From Carl on Aug 4, 2013: 
Unfortunately, I wasn't on that ride.

From Rusty on August 4, 2013:

The amazing part is that nobody was there and we didn't get caught.
From Rusty on Feb 11, 2016 in the PM:
Rusty:  I was in the back seat and I remember that incident.  Figel slowly pulling up to the doors and then gassing it against the doors and they popped open.  

I don’t remember that we had to drive very far from the road to get to those doors.   
That was 60 yrs ago so I suspect things have changed a lot since then.  

I’m still amazed that nobody was around and we didn’t get caught.  

Figel was definitely a renegade.  Were we in a Ford car?  And whose was it?

Mostly from Fred on Feb 11, 2016 in the AM
Speaking of such, if you open Where we popped open the doors.kmz file, and open it,
Google Earth should show an aerial view just above where Figel drove through big wooden doors

and did a lap around the 500 racetrack when we were in high school! 
Figel was the chief instigator.  
We were driving around in his (parent's) car – a '51 Ford 4 door sedan I think.
I was riding shotgun. Rusty and one or two others (Phil Moenning?) were in the back seat.

We had been nosing around the 500 Mile Racetrack grounds and came up to the north entrance:  
just two very big gate/barn like doors that would swing open away from the center, 

making a very big opening in the speedway's northern  east / west wall.  
Each door was maybe 6 feet high and 10 or 20 feet wide.  Big.  Hinges on the east of the leftward one and on the west of the other.
Vertical handles were on the west of leftward one and the east of the other, with two bolts holding it vertically to its door.
There was a padlocked chain looping through both handles and kinda holding the doors together.
I remember this pretty clearly since after pulling up until our bumper was

touching the doors,  we sat there with the headlights on this rig for 15-20 seconds, thinking (if you could call it that).
I was thinking I'd get out and see if we could get them open.

But Figel popped it into Lo  (there was only 2 forward gears, Lo and Drive, IIRC),
rolled up against the doors right in the middle, 
and -- *gunned it*!

RIP-POP!! 
The doors popped apart, swung open and by God, there on down a short gravel

road through the stands was the north straight of the famous oval!!   There

was just *nothing *between us and it.  And you know what we did!

Maybe 30 seconds later we turned west onto the track.

I remember on maybe the southwest turn saying 'go faster' and Figel said

"I'm going about 90."   With the banking, if you closed your eyes you had

no idea you were in a turn! 

Using Google Earth, you can't even see the doors now (about 60 years later).  I suppose they're replaced with layered steel doors and razor wire and automated alarms, now.

He was in one of the south turns but nothing was happening.  So I said go faster.  He said I'm already doing 90.   
I thought it was about 60.  Those turns felt pretty much like going straight, to us.
[Feb 2016 Footnote:  We probably came from the East or West along a road which is now displaced to the north by perhaps the length of a football field so as to still be north of giant spectator stands installed after the mid 1950s.  Alan Figel would then have turned south onto what is, in 2016, the south end of Hulman Blvd.  He drove only, say, a couple hundred feