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“Delight yourself in the Lord and He will give you the desires of your heart.”


Psalm 37:4
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Chapter ONE



 


It was 2:00 p.m. that late Spring Saturday afternoon at the renown Circuit de la Sarthe, on the country side of Le Mans, France. Spectators awaiting the race to come were swarming about the track buying all sorts of souvenirs and getting autographs from their favorite racers, while most of the competing teams were trying to squeeze out as much last minute tweaks and strategy they could muster. A few of the competitors, however gathered and huddled in prayer in a particular garage. After everyone in the group had requested everything they needed and wanted from the Lord, a tall slender older man closed out the time of prayer saying, “Again we ask You, Jesus to empower us to represent You well on the track this weekend. May Your favor be on us for victory and that You give us the perseverance we need to finish this very grueling competition. Your will be done.” With that he said amen and everyone broke away to their respected garages.  


In the midst of the dispersing competitors stood a very tall dark man in a white, gold and blue striped fire suit. He was also a very big man, in fact with muscles as sound as oak wood, and skin as black as the night’s cloak. After the Dark Giant shook one of the leaving racers’ hands he looked around at the conversations of the other teams’ garages. He was just starting to grow in spirit gazing at the thousands upon thousands of spectators in the stands blowing their kazoos, honking their horns, and waving almost every nations’ banner. I can’t believe I’ve been gone from this for so long. Though this question was not posed on purpose, he unintentionally answered it by traveling back to what he considered the darkest hour of his life. As his mind lingered there for a moment he only felt a little guilt, but it was when he returned his eyes to the crowds that he formed the memory into a dagger. His once proud broad face took a mud slide. I don’t deserve this said he to the Lord with his heart, “Why did you even give this back to me?” All the real sounds around him were drowned out with the mental stabs of condemnation, That’s right; You don’t deserve to be here. You almost cursed God. You’re selfish. You made racing an idol. 


He then heard a voice cut through the mental smog. He knew it came from outside of his head, but he couldn’t make out what was said.


“What was that?” asked the Dark Giant.


“I said you’re not getting the pre-race jitters now are you, Cody?” asked the voice from behind. “Especially since we just prayed.” 


Cody’s head was lowered to the floor with his hands resting on his hips. “No, Chief.” He answered with a wag of his head. “No, I just got a feeling of guilt that hit me all of a sudden, that’s all.” 


“What do you mean, guilt?” Hearing a tone of alarm in his voice Cody looked over to the man. His friend’s bushy gray brows lowered almost to the silver rims of his glasses, staring him with small blue eyes of unease. He was a dear old friend to Cody. Rick Gora was his real name, but he preferred calling him Chief, since he was the last crew chief of his late father. “You told me Jesus was fine with you racing again. Was that true?” 


“Yeah. I mean, I didn’t get any push back from Him when I figured He was telling me I could return. I didn’t feel any resistance from Him at any point from the time we built the car till now.”


“So what’s making you feel it now?” 


Cody shrugged his shoulders. “I just got to looking around seeing the people cheering, the engines starting, the engineers gabbing, the must of diesel and gasoline. Just hit me all of a sudden.” Cody lowered his head again. “After how I treated Him for all those years… I’m just starting to realize now that I’m not worthy of any of this.” 


“That’s the point, Kodiak,” said Rick, “you’re not worthy of this and it’s not about you. That’s what you realized five years ago before we got here, today, right?” His friend then firmly grasped his shoulders as he came around and stood before him staring him eye to eye. Rick was only a couple of inches shorter than him with a build far inferior, but his spirit within, though calm, was sincere, and Cody knew he sought the truth. “So is coming back to this sport about Him, or you?” 


Cody searched his heart to see if it was, and when he believed it was pure he did not feel the Lord’s scorn. “Yeah, it’s about Him.” 


“Did you come back for Him?”


“Yeah.” 


Cody felt his engineer’s grip tighten on his shoulders with a flint-like stare. “Then enjoy the grace that He’s given you.” 


