FUEL FOR
THOUGHT
BY LANDSPEED LOUISE

“Earning world bragging
rights sets a person/team
above and apart in the
motorsports world. You
can be damn sure they
earned it.”

On The Record, World Record
There are too many people who
want everyone to believe they set a world
land speed record when in fact their
efforts yielded a national land speed
record. This is a problem.
Both records are to be admired,
cheered and respected. In the past couple
of years both records have, in my opinion, had far too many people talk from
perspectives that range from honest confusion to downright sneaky manipulation.
Conversations about the differences
have, for the most part, ended with the
racer/enthusiast having a clear understanding about the distinction, but a few
have revealed stubborn stupid arrogance.
“We don’t need some foreigner telling us what a world record is,” or
something to that effect is always part of
the impudent argument. In the same
breath these same people will tell you
how Al Teague, Don Vesco, Bob
Summers, Mickey Thompson, etc. are
their special heroes.
What they don’t get is that fiddling
about with record distinctions is paramount to spitting in their heroes faces
– well, at least on their achievements.
Unfortunately, but not unexpectedly,

a big motivator is money and ego, tweaking the truth as long as it bolstered the
PR message or made a sponsor look
good.
Ford Motor Company displayed
unashamed arrogant guilt when it falsely

claimed land speed record honors with its
999 hydrogen car a few years ago. I publically admonished Ford’s CEO Mulally
for it during a national news conference
when he started crowing about the
“record” in front of hundreds of journalists at the Los Angeles Auto Show.
It was shameful. Ford demonstrated
it could care less about land speed racing.
The galling part was that Ford trashed its
own team. Although they had not set a
record, the team did achieve a great technological milestone. Greedy publicists
made it worthless in a sorry attempt to
make more out of the achievement than
there was.
Then there is Jesse James, the foul
mouth poster child of unashamed liars
who ostracized himself from the sport
after falsely claiming to have unseated
BMW from its hydrogen world record. It
was all puffery to promote his goofy cable
TV show.
When folks questioned his facts, out
came potty mouth vulgarity, but we are
all still waiting for James to bring the
vehicle in question to a sanctioned event
and engage sporting fairness.
Sadly, one of James sponsors unwittingly used the big lie in a press release
that included a stock solicitation. I made
a formal complaint to the Securities and
Exchange Commission and later a member of this sponsors’ board of directors
told me it cost some $25,000 to correct
the error.
A number of people told me not to
challenge the media fairy tale because “no
one cares.”
Nonsense.
There is a level of respect due each
and every competitor who assaults the
flying mile to win a “line” in the record
books. The record is of primary significance with the speed achieved secondary.
Some of those “lines” require years
of effort. Most teams have spent bushels
of money that they dare not add up for
fear of knowing how much they spent.
And daring greatly occasionally means
the racer pays with their life. So you bet
your butt I care.
Make no mistake; I am not, in any
way denigrating national records. As this
column will appear just before
Speedweek, it is hoped that a review of
the facts will recalibrate the thought process to renew the respect due those racers
who earn world honors.
World records can ONLY be set
when two runs in opposite directions
over the same timed mile record speeds
that average higher than the existing
mark within the prescribed time limit.
Automobiles have a one-hour turnaround

while motorcycles get the luxury of two
hours.
National records, sanctioned by recognized sanctioning authorities as the
SCTA/BNI, ECTA, or USFRA, also
require a pair of runs, but competitors
have two days to complete the task.
In both cases the racecourse needs to
be surveyed and certified, but the world
record timing equipment must also be
calibrated and certified. World record
speed runs observed by official stewards
who then visually inspect for bore and
stroke. Steam, turbine, solar, hybrid, fuel
cell and electric world record cars need a
weight certification.
Almost all the perpetrators of erroneous record claims are Americans. Part
of the confusion comes from the smaller
influence exerted on, and the prominence
attained in the United States by the FIA
and FIM as well as the residue of neglect/
disgust that fomented for years between
American land speed racers and the FIA.
With motorcycles you have the FIM
holding the world cards and the AMA
sorting out national records together
with a number of LSR sanctioning bodies.
The FIA has admirably cleaned up
its act and I think the land speed racing
community ought to do the same.
A world land speed record is a hardwon, doggedly fought for achievement
that succors speed fever. Earning world
bragging rights sets a person/team above
and apart in the motorsports world. You
can be damn sure they earned it.
Part of the confusion stems from
SCTA/BNI attempts to institute “international” records - speed marks achieved
by using identical FIA record run criteria,
but without FIA sanction and its withering fees. The idea never gained enough
racer support and as the FIA mended
fences with American racers the point
became moot.
It’s one thing to say, “I have the fastest blah-blah-blah in the world,” because
in your brain, under your rules, you
believe it to be so. But understand that it
is nothing more than cheap talk without
the paperwork.
Some people even have the silly
words painted on their car, or include the
delusional proclamation in their team
name without even knowing the difference, let alone bothering to contest a
world record class.
The ignorance may be feigned or
may be real, in either case it is very disrespectful to those who have conducted
themselves with dignity and honor to
Continued on Page 204
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Lowdown
Continued from Page 6

