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A Gathering of Eagles

There’s only one way to find the fastest street car in America. BY RICH CEPPOS

# Itwas hard to believe it was actually hap-  of the pitch-black Ohio nightand through  a mission that was crystal clear in its sim-
pening. At ten o'clock ona summer's eve,  the double-high garage doors, as if drawn et car in
i i by the bright lights inside. The Eagles 2. Why did we want to do that? Be-
were gathering. George Leigh Mallo-

“Their arrival signaled the beginning of 1y, they were there. For years, stories have




rippled through the automotive under-
ground about superfast street cars, said to
be capable of more than 200 mph. The
banzai runners—wild men who terrorize
the highways at warp velocity during the

wee hours—have been the subject of at  ry mark. If there was one such car on the
least two magazine articles. Three years
ago, our own Csaba ided and abet-
ted Gale Banks in developing a Pontiac
Trans Am that cracked the double-centu-




cilities in the world, “Come
join us at the Transportation Rescarch
Center of Ohio,” our official invitation
trumpeted. “We'll run your car against
the clocks on TRC's 7.5-mile oval. Oh,
and don't bother showing up unless your
caris capable of at least 175 mph.”
(Do e e b o
equally straightforward. No thinly dis-
guised race cars would be allowed. All en-
trants would have to be legally registered
and properly equipped for road usc. We

the mythic Vector, declined. So did a host
of hypercar owners—understandably so,
in most cases. For one thing, machines in
ihis lofy category oflen have price lags
well into six figus could know
e e

nd 50 it went, the wheat scparating
from the chaff, unil five brave souls bear-
ing seven wondrous cars—the Eagles—
e e Al naythey were descending
on East Liberty, Ohio, at the appointed
huur Reeves Callaway anted up a pair of
rvettes. Adver-

00-mile
road loop to validate its streetworthiness.
That was it, and may the best car win.

Let the recond show that all o the big-
name hypercar tuners were asked to the
ball, and that most of them begged off.
b Alu:s Ruf, Willy Koenig,

natcl Brady of Pegasus
\nmmnhxh and J(rn Wiegert, father of

s st
R Tk T
R e i PR

Co
llsmz exec Mike Burroughs handed us the
er Keith

Brian DeVries showed up with a twin-tur-
bo Porsche 911 and a dead-stock Ferrari
Harumut Fohl, AMG of

h A echnical director, stand-
e b R

The Man: Bob Norwood, age 44; presiden

The Car: Norwood Ferrari-Chevrolet GTO

, Norwood Ferrari Service, Dallas, Texas

idled up i whisper-quict Hammer. And
‘Tetan Bob Norwoor brought i bloed:
red, Chevrolctpowered, GT
308. The festivities could begin.
‘The next morning, umTR(, gamge was.
-shift

e G/D technical staff .mpmm =
Eaglt thoroughly. And there were ires to
change. We weren't about (o go hyper-
sonic on anything but the safest rubber

sults, and make sure the cars and the tires
were properly matched. Michelin anted
up fresh, carefully inspected TRX tires for
the Testarossa and mailed us design engi-
neer Kevin Clemens. Both tire men would
prove invaluable to the safety of this
event, and we thank them and their com-
panies for their concern and La

s that state troopers man only
W e e o




would have canceled the effects of wind
and grade by locating one trap on the
front straightand one on the back; howev-
ex, a large patch at the end of the back
straight might have caused some of the
cars to bottom at high speeds. We decided
instead 10 set our traps on the front
straight only, one at ither end. Each car
would circle the oval firstin one direction,
tripping the lights at one end of the
straight; then in the opposite direction,
through the other trap. JACircuits auto-
cross timing lights would yield readings
accurate 10 0.1 mph. The two speeds for
i car would U be averaged fo pro-
duce its official top en

Considering that mosl of the contes-
tants were one-offs, the testing would go
amazingly smoothly. There would be five
on-track breakdowns, but only one car
yould 110 complet the winimu of

{ly! Beginning with the e fin-
ishing order was as follows

began life notas a carat all. Bob Norwood
and his cohorts at Norwood Ferrari Ser-
vice in Dallas, Texas, bult it from scratch
out of spare parts. Most of those parts are
Ferrari: the 308GTB chassis, the Boxer
brakes, and the factory GTO body panels.
“The fit and finish are exquisite; you might
well take this red rocket for the real thing.

Unilit's fired up, thatis: the sting in its
il comer o o Mamncllo, Ttaly, but
from Warren, Michigan. Norwood fitted
O T s e
5.0-liter Chevy V-8 built to Can-Am rac-
ing specs and mated it (0 a ZF ransaxle.
He claims it pm.

The return run never happened, thanks
0 the failure of a distributor-shaft scal.
End of story. A few days later, Norwood
towed his bybrid to Bomnevllebut there
weremore problems; it turned “only’
mph on the salt flats.

If everything had worked properly at
TRC, the GTO should lmc hit at least
200 mph—though we suspect its racy
i e Houldhabe maAE A beAr life
with on our road loop. Unfortunately,
we'll never know.

Ferrari Testarossa
172.9 mph

Unfortunately, the Ferrari spent most
of its time at TRC on jack stands. A num-
ber of maladies struck it, from a loose bel-
ly pan 10 high-speed instability. Finally,
our high-speed Hungarian, Gsaba Cere,
coaxed it through the traps at 187 mph.

The redhead from Maranello made it
look easy. Going 178 mph in the
Testarossa on the TRC oval was so
ple, your Aunt Jane could have done it.
The 380-hp, 48-valve twelve-ylinder
revved 10 a taut, premium-quality howl,

Norwood Femn-Chevmlet GTO
No Official Speed

In at least one way, the Ferrar
et was the most exofic car in thi

Shevro-
test: it
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The Man: Brian DeVries, a

7 Spulml’lodutw(alpolanm\ president,
Johnson Manufacturing Compan P o
i

nc.; president, Progressive Manag




FERRARI TESTAROSSA

the wind whooshed, and the next thing we
knew,we weee there. The drivetrain, com

e with catalysts and mufflers, feltas ifit
En havemaintained the TR's top speed
forever. A topped-out TR gives you pler
ty of time to take in the sights—but you do
notice that you have to steerit, even down
the straight

As for the fact that the Testarossa at
TRC was three miles per hour slower than
our last TR test car, we can only cite the
e of time and mileage: Brian
DeVries's go-to-work Ferrari was two
000 miles old.

On the road, the TR w:
zen. Hall of the cars in |h S test were so
noisy that we couldn’t hear ourselves
ki e B B T s o engine

a model i

was turbine smooth, its cabin refreshingly
quiet. It had a fully operational climate-
control system—no small advantage on a
hot summer day. Yes, we had o wrestle
the gear lever through the gated shift
plate, and the steering was numb on cen-
ter—typical Testarossa behavior—but in
general DeVries's car was the picture of ci-
vilty. You could drive a TR to the g
every day, and that amounts to a very
compliment for an automobile that’s ca-
pable of flying on the ground.
AMG Hammer
181.4 mph
If the Testarossa was impressive, the
AMG Hammer was astounding, The
Hammeris a sedan that sacrifices virtually

