X’ hours. The promotion will never 
cancel a big night such as this. Besides, despite Knoxville 
Raceway being as close to the centre of town as you can 
possibly get, there is no track curfew whatsoever.   
 

 

The Dunkins by the way are the track curators. A family of diehards led by Chris who love their racing and 
their graders. A hugely interesting video is at this link to watch and listen to how they get the black clay 
just right every race night.  (If prompted for a password use  Dunkin )         

Fishing with a 

crossbow 
  Catfish  

  filleting 

  AJ is in the middle between Tim and Stubb 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gQml_VAYrJ0
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gQml_VAYrJ0
https://vimeo.com/437754088
https://vimeo.com/437754088
https://vimeo.com/70410369
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Sitting around in Dingus is a great pastime. We had already enjoyed 90 minutes or so before the downpour started.  Once 
it finished, info started to filter through pretty quickly on the Dingus grapevine that the track was going to have a go at 
getting things ready for racing to start at 11.00pm (yep, 11.00pm). We quickly realised we now had another 4½ hours in 
AJ’s company before we walked across the road to the Holy Grail.   
 
Old racing videos on the big screens, live music and new 
people to talk to every time you turn around are a staple at 
Dingus. It doesn’t take long for 4½ hours to unwind. Besides 
you are in absolutely no danger of missing anything because 
the track is that close you can hear Katie Davis singing the 
national anthem from the front bar.  Racing finally finished 
at 3.00am and we were all still there to watch Brady Bacon 
take his second consecutive Cornbelt Nationals win from 
Justin Grant and C J Leary.   
 

Day 32 / Sunday July 12th   
 

A 3.00am finish at Knoxville meant a 4.00am bed time in 
Pella. Not a perfect situation because we had to get back to 
Indiana for tonight’s World of Outlaws race in Terre Haute. And that was a 424 mile drive. Worse, was the additional loss 
of an hour with a time change in the Hoosier State. Working backwards it meant that if we wanted to arrive no later than 
4.00pm we needed to leave Pella at 7.00am, because we also had to take into account Patricia’s request for lunch at 
Peoria’s Sonic Drive in. But more about that in a moment.  
 

Three hours sleep is OK for the passengers who doze off down the back of the bus at the drop of a Global Speedway Tours 
hat. The drivers however were in for a long haul. But Terry and I were prepared. USAC are sponsored by NOS Energy Drinks 
and they have a pretty well unlimited (and complimentary) supply of their beverage available at the track. Terry has only 
just discovered that these drinks are highly caffeinated and are a great substitute for coffee when a Starbucks is not in 
sight.  So in between races at Knoxville he was back and forth between the grandstand and the gals at NOS. We now have 
two dozen of the things in all the various flavours.  Nitro is the most potent. 
 

Straight after a very early brekky we turned the compass to the east and headed off into a blazingly bright sunrise. On the 
fastest route possible. A 12.30pm arrival into Peoria saw us at the Sonic Drive In. No not for the midday movies, but food 
ordered via an intercom speaker from the menu on a board at your chosen car park stall. The order is then delivered by 
carhops on roller skates.   
 

The name Sonic was derived from the way the founder wanted the food served. “With the speed of sound” was what he 
wanted. After all he said, “the food is prepared hot, so it should be served hot. And quickly, by a carhop on skates straight 
to your car window.” 
  
Time was always going to be an issue, so about 30 miles out from Peoria, I texted the on-line link for the menu. Then gave 
Patricia the job of writing down the choices, summarising it all and collecting the cash. Seven car hops delivered our meals 
all at once and I must confess that although it was hot dogs, burgers and fries kinda stuff, it was good fun and did the job 
for another four hours on the road. 
 

