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Welcome to the Virtual Blog of the  

2020 Mega Month of Money tour 

WEEK 6 
Thursday July 16th to Wednesday July 22nd 

 

Day 36 / Thursday July 16th   
 

The journey from Lima to Winchester, where we are staying for the three nights of the Kings Royal, took us right through 
the heartland of the mid-west, definitely the core of the country. The states of Ohio, Indiana, Michigan, Kansas, Illinois, 
Wisconsin, Missouri, Iowa, Minnesota, Nebraska, North and South Dakota are also known as the Bread Basket states 
because of the amount of wheat grown there. But I assure you, come on a ride with us one day, because you will see 
cornfields galore that completely dominate the wheat fields in acreage. 
 

Despite last year’s unusually wet spring, America’s farmers planted even more than they did the year before. And that was 
91.7 million acres of corn in 2019, far more than the next largest crop, soy beans.  
 

Corn facts of America: That corn on the cob you enjoy in summer is just one of its many uses. Here are a few more: 
 

• About one third of America’s corn crop is used for feeding cattle, pigs and poultry. It provides the “carbs” in 
animal feed, while soybeans provide the protein. It takes a couple of bushels of American corn to make one corn-
fed steak. Estimates say that a beef cow will eat a ton of corn over its short lifetime if raised in a feedlot. 
 

• Just over a third of the corn crop is used to make ethanol, which serves as a renewable fuel additive to gasoline. 
US laws require that 10% of petrol sold is renewable fuel, but you can find E15 (15 percent ethanol) or E85 (85 
percent) ethanol all over the country, particularly in the Midwest. 
(The Fords we have run perfectly well on E85, but the miles per gallon average drops somewhat.) 
 

• The rest of the corn crop is used for human food, beverages, and industrial uses in the US, or exported to other 
countries for food or feed use. Corn has hundreds of different uses. Some of them are breakfast cereal, tortilla 
chips, grits, canned beer, soft drinks, cooking oil and bio-degradable packing materials. It’s even the key 
ingredient in the growing medium for life-saving medicines such as penicillin.  

 

On the way through to Winchester, Terry decided that his luncheon choice would be pizza. I figured we could solve two  
problems in one with a detour into Fort Recovery for the pizza and where they were setting up for a big National Tractor  
Pull Association show on the weekend.  

2014 Month of Money tour on Route 66 
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We lunched at the Trusty Woods pizza café which had a sign in the window of “Weird and unusual pizza toppings - Our 
speciality”. Well we figured we needed to test them out on that and consulted the menu.  
 

• Terry had ‘Tuna fish salad’. He liked tuna but was a little disenchanted when it came out cold on a pre-cooked 
pizza base  

• Adam had the ‘Full English Breakfast’: Sausages, bacon, eggs, tomato, onion and (sadly) baked beans and 
mushrooms 

• Bob had the ‘Seven fishes’:  Clams, mussels, shrimp, tuna, crab, anchovies and sardines 

• Pat called for the ‘Whole lobster’:  The pic says it all … 

• Dennis had the ‘Thanksgiving’. Turkey, gravy, stuffing, mashed potato and cranberry sauce  

• Russell enjoyed the ‘Creamy Peanut Butter’ with bacon and provolone 

• Leigh had the ‘Spicy Mutha’: Diced buffalo chicken garnished with celery 

• Steve went local with the ‘Corn’. Sour cream, mozzarella, ham and corn 
 
The rest? That was easy. Once we saw what Dennis picked, that won hands down.    
 

Totally stuffed, we wobbled out of there and drove to Ambassador Park where the boys with the extra big toys were 
already filing in, so we stopped and walked around the pits which were freely open. The photos show you the extent of 
the outlay on Tractor Pulling equipment for nominal prizemoney.   
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The Randolph Inn is Winchester’s only hotel and is partly owned by Charlie Shaw, the landlord of the iconic Winchester 
Speedway. Over the years we have been operating Global Speedway Tours, Charlie, Kirk, Bob and Gary have become firm 
friends of ours. Always opening up the track for guided tours, a talk on the history of the place and usually a couple of laps 
at speed in Bob’s Nissan 370z. But more about that tomorrow when we call in. 
 

For now, we needed to check-in and get going to Eldora for Night 1 of the Kings Royal, quaintly titled “The Joker’s Wild”. 
The speedway is 30 miles away and the road there is certainly not a freeway! There are many left and right hand turns 
through the cornfields and it is well known in Ohio that if you can find your way to Eldora without a map (or GPS nowadays) 
then you must really be a true sprintcar fan. In fact, Eldora sell T-shirts with exactly that written on them.  The ride back at 
night deserves a story all on its own and later I’ll recount an adventure from last year in 2019.    

One of the reasons Eldora provides room for thousands of motorhomes and caravans during their big race weekends (Late 
Model shows included) is because of where the track is situated. The official street address is 9726 - 13929 OH-118, New 
Weston, OH 45348. Let me assure you that there is nothing on either side of #9726 and #13929 on Ohio Route 118. Sorry, 
yes there is. Cornfields. There are no hotels within miles and miles of the place. The nearest geographically is probably 
Greenville, 18 miles away.   

Stubb and Gail were eagerly awaiting us at their compound which is set up every year for the Royal 
with good friend Jeff Hatfield and his family. They pay for three spots, but only use two for their 
caravans. The third one (in the middle) is used to accommodate the huge influx of people who call in 
to visit them at any hour of the day or night.  And for the Petey Memorial Cornboard Championships 
held on Saturday afternoon. I believe that this year Stubb has arranged for this to be the 98th running 
of the event. This is how the camp is set up and the view you get while playing.     

Yesterday must have been more than enough for the merchandise collectors as they elected to sit around today with 
Stubb, Gail, Jeff and Diane and soak up the sunshine. The sound of the cars firing for hot laps is easy to hear from where 
we are and for most, it’s always the sign to enter. Particularly at a track like this. But not everybody. Some hang back a 
little longer every day as the attraction of going inside super early gradually wears off.   
 

Moose was entrusted with the $150 for the 50/50 purchase, with any win being divided 15 ways. Here at Eldora the 50/50 
is so big, the time-honoured method of dual ticket rolls is long gone. Now it’s like buying a lottery ticket at the local 
newsagent. Pay your money and get an electronic ticket printed on the spot by the seller with all your numbers on it. 
Tonight’s total got to $56,814 with half going to the winner. Had it have been us, we would have received $3,787.60 each.       
 

Tonight’s seats are reserved in the grandstand on the front straight. As with most speedways, Eldora 
was built with a grandstand behind the flagstand and that was it. No spectator facilities anywhere else. 
But as the popularity of the track began to grow the grandstand was extended outwards and upwards, 
tiered cement seating appeared on turns 1 and 4, and then more grandstands and corporate facilities 
were added as time and money allowed. Now it comfortably holds 30,000 and as you can see from 
this video of the Saturday night of the 2017 Kings Royal, every square inch is occupied.           
 

The Joker’s Wild is a completely separate standalone race which just happens to be part of the Kings Royal weekend, with 
no carryover points to Friday or 
Saturday. Logan Schuchart won the 
$10,000 tonight and is continuing to 
prove that he is definitely a man on the 
move in terms of one day being a 
World of Outlaws champion.  
 

Day 37 / Friday July 17th   
 

Winchester is a typical American town 
that you would see in the movies. You 
might even spy Doc, or Marty and the 
DeLorean from Back to the Future.  But 
what Winchester does have, that no 
other town in the USA has got, is the 
“World’s Fastest Half mile paved 
speedway”. Located just out of town 
on the western side, it sits there 
silently, almost as though it is 
constantly reflecting upon its own 

https://vimeo.com/439830266
https://vimeo.com/439832543
https://vimeo.com/439832543
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history and remembering those who have driven through the gates themselves, but didn’t have the opportunity of going 
out again the same way.  
 

There have been many who have tackled the high banks, but failed. And it’s not surprising when you 
actually walk up the 38 degree banking. The photo below shows the significant slope, but so does this 
video taken from inside Bob Lemons’ Nissan 370z at 80mph.  
        

This track just drips history and a big feature of our whole 
morning at Winchester is always the specially prepared talk 
that Bob, along with Charlie (on the right in the pic) and Kirk 
provide for us every year. Often there will be a special guest 
they call in to make the day even better. Today it was Tom 

Bigelow (left in the picture) who started in nine Indy 500s (with 
a best finish of 6th), was the 1978 USAC sprintcar champ and 
won the USAC Midget title in 1984. Tom started his career at the Angell Park Speedway up in Wisconsin. I asked him if he 
had ever hit the same patch of grass outside turn 3 that Rico did a couple of weeks ago when we were there. He laughed 
and said “he wasn’t the first and he definitely won’t be the last”. 
 

Just to give you a further idea of the velocity Bob runs everybody at around Winchester in the Nissan, 
check this out.    No cameras were hurt in the making of this video.    
 

The time spent at Winchester never disappoints. We love going there and it appears Charlie loves having 
us there. Often, as well as a guest speaker, pies turn up from the local bakery in town. They range from Cranberry to Apple, 
to Blueberry, to Key Lime, to Sugar Cream, to Pecan. And that’s all at once. Not one or two each time. Truly a great day, on 
every tour.       
 

Next thing to do was give Russell some sustenance by way of food. The others were grateful as well!  And it was going to 
be in an old favourite of ours in Greenville, just over the Ohio border.  Kathy’s Diner has been there on Martin Street for 
years and we discovered it back in 2012. Don’t always get a chance to call in each tour, but today was a perfect chance. 
You can’t book, just take a chance that they can fit you in on arrival.  
 

I’ve worked out over the years that Americans tend to eat a lot earlier than us. So, if you want to be assured of getting a 
table where a reservation can’t be made, then just turn up late. Even 2.00pm is regarded as late. Not that we deliberately 
chose that time, it was the earliest we could make it after such a great start to the day. And a healthy dose of pie as well 
for morning tea.  
 

