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Julian and Malcolm’s American Adventure….. 
by Malcolm MacAdam 

 

Earlier in 2005 Ron Earp came and stayed with me primarily on a business trip of his but we had booked 
a day at Donnington for Ron to drive my car and have some fun in a 40.  Needless to say it chucked it 
down with rain and the car was initially un-driveable but eventually with a bit of sun and disconnecting 
the front anti roll bar completely we reclaimed a driveable car and had a good day out. 
 

The discussions during the day though, began to evolve into a talk about going to America to race in an 
endurance race later in the year.  Six months later that is exactly what Julian and I packed our bags to set 
off and go and do!  What an adventure it turned out to be….. 
 

Beforehand a number of problems had to be solved.  Julian had a race licence but had never used it in an-
ger and I didn’t even have a race licence!  You can’t do a 13 hour endurance race without a licence.  So 
off to Goodwood and one ARDS exam later I was a National B race licence holder.  No good for interna-
tional events though.  An appropriate application to SCCA (Sports Car Club of America), the Motorsport 
sanctioning body for the whole of America and upon supplying various references and meeting the Chief 
Steward before we drove, an SCCA licence waiver was issued to both Julian and me.  I couldn’t believe 
it, I was now going to be racing in America.  In a car I had never sat in (even a road going version), on a 
circuit I had never seen, with 62 other cars on the starting grid and for 13 hours!  Bloody hell, what had 
we signed up for?  This was going to be our first ever car race, talk about jumping in at the deep end! 
 

The schedule we had booked went something like this. 
 

Wednesday – fly out and arrive at Ron’s house at 6pm. Sit in car for first time. 
Thursday – Up at 5am and go to circuit for a full test day 
Friday – Be at circuit by lunch time for official practice and headlight setting (6pm) and qualifying 
(8:30pm) 
Saturday – Be at circuit by 7am for race start at 9am to race finish at 10 pm. 
Sunday – fly home just after lunch, straight to work for Julian. 
Monday – back at work for Malcolm. 
 

This could get tiring and it was made 
worse by missing the connecting 
flight and not arriving to Ron’s 
house until 9:30 pm!   
 

I talk about “the Circuit”.  In fact the 
circuit is Virginia International 
Raceway and is one of the top cir-
cuits in America.  The web site for 
this circuit is at www.virclub.com 
and is well worth a visit.  The circuit 
we were to use is the Full Course at 
3.27 miles with 17 turns and 130 ft 
of elevational change, although still 
smaller than the Grand Course con-
figuration which is over 4 miles and 
the largest course in North America!  
A fabulous circuit.  When Ron was driving at Donnington he felt the barriers and tyre walls were too 
close for comfort.  I asked him why?  He said he could read the advertising hoardings as he drove round!  
Now having seen VIR I knew what he meant by adequate run off!  Acres upon acres of run off.  (Maybe 
it is because Americans aren’t so good at corners compared to Brits?  Just a thought..)  (Ouch! - Ed)  
However the big run off areas were re-assuring for us novices.  The circuit layout follows: 

Virginia International Raceway 
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The full course is the track layout without using any in-field sections although the longest circuit variation 
is the Grand Course, which is basically the Full Course but ¾ distance down the back straight you join on 
to the Patriot Course and then rejoin the Full Course at turn 14.  That course is even more hilly and chal-
lenging!  Maybe next year, this year we had the Full Course to learn.  That would be enough to keep us 
occupied for three days as it was. 
 

We had been sent some notes from Ron and his friends prior to leaving and these are reproduced below. 
 

1. Down front straight in the 110 mph range. "Safe" brake at 350 or 400 yds for turn 1.  Late breaking 

would be 250. I've seen Miatas go as far as 200 yds and then trail brake, but I'm not there yet. Two down-

shifts to 3rd gear.  Carry the car straight almost to the end of the track before turn in, turn in under full 

throttle if you can, and late apex about 2/3 of the way around the fish hook shaped bend. 
 

2.  Exit turn 1 about mid track but don't pinch the car down to the right and scrub speed. Plenty of time to 

get it straight for turn 3.  Up shift to 4th, go through the slight bend to the left, point the car at the dirt 

patch on right side of the track and get ready for turn 3 which is fast and difficult. 
 

3.  Turn 3, stab the brakes briefly before you run out of track, you can stay in 4th, but a downshift to 3rd 

works too but unsettles the car some.  Late apex -- in fact stay off the curb and carry the car WAY out to 

the right. 
 

4. Short straight down to turn 4, a 90 deg. left hander.  Important thing about this corner is to end up on 

the left hand side of the track when done.  I use 3rd gear here at Mark's suggestion after using 2nd for a 

long time - Mark is right, 3rd doesn't unsettle the car. 
 

5.  Turns 5-6-7 is perhaps the most important complex on the track. You need to be flat out from the exit 

of turn 4 through the uphill esses (ie breaking for turn 10).  Turn 5 is tricky. Stay left as long as possible. 

Look right. When you can see the track open up some, turn in at full throttle If you spin here, likely you 

will be in the tire wall on the right. Shift to 4th I believe right after turn in at 5. 
 

6.  6-7 are non events. Full throttle.  
 

7.   8-9 constitute the uphill esses. Very fast (100+ mph). In the Miata, you can be in 4th or 5th. I think 

4th is sufficient and pulls up the hill better, plus you get better engine braking for nasty turn 10.  Esses 

are not too tricky in the Miata. Get a nice right/left rhythm going and you will be fine. 
 

8.  Turn 10 is a bitch. I've seen the tire wall there about 90 mph. Ron spun on his way up there last time. 

At the top of the uphill esses, once the car is under control, move it to the right side of the track.  10 is a 

blind corner to the left that is off camber and drops away to the right.  You need to apex mid corner, but 

DO not be early -- you will push off into the valley on the right. If you are too late, you will have to turn 

the car too much and the back end my snap spin on you.  The best Miata drivers take this corner near flat 

out. 
 

9.  The 11-12 complex is known as Oak Tree. Lots of time to be made in 11.  It is fast right hander coming 

up a hill. You should be in 4th gear.  Brake hard once at the 100 yd marker, and turn the car. It will feel 

wrong, but it will stick.  Then, drive straight for the curbing that is directly ahead of you to the left of the 

huge Oak Tree.  Downshift to 3rd, break and dump out to the far left under full throttle on the 

LOOONNGG back straight. In a Miata...have a cigarette....pick your nose...admire the scenery...think 

about your retirement account. Miata hits an air wall at about 110 and doesn't go much faster.   
 

10. At the end of the back straight you will crest a hill. Pick up the braking markers on the right. Safe 

break at the 3.  Late brake at the 2. Insane brake at 1, but it is possible. Stab the brakes once, off brakes, 

turn left onto a short chute to Roller Coaster. Once car is straight, hard on the brakes and two downshifts 

to 3rd. 
 

