Hotrods, Curb Feelers & Do Dads
By Becky of Texas Scooter Times
Saturday nite Under the Lites – August 19, 2006 – was an event to mark in your history books. Houston Raceway Park the spot where we, Texas Style Party Drags, hosted the 6th Annual non-stop quarter mile action for one of the best races we have seen in awhile. 

Mancuso Harley Davidson (which has three businesses in the Houston area along with his Victory Dealership) was our major sponsor. The Fas Coonass Racing Randall Andres, top fueler, out of Amelia, LA., was our Associate sponsor for the evening. There were racing of all sorts and brands of bikes, vendor alley for any type of biker lifestyle needs and wants, our event t-shirts with Mancuso H-D on the front, and door prizes galore. Johnny Mancuso flew his pilot in from the east coast, Jay Turner, to take several exhibitions passes in front of their hometown fans. (They are presently #2 in points with the AHDRA). They had added an experimental air do-dad to one of their monster machines and were trying to line it out for future, serious competition. 

So let’s get down to drag racing – all kinds of motorcycles that is…that only the Texas Style Party Drags can perform. During T/F Qualifying, Mark Derryberry blew his motor at the starting line. He was thrown off the bike by his motor gernading…these motors are like bombs when they are loaded with nitromenthane. Mark fortunately stood up and got checked out by the EMT’s only after telling his crew to get his spare bike ready for the next round. Also, I’d like to honorably mention Garland’s Fletcher “Jocko” Mitchell for he broke his ride while qualifying. Jocko’s sponsored by Dallas H-D, H-D of Dallas, Ace Powder Coating, MPM, Joe Wilson Race Car, Phillip’s Garage, Virgin Couriers, Ams Oil, and Victoria Ranch. 


The first round of top fuel eliminations saw Montgomery’s #256 Tracy Riley doing a single win with et 10.113 at 110.82 mph. The next stroll down the tarmac was Rowlett’s #181 Scott Bennett with an et 8.000 at 173.61 mph. The final pair for first round saw Sayre vs. Derryberry. Baytown’s #375 Mark Derryberry of M.A.D. Racing is sponsored by Derryberry A/C, Maim Graves, KT Cycle, A/C Engraved Systems, Autolite, and Corrigan Houston ran an et 9.020 at 110.15 mph. 
The second round of T/F nitro eliminators started with Bennett vs. Riley. Montgomery’s #256 Tracy Riley always gives us a great performance for breathtaking pictures with tire burning at the starting line. Tracy’s bike is colorful and has been on our circuit for about three years now. He’s settling into a seasoned veteran category. His sponsors are Top Flight Trailers & Rentals. Tracy ran an et 9.651 at 126.62 mph. Bennett Racing #181 Scott Bennett took the win with et 7.759 at 161.57 mph. 


The pair was a single win with Iron Dog Racing’s Zack Sayre laying an et 7.603 at 170.13 mph. The top fuel elimination finals saw a showdown between Hotrod Bennett and Iron Dog Sayre. Three years ago on this very track, New Ulm’s Zack Sayre of Iron Dog Racing was pitted against a bigger, baddest adversary Johnny Mancuso. Zack had only a little ole top fuel sporty while Johnny had a monster. Kinda like David and Goliath. This year, Zack’s back with a much bigger, higher horse-powered nitro monster to scare any foe away. This time he is pitted against Rowlett’s Scott “Hotrod” Bennett of Bennett Racing. Both bikes started and preceded to the starting line – Zack’s bike died on the spot, Scott’s bike died so as a gentleman as the Pro Boss is-he let everyone restart and we all would have a chance to watch a duel-off with a final winner resulting. After a few minutes, they both were ready for a restart. Both crew members fired off their pilot’s ride, engines started roaring like thunder, nitro spraying to the heavens, and pilots mounted their bikes. Zack didn’t fair well again – his bike died again- as he watched Hotrod proceed to the starting line. When Hotrod Bennett tripped the lites, Zack could do nothing but take his helmet off. Hotrod Bennett won with an et 7.923 at 152.62 mph- he became Houston’s Championship winner for Top Fuel AND HIS FIRST – FIRST PLACE WIN!! Hotrod is sponsored by Amsoil (Glen Crawford), Evolution Bike Works, Energy One Clutches, Maxxius Machine along with his crew members Paul Jones, Paul’s lovely wife Sara, and Craig Butler. 

Land Pirate Racing #13 Louis Giusto of Alvin won the top alcohol class for this day in history. This group also won last year. He’s sponsored by Land Pirate Enterprise. I do not normally do this but I’m adding a human interest aspect written by the top fuel winner – Hotrod Bennett. This is about his trials and tribulations for his day to declare this win. I’ve dressed it up but basically this was his own words and thoughts.


Qualifying Round One: 
I fired the bike up and brought in to the water box, twisted the throttle only to have the bike shut off. Hmmmm??? I looked down to discover the fuel shut off had shut itself off by itself!! Hmmmm?? Why??????? We pushed the bike back, cleared the engine, refired it, brought it back to the water box, twisted the throttle and the same thing - fuel shut off turned itself off again!! So we pushed the bike back to the pits. We discovered the screws that hold the shutoff together had come loose so we tightened them up and got the bike ready again.


