


At The Nelson Ledges 24-Hour Showroom Stock Enduro,
Even The Losers Spray Champagne

he legs go first in endurance pit-

ting, followed closely by the
brain. It is 3 a.m. and the race is only
half over. It seems like it has been
going on for days.

The 24 hours of Nelson Ledges, the
Longest Day, is like that I'm told. It has
become in just four runnings the Great
American Schizophrenia Showdown for
showroom stock and friends. What
started as a nice little game of flag foot-
ball has become a factory/media Su-
perbowl complete with gang tackles
and dirty tricks. The ungroomed, sand-
lot 2.0-mile road course in the middle of
an Ohio swamp has been invaded by
the Los Angeles Raiders. Al Davis
would be proud. But with the little guys
not having the sense to take their ball
and go home and the pros having a
great time stumbling over their own
cleats, the race endures despite prob-
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lems, protests, prototypes and pam-
pered press.

When it came time to divvy up the
free media rides for the '83 Longest
Day, SPORTS CAR GRAPHIC was sit-
ting pretty. Contributor Gary Witzenburg
was dialed in for the third year in a row
with Fred Baker’'s Porsche team. SCG
contributor Peter Frey was in California
waiting like an expectant father for com-
pletion of the Herb Adams factory Avan-
ti (neither Frey nor the Avanti made it to
the race). SCG contributor Rich Taylor
was in Connecticut, explaining why his
Mazda RX-7 wouldn’t be ready until the
next Longest Day. So, being covered
with the race favorite, the probable and
the nonexistent, | drew the assignment
to cover the other end, the non-factory
teams—the guys whose race Nelson
Ledges used to be.

Out in the darkness of the exit of

By Craig Caldwell

turn 13, a horn breaks the monotony
of racers completing another lap.
Someone says “that’s us” and we
get ready for who-knows-what. The
unscheduled pit stops have become
predictable. Five hours earlier, after
just seven hours of racing, our car
slid past us unexpectedly into a
neighboring pit with missing front
disc pads and a ruptured rear brake
cylinder. Since then we’ve been as
alert to potential problems as our
communications system—a small pit
board and the car’s horn—allows. A
small hole in the radiator is growing.
We add a couple of bottles of water
and wonder whether to start strip-
ping the radiator from one of the
drivers’ personal cars. The race car
heads back into the night and we
start discussing where to find chem-
ical stop-leak in the middle of No-




Most teams put at least six hours on the
car during testing and qualifying sessions.
The Warren Tarr Automotive Camaro went
on its roof in practice, but came back to
finish 618 laps and was still running at the
end of 24 hours.

Nelson Ledges is not quite Indy but that
didn’t keep one enthusiastic team from
releasing balloons at the start. Anybody
know the words to “Back Home Again In
Ohio?”

Things that go bump in the night included
the Road Trolls/Reinertsen Motors Saab
Racing Saab 900. As co-driver Satch
Carlson of Autoweek was heard to say,
“It's going to have to be straightened out
just to get it on the trailer.”

where, Ohio, early on a Sunday
morning.

The disparity among race teams at
Nelson Ledges is incredible. Profes-
sional race drivers share the starting
grid with weekend warriors. Support ve-
hicles range from semi-trucks hauling
40-foot trailers to three-drawer tool-
boxes in the back of pickup beds. Re-
fueling stops are handled for the most
part by dump cans but five-gallon Jerry
cans are also seen. Besides the media
representatives from most major auto-
motive magazines (who have discov-
ered in the race their own private play-
ground), the pits are brimming with
sponsor’s reps, tire engineers and pub-
lic relations and advertising staffs. Hos-
pitality suites, complete with landscap-
ing, emerge in the dusty parking lots
and video crews are paraded from
track to pit to capture the action for po-
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A session of night practice allows teams

to set the lights on the cars and in the
pits. Real pit crews don’t use ladders.

Yes, Swen, there was a Volvo in this
year’s race but you had to look quickly.
The prototype GL Turbo retired after only
six laps.

Team Capri’s 5.0-liter Mercury entry
survived an early fire and other problems
to finish in the top 10 overall. Drivers
included Bob Akin, Hurley Haywood, John
O’Steen, Tom Klausler and Jim Adams.
Notice the one-foot-behind-the-pit-wall
pitting technique.
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The Road & Track Mitsubishi Starion entry
lost its rear window in practice. Unable to
find a spare, the team bought a rear
window from a spectator’s RX-7 and went
racing. A shunt with a Saab put the car
out of the race hours later.