11. Turn 14a is a cool descending right hander. Late apex under throttle.  You can stay fairly well left 

and still make 15. 15 is also downhill, left hander with a dip in the middle. Use the dip, there is grip 

there. You should be flat out through here, trust in the force…. 
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12.  16 follows a short straight. You shift up to 4th on the straight.  I stay in 4th through the 15-16-17 

Hog's pen complex.  Stab the brakes before turn in at 15 (a left) and then don't touch them again until 

turn 1.  Start applying power before the first right hander (17). If you are early, don't try to keep the car 

on track to the right. Car will snap spin into the wall on the right. Just carry the car off to the grass on 

the left. Lots of room there.  Full on throttle as soon as you can, and out onto the front stretch you go. 
 

There you have it.... 
 

Julian and I studied these notes over on the flight out and pretty much worked out what was being said, 
but of course it is one thing to read about it and then to do it for real!  And these notes were written by 
someone who was familiar with Maitas and VIR so had colloqualised his thinking which would take 
some laps to fathom out! 
 

Once we did actually arrive at Ron’s house late on Wednesday evening the first thing we wanted to do 
was go sit in the car. 

The car, as mentioned above, was a Spec Miata Racer, or for the UK reader, a  Mazda MX5 in race trim.  
Ron Earp had bought this car and prepped it purely with this event in mind.  By the time we had arrived, 
the car had had about 200 hours of work done on it and had completed a couple of shake down tests and a 
sprint race. 
 

Simply put the car is pretty standard in tune with just sensible changes to make the car safe and so that it 
will last a good distance.  My mind’s eye of an MX5 before I drove this one was the stereo typical hair-
dresser’s car but that soon changed when I saw the car and then I became impressed when I drove the car. 
 

Our car (number 43) started life in Ron’s workshop with 192,000 miles on the clock!  Ron re-built the top 
of the engine paying particular care to the timing gear.  The engine runs pretty much as a stock item, but 
from Ron’s experience crate motors from Mazda vary considerably in horsepower.  Of the three cars that 
Ron’s team (RTP Racing) was running our car had a middle horsepower readout of 105 bhp, 8 bhp down 
on one and 10 bhp up on the other car.  Quite a variance when there isn’t much bhp to go round. 
 

The interior is stripped out and then painted matt black to cut down reflections.  Gear shift lights, window 
safety nets, fire suppression and a full roll cage are fitted as well as a race seat with full harness.  I had 

The Miata - Purpose Built for the Occasion 
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stripped my 40 of its telemetry and intercom system and these items where wired into the Mazda on 
Thursday and Friday.  Having an in car lap time readout would prove massively useful although the bene-
fits of the ability to talk to the pits was discussed endlessly all weekend!  Ron had wired up a pit signal-
ling lamp as well as luminescent roundels on the car.  The latter items became a good talking point but for 

the wrong reason as we 
approached the start 
line…. 
 

The brakes are nearly 
standard but use uprated 
brake pads and it was 
expected that a single 
set of pads would last 
the whole race distance.  
The tyres however 
would not.  We had two 
sets of tyres for dry use 
and a set of road tyres in 
case it rained.  Because 
there were two Limeys 
in the team, if it rained it 
would be expected for 
us to be the quickest 
people on the circuit as 
after all, all it ever does 

is rain in the UK.  Hmmm not so sure but what the heck!  The dry tyres were a mixed bag!  Our first set 
were Hoosiers and were deemed to be the grippier make compared to our second set of tyres made by 
Toyo.  Initially we had been planning on running one set of Toyos all race which would last the distance 
but at a penalty of about 3 – 5 seconds per lap due to harder rubber compounds.  At the last minute we 
were able to grab a set of Hoosiers to improve things but unfortunately it was not possible to get two sets 
and so do the whole race on the grippier tyre.  I wondered how we would handle the change of grip levels 
half way through 
the race especially 
as by then we would 
be in the “groove” 
and quite adrena-
lin’ed up! 
 

So Julian and I had 
eventually made it 
to the States, got 
through customs 
with loads of dodgy 
looking electrical 
gear stuffed into 
crash helmets as 
carry on luggage, 
seen the car, slept 
for four hours and 
then the alarm 
clocks went off sig-
nalling it was time 
to get up and go see the circuit for the first time.  I have never woken up so easily and with such great an-
ticipation…. 
 

End of part one!      

Ron Celebrating! - I think... 

Malc, Ron and Ron 
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Malcolm and Julian’s American Adventure - Pt 2 
by Malcolm MacAdam 

 

So now we are on the road to Virginia International Raceway for the first time to have some unofficial 
practice.  The official full day’s practice for the race had been cancelled due to clashes of scheduling at 
VIR, leaving novices like us with a bit of a problem to solve.  Fortunately an enterprising chap had found 

a spare date and booked a track day and made it open 
only to those who were racing in the 13 hour endur-
ance.  Somehow we had managed to buy a day’s prac-
tice from a team who had pulled out at the last minute. 
Phew!  Can you imagine if your first drive of an un-
known car would be as your first stint of a race?  No 
thanks. 
 

Space - That was my first impression of arriving at 
VIR.  The circuit has about 1250 acres of land around 
the circuit, about the one and a half times the size of 
Silverstone.  But here it is lovely woodland and rolling 
country side.  You drive down the approach road and 
pop out the trees crossing the bridge into the infield 
and suddenly you just get a feeling this is going to be 

FUN!  The ambience of the place hits you squarely between the eyes and the heart starts to race. 
 

We unload the car from Ron’s trailer and start to set up.  Ron had modified the exhaust so that the tail 
pipe did not stick out the rear of the car too far.  If you are nudged he was concerned that it could get 
bent.  However the modification was not to his satisfaction so it needed some more TLC.  Julian and Ron 
set to work with the welding gear.  The result was not pretty (neither was the “lady” that had pulled Ron 
the night before in the bar!) but it turned out to be effective (just like the “lady’s” approach to Ron, al-
though he claimed it was safer to have the drink than not to have the drink! The drink was called Sex with 
an Alligator!). 
 

The test day was actually quite similar to our track days 
here.  Only six cars allowed out on circuit at a time and 
sessions of half an hour each.   Obviously there were no 
noise restrictions (you need neighbours for that!) and 
there were no forms to fill in as we have here.  The brief-
ing was very simple and went along the lines of this is a 
test day so there is no excuse for incidents.  Have a good 
day….. 
 

And before you know it, it is my turn to get in the car 
and head out onto the circuit for the first time.  I had 
looked at the layout, read the notes and still you wonder 
which way the track will turn at the next corner.  Your perception of scale from a paper print out to reality 
throws you a curve ball as you approach turn one at what seemed a sensible speed but the corner is a bit 
tighter than you realised and I was grateful no one was on my tail as I ran a curious line round the first 
couple of turns.  But this IS going to be great, and as I put in about 10 laps in my half hour, things began 
to settle down.  I always find the anticipation of something worse than the reality and that was the case 
here.  I can drive, and I am aware of what to do on a circuit.  Now I was doing it for real, the butterflies 
went and my experience of track driving kicked in.  Now to be quicker than Julian…. 
 

