






W|ody and Neil's Great Adventure! 
By Neil A. Simon 

W
ho wouldn't be excited by the prospect? 
An entire week with almost no sleep, 
endless hours behind the wheel on pub­

lic highways, and time trials at some of the 
nation's finest road racing courses. For hard-dri­
ving autoholics, One Lap of America is a rite of 
passage! 

Woody Hair and I departed for Watkins Glen, in 
my 1999 M Coupe, on Thursday May 1st to join 
84 entrants for die 20th Cannonball One Lap of 
America. We returned home - some 4,835 miles 
later - on Saturday May 10th. During that time, 
we managed to avoid floods (except for one 
motel room), tornadoes (very close call), sleep, 
good food, bending my car and - most fortunate­
ly - speeding tickets. 

Friday May 2nd was registration, tech (primarily 
to determine that the official sponsors' decals 
were properly affixed to what One Lap 
founder/organizer Brock Yates called our "street 
cars cleverly disguised as race cars") and a dri­
ver's meeting at Lodge on the Green in Painted 
Post, NY. We also added the decals of our own 
sponsors - Curry's Auto Service, Koala Motorsport, 

and UUC (thanks guys!). We ogled some unbe­
lievably well prepared cars and hung out with the 
other entrants, including NCC members Alex May 
and Vic Hall in their spec racer E30 325e and 
Todd Brown driving a turbocharged Eclipse GSX. 

Woody and I had decided that we would each 
drive the courses we knew best (Woody - Watkins 
Glen and Road America; me - BeaveRun). We 
split the remaining events. Knowing my limits, I 
chose to drive the road courses with the largest 
run-offs! Depending on the event, tliere were 
between one and four time trials at each venue. 

Due to One Lap's unique classification system, 
the M Coupe was classed with die Big Dawgs 
in SSGT1 - along with 28 assorted Vipers, super­
charged and/or nitrous-enhanced Corvettes, 
a Ruf and numerous "lesser" Porsches, and a 
race-prepared Diablo that somehow obtained 
temporary tags! I figured diat Woody's track 
experience, and my M Coupe's well-sorted sus­
pension and overall reliability, would more than 
compensate for our massive hp deficit. (Note 
to self for next year: Woody does not equal 
300+ hp!). 

The Diablo - running in die top run group - hit 
the wall in its first hot lap at the Glen, putting its 
left rear quarter panel into a concrete barrier. 
Woody, who was fortified by the Genesee Valley 
Chapter's breakfast buffet, fared better. His time 
was good for 31st overall, placing us ahead of 12 
competitors in SSGT1. However, we would shortly 
begin an inexorable downward slide in the stand­
ings, Alex and Vic in their 325e set out on the 
opposite course, having been black-flagged at 
Turn 9 with coolant pouring from their car. Once 
dieir radiator hose was re-attached, mey could 
only move up! Indianapolis Raceway Park was 
next. 

We arrived at our motel in Indianapolis after a 
10-hour drive, got over 4 hour's sleep (!!) and, 
after getting lost, arrived to walk the track at 7 
AM. Attrition had already taken a toll and seven 
cars didn't make it from Watkins Glen. Woody 
drove IRP and improved his time by 17 seconds 
in the second heat, finishing 33rd. 

Next up was a quick stopover in South Bend for a 
skid pad competition, run in both directions, at 
TireRack. I pulled a .933 g average, on 
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Bridgestone S-03s, placing 17th overall - just 
ahead of the Diablo. Lo and behold, Alex and Vic 
came in at 19th in their "lowly" 325e. Guess all 
of those NCC autocrosses made a difference! 
Woody and I were now running 30th overall with 
only two BMWs ahead of us (Roy Hopkins' M5 
and Ryan Catucci's supercharged M Coupe). 
Alas, this would be our high point in the overall 
standings. 

On our way to Road America, we passed a large 
highway sign for the "Bong Recreation Area" 
(named, of course, for WWII pilot and Wisconsin 
native Richard Bong) and arrived in Elkhart 
Lake in a thick fog (yes, I am talking about 
weather!) and some rain. It was in the 40s and 
still raining hard the next morning at the track. 
Given these conditions, Brock decided that we 
would run only one heat, instead of two, and 
imposed a stop-and-go before "The Kink", a very 
fast and dangerous right hand dogleg. Due to 
fog, visibility was less than 50 yards at points on 
this fast, four-mile long track. 

Road America took a toll. The Diablo, which had 
no defroster or other "comfort" features, spun at 
Turn 5. On driving at Road America with only a 
fist-sized clear spot in his windshield, the Diablo's 
driver said he imagined it was what Hell must be 
like. The factory-supported 2003 Viper Roadster 
got sideways after the stop-and-go and whacked 
its snout against a concrete barrier. Roy Hopkins' 

M5 ended up stuck in a gravel trap. And Woody, 
after having fallen asleep on the false grid; got 
loose in several turns on the reconnaissance lap, 
but never lost it. He drove conservatively in the 
four hot laps bringing the M Coupe in (thankful­
ly) unbent. 

We departed Road America, after several 
Johnsonville bratwursts, for Hallett, Oklahoma 
at 1:00 PM. Because Woody and I hadn't yet 
"perfected" our driver-navigator communication 
skills, we ended up outside Chicago during 
rush hour. This navigational feat led to our 
induction into Team Fugawi (as in "where the 
fugawi?"). At 3:15 AM, after 940 miles of driving, 
we checked into a motel somewhere west of 
Tulsa. One Lap exhaustion had been attained! We 
came to understand the One Lap slogan: "Sleep is 
for the weak". We checked out less than two 
hours later to search for gasoline, food, and 
the track. 

It was warm and sunny at Hallett, a challenging 
road course with many interesting elevation 
changes and technically demanding turns. 
Despite putting two wheels off at a turn aptly 
named "The Bitch", I loved the course and 
figured out the line (sort of) by the afternoon 
heat. We left Hallett in 40th place overall. 
After I adjusted tire pressures and the shocks, 
Woody drove the next event at nearby Tulsa 
Speedway, a half-mile dirt oval. 

We left Tulsa for Memphis at 6:25 PM and it 
became clear that we had, "better buckle up, it's 
going to be a rocky ride"! The Weather Channel 
on my XM satellite radio featured ominous warn­
ings of a vast storm system, including a record 
number of tornadoes, threatening Tennessee. We 
drove through the most incredible electrical 
storm that I've ever witnessed. It reminded me of 
the up-river scenes in Apocalypse Now. We 
checked into a motel after midnight and were 
told that sirens had sounded just an hour earlier 
to warn residents of nearby tornadoes. 

Between midnight and 6 AM, when we left the 
motel for Memphis Motorsports Park, there was 
1.5" rain and more than 30,000 lightening 
strikes. Although the rain soon stopped, the drag 
races were cancelled and the track event was 
delayed. Woody then enjoyed driving both on and 
off the course. He shortcut an "S" on his recon­
naissance lap, driving through a gravel trap at 
the end of the long straight, and back onto the 
track with the car unscathed - on his second hot 
lap. Mike Howell, a Tarheel Chapter member dri­
ving a BMW 732, informed Woody, "it's a little 
late to be planting corn". Woody limited himself 
to the pavement in the second heat and improved 
his time by 22 seconds. We were now 43rd overall. 

On our drive to Carolina Motorsports Park, we 
passed Greer, SC - the "birthplace" of my M 
Coupe. As we drove by the exit, I sensed the car 
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