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—A.H.
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Redline Racing Series

Chapter 1

Another new record on that last lap,
Edward! Still P1. Plus 2:55. Last lap
now.”

I threw the Dallara Indy car into
the tight left-hander before the main

straight, snapped down two gears, buried the throttle,
and kicked out the back end of the car in a huge
power slide. I waved at the grandstand full of scream-
ing beauty queens and celebrity photographers. Just
like I’d done every lap of the race. 
I straightened the car and punched the radio transmit

button on my steering wheel.
“Sweet, Allan. Make sure the champagne is ready,”

I crowed.
My race engineer, Allan Tanner, had confirmed

what I already knew. I was starting the final lap at the
Gold Coast Indy 300 in Surfer’s Paradise, Australia, in

G Force

Neck Pain

“
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twenty minutes, dearie,” she said brightly. 
“Thanks, Lizzie. Wow, London already!”
“You must have been very tired from your holiday

in Kent. You fell asleep just a few minutes after we left
Canterbury—didn’t he, Harry?”
“Indeed he did, Lizzie,” laughed her husband from

the seat beside her. “I didn’t even have the chance to
ask you, Eddie. What is a nice young Canadian man,
such as yourself, doing out in our neck of the woods,
so to speak?”
“I’m a race car driver,” I answered. “I was staying

just outside Canterbury to do some physical fitness
training at the Apex Training Facilities. Believe me, it
was no holiday!”
Just a few months earlier, I had won second place at

the North American Formula Atlantic Championship
and Rookie of the Year honors. Those awards had
caught the attention of some other race teams, and the
phone had started ringing. During the fall, I’d picked
up a ride in a Corvette for two races in California, co-
driven a Porsche to a win at Road Atlanta, and even
spent a week testing an Indy car in Florida. 
Now I was traveling across England after three

weeks at an intensive fitness-training boot camp. It
was run by former special service commandos—and
boy, were they tough. But it was a necessary part of

11
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first place with almost a three-minute lead, and I had
just broken the lap record. For the fifth time. Even
though I’d never seen the track or driven an Indy car
before this weekend, I’d had no trouble leading the
field in practice, in both qualifying sessions, and in
every lap of the race. I mentally rehearsed the speech
I planned to deliver to the massive crowd from the
top of the victory podium in a few minutes. “My
DynaSport team gave me a great race car and my
crew was awesome.” Perfect.
I wound the shrieking Honda V8 up to the redline

as I accelerated hard out of the hairpin turn. I was in
the zone. Even above the roar of the engines, I could
hear the crowd chanting.

Ed-die! Ed-die! Ed-die…
Suddenly, Surfer’s Paradise started melting away,

but someone was still calling my name. 
“Eddie? Eddie?” 
I slowly opened my eyes, focused, and realized, to

my disappointment, that I was not strapped into an
Indy car after all. I was slumped over in a train seat,
propped up against the window. A kindly, older lady
in the next seat was nudging my arm and smiling at
me. I peeled my cheek off the window, straightened
up in my seat, and worked the kink out of my neck.
“We’ll be pulling into Victoria Station in about

10
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pounds it’s like having another 160 pounds pushing
into your side. Ever been flung around on a fast roller
coaster? That’s what 1G feels like.”
“Oh, I used to love roller coasters when I was

younger, but they’re a bit hard on my back now,”
answered Lizzie, ruefully.
“Well, an Indy car is the best roller coaster ever

invented for one person. It can generate over 1G
under acceleration, 2Gs under braking, and 3Gs
through a corner. At those levels, everything gets
much heavier and harder to move.”
“Going into those corners must be pretty tough,”

Harry whistled.
“I’ll say,” I replied. “You get crushed sideways like

a lump of plasticene. Your engine is screaming inches
behind your head and the G forces keep building up
to the point where you can barely breathe.”
“Not cars for the faint of heart,” Harry observed.
“No, they’re very serious pieces of machinery,” I

said. “And by the end of the fall, that Indy car had me
beat. I was so tired that every time I carved it into a
corner my head almost fell over. The crew fitted me
with a padded collar but by the end of the last test
day, my neck muscles were like Jell-O, and I actually
had trouble holding my head up.” 
“Ah, yes,” Lizzie said, with a wink at her husband.
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my preparation for the latest racing project for my
sponsor, DynaSport Industries. I had no idea what
was up next and couldn’t wait to meet with my race
engineer, Allan Tanner, in the capital of his home
country, London, England.  Knowing Allan, I suspect-
ed that we were gearing up for something big next
season. 
“My goodness—a race car driver!” exclaimed

Lizzie. “How exciting!”
“But why the physical training, Eddie?” asked

Harry. “Don’t you just have to sit in a car and drive?”
I rubbed my neck and chuckled. 
“Oh, no, Harry. Driving a top-level race car is more

demanding that most people think,” I replied. “The
Indy cars I was driving last fall taught me what serious
G force means. See, 1G is simply the force of gravity
on your body—the weight you normally feel just
moving around. But put yourself in motion and this
force multiplies. It doesn’t matter if you’re on a skate-
board or in a race car: gravity is always there. And the
faster you go, the more you feel its force. Imagine this:
If you drive quickly in a normal car, your sunglasses
slide across the dashboard, or you might spill your
drink. If you’re going hard in a really fast road car,
you might get up to a force level of 1G, which is the
same as your body weight. So, if you weigh 160
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My new British traveling compan-
ions kindly gave me directions to
the Shakespeare Tavern, just west
of the station. There, I finally spot-
ted a short, bald, deeply tanned

fellow with a close-trimmed silver beard. He was sit-
ting at a table by the window and waving at me.
“Over here, Edward!” Allan Tanner shouted

through the noise of conversation and a soccer game
on the big screen TV. He’s just about the only person
on the planet who gets away with calling me Edward.
I made my way through the dinner crowd, thinking

how good it was to see Allan again. Since Allan is a
fanatic for British history and culture, I wasn’t sur-
prised that he’d picked a tavern named for William
Shakespeare, the famous British playwright and poet.
He’d also thoughtfully ordered lunch for me: chicken

Redline Racing Series

Chapter 2
What’s Next

15
GForce

“So we noticed.”
Just then, a beep from my cell phone alerted me to

a new text message.