But no one had a watch on me and the lap timer wasn’t working.  The lap timer caused me problems right 
up until the end of qualifying on Friday evening.  The cause?  Having the infra red bacon and the timer on 
different channels.  No signal being received so no times to display.  However it was eventually sorted 

The grid forms, anticipation builds 

The lead RTP car #39 
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and would be fine for the race. 
 

On Thursday we actually didn’t get as much track time as we had wished for and Julian and I were left 
feeling that we needed more practice to get a feel for the car but at least we now knew where things were 
and the basics of the cars handling.  Some issues though were cropping up.  We were slow. 
 

Friday gave us our only lie in for the whole trip.  Up at 8 am and after breakfast it was down to Wal-Mart 
for last minute provisions.  Julian and I were bemused to see next to the toy and baby section the gun and 
ammo department.  They also did a good line of camouflage netting and hides!  Apparently you need this 

kind of equipment to go fishing in these 
parts…..However Wal-Mart did have a good automo-
tive section and we were able to get the things we felt 
were missing on the Thursday but Julian and I could 
not persuade Ron to buy a set of twist wire pliers or 
side cutters. 
 

We arrived to join the now long queue at VIR around 
lunchtime on Friday.  Teams were rolling in from all 
over the country.  It turned out that 18 cars had been 
withdrawn after the awful effects of the monster hur-
ricane that had recently swept through the southern 
parts of America.  If all had made it that would have 
been about 80 cars on the grid! 
 

As we were sitting in the queue, a massive pick up truck just drove past everyone and into the circuit.  
Ron says “Oh, that’s just Ricky.  He doesn’t like queues, he’s in our team!  See that container in the 
back?  That’s our petrol can.”  This turned out to be the understatement of the year.  Julian and I just 
looked at each other and took deep breaths. 
 

There are three cars in our team, all Miata’s (MX5’s).  Each car can hold 10 gallons.  There would be 10 
pit stops per car with full fuelling at each stop for each car.  300 gallons required.  How many jerry cans?  
The answer?  One!  The petrol can in the back of Ricky’s pick up was a metre cubed plastic container in a 
metal cage.  It had a screw on cap on top and a tap put in the base.  Out the tap ran a 1 ½ inch plastic 
hose.  The jerry cans (USA versions of what we call jerry cans at least) would be filled up from the pick 
up truck and then carried just the short distance to the pits.  This meant that we would have a full 275 gal-
lon fuel container (the other 30 gallons of fuel would be in the cars prior to race start) sitting in our pit.  I 
thought this a teeny weenie bit of a fire hazard and said so.  Yeah, they all agreed it could be.  At least I 
saw that it had been properly earthed.  It turned out that Ricky had just driven into town to a fuel station, 
filled up the container with petrol from a pump, paid the $700 odd dollars and driven off!.  It had taken 45 
minutes to fill up and no one had even so much as raised an eyebrow!  Try doing that here in the UK. 
 

During the afternoon we got to meet all the other 
drivers in our team and our crew.  We would have 
a crew chief and two mechanics looking after two 
of the cars with the third car being looked after by 
a crew chief and one mechanic.  From the outset 
of this adventure, Julian and I had always said we 
would be willing to get our hands dirty in any 
work that needed to be done, but with our very 
competent and enthusiastic crew and the good 
preparation before hand, it turned out that during 
the whole trip, very little spanner work was re-
quired.  They clearly have good oily rags in the 
USA, must remember to get some next time over. 
 

Each team had to have a pit representative who 

Team tactics are discussed…again! 
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would be the focal contact point from the organisers to each team.  Each team also had to provide a crew 
worker to help the organisers in any capacity they choose, be it as corner worker (marshal) or as timing 
assistant or anything else they felt was necessary.  This is something that was new to Julian and me but it 
did help in teams realising just how much work the organisers had to go through to put our race on. 
 

The whole team consisted of Ron Earp, Malcolm MacAdam, Julian Kingston Smith, Ron Munnerlyn as 
drivers of #43, and Mark Whight, Jeff Young, Robert Mitchell as drivers of #39, and Ed Palombo, Paul 
Palombo, Michael Palombo, Lynn Larsen, Chris Stamper, and Bobby Mangum as crew for #43 and #39.   

 

We could not have fallen in with a friendlier 
and welcoming bunch of people anywhere.  
This friendliness extended to everyone in the 
paddock.  As early evening came on, there was 
an SCCA supplied dinner to everyone there, all 
250 of us.  That would be followed by an 
SCCA supplied breakfast the next day prior to 
the race.  Obviously the food was not up to 
CarPark Catering standards that Julian and I 
were used to but it was a pleasant time to chat 
and mingle nevertheless.  We met up with 
Ginny Condrey who was the local SCCA offi-
cial who had helped us get our license waivers 
and get us through the red tape and into the 
event.  A lovely person and ever so willing to 
help us out.  By this time Julian and I are al-

ready talking about next year and I mentioned that I would be unlikely to be allowed back without 
Wendy, which also means with Rebecca and Grace.  Ginny said no problem, she would arrange a crèche 
for us!  Wow. 
 

Before we could take part in any official part of the event i.e. driving, we had to go see the Chief Steward 
(our equivalent to Clerk of the Course).  This very friendly gentleman welcomed us to the event and 
asked us if we knew what the various flags meant.  We replied yes and that was the meeting over with!  
Perhaps a bit less of a briefing than we had been lead to believe. 
 

6:30 pm approached and Julian was 
strapped into the car for the first part of 
the light testing session.  Julian had 
driven really well and was quite keyed up 
but we both were wondering just what it 
would be like in total darkness.  No light 
pollution here or street lamps to show 
you the way round the circuit.  So off 
Julian went to go out to the grid prior to 
being flagged off for his 15 minutes of 
driving.  3 minutes he was back in quite a 
stressed state. “Where the F*** do you 
join the circuit, they’ve closed the gate!”  
Ron comes running over and after a 
quick look around he points Julian in a 
completely different direction, up to the 
hill compound and off back he goes.  We 
all go to the pit wall to wait and as the 
other cars roll out and are flagged away we cannot see Julian.  Ron runs up to the hill compound to find 
him.  Julian is out of the car and fiddling with something behind his seat! 
 

Remember I mentioned the home designed illuminated roundels and visor strip that Ron had 
 

A very calm Ron Earp 

Just waiting…… 
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made?  The device ampage and wires/circuitry were not compatible on this version so they had caught 
fire after a few minutes of running time.  Julian had realised that the car was now on fire so had jumped 
out and with his gloves had suffocated the 
fire out.  Fortunately for all, no real harm 
had been done and Julian was able to get 
back in the car, strap himself back in and 
join the other cars on the circuit.  But he was 
a bit pumped up now!  And Ron’s pride and 
joy of glowing roundels were out of action 
for the rest of the race.  They looked fab 
whilst they worked! 
 