Cody nodded his head. He then shook Rick’s hand and hugged him. “Thanks, Chief.” 


After Cody had been buckled into his seat in his car Rick knelt down leaning his head into the cockpit, “Now remember, your first stint here is all about aggression. Gas, gas all the way. You know because of fuel, distance and velocity’s our edge. We need at least a near lap lead on the competition before you come in for fuel.” 


“Right, Chief.”


They both then prayed again to the Lord for theirs, as well as their competitors’ protection. With that Rick gently tapped him on the head while stepping away from the car.  


“Let’s go get ‘em.” said Rick as he shut the door. Cody then pulled down his gold chrome visor, and after the last car left from its garage and went past him, he followed it down pit lane. 












Chapter TWO



 


In most European and American endurance racing series, such as the Rolex Sports Car Series, there are different tiers, or classes competing simultaneously on the track. The International Nurburgring/I.N. Series had three tiers; Tiers 2 and 3 were reserved for race ready sports cars such as a Corvette or a Porsche 911, but Tier 1 was reserved for cars that you would only find on a race track, like a Formula One car. And why would a Tier One belong only on a track, you might ask? Well, again let’s say you happen to see a modern generation Porsche or Corvette. You’ll notice that they are far wider and lower to the ground than say a Ford Taurus, or a Mercedes C Class sedan. Well, imagine a car even wider and so low to the ground that you’d swear it would crush pebbles. Then take away what would normally be a front bumper and a grill, and replace it with a beak and wing underneath. Also the bodies of these cars are framed around the driver like a cockpit with all sorts of winglets, wings, and ducts to keep the car stuck to the ground at high speeds, as well as suck and channel the surrounding air to disclosed instruments like engines, radiators, and brake discs to keep them cool. 


Now most of these Tier One machines had relatively disappointing sounds that were contrary to their daunting presences, for they were all mostly powered by small displaced hybrid engines fueled with diesel and electricity. Even the larger hybrid diesel engines, such as the V8s or V12s would lose to the acoustics of a vacuum cleaner. 


But the Judgment, Cody’s carbon-fibered chariot of choice, was completely alien to such frills. Its full name, the Judgment AWD R 10V20 stood for all-wheel-drive-steering race spec., with a ten liter V-shaped 20 valve engine. It was not a few inches wider and longer than any in its tier, for Cody was pretty much bigger and taller than any driver in the league, or any other racing league for that matter, and the engine was fairly larger than any of the others. From an above view, its body curved around the cockpit until both sides joined at the front making a large very-pointed nose. That nose then had a large wing underneath, called a splitter, and there were two enormous ducts behind both sides of the nose. On both edges of each splitter where very large ominous circled headlights that were molded into the fenders. The cockpit was a near flat bubble with a double humped surface, and flanking the sides of the cockpit were two huge scope-like ducts that sucked air into the engine at high speeds. The car’s beak and cockpit surfaces had little winglets that extended out, and on its side panels were all sorts of ducts and gills in means to avail itself of the wrath of lifting gales. Also, unlike its competitors, its rear wing was disclosed allowing for far higher speeds than theirs. However, whenever the car had to stop from speeds 210 miles per hour/mph or higher its enormous black wing would swiftly extend from the rear giving the car enough down force to be stable through the turns.    


Most race cars are usually painted in one color or multi-toned with a lot of their sponsors’ decals hand sketched over them. But the Judgment was very unique in this area, too. The front half of the car had a pearl-scent flare of white and orange fire painted over it with bolts of blue and white lightening streaking behind fading into streams of white lines, stars, and many colored novas speckled over space on the back half.  


And the menacing sound it made. It’s only disadvantage to its other Tier One combatants was that its engine was petroleum fueled instead of diesel. Since petrol burns quicker than diesel it had more pit stops giving the competition some hope against the beast, but with that deficit came a deep visceral roar that would make even a volcano chirp.


Once all the competing cars arrived at their respected positions behind the starting line, the pace car emerged before the leading car having all the vehicles trail it around the circuit. Cody’s bowls now were like confetti being whisked in a crucible, and as each passing turn and straight away brought him closer and closer to the starting line it only deepened. The Dark Giant loved to chase rather than being chased, but since he had pole all the pressure was on him to maintain the lead. Hunting down the leader always gave him the adrenaline he needed to go faster than he would usually deem possible, but since his 1450 horse power Judgment obliterated every tiers’ time, he wondered just what his push would be. As he looked to and fro at all the cheering spectators and canopies strewn along behind the cement barriers of the straight leading to the Ford Chicanes, he knew the race start was just seconds away. As the pace car in front left into pit lane, Cody recalled what his high school weightlifting coach told him, “Beat you Cody. You’re the opponent, not the other lifter.”  


That’s what I’ll do he thought. Since I’m in front I’ll just race against myself. After he cleared the chicanes he could see all the white position brackets leading up to the starting line.  


“French flag,” heard Cody through his ear piece. “French flag.” He then mashed down on the accelerator, and in a bolt of terrifying thunder flew past the Michillen stand to the Dunlap chicane darting under the famous giant tire overpass. He snaked up and down through the elbow shaped Esses until he tapped on the brakes coming into the Tetre Rouge hair pin turn. 


Once he finally emerged on the Mulsanne Straight the Judgment, as it had done during his practice and qualifying laps stole the Dark Giant’s heart. In a cacophony of earthquakes it shot down the two mile plus straight away. Now Cody had always preferred ANSCA (Acronym for American National Sports Car Association) powerful front-engine sport cars over the mid-engine ones in endurance races. He loved taming the boisterous and twitchy V8 up front, rather than forgoing the propelling of a V8 or V12 from behind, but for Cody taming the Judgment was more satisfying. So frightening was the sound behind him, as well as the near warp-speed acceleration, that he thought his 6’8 and 290 lbs. physique was more like a moth being flung by the hand of God. He felt almost completely helpless as he held on to his little steering wheel that flashed green, yellow, and red with each clip of the shifting paddles behind it. But all he could do was smile. He would have screamed in ecstasy of the immense sum of asphalt, trees, and houses his car passed if it were not for him having to keep the radio chatter clear for his engineer.    


In a back fire Cody was coming into the hairpin Mulsanne Turn. He took his foot off the accelerator, and with just a tap on the brake pedal dropped the Judgment’s enormous chrome gold, ceramic brake calibers on the wheels lowering its speed from 330 mph to 100 in seconds. The car’s rear wing then parachuted up, and it’s combined down force with the front splitter made it suck down to the road tighter than an octopus’ grip. The winglets, fins, and ducts too worked in helping disperse and channel the immense air it generated, as well as the rear wheels steering opposite the front. All this gave Cody enough g-force to scalpel through the apex and out of the turn in a breath.   


By the end of the second lap, Cody was coming out of the Arnage turn when he heard Rick over his helmet’s ear piece say, “Traffic ahead.” He then noticed several red break lights of some Tier Three and Two cars ahead of him coming into the Porsche Curves. It was then that Cody was reminded that there were actually 54 other cars on the track. Due to the Judgment’s dominance on the straights and turns, it had been several minutes since he had seen any other evidence that there were others, besides him, competing in the race. In fact, the last he saw any car behind or in front was when he pulled up to his position on the grid and during his first trip down the Mulsanne. 


“How much traffic I got coming my way, Chief?” asked Cody through his helmet’s speaker.


There came a silence, which the Dark Giant had already anticipated. He knew that his engineer would have to pause to look at the location of the cars’ blips on the digital track map in the garage monitor. After blowing past several cars down the Dunlop Curve, his engineer answered, “The congestion’s mostly on the Tetre Rouge and the beginning of the Mulsanne, and the 2nd place Raffinatos are just entering the Mulsane turn. Give it four minutes or so, and if the Tier Ones ahead don’t give you any trouble you should be nipping on their red heels.” 


As Cody returned unto the Mulsanne Straight for the third time he flashed his bright lights for the sea of much slower cars blocking his way. As the automotive waters parted, the Dark Giant galloped his cosmic-skinned beast right on through. Within several minutes, just as Rick predicted, Cody met the rears of the three wine-red Raffinatos coming into the Indianapolis turn. Believing the straggler of the pack was there to ward him off, Cody knew he had to be cunning to finagle himself beside him. He then poked his car to the left hoping the opponent in front would go the same direction thinking to block him. He did. As soon as the straggling Raffinato veered to the left, Cody switched to the right, and since they both were coming into the Porsche Turns, Cody knew his opponent wouldn’t have enough grip to rebound. He then slipped in and flanked him through the long chicanes. Cody followed the Raffinato in front of him line for line and turn for turn. He did not have the space to overtake him due to the other two cars that were beside and in front of him, but he allowed no gap between him and his competitor hoping the pressure would convince the driver to make way. 


The four of them finally arrived on the Mulsanne. 


“Cody,” said Rick, “someone busted a tire and they’re snailing a hundred yards ahead. Ease up. That’ll give the guy up front the margin of era.”


Cody did as ordered, letting his foot up off the gas allowing about a four foot gap between him and the one upfront. A few seconds later, he saw between the Raffinatos the wounded car up ahead crawling with its near bald wheel sparking against the asphalt. Suddenly, the flailing strip of rubber from the car’s wheel whipped at its rear bumper knocking it off its hinge. As soon as it scraped the asphalt it popped off, and since all this happened so quickly, the Raffinato directly in front of Cody overcorrected swerving completely off the track into the well paved red dirt. Steering free from the limping car, the Dark Giant pulled up ahead. When he glanced over to the opponent beside him he saw him banging his steering wheel with his fist. 


“Ha.” Cody understood his contender’s frustration. No one wants to be a lap down. No one. But his excitement from the chance God provided him to get ahead outweighed his empathy. “Thank you, Jesus,” he said while pumping a fist to Him in the air.


“That ah a boy, Johnson,” said Rick. “Good driving.”




 


Chapter Three


 


Within five laps after his first fuel stop Cody had lapped the Raffinatos again, putting Team Judgment two laps ahead of every Tier One competitor. He then stuck to his initial strategy for the remainder of his first two hour stint; defeating himself. After his thirteenth lap he would ask Rick what his time was.


“Rick.” Cody would ask. 


“Yeah?” Rick would answer.


“What’s my time?”


“2:57.”


“Rick?”


“Yeah?”


“Time?”


“2:56.”


“Chief?”


“2:55.”


“Time?”


“2:53.”


He grinned with every second gained, but with each second lost he made it his motivation to go even harder. He attacked every turn with a vengeance, and chased every straight as if trying to catch himself. By the end of his first stint, Cody had absolutely dominated the competition. He was five laps ahead of the Raffinatos, and had nearly eight on the slower Tier Threes and Twos. 


“Alright, Johnson,” said his engineer. “Time to pass the baton.”


A few seconds later the Dark Giant pulled into pit lane. As he rolled by all the cars and the flocks of men in fire suits attending them, Cody noticed his post man just several feet ahead. On a dime’s envy he stopped before the white plastic post with the car’s name written in silver, and was immediately swarmed by his own men. He then hauled himself out of the Judgment while his pit team air jacked the car for refueling and tire changes.  


As soon as he stepped back and took off his glossed white and platinum striped helmet, his ears were flooded by the full volume of the commotion around him. Excitement’s lava was swirling within, and seeing Eloi Amedee, one of his two co-drivers, slip into the cockpit after him almost turned it into loathing. If it wasn’t for the regulations, and shear common sense, he would have stretched his first two hours to maybe four or five. He then leaned in buckling his teammate in his seat.  


“Make ‘em burn, baby!” shouted the Dark Giant to Eloi with a slap on his helmet. 
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