Kathy’s isn’t licenced and doesn’t need to be. Otherwise you might miss out on ordering the homemade lemonade. Surely 
in her youth, Kathy must have been one of those little kids who sold lemonade off the front lawn of her Dad’s house. The 
recipe must have been handed down in the family. Maybe Annie Oakley was a descendant seeing as how the gun toting 
gal was born in Greenville? Favourite choice for lunch was a tie between the Meatloaf, with mashed potato, gravy and 
broccoli, or the Spaghetti and meatballs with lashings of garlic bread. Those who had the latter were asked to travel with 
Adam on the way to Eldora. 
 

Friday at Eldora and the tension is building up for tomorrow. You could feel is as we pulled up at the Stubb compound. And 
the reason was the weather. It’s hot and humid, usual tell-tale signs for late afternoon rain and storms in Ohio. Actually, 
anywhere really. Nevertheless, it was still fine and dandy when we arrived and the cornboards were out of storage, with 
“official practice” for the 98th Petey Memorial designated for this afternoon.  The bags were in the air, transporters were 

https://vimeo.com/439855578
https://vimeo.com/439853800
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rolling in, the night cart was on its rounds, talk was loose and beers were cold.  But everyone had one eye on the south 
because that’s where it was comin’ from.  
 

The Palace looked superb today, decorated by signage direct from 
Boonie Doon. Something about the serenity. And the   sign at the foot of 
the caravan door seemed appropriate too.  And to top it all off, Stubb 
had thoughtfully brought along a large blow up kangaroo, but 
unfortunately draped it in a New Zealand flag.    
 

I really don’t need to describe anything else that went 
on today. You need to watch this brand new nine minute 
video entitled One dark and stormy night at Eldora.  It 
will both “show and tell” you everything that happened.                   
Click the link or scan the QR code. They really do work.    

 

50/50 tickets were being sold, but because of what happened the draw was postponed until Saturday night. We had bought 
ours and will double up tomorrow night. We were told at least 50 times that it will be an “awesome” total. We’ll just be 
happy if it’s a big one.            
 

Day 38 / Saturday July 18th   
 

The big day had arrived. Adam’s early morning walk up and down Winchester’s main street was cancelled, seeing as how 
no one particularly wanted to do it at dawn when we got home. The good news was that we didn’t have a long interstate 
drive today to get to our next race. All we had to do was summon up enough energy to return to Stubb compound and 
experience the massive day which was in store.  
 

The hotel staff are all sprintcar fans including the breakfast girls. The hotel is full of people like us - here for only the one 
reason. These thoughtful ladies knew it had been a late night, so they made up a sign and put it in the foyer for all to see 
at 5.30am this morning. It simply said; “Get some extra sleep. Breakfast extended to 11.00am”. Now that definitely 
deserved a koala and a kangaroo to put on top of the fridge in the kitchen. We duly arranged same and included a signed 
thank you card hanging around Joey’s neck. 
 

As tired as we may be, King’s Royal Saturday can be (or is, if you let it be so) the biggest day of the tour. Expectations from 
the Stubbmaster are that we be back at his compound by 12.30pm. There is much to be done before racing starts at 
8.00pm. So, we duly left the terrific Randolph Hotel around 11.30am and took a different route to Eldora. As you know, 
“it’s in the middle of nowhere”, so there are virtually dozens of different ways to get there.  
 

The numerous country roads which essentially service the farms in the area, are delightful to drive in daylight. But to use 
them to get back home again, is fraught with danger. The critters wandering the roads in darkness make it akin to riding 
the dodgem cars at the Royal Show. But more about that later. This morning we again got up close and personal with the 
numerous wind turbines strategically placed on local farming properties. I’m sure the farmers appreciate the additional 
income these behemoths bring in. 
 

Eventually we came out on 118, the famous Ohio road where the late Earl Baltes used to live on his beloved Eldora 
Speedway property. As an aside, 118 was later designated as the Earl Baltes Highway.  Tony Stewart was the only person 
he would sell it to once he realised that death was not far away for him. There is no doubt now that after 11 years of 
ownership, Stewart has more than fulfilled Earl’s expectations. 
 

On arrival, we could see folks were already gathered around the still wet surrounds of the Palace, beers in hand, awaiting 
the start of the Petey Memorial cornhole tournament. Corey ‘Petey’ Martin took his own life nine years ago, but today it 
was the 98th running of “The Petey”. Yeah I know. Don’t ask me. Stubb’s the organiser.  
 

16 teams were assembled including the majority of the GST tourists who were hoping to become the latest and greatest 
Australian cornhole sensations. The Yanks were apprehensive about how good these blow in “brothers and sisters” were 
going to be. Could the title leave the country? The last Aussie winner was that famous Apple island butcher Heath Pursell 
who won the 37th Petey back in 2017.   
 

