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Welcome to the Virtual Blog of the  
2020 Mega Month of Money tour  

WEEK 2 
Thursday June 18th to Wednesday June 24th 

 
 
Day 8 / Thursday June 18th     
Our earliest departure yet saw us on the road at 7.00am. 18 hours later we would drag ourselves into bed at the Hotel in 
Port Clinton. Our day went like this: 

 

A three-hour drive north along I-77, literally right to 
the edge of Lake Erie. On a pencil thin peninsula just 
off Sandusky lies Cedar Point - The Roller Coaster 
capital of the world.  A 364 acre Amusement Park that 
has been there since 1892 scaring the pants off the 
masses. Paying to go into Cedar Point was never on 
our itinerary because riding roller coasters is not 
everybody’s cup of tea, but everyone should at least 
see Cedar Point from the outside.  It is humungous and 
simply breathtaking. 
 

There is a road which circumnavigates the park. In 
theory, one shouldn’t stop along that route, but one 

must in order for one to take video and photos to prove that one has been there. Security didn’t catch us, but we did have 
the kangaroos and koalas ready just in case. A photo follows as well as a video which will adequately 
demonstrate the size of the rides here. This one shows the Millennium Force at work.    
 

Check this out. It’s the initiation ride for first timers on a GST tour!  Scan the QR code to see the video.  
 
 

Indy 500 tour - 2016 

https://www.cedarpoint.com/things-to-do/roller-coasters
https://www.cedarpoint.com/things-to-do/roller-coasters
https://vimeo.com/432149132
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From Cedar Point it was off to Port Clinton and the Jet Express Terminal, virtually opposite our Hotel for tonight. It was 
from here that we made the 25-minute trip across Lake Erie on the ultra-fast catamaran. Put-In-Bay is a world away from 
the one we just left. The attractions on the island are relaxing, safe and usually involve alcohol. It is a haven for college 
kids to spend their summer holidays here and the many bars are more than capable of supplying what they want.  
 

Fortunately they cook and serve mighty good meals as well. In particular Walleye, the best freshwater fish in Lake Erie. 
Stubb catches and eats it all the time, so that’s what most of us had, fried in breadcrumbs with dollops of coleslaw and 
french fries. Can’t say chips as most readers know. Bruce decided to have stuffed morel mushrooms. A local delicacy which 

Stubb had also suggested someone should try if we went to Put-In-Bay.  Just as we were finishing lunch, an 
eight-seater golf cart cruised up the main street. Without us realising, Terry had nicked off to investigate 
the source. He returned within 15 minutes with two six seaters - $36 for an hour of fun. So off we went 
exploring the island at will in the golf cart. $3 each. You couldn’t buy the materials for that.  
 

Time was getting away, so the 4.45pm cat took us back to Port Clinton and the historic Island House Hotel. 
Click the link by all means, but if you don’t have the time, at least take a look at this two minute video.       

We didn’t eat in the 1812 restaurant because we needed to hightail it to the Sandusky Fairgrounds and Fremont Speedway 
which, to this day, still uses big white foam blocks fastened to the fence to soften the blow for errant sprintcars.  
 

Being a Fairgrounds track, a tree was not required as we parked undercover in the cattle pavilion. There was good shade, 
but unfortunately as we enjoyed the traditional tail gating, the aroma of past tenants of this pavilion became over 
powering. We put it down to the bovines, but someone helpfully suggested that it had a kind of mushroomy smell to it.  
 

2019 Fremont Track champion Buddy Kofoid used his local knowledge to take a comfortable win tonight.    
 

Day 9 / Friday June 19th     
 

Those of you who watched that short video of the Island House hotel will have heard that a whole bunch of famous people 
have spent their holidays staying in this hotel. On the wall of the hotel lobby, right next to the 1950’s lift, is the entire  list 
of celebrity guests.  Dennis and Patricia said they could feel the spirit of Marilyn Monroe and Joe DiMaggio in their room 
and Bob and Pat kept quoting Casablanca lines to each other when they found Bogart and Bacall’s photo on their bedroom 
wall. Russell and Deryk said some babe called Ruth occupied their room one long ago summer, while Robyn and Bruce kept 
hearing the sound of Julie Andrews’ music whenever they tried to get to sleep. Me? I had room 306. Apparently, some guy 
called Al Capone had once holed up here with a calculator doing his tax return.  

https://putinbay.com/island-attractions/
https://vimeo.com/451820458
https://vimeo.com/451820458
http://port-clinton-ohio-hotel.com/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qBs_YeXmNlM
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qBs_YeXmNlM
https://www.fremontohspeedway.com/
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All this was discussed at breakfast, as was the state of the weather. It wasn’t just in Kev and Terry’s former Bob Dylan room 
that the hard rain’s a-gonna fall, but early this morning storms had moved into the northern Ohio area and lashed the 
countryside. Things look grim for tonight at Limaland Speedway for Round 8. But why should anyone be surprised? This 
track in Lima has a dreadful record for rainouts. I guess they have probably raced more often than not, but it must be close.   
 

Undaunted by the heavy rain, we set off around 10.00am to head back south to the tiny township of Van Buren for lunch 
at Stubb’s house. Along the way there were many detours for flooding across the various rural roads we had to take to get 
onto I-75.  It wasn’t just the roads, but neighbouring paddocks and houses that were underwater. When it rains here, it 
definitely pours.   
 

As we neared Van Buren the rain began to ease somewhat, which was a blessing, not for the racing tonight, but for Stubb 
who had invited eleven hungry Aussies for lunch at his place. But I figured he would have a solution, that being the giant 
new barn he had built a couple of winters ago. And sure enough, as we pulled up to his house, which sits on about a couple 
of acres, there he was standing in the driveway with the historic Budweiser shorts on, no shirt, holding an umbrella in one 
hand and a Busch Light in the other.  Simply the classic welcoming look. 
 

He confirmed what we already knew that Limaland had been cancelled and that today’s party, now extended through to 
the evening, would be held in the new barn. I dropped everyone off and then quickly adjourned to the nearest Liquor Store 
for some additional supplies. Stubb, via GST, was supplying and cooking the food and GST were contributing the beer and 
wine. Not that I predicted a rain out, but given that it was Limaland Motorsports Park there was a fair chance it would. So, 
our accommodation for the night was already pre-paid in nearby Findlay, just a hop, step and jump from Van Buren.  
 

When I returned the rain had almost stopped (for good we hoped) and the concrete outside the barn was now the 
temporary storage area for two ride-on-lawnmowers, three snow blowers and one trailered boat. Inside amongst the 
various tools neatly fixtured onto the walls were two battered sprintcar wings, proudly hanging from the loft roof. The lime 
green one was from the PJ Chesson #76 and the black Ingersoll Rand #19 was from his other hero Stevie Smith from 
Pennsylvania. These and their drivers became great talking points throughout the day, particularly PJ Chesson whose antics 
off the track were relayed by Stubb in some depth. Mainly because he was in most of them.  
 

Fast fact #3 
What is the difference between a shed and a barn? 
A shed is a building with a roof that only slopes one way. 
A barn is built with an A frame roof. 
There can be big sheds and lil ones, but it is the roof which determines if it’s a shed or a barn. 
 

Lunch (which had turned into an early dinner because we had no timeframe) was his speciality of BBQ chicken which, have 
no doubt, were as big as turkey legs. Served with potato & bacon salad, grilled corn on the cob, baked beans, devilled egg 
salad and chocolate watermelon popsicles for sweets.   Delicious …..   
 

Some of Stubb’s race friends called in during the day. There was Lenny who lives eight miles or so away and whose house 
I have been to before. Besides an enormous barn, which American Pickers would love to get inside of, Lenny has a 4-car 
garage with a 75-inch TV anchored to the wall next to the beer fridge. I remember that from a ‘compulsory’ pre-2017 Kings 
Royal planning meeting I attended at his house. The only planning done was when they would meet for the next meeting.  
 

Then there is Denny who lives directly across the road from Lenny. Well not really straight across the road as both live out 
on rural acreage. Denny’s barn is way bigger than Lenny’s big barn. But then again, that was back in 2017. Lenny has prob-
ably built a bigger one by now. Coop also turned up with Brian the Talking Beard.                        
 

Coop is Greg Wilson’s father in law and helps occasionally on the race car in between ‘meetings’ with his mates. The Talking 
Beard would win any speedway trivia contest anywhere, such is his knowledge of the world of sprintcars.  All highly 
entertaining people who our group loved ‘having a meeting’ with.  
 
Around 8.00pm we shuffled off to the Baymont Inn & Suites to check in and essentially go our own ways. Perhaps a walk 
around town or a quiet drink with the GST esky in the little timber outdoor area overlooking the lake.  Or if hunger was 
evident, the choice of any one of 13 different chain restaurants were within 300 metres of the front door.  
 

Day 10 / Saturday June 20th  
 

The day dawned with a sky exactly as per the definition of a perfect day, which made for a delightful stroll around the lake 
feeding the swans with bread rolls souvenired from the breakfast room.  
 

https://vimeo.com/432372662
https://limaland.com/
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The ride today to Portsmouth, down on the Ohio River near Cincinnati, was 193 miles and around 3½ hours. So clearly we 
had to pad that out and what better place is there to visit than the National Museum of the US Air Force, no matter how 
many times you have been to it?  The Museum is in Dayton, an easy two-hour drive to the massive complex of four gigantic 
aircraft hangars which provide 1.25 million square feet of exhibit space.  No admission fee required. 
 

