OUR TRIP TO THE WORLD FINALS

I would like to try and explain just how challenging, but rewarding, our trip from St. Louis to Pheonix, and back really was.

The racing was only a piece of a ten day adventure.

Let me start with our equipment.

We have two rigs to have ready, One being a 1982 vintage motor home, with many miles 

Paint, lettering, tires, bearings, oil, belts, spare parts, ect. ect. ect. 

Our Team

We have Keith, Terrie, and Dona, on work schedules.

We have Ashly, who is the youngest licensed female drag boat driver in the nation.

We have Jordan, my seven year old grandson, to get out of school, and moms permission.

We have Donnie, a seventy one year old gentleman, but a legend, nation wide in racing.

To slightly elaborate, Donnie had a stroke about eight months ago, and really should not be with us on earth. I will surely take a beating when he reads this.

BUT, his spirit, and the desire to be a part of racing is so strong, we decided to deal with whatever, to make him a part of what might be his last big adventure. No Problems At All.

Day one was quite uneventful, We left my house at 6.00 am. and made it into western Texas by about 10.00 pm. We did check, and adjust, a lot of equipment that day.

Generator power, (no plug in electric on the road, or the track)

Refrigerator an freezers, (enough food for all of us for ten days)

Heat and Air Conditioning, (30 degrees at night, and 86 degrees by mid afternoon)

Day two was different.

We drove into New Mexico, and right past the scales, with our RV and trailer. This is procedure in most states. BUT NOT NEW MEXICO.

At our first stop, we were greeted by a very large Indian heritage POLICEMAN.

I assure you, that he explained the law to me.

This man was just getting off duty, so he took all my paperwork, down the road a little, to an associate, who would return and deal with us.

After about 20 minutes, the same man returned and told us that it was our lucky day.

His associate was tied up with another trucker, and would be there for a WHILE.

In the middle of NO WHERE in New Mexico, the truck they were dissecting was

RICH LUTTRELL, of Luttrell Marine, in St. Charles OUR HOME TOWN

I owe Rich a drink on that one.

Before I wrote this, I spoke, with Rich, he has agreed to right an article to explain some 

Of the laws, if people are hauling there boats or RVs in some of these states.

Next, we developed an oil leak, and had to deal with it.

Next, we started experiencing 70 mph winds for about 100 miles (some from the side, some from head on) Absolutely no relaxing at the wheel.

Then came the dust

Then, came the narrow construction lanes.

Everyone in my vehicle was very quiet, knowing that I had my hands full.

In my mind, I am thinking, GOOD LORD, what stupid thing could happen next.

In about 3 seconds, he answered me. The wind tore the awning off the side of the motor home in the construction area.

Workers looking up to a crashing, 16 ft wide mess rolling at them

Jumping over a bridge, Hiding under barricades, and seeking protection where ever they could, until I got stopped.

In the two or three minutes it took to get the metal wok off, we had traffic backed up as far as you could see.

As I was making my way to the truck stop at the next exit, I wondered just what ever happened to the actual top cover. We never saw it in the confusion.

As I pulled into the truck stop, I FOUND OUT, It was on top, and when the wind changed, it was now on the side and pretty much in front. Now I can see nothing.

We were the laughing stock of the whole area. Just like in the movie.

DAY THREE

We started out by waking up in the mountains below Flagstaff..

Even though we had to go down two 6% grades at 12 miles each, the scenery was great, and the rigs did just fine.

We stopped on the north side of Pheonix,, washed all our equipment, filled with water, purchased ice, and other incidentals, before arriving at the track.

The rest of the day was spent setting up camp, doing entry paper work, and unloading equipment.

At about 11.00 pm, I get a phone call from Terrie.

She, Ashly, and Dona, had arrived at the airport, picked up the rental car, and made it to the track. But the track entry stopped at 10.00 pm.

I made my way to the gate to discuss our situation with security.

I found that, about the only English the man could speak was I DON’T CARE

AGAIN I had to deal with the POLICE, but all went well, and we got some sleep.

DAY FOUR

Day four was test and tune. It is the opportunity (for $150.00 pr. Boat) to run your equipment, get licenses, ect.

It was a great day. Ashlys wave runner, and KWITCHABITCHIN, both ran just fine.

It was finally a time, under safe, controlled , circumstances, that we could put Ashly in KWITCHABITCHEN, and let her feel the explosion of 1100 horse power. (0 to 100 in 3.5 seconds)

She did outstanding. She loved the ride, and handled the boat like a pro.

(She is now a pro.) Her license was obtained in two passes. Most take months.

DAY FIVE

Qualification started

Ashly did very well, I am not sure of her numbers, being busy with the other boat.

On the first pass, KWITCHABITCHEN turned a 9.12 run (9.00 being perfect)

You get more points by starting slow and speeding up, rather than going to fast and slowing down.

After a slight tune, our next pass was 9.02, We were now in third place in qualifying.

Out of thirty-two boats in our class, the top fifteen were 9.10 or faster.

One more step on the tune, and our last pass was 8.999. one thousandth too fast.

Think about it. O MPH to well over 100 MPH in ¼ mile in nine seconds, and that many boats are within one tenth of one second CRAZY

DAY SIX

It was a long crazy day. Fast tunes, equipment maintenance, staging, line ups, ect.

It was too hectic to record and tell you all the details.

So here are the results

Ashly took third in PWC We can not wait to see her national standings results

KWITCABITCHEN lost in the World Finals, over a matter of seven thousandths of one second.

KWITCHABITCHIN ran 9.008 and the other boat ran 9.001

With over 200 boats, in a four day period, this would be over 1200 races.

With over 1200 races, these were the only two boats to make a perfect 9.00 passes in the entire weekend.

There were a few tears by all in our team, but for a lesson in sportsmanship for my seven year old grandson, our entire team went and congratulated the other team.

This is something we all sometimes need a lesson in. We are still proud.

DAY SEVEN

We packed, loaded, and set out for the next part of our adventure.

THE SALT RIVER CANYON

For those that don’t know, It is a passage way through the mountains

We dropped from 6000 ft at the top of the mountain, to 2000 ft. in six miles.

By the time we got to the bottom, YOU COULD SMELL OUR HOT BRAKES.

We spent a day, looking at some of the most beautiful scenery, I have ever seen.

Although touchy to drive through with the rigs, I strongly suggest that people take the time to go through the area. It is WELL worth it.

DAY EIGHT, NINE, AND TEN

They were uneventful, but safe, other than a few broken lug nuts, and one alternator.

They were also the start of our plan for next season.

After 10 days of complaining, from Donnie, of where we stopped to eat.

WE STOPPED AT WAFFLE HOUSE IN ST. CHARLES to make him happy.

You can see many pictures of this trip, and other racing events of Little Johns Motor Sports, by going to my website www.LITTLEJOHNSINC.com 

Little John

And the team