Qualifying Round Two:
We brought the bike in to the water box, heated the tire (this time with the shutoff not giving us problems) and staged it up. I took off and made it about 400 feet before throwing the drive chain. Hmmmm?? I went through the traps with a 12 second pass. Oh boy.....I was in the field but ugly. Now we had to go find a master link to fit our chain and luckily Zack Sayre had one but we had to shim it to make it fit because it was too big. We were still in the race though. While changing the oil on the bike, we also discovered that when the chain exited the bike, it zinged the oil line on its way out. Luckily we found a collar that fit in to the oil line so we cut the line at the zinged spot, inserted the collar, and hose clamped it together. Let's race!


Round one eliminations:
We were suppose to run Jocko Mitchell but Pro Racing Boss Rick Force said Jocko was broke and we would be performing a bye run. Whew!! Now I could at least baby the chain coming out and hopefully make a decent pass. I rolled the bike off the line, then eased in to the throttle, and made an 8 second pass at 173 mph. The bike nosed over hard at about 800 feet. The fuel was way too rich but it made it…Easy does it and it worked. So far so good. 


Round two eliminations:
I had to run Tracy Riley. He was having problems too so I told my crew chief Paul Jones, I was still going to give the chain a break, and try the same easy off the line approach again. I was hoping for the best. Once again I took off easy and hit the lean out at about 1/8 mile mark this time. Again the bike nosed over hard at around the 1000 foot mark. I had a big enough lead that Tracy Riley didn't catch us. Whew!! I was still in there. Unfortunately, I cracked an oil line fitting. Now we’re on the parts hunt again. Luckily, Johnny Mancuso had a fitting that we made work. Ugly, but it worked. We're still racing!!


Final round of top fuel eliminations: 
This was an ugly start from the very beginning. Zack Sayre and I were both struggling. He had just changed his battery and needed a few more minutes when he got to the line and asked me if he could have a few more minutes. Now keep in mind if it wasn't for Zack I wouldn't be standing there to begin with. I told him to take what ever he needed of course. This was going to be a good race- so we thought. Zack got his bike ready and we both fired up. After bringing the bike out of the water box and pulling it up to the line, I noticed some fumes coming up in front me. I motioned for Paul to look the bike over because something wasn't right. He looked around, reached over, and killed my motor. I thought well, we were lucky we got this far anyway when I looked over in the other lane- there sat Zack with a problem too. Whew!! I just dodged another bullet. We both pushed back to correct our problems and get them ready again. 

My problem was my hose clamp on the breather tube wasn't tight and it came off when I was in the water box. This was a simple fix and I was ready to go. Zack apparently was still fighting the battery issue but got it fixed. OK. I got back into the water box, out of the water, and ended up to the line where the x-mas lites are. After pulling up, Paul was looking over at Zack and I knew something was wrong. Paul said to take off, so I thought, Damn! I lucked in to one top fuel win finally. I thought hey, I'll take it! I knew then it didn't matter if I threw the chain now or not because we still had the win. So I was thinking that I would still try to give the crowd a full throttle pass with a good start for show. I pulled the trigger on my bike and went right down the center just as pretty as anyone could go. My monster still nosed over at about 800 foot again - we never had a chance to work on the tuning because we were just trying to get the bike ready between rounds on other little broken parts. If we had a chance to work on the tune there, my ride would have been doing some damn good running down the track. 

Now for the fun part. Just as I went through the traps on what I had just thought was a nice et 7.90 pass- things to go down hill & got ugly. Let me rephrase that, DOWN RIGHT SCARY!!!! As soon as I shut off the throttle, my face shield went black. Now that's a problem you definitely don't want. Running a 160 mph and then totally going blind…isn’t a good thing… I couldn't see a damn thing!! Can you say OH SHIT? I did. All I could think was DAMN! I am being painted by oil from some where and some where there are a couple of real hard walls that I couldn’t see at all. Not good…just plain…not good. The only good thing, there wasn’t Zack in the next lane. 
Next step is to find out if the oil is on my tires. I started with the rear brake and started leaning on it a little at a time. I eased it and eased it until I was satisfied that there was no oil under the rear tire. Now it’s time to test the front brake/tire which is even more frightening. I eased it on, then a little more, then a little more until I finally figured out my tires were ok. Now to get on them hard to get this thing stopped before I found something that was going to stop me HARD. All this time, I keep in mind while trying the brakes out that I had no idea where I was at. I couldn't tell whether I was in my lane, the other lane, next to the wall, fixing to run off the end, I didn't have a clue. And YES my butt was puckered!! I had already put both of my legs out to the side hoping that before I got to the wall my foot would touch first and I could attempt to get the bike off the wall long enough to get it stopped. Can you say improvised curb feelers? I can. Oh well, luckily, I didn't need them because I finally got the thing stopped and much to my surprise when I lifted my oil covered shield, I was sitting on the white line in the middle of the track. Whew!!!!!! I pushed the bike over to the right wall, leaned it over on the pipes, and sat down on the wall. Scared shitless!!!!! This had to be the most terrifying ride I have had on this bike. Thank God this thing went fairly strait or it would have been pure ugly. This could have been even uglier had Zack been in the other lane too. When the safety crew came down there, they asked me if I was OK. I told them it wasn't anything a clean pair of under wear couldn't fix. They asked me what was wrong and I pointed to my helmet and jacket that was sitting on top of the wall, dripping oil down the side of the wall. I looked like the Exxon Valdez but in one piece. Whew!! This was winning the hard way!!!! AND 
I LIVED THROUGH IT!!! 