The museum is segmented into eight display areas. The early years of First Flight, World War II, Korean War, Vietnam War, 
Cold War, Space and Presidential aircraft. The entrance into the Space hangar is via the Missile Gallery which in itself is 
worth travelling halfway round the world to see. (Particularly the section dealing with farmer’s silos.)  Some people reckon 
they can see everything in two hours, while others say six hours isn’t enough. So, we allocate three, with lunch in the 
cafeteria (for those keeping up with where lunch is had each day).           
 

The ninth and final round of Sprintweek is tonight, so we must get there soon. This track is new for everybody on the tour, 
including your Host ….. and also Stubb would you believe. Not that he’s with us. Built in 1990, Portsmouth Raceway Park 
is renowned for its Late Model racing. Including $50,000 to win shows for the best in the land. This year the promoters 
have decided to put up $15,554 to win their only sprintcar race of the season in honour of Dean Knittel, a former car owner 
who died in 2018. And to top it off, the Late Models are also running to show the open wheel audience just how good the 
ground pounders are here.  
 

This track is a showpiece for the sport, regularly drawing capacity crowds every time they race. The Ohio River runs 
peacefully past turns 1 & 2, but fortunately the rain we had yesterday wasn’t enough to do any damage and cause 
substantial flooding, like it did in March 2018.      
 

The final night of Speedweek was outstandingly good and the hometown LM crowd applauded wildly when Aaron Reutzel 
won his third feature to become the 2020 All Stars Ohio Speedweek champion. The fearless Texan, whose team owner 
recently bought Kerry Madsen’s old race shop in Knoxville, was simply too good over the duration.  Brock Zearfoss was a 
very impressive second in points and Bob & Pat’s mate Dale Blaney came in third.    
 

Day 11 / Sunday June 21st   
 

During this entire trip we only backtrack twice to get to a race and today is one of them. And only because it’s Kokomo. 
When the First Half tour was originally designed, the gates at Kokomo tonight were shut. Hence today we would have been 
on the road to Pennsylvania. But then, for whatever reason a few months ago, the track announced that the Bob Darland 
Memorial would be held on the night of June 21st.  So, the mutual decision everyone made was to drop New York back to 
three days from four … and head for Kokomo instead. Even though it means an 11-hour drive to Mechanicsburg tomorrow.   
 

So away we went, travelling north by northwest back into northern Indiana. No sightings of Cary Grant or crop dusters 
were reported, but what we did see, just a dozen or so miles away from Portsmouth is the town of Chillicothe.  
 

In area, the state of Ohio is half the size of Victoria, but still manages to squeeze no less than 43 dirt track speedways inside 
its borders.  Just remarkable. One of those is Atomic Speedway, formerly also known as K-C Raceway. The written history 
of this track means that it really should be visited on the drive through to Kokomo. And fortunately the entrances were 
open and we could drive right up to the pit gate for a good look around.           
 

Dennis Little had nominated the Golden Corral in Richmond, Indiana for 
lunch today at their all you can eat buffet. Always a solid choice, it 
constantly gets 100% thumbs up from everyone as a place to stop.  We had 
arrived before midday so all the over 60’s qualified for the Senior discount 
reducing the price to just $8.39 … plus tax of course.  
 

We were only two hours from Kokomo and to get there we had time to 
forgo the freeways and follow the excellent rural roads diagonally across 
Indiana. US-35 to Muncie and then Fairmount where we made a slight 
detour to the James Dean Gallery.  Usually we visit here when Gas City is 
racing, but that great little track isn’t a stop on this year’s tour. So today 
was a perfect time to do so.  From here it was a 15-minute drive to the hotel 
in Kokomo where, after checking in and a leg stretch, we jumped back into 
BF and WF for the what is called the “baddest bullring in America”.  
 

I guess sometimes there is a poor race at Kokomo, but I’m yet to see one. 
And tonight was no different, with an excellent field of 36 non-wing 
sprintcars turning up for an unsanctioned show to honour Dave Darland’s 
late father. The fairytale didn’t have a happy ending however because 

http://www.nationalmuseum.af.mil/
http://www.portsraceway.com/
https://www.atomicspeedway.net/history
https://www.goldencorral.com/
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although Dave took quick time and won his heat, he fell away during the feature to haplessly sit back and watch from 20 
metres or so behind Chris Windom and Justin Grant as they conducted a titanic battle for the lead. At the chequered flag 
it was Grant by .06 of a second. He was ecstatic as he drove the car up onto the Bryan Clauson podium to receive the 
impressive trophy.  
 

