
 
5th Annual Toyota 200 September 16th, 2007 
 
Each year 40 of the fastest motorcycle road racers line up out at Willow Springs International Raceway towards 
the beginning of Fall to test their personal will to race flat out for 200 miles on the Fastest Road in the West and 
fight for the $150,000 payout. 
This year the International part of the phrase above was truly in use, as we had 4 fast riders from the Czech 
Republic join the racing group for the 80 lap assault on the hot asphalt of Willow Springs. 
The most notable rider was one Jakub Smrz, #996 this weekend, a regular in the World Super Bike Series, that 
normally races a Ducati, but this past weekend he rode a Suzuki GSXR-1000 to an awesome 2nd place finish 
with lap times dipping into the 1:22 his first time at Willow Springs. 
 
Also joining us for the 5th Annual Toyota 200 was Jason Pridmore, #243 who was on last year’s Jordon painted 
Suzuki GSXR-1000, and as some had mentioned at the track, not the most pleasant color scheme out there. 
Nonetheless, Mr. Pridmore put his bike on the front row and just a few ticks behind the fastest qualifiers in the 
grid of the 40 with his skillful riding and colorful bike. 
 
Last month I put my bike 6th fastest in the morning practice before qualifying with a very satisfying lap time of 
1:25.9, but during qualifying I had a few moments and only managed a 1:27.3 for the 16th qualifier of the 32 
that attempted to qualify. 
 
Good thing we were given two days of qualifying, since the cut off this year for the big race was a 1:27.1, and I 
would not have made the cut on last month’s qualifying only. 
 
The Friday before the race weekend, I planned to up my position on the grid with a better ride during qualifying 
and knew I would need to ride faster since there was definitely a faster group of riders competing for the top 40 
places on the grid. 
 
Ironically, 57 riders tried to fill 40 spots, and I say ironically, because Jeremy Toye, the eventual race winner’s 
number is just that, 57. 
 
I made my way to the track early Friday morning to test my riding ability to race with the best of this past 
weekend’s Toyota 200 competitors and left my mark with a 29th position on the grid of 40 with a best lap time 
during qualifying of 1:26.5. 
Funny thing is, for the past three years that I have qualified for the Toyota 200, my lap time to get me into the 
big race has been a consistent 1:26.5, and each year my grid position has varied depending on who else showed 
up to battle in the 80 lap race. 
The first year it was spot 30, last year spot 21, and this year back to 29th on the grid. 
 
I didn’t concern myself with where I qualified on the grid, as long as I had a position on the grid, since 80 laps 
usually weeds out the slower, less prepared riders from the faster, more in-shape fast guys. 
As I remembered the outcome from last year’s race, starting 21st and finishing 10th, I figured I could perform to 
the best of my ability and would finish high up on the roster of Toyota 200 race finishers. 
My preliminary goal was to be a top 5 finisher, and my confidence was fairly high after the first round of 
practices and qualifying, since I had been the 6th fastest in the morning practice. 
Much to my surprise, a few faster riders showed up on this past Friday, and quickly squashed my dreams of a 
top 5 finish, and I had to reassess my finishing goals once I saw that the 22nd qualifier had run deep into the 1:25 
lap times, and I would need to put forth my best ride to attain a top 20 position. 
 
This year was no different in my pit strategy, and I planned on doing just one stop for gas and a rear tire. 
Since we had a small hick-up in the pits last year with a slightly slower than anticipated pit stop at just a mere 
3:19, this year we actually practiced and were hoping to perform the stop in under a one lap loss or better in the 
pits. 
 
 



 
 
 
 
Since my pit crew did such an awesome job of meeting my expectations, without further ado, here is my 2007 
Toyota 200 Pit Crew, minus a couple of regulars, from left to right: 

 

 
 
Sorry, that is my other crew: my youngest son, Valentino, my rear tire changer Duane’s oldest daughter, 
Nicole, my oldest daughter, Josephine, Duane’s middle daughter, Natalie, and Duane’s youngest daughter, 
Nina. 
They are all sporting the latest in WWW.GOTMOTOPARTS.COM apparel. 
The only kid missing is my middle son, Sebastian, and I have no idea where he was at the time of the 
picture. 
 
Pictured from left to right is: Dan, in charge of the fire extinguisher and my liquid refreshment dispensing 
handyman, Duane, the rear tire quick change artist, Ron, rear stand manipulator and assistant to Duane with 
the rear axle, obviously ME, Jason, front wheel lifter-off-the-grounder and sometimes front straight 
videographer, and Matt, fuel replenisher and supplier of Diesel treats, as well as my back-up Crew Chief.  
THANK YOU all for your awesome and professional help in my pits, and for getting me back on the track 
as quick as you did, as well as keeping my race going strong, as I couldn’t have done it without you, or by 
myself. 