“Lake Stubb” had dried out somewhat after all last night’s torrential rain and the centre court was in reasonably good 
condition for competition. However, before any of the matches could start there needed to be work done on the strip. In 
addition to that activity, strange things were happening down at Tony Stewart’s helicopter pad. The spectators took up 
their positions in the nearest shady spot, the competitors limbered up with practice throws on the outside courts awaiting 
the chief steward Mr S Tubb to announce the teams for the Round 1.  
 

https://vimeo.com/440181345
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Expectations were high that the defending champions, the Bordner Boys from nearby Attica, could win their third title, but 
the Australians were likely to be a surprise formidable force. Then there was Jeff, Trey, Anthony, Mark the Mexican, Eric 
the gin drinker, Brian the Talking Beard, Lenny, Denny, RJ from Columbus, Ron (Petey’s Dad from Pevely, Missouri), the 
Chicago Thrower and his kid (previous dual winners by the way), Brian from Knoxville, Iowa himself a previous winner and 
then of course there was Stubb.  
 

He’s never won his own tournament you know, something that bugs him to this day. StubbBet, a newly formed off course 
betting company had all the Yanks as favourites, headed up by the Bordners and the Chicago throwers. “Any Aussie” was 
showing at 100/1. 50/1 if partnered with a Yank. It seems that the same entity who runs StubbBet, also provided the land 
for the tournament, refereed the contest, took the bets and sold the beer and food.  Not a bad gig if you can get it.  

 

Well at this point the written Blog word isn’t going to tell you what happened. You now need to watch 
the new and original Video Blog of the 98th Petey to find out.  Or scan the QR code. It will get you to 
the video. Three and a half minutes of fun.  By the way, thanks for 50/1 Stubb.  It paid a quite a few bills.   
 

On the track the Kings Royal was a great race in front of a sell-out crowd. How many?  30,000 plus with 
more than 50% of them sitting in our row of the grandstand on turn 1. An over exaggeration of course, but the policing of 
who sits where in the reserved seat sections is very weak. In fact, it’s still virtually non-
existent at any race track. People just sit where they want to and then refuse to move. 
But we have experience in standing our ground and won out in the end.  
 

The Kings Royal used to be $50,000 to win for 35 years, but when the 50/50 winner 
started to take home more than the winning driver, Tony Stewart figured it was time 
up the ante last year to $175,000.  King Kerry Madsen, who won it in 2014 and is very, 
very good at Eldora, was extremely fast and for most of the night looked to be a great 
chance to get his second crown. He started the feature out of 4 and immediately got 
the jump into the lead and held it through three caution flags and one fuel stop.  
 

It really did look as though Madsen would be second Australian to win here at Eldora 
this weekend, but on the 33rd lap Kyle Larson went past him with the afterburners 
on. No one was going to catch the California kid and he went on to win a phenomenal 
15th race in succession. And Katelyn shot-gunned her 15th Busch Light Tall boy in a 
row and on the biggest stage she’s yet had.   Maybe Knoxville will be bigger?     
 

The 50/50 pot of US$89,354 stayed in the USA tonight. None of us won it, but were only 8,702 off it.      
 

Saturday night post-race at Eldora is chaotic. The police are out in force, not to manage the drunks (maybe they should be) 
but to especially ensure that no driver leaving the track goes the way they actually want to go. As you will have read earlier, 
there are numerous ways to get to Eldora and therefore there are equally as many ways to leave. But most become one-
way roads for a few hours while the traffic disperses and the cops have this unique ability to study your vehicle from a 
distance in the pitch black of midnight and decide instantly that you’re going north when you actually want to go south.   
 

And that’s why we found ourselves back driving the narrow roads belonging to Farmer Brown and Sons. We could hear the 
giant wind turbines whirring, but couldn’t see them as we scoured the road ahead for wayward critters. When sure enough 
two majestic deer presented themselves in the headlights. Fortunately on this occasion they were not running at right 
angles to the way we were headed. Otherwise roast venison would have been available to the Brown family in the morning.  
 

They were trotting in the same direction as us and as a result were not looking into the headlights. Doing so makes deer 
freeze. They have multiple photoreceptors in their retinas giving them phenomenal night vision, but which also cause them 
to be totally blinded by bright light.  
 

We slowed to watch these quite magnificent creatures dart in every direction to avoid our vehicle, which was in fact some 
20 metres behind them. On one side of the road was a soya bean crop, no more than 30 cms high. It would give no shelter 
to them. On the other was a beautifully developing field of corn which stood maybe two metres high.  Without warning 
they both decided to disappear into the corn as if a magician had made them instantly invisible. If you remember the movie 
“The Field of Dreams” then you will recall seeing Shoeless Joe Jackson emerge silently from the cornfield onto Kevin 
Costner’s baseball diamond.  
 

These deer did the reverse and simply dissolved into nowhere.                          
  
 
 
 

The%20Video%20Blog%20of%20the%2098th%20Petey%20will%20do%20that%20for%20me.
The%20Video%20Blog%20of%20the%2098th%20Petey%20will%20do%20that%20for%20me.
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Day 39 / Sunday July 19th   
 

A night off tonight. Not from any racing, just high profile racing, with no disrespect whatsoever to Paragon Speedway. We 
had to backtrack a little into Indiana to do so, but that was no hardship. 119 miles was nothing.  
 