To me the Action Track at Terre Haute is an enigma. Or, to quote Forrest Gump again, a box of chocolates. 
You never know what you’re going to get. The only way to find out is to go early to see if they have found 
the keys to the water truck. And today somebody had located them as the track was heavy and cowboy 
rough early on. We’ve seen some great races at Terre Haute and some not so good ones, but tonight the 
track settled down to provide a humdinger for the feature.      
 

Logan Schuchart won in a race that was a total contrast from yesterday. At least in terms of time. 3.00am finish this 
morning, 9.30pm tonight. No one had eaten at the track because to buy anything here is an exercise in futility. The lines 
to do so extend way back over the walkway for people trying to move around.  To get through they must break the ranks 
of the folks who are waiting in the queue and hoping that sometime in the next hour it will inch forward. Back at B & WF 
in the parking lot it was with great delight that I learned we had a load of hungry people on board.  I knew exactly where 
and also why we should go to IHOP. A time-honoured 24-hour diner, always open across the country.  
 

You do get a super meal in here. In fact, breakfast too, should you want it at 10.00pm at night. But I was always going to 
have a Philly Cheesesteak. I thought it important to eat in an IHOP and have the Philly Cheese at exactly the same time as 
good friend Adam Hawkes is leading the next bunch of tour members on an American Airlines flight that took off from 
Sydney a couple of hours ago. They will meet up with us tomorrow afternoon in Indianapolis.      

https://youtu.be/nIZWud9OS_A
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I’m sure Adam will have the Wi-Fi hooked up on 
board and he will read this and he will weep 
because an IHOP Philly Cheesesteak is his 
favourite food in the world.   “Hi Adam. Hope it’s 
a good flight so far. I’d give you a call but I’ve got 
a mouthful at the moment. Hope you like the 
photo. Enjoy the airline food.”  
 

We were back at the hotel in time for a very rare 
“get into bed on the same day as we woke up” 
scenario.    

 
Day 33 / Monday July 13th   
 

By the time we woke up Adam’s group had already landed in Los Angeles and were probably being grilled by big Jeremiah 
at the Border Control window. (It’s OK to mention sprintcars to him remember?) But for us it was a very leisurely drive 
(maybe the shortest daily jaunt of the entire trip) of just one hour and 18 minutes up to Indianapolis.  
 

We had yet to spend any meaningful time in 
Indy so for the benefit of those leaving us 
tomorrow, a visit to the Indianapolis 
Speedway Museum seemed appropriate. 
Those doing the whole 68 days, plus the lads 
arriving this afternoon, will be having two 
entire days in Indianapolis in a couple of 
weeks’ time. And a whole tour of the Big Track 
is planned for then. But they were more than 
happy to take a squizz today as well. Besides, 
the cars on display might change in a 
fortnight. 
 

The presentation of cars in the Museum is 
beyond belief. The staff are all volunteers 
who willingly give their time and knowledge 
to visitors who may need to know something 
extra about a car, other than what is written 
on the explanatory sign. The two Gift shops on either side of the exit do a roaring trade. It is impossible to visit here without 
leaving with something you didn’t have when you walked in. If not for you, then for someone at home who may never 
have the chance to come here. 
 

We finished up at the Museum with time up our sleeve to roam around Indianapolis looking at other places without 
necessarily stopping.  Historic old Gasoline Alley, Main Street, the site of the old 16th Street speedway, the Indianapolis 
Fairgrounds where the Hoosier Hundred used to be raced, Lucas Oil Stadium and finally a cruise around the suburb of 
Brownsburg, now home to a large part of the auto racing industry in Indianapolis.  
 

For three of our tour members, the Comfort Inn & Suites in Plainfield tonight would mark their last evening in the USA 
before flying out tomorrow when the newly enlarged group continues on to the Brad Doty Classic in Attica, Ohio. Kevvie, 
Robyn and Bruce walked sadly around the hotel grounds in the afternoon sun, capturing as many final memories as they 
could. And they were there in the foyer when the BF arrived having picked up Adam and his entourage at the airport.  
 