Julian comes in after his now ten minute ses-
sion and hops out.  I don’t get much time to 
talk to him as I am strapped in but I do hear 
him shout that it was quite a bit different to 
driving in daylight!  And then I am off down 
the pit road and pulling out onto the front 
straight, pedal to the metal.  Fear not, this is 
not daft as it would be in a GTD 40.  I said earlier we were slow.  We had long discussed this and found a 
few things that were wrong, not with the car but with us.  Very wrong indeed. 
 

Julian and I run, give or take, 400 bhp GTD 40’s and have done so for years.  This is what we are used to 
driving on circuits and our instincts have been set by this previous experience.  But we were losing mon-
ster amounts of time in braking and in cornering!  Anyone can go fast in a straight line as it takes no brain 
or bravery at all to accelerate in a straight line. Ok, ignore drag racers please!  What was happening was 
that as we were used to track day driving we were way too early on the brakes, leaving a track day level 
of safety margin.  Only solution to this is that we would have to up our ante and improve here through 

more time behind the wheel.  We would get 
plenty of time behind the wheel. 
 

In the corners we were feathering the throt-
tle.  Well this is just plain wrong in a Miata.  
There are only two throttle positions in a 
Miata.  Foot flat to the floor or completely 
off the throttle and on the brakes.  It doesn’t 
matter how short or long the throttle is re-
quired for, what angle the car is at or where 
it is in a corner, because as it is rather lower 
on power than a 40, if you are to touch the 
throttle for what ever reason, MASH IT!  
No if’s or but’s, MASH IT.  It was interest-
ing to see just how long it took Julian and 
me to overcome our issue with this but we 
did so in the end and between our first drive 
on Thursday and for when it began to mat-

ter, i.e. Friday night qualifying, we were much quicker than before. 
 

Finally there was push. It wasn’t that bad at all but on some corners it was worse than on others.  The in-
struction we were given was if it pushes, just turn in more.  Sounds wrong to me but it worked.  I tried to 
induce lift off oversteer but with not much success.  Sawing at the wheel was also not that effective. 
 

So I am heading off to turn one in the pitch black with a pair of headlights way, way behind me, and I am 
thinking, “You can do this, you can do this, you can do this”.  Then this pair of headlights thunders past 
as a Pontiac Firebird with no silencers on it out brakes me into the corner.  Where the F*** did that come 
from?  One thing you will learn from race driving at night is that depth of field is a bit different  

….and waiting 

Minutes to go now 
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from race driving by daylight.  The Pontiac had really never been that far away after all and had had the 
full length of the front straight to build up to a much higher speed than I had achieved coming out the pits.  
Welcome to the race world! 
 

Our lights needed a bit of adjustment.  We were finding that on some of the really tight corners, even with 
the extra headlamps on the car heavily angled to the side of the track, you just couldn’t see the apex 
points. Later on we looked at other cars and saw they had really radically mounted lamps that almost 
pointed perpendicular to the direction of the track, but clearly they were like this to give illumination on 
these tight turns.  Turn one and eleven were 
the least well lit for me but in time we were 
able to get used to placing the car correctly in 
day light and then repeating the action effec-
tively blindfolded at night but knowing that it 
would be ok. 
 

Some cars had really big lights and some had 
complete rally bars full of lights.  A Miata 
does not have a great top speed.  Putting a 
massive light bar on will slow you down con-
siderably on the long VIR straights. A tested 
example of this would be that compared to 
running with the pop up headlights down on 
the straight to running with them popped up 
would make a 3 mph difference  Top speed is 
only about 110 mph so 3 mph is a big deal.  
That figure would greatly increase with a big row of lights so Ron had gone for the smallest lights and 
least number of them that he thought we could get away with.  You are not allowed to recess them into 
body work so the guys who had 12 inch search lights fitted on their car would clearly see the other cars 
with smaller lights going past them on the straight! 
 

We had survived the light testing session and now we drew lots to decide who was to qualify the car.  We 
still had to get the lap timer to work (it was on the last session of qualifying that I succeeded) so we were 
doing this without real knowledge of times.  Drawings matches was agreed upon as the answer so Julian 
and Ron Munnerlyn were to qualify our car, with myself and Ron Earp sitting out. 
 

With our total lack of experience of car and circuit and Ron Munnerlyn’s comparative lack of experience 
at this particular circuit, the qualifying time was actually more a practice session than a meaningful quali-
fying for a top grid position.  The toss of the coin put us 41st on the grid with qualifying laps in the 2:37 
range.  We had 13 hours to improve upon this. 

 

Early next morning we meet up for a team 
breakfast.  It is way too early in the day for 
talking so we just eat and head on out as soon 
as we can.  The day has dawned bright but 
cold, a good day to lose ones race virginity.  
The banter begins as excitement builds up, 
checks are made to the car, and the fuel tank 
is fully topped up.  The pit position is made 
ready with the spare sets of wheels, fuel cans 
and other ancillary stuff not put out the day 
before.  Security is not an issue here and all 
the teams’ tool kits have ben left out over-
night without concern.  And like the trailers 
and transporters, the pit side set ups are 
mighty impressive.   
 

Some serious pit equipment 

A typical pit set up 
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Some teams have built timber platforms so 
that their radio and computer guys can see 
over the heads of the crew.  Tool chests the 
size of UK garages are opened up ready to do 
their surgery.  Racks of tyres are pulled 
around behind carts and quad bikes.  We just 
pass our gear over the fence as it is less far to 
carry it! 
 

The pit positions for each car are not car 
sized.  If the whole grid comes in at once, it 
will be mayhem.  And with all that fuel slosh-
ing about, it could get lethal! 
 

Ron has got the first stint.  He is cool about 
this, having done it before and he knows VIR 
as it is his local circuit.  The whole team is 
keen to get the car to the end of the race and to do that you need to survive the start.  Ron has stated that it 
is 50/50 whether the car will last mechanically for the whole race.  No need to jeopardise those odds with 
daft driving into the first turn.  Ron E is trusted to get us to the first pit stop.  I will be second in the car, 
Julian third and Ron M fourth. 
 

The cars form on the grid.  63 cars with eager drivers are raring to go.  The pace car is a modern Mini 
Cooper.  The pole position car is a Factory Five Daytona Coupe which is brand new and untested.  It is 
however about 30 seconds a lap quicker than our car and about 10 seconds a lap quicker than the next car 
on the grid. 
 

Other cars on the grid include a good handful 
of variously aged Porsche 911s and deriva-
tives.  BMW 325s are well represented too.  
There is an old Mercedes saloon, a very mod-
ern and full raced prepared Honda Civic and 
a group of enclosed bodied single seater 
Fords.  There are 17 Miatas.  They are the 
ones we are interested in. 
 

The grid rolls off and Julian and I go to the  
area between turns 3 and 4 as you get a great 
view of the exit from turn one all the way to 
turn 6.  If it is going to happen in these open-
ing laps it will be quite likely to be happening 
here. 
 

About 3 laps of pace car and then the Mini 
Cooper turns off its roof lights and heads in.  