Spectators were few but were witness to
some outstanding wheel-to-wheel racing.

The Woods Brothers were busy so the
Duke Kowalski Racing Team Pinto used

Jerry cans for refueling.




Longest Pit

tential commercials should factory-
backed vehicles or tire teams win. All
that is missing from this 24-hour circus
is the dancing bears and the spectators.
For reasons unknown, perhaps be-
cause most of the race vehicles resem-
ble what they really are—street cars
with numbers on the door—few people
come to watch. They are missing a
good show; head-to-head racing, spins,
pit heroics and cheap beer.

Sunrise comes early, just after 4
a.m. After the chill of the sub-forty
degree night spent on the pit wall, |
welcome the dawn stranded in a
broken parts chaser somewhere
near Warren, Ohio. Having decided
not to change radiators unless ab-
solutely necessary, | was sent as
designated keep-the-driver-awake
copilot of the stop-leak patrol. On
our way to a Pennsylvania truck
stop, we ran out of fuel (and battery
charge, once fuel was obtained) and
spent two hours trying to get aid.
Life outside the pits is the pits. |
hitch a ride back to the track carry-
ing two precious cans of stop-leak
purchased at an all-night grocery
not far from our stranded pickup.
My fellow crewmember, wide awake
by now, would not return with the
truck for another few hours.

Forty-nine cars officially qualified for
the '83 Longest Day, the first five places
going to prototype entries. The pole
was held by a Ford Mustang SVO Tur-
bo, followed by a Porsche 944 Turbo, a
Chevy Camaro, a 5.0-liter Mercury Ca-
pri and a Mitsubishi Starion Turbo.
Porsche 944s took up five of the next
seven spots on the grid.

The ranks are filled with a variety of
other cars: a prototype Volvo GL Turbo,
a VW GTl, a Saab, a Citation X-11, Mus-
tangs, Mazda RX-7s, an Audi, an Alfa,
a Toyota Supra, Dodge Chargers, a
Peugot, a Fiesta, a pair of Triumph TR-
7s, a pair of Fiat X1/9s and at least a
trio of Ford Pintos.

Returning to the track just after 6
a.m., | find that not only was I not
missed but my offer of stop-leak is
refused. Shortly after our departure,
a what-have-we-got-to-lose mixture
of ground pepper and milk was
poured into the RX-7’s leaking radia-
tor. It worked. (Honest.) And the wa-
ter jugs and frequent pittings were
put behind us like the night.

Showroom stock endurance racing
requires a certain state of mind. Strate-
gy and pacing become of equal impor-
tance to getting around the race course
fast. Hares must become tortoises, not
just in enduring but in understanding
and makirg the most of the limitations
of the machinery.

Of the top three qualifiers, the hare
was definitely the Baker Porsche 944. It
moved out fast on the first lap and
broke away for the early lead. The tor-
toise of the group was the Dick Gulds-
trand Camaro. Fuel vaporization prob-
lems in the 90-degree afternoon heat
kept it consistently three to four sec-
onds per lap off the pace. The Mustang
SVO entry of Ron Smaldone’s R.P.S.
Racing was the hare without a lucky
rabbit’s foot. A series of minor acci-
dents hampered its otherwise quick
running throughout the race.

With daylight it becomes ever so
clear that at Nelson Ledges, race
cars do not go gentle into that good
night. Our RX-7 has acquired match-
ing dimpled front fenders, the result
of an encounter with the famous
Nelson tire barriers. A quick pit wall
survey of the competition shows
that the field is still thick but the
goods are damaged. At an 8 a.m.
fuel stop and driver change, the
word is passed that “the handling is
not good but the car is running.” |
stare at my waitch trying to move

Sunrise at Nelson Ledges means two
things: poor visibility and more than ten
hours still to go.

By morning, few of the cars were in
better shape than the racetrack. A couple
of car-eating holes plagued drivers
throughout the night. The narrow course
made for exciting passing throughout the
race.
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Pitting is a dangerous job and
somebody'’s got to do it. But why did the
guy from the magazine have to go on the
wild parts chase?

Brake changes were always exciting for
the home team, especially because we
only had three jackstands.
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Just after one o’clock the leading Porsche
944 Turbo came in on the hook with
severe front end damage. ..



the hands forward. There is still a
good seven hours of racing remain-
ing. Having made the rookie’s mis-
take of not sleeping all night, I find
I've lost all enthusiasm for the race,
the team and the assignment. |
sneak away from my fire extinguish-
er duties and wander down the pits.
There are fewer people in the pits at
8 a.m. than there were at 3 a.m. A
car comes in and has to honk vigor-
ously to attract a crew. After a while
I wander down to the B.F. Goodrich
hospitality corral and sit on a patio
swing while watching a man vacuum
a large spread of indoor/outdoor
carpeting. The Longest Day is get-
ting weird.

It's hard to tell by the lap charts how
many cars are running at any particular
time. Cars that are towed in somehow
sneak back onto the track after miracu-
lous repairs. The only sure DNFs are a
Mitsubishi Starion and a Saab that tan-
gled at speed as the sun went down.
Other wrecks are pounded out, racer-
taped and sent back to battle. Every car
in the parking lot becomes fair game for
parts. The omnipresent public address
system announces the needs and crew
members rush to strip windows, brakes
and suspensions from willing specta-
tor’s vehicles. In the end, the unofficial
count of non-finishers is just 14 vehi-
cles. Considering the shape in which
some cars started the 24 hours and all
cars finished, it is an amazing statistic.

I wander down to my rental car
and change into a clean T-shirt. Ex-
cept for the two hours chasing
parts, I've now spent over 24 hours
at the track and there are six hours
of racing left. | head back to the pit
and even though the crew is prepar-
ing for another brake change, every-
one seems to be moving in slow mo-
tion. | comment that no one is talk-
ing. One of the drivers says there’s
nothing more to say. As a group we
have hit the marathon racer’s “wall.”
It is not pretty.

The Guldstrand Camaro overcomes
its vaporization problems without a ma-
jor unscheduled pitstop. By making a
series of adjustments with every refuel-
ing, they have stayed close to the lead-
ing Porsche 944 Turbo and Mustang
SVO while slowly improving perform-
ance. The Porsche runaway has not
materialized and it is announced that
first the Mustang and then the Camaro
are within striking distance. At hour 22,

... but minutes later the car was back on
the track and charging hard toward the
finish.
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Longest Pit

Ron Smaldone’s Mustang SVO Turb
almost snuck away with the victory,
despite looking like a refugee from a
demolition derby. The car lead in the late
stages of the race after qualifying on the
pole. In the end it was just seven laps
behind the winning Camaro.

The Baker Automotive Bertone X1/9 not
only won SSC class but finished a
surprising tenth overall with a total of 895
laps. The car finished the 24 hours on one
set of brakes, never made an
unscheduled pit stop, had the hood raised
only once (a precautionary oil check) and
averaged over 17 miles per gallon. Driving
with Kim Baker were Joe Crowell and
Larry Hendricks—all rookies to Nelson
Ledges, 24-hour races and night racing.
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At Nelson Ledges, you don’t win, you
survive. Even fifth-place finishers

get to shoot champagne.

all three cars are on the same lap.

The battles in the other classes are
harder to follow unless you are involved
with a specific car. In SSGT, the front
runners are a pair of Porsche 944s and
a Shelby Charger. The battle for SSA,
last year dominated by a pair of TR-7s,
is a race between a TR-7, a Supra and
an RX-7. In SSB, an Audi, a TR-7 and
Charger are in the hunt. And in SSC, a
Bertone X1/9 is surprising everyone by
running a flawless race and holding po-
sition in the top 10 overall.

Still all eyes are on the prototypes as
the three leaders start their last-hours
sprint through traffic.

At 11 a.m. Sunday, according to
car owner and team manager Roger
Marble’s game plan, we would evalu-
ate where we stood and make ad-
justments for the finish. As the hour
approaches no such session is
needed. Unlike the previous year,
when the team (in another RX-7)
was sitting third in SSA behind the
faster TR-7s, we have never been in
the thick of the hunt. Handling,
brake and fuel pickup problems
have plagued the car since the prac-
tice sessions and we’ve been run-
ning fifth or sixth in class all night.
It takes a perfect race to win class
at Nelson Ledges now and we’ve
spent too much time in the pits. Mar-
ble and co-drivers Al Speyer and
Dave Weitzenhoff, all Firestone tire
engineers, turn their attention to the
car’s tires. Running on new Europe-
an-designed S-211 all-season ra-
dials, they had originally hoped to
run the entire race on one set. A cut
caused by track debris in one tire
has already forced the use of one
spare. Now they must decide wheth-

er to change left side tires because
of uneven wear. As the car comes in
for another brake change at 10:40
a.m., the tires are changed. A Fire-
stone video crew zooms in on the
action as Marble explains, “Count-
ing all of the practice sessions, the
tires lasted over 24 hours. Not bad
at all.”