American fans are divided in their love for sprintcar racing. While tailgating they become very vocal when debating the 
merits of winged v non-winged over a few Budweisers. What they need to remember is that Australians are brought up on 
a diet of winged cars and hence prefer to watch them, in preference to the things with no wings. But we do squeeze in 
several visits to the non-wingers just to let you see (or remind you) how good they can be. That’s what tonight is all about. 
It’s a non-sanctioned show which means there is no 
pointscore at stake and you can expect pretty well anyone 
to turn up.  
 

Paragon isn’t far from the town of Edinburgh where we 
always stay for races in this area of Indiana. Our hotel 
(tonight it’s the Comfort Inn) is literally 100 metres away 
from the Premium Outlet Stores with 74 high level retailers. 
We scattered after arriving in ‘Edinburg’ (as it is pronounced 
in the US) and folks went off to do their own thing. I went for 
a walk along Highway 31 and crossed over the road when I 
reached the First Financial Bank.  
 

15 years ago there was an RV park right there which Laima 
and I stayed in a couple of times.  (The more you spend the 
more you save remember.)  She wrote a diary one trip called 
“He drove and I shopped”. But back to today. I wandered 
around the now vacant land to find two things. One was a 
dead tree that was totally hollow, but had a very large knot 
hole in it. Inside the hole was a small ladder deliberately built 
and inserted into the tree so the squirrels that slept in there for the winter could climb to get to the top without going 
outside. You can actually see the ladder by zooming in on the pic from 2005.     
 

Secondly, I wanted to see if the Manager’s cottage was still there. It was, but the tree wasn’t sadly. One time I was walking 
a few circuits of the park which took me past the cottage each lap. There was a guy on the porch sitting in one of those 
hanging swing chairs just watching me go past. And every time I did, the tobacco he was chewing kept getting smaller 
because every time I did go by, he spat some of it out onto the porch. And his dog, which I couldn’t see, barked at me.  
 

On the fourth or fifth go round the dog barked again as usual, but this time I could see it. A delightful little terrier whose 
tail couldn’t possibly wag any faster. I stopped and reached down to pat him as I do with most dogs. It was then I noticed 
that he only had three legs. Elvis up on the porch still hadn’t said anything. So to start the conversation I couldn’t help but 
call out “great dog, but how did he lose his leg?” “Wellllll” he said in his great southern drawl, “when you’ve got a dawg 
that good, you can’t eat him all at once.”   
 

The ride to Paragon was light hearted and everyone was in a good mood. Mind you, no one except Russell had ever been 
to the track before, so we didn’t know what to expect. Russ had been there for their first ever Indiana Midget Week round 
seven weeks ago. He already knew which tree we should park under and he had plotted where the bed sheets would go 
down on the aluminium planks that serve as seating on the main straight hill.  
 

Tree choice was excellent. We had shade right up to the point of departure into the track. Before which we sat there with 
red cups overflowing with ice cold bourbon and coke and sending texts to people back home saying “Having a great time. 
Wish you were here.” Simultaneously watching a parade of trailers with race cars roll down the lane that led to the pits. 
We began to become quite excited as the stream of competitors continued unabated. There were non-winged sprintcars, 
modifieds, super stocks, bombers and hornets on the program tonight. Surely they would run out of pit space.  
 

Now tomorrow wasn’t a holiday or anything. It was a workday as normal. And Sunday isn’t their usual night to race. So 
tonight must have had some form of novelty value about it. At one point we thought there was going to be more race cars 
than spectators, but eventually the parking lot began to rapidly fill to bursting point. Actually, it was a bit like Warrnambool. 
They just opened the gate to another field and let them in there.    
 

While watching all this and for something to do, I looked up the various divisions’ rules on the Paragon website. Of interest 
were the sprintcar guidelines. All it said was “This is an open wheel ‘run what you brung’ class of race car. No limitations 
on engines, no tire rules and no weight rules. All cars run a feature event in this class.”   OK then. Let’s go in and watch …..  
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39 sprintcars, 38 modifieds, 19 super stocks, 18 bombers and 27 hornets. 141 cars all up. Mind you Kokomo was dark 
tonight, so no doubt that’s why Paragon planned a Sunday race. The weather was fine, we had good seats, the sun was 
behind us, the food was hot, the beer was cold and plentiful; everything was perfect.  At least until the lights went out.  
 

A semi-trailer carrying gas bottles had swerved to avoid a car out on 67 and had brought down multiple electricity poles 
over several hundred metres. Live power lines were draped all over the truck and the road. The driver was still in the truck 
which became a ticking time bomb. The Paragon flood lights were snuffed out in a heartbeat.  The PA went silent. It was 
eerily dark. We could hear the sirens wailing in the night as ambulances, fire engines and emergency vehicles raced to get 
to the scene. It was close enough for us to see the flashing lights, but at that point we had no idea what had happened.  
 