It was only 9.00pm when the sprintcar feature ended and in fact the sun still hadn’t completely set. Mainly because Kokomo 
always move their program along on a Sunday night. Work day tomorrow.  But tonight was also the Northern Hemisphere’s 
Summer Solstice, or its longest day. Sunset wasn’t until 9.19pm. So we stayed settled in the seats to watch the Thundercar 
feature, highlighted by a quadruple barrel roll through turn 1 when the right rear wheel suddenly decided to part company 
with the car. The front wheel drive Hornets were equally as spectacular. When they crash, a tow truck is not required. Just 
a couple of suitcases to put the bits into.  
 

Day 12 / Monday June 22nd  
 

The summer solstice may have been yesterday, but today would be our longest day …. on the road. The skippers rounded 
them all up after a super early breakfast and by 7.00am we had disposed of the first mile, but still had 579 (927 kms) to go. 
Perhaps a look at what happens in order to get on the road each day and what happens out there might be worthwhile. 
 

Different people get up at different times.  
Some need every extra minute of sleep they can engineer and are always last (or don’t make it at all) into the breakfast 
room. This includes some of the people you were drinking with last night. For others, we will call them Exhibit A. It doesn’t 
seem to matter at all that they had a big night with the esky in the parking lot, as they are always up early, no matter their 
condition. It’s impressive stuff, it really is. There is always someone on every tour who puts everyone else to shame.  Then 
there are those who stayed up sitting around the esky to be socially correct. Didn’t have a drink and are fresh as a daisy 
the next morning. The drawback for them however is that this is the best they are going to feel all day.  
 

Ice 
No matter your morning condition, there are always jobs to be done before casting off from the hotel. That dreaded esky 
must be loaded with today’s supply of bottled water, Coca-Cola, complimentary NOS Energy drinks collected from the last 
race we were at, or bottles of juice “nicked” from the breakfast room. The iceman is appointed at the beginning of the 
tour. He is excused from doing anything else other than checking all ice machines on each floor each morning to determine 
which one he will raid for today’s ice supply. Then he has to get it. That important job doubles in responsibility with two 
vehicles. 
 

Luggage  
The vans need to be loaded up with luggage. Aside 
from the 2013 MoM tour, we have yet to get this 
right. On that tour, unbeknowns to us, Daniel Kirby 
was (and still is) a “fleet service agent” with Virgin 
Australia. You and I would call him a baggage handler. 
Once we found out that bit of news, guess who got 
the job each morning? Never before, or since, has the 
luggage been so tightly packed in. I think his best 
effort on that tour was landing Gerard Pursell’s 
suitcase in exactly the right spot from eight and a half 
metres away. It was inspirational stuff. 
 

Stomachs and sleeping 
OK, so now we are on the road. People choose their 
means of transport for the day (either with Terry, or 
with me) and they know that long trips such as this one are like a simulated AFL match. ie. Divided into four quarters. For 
today that means four different legs of about 150 miles each. Say 2.5 hours a piece. The first leg always demonstrates a 
few things.  
 

Firstly, that guy who bounced out of bed on time this morning after a big night where he drank more than anyone else, 
also drinks way more bottled water than anyone else. The driver has no issue with this because said passenger is so 
dehydrated that a ‘you-know-what-stop’ isn’t required until about the 500-mile mark. You remember that bucket we 
bought for ice collection?  It sits close by as well just in case. If needed, as history records it has been on several occasions, 
it is left behind at the next rest stop and a new one purchased and funded by the accused.      
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Secondly, as the wheels keep going round and 
round, the rhythmic movement of the van casts a 
spell on everyone. Unless you’re hanging on to a 
steering wheel, sleep becomes impossible to ignore 
and dozing off becomes a completely legitimate 
past time for an hour or more. The record for on 
board sleeping easily belongs to our good friend 
Ross from Willaston in SA. He missed a mountain of 
sightseeing in 2015, but did accumulate an 
excellent collection of caps. 

                     
Quarter time saw us rest for a 10-minute leg stretch 
at the Pilot Truck stop in Eaton on I-70. (There’s 
that freeway again.) Half time was for lunch at 
Walmart in Clairsville with the mob permitted 30 
minutes to choose what they wanted. Three 

quarter time was at Bedford off the Pennsylvania Turnpike when the Fords were thirstier than the folks they were carrying.  
Fuel is US$2.49 / gallon over here at the moment. So how does that compare to Australia you ask? Well a US gallon is 3.78 
litres whereas an Australian gallon is 4.54 litres. And AUD$1.47 buys US$1.00 at the moment. So, putting all that together 
means an Australian imperial gallon would cost AUD$4.39. Or AUD$0.97 / litre. Not as good as you think when you work it 
out that way.  
 