The pitting for brakes this time
takes only 20 minutes. With the car
back out on the track and the tire
drama resolved, Marble is more re-
laxed. At age 38, he understands his
limitations as a driver and car owner
but it hasn’t diminished his enjoy-
ment of racing. As owner of this
year’s team car, he admits being
worried about the car. After all, he is
the one who has to drive it to work
the day after the Longest Day and
he is the one who has two years of
payments still to make on old num-
ber 71.

“Until the first metal-to-metal con-
tact, which | did,” he says, “l was
really worried. My credit union and
insurance company don’t know | do
this.”” Varying in his moods, he
seems to be gathering his strength
for a final push.

The car seems sure to finish now,
barring any last minute catastrophe.
The child in me wants to ask “are we
there yet?”

At hour 22, all eyes that remain open
are glued to the track. All drivers seem
to be picking up their pace in a now-or-
never frenzy, led by the Baker, Smal-
done and Guldstrand entries, now all re-
ported to be on the same lap.




Suddenly, Baker's Porsche careens
off the track and into a tire wall. Towed
back into the pits minutes later, the
crew jumps to work removing and re-
placing the battered front suspension.
Any other team but the two-time defend-
ing champions probably would have
called it a day. Less than 30 minutes
later, the Porsche is miraculously back
out on the track.

| happen to be standing against
the Armco at the pit entrance when
Baker’s Porsche comes in on the
hook. It is badly crushed—an insur-
ance estimater wouldn’t know
where to start—but like major
league L.A. car strippers, the Baker
crew, with only five guys over the
pit wall, have the car apart in less
time than it takes me to reload my
camera. Compared to these Pit
Crew Hall of Famers, our own pep-
per-in-the-radiator gang seems am-
ateurish. Yet our car is running at
the moment and theirs isn’t. We
have nothing to be embarrassed
about.

At twenty minutes of three, only a few
races within classes are close. In SSA,
the Supra’s crew cheers on its driver as
he makes up ground on the leading
Mazda. The hot Prototype race has
cooled with the Baker crash and the su-
perior running of the Guldstrand Ca-
maro over the fading Mustang SVO. All
crews crowd to the wall to watch the fin-
ish. At 3:04 p.m. Sunday, exactly 24
hours after the dropping of the green
flag, the checkered appears. The Ca-
maro cruises to the overall victory, hav-
ing completed 964 laps. It is the first vic-
tory for a domestic vehicle in the short
history of the longest day. The Mustang
SVO is second, though it coughs its
way around the victory lap with hardly
a mile left in its battered body. The
Baker Porsche is third, though it would
later be disqualified for being under-
weight.

The Mazda comes by for the
checkered. I try to share the joy of
the jubilant crews around me. | can
only think about a shower and sleep
and a meal not coated with preser-
vatives and artificial flavorings. Un-
officially, our car has finished 27th
overall and fifth in class out of eight
starters. Looking at the drivers and
other crew members, you would
think we just took first at Le Mans.

Champagne fights are breaking
out in every pit—the thrill of victory
and the thrill of finishing.

Marble looks around for someone
to whom he can give an interview.
Howard Cosell being absent, | ask
him the standard “How was it out
there?” and then don’t wait for the
answer.

“It was just great,” he yells to me.
“There were some moments when |
had my doubts...it needs a good
wash.”’

I smile and slip off into the
crowd. B

PRESENTING WE FEATURE
A SUPERIOR EXCLUSIVE
SERVICE T0 DISTRIBUTION
ALL RECARD OF THE NEW
ENTHUSIASTS. RECARO
THE RECARO EXECUTIVE
CONNECTION. SWIVEL AND
PEDESTAL
WE DELIVER
S LOUNGER.
MOTORING'S
FINEST SEAT,
AT SPECIAL
PRICES.
OUR
OB i CALL US FOR
UNBEATABLE
INVENTORY
RECARD
SYSTEN] SPECIALS
INSURES e
THAT YOUR
RECARD
SELECTION IS SeRNEC bR
IN STOCK i
WITHIN
CONNECTION.

Western:
National
Performance
Center

1648 10th Street
Santa Monica, CA 90404
213-450-7005
800-772-1614 In CA
800-772-1613 Outside CA

Mid-Eastern:
Belda & Associates
124 S. Woodward

CONNEGCTION

South-Central :

Nine Eleven Enterprises, Inc.

2750 North Haven Road
Suite 207, Dallas, TX 76229
214-241-2002
800-492-9309 In TX
800-527-5632 Outside TX

Mid Jestern:
Dan. Mark Motoring Ltd.

Eastern:
Speedmark
199 Alewife Brook
Parkway
Cambridge, MA 02140
617-492-2000 In MA
800-225-4380 Outside MA

South-Eastern:
Eclipse Xtras

10696 S.W. 184 Terrace
Miami, FL 33167
305-235-1159

15 E. Ogden Avenue
Westmont, IL 60559
312-852-5570

Suite #1
Birmingham, M1 48011

313-540-1297 Catalog: $2.00, all locations

HOT ROD

makes
you a

winner

Get behind the wheel of the
world’s largest selling automotive
publication. Every month HOT ROD
features colorful photos and exciting ed-
itorial on how to tackle the latest backyard

buildups, plus new stuff, and tech talk in
terms you can understand. The HOT ROD per-
formance experts of- : i
fer cost-cutting tips on
which parts will do the best job for the least
amount of money. Then shift into high gear
with HOT ROD’s explosive behind-the-
scenes race coverage, including personali-
ity profiles, the fastest funny cars and top
fuel dragsters! Stay ahead of the pack by
reading informative articles that make you
a winner every time!

Now on Sale at Your
Local Newsstand




Nelson Ledges

WHY FREDDY DIDN’T WIN
By Gary Witzenburg

We were leading, eight laps up on the
second-place SVO Turbo Mustang,
when they sent me out with just three
hours to go . . . or so we thought. My
instructions were to drive quickly but
carefully, stay out of trouble, and don’t
worry if the Mustang was going a
second or two faster per lap.

I ' was to do an hour and a half, then
come in for fuel. Freddy Baker (team
leader and Bedford, Ohio,

Porsche +Audi vice president) would
finish the final hour and a half. Barring
an accident or mechanical troubles, no
one could possibly catch us. There was
no need to push to stay ahead, so we'd
let them do the pushing. The
champagne (for celebrating what would
be our third consecutive Nelson Ledges
24-hour victory) was already on ice.

We were a little down on power,
possibly due to a clogged catalytic
converter, but otherwise our prototype
Porsche 944 Turbo was running fine
after 21 hours of hard racing. There
were notable exceptions, but most of the
slower traffic was moving over
courteously to let us through. The car
was understeering just a bit, and our
only other problem was above-normal
water temperature. | switched on the
heater to help cool it; better to roast my
feet than fry the engine.

At one point, the Guldstrand Camaro
came up from behind on the main
straight and | politely handed him the
line into turn one. He was running third,
no threat to us (as far as we knew) but
pushing hard to catch the Mustang.

A few laps later, everything started
turning sour. Pit Boss Mike Puskar came
up on the radio asking me to pick up the
pace. All of a sudden, he said, the
hourly standings showed us only one lap
up. This was typical for this event; the
scoring is always confused and
everyone protests it constantly to get
credit for the proper number of laps. It
was hard to believe, but somehow the
Mustang guys had found seven laps and
convinced the scorers they were right.
There was nothing | could do but drive a
little harder and thread my way through
the traffic more aggressively.

| noticed our second team car, a
standard (non-turbo) 944 competing in
the showroom stock GT class, off in the
tirewall with front-end damage. Within a
couple of laps, however, one of the
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excellent tow truck crews had him on a
rope and headed back to the pits.