hobby? Personally, I just don’t know yet,
but my guess would be that it will be
quite a while before that happens because
of the price of the technology involved.
I’ll admit it would be pretty strange at
first to see a mean looking hot rod rolling
by without a sound. It definitely wouldn’t
have the same impact, but I doubt it
would be the end of the world.
Let me know what you think the
future of the hobby is and I’ll try to share
your input in an upcoming installment of
Low Down.
KIRK!

Rodders Respond
Continued from Page 10

Harry,
As I was reading the Letters to the
Editors column, I was reminded how
much I enjoyed the show in Del Mar. I
am sure my pleasure was enhanced by an
incident that happened on Thursday
afternoon as I was driving in to the
Fairgrounds on my way to a spot in the
Pat O’Brien building. As I slowly drove
in, I noticed Harry Daviess waving at me
and then hearing him say with enthusiasm, “I love your car, thanks for bringing
it. My son and I are big fans of early second-generation Camaros, and you really
have nice one.” To say it made my day is a
vast understatement.
With much appreciation,
David Pfost
Via email

way, the honorable way, not “their” way.
Note: Photojournalist Louise Ann Noeth
is the authoress of the critically acclaimed,
“Bonneville: The Fastest Place on Earth,”
a complete historical review from 1896 to
1997. For more details on her fast self go
to: www.landspeedproductions.biz.

Bangin’ The Gears
Continued from Page 16

Choice” and of course, the “Long
Distance” award…to say that the promoter was terribly upset that we’d ‘gone
home’ in the morning without telling
anyone would be an understatement. He
was very relieved when we showed up
‘cause he (told us he) didn’t want to give
the award to someone else.
The People’s Choice award was a
“Big Boy” (Restaurant) six foot trophy
which we had to take apart to put in the
back seat. About 4:00 that afternoon, after
photos were shot and handshakes all
around, we said our goodbyes and headed
for parts west…we still had five hours of
Midwest daylight left for driving.
At least, that’s the way I remember it.
Roger
Now available -the fifth book in the
series: Faded Thunder, stories of Denver
hot rodding, cruising, car shows, drag
racing and general chaos on the weekends. Don’t forget to check out my
recently “overhauled” website: www.
RAJetter.com to order the fifth book personally autographed.
Good Tips
Continued from Page 18

Yeah, we kind of like Harry too, but I
know he’d pass that praise along to the
whole crew who gets up early and works
late right along with him. K!
Fuel For Thought
Continued from Page 14

achieve a certified world record.
For those new to world and national
record party, please arrive knowledgeable,
or become properly educated about the
sport. Do your part to ensure the integrity of the record. Be respectfully and
truthful in promoting a speed record you
were lucky enough to earn.
Honor those who have come before
you. Leave an admirable legacy for those
who will follow you.
If you can be as humble as Al Teague
or Bob Summers, fearless as Rocky
Robinson, ingenious as Charles
Nearburg, awe-inspiring as Don Vesco,
eye-popping as Carl Heap or as exceptional role models as Tanis Hammond
and Tricia Kisner, then you join ranks
with an elite group of national and world
record-setting individuals.
They all set their records the right

per interferes with the suspension at full
lock in a turn. If there is enough contact,
the caliper gets cocked in its bracket,
causing the pads to retract. Your first
pedal pump merely takes up that clearance, and you can’t stop (Thank goodness
you added that return spring, huh!). You
will need to limit steering travel or
change the caliper to one with a different
shape to fix this.
Sam Says
Continued from Page 20

where they told us all to ride our bikes to
school so they could teach us the rules of
the road. The Modesto Police
Department sent an officer to the school
to give us a short speech on traffic laws
for bicyclists. When we were finished, we
all went out to the playground where he
had marked out a simple intersection
with tape. One by one we would approach
the intersection, use our hand signals, and
then proceed through in a direction he
indicated. From that day on, I knew how

to use my hand signals.
Maybe we should get in touch with
local law enforcement and the DMV and
see if they could make riding a bicycle
through a taped out intersection a
requirement for getting one’s drivers
license. Better yet, we should teach them
how to maneuver through an intersection
on a bicycle while drinking a latte and
texting on a cell phone! If you can do all
of that while riding a bike, driving a car
should be a breeze!
Flashing Back
Continued from Page 22