Finally, at 5.50pm we reached the Holiday Inn in 
Mechanicsburg on the Carlisle Pike. Don’t you just 
love the street names?  People were keen to eat, 
and eat plenty, so the general consensus was that 
we would return to a place we have been to many 
times before in Mechanicsburg. It’s called Aroogas 
and amongst other things sells $6 jugs of bourbon 
and coke, not to forget the 50 varieties of draft 
beer and 120 (yes 120) television sets around the 
restaurant, all tuned to different sports from across 
the world. There’s no live auto racing anywhere 
tonight so baseball and basketball it was all night. 
And just to make sure you don’t miss anything 
when you disperse some of that draft beer, each 
urinal in the men’s room has its own personal TV 
on the wall.                
 

Day 13 / Tuesday June 23rd   
                                  
Off for some R&R this morning. Usually on a Global Speedway Tours trip, R&R stands for “Racing and (more) Racing” but 
for the next three days it doesn’t mean Rest & Recreation either. You see when one goes to New York it really means 
“Requires Resuscitation” afterwards.  
 

A 6.30am start from the hotel saw us at Harrisburg’s AMTRAK station by 7.20am to board the 660 Keystone service to the 
Big Apple. At times this train scoots along at 180 kph, such is the manner in which the line has been constructed. The weary 
Aussies on board at first were excited and talkative, but before long the train did what the Ford does. And most snoozed, 
only to awake as we glided into Philadelphia. Not that we saw much of this historic city because as you might imagine the 
station is underground. 
 

From Philly we headed north east up through Trenton, Edison and Newark before once again heading below the earth to 
enter Manhattan under the Hudson River, eventually pulling in to Penn Station in midtown within 20 seconds of the 
scheduled 10.49am arrival time. Penn Station sits underneath Madison Square Garden and is home to the NBA Knicks, the 
NHL Rangers, women’s basketball, concerts, boxing, wrestling and Billy Joel has permanent residency there. 
 

The island of Manhattan is one of five boroughs in New York City, the others being Queens, Staten Island, Brooklyn and 
the Bronx. Nearly every tourist to New York stays in Manhattan which is just 13.4 miles (21.6 km) long and 2.3 miles (3.7 
kms) at its widest point. The most densely populated city in the USA, in July 2019 greater New York had a population of 
8.3 million people living in the five boroughs. Manhattan itself only has a population of 1.6 million permanent residents, 
but that swells each working day when another two million commuters come in by train to work each day. 

https://aroogas.com/
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Then do the sums and add in a yearly tourist intake of 54,000,000 people, 75% of which are there in the three months of 
summer. Like June …. when we are. The end result is a seething mass of people eagerly spilling thousands of dollars from 
their pockets because they have finally been able to save enough to holiday in New York City. The three most expensive 
days of the Month of Month tour are the ones we are in right now. Accommodation prices have no ceiling. It’s simply what 
the market will bear. Food and beverage costs are three to four times what it is to buy the same thing in (say Indiana).  
 

But most think, “hey, if I’ve got the chance to have a drink or a meal in Times Square, then what the hell. I’ll mortgage the 
house again”. Now speaking of Times Square, let’s get back to the MoM tour members who you’ll remember have just 
stepped off the train 60 metres in the rock below Madison Square Garden. It could have been just 25 metres, but the 
regular subway system, with its 21 different criss-crossing lines, was built above the out of state commuter tracks which 
bring the workers in each day.  
 

The next 60 minutes was a real experience. It was 11.00am and here we were standing on the corner of 32nd Street and 
Seventh Avenue. The Radisson Hotel is on W 51st Street. That’s right, I made them walk 19 blocks through “a teeming 
mass of humanity”. It is the only way to be introduced to the city. You must fight it, otherwise it will total envelop and 
crush you. 
 

Fortunately, everyone had heeded the request to only take hand luggage and all the larger suitcases are safely stored back 
in Mechanicsburg at the Holiday Inn. Thus, the convoy set off. Me leading and Terry the sweeper at the back to make sure 
no one got side tracked and was never to be seen again. The Bermuda Triangle has nothing on the Manhattan Matrix. 
 

Straight up Seventh Avenue, (or uptown as the locals say) to Times Square. It was Tuesday and the two million extra people 
who flood Manhattan on a work day were here. As were the tourists and the city was teeming with people holding and 
reading phones. Paper maps appear to be superfluous these days, given that every conceivable piece of directional help 
you need is available via Google maps on your phone. The major difference is that when reading a “real map” you actually 
stand still and work out where to go next. When using a phone, people just follow the little blue dot and walk without 
looking where they are going. Twice already I’ve seen people walk into a wall and one smack bang into a Bus stop pole.  
 

In fact, the next bestselling app will have to be one which has a sensor in the camera lens. Much like a reversing camera 
on cars which beeps when you get close to an obstruction.  Hmmm, maybe I should patent that?? 
 

