
A SHANNONVILLE RACE EVENT 2007  
From a Paddock point of view  

As told by Handy McGyver inept fabricator  
 

So it’s Friday. The hum drum daily routine stops: it’s a race weekend.  I meet with 
my driver (us famous people have drivers). She puts the boot to the floor in the 
exotic Hyundai Elantra, and we are off.  We round the ramp at break neck speed… a 
whole 25 km, blinding I tell you.  
Driver merges with the traffic flawlessly. The trip to Shannonville is on.  We are 
accelerating to break neck speed to get ahead of the pack, before the next corner, 
and we are on it.  
Driver (Pit Lane Penny) cuts thru traffic like a $5.00 surgeon from Panama. Tires 
smoking, engine screaming we finally arrive at Shannonville and check into the 
night’s accommodations.  
 
Morning breaks (damn the sun) after a quick stomach filling Pit Lane Penny and 
myself are off to the track for the days racing.  After an exciting but short ride 
we pull into Registration and sign in.  The day officially starts.  
 
We go to our highly respected assignments. Pit lane Penny finds her crew and barks 
out orders just like a Drill sergeant at Boot Camp.  The crew salutes, click their 
heels and march off to their positions at attention the whole time. (She runs a 
tight ship.)  
 
I wander off thinking, could I ever go into that element?  I think not, so off I go to 
find the team I will be working with, an eclectic team but fun “Team Soupworth are 
you out there?”,  I scream.  The Paddock is packed; you couldn’t swing a full string 
of Oktoberfest sausages without hitting a racecar.  
 
The team principal saunters over and gives a big hug. (I told you they were a 
strange group.) A small man almost a midget, the principal (Stillman Fudwick) 
introduces me to the machine that I will be looking after.  It’s a Marcos.  
Yes I said a Marcos; the little known British car manufacturer has a race car. 
Nifty. The rest of the team introduces themselves in order of rank, Chief mechanic 
– Roberto Wrench.  Junior mechanic – Johnny Cakes,  
Computer expert – Chrysalis Butterfly, Fuel man/Cleaner Andre Ammonia, 
Cook & fluids officer – Ahmed Explosive. And that is the team, oh and me – 
Fabricator and Chaos consultant – Handy McGyver.  
 
Roberto hands out the day’s assignment and the crew attacks like black flies going 
after a German on holiday in Algonquin Park.  It’s complete one minded 



abandonment.  Wrenches fly, wheel lugs turn, and fuel splashes about, an hour later 
the cars are ready for play.  
 
First to hit the track will be the ZO6 Corvette, entered in the GT sprints and the 
CCTC.  Two drivers splitting the time, Paco and Umberto, are driving it.  Paco will be 
driving the Vette in the CCTCC, and Umberto will drive in the Sprints.  
 
The Marcos will be entered in the G-70 Driven by John Haircombes.  A very large 
man with a commanding presence (we think he was ex. military from the Boar War) 
The Vette hits the track and sets a good pace, passing slower cars with shear 
abandonment. Tires squealing, engine humming like a bird in flight. It looks like the 
only threat will be Pickle Minors in his competition coupe Viper.   
The crew comes back to the paddock and the crew is back on it just like the 
squeegy kids on a dirty windshield in Toronto.  It’s our turn at the track now, time 
to show how an old car can rip up the tarmac.  
Hold it there is a problem, we have been informed that only 2 G70 
Cars have entered and we have to run in the Vintage class.  Hey that’s OK we have 
another 15 minutes to wait, so we relax to get ready again.  Hold it, still another 
problem; the Vintage people have said we aren’t welcome to run because we are too 
fast.  Too fast?  How is that possible?  Well, time to rethink the weekend now.  
 
So at this point the crew is just milling about, they are confused with no direction.  
I can see anarchy creeping in, but hold it, Stillman Fudwick is coming toward us with 
purpose in his step and papers in hand.  Hope is now in our eyes, will the Marcos 
run?  Oh joy and Glee, yes it will run in the GT Sprints. Ha now we get to show the 
Vette how the old cars do it!  
 
The day has been saved - now to get prepared for body damage.  I’m ready; this is 
why I am here.  The qualifying session goes off very well.  The Vette is in position 2 
and the Marcos is in 3rd.  The cars get a good going over, a complete nut and bolt, 
fuel and a polish.  (A clean car goes faster)  Next up is the Vette again qualifying 
for the CCTCC. 
 