 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 
 

As noted, a couple of regular pit crew members are missing: Gregg, my main refueler, couldn’t make it to the 
track due to the fact that he was caught out last minute working at a conflicting four-wheel event on Saturday, 
and my regular Pit Crew Chief, Ryan, as he was detained in another state for a family marital meeting which 
had him thousands of miles from the real action at Willow Springs. 
Not to be forgotten, Ryan surprised me and the crew with a “real” pit board, as opposed to the normal card 
board, hand-held, hand-written pit sign. 
THANK YOU RYAN for the awesome surprise, as the pit board was used feverously almost every 10 laps for 
comprehensive communication between my pit crew and me. 
 
As the Sunday sun and wind passed the noon hour and arrived at the first hour thereafter, we, the 40 combatants 
that would do battle on the 2-1/2 mile, 9-turn race track for 80 laps made our way to the starting grid. 
Since I was on the outside of the 9th row, which set me up almost perfectly for the first turn, as I enjoy going 
around the outside of the first turn on the first lap, I made my way to the 29th grid spot with much anticipation to 
run for almost 2 hours at full race pace. 
This optimistic viewpoint was completely destroyed by the end of the 77 laps I finished due to the fact that the 
race had three Red flags thrown, and numerous other Yellow flags waving in almost every turn of the track at 
some point during the race. 
 
I know I am overstating the amount of Yellow flags, but there were a few waving Yellow flags that limited 
passing in the immediate area of the waving flags, and thus they also changed the overall dynamics of the race, 
slowing the pace of the normally clean Toyota 200. 



 
 
As shown above, I had a front row seat to some of the off track excursions, and as my racing buddy Stuart can 
attest to, that was one of the more tame crashes of the day, since he got to ride through a wall of fire caused by a 
ruptured gas tank in the middle of Turn 2, which was the first of the three Red flags of the day. 
 

 
 
Now, back to the start of the race. 



I hadn’t done much practice launching my bike from a stationary grid position and the start of an 80 lap race 
would be the best place not to have a great start, not that I wanted that to be fact, but quickly it became the truth 
of the past. 
 
My launch when the Green flag dropped had my bike slowly slipping backwards into the last few positions on 
the track, and as I exited turn 1 I had dropped to about 32nd place from my initial position of 29th. 
 
As we headed around the track for our first lap I began to plan out my first half of the race as I headed down the 
front straight and towards my first victim that would go from a position of just in front of my 2005 GSXR-1000 
to just behind it. 
 

 
 

As each of the laps came and went, I made a few nice passes around the outside of other riders, on the brakes as 
we entered corners all around the track, and during acceleration out of corners against riders that I knew I was 
faster than from prior race interactions. 
I glanced at my lap timer every few laps to see what type of pace I was able to circulate the track at 
comfortably, and my little electronic gadget displayed slightly slower than what I expected lap times of 1:28’s, 
1:27’s, and a few 1:26’s. 
My plan before the first lap turned at Willow Springs this mid-September weekend was to ride at a pace of 
around low 1:25’s to low 1:26’s, but my mind was not allowing this goal to be reached in the first handful of 
laps I was now involved in. 
 
I figured if I could gap a few of the slower riders behind me, as I did last year, I could put a small cushion of 
time on the track to allow for a less than perfect pit stop, not thinking negatively, just allowing for all 
possibilities off the track at race pace. 
 



The first half, or at least by the time my fuel light began to signal my machine’s need for more consumable 
explosive liquid, of the race came around lap 33 or so. 
I figured from past experiences with the flashing Amber light that allowed me to know how much fuel was left 
in the just under 5 gallon fuel tank, I had roughly 6-8 more laps of high-speed excitement leaned to the right and 
left on my fully race prepped 1000 cubic centimeter motored Suzuki rocket bike. 
Since I wanted to make it to the end of the race on the second 200-miler raced with this bike, I figured I would 
run just 4 or 5 laps once the fuel light blinked first, and I signaled my pit crew that was hanging over the inside 
hot pit lane wall, with a pointed index finger towards the top of my quickly draining fuel tank as I passed the 
Start / Finish Line. 
 
Prior to the start of the race I told my crew of the gas signal and the following relay of information that would 
occur between them and I once the signal was seen. 
I would alert them to the fact that I needed fuel, they would acknowledge the signal with the simple and exact 
word “IN” on the pit board the next lap, then I would pit the following lap, keeping the lines of communication 
open and flowing, so our pit stop would be fully expected and perfectly performed. 
 
The best laid plans, it is said, always change, and during a race such as the Toyota 200, our plans were changed 
due to others actions, as well as my own actions. 
As I rode my own race pace, the light came on just a bit earlier than I had expected, but that was due to the fact 
that I had now made up about 6 places since my fairly backwards start just a brief 33 laps prior. 
I milked the bike for a couple of laps, meaning I dropped my lap time about 1 to 1-1/2 seconds a lap, and made 
my way into the pits for my one and only pit stop, or so I thought. 
 
This is when my pit crew got to shine and they worked their magic, doing a rear tire change, filling my now 
almost empty fuel tank, and replenishing my sweat releasing body with nutritional liquid in a mere 1:40, just 
over one lap lost in the pits. 
I was extremely happy that our Green flag pit stop was as brief as it was, since again, I only planned to stop this 
one time, and to loose only one lap in the pits was right in line with my one stop pit strategy. 
 
As mentioned above, plans change, and also as shown above, a fire on the track definitely changed the race 
outcome for most of the teams, since it was the first of three Red flags, which if I didn’t mention it yet, was just 
a couple of laps after I had just got back on the track after my one stop. 
 
Here is the best explanation of how my restart from my new grid position of 26th place went. 
 



My new found joy of wheeling is fun on my little 50Stunt Honda CRF50, but not very effective on the grid of 
some of the fastest riders on road race bikes while trying to launch my race bike forwards at maximum 
acceleration. 

 
After my front wheel climbed higher than I needed it to on the first restart, I made my way down the track into 
turn 1 in another come from the back of the pack effort. 
 
The first red flag didn’t help or hurt me, but had I waited just a couple of laps more for my first pit stop,  
I could have maintained the lost lap with my Green flag pit stop, and been a few spots up on that first of what 
we had no idea of at the time, three restarts. 
 
As the next handful of laps ticked off, and having had a great first half to the 5th Annual Toyota 200 with only 
one minor issue, a very minute rear tire slide out of turn 2 on about lap 20, I made a few more passes on riders 
who I assumed would be pitting one more time before the end of the race. 
 
Shown in the next picture would be #767 in front of the very Famous, and only winner of all the 250 / 50 races, 
Rich Oliver #197, mainly due to a problem with his machine. 
I was happy to pass Rich Oliver, even if it didn’t have anything to do with my talent versus his talent, as he is 
another rider I have learned from out at Willow Springs. 

 

 
 

Being that our 80 lap endurance race had now been turned into two 40 lap mini endurance races, I was on cruise 
control and figured I would make a few more moves on my slower competitors in front of me due to my lack 
luster restart, and continue my forward progress in the finishing order. 
 
With about 23 or 24 laps to go, the plans of almost every racer were ultimately changed completely, due to the 
second Red flag. 

 
 



 
My efforts to this point in the race had me restarting this second time on grid position 18, and I figured now I 
had two practice starts and I should be getting better at the launch, which would include lots of throttle and a 
quick dump of the clutch. 
Too bad the third and final Red flag would come just a lap or two later, as most teams had practiced quick stops 
and thought they could do two quick stops and possibly make up time off the track in the pits, while their rider 
would make up more time out on the track while racing. 
My second pit stop, during the Red flag, worked out almost too well for me, since I figured my fuel would be 
close to empty near the end and I might have to slow down just a hair each lap to make it to the end, and 
possibly loose positions in the process. 
Now that the need for fuel wasn’t going to be an issue, and I was extremely confident in my tires making it the 
distance, about 23 laps, I was ready to do battle with a bit quicker lap times than I had turned in the first 50 
something laps. 
 
My pit crew continued to take care of my bike needs and my needs, and with these two rest periods, the race 
was becoming fairly easy to endure, but like I said earlier, the 80 lap endurance race is what we all sign up for, 
not a 40 lap mini endurance, and then two 20 lap sprint races. 
 
As I launched on the second restart, or my personal third attempt to race to turn 1, I had the best throttle and 
clutch control so far and made up a couple of places in the brief couple of laps before we, as a group of racers 
entered turn 5 as two of the guys in front of me came together and left mangled pieces of fiberglass bodywork 
right in the middle of the track, causing the final Red flag of the race. 
 
Since we only made it around 18 turns, I didn’t bother to refuel while under the last Red flag, but I did check on 
my rear tire to confirm that it had enough rubber left to go the final 21 laps. 
Just as I had suspected, due to my decent launch from position 18 on the grid just a couple of laps before, I was 
now just outside the top 15 in the 16th position. 
 