It was just about one o’clock, two
hours to go, when something in our
car’s front suspension broke with a bang
in the middle of the 110mph ‘“‘*kink’ in
the long back straight. Suddenly | was
careening across the grass, trying to
stop, regain control, or at least get it
spinning to scrub off speed. Nothing
worked. The car wouldn’t turn and it
wouldn’t stop. | couldn’t even pick my
spot.

| hit at what seemed like 60 mph,
plowed over and through a tirewall on
one side of an access road and came to
rest in a second pile of tires on the other
side. The corner workers ran over,
asked if | was okay (I was) and what
had happened. | said | thought I'd lost a
wheel. They said the wheels were all still
there. Try to back it up, they suggested.
| tried, but it wouldn’t move. The wheels
were there all right, but the front ones
weren't attached to the car anymore.

| radioed to tell Mike what had
happened. “Can we fix it?"’ he asked.
“No way,” | said, “‘the thing’s torn up
pretty badly.”

The tow truck arrived to drag it out of
the tires. The nose was smashed, parts
were hanging from what was left of the
front suspension, and the workers were
tossing various loose pieces into the
cockpit. | rode back in the truck, only to
find our unbelievably hard-working crew
gesturing frantically. They had finished
rebuilding our other crashed car and
were ready to tackle this one.

Twenty-three minutes later, Freddy
pulled it out and accelerated down the
pitlane to a hearty round of applause
from the onlookers crowded around our
pits. We might not be able to win this
race, but we were going to finish it.

| think we finished third. The Camaro
apparently won, with the Mustang a
close second. | say ‘“think’ and
“apparently’”” because this was another
Nelson Ledges Longest Day that would
end in protest and controversy, with
nobody knowing exactly where they had
finished. Maybe this week, maybe next,
there will be official results, after all the
protests are settled and the scoring
tapes are counted and recounted.

This race began four years ago as a
fun enduro for amateur teams in
unmodified “Showroom Stock” cars.
Several auto writers drove with various
teams to add interest, and the first
year's event went to a Saab 99 Turbo
co-driven by two Road & Track editors. |
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Witzenburg’s B.F. Goodrich-equipped Porsche 944 Turbo.

co-drove a dealer-sponsored Porsche
924 that started from the pole position
but failed to finish.

The following year saw the creation of
a “Prototype’’ class for cars not yet
eligible under SCCA Showroom Stock
rules. The intention was to attract factory
participation, and it has, along with a
growing number of journalist drivers. I've
been fortunate to drive the last three
races with Baker’s team, winning two
years ago with a 924 and last year with
a new 944, despite the best efforts of
Ford, Chevrolet, Datsun, Mazda and
many others.

It's a wonderful concept, but it's
gotten out of control. Most of the factory
“prototypes’ are serious racers
disguised as street machines (future
high-performance models not yet on the
market) prepared and driven by pros
and amateur champions. Our spies tell
us the SVO Mustang, for example, had
quick-change brakes and a water
injection system through the washer fluid
reservoir. One of the Camaro entries
was caught with a 30-gallon fuel tank
and had to change it, but who knows
what other “innovations” it had. Baker,
too, played the future-model game this
year with a factory-prepared (in
Germany) 944 Turbo that won't be
introduced until sometime next year.

Then there’s the inadequacy of the
facility for what has evolved into a very
serious event. The pits are narrow,
overcrowded and dangerous. One tricky,
dangerous ‘‘carousel’’ turn becomes
more treacherous each year as its
surface breaks up into tire-eating,
wheel-bending, suspension-breaking
potholes and flying chunks of concrete
that could fly through a windshield.
Every year the track management
promises improvements; every year
conditions get worse.

Finally, a serious race needs
professional organization. A lot of very
competent and dedicated volunteers
work their hearts out to put on this
event—not to mention the time and
money that goes into competing—and
it's a shame to have the thing
overshadowed by unpredictable,
capricious rule enforcement (“The speed
limit in the pits is 35 mph. | don’t care
what your speedometer says—if we think
you're speeding, you're speeding, and
we’ll call you in and read the Cleveland
phonebook to you.”) and a scoring
system that simply doesn’t work.

One of three things has to happen: the
race goes back to being a fun,
low-pressure event run by and for
amateurs; the organizers get their act
together and force the track to provide a
respectable facility at which to stage a
professionally run event; or another track
(Mid-Ohio, for example) steals the show
by scheduling its own identical race on
the same date.

| will say one thing good about Nelson
Ledges: The tirewall concept, which has
softened the impacts of thousands of
out-of-control race cars and prevented
countless injuries and deaths, was
invented there. | hate to think what might
have happened if the wall | hit in
Freddy’s Porsche had been steel or
concrete instead of stacks of worn-out
tires. ®
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