Edward,

Meet @ Shakespeare Tavern. Tons to talk about. 

Allan

PS: How’s yr neck?

14
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called it Bubble and Squeak.”
Allan stopped pouring and looked at me. 
“Day-old fried mash and veggies? Astonishing.

That’s very close to cruel and unusual punishment,”
Allan stated in amusement. “Well, if you got through
the physical training and the Bubble and Squeak, I
think that you’ll be well prepared for what’s next. By
the way, how’s the neck holding up?”
“I’m working on it every day,” I replied. “Check out

these muscles! With any luck I won’t be able to button
up my dress shirts anymore.” 
“Very impressive,” Allan smiled indulgently. “As

you know, Edward, J.R. Reynolds sees racing as a
powerful way for the sports equipment DynaSport
makes to reach customers around the world. He’s
very focused, he works hard, and he hates to lose. In
any event, J.R. and I see those same qualities in you,
Edward, which is one of the main reasons that you are
under contract as our driver. He also shares your pref-
erence for seeing that things happen quickly. He
wants to move the team up to the top level and he
wants to do it this coming season. So, we’ve reached
a decision. We’re going to do Indianapolis.”
I nearly choked on my tea. 
“I’m going straight from Formula Atlantic to an

Indy car? I know I just tested one but that’s quite a
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and salad. Oh no.
“So, Edward you appear to have survived your

three weeks in the country. Spectacular place, Kent.
How did they treat you?” Allan asked.
“Pretty well,” I replied, pushing my dinner slightly

off to the side. “Once I got past the first week and got
to know the guys better, I actually learned a lot.”
“Do tell,” Allan pressed as he poured the tea. Earl

Grey, of course. His favourite.
I shifted in my chair to relieve my aching back.

“Let’s see, Allan. My trainers, Kevin, James, and
Nigel, had me up before dawn. We ran fifteen miles
cross country with heavy packs every day until I fell
into bed at seven each night. And I lived on steamed
chicken and salad for three weeks.”
Allan laughed and sat back in his chair. 
“So much for your dinner then. They must have

decided to work on the psychological side as well.
Putting up with all of that for three weeks would tend
to test your endurance and your patience. They’re very
clever at Apex you know, and those ex-commandos
know how to train people to face extreme situations. I
hope you didn’t complain too loudly or question their
methods?”
“Nope, not a word. Well, maybe just once, at the

end of the last day when they made dinner. They

G Force
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My tea was getting cold as I stared into the distance,
but it didn’t matter. Getting a shot at the biggest race
of them all tends to refocus your attention. And so did
something else.
Squeezed into a corner on the other side of the pub

was a short, heavy-set man in his mid-thirties, chat-
tering away on a cell phone. Brian Holloway. The 
last time I’d seen Brian was a year ago in Toronto
when he was working for one of my least favourite
people, Raul DaSilva. Raul was an arrogant Brazilian
multi-millionaire driver who had been kicked out 
of professional racing, along with his team, after he
was caught cheating in last year’s Formula Atlantic
final. The information that led to his suspension had
come partly from me, and Brian Holloway had been
Raul’s data engineer at the time. Brian had an impres-
sive reputation in racing circles as a hired gun. He
was a top data engineer who worked for the highest
bidder. His ability to work with a race car’s computer
system and to access that system remotely made him
a valuable team asset. Raul DaSilva’s entire team had
been made up of people like Brian who were smart
but just there for the big money—and Raul had no
shortage of money. What he didn’t have anymore
was a race team. And last I’d heard, Brian didn’t have
a job.
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jump,” I protested. “Are you nuts?”  Even though I
had already guessed that we were moving up to big-
time formula cars, I hadn’t expected that J.R. would
throw us straight into the deep end. And the
Indianapolis 500 was definitely the deep end.
Allan grinned and leaned forward. 
“You know, that is almost exactly what I said to J.R.

in New York a month ago. He assured me that he was
not. Impatient perhaps, but he is quite determined.
He’s done his homework and he knows what it will
take to compete.”
“But seriously Allan, we don’t have the experience

to do Indy,” I said.
“Not necessarily,” he replied. “The Indy 500 is one 

of the few sports events left in the world that still wel-
comes talented newcomers. Of course there are always
the star drivers and teams who compete each year, 
but there are also the rookies who arrive every May
from other forms of racing with a dream to race in the
500. And Indianapolis gives them that chance. There’s
one simple rule for everyone. If you’re fast enough,
you’re in. So, we’re having a go and announcing it on
the website today. Of course it will cost a boatload of
money. Plus, we’ll need time to put the right people
and equipment in place in order to get up to speed and
qualify. But J.R. thinks we can do it. So do I.”     
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