The Car: AMG Hammer

The Man: Richard Buxbaum, age 39; president, \M(,u[!\()l’l)\ Americ

Chicago, Tlnois; co-owne
Joplin, Missouri

Continental Toyor

nd Continental Imports,

nothing o the great god speed. It offers,
all the comfort and refinement of a stan-
dard Mercedes 300E, but with ncarly 200
more hp and 45 mph more top speed.
On the track, we found we could one-
hand the Hammer easily at 170 mph. It
was 50 sure-footed that Csaba was able to
hurl it around for one full lap with its
throttle pinned flat—over the wavy pave-
ment in the north banking, across ihe
aighipalch onihe backistight
" Csaba e Rl
i T
ST D (10-mph d.nh ol st 5.0
seconds and ran the qu ile in onl
15 3 seconis e 108 o loiiion i
you, with catalytic convertersand mufflers
in place. (We allowed the entrants to un-
cork their cars’ exhaust systems for test-
ing, if they so desi
Around town, the Hammer was so doc-
ill that no one suspected we had the devil
himself under the hood. When we held
the pedal down f igh, a demonic
howl let loose as the Hammer lunged
through the atmosphere. As we bounded
over the roadsaround East Liberty, we did
find the one nit to pick: the Hammer's
squat suspension sunk into its bump stops
50 often that another inch or two of travel
might be just what the doctor ordered.
ide from that one reservation, we
peE flEhnic
thick-rimmed wheel. very day
that an aflermarket oulln i
edan into a car that can run and
um like S e e
Grooming it until it also has the manners
ofa duke is almost unheard of. In that
spect, the Hammer was the most amazing
gle in our gathering.

Callaway Corvette
91.7 mph.

Reeves Callaway is a crafty sort, a for
mer racer who likes to pusihe fimits in
other ways now. Last year his company
501d 200 Twin-Turbo Corvetie. He tams




'ANG HANMER

CALLAWAY CORVETTE

10 TR with two of them, loaded for bea

The car under discu e is the
Ll
production, because Callaway and his
merry h;\nd (ouldnl leave well enough
alone. They fitted the silver bullet’s turbos
with larger turbine housings for more
high-end efficiency. They rigged a spray
system underhood to douse the intercool-
ers with water, further cooling the intake
air. They offed the catalysts so that high-
octane race gas could be used—an added
hedge against detonation. For 1988, all
Sl e
hp as our test car—a 36-hp improvement.
Callaw: ims that the changcs to the
I it Tfi=hed 16 Howen curve ‘only
‘modestly, ifatall.

The acrodynamics of the test car were
fine-tuned as well. The Callaway boys fi
ted it with the front air dam and rocker
skirts from the Corvette aero package now
available at Chevrolet dealers. They also
bolted an extra lip onto the front air dam,
further narrowing the gap to the road sur-
face. Callaway rejected conventional
dom, however, wheniit came to combating
the destabilizing effects of high-speed lift
at the rear—which Corvettes have in fair
measure. No rear spoiler was fitted be-
cause, according to Reeves, “it would add

irag.” To set the rear suspension at the
desired ride height, 200 pounds of ballast
was added (o the luggage compartment.

During our top-speed Lests, the
Callaway was street-car comfortable. Ona
through the
traps at 186 mph. After the mufflers had
been removed, and with Don Sherman at
the wheel, the silver Vette registered a
one-way best of 195.5 mph.

10s not clear how much the fine-tuning
helped on the track, but it was of negative
value on the street. The oversize ulhos
took longer to spool up than a stoc]
llaway’s, and a mysterious, intermittent
misfire hobbled the engine.

ervise, the Callaway

you'd expect a turbo Corvette to: as if it
had a couple booster rockets strapped to
its tail. Since everything but the drivetrain
had been lefi as Chevy intended, the
Callaway was all poise and no drama.
What's even more impressive about the
Callaway is its 58-grand price. In the
N e
b ¢ block.

while the three lower finishers in this test
drove like street cars on amphetamines,
there was a basic personality shift from
there on up. The 911 felt like a race ma
chine tamed barely enough for the road.

