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to us. We went super slow, as cars 
were being abandoned and people 
fleeing to buildings.

The wind started to whip up at this 
point, then it really started to go for 
it. The car was being rocked from 
side to side and, for the first time, I 
realised we may be in more of pickle 
than anticipated. We carried on at 
15mph through the streets – I can’t 
tell you what town we were in, you 
couldn’t see the signs – and I just 
kept turning when Brent gave me 
instruction. The rain eased and I felt a 
sigh of relief, but that was short-lived 
as the hail began to pelt the car. Two 
storm-chasing vehicles flew by us, 
making us feel like part of the “Close 
Encounters of the Third Kind” film set 
with the amount of  LED lights they 
had on their vehicles.

It turned out we were in the eye of 
this storm, which we later found out 
was a full blown tornado. I have to say 
it was only at this point Brent showed 
concern for the car: we had beat 
on it all week, just driven through a 
flood, but the hail was a problem, it 
would dent the car big style as the 
pieces hitting the car were growing in 
size. We found a hotel with a canopy 
over the lobby, we got the last two 
rooms and decided to stay the night. 

Upon leaving the next morning we 
realised the extent of what we had 
been in – one mile from where we had 
stayed there was a hotel completely 
flattened, with debris everywhere...

It was a sombre journey to Hallett 
Raceway in the morning, but we 
got in fairly early and obtained a 
good garage spot in the pits. Now, 

if you ever get the chance to run 
Hallett, grab the opportunity with 
both hands, it’s the tits! The car was 
very well suited to this track and we 
wheeled the first session, finishing 
first in class. It’s always a good lunch 
after you’ve done this, a great result 
after a crappy night. The afternoon 
session was just as good, another 

Part III: ACM’s Big Chris charges into the second half of the One Lap Of 
America. Can he steal the class win?

Words & photography: Chris Smith

Lap Dogs?

We headed to North Star Dragway. 
It was hot as hell, so much so that 
when we pulled up you couldn’t 
lean on the car, the black paintwork 
was like the surface of the sun, so 
we headed for the shade straight 
away to get the game plan sorted 
and neck a water. Brent has been 
drag racing in the States for many 
years, and most weekends if he’s not 
driving to the track he’s flying to one 
to drive a client’s car. We were really 

excited about this gig, the track 
was sticky, the motor was charge 
cooled, we were looking great, but 
we’d forgotten one thing: the car 
was just a few weeks old with only 
minor suspension work, so we didn’t 
know how it would react to laying 
the power down. Brent put the car 
into stage, hammered it off the line, 
and the rear wheels tramped like 
a monkey playing the bongos. It 
wasn’t good. In essence we had  a 

monster that wouldn’t hook up, and it 
didn’t just do it off the line, it did it all 
the way to the finish line.

The first run was a dial-in for the 
knockout bracket racing. Brent ran 
the car in great style, getting through 
several rounds to give us an overall 
fourth place finish meaning a first in 
class win, a wicked result!

We let the car cool down and Brock 
made an announcement to everyone, 
telling us to be extra vigilant when 
driving through Oklahoma to get to 
Hallett Raceway as there had been 
tornado warnings posted on the 
net and the local radio stations. It’s 
kinda weird, when someone says 
something like this to you, you brush 
it off instantly and figure you’ll never      
end up in any situation like that, 
right? WRONG!

We crossed the state line and 
entered Oklahoma, and in the space 
of 10 minutes it went from sunbathing 
weather to biblical blackness. The 
rain started and got harder and 
harder, so much so that the wipers on 
the fastest setting couldn’t clear the 
screen. There was a big accident on 
the freeway so we decided to exit and 
cut through the back roads for the 
rest of the leg. It didn’t work. We took 
the exit ramp and were met with an 
eight-inch wave of water rolling down 

(Below left) Bob 
and I at “Booger’s 
Garage”..... A 
snot-filled building 
with hospitality in 
abundance!!!
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helping out when the chips are down. 
It turned out Bob’s offside turbo had a 
cracked housing, letting oil fly out of 
it under load, so his gig was over.

We left Bob and his co-driver Derek 
Heim and made our way through 
Illinois to get some sleep. It was 3am 
when the 911 developed a fault, and 
we had two hours to go. That’s right, a 
5am ETA for this leg with a 7am start. 
The 911 had lost its engine oil so we 
stopped on the shoulder and gave 
Todd and Ty a hand. Luckily we had 
a case left over of the synthetic that 
Lucas had blended for us. Ty filled 
the motor up and we continued at a 
steady pace. The breather system had 
developed a fault and it was dumping 
oil out the motor... or so we thought. 
We got to our hotel and said we 
would call each other in the morning 
to make sure the other had gotten 
up, after all it was only two hours 
away. They were up, but the motor                                                                         
oil was covering the parking lot, a 
cracked crank case was to blame, and 
they were out. This is a real bitch – 
they were two events from the end, 
but this is when you hear people 
referring to the saying, “Hey, that’s 
One Lap, right?”

The Nissan 370Z was a few points 
in front of us in class, so we needed 
the win on this next gig at NCM, 
a brand new track opposite the 
Corvette Museum in Kentucky. A 
great track, seeing triple figures in 
several places. I tried too hard on the 
first outing, and spun the Mustang in 
turn two of the first lap. Brock wasn’t 
happy to say the least, but in my eyes 
the right pedal to recover from this 
was the loud pedal. What followed 
was a quantity of smoke that was 
clinging to onlookers, wrapping itself 
around them and dragging them 
away! Kick ass! I had spun in style and 
recovered in anger. At least that’s how 
I had seen it... Brock’s version was a 
little different, a bit like Tom Cruise 

being given “A lesson in how not to 
do it” in Top Gun. Either way I hadn’t 
wound up in the wall and still finished 
third in class for that outing. The 370Z 
had a great run in the afternoon, and 
it turns out these boys had run this 
track a week or so before. I wish I had! 
And so did Brent...

We headed back to South Bend 
for the annual drinking of the Friday 
night finish, all teams sharing stories 
of near misses and setting new land 
speed records from the previous 
week’s antics. Now that’s a good 

night, and trust me, you’re ready for 
a drink.

It wasn’t until the next morning that 
I realised my hangover was a little 
harsh for “just a few beers”. I then 
recalled being offered some “Gummy 
Bears” the previous night by one of 
the German competitors. It turns out 
he had purchased them in Colorado 
and they were, shall we say, more in 
keeping with Colorado’s alternative 
youth! Yep, I was in a 2&8!

Saturday morning was the final 
gig, the wet skid pan. It was midday 
or so and after a coffee and breakfast 
we were ready to finish the event,     
more than ready. I tried desperately 
to get the points, but alas we were 
beaten by the 370Z. All we needed 
was 45 points, but the car Tracey 
Ramsey and Jason Cange have  spent 
two years developing had beaten us. 
Well done, guys.

We were tired, the prizegiving came 
and we accepted our second place 
with a smile, only to be called back 
up to accept the Boyd Coddington 
“Best Vehicle Appearance” award. 
Boyd Jr gave it to us personally. We 
were stoked, he loved the look of the 
car and the design Tommy at 360 
Wraps had come up with for the Gas 
Monkey Graphics. We were done. A 
45 minute ride to Brent’s house for 
a party ensued, with a small stop for 
several cases of Bud on the way back 
and then meet his local town who 
all seemed to turn up to his house. 
A great finish to the ultimate week’s 
racing. Please, look into the One Lap... 
It’s Killer! ACM

(Top) A view 
through the screen 
of the ‘Stang... in 
Amish country! 
(Above left) The 
Brenspeed crew. 
(Above right) The 
end is nigh, it’s Beer 
O’Clock! (Below) 
Jim Roberts 
finished third in our 
class in his very 
trick C5 Corvette. A 
quick car, this.

first-in-class followed, but with a small 
problem – the heat on the track was 
taking its toll on the tyres, and the 
tread pattern was not looking the 
same as when we had started the 
event... Taking it easy on the road legs 
was now essential in order to finish.

Our next leg to NCM Motorsports 
Park was 665 miles, not a massive 
distance but enough to clip across 
Missouri and Illinois before hitting 
Kentucky. We kept swapping out after 
each tank of fuel, and met up with the 
boys running the wide-bodied 911. 
Todd Treffert and Tyson Timperley 
were in a twin-turbo monster that 
looked like it could suck up innocent 
by-standers with its induction system. 
A real brute. We started running the 
mid-section of the leg together when 
Bob Knoerzer rang their phone – his 

GTR had an oil issue, so we decided to 
re-route with Todd and Tyson in the 
911 to see if we could help.

Finding a set of ramps can be 
challenging when in the middle 
of nowhere, even offering a $300 
“backhander” to the local bookworm 
in a WalMart Tire Center didn’t have 
the desired effect. Then a local said 
to Bob, “have you tried Boogers 
Garage?” I figured the place was 
covered in snot with a name like that 
and, well, we weren’t disappointed! 
In fairness, it was a working garage, 
not just a breakers yard, kinda like 
Darnell’s in Stephen King’s Christine. 
The six or so guys that worked 
there all stayed late and helped with 
anything Bob required to get his GTR 
back on the road. We all helped, as 
this is the real spirit of the One Lap, 

A BIG THANKS!
Special thanks to Richard and Aaron 
at Gas Monkey Garage for hooking 
us up, Bob Lieu at Continental 
Tires North America for keeping 
the car on the road under some 
harsh conditions, Lucas Oils, 
Razor Scooters, the Afco Cooling 
company, Tommy at 360 Wraps for 
the graphics, Keith and Dan, Ian, 
Tash and Kyle at Kedan Ltd,  Brock 
Yates and his incredible team plus 
all the competitors for making us 
feel welcome yet again. Thanks to 
the Brenspeed Team for getting 
this car ready and taking time out 
of your own schedule to make this 
happen. You guys rock! You built a 
Monster in two weeks!

The last shout is from me to Brent 
White. Thanks for letting me knock 
the back out of your brand new 
2015 supercharged Mustang for a 
week, and never once telling me to 
slow down! A true gent and a friend.

Boyd Coddington Junior presenting Brent and I 
with the “Best Vehicle Appearance” Award.

Lea Croteau, Lea Wheeled many of the 
scenes you viewed in the film 
“Need For Speed”

A ten minute Nap is essential through your day, even 
when using Walmart’s car park as a mattress!