Eventually the portable loud hailer came out of retirement and the promoter used it to announce that the night was over 
at 8.45pm. He told everyone to keep their tickets as they could be used at one of the next five races. That was no good to 
us, so we just sat there for a little while before trudging back to the Fords and hitting the road for home.  67 was our route 
back as well, but fortunately the totally blocked road was west of the track. We headed east back to Edinburgh. 
 

We were never to find out just what those sprintcars had ‘brung with them’ that they shouldn’t have.           
 

Day 40 / Monday July 20th   
         
The alarm went off at 4.15am thanks to the previous room occupant prankster (why do they even have those clock radios  
anymore), the sun rose in the east, the curtains opened the same way as yesterday, the shower was as difficult to operate 
as any other hotel, the water still went down the plug hole in the opposite direction, the phone didn’t charge because the 
operator failed to plug it in again last night, but the bed was fabulous. What is it about American hotels; no matter what 
chain it is, the big queen double beds are the most comfortable there can be? 
 

All of which meant that today’s drive to Mansfield would be like most other days. And so it was, that we headed off east 
once more to eventually drop back into Pennsylvania for the Outlaws at Lernerville tomorrow, Lincoln Thursday and 
Williams Grove on Friday and Saturday. In between is a night in majestic Niagara Falls. Mansfield is selected for tonight 
merely because it’s a natural stopping off point between Edinburgh and Butler in PA.  No need to bust a gut to get to the 
town that Trev would love to forget.  (You’ll find out if you don’t already know what that means.)    
 

Our journey today took us down to the south east of Indiana, almost to Lawrenceburg. But we went straight through the 
town with the high banked speedway at the Fairgrounds because we will be back there on Sunday for a round of Indiana 
Sprintweek. Continuing on through the outskirts of Cincinnati and locating I-71, a freeway we’d not driven on before. Quite 
a thrill! In fact, so exciting that we stayed on it all the way to Mansfield.   
 

Although we have visited the Ohio State Reformatory before in the first half of the tour, we will be going there again early 
this evening for a night tour. It’s chilling enough during the day, let alone a Fright night. But when one of your tour members 
is a Prison Officer, which our Steve is back home, then we should be fine. And it was his turn to nominate his choice for 
lunch today as well.  I did notice that he had porridge for breakfast, but what would we have for lunch?  
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A few miles south of Mansfield is the Mid-Ohio Sports car road course and with nothing else on the agenda for the 
afternoon, it seemed like a good idea to call in. Firstly, on the off chance it was open and secondly that cars were testing. 
Both assumptions proved to be correct. The guard on the gate enthusiastically exclaimed they were always open to visitors. 
His eagerness to let us in, cost his kid the chance to own a kangaroo!  
 

We drove down the long entrance road to where quite a number of large buildings were. They turned out to be sheds that 
can be rented as garages for teams that have nowhere else to put their pride and joy. But it was what was parked in front 
of them that grabbed our instant attention. Five Indycar haulers, open and with their contents spread over the pit tarmac. 
They were testing for their next race here, the Honda 200 on August 9th. A stroke of luck for us, but that is not unusual, as 
those who have travelled with us before will attest to.  

 

We couldn’t get into the middle of the course so had to do with standing on slightly elevated ground which permited us to 
at least partly follow the cars around. Two of the haulers belonged to the AJ Foyt team for Tony Kanaan and Charlie Kimball, 
one to Andretti Motorsport and Alexander Rossi, while the last one belonged to our old mates at Chip Ganassi Racing. 
Scott Dixon wasn’t there, but Marcus Ericsson in the #8 held the fort. I’m delighted to say that without a word of a lie a 
couple of the crew members recognised the caps and the Global Speedway Tours’ logo from one or more of our many 
visits to Ganassi in Indianapolis.  
 

They were just testing, but I guess Ganassi really did need all these tyres to experiment with.   
 

https://midohio.com/
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Our hotel in Mansfield is always the Hampton Inn. Their extra-large suites are so spacious you could have a party for 
everyone in there, with room left over. In fact, we did have a few drinks before we left for the Reformatory, mainly to 
boost our spirits (wish there was a better word) for Fright night. The tour didn’t start until 9.00pm when it was very dark. 
Before that I had reserved a couple of tables for dinner in the Reformatory Restaurant in the old galley for the prisoners, 
inside the actual premises. I had earlier asked Steve if he didn’t mind forgoing his luncheon choice because dinner would 
be of great occupational value for him. He agreed, but with some trepidation ….. 
 

They had our tables ready and we made sure we sat exactly where we were assigned.  There were plenty of other daredevils 
in the restaurant as well, so it resembled a true prisoners’ meal time with us all sitting at long wooden tables in the Mess 
Hall. But no cutlery.  Just plain old tablecloths.  
 

Perhaps the only noticeable difference we could discern at this point was the alcohol. We could order beer, but I doubt 
the prisoners could’ve. Then after 15 minutes or so, a whistle sounded, followed by a loudspeaker calling out several table 
numbers. Steve knew the ropes. He explained “wait until our table number is called before going to get your meal”.  
 