With a brief 21 laps left on the clock for the final stint of the race, barring any other incidents that might cause 
another Red flag, I made plans to pass the final 6 riders and secure a top 10 finish. 
I made sure my last restart, or so I assumed this would be my last restart, would position me in the right place to 
pass a few more riders and make my way to the coveted top 10. 
 
Finally the Green flag dropped with just a short 21 laps remaining, and since my lap timer had been displaying 
fairly accurate lap counts, I figured I would keep an eye on it and make any last ditch passing attempts once I 
saw the White flag waving. 
In the past I have told myself that if I was faster than a rider in front of me, I would pass them as soon as 
possible and let them earn the spot back if they could get back around me. 
Towards the end of this year’s race I sat on the wheels of rider #148, Alex Weathersby, and just in front him 
#16, Stuart Smith. 
The 11th place rider was a ways in front of Stuart and with about 3-4 laps remaining in the race he and Alex 
both slowed a bit and made my job even easier to pass them both, but stupidly, I waited to see the White flag to  
not give either of them much time to get back around me once I passed them. 
 
I looked down at my lap timer and noticed an L19 in the viewing window, and figured I would see a White flag 
on the next lap, but as I crossed the Start / Finish Line, no flags were displayed, so I just followed the two riders 
in front of me patiently waiting for the White symbol of the final lap. 
 
Just one lap prior to this one, my not completely healed right big toe that was shattered just 2-1/2 months ago at 
Infineon started to burn like it was being burnt by a small campfire that normally is used to cook marsh mellows 
for the production of s’mores. 
At that moment, I mentally toughed out the last two laps and made my intentions known in my head about 
passing the riders in front of me without any concern for the pain my toe was inflicting on my emotional and 
physical well being. 
 



A valuable lesson has been learned, due to the fact that I had been waiting for the White flag signaling the last 
lap of the race, but I only followed the two riders in front of me until we crossed the Finishing Line the next lap 
with a waving checkered flag blatantly displayed for all to see, that I will not wait to pass my fellow 
competitors. 
 
Finishing 12th would have been great, but I am extremely happy to have pulled off a top 15 with the higher level 
of competition out there on the track this year. 
 
It has now become an Annual ritual to salute the many spectators that line the track in turn 4, or as we know 
them, the TURN4NICATORS, with a big, fat, smoky burn out. 
 

 
  
My family made the trek out to the track for this race weekend, and I must thank them again for all the support 
they have given me over the past 4-1/2 years. 
THANK YOU Jodie, Josephine, Sebastian, and Valentino. 
 
I want to thank all of my present sponsors, and hopefully future sponsors as well, for making my ride work as 
well as it has in the past and again hopefully in the future as well. 
 
THANK YOU: 
 
Central Coast Mechanics - www.ccmechanics.com  
Bombay Motorsports - www.bombaymotorsports.com  
Motul - www.motul.com   
Galfer USA - www.galferusa.com 
Ohlins – www.ohlins.com  
GP Suspension - www.gpsuspension.com  



Shoei Helmet Safety Corporation - www.shoei-helmets.com  
Lockhart Phillips USA - www.lockhartphillipsusa.com  
K & N Engineering - www.knfilters.com  
50 Stunt - www.50stunt.com  
E-Racings - www.e-racings.com  
Fuel Cel - www.eti-fuelcel.com  
VP Racing – www.vpracingfuels.com  
SLiME - www.slime.com  
Suzuki - www.suzuki.com    
Dunlop - www.dunlopracing.com   
WSMC - www.race-wsmc.com  
Creative Persuasions – www.creativepersuasions.com  
Performance Unlimited - www.kellybakers.com  
OFD Racing / Puig / Shogun – www.ofdracing.com  
Jeremy Harper - www.seajersart.com 
Fast 50’s – www.fast50s.com  
Custom Painting by Gene – gene82stafford@hotmail.com   
Allan Real Estate Investments – jodie@allanrealestate.com  
Suzuki of Van Nuys - www.suzukiofvannuys.com  
MDG Racing – www.gotmotoparts.com 
 
I know I would ride even if there were not spectators, but we, as racers, truly appreciate the crowds of people 
that make the trip out to the track to endure the weather, good or bad, and cheer for us riders, especially when 
we ride for as long as we did this past Sunday, which was well over two hours in the heat and wind. 
 
THANK YOU to all that have, and will participate in the motorcycle road racing sport I love, and I am sure you 
love, too. 
I hope to see some of you at the track or on the road soon. 
THANK YOU for reading and enjoying my racing adventures. 
 
Marcel Graeber with my Middle Son Sebastian 
 

 