The blue bullfrog was born fast. In its
first incarnation it was a lightweight 911
Turbo (aluminum fenders, doors, and
decklid; no A/C or sunroof) modified by
. When

Motorsport Design S
Sl owner Brian DeVries decided he vante
202.5 mph enough power to light up western Michi-

Holcomb of

The Motorsport Design Porsche 911
Turbo crossed two thresholds simulta-
neously. The more important one for our
purposes was the magic 200-mph mark,
which it streaked across with ease. And

Motorsport Design in Scousdale, Arizo-
na, had wrenches at the ready.
Staring with astock 3.t 911 Tor,

o engin port_added ported
win-plug cylinder heads, its own tvin-tur-

ecticut

he Cars: Gallaway Top Gun Gorveite, Gallaway Gorvetie
The Man: Rmm,dudwwkcr\u president and GEO, Callaway Cars, Inc,, Old
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EAGLES
7 —

o system,infake runners froma 062 race
car, and custom fuel
One of DeVries's (ompamcs Dt
the huge air-to-air intercooler that swad-
dies the engine. Pressurized with an in-
credible 218 psi of boosl, the engine
wwhomps ont 646 hp at 7500 rp:

S Porthe Dt Shecin e
controls, wailed through the traps with its
hood caved ressure. No
problem, .»md Sherman. “I was like fall-
ing off a log.” The hood even popped
E T

In the real world, the 911 was insanity.
with a llcuxw plate. Want a taste of AA/
Fuel dragster? Snap the throttle open in
b e o e
up. The tach needle spins crazily. Are 3.8

seconds (0 60 mph and a quarter-mile of
12.0 seconds at 126 mph enough to keep
you awake? This is IMSA GTP ptrfor-
‘mance on the road: you're o busy trying
10 get slowed down for the comers, you
hardly notice the handling.

Unfortunately, the 911 faltered badly
when asked (o do what the lowliest
econobox does on a milk run. The triple-
plate racing clutch was all lurches off the
line. The engine quaked and spat under
3500 rpm. And whef the revs were up. it
was impossible (o hold a steady speed.
Sfanihioa Blibie e bl lbped el
injection. “It was never made to be driven
at part throtile,” he shrugged.

The twin-turbo 911 was a mind-bog-
gling dhrill ide, all right, butits bad man-

ners limited it to the weekend-toy catego-
1y. Further development is planned,
according 1o Stanchina and Holcomb.
Theyalso intend to sell replicas of the en-
gine, as well as a number of hop-up kits
it As for the blue flashitself, Bri

windshield before this test. llc earned the
right o keep it the hard w
Keith Black Camaro
216.0 mph

Now we're really getting up into the rar-
efied air. The Keith Black Camaro repre-
sentslhe noling beate-<ubic-nches ph
losophy: try 541 cubicinches (8.9 lters) of
all-aluminum, Keith Black-manufactured

[ it
[ ey
b oo e e o
[Sie0em0 | Ve y oo Santne | Warcsdeston:
e e s, || BN P e
e sy
oY vas o B
(7] S71 comprossion
€ [caamay | smeom [ vs, 200 y 01500
o3 [ e P FiBrom | o
s R B T
R 5:1 compression G Chevrolet fuel nfecion 553l sip
179 1 b oo
ovd [CALLAWAY | $155,000 | V8,355 cu n (38190), iron Euroawin 100 | 7 Soug Nash 4-speed
5 | SN bt AR A AN A B B o )
Shitrre sl il e e, Y o v
(3] mprossion o With Callaway Mico-Fusler 5% imtod o
= [cEmmam [ 8120700 | fat 2, soocun(@949c0, | Boseh Ke oo o oot | Faranzspeed
oD | ossa (e el S | SAB 5SS 125 00w
s ST medsis
T4 Vet oot yinaa:
— A
Ml 5ol i | oo [ g R s air
CAMARO aluminum block and heads, rburetor | @86000mm | with Gear Vendors overdrive/
=] PRt e e 551 | 73/
o b | 380 bt
WOTORSPORT | 3175000 | ot6, 207 cumn(@295c0, | 2 Aesonch Tod boswit | 6465 | Pulsapeed
i Sodkand ek, | 313 peratsmortand tor | 47888 | B 3% 12,085, o
PoRStHe o e St ST | oo A oaovenia 00 o i
£5Rse S
NORWOOD | 190000 | V8,06 cuin 601760 on | HilorLucestmed mochant | 601572
L e e e S o | 523 Ferton, 108,070
HRRoLeT i licre 352 lmiaie
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Chevrolet V-8, pumping out 700 hp at
6000 rpm. Good golly, Miss Molly!
e
Hot Rod magazine article. Black, in case
vou don't know, is a well-respected manu-
facturer of Fuel dragster and Funny Car.
engines. As if the KB Camaro needed an
ner Mike Burroughs
G with eleven-time
RA champ John Lingenfelter in tow.
Lingenfelter had worked alitle of his own
wning magic on the engine. As it tumned.
AT e g
cam hcan'ng went awry during the car’s
Bt g T ot
nor, I)ul it required an all-nig}
ext day, lmgunfdlm blasted to
Y S e
DYoo e e
The road drive was another story. The
KB Camaro’s drivetrain was so tractable
that we could idle down Main Street at 15
i s o
gl e e e