Next time around it is the start of the race.  You can tell what is happening as the roar of 63 engines thun-
der down out of turn 16 and 17 towards the start line.  No overtaking until you are past the start.  The 
slowest cars make over 100 mph down to turn one, a slow third gear corner.  Even the aged Sirocco, aka 
the mobile chicane, is quick here. 
 

They all make it to turn two.  From where we are standing (for Julian this is on top of someone’s quad 
bike!)  the cars are shuffling quicker than a deck of cards.  I suspect it is actually calmer looking from 
within the car as the relative speed between cars is slower than to spectators looking in from afar.  We 
spot Ron and he seems to have gained three positions with no paint trading.  I guess if you hesitate in this 
situation you will get swamped and would likely cause an incident. Keep the pace up and you will be bet-
ter off for race position and survival.  Turns two to six all happen with twin columns of cars 

 

Pace laps behind the Mini 

A wide variety of cars took part 
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streaming past our view point.  Then the dust is left hanging in the air as the thunderous sound fades 
slightly as the pack head up an over the hill. 
 

Next lap you can hear them long before they appear.  And the Daytona Coupe is way out in front with 
straight speeds over 35mph higher than the next fastest car.  Then the rest come now in a single line with 
some cars changing places under breaking in turns one and three.  It is still a crowded place out there but 
Ron is now further up the field. 
 

Laps go by and Ron has 1 hour 20 minutes before the first planned pit stop.  We go back to the pit and I 
get myself ready well before I should be 
needed.  I don’t want to be rushing my build 
up and so not be comfortable in my head as I 
get in for my first stint.  Sit down, chill out 
and think calmly about what I need to do. 
 

20 laps in and the Daytona Coupe is out with 
a spectacular engine failure that Ron wit-
nessed (and breathed a lot of) at the entrance 
to Rollercoaster.  Last year the Honda Civic 
on steroids won and suddenly it is now in the 
running today. 
 

Its lap 26 and after about 1 hour and 40 min-
utes in the car Ron is coming in early lap 
wise but late time wise due to all the pace 
laps and sitting on the grid.   

 

Ron has managed a best lap of 2 min 27.6 secs, with an average of 2 min 31.5 secs.  This is at an average 
speed of 77.7 mph. 
 

All I have to do is get Ron out the car by removing the window safety net and making sure Ron does not 
get tangled up as he climbs out.  A pit stop involves getting the driver out, fuel going in with no work be-
ing done on the rear or that side of the car, next driver getting in after fuelling is finished, whilst the crew 
check oil level and anything else that needs checking.  Average pit stop length is about 5 mins 20 secs.  
Not quite F1 standards.  Fuelling takes between 1 
min 30 secs and 2 mins.  Pit stops by rules are 
mandated to 1 min 30 seconds minimum. 
 

Fortunately I am strapped in the car before the 
bonnet is closed so no panic there.  I am waved 
out and now I am heading for the pit exit and my 
first ever race.  My GTD40 is retired from hill 
climb and sprint competition during the next 3.27 
miles.  After 13 years, it is as simple as that. 
 

I am now happily mashing the throttle as required 
but my braking distances still need to be im-
proved upon.  Trail braking is something both 
Julian and I are comfortable with so we really 
need to be later on the brakes and drive the car 
more loosely all round to pick up speed.  This is my aim during the first stint.  I have never had such a 
long period of time uninterrupted in the car and with the car in front acting as bait the incentive is there to 
eek out those braking points. 
 

I apologise to an unknown driver.  He was my first overtaking victim and as I went past, not only did I 
drop him a place (of course it must have been for position!) I also slew him with a tirade of verbiage 

It’s go, go, go….the bunch head to turn 3 

Factory Five Daytona Coupe leads by 
large margin….but not for long 
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which equated to Michael Schumacher jumping for joy on the top step of the podium.  Pop goes the 
cherry and if you have raced you will know just 
the feeling I had experienced. 
 

I am using the mirrors a lot.  I believe these three 
little items on the car are a very important part of 
keeping the car in one piece.  See a much faster 
car coming up on you and plan where to let him 
past will not only reduce the risk of an incident 
but also will loose you less time as with care and 
an element of luck that car will be past in a flash 
leaving you to carry on as before.  I think this 
worked for me about 80% of the time. 
 

I settled into a rhythm and my times did improve.  
I chipped away at these breaking points and tried 
to carry in more speed to the corners.  I was still 
below the ability of the car.  All too soon the hour meter shows my stint coming to an end and I am called 
into the pits. 
 
For the incoming driver Ron had stuck a list of items to do as you come up pit road. I failed miserably 
with most of these items.  My lack of flexibility meant I could not reach to the fuel cap release lever or 
release the seat belts AND still steer the car.  I needed to be stationary and to be able to lean about, ok in 
the pits but not at 50mph coming down pit road.  You also needed to stop with the front wheels straight 
ahead so that when the removable steering wheel went back on, it would be correctly aligned. In the heat 

of the moment this is quite a job list! 
 

Julian pulls me out the car and all I tell him 
is that this is FUN.  Not very constructive 
but the car is running strongly and has no 
vices.  He will be fine, I know. 
 

I climb back over the pit wall with a grin 
from ear to ear.  Ron hands me a cold water.    
Best lap was 2 mins 29.9 with an average of 
2 mins 33.1 and 76.9 mph.  Ok but I want 
better. 
 

It is now 11:40 am and 11 laps into Julian’s 
stint the safety car goes out for a full course 
yellow.  The monster Pontiac Firebird with 
the 6 litre engine has begun the erosion of its 
bodywork.  This was the start of a pattern 

that continued all race.  By the end of the day we weren’t sure if all the panels on this car had been 
changed but it was a pit regular for realignment/replacement of its aerodynamic devices! 
 

Four laps later we went green again and Julian’s times dropped as mine had. He was getting in the rhythm 
too.  But he seemed to see more action on track than I did.  My stints became quite regular with no full 
course yellows or spins right in front of me.  Julian kept these all to himself, which by his description of 
some the spins he saw, he was most welcome to keep. 
 

And then on lap 80 Julian spins the car at turn 17, also known as Hogs Pen.  If you can remember from 
the first part of this write up, this corner is a faith corner.  You just have to believe the car will grip on the 
exit as it will slide about all the way up to the last foot of tarmac.  But faith doesn’t mean you won’t make 
a mistake and it was Julian’s privilege to be the first of our team to spin here.  You are going downhill 
into this corner, quite steeply.  No kitty litter to catch you, just grass.  Julian slides a long way off the 

Ron in space in the opening laps 

Ron chasing a car to turn 4 
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track cutting grass and it adds about 15 seconds to Julian’s lap time to recover and drive back to the cir-
cuit. 
 

Ten laps later and he is off again and looking at the clock, comes in straight away to hand over to Ron M. 
 

Julian’s average lap time in this stint is an irrelevancy as he had a long pace car period.  However his fast-
est lap of 2 mins 29.4 secs is welcomed by the team.  
Julian, too, has broken his race virginity and is very 
happy with life.  And the car is still in one piece! 
 

Ron M goes out and his first three laps are all within 
2/10ths of a second of each other! 2.34.8, 2.34.7 and 
2.34.9.  Consistent.  And then he lowers the times as 
he gets into his groove and finds some space.  Plot a 
curve to his lap times and throughout his stint the gen-
eral trend is one of generally lowering lap times up 
until his last couple of laps.  Not to say that Ron M 
didn’t chuck it off the circuit too, adding 12 seconds 
to his lap time! 
Ron averaged 2 mins 32.6 secs at 77.1 mph, with a 
best of 2 mins 28.7 secs. 
 

I didn’t get a chance to talk to Ron when I pulled him from the car at the end of his stint as it was my turn 
to get in again. 
 

Ron Earp should have been getting into the car now but he had switched teams as car #39 had a driver 
problem.  Jeff had been very sick.  Whilst driving, inside his helmet!  The heat of the day was kicking in 
as we approached the half time marker.  Jeff had been one of the quickest Miata drivers out there with a 
best lap time of 2 mins 22 at 83 mph.  Only one other car and driver could better this time so Jeff had 
really been giving his all.  But it looked as if he had eaten Kermit the Frog for breakfast and his cream 
overalls were now well and truly limed!  He had to rest and for the rest of the race he only managed short-
ened stints.  Julian and I helped with supplying some medication, a combination of Imodium and Kwell 
Airsickness tablets.  The doses we gave him, he must have been “fine” for weeks afterwards! 
 

I was to drive the last of the true daylight left in the race.  Having survived my first stint and having had 
time to now talk corners and techniques with the others in the team, I was really keen to see how I could 
improve my driving and my times. 
 

If you are in the slower half of the grid as our car was, then the faster you go, the less traffic you will get 
passing you.  I was able to prove this theorem 
in this stint as I had a good amount of time 
lapping by myself.  This gave me time to 
think for improvements.  I tried being slower 
into some corners so I had better car control 
through them and hence a quicker exit speed 
to carry down the long straights.  I tried some 
manically late braking points and the car re-
sponded by slowing as I hoped for.  These 
brakes were just amazing.  In traffic you could 
be passed by the Honda Civic tussling with a 
Porsche 911 down the front straight and they 
would b a good 50 yards ahead by the time 
they began braking for turn on.  But the little 
Miata out braked all the other cars on the cir-
cuit and I actually found on a number of occa-
sions having to brake earlier than I really 

Pits at night…. 

….are no less busy than during the day 
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wanted to because a “faster” car was having to brake earlier than me.  I cannot overstate just how good 
the Miata brakes were.  I was able to use this car advantage to pass a number of cars in late braking bat-
tles and that is really satisfying. 
 

Whilst this stint was clearly my best stint of the race, I still threw the car off the tarmac a couple of times!  
The first was at turn three.  I was trying an alternative line to turn in on and just had too much speed and 
around I went.  This is about the most embarrassing place to spin as it is a popular viewing point for spec-
tators and it really must have looked a pathetic piece of driving. 
 

The second spin began at exactly the same place and foolishly, only two laps later.  However this time I 
caught the slide and with one wheel on the dirt and three on tarmac, I eventually managed to haul the car 
back into a straight line.  I felt quite good about this recovery but only for about 1/10th of a second as I 

realised I now had zero braking time for turn 4, and 
carrying too much speed into this corner and  around 
she goes again, sliding about all through turn 4 and 
down the micro straight towards turn 5.  To avoid 
trouble I let the car run backwards off the racing line 
and onto the side of the circuit.  On my first spin no 
one had been following me so it was quickly back 
onto the track.  This time however cars seemed to 
appear from nowhere, and now here I was on the 
outside of turn 5, just inches off the tarmac at the 
turn in point.  I am looking through my windscreen, 
head to head with cars coming straight at me with 
them turning in at the last second.  I am sure they 
actually gave me a wide berth under the waving yel-
low flag but it felt like looking down the barrel of a 

gun at the time.  I didn’t wait to be asked to rejoin the circuit, I was back on at the first hint of a gap. 
 

Others didn’t fair so well at avoiding impact.  On one lap I came round turn 3 and into turn 4 under 
waved yellows to see a Porsche 911 with its nose sticking way up in the air having ridden up the tyre 
wall.  Speaking to the driver after the race, he said his air filter had fallen off and jammed his throttle 
wide open at an inopportune moment.  A sad sight, seeing the front of what seemed to be a prepared race 
car all crumpled up. 
 

Julian would also report a fellow competitor’s 
spin during his next stint but not before my last 
piece of drama. 
 

Well it was not really a spin as such, more of an 
excursion.  If you run wide at Oak tree, turn 12, it 
is actually quite simple to keep the car in a 
straight line and gradually bring it back on track.  
And with the grass dry you could, as I had been 
informed, keep your foot well and truly buried on 
the throttle as there was grip.  What they did not 
tell me was the undulations of the ground!  As you 
get close to the track again having collected the 
car back into a straight line, and having checked 
your mirrors to see if anyone is now passing you 
as you come back to the track, you are about 50 
yards along the main back straight.  The end of the exit curbing is approaching so you encourage the car 
to the right very gently.  And then Wham Wham Wham!  These undulations are the ploughed furrows 
that encouraged Citroen to make the 2CV!  Your spine is rammed into your head and your head is 
thumped into the roof as the harness straps pull you down back into your seat.  It is violent.  The car 
sounds as if the exhaust is being detached and crushed all at the same time and, as you have time on the 

Pontiac Firebird receiving more attention 

Our pit, front left tyre being checked 



Page  16 

 

back straight to recover your senses, you really do wonder if you have done any major structural damage 
to the car.  Not one to be repeated, but like Hogs Pen at turn 17, most team members try this out for fun at 
least once!  And fortunately you don’t really lose much time on a lap for doing this. 
 

I decide to use the maxim, three strikes and your out but in reality my stint was due to end about now 
anyway.  I head for the pit lane having indicated by the pit light fixed to the car that I am coming in.   
 

What?  No one is there to greet me!  I am amazed by this as this is a bit of a cock up to say the least.  
Someone leans in and asks what’s up?  I inform them that I will be doing one more lap and that Julian 
needs to be there when I get back as it is his turn to drive.  The pit stop goes smoothly and Julian heads 
out into the twilight.  It transpires that the discussion I had about how long I should be out for was a sepa-

rate discussion to the one how long I should be 
out for that began after I was out driving.  A clas-
sic communication mishap not helped by the fact 
that now the batteries on the walkie talkies were 
dead so we had no way to talk car to pit or vice 
versa any more.  Next year we shall have hard 
wired in communications? 
 

Even with my mistakes, and the pit lane cock up, 
that was my best stint of the race, with a best lap 
time of 2 mins 27.8 and an average of 2 mins 31.6 
at 77.7 mph.  I am having so much fun! 
 

Julian takes the car into the sunset.  As the sun 
falls Julian suffers badly from glare into his eyes 
at a couple of corners.  He later reports that he 

cannot see the corners at all and drives from memory and rhythm when he is totally blinded by the sun.  
He does not enjoy these moments.  But looking at his lap chart, he drives the most consistent section of 
the race out of anyone on the team albeit a couple of seconds per lap slower.  No spins at least for him.  
He does however report that the Pontiac Firebird does a colossal spin exiting turn 10 which is really not a 
good place to spin and yet again that car takes off another good sized chunk of body work, using the tyre 
wall for a set of spanners.  Safety car and Julian checks the time and at the first opportunity pits under a 
full course yellow.  This act will save the team over a complete lap in terms of time as when a pace car is 
taking the field round, lap time’s drop to over 4 mins 30 secs.  Ron M gets out just ahead of the pace car 
and so can lap at an intermediary pace catching the field.  It is a fairly short pace car period and soon Ron 
M I on it again.  But his times are not good.  Consistent yet much slower than expected.  Something is 
amiss. 
 

Night time driving is different to day time driv-
ing.  The top drivers though don’t slow up one 
bit.  However us mere mortals do.  It is your own 
experience levels that dictate by how much but 
things are not helped if you have “a moment”.   
 

What seems to have transpired is that after the 
safety car had come in Ron had lapped at the 
same pace Julian had in the twilight.  But after 
just three laps at this ok pace, the times collapse 
by 3 to 5 seconds per lap and Ron M was most 
unhappy.  Ron pegs his lap times at this slower 
rate and when his stint is over, and he comes in 
very early, like half an hour early, he yells to the 
crew to switch tyres.  The Hoosiers had given up 
the ghost and it was time to switch to the Toyos.  
Now this should be interesting as the Toyos are not nearly as grippy as the Hoosiers and whilst it was 

Typical team support vehicle 

Lyn Larson’s 40…..nice! 
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scorching hot during the day, now the sun 
has set, it is getting noticeably colder and 
we are putting on a hard compound tyre. 
 

I get in the car thinking that I must take it 
easy for the next few laps as I am going into 
unknown territory for me.  I am long since 
belted in and ready when the crew drop the 
car off the jacks and I am immediately 
waved out pit box by Ron Earp. 
 

It is night time.  To my right is the pit wall 
and beyond that the glare of headlights rush-
ing past, from my seat it looks very Le Mans 
like indeed!  To my left there are the pits 
with high intensity lights shining into con-
centrated pools for each pit space.  Cars are 
being worked on up and down the pit lane with seemingly hundreds of people keeping life in the cars and 
monitoring those on track.  It is a take home memory.  I past the end of the pit lane and the pit lane mar-
shal signals that I can MASH the throttle.  It goes very dark around me, but I have that reassuring roar 
from our little 1.6 litre engine. 
 

I check the mirrors thoroughly to see just what is coming up behind me this time and I make space for a 
couple of Miata’s fighting for the last braking point available.  I turn into turn one and yes it is quite a bit 
different.  The tyres now squeal which they didn’t do before and the car really pushes to the outside of the 
track.  I turn more and more lock on and get round the corner.  This will take a few laps to adjust to.  I use 
the in car lap timer to monitor my lap times and am pleased to see that I have dropped just 7 seconds per 
lap.  The team said to expect to drop 3 seconds per lap for night driving and another 3 to 5 seconds per lap 

for running with toyos instead of the 
Hoosiers.  I was on target but I had a 
very long stint ahead of me.  Ron M had 
come in early and I had to eek out my 
stint to put us back on track for our pit 
stop strategy.  We did not want an addi-
tional pit stop if it could be avoided.  But 
I could have put us out of the race by a 
momentary lack of concentration. 
 

I was on full throttle coming up the hill 
through turns 6 and 7.  A car was a 
short'ish distance ahead of me but not 
one to worry about catching or passing 
on this lap.  As you pass under the ser-
vice road access bridge you take the car 
to the right hand side of the circuit.  I 
had been checking instruments here fre-

quently during the race and did so again.  However this time when I looked up, the circuit had veered left 
and I went straight on into the unknown, and I mean into the unknown.  I completely lost sight of the 
track and any car I could see before had disappeared.  I was doing 90 mph across a grassy slope and I was 
sure that a marshal’s post was about here somewhere. Surely I need to go left a bit and I should rejoin the 
track after turn 9?  Four pairs of wide eyes belonging to startled and bemused corner workers watch me 
hurtle past their post, about 90% closer than any other car has got to them in the preceding 10 hours.  I am 
a good 100 yards off the tarmac!  Just how did I get here?  But my intuition is correct and sure enough I 
rejoin at turn 9 and in fact I only lose a handful of seconds that lap.  Phew! 
 

Other times through that same section I have a serious racing experience.  I am at the back of a procession 

Malcolm in car during a pit stop 

Waiting for a car to turn up 
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of three, may be four cars and we are all nose to tail.  It is pitch black except for the glare form my head-
lights on full beam shining off the rear of the car in front not more than 3 feet in front of me.  Our convoy 

is accelerating from 85 mph towards a 
top speed in this section of about 
100mph.  I am paying full attention now.  
I can only judge the approach to the next 
corner by what I can see out the side of 
my car.  I certainly can’t see the normal 
turn in point and as soon as the car in 
front twitches to begin his turn in, I dive 
in behind him, not lifting.  I have fol-
lowed the cars in front for a couple of 
laps now and I have caught them up.  I 
know that I am faster.  We go through 
turn 8 nose to tail but instead of follow-
ing in turn 9 where you are meant to 
keep right for the approach to turn 10, a 
left hander, I let the car go a cars width 
to the left and leave my braking as late 
as I dare.  I brake hard and I am more 

than alongside the car in front.  Now I have the inside line for turn 10.  All I need to do is keep the car 
stable as I am off the normal racing line.  Get it wrong on the exit and not only could I spin off, with a 
hungry tyre wall nearby, but I could take out the other cars about me.  The tyres keep their grip and I re-
join the racing line down to turn 11.  I have carried quite a bit more momentum through that corner than 
the car I was passing so he is now quite a way behind and I can now pass the cars that were holding him 
up on the long back straight.  That pass really gets my adrenaline pumping! 
 

I have achieved my aim for that stint.  Not only have I adapted to the change of tyres without harming the 
car, but Ron M had made the right call as my times are faster on average than his last stint on the worn 
Hoosiers. 
 

I don’t really want to come in as this is my last stint.  But time is against me and there is not a lot of fuel 
left in the car.  Reluctantly I pit.  This time Julian is there waiting and the pit stop is smooth and he goes 
out for his last stint. 
 

I go over the wall to grab a drink and to 
see how we are doing.  Ron M comes up 
to me and tells me he is not going out 
again.  He wants me to take his place for 
the last stint.  He is not happy about 
night driving and doesn’t want to throw 
it all away in the last hour.  We talk 
about it and then I give him about three 
seconds to change his mind!  I go to find 
Ron Earp to see how his car is running.  
All is well in the #39 camp, even Jeff is 
up and about.  I tell Ron that I am going 
to be crossing the finishing line.  He 
pulls a long face.  Can’t do that, he says. 
 

When Ron had prepped the car, he had 
sent it away for a suspension and corner 
weight set up.  The car by itself would 
run about 80 kilos underweight but as the rules dictate that you weigh the car with the driver that crosses 
the finishing line, we had planned for either Ron M or Julian to be in the car at that point.  Both are over 

Ron Munnerlyn chilling out 

This is what happens if you eat Kermit the Frog, a sick Jeff 
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80 kg so we would scrape though any weigh in.  Team discussion begins.  Are they really going to weigh 
ever car in the field?  Where are we in the field?  The whole team get involved in this.  It is also a moral 
discussion as well as a practical discussion as Ron Earp does not like cheating and technically this would 

be a cheat if we were even 1 kilo under-
weight.  However if Julian ran long and 
we fully refuelled the car, then with a 
short last stint I would also have some-
where between a quarter to half a tank of 
fuel.  This would fatten me up suffi-
ciently to bring the car up to the mini-
mum required weight.  It would be ok, I 
could drive across the finishing line. 
 

Of course if Julian came in early….. 
 

Julian was not having a good time of it 
out there.  He did not like the way the 
new tyres made the car handle and he 
seemed to be getting all the traffic and 
bad moments.  He had his last spin in 
this stint and he chose to do so at the 

spot of his first spin, at Hogs Pen, turn 17.  He would agree that night time spinning is a bit disorientating 
and it took him a while to work out which way was best to head off to find the track again.  In my last 
stint I did the exact same manoeuvre at the same spot and I had got so far off track, all by myself, that I 
had to wait for another car to come by so I could actually see where the track was! 
 

But the most dramatic of Julian’s moments was when he was exiting turn 10 chasing down the old Mer-
cedes saloon.  The Merc ran wide to the right and put a wheel on the grass.  The back end stepped way 
out of line, far beyond what could be reasonably expected to be caught.  Julian was on full throttle expect-
ing to head down to turn 11 and only 6 feet off the Merc’s rear bumper.  Now the Mercedes is totally 
broadside to Julian and Julian is hard on the brakes trying to give himself some room and to avoid clout-
ing this now widely spinning car.  Julian drives for the space where the Mercedes should be, relying on 
the theory that by the time you get to that same spot, the spinning car will have departed.  It worked and 
Julian made it completely unscathed to Turn 11.  On his next lap he saw the Mercedes buried in the tyre 
wall having suffered severe damage.  Full course yellows followed swiftly and Julian headed for the pits 
as a pit stop under yellow is less costly 
than one under green.  Snag was, he 
would be twenty minutes earlier than 
required….. 
 

In the pits we saw the yellows go out 
and as Julian went by we saw his pit 
lamp come on signalling he was coming 
in next time around.  Just a minor flap as 
got ready.  Would there be enough fuel 
left in after a super long stint to the flag 
so we would pass scrutineering?  No 
time to waste, out I go very pumped up. 
 

This was now my fourth stint at the 
wheel and I wanted to get the most out 
of it.  This meant the best possible times 
to keep the car in position but also to get 
most enjoyment from driving as the next drive from this was to the airport. 
 

Julian had been able to indicate that it felt like mayhem out on the circuit when he pitted.  Up till now I 

#45 was the highest placed Miata 

Coming in after the chequered flag 



had had a smooth clear run.  And fortunately I was pretty much able to keep things that way.  Any car 
passed gave me a great buzz as I “credited” it with a pass up the leader board.  This was a completely 
unlikely scenario as by now gaps between places was measured more likely by laps than a few metres but 
it felt great.  The ones which perhaps really did make a difference were the cars that had spun off and re-
quired tow truck help to get back on the circuit.  I didn’t need tow truck help but my final spin of the day 
was surreal. 
 

Exiting turn 16 going downhill and planning on using the full track width as per normal and I am frac-
tionally out of place.  The car feels that it has twisted under braking, front right in a nose down angle with 
the left rear trying to lift off the ground.  No lock ups but a bit ragged!  I don’t lose the extra bit of speed I 
needed to and so when I turn into 17 I put a wheel on the grass and then I am a passenger for a mighty 
roller coaster of a spin out in to the blackness.  I had been lapping all by myself and now I have sitting in 
a stationary car, engine running, no apparent damage but all I can see is a grass field.  Where is the cir-
cuit?  It really could be anywhere.  I look around but see just grass and darkness. 
 

After what seemed like eternity, but I suspect about 10 seconds in reality a car drives by at a distance of 
roughly 200 metres away!  I have really left the circuit this time.  But now I know which way to head and 
off I setback to the track.  I rejoin just prior to the front straight and hammer down and off I go for the last 
twenty minutes.  I start to short change as a token to fuel consumption but there is no need as at 10:15 pm 
I pass a waved chequered to signal the end of the race.  What a feeling of elation.  When in Rome do as 
the Romans do so a couple of Yee Ha’s later I am slowing the car down and planning on coming into the 
pits.   
 

As I drive into the pits I see a mass of people all welcoming their cars home and our team is no less en-
thusiastic than any other.  Ron, Ron and Julian pull me from the car and we give out a team war cry, pass-
ing round the beers.  It is only now that I actually feel exhausted but that is completely irrelevant in the 

joy at the team having brought home our car 
in one piece.  Well, apart from being rubbed 
by Ricky (just for fun!) after the chequered 
flag on the cooling down lap, we brought our 
car home in one piece. 
 

How did we do?  Well we went up the order 
and we finished 7th out of 17 in class and 25th 
overall.  This is a superb result for a first 
ever race when so many unknowns had to be 
tackled.  Car 39 came in 23rd, two laps ahead 
of us.   
 

The party went on till about 2 am when we 
all finally collapsed and with the noise of the 
engines still ringing in our ears, sleep beck-
oned. 
 

POST SCRIPT 

Julian and I can’t thank Ron and RTP Racing for inviting us over and having two Brits thrash their car.  
The car was fabulous in every regard.  Next year is already booked in as far as I am concerned as nothing 
can compete for fun and value for money as a race like this. 
 

One thing I have learnt is that you do not need to have the fastest, latest or flashiest car out there to have a 
great time.  The view out of our Miata windscreen is comparable to the view out the front of a GTD be-
cause in these circumstances, actually what you are driving is a race car as opposed to a tin box road car.  
On the road you need to have something to differentiate from the ordinary but when racing all you need is 
a car in front to try and catch.  Just try it and you will see what I mean.  It is impossible to go back! 
(Looks like you all had a great time over there - Well done to one and all !! - Ed) 

Let the party begin! 
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And having enjoyed VIR, Malcolm now has another TOY..  
 

3.0L  24v  V6  Cosworth Ford 

 

Circa 300BHP 

 

Very Nice!!  

 

“I bet he’ll scare the crap out of himself in that!!” - Ed 

(and others!....) 
 

 

 

Words + picture captions: Malcolm MacAdam  

Video (from which pictures captured): Julian Kingston-Smith 

Presentation / Layout: Paul Thompson - GTD40 Car Club Magazine Editor 