Steve, Leigh, Gary, Moose, Ken, Adam and Colin were tired, but itching for action through until the end of the tour on 
August 17th.  In fact, our numbers grow to 23 when eight more join us in Chicago and St Louis for Pevely and the Knoxville 
Nationals. But for right now we had the largest group of the tour, though sadly only for one night. A night where memories 
of the last 33 days were shared with those just starting out on the next 36 days. And the venue for that was right where it 
should be. In the hotel parking lot with complimentary adult beverages from the esky. And after that it was the  Coachman 
Restaurant directly across from the esky. Sorry, the hotel. The one that had the car keys safely locked away in my room.  
 

Not sure when the night finished, but I do remember sneaking out of the Coachman after ordering my ribeye in order to 
refill the esky on the (proven to be correct) assumption that the party would resume in the parking lot. We had picked up 
seven more fold up chairs to cater for the increased masses and they were put to good use until the early hours.   
 

https://indyracingmuseum.org/
https://indyracingmuseum.org/
https://thecoachmanrestaurant.com/
https://thecoachmanrestaurant.com/
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Day 34 / Tuesday July 14th   
 

Hugs and kisses at breakfast saw us say farewell to Kevin, Robyn and Bruce who were going their various ways today, 
eventually returning to Australia in a week or so. It was fabulous having them on board and I trust that this Blog will give 
them of plenty of memories until they can do it all again. 
 

But it’s a new dawn for the 15 of us who are setting out on the Second Half of the adventure known as the Month of Money 
tour. The black Ford (BF) still has me as the driver, but WF (the white Ford) now has Adam with the driving responsibilities.  
Today our destination was Lima and the Howard Johnson Hotel and then Attica Raceway Park. New for some; Groundhog 
day for others. I have to balance the needs of those who have just arrived, against those who have already seen most of 
the countryside we are now heading into.  
 

The first decision came straight after driving out of the hotel parking lot. That road again, I-70 was the logical choice into 
Ohio. But our tyre tracks are well entrenched on this freeway and I figured we didn’t need to put any more down on it. 
Just a short bit of it.  There was an excellent alternative. You see I had a room to myself last night, so I had my own personal 
séance and wrote down the digits and letters of 70E, 465N, 69N, 18E, 67E, 29E, 33E, 75N. Who needs a GPS, or Stubb for 
that matter ☺.                
 

I-69 was brand new for this tour. Usually we travel on it a fair bit, either to the speedways at Anderson (the little 500), Gas 
City (midget and sprint weeks and their regular Friday night show) or Montpelier (midget week). But this trip we had not 
gone near it, so it seemed an opportune time to stop in at each track on a sunny Tuesday morning to make sure they were 
still OK. After all it is a speedway tour. Each were in good shape and not unusually, all were easy to get into for the 
inspection. Trusting souls some of these owners. 
 

Onwards we continued until Russell called out his lunch request. Russ was keen for a Subway, his favourite, so it wasn’t 
too hard to find one of their 24,798 stores. At last count. The new guys had been teed up with this lunch preference 
business and their turn would come.  Back in 2013 when Russ took his first of eleven tours with us, he was the guy who 
made me realise that I didn’t stop enough, or sometimes not at all, for lunch.  One day he asked me if I could have a break 
a little more often so he could eat regularly and at the same time every day. I had no idea he was a diabetic and to be 
honest didn’t know a lot about what was needed for diabetes to be controlled. Needless to say I do now, which is why 
lunch gets a good run in this Blog.  
 

As we walked into the Howard Johnson at Lima we were welcomed back as though we were old friends. The front desk 
staff remembered us fondly. It sure helps to be friendly to people and take the time to be courteous. Kangaroos and koalas 
do their bit as well. The ones left with Summer last month still sit proudly on her desk. Every person checking in would see 
them every day. Public thanks as well to Adam who brought over some more to replenish the supply. One day I must get 
some made wearing Global Speedway Tours’ caps. Anyone know anyone in China?  
 