Worst of all though is that the sidewalks become like a giant pinball machine with a million tourists assuming the role of 
the little steel ball and a demolition derby results with day trippers bouncing off each other every second. Robyn has 
learned how to say ‘sorry’ now in 12 different languages.  Humanity is everywhere. On every footpath, every restaurant, 
every coffee shop, every gift shop, every deli, every taxi with the driver honking the horn, every double decker tourist bus 
stuck in traffic and every fire engine, ambulance or police car that finds it necessary to navigate down the road siren blaring, 
whether moving or not. 
 

Yep it’s all there with Times Square the worst …. and the most vibrant. Hard to put into words. You dread having to enter 
the precinct, but once inside the zone a magnet like effect appears to have an all-powerful spell to keep you in there. 
Legend has it that you could take a seat at the window of a Times Square café or bar and be guaranteed to see someone 
you know walk past within the hour. 
 

Our hotel The Radisson (new for this year) is well located in midtown Manhattan on 51st Street between 5th & 6th 
Avenues. Particularly close to the unlimited Hop on Hop off double decker buses we will be using for the next 72 hours. 
The subway was at 53rd & 7th and the nearest three bars were 20, 30 and 40 metres away.   
 

We checked in, but knew rooms wouldn’t be available at 12.15pm, so after making the concierge $30 richer for storing the 
bags, we headed off to the corner of 47th & 7th to catch the first of our Hop on Hop off buses. We had planned to take the 
Downtown Tour first, but not get off at all, just so the group could get a feel for the “lie of the land” if you like. The three 
most visited sites in NYC are on this tour. They are the Empire State Building, Ground Zero at the World Trade Centre and 
the Statue of Liberty out on the bay.  We also saw Times Square, Madison Square Garden, Macys Dept store, Soho, 
Chinatown, Little Italy, Wall Street, the USS Intrepid Air Craft Carrier, the Financial District, Battery Park, the Lower East 
Side, Greenwich Village, United Nations, Rockefeller Centre, Carnegie Hall, Broadway Theatre District and much more. 
 

The length (in time) of one of these tours is impossible to predict. Vehicles on the streets totally congest everything, with 
the duplicity of traffic lights and a cop on the same corner providing even more confusion. But let me tell you, it’s great 
fun watching it all unfold from the top deck of a bus. No care and no responsibility. Eventually you arrive back where you 
got on and while standing on the sidewalk, quickly work out whether there is time to catch the Uptown tour before 
adjourning for dinner.         
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The answer is always decided by adrenaline. “I’m beginning to get tired, but I don’t want to miss anything” is the usual 
response. Like the Downtown tour, the Uptown takes between 2.5 and three hours and covers Fifth Avenue, Museum 
Mile, the Dakota Building (where John Lennon was shot), Lincoln Centre, Time Warner Centre, Central Park, Metropolitan 
Museum of Art, the Guggenheim Museum, the Frick Collection, the Apollo Theatre in Harlem, the Museum of Natural 
History, the Museum of Modern Art and the Harlem Markets.  
 

The scene had been set for tomorrow and the day after. The punters were now in a position to decide what they wanted 
to particularly see when they got off the bus and could plot a course accordingly. At least that was the plan. Turned out 
that everyone stuck to the host like glue.     
 

After making the Concierge now $60 richer to take the bags up to each room, we caught the subway down to Little Italy in 
lower Manhattan where it was an entertaining 30 minutes walking up and down Mulberry Street deciding where we would 
have dinner. Groups the size of ours are serenaded by touts who stand at the door pleading for you to eat there. Quite 
amusing at times, but tedious in the end. In particular I was looking for Taormina where we had eaten in 2015. An 
unbelievably funny meal in a restaurant, that although Italian, could easily have been the model for Fawlty Towers. But 
alas, it no longer exists. Eventually we settled on Angelo’s.  Good food, great atmosphere.   
 

After dinner, we walked from Little Italy down to the East River near the Manhattan Bridge, then along the riverfront 
towards Battery Park. Under the Brooklyn Bridge and on to Fulton Street which winds its way up to Wall Street and Ground 
Zero. From there it was the underground maze of the subway again back to the Hotel. 
 

At this point, some chose bed and some wanted to “see more”. That really meant “I want a nightcap”. So it was off to 
Jimmy’s Corner on 44th Street. It’s almost impossible to describe this iconic bar. The picture shows you that it isn’t on a 
corner.  The blue door leads into a long and narrow room which is the bar. Full of boxing memorabilia.  

