VMSC

Where grown boys and girls
still play with cars.

The only difference is they cost
a lot more and we have to pay
the insurance.
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Virginia Motorsports Park
2004
March it was freezing, April was nice, Summer was..... well....Summer and
November and December were out of this world.
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Come wadk Felds, This is
nt an " oFF ROaD ”op\l*'omf-




We held our “Sprmg Autocroség(:hool" there got to use the
expanded part of the parking lot around by Hecht’s (which made for

really long and flowmg courses) and had a blast.
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“run what you brung”
we didn’t have that in mind.

s

I \’\ﬁ\"\' R AR U o

)

[
)

e o 0 2 0 0 2 < o '~,
o (
)

(

)

LY

)

(

)

X €
)

{ (
¥ \
4 \

1
i} )
| 1
{ )
(
!

- —=3
TETEEFEIT T ICT T & O orOOOTv - TR oeY

e




PAGING MR. WEST
Will you please bring our toys back
to the course.




“From See To Shining Sea.”

With a few mountains thrown in, beautiful country side, babbling
brooks, sunshine on your shoulder, great lunch and dinner spots and
great company.

All you have to do is get from “A” to “Z” without making a wrong turn,
a wrong calculation, hitting any stray cows in the road, avoiding the
“manure”, slow farm equipment, divorce, computer failure, mother

natures persistent calling..........things of this nature.
BUT
When you are done you really feel like you have
accomplished something.
Come give it a try!

A a e U e e e Y O O jv*; DAL Al 2o o .

§
S

g

P ——

T

e

i
3
H

ey T

= BT R
B
——

< 4

08/68/2004 .




oLO PDomiNioN TOuR
|ox

5chool oN #019loY foR

ODR TILLEMMA (ourse
o fiolon: & oo .

POV OO YOO T

G T

o W SR G W Y N W R N N e

AN NN R R

WA A
S
Eaidedae

g




Jd- xx1, NO 28

This is auto
racing for the
everyman —
and every car.
Even a Geo.

by Wayne Melton

Jack McAfee
stands next
to his white

Corvette
after a
blistering run
in less than
37 seconds.

rom the passenger seat of this Honda

Civic the occasion looks like some

sort of neighborhood car show. There

is a singlefile line of cars in the front

and to the rear, moving forward one
car length at a time. While the cars idle, people mill
around and chat. Some poke around under the hood.
Others merely lean on their finely waxed machines,
enjoying the sunlight.

The rest of the Cloverleaf Mall parking lot is seeing
the most Sunday afternoon action it has seen in a long
time. There are little orange cones everywhere, spread
far across the asphalt, outlining a course. One at a time,
drivers race through.

This is Autocross, amateur racing that takes place at
Cloverleaf Mall and at other locations across the state
and country. This group, sanctioned by the Virginia
Motor Sport Club, attracts average racers and seasoned
veterans, souped-up machines and commuter cars. Itis
a chance for the everyman to test his wheels, his nerve,
his 10-year-old GM brakes.

In his little red 1990 Honda Civic, Jeff Chenery, 45,
pulls up to the starting line. There is a subtle scent of
gasoline in the air. A green flag waves, and everything
outside the car seems to slide backward as he peels
out. The car's muffler pops as Chenery accelerates

around the course.

To an average speed of 25 to 30 mph.

Still, all the sharp turning makes it furious, if not fast. Chenery
must avoid the pylons. “A pylon costs you a point,” or a
second off your time, he explains.

The course keeps things interesting. The turns come in
rapid succession, making it difficult for beginners to see where
to go. Yet it's not difficult for a beginner to break into Autocross.
There really is only one prerequisite. ‘It takes a car,” Chenery
says. “Whatever car you got at home, bring it down here.

Chenery, a budgeting and planning manager for SunCom,
has been racing for about a year and a half with his wife,
Audie. They are Team Jester. His CRX races in the H-Stock
class, which means, “You can change very, very little —
basically your tires, shocks, muffler and air filter.”

A run is over in about 35 to 50 seconds, depending on
how good you are. Drivers always race solo. There are few
spectators. And, sorry, no crashing. But danger is not every-
thing. There’s the challenge, the experimentation — the hair-
pin turns. It's the opportunity to see what that little Golf in the
driveway can do.