There was no point in staying in the Hotel longer than we had to. There were seven brand new people who were itching 
to get to Attica for the Brad Doty Classic. Once again we detoured past Van Buren to pick up Stubb for the ride and some 
entertainment value. This time he travelled with Adam in the WF and the new lads in there received an education after 
their first introduction to the Ohio Traveller.   (That’s a nickname attributed to Rick Ferkel, but Stubb fits the bill too.)   
 

Fortunately, we had an early arrival of 
4.00pm. Even so there were already a few 
thousand in the Fairgrounds staying in their 
campers and RVs. A leisure activity that is 
extremely popular in the US and one which 
I’ll write about on another day.  
 

Stubb knew where his friends were 
camped and they had two parking spots 
saved for us. We slid the Fords in between 
the boys and their toys and settled in to 
catch up on all the gossip from the lads we 
only ever see at Attica and Eldora.  
 

After enjoying a couple with them I left the 
group, who were entrenched in making each other understood, but after a few frothies everyone was speaking the same 
language so it all worked out. I walked over to get the tickets from the World of Outlaws trailer and ran across another 
bunch of friends who always gather together for the Month of Money races.  Good mate “Speedy” was back again from 
Australia with Matt, plus Mike and Laura from Washington State, “Doc” from Ohio with wife Bec and son Nathan and 
“Wayne the Train” from Sydney. All were enjoying life in the Pavilion sheltering from the sun. 
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After I returned with the tickets, the GST Aussies scattered to various parts of the complex. Mainly to buy as much as they 
could. It was as though they wouldn’t see the World of Outlaws’ merchandise trailer ever again on this tour. Item by item 
they returned to base to put their purchases in the back of the Fords for safekeeping. And then marched out again in search 
of more. Forgetting perhaps that they would see that same trailer again on 13 future occasions. But that’s OK.  I know 
where all the cheap suitcase shops are …..          
 

The ‘Doty’ is a race where only rain would make people miss it. The attendance this year was absolutely massive. The 
evidence of that was the line for the beer tent which extended hundreds of metres right back to the grandstands. If you 
got on the end of the line during qualifying you’d be lucky to get back to your seat before heat 1. Apart from the beer (and 
the merchandise trailers) the only other attractions were 42 sprintcars. No support categories. Just four heat races, the 
dash, a C, B and the A.  
 

For the record, Kyle Larson and Donny Schatz started off the front row in Heat 4, the Dash and the A Main and they finished 
first and second in all of them. Larson in fact won everything he went in. Indeed, his wife Katelyn (Brad Sweet’s sister) is 
now becoming quite the photographers’ favourite at the trophy presentations when she shotguns a can of Busch Light 
every time Kyle wins. 
 

And that is often. Click here to learn how to do it. 
     
Day 35 / Wednesday July 15th  
 

Four days of full on Kings Royal racing action confront us at Eldora Speedway between now and Saturday night. You think 
the Knoxville Nationals is a tough four days?  People come from far and wide for that Iowa extravaganza, but believe me 
they also flock into Eldora for the Kings Royal. 30,000 + will be watching live on Saturday night and the 50/50 one day will 
reach $100,000. Maybe this is the year?    
 

The morning was free to do what we wanted to do. The next 96 hours will not quickly be forgotten.  A lazy long breakfast, 
a walk, a coffee in the sun watching someone else work on their sprintcar, a swim, some washing or just a nap. Whatever 
was chosen, it was best that we are rested up for some very long days and nights.  
 

For years the Wednesday before the Kings Royal has always seen Eldora Speedway sit there in the dark with thousands of 
RV’s and campers in the parking lots with nothing to do except drink!  Last year Tony Stewart changed all that when they 
experimented with an “unrelated to the Kings Royal” winged and non-winged show. It was a huge success, so it’s on again 
this year. To be honest, it’s probably the only time all season you’ll see the Outlaws and USAC on the same program.  
 