Qualifying for the CCTCC was almost perfect, if not for the Viper.  We end up 2nd 
again behind him.  We still have to get the car prepped in 20 minutes for the 
afternoon GT Sprints race, so as before, the team attack the car like the 
Luftwaffe on a Lancaster.  
It’s time for both cars to line up. Pit Lane Penny, the voice of Shannonville on the 
loudspeaker, has called us.  We are ready and proceed to Mock Grid.  Oh no, yet 
another problem. It seems timing & scoring was asleep this morning and didn’t do 
their assigned jobs.  We need Ralph Klunkerman in Timing & scoring to sort this out.  



Where is Ralph?  That question runs thru the Grid faster then Mexican water thru 
a tourist on vacation.  
The Grid Girls are trying to sort this mess out.  After a short delay the Grid girls 
have got it sorted. Kudos to them, the race starts perfectly.  
 
Umberto, piloting the Vette gets an incredible start, taking the lead from the 
Viper.  John in the Marcos falls back 4 positions; the race is riddled with rookies 
sliding off the track all over the place.  The racers settle in to a rhythm, passing is 
happening all over the track.  The Viper is closing in on the Vette with 2 more laps 
the Vette is back in second and not a challenge for the much more powerful Viper.  
The Marcos is catching the front-runners, finally.  
 
John is having the time of his life chasing and passing slower cars, now that he is 
behind Reggie Hairpin in his twin turbo Porsche.  The Marcos is on the Porsche’s tail 
(hope he doesn’t burn the nose on the turbo flames)  
This is exciting!  The Marcos wants to get past the Porsche, The Porsche is off!  Oh 
great so is the Marcos.  Damn that means work.  They are back under way and as 
the Marcos passes by I see the splitter and under tray is hanging and missing parts. 
Damn that’s a lot of work.  “Bring him in!” I yell! 
And it is down to the paddock. (Maybe I should send John down to Pit Lane Penny 
for some sterner guidance?) The car gets assessed and the damage total is in.  I 
tell Stillman Fudwick the damage can be fixed and that it will be done before 
morning.  
 
I bark my orders and wow, things start to happen. In a building rhythm of speed 
and inept direction, we get repairing.  All this and there is still another car to get 
ready for the 20 minute CCTCC race!  Yes the Vette finished in 2nd in the Sprints.  
 
The team separates and chaos reins, tools fly cars go up and down, wheels on and 
off, and don’t forget fuel. Suddenly we look at each other in amazement, it is done.  
The Vette is ready and the splitter on the Marcos is half done (if only I had the 
missing piece). Paco is strapped into the Vette and is off to the Mock Grid.  
Then hey, what do you know; Timing & Scoring has dropped the ball again. Mock Grid 
is in a quandary, but they promise to figure this out.  After some time they get it 
sorted out and positions are rectified.  This is one big field of cars 50 +, and the 
Pace Car is collecting them all for the two parade laps.  
The line up is true, the Green flag flies and the 20-minute race is underway.  What 
a race. It’s just like the Sprints but more intense.  Passing is all over the place and 
for the most part clean.  Yet again the Viper is in the lead with the Vette close 
behind, and that is how that one finished.  The most exciting 20 minutes I have 
seen in a very long time.  But wait, wasn’t I building something? 
 



Oh yeah!  The splitter, Hey maybe if I walk the track I’ll find the missing piece of 
splitter.  I’ll ask to walk the track and see.  What a long track, but I found it. Joy 
joy happy happy, I proceed to the Paddock with the missing piece in hand.  I have a 
plan already for the addition of the missing part.  
The guys get new orders, and just like mosquitoes to unprotected flesh they attack.  
Rivets fly, metal bends to our will, nuts and bolts zip thru the air.  Blood, hey where 
did that come from?  Oh never mind it is just a flesh wound, get back to work I 
bark.  These guys are not slackers by any means; even the most crippled Roberto 
Wrench gets into the fray. (That is a story onto itself for another day).  
The splitter and under tray repaired, the Vette ready for the next day.  We are 
going for dinner and to shower, some of the guys don’t smell very good, right 
Johnny Cakes?   
 
Ahhh  we have been cleaned up and fed and are now having a few premium ales and a 
story of our own, then to bed.  
Dawn breaks to another day, and so will the story.   
 
To be continued next issue.  
 
Handy McGyver  
Inept Fabricator  
 