“It's a rush,” says Ellie Venafro, 28, from the driver’s side
window of her ’85 Porsche 911 Carrera. ‘I also enjoy leam-
ing about my car.” The fourth time out since her husband
introduced her to the sport, and her first in the Porsche (it's
a recent trade-in for the Honda Accord she used to race),

Venafro says she’s just getting the feel of the car and
needs to add some modifications — some racing
tires, maybe — to be competitive.

A white Nissan Sentra with a blue “4” painted on
the side pulls up to the back of the line of cars. The
driver tugs at the straps of his racing helmet as an
announcer’s voice squawks over the P.A. On the
course, a tan Civic CRX twists around the asphalt as
fast as its driver can take it. Cars of all makes, models
and, it must be said, racing qualities, rumble and
sputter across the pavement against the clock. There
are the highly modified vehicles and stock cars off
the street, from tricked-out Mustangs with softball-bat
sized, double chrome tailpipes to conservative Altimas
with that new car smell.

On a Sunday in late June, a white Corvette rockets
down the straightaway of the Cloverleaf course. It
makes its turns and tears across the finish line in
36.541 seconds, its backside bearing the calling card
“Jax Vette.” (Vanity plates — EGZ, Lugnuts, JKL-Hyde,
+1 Cone — are the norm.) “Jax” is Jack McAfee, a
bearded, 49-year-old marketing manager. He's been
racing small bikes, motorcycles, go-karts, something,
anything, “all my life.”

Autocross can be traced in various forms to the
years after the end of the second World War, when
Gls all over the country were finding civilian ways to
replicate the thrills of wartime. The Virginia Moto
Sport Club, the biggest Autocross group in the state
formed in 1949, and has a banquet with an awards
presentation every January. The club’s members tend
to resemble their president, Charlie Passut, a 58-ye:
o?d chemical engineer with Ethyl Corp. who is man
ning the registration table today.

The nature of racing modified streetcars seems to
appeal to the more science-minded, engineers and
others who enjoy taking things apart, tiﬁl(erim; with
them or just talking about doing it. Gordon Pa!érson,
59, is a self-described “computer geek” who works at
Circuit City. His first Autocross vehicle was a '71 Pinto,
and after 30-odd years sports a 2002 Ford Focus SVT,
which stands for Special Vehicle Team, the company's
“in-house hot rod,” Paterson says. “They put it to-

gether,” he says. “It's even under wurrar)’lyv Being a
lazy old coot, I'm perfectly happy.” » 3
? Paterson races with his son, Pasha, who's 24 and &
iust received his computer science degree from the &

University of Richmond. “My wife said, ‘You're not going

to let him Autocross are you?” Paterson recalls from many

years ago. And laughing, remembers his reply. “No, I'm

going to make him Autocross.

“It's a great way to learn car control,” Paterson says,

“and to learn what your car is capable of. Today’s street-
8 car is just amazing with what it can do.”

& The only question is, why do they care? Chenery thinks
& the reason is universal. “It's kind of like any other sport of
racing,” he says. “You go out and test the limits of any-
thing you're racing, whether it’s a car or the human body.

There aren’t many things which you can actually com-

pete on a level playing field with your son or your.daugh-

ter or your wife. It's a very fun type of competition. I

mean, nobody’s going to die over this.” s

The Virginia Motor Sport Club hosts its next Autocross
event at the Cloverleaf Mall Sunday, July 13. Visit
& www.vmsc.org for more details.

AnAutocross
runat
Cloverleaf
Mall is over in
about 35 to
50 seconds,
depending on
how fast your
Acura will
take you.

Audie
Chenery
checks the
tire pressure
on her 1990
Honda Civic.
Sheraces
with
husband,
Jeff, as
Team Jester.

Autocross
drivers
prepare to get
underway on
a recent
Sunday
morning at
Cloverleaf.
The
enthusiasmis
written all
over them.




; ON THE STREET. AT THE STRIP. IN THE PARKING LOT.

ONDIDRIVERS ARE PUSHING THEIR CARS |
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“STILL PLAYS WITH CARS.”

Why yes we do and proud of it.

We all have our own lives and responsibilities
during the week, but when race weekend roll around,
out come the tool boxes, soap, wax, coolers, sunscreen,

awnings, chairs, hats, family, friends.............

The only thing | haven’t seen is a plastic blow up pool.
Maybe | should start that tradition next year.

One thing we all see a lot of though:
« good times
- camaraderie
- swapping of ideas,
o pats on the back
« alot of kidding and joking

I think that is what keeps all of us coming back
year after year.

OH YEAR!
CARS AND DRIVING!

VIRGINIA
IS FOR
LOVERS
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