We left Lima just after Midday with the intention of stopping for a ‘decided in advance’ lunch on the way to the track. 
Maria Stein (that’s a town not a human) is now the site of the brand new Moeller Brew Barn where you can eat lunch 
whilst enjoying one of their most popular beers, the Dirt Track Kolsch. It’s no coincidence that it has Dirt Track in its name 
given the proximity to Eldora.  Getting a draft beer was to be a luxury that would not be enjoyed over the next three days.   
 

Outside the track, the GST esky would be in use with $1 beers.  Inside, if still thirsty, Tony Stewart is generous with a six 
pack on sale for $10, or 12 for $20.  Including complimentary ice in a souvenir Eldora fridge bag!     
    
It’s an experience that could and should blow the sensory organs apart with the sight, sound and smell of this place.  For 
each of the next four nights we will be parking the Fords next to Stubb’s Palace (his and Gail’s iconic caravan) in the vast 
Eldora parking lot.  The extent of the camping facilities is enormous. Australians generally tend to think of tents when 
camping is mentioned. Americans think 42-foot RVs and caravans with all the mod cons. Apart from the car parking behind 
the main straight grandstand, the rest of the white things you would see in an aerial shot are Motorhomes.  You probably 
can’t get a better spot than where Stubb is. 
 

Understandably those who had never been to Eldora before wanted to get on with the job of exploring the world’s best-
known dirt track cauldron. With apologies to their new host and hostess they were off, firstly with me to get the tickets 
and secondly to enter into heaven. With the promise they would come down from the clouds to store their purchases. This 
time there were way more retailers to take their money. The choice of merchandise is endless at Eldora and once they had 
all returned to lodge the shopping bags in the back, I made a mental note to pump the tyres up on the way back to Lima.        
 

Tonight was not reserved seating. Even though 15,000 were in the house, there was room galore to move around and 
experience the view from wherever.  The pits are on the infield with the transporters lined up with barely a metre between 
them. There is an overflow pit area outside the track, but each night every hauler must leave the premises and return the 
next day. 
 

https://justbeerapp.com/article/what-is-shotgunning-beer-how-to-shotgun-a-beer-like-a-pro
http://www.eldoraspeedway.com/
https://www.moellerbrewbarn.com/
https://untappd.com/b/moeller-brew-barn-dirt-track-kolsch/2595003
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The scene was set and racing got underway, with the non-wing cars getting first use for qualifying. 
Remember it’s a half mile track. The USAC non-wing one lap track record is 14.712. The 410-winged record 
is 12.707. The latter represents an average speed of 270 kmh!  Just let that sink in for a minute. And while 
it does, click on this next link.  They put a Go-Pro on a 950hp projectile at Eldora Speedway.         
 

The night was a maze of lights, noise, smell and speed. It seemed to be over before it started. The spectacle couldn’t 
possibly be matched anywhere, with surprisingly little downtime because of the need to get through two of everything, 
with both premier classes racing on the one night. Tyler Courtney won the USAC feature and in a warm up for the next 
three nights, Donny Schatz flexed his muscles, which always get bigger around this time of year. Curiously it also coincides 
with the winning cheques getting bigger. 
 
     PS We resolved on the way home to the hotel that as a group we will create a pool of $150 each night for the next 

three of the Kings Royal (and the four nights of Knoxville) in order to knock off the 50/50. 
Wish us luck.  

 

Day 36 / Thursday July 16th   
 

How is it possible to survive the next three days?  
 
Please now go to Week 6 of the Virtual Blog for the 2020 Mega Month of Money tour 
Or return to Part 2 of the website Blog to find Thursday July 16th and read from there.

 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ePyX3WzqIxo
http://globalspeedwaytours.com.au/2020/07/17/the-2020-mega-month-of-money-virtual-blog-part-2/