  
Up on the wall are hundreds of photos. 
One particularly big one shows Jimmy 
Glenn with Muhammad Ali. For years 
Jimmy owned and operated the 
decidedly old school Times Square Gym 
two blocks away on 42nd, where he 
taught young fighters and worked the 
corner (of the ring) for his friend Ali when 
he was in town to fight at Madison 
Square Garden. The gym and the 
building that housed it are long gone, 
razed in the early 1990s amid a 
redevelopment that transformed the 
neighbourhood from a gallery of drug 
dealers, pickpockets and sex shops to the 
tourist hub it is today.  

 

But Jimmy’s Corner has endured, one of the last vestiges of the area’s gritty, pre-tourist incarnation, hardly wider than a 
walk-in closet and not so different today than when it opened shop in 1971. Three-dollar beers are trafficked across the 
bar seven days a week from 11am till 4am, the jukebox is loaded with 60’s and 70’s classics and the walls are covered in 
posters, memorabilia and photographs culled from the proprietor’s life in the boxing business.  
 

The $3 beers went down well with every photo and poster 
being read with interest. Jimmy has joined previous GST 
groups for a drink in the past, but tonight he was regretfully 
nowhere to be seen.  
 

(Footnote: Not meaning to diminish the purpose of this 
Virtual Blog and its attempts to lighten the load during the 

Coronavirus pandemic sweeping the world, I 
must pay homage to Jimmy Glenn who died 
on Thursday May 16th 2020 from the effects 
of COVID-19.  This story from the NY Times 
sums the man up.)   

 

  Stubb and I with Jimmy in 2015.  

https://www.theguardian.com/sport/2020/may/15/jimmy-glenn-boxing-bar-times-square
https://www.nytimes.com/2020/05/09/nyregion/jimmy-glenn-dead-coronavirus.html
https://www.nytimes.com/2020/05/09/nyregion/jimmy-glenn-dead-coronavirus.html
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Day 14 – Wednesday June 24th   
           
Orientation day is over. Today it’s time to get stuck into the footslog. But before we do, it’s important to get a proper 
understanding of Manhattan’s layout. It’s not hard. Downtown is south and uptown is north. All 13 Avenues run north-
south and all Streets run east-west. Which is OK from 1st Street in SoHo up to 271st Street in Queens, because everything 
is in a grid. Unfortunately though, getting below Soho is not kind to sightseers as all the Streets have regular names and 
are twisty turny, totally confusing every taxi driver, let alone the tourists.   
 

I’ve worked out over the years that the Chinese don’t wake up until around 9.00am, so it’s wise to be at attractions early 
before they arrive in their thousands. One should always engage this line of thinking when the Empire State Building (ESB) 
is involved. Consequently, we set off on foot at 7.30am to walk through the city streets as New Yorkers arrived into 
Manhattan to commence work. Imagine 5,650,610 workers and tourists riding the subway each day and you will get the 
picture of just how crowded the footpaths become when they get off.  Everyone trying to get where they want to go in a 
straight line.   
 

Fast fact #4. 
Anyway, back to the Empire State Building. 350 Fifth Avenue between 33rd and 34th Streets is the address of the famous 
102 storey Art deco skyscraper that, 90 years ago, took just 12 months to build. Extraordinary when you think about that 
fact on its own. With the spire included it stands 1,454 feet high. 443 metres. It was the tallest building in New York until 
1970 when the World Trade Centre towers were completed. After they came down on Sept 11th 2001, the ESB resumed the 
title, but has now lost it to the Freedom Tower at Ground Zero which is 1,776 feet in height.  
 

We entered the building around 8.00am 
on a gloriously hot day and immediately 
the guys realised why it was an early start 
this morning. The areas where ropes guide 
the punters to trudge up and down, only 
moving at a snail’s pace to advance just a 
few feet each minute, were empty. We 
breezed through and were at the lifts to 
the 86th floor observation deck in five 
minutes. The wait for the 30,000 visitors 
each day can be up to three hours around 
10.00am and 7.00pm at dusk.  
 

Of course, the view was simply spectacular 
with the five NY boroughs, New Jersey, 
Connecticut, Massachusetts and Penn-
sylvania all visible on a super clear day. 
Today was a good viewing day, and one of the best I’ve experienced. 45 mins is enough up there and the descent was 
made the same way by lift.  Exiting from the building even further reinforced the decision to visit as soon as it opens 
because those roped off areas now had hundreds and hundreds of soulful people queued up. Little did they know there 
was a very long wait in front of them. 
 

Back on to the Hop on Hop off bus with the VIP tickets working a treat. At this time of the day the lines at each stop can 
be large. Especially at the popular attractions. There’s something superior about just turning up and waiting for the arriving 

bus tour guide to see the VIP pass around your neck. 
“Sir and Madam, please come this way and board the 
bus first” are magic words indeed. The looks on the 
faces of those who have been waiting an hour or so 
are priceless. Buses arrive frequently, but not all have 
available seating. Sometimes none at all, because no 
one gets off.  
 