$
&

CALLAWAY TOP GUN CORVETTE

almost be transformed into a purring kit-
ten. Would you believe a purring lion?.

Callaway Top Gun Corvette

our ((‘n(ce the KB Camaro was 0o Ind
and crude for anything but short trips. Tts
Towered suspension allowed its air dam
and front crossmember to crash into the
pavement time and agan. Halfway

Here's one car max came by its nick-
name honestly. We hereby proclaim the
Callaway Top Gun Corvette: lhc fastest
street car in America. It went an astound-
ing 2224 mph on the track, sunived
miles on the ati

=8

the oil pan open, and the world's fastest
Gamaro had to be parked.

Obviously, some of the things that
heped the Keith Blck Camaro to achicve
its pmmgmm speed jus 't work on
the stre ith 'molher round of finess-
e

curb
weight, TOP SPEED,
b tires MPH
3600 Piroll 1814
P700,
215/457R17
50 | Goodyear T
Eagle 740
PR7SHOZRAT
70 Goodyear 2224
Eagle (racing),
26.0% 10,06
3760 Michein 1729
£ dguevnas
R 260145VR415
5705 Goodyear 2160
Eagio VAS0/ZR50,
F-225/50VR-16;
R 255/50ZR.16.
2610 | Goodyear 2025
Eagle facing),
F285% 10516
25512516
NA NA
Eag\e fracing),
0% 9015
Fi3sox note

DECEMBER 1967

iletlplenty n[\m[apptd poten
The p Gun was under mn(lmrlmn
LAy -development project
long before our invitation arrived
CHSLER L ol b
oad-car _turbocharging, aerod\'
namics, T cooling at the outer reaches

of speed and power. No off-the-rack
Callaway Corvette drivetrain could have:
done the job reliably, 50 a fresh one was
breved up. The ingredients incude 2
355-c Chevy racing block, spe-
rmledtxhead: aone-offintake system,

i
mmp S it ge Rajay turbos,

and a pair of huge intercoolers, located
b(.hxnd the rmm fascia where the turn sig-
e. (The signal

ble sources peg it at 900
hp when the boost s set near the destruc-
tion threshold. Because a stock Corvette
gearbox-and-overdrive assembly was

The Gar: Keith Black Camaro
The Man: Michacl Burroughs, age 37; py
Nashville, Tennessee

sident, Burroughs & Associates, Inc.,




EAGLES

used for this o the boost was dialed
down to and a mere 712 hp at
6750 rpm was s

Surprisingly, a huge front air dam was,
the Top Gun’s lone aero aid. To keep the
wind from sucking the side glass and the

lower comers of the rear window.