We watched as selected groups of people stood up and walked into the Galley. And came out again holding metal trays 
with little compartments on them. The next whistle was for us. We stood up and walked carefully into the galley. It was 
almost like ordering soup from the ‘Soup Nazi’ in Seinfeld. We lined up and saw men and women dressed as prisoners 
tending to bain maries with dozens of delicious steaming hot food varieties. Each “prisoner” would serve what you wanted 
and put it into bowls which fitted exactly in the space provided on your tray. For readers who went to Lefty O’Doul’s in San 
Francisco, you can pretty much imagine how it was done.  
 

There were self-serve salad bars, drink dispensers, everything you could want in a cafeteria. On the way out, cutlery was 
provided to us. Old metal knives, forks and spoons that clearly had once been used back in the day by real prisoners.  
Terrific authentic stuff. Full marks to the person who thought this up. We had a rollicking time with real prison background 
sounds being played through the loud speakers.  Prisoners talking secretively while plotting escapes, guards telling them 
to shut up, sirens, hooters, fights, gun shots, the warden warning of reprisals, cells sliding shut, loudly locking their 
occupant inside. It was tremendous. Like a music hall experience, but we were the actors.  
 

It was a classic entrée (pun intended) to the night tour that started in the room with Old Sparky, the electric chair which 
ended 315 people’s lives.   
 

There were lights on throughout the Fright night Reformatory tour but they were deliberately dimmed to create as much  

speculation as possible for what was around the next corner. Ghosts? Well maybe there are some, but we couldn’t be 
persuaded there were any. The night tour didn’t go to any different places than the day one, but I will admit that it was 
disconcerting to be walking down through the cellblock past open cells which intimated that the prisoner had escaped and 
was lurking nearby. And following you into the shower block ready to do the Psycho and get blood flowing in the drains.   
 

And then it was all over. We were shunted out of there (via the Gift shop) and on our way home in the dark.    
 

Footnote:  We had a great night, made all the better by a wonderful meal experience. For those of you reading this who 
may be interested in having dinner 
in the Reformatory, please don’t 
get too excited. The night “ghost 
tour” is real and does happen, but 
I’m afraid the Restaurant 
extravaganza is a figment of my 
imagination. Maybe one day 
someone will do it …. 
 

PS. They searched us on the way 
out of the restaurant to see if we 
had any concealed cutlery. All was 
good, but they did confiscate 
Patricia's knitting needles though. 
 

PPS. The warden took a very dim 
view of these goings on.  
 

Day 41 / Tuesday July 21st    
 

Checked out and drove up to the Mansfield Motor Speedway for a look at the complex. Originally a paved ½ mile NASCAR 
track, three years ago the promoter decided to rip up the asphalt and return it to dirt. He ran some super big money shows 
and it all looked promising for his track to maybe one day tackle Eldora head on. But too many rain outs smashed him and 
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in early 2020 he closed the gates and it now sits idle as a dejected sight indeed. Fortunately, there are still another 41 
speedways in Ohio …..   
 

We now turned our sights back to racing with some real ‘Month of Money’ races coming up in Pennsylvania. The first of 
which is the Don Martin Silver Cup tonight at Lernerville. It was a mere three hours from Mansfield to ‘Mackereth 
Mountain’ just outside the township of Butler. In WW2 years Butler was famous as the birthplace of the Jeep, specially 
designed and built for the GI’s fighting in Europe by the American Bantam Car Company of Butler, PA. Eventually millions 
of these sturdy and ultra-reliable vehicles were built and sent to the front lines.  
 

Nowadays the Fairfield Inn and Suites is the main tourist attraction in town. The small patch of grass and its solitary wooden 
table and single lamp post behind the hotel is now designated as an Historic Landmark by the Butler Heritage Trust. We 
visit it every year to pay our respects to the memory of not only he who fell, but also those first responders who risked life 
and limb and went to the rescue of their fallen comrade.  
 

At the moment there is a simple plaque erected on the electric light pole which records the events from 
Monday July 20th 2015 and has this QR code available at the spot for interested parties to read the 
Illustrated history of the “Day Trev fell down the hill.” Go on try it with your scanner? It really works. 
Otherwise click the orange link. 

 

In years to come we will progressively bring back items of historical interest for a 
small museum to be established on the site. Things like the three iPhones used for 
lighting the search area, the caps the rescuers were wearing during the heroic 
mission, a torn pair of shorts from one of the rescuers, a branch of the tree he was 
jammed up against that prevented him from cascading another 50 metres down the 
hill, the Old Crow Bourbon bottle and red cup which caused all the problems, the 
belt which delivered the wedgie when lifted up, the koala presented as a bribe to 
the desk clerk on the night and finally, when DNA determination becomes more 
portable, we will track down the rubbish bin and luggage trolley that were pivotal to 
the whole operation.    
 