This time we alighted at Ground Zero down in the 
Financial District. We have 911 Memorial Museum 
tickets for Midday and with time to spare wandered 
around the “free” areas which commemorate the 
memory of all 2,996 people killed on Sept 11th 2001. 
Work is continuous at this memorial to make it the 
best it can be for people to pay their respects to those 
who perished.     

https://www.911memorial.org/
https://www.911memorial.org/
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The new Freedom Tower (also known as One World Trade Centre) is not on the exact site of the original towers. And 
deliberately so, because each of the precise footprints of the Towers has a one-acre square reflecting pool, with the largest 
man-made waterfalls in North America.  
 

The names of every person who died that day are inscribed into bronze panels edging the Memorial pools.   
 

Designed and built by the Australian company Lend Lease, the 911 Museum is a must see. If you decide to go, book on-line 
well in advance and pick a day and time that suits. You could spend upwards of five hours down there if you wanted. 
Constructed deep below the Ground Zero site it is a magnificent recollection of how and why it unfolded. Way too difficult 
for me to put into words. Just go see it one day. 
                
Lunch on the run from a sidewalk food vendor (halal was 
popular!) reignited the energy to visit Wall Street and all the 
sights around the NY Stock Exchange, including the iconic 16 
feet long Charging Bull. It symbolises the stock markets. A “bull 
market” means shares are rising. A “bear market” means they 
are on the way down. Most people like to have their picture 
taken patting the bull’s horn (at the front) but some prefer the 
other end where the sculptor decided to place a couple of quite 
large protuberances between its legs. 
 

From Wall Street we walked through Battery Park and onto the 
entrance for the Statue of Liberty tour. Airport style X-ray machines are in place here. There is no way the Americans will 

allow Lady Liberty to be vandalised or terrorised.  
 

Fast fact #5. 
Her real name is “Liberty Enlightening the World” 
She is made out of copper and stands 305 feet (30 stories) high 
She is green in colour because the copper has oxidised and the authorities refuse 
to scrape it off  
She gets struck by lightning 600 times every year 
She wears a size 379 shoe 
The ferry ride over is about 20 minutes and costs $19.25. Walking around 
Liberty is “free”.    
 

It’s worth it, if only to 
say “I’ve been there”. 
The real bonus is the 
view of Manhattan 
from the ferry on the 
way over to the old girl. 
Hundreds of people 

know that trick, so they race to occupy every possible strategic 
position across the back of the boat. Fights can occur for prime 
viewing spots. They forget that they have to come back again and 
you can go to the front of the ferry for exactly the same view.   
 

Time to head back uptown. Whilst waiting for the double 
decker, we looked to the western skies which were rapidly 

changing colour to dark black. Masses of cloud were rolling 
in and quickly. The bus left and by the time it had reached 
Tribeca the plastic rain ponchos were being handed out. In 
three minutes we were drenched. According to the news 
later that night, 1½ inches (40mls) of rain had been dumped 
on the dry and steamy streets of NYC in eight minutes. Most 
of it we reckon into the top deck of the bus. In fact, rather 
than proceed through the rain and lightning, the bus pulled 
to the side of the street to allow those who wanted to go 
downstairs, the opportunity to do so. We didn’t ….. 
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Like drowned rats we eventually alighted in Times Square and joined the tens of thousands of others on the streets who 
had been caught out by the speed of the weather change. I can tell you that even an experienced wet T-shirt competition 
judge would have had a hard time choosing a winner during this 15-minute walk back to the Hotel ……. 
 

Rejuvenated and refreshed we met for an early dinner. Tonight it was Chinatown and as enjoyable as it was with delicious 
food, the waiters had no idea of what we were saying, or asking for. Fortunately the menus, which were in English also had 
numbers, so we were able to communicate that way. It wasn’t their grasp of the English language that was the problem. It 
was the accents and speed of speaking that troubled them.   
  
The subway took us back to Times Square where the Night Tour bus leaves from. Once again this is a spectacular two hour 
ride where the bus goes down some of the same Avenues and Streets that the day rides take, but even so with a different 
guide you hear diverse things with stories and anecdotes being different. However, once you hit Chinatown and Little Italy 
the bus heads for the Manhattan Bridge over the East River into Brooklyn.   
 

The view from here is superb, both from the ride across the bridge and from the Brooklyn riverfront, although developers 
are quickly pinching all the good spots. 

 
 
Please now go to Week 3 of the Virtual Blog for the 2020 Mega Month of Money tour 
Or return to the website Blog to find Thursday June 25th and read from there.   

 

http://globalspeedwaytours.com.au/2020/01/10/the-2020-mega-month-of-money-blog-part-1/