Inside, the Top Gun had enough
gauges, knobs, and buttons to_sustain
manned spaceflight. Every critical engine
variable, from intercooler temperature 0
exhaust-gas temp, was measured. On the.
passenger's side of the dash was a large
control box that allowed the engine com-
puter o be programmed on the roll. A
five-point racing harness, a roll cage, and
S
And, again, there were 200 pounds of
S

The rest was pure Chevrolet—1986
Chevrolet, as a matter of fact. The Top
Gun was fashioned from the same white
Callaway prototype that graced our No-

vember 1986 c he same car that ig-
nominiously puked coolant after one easy.
lap of the Michigan International Speed-
way road course. That was the other re:
son Reeves Callaway brougthis quarter.
million-dollar machine to TRC:
R e e

ran the white car on its first run and
brought it home at 214 m
said he could have gone alot faster but for
acase of first-lap nerves.

In light of what happened next, there
was no reason to doubt him. On the re-

Over the Top

To 231 mph on turbocharged wings.

© 1 think I now know how the first astro-
nauts felt as they watched the hatch slam
wt. It came to me when I was in the
Tibleuaon s B
Gl e ot s K o e
ed up like spacemen. We were being
sealed in for liftoff, There was a space-
age control panel in front of me. The
crew was muwng the windows uj
against the special anti-blowout strips
P b been added (9 the doorames.

had been coy with us about his car. He
wouldn't tell us how fast it would go or
how much power it had, though any
squid could see it was a monser.

This squid was about to find out how
big a monster. “Whoever drives this car
better be prepared to go faster than he's

gone before,” Callaway I
whlle pulling on his racing suit. “A lot
faster.” Now, in the driver's seat, his
nerves making him talk, Reeves was fi-
nally letting some numbers slip. Did he
r\allv say “220 mph”? There, I heard it

gt O boymatfad Tigoteeny:
sclfinto

Thad gonc 180 mph :arller nlm morn-
ing, but this would be p than
I wanted to make; it LR leap I
was about (o go where I'd never gone,
‘where few men have gone: way out there. I
had watched 2 couple of the other cars
rush past at more than 200 mph, and the

ricnce had been sobering. The sim-
Fie ok O e e

B
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tmn pass, yours truly at the wheel, the
Top Gun screamed through the traps at
231.1 mph. Not bad for a car that had
been completed only 48 hours earlier.
Unfortunately, the lack of development
time showed on the road. The Top Gun-
nermay have been the contest winner, but

it was nearly undrivable. There had been
no time to calibrate its fuel-delivery curve
below 4000 rpm, so the super Callaway
shuddered like an old locomotive at low
engine sp e plugs were fouled
much of the time as well, so all-out blasts
10 the redline were few and far between.

The Top Gun Corvette gimped along,
sy arvl HoUGE a0 A/ ), B L wes
never unexciting. Of all the cars in our
test, only the Porsche pushed our innards
around with as much ferocity.

s rough-mannered as the Top Gun
was, we think it could be taught anew way
. Given Callaway’s
ing and his com-
el of in-house technol-

pany’s own high le:
ogy, he could protably e his project

carenoughtomakeit livable: alitde
time, the Top Gun's low-spee ise—
its worst trait—could be: culcd Air condi-
tining coud be seinsialed, 4 sonter
gearbox could be fitted.
M Calliay ot ot o e
measures as he contemplates his next
moves. “1 think 1 could duplicate this car
for a hundred fifty or a hundred sixty
thousand dollars,"” he says, looking off
into the distance. “1 figure there must be
five or six people in this country who
‘might want a car like this.”