breaking axles.” Later, almost by accident,
he realized that a floor-shift Packard
transmission would fit with a little work
and he put one in. “We began buying
Packard and LaSalle transmissions from
an old Russian in Parkrose. That was in
1957. If we took them out it was $5, and
if he took them out it was $10.”
When the drags ended, Hoffman
began getting his Chevy ready for car
shows. He built a set of wire wheels,
using centers he bought from Motor
Wheel in Lansing, Michigan, and rims
from the local junk yard. He put in the
stock seats and had the interior done by
Lee Hetzer’s Upholstery; Hetzer took
two weeks to do the entire interior –
seats, headliner, rugs, trunk – the cost was
$220. The car was first painted white by
George Herschenbon, and later by Von
Hunter. Later, as flames caught on,
Hoffman had the car flamed by LeRoy
Teeples – the only flame job Teeples ever
did. In the car shows, which were often,
the car was entered in the Competition
Sedan class.
Of the car’s fate, Hoffman recalls
some details. “Later I sold the Chevy to a
good-looking young gal from Eureka,
California. She gave me $2,200 plus a ’51
Ford Vistoria. The Chevy turned up in a
wrecking yard in Eureka, it wasn’t
wrecked, it was just in the yard. I was told
that someone in Vancouver, Washington
bought the car and brought it back to the
Portland area on a trailer. But I never saw
it again.”
New: The Brotherhood of Speed A 60-year
History of the Slo Poks Club. By Drake and
Pennington. Big! 426 Pages, 100s of photos. $35 (plus $3 postage). Al Drake, P.O.
Box 66874, Portland, OR 97290.
PPG Dream Car Award
Continued from Page 101

ery, or at least an arranged “private meeting” with the shop owner.
Sixteen years later, in 2009, Don and
some of his employees found themselves
with trucks and trailers in the middle of a
cornfield on a farm. The 18-wheeler
trailer in front of them was sunk to the
axles in the mud, but inside was Don’s ’56
Chevy. Well, most of it. It was fully disas-

sembled and scattered throughout the
trailer in boxes and on pallets. Thankfully
the sheetmetal had been dry, and it
appeared to be all there, except for the
frame.
That vital piece was later found at
the owner’s house, but at some point in
the past it had been stored in his basement and his house had burned down,
causing the frame to warp. With a warped
frame and tons of screws, bolts, and
brackets missing, a concours restoration
seemed like an impossible task.
Don brought the car to Brad Cline
and Shane Jackson at Thunder Valley
Customs in White, GA. Brad is no
stranger to these pages and churns out
some of the cleanest cars east of the
Mississippi. The car was now in good
hands and a new build plan was formulated. “The times had changed so much
since 1993,” says Don. “The market had
shifted and tri-fives were no longer as
actively restored. Sixteen years later
everyone had relaxed and they were making pro touring cars. With the warped
frame and missing pieces this was perfect
for my car.”
Brad and the guys slipped a full Art
Morrison chassis under the solid body
and straightened up the sheet metal.
They retained the car’s original essence
with a custom mixed Sunset Orange and
Cadillac pearl white with added gold
pearl in both. In homage of the car’s 50th
Anniversary a then-new 2006 Corvette
LS2 with over 400hp was added to the
smoothed engine bay. Brad crafted the
engine cover in metal, adding a ’56 Chevy
fender rocket to the white center panel
for a nice touch. Budnik Gasser wheels
lend a bit of elegance to the corners.
The car was then taken to interior
maestro Shannon Walters where it would
emerge ten months later. Don and
Shannon worked together to design and
create a full custom interior, taking inspiration from new luxury sports cars while
maintaining a 1950s feel at the same time.
Early Corvette side coves provided
the inspiration for the door panels, now
trimmed in white accents with three
stainless spears. The bucket seat interior
sports a one-off console with a flat screen
and a Lokar shifter. The dash was fitted
with Classic gauges and a Billet
Specialties wheel. The orange shade of
leather had just recently come out and
matched the car’s exterior nicely. White
leather, Rolls Royce carpeting, and a
Mercedes cloth top are also in the mix,
along with a custom-painted burl wood
texture on the door tops and dash insert.
When it came to the trunk, Don told
Shannon he wanted a flat screen with a
slideshow of the car’s progress instead of
a photo album that would get tattered
and dog-eared at shows. Three
1950s-style suitcases were crafted with
straps and buckles. The two on the sides
offer storage for flyers and other things,
while the center one opens up to show
the slide show, which can also run on the
console’s screen up front.
Don’s 1956 Chevy has had a heck of
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