Oh and Trev, one more thing. Yes, you were drinking Old Crow Bourbon that night. 
Or whiskey as you call it. Have you ever read the Old Crow label on the bottle?  Given 
your love of Johnny Gibson’s 4 wide salute call for the World of Outlaws parade lap, 
here’s a copy of the label for you to read. 
 

Naturally our party this year entered this sacred site and paid our respects, before moving on to a different hotel for this 
year. Curiously this new hotel, the Comfort Inn & Suites sits high atop another hill in Butler. I feel we have several 
candidates on this trip who tonight may make an attempt to imitate and duplicate that iconic day of July 20th, 2015.  
 

Who won tonight at Lernerville?  Well some of you may have seen the race live streamed just a few days ago. The afore- 
mentioned John Gibson has called it the greatest race he has yet seen in 2,018 consecutive World of Outlaws races. He 
had to watch the replay to see what he actually said when calling the finish, he was so pumped. For the record Donny 
Schatz once again realised the size of the increasing Month of Money cheques and just pipped Kyle Larson and Brad Sweet. 
 

Day 42 / Wednesday July 22nd 
 

A first today for Global Speedway Tours when we ventured into Canada across the border at Niagara Falls. With a night 
free of racing, it was an opportunity to see what I think is one of the Wonders of the World. I can’t see it in a list anywhere, 
but with 168,000 cubic metres of water flowing over the Horseshoe and American Falls every minute, it certainly should 
be.  One cubic metre = 1,000 litres. So, every minute 168 million litres flow from the Niagara River over the waterfalls and 
back into the river, eventually emptying itself out into Lake Ontario 20 kms north.  
 

But first we had to get there, but it was only 213 miles, or four hours away.  We had a 1.00pm booking on the Maid of the 
Mist, so that was our curfew if you like.  Working backwards and allowing for sightseeing and traffic, we needed to leave 
Butler at 7.00am.  There were some heavy heads around this morning at breakfast. The racing from Lernerville was over 
and done with last night before darkness fell. When there’s only one class programmed, the night goes very quick ly. 
Qualifying, four heats, a dash and a B and an A main.  The good news though was that everybody survived the impromptu 
post-race drinks in the cute little rotunda built in the Hotel garden for people like us.  No luggage trolleys were needed .….      
 

First up this morning was the speedy Interstates of 79 and 90 to a little town called Ripley on the shores of Lake Erie. To 
complete your education on these lakes it’s Erie that 100% feeds the Niagara River which, as you now know, transfers all 
this water to Lake Ontario. North of Lake Ontario is Montreal which is connected by the St Lawrence River. The St Lawrence 
continues further north to Quebec and then keeps on going until all its water becomes part of the Atlantic Ocean.      

http://globalspeedwaytours.com.au/wp-content/uploads/2020/07/The-day-Trev-fell-down-the-hill.pdf
https://www.maidofthemist.com/
https://www.maidofthemist.com/
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The Great Lakes are all interconnected and the water supply comes from the melting snow every Spring. There is an 
accompanying road system known as the Seaway Trail and it was this road that we joined at Ripley. The Trail hugs the 
shoreline of Lake Erie for 68 miles through to Buffalo, where we exit to prepare for Niagara Falls.  But it then continues on 
for another 450 miles into upstate New York to finally end where the St Lawrence empties into the Atlantic.  
 

Getting to the Maid of the Mist departure dock was an exercise in itself. The popularity of Niagara Falls at this time of year 
causes the road system to reach saturation point. One more vehicle breaks the bank you might say.  We were lucky we left 
Butler as early as we did, only just boarding the Maid of Mist with seconds to spare for our “20-minute shower”. Raincoats 
were issued, and were much needed believe me, because the boat gets extremely close to the base of the Horseshoe Falls 
and the spray is unrelenting. A thrilling little cruise, nonetheless. 

   
When this ride was over, and only if people felt they could manage it, was a walk up to the Crow’s Nest to stand as close 
as you can possibly get to the American Falls.  
     
We were still in the USA at this stage but needed to now get across to Canada and our hotel, the Crown Plaza Fallsview. 
Some wanted to walk, others wanted the comfort of the Ford. It didn’t matter what choice you made, the Rainbow Bridge 
was the only method of crossing the river. And you had a wait in order to clear Border Control. For info, an ESTA for Canada 
is required by Australians if entering the country by air. However, if it’s by road at tourist places like Niagara Falls, we are 
permitted entry via our passports. Exiting Canada back into America however requires a United States ESTA, which is 
needed to fly into the country in the first place. 
 

Tomorrow we explore Niagara in more depth and there’s a frightening experience in store for one of members.        
 
 
Please now go to Week 7 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 23rd and read from there. 
You can also find Part 1 - June 9th to July 15th (weeks 1-5) at this link.  

 Horseshoe Falls: Photo courtesy of Richard Lee 

http://www.seawaytrail.com/
http://globalspeedwaytours.com.au/2020/07/17/the-2020-mega-month-of-money-virtual-blog-part-2/
http://globalspeedwaytours.com.au/2020/01/10/the-2020-mega-month-of-money-blog-part-1/