Spoken like a true Eagle breeder. @

suddenly looked lethal. The noise had
been unlike any other: the whoosh of a
jet fighter, mixed with the howl of an
Indy car, seasoned with a pinch of wild-
animal roar. I had sensed the invisible
fingers of the wind trying for a hand-
hold, trying torip pieces of bodywork off
the cars. We've all seen sickening foot-
age of NASCAR stock cars getting side-
ways at 200-plus mph, fluttering into the
air like paper airplanes, then crashing
down like World War TIL. Every time a
car had screamed past at 200 mph, T had
thought, “That guy has got cojones to
keep his foot in it all the way down the
straight. TF a spoiler xips off, or a tire

 engine blows on the

et
pass, I felt as ifT were on the way to the
‘moon. Maybe I'd be back. Maybe not.
Reeves had other ideas, though. On the
warmup lap, he slowed abruptly on the
front straight, pulled in, and dropped
me off. “I wouldn't feel comfortable ex-
posing anyone else to this kind of risk,”
he said. Then he went 214 mph, the fast-
b
by myselfin the gras, wlting for

i i 1 ¢ R
was a time for asking oneself, veaton
1 doing here?"—and I was asking. I'm fi-
nally grown up enough not to deceive
myself about dangerous undertakings.
Anything could gowrong; and Yhad ot
10 lose. It had been a
S e
would hate myself if I wadded my body
into a ball, just for a thrill.

But then T heard that familiar voice in
my head reciting the just-let-me-get-

through-this-in-one-piece-and-I'll-
never-do-it-again routine. All T wanted
was one ride over the top, to the far side
o 200, Just one taste. Maybe I'm not so
grown up afier all

By the time we were ready for the re-
turn lap, the part of the psyche that gen-
erallykeeps us from seeing our mortality
had turned on I spotlight. T

except keeping my foot down until T got
through the traps, and then turning lefi
at the end of the straight.

“The timing lights. Lift! Steer! The car
bobbedthen moved up he barkingto-
ward the guardrail. mn it. The
g-forces bulll abruptly. Then the car sta-
bilized in the top lane. I stole a glance at

belted in, fechng good. “Work into it
counseled Reeves. I assured him—an
promised myself—I'd only go as fastas T
felt comfortable going.

1 eased out of the pits. On the back
straight I decided I needed more infor-
mation on the car's high-speed behavior
right now, so 1 squeezed the throtdle. The
“Top Gun pulled from 150 to 190 mph as
casily as most cars go from 50 10 90—
and s el rocksteady. My brain found
the spigot marked “confidence”
turned it on ful

Icoasted across the wavy pavementin
the north banking at 145 mph, then
squeezed the trigger again. “You need
170 by the front straight,” Callaway had
said Lyseat 190 hengotthre Teer

o on the track. The thitile
Hihe stop. Ifeltasif every nerve ending.
in my body were firing at the same time,
T saw the speedo tick over 210 mph and
stopped looking.

The pit lane and the people standing
in it got yanked backward in the blink of
an eye. Then animal instinct ook over.
Funny, 1 didn't feel courageous. A
strange, detached calm came over me.
There was no noise anymore, justamov-
ie of a road unreeling in front of me on
fastforward. My world was focused now,
down 1o essentials. Nothing mattered

vas still reading 186.

Icoasted down, feeling light and exu-
berant. I whooped for joy. I had done
what I had wanted to do. 1 had pushed
my fear back into a litle compartment
and kept it there as I had ventured into
the unknown. My foot had obeyed. T
didn't know how fast T had gone, but it
didn'tmatter.

Back in the pits, they asked me how it
felt 1o go 231. It felt so good, I could
hardly sleep that night. But the more
think about it, the more I realize that the
big speed was only part of what made my.
7.5-mile trip so memorable.

Yes, Ill always have a magic number
to trot out for my grandchildren, but the
blinding-speed part of the program
lasted only a few seconds. I's the thrill of
going to the edge, taking alook over the
side, and then coming back to tell about.
it that 1l cherish most. How Indy-car
drivers operate at such velocities lap af-
ten lap 1 incomprelensible For. hit
alone, they are heroes

1 can be happy having done it just
once. A few times in life you geta shot at
your own personal Mount Everest, a
i Gl o et ot e
SaiER L e o Gu Comeic v
myride overthe top, R
‘memory. Next time, though, the kids -
the staff can do the driving.
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