Teamwork: How The Speed Comes
“It’s about time,” was the first
thought that ripped through my brain
when I heard that adventurer Steve Fossett had purchased Craig Breedlove’s
Spirit of America Sonic Arrow project
locks, chocks and fuel barrels. I knew Fossett didn’t toy with challenge, but little
did I realize that the entire team was
equally impressive.

In October of 2006, Project Manager
Eric Ahlstrom asked me to fill him in on
the technical and fabrication background
of the car. The team had just settled into
a shop in Sparks, Nevada, and was busy
pulling the decade-old racecar to bits, but
had scant documentation.
Ahlstrom was after any information,
photos, contacts, or data about the original construction and I offered him the
entire crate of stuff I had parked in the
attic back in 1997. I had saved plenty
from my time as Team Publicist and
Sponsor liaison.

How gratifying it was to help, in
some small way, to extricate the crown off
Andy Green’s noble head and place it
upon an American brow. We had a chance
- a real chance. And anything and everything I could do to bring that day to the
fore would be my extreme pleasure.
By July of 2007 Ahlstrom invited me
up for a peek at the project – cameras and
all. I was thrilled because Fossett had
locked down the shop from all media. I
packed the Corvette, dropped the top,
plugged in the Valentine 1 and blasted to
points north.
Walking into the 6,500 square foot
shop I paused near the car. It had been so
long, so heartbreakingly long since this –
the second fastest car on earth – had been
out for some exercise. I winced as I

touched the car and then got mad all over
again. It wasn’t supposed to be this way.
When I signed on with Breedlove it
was because he had a great plan – get the
record back from the British (then only
633MPH) sneak on up past 700MPH, go
home, think about what we learned, make
some changes then go back for some
supersonic fun. To this day I can’t explain
why that simple, wonderful plan went
straight to hell, but I do know the best
team won the supersonic prize.
I never lost faith in the car, only the
man. It’s a decade later and there is a new
team in town. Never mind rocket scientist
Ahlstrom who is leading the pack and is
as fast with a dry marker on a white board
as he is with calculations in his head; he’s
a story all by himself.
Let me tell you about the back shop
in two words: respectful and quiet. Other
than the grinders, saws, power tools and
various other banging and clanging, the
place might well have been holy ground.
No shouting, no horsing around, no cursing if something went awry.
If someone needs to speak with a
teammate, they walk over and have a very
quiet conversation so they do not disturb
the concentration and work-flow of others. This went on all day. Not an ego trip
anywhere, the 800MPH goal led every
move they made. They made me proud.

What’s more, they are a phenomenal
composite of America and will present a
brave face for the nation to the watching
world:
-One senior citizen who is also a
300MPH plus drag racer
-Two women, both well-versed fabricators (One Latina, the other gal is also a
gourmet chef)
-One African American who prefers
the reference “milk chocolate” to “black“
and who is as good with a welding torch
as he is in the kitchen flame-finishing
crème brulee.
-An electrical wizard who is damn
near as smart as the rocket scientist
-The Crew Chief is a 30-year IA, the
guy who signs off on ALL airliner repairs
before you get on-board and who is also a

9,000-hour commercial pilot.
-A quick-thinking musician who
made the transporter very user friendly
for the car and the crew
-Two simply marvelous master
machinists
-The logistics guy trained himself by
running the most successful non-profit
theater company in Reno and helps build
the Burning Man City on Black Rock
Desert
-A garden gnome (it’s that hat of his)
who can drive anything with an ignition
switch.
Yes, I am impressed with this group.
And yes, there is a distinct lack of racing
credentials among them. Solidly speed
virgins, but are possessed of a desire to do
well. Just like Paul Potts, the cell phone
salesman whose voice and natural operatic ability humbled grumpy Simon Cowell
and may very well be Pavarotti’s heir
apparent, the Fossett LSR team has got
heart. I believe they have heart enough to
get the job done.
On their first outing with the car –
to the Black Rock Desert for a photo
shoot – they arrived three hours ahead of
schedule had the car unloaded, in position
and then settled down to a steak dinner
whipped up in the second transporter’s
gourmet kitchen.
The Steve Fossett LSR team not
only loaded and unloaded the 8,500pound beast twice, but transported it and
pulled it all over the desert for “closeups”. Logistics guru Scott, bless him, got
his pal from Gerlach to drive out with a
bucket truck so I even got aerials.
My job was easy: photograph the jet
car then capture a shot of each team
member with the car and finally an allimportant group shot. This was to be my
gift to each, poignant remembrance of a
year’s toil. At the time, we were unsure if
the project would continue as Steve was
now missing for more than a month and
everyone was wondering if the project
had financial legs.
It was a bit eerie since we were on
the playa October 15th – the same day a
decade earlier that Andy Green inched
past Mach One in ThrustSSC. It was also
Alhstrom’s birthday. Did I mention the
North American Eagle was also deployed
on the desert? Yup, the whole team was
encamped about 10 miles north of our
location, but never got the car running
before I had to leave.
A gaggle of Thrusters were over
from the UK to revisit their historic “baboom” day. Rosco McGlashen flew in
from Australia. Thrust II designer John
Ackroyd showed up. So did Craig Breedlove. It was the biggest world record

non-event I ever attended. Key the Twilight Zone music.
America could use some good news
these days. A lot of what’s right with this
country is being expressed through the
dogged hard work of each member of the
Fossett LSR. They are, in a microcosm,
who we are and what we are capable of.
I’ve always known America had the
talent, but now I find the desire has
arrived. As for the driver, I’ve got my fingers crossed for a very, very special person
to occupy the cockpit. If it happens, it is
guaranteed to interrupt your regularly
scheduled programming. Stay tuned folks
- the speed will come.

Note: Photojournalist Louise Ann
Noeth is the authoress of the award-winning book, “Bonneville: The Fastest Place
on Earth,” a complete historical review of
the first 50 years of land speed racing now
in its 7th printing. For more details and
to order: www.landspeedproductions.biz
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FULL ZIP GOODGALS
MESH SWEATSHIRT
6.2 ounce 65% polyester and
35% cotton full zip up mesh
sweatshirt with no hood. Front
pockets and relaxed rib knit
cuffs and waist. Small left
chest Embroidery. Available
in Brown.
S-2XL: $40
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GOODGALS MESH KNIT PANT
GOO
6.2 Ounce 65% polyester and
35% cotton mesh pant with
drawstring. Small embroidery on
lleft
e hip. Available in Brown.
S-2XL: $35
S-
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GIRLY SEDAN TEE

www.good-guys.com
www.good-guys
ood-guys coo
OR CALL 925
925.838.9876
838
x 182

100% cotton short sleeve form fitting
baby doll tee. Size runs small on this
shirt. Available in Black.
S–2XL: $20
www.good-guys.com ❙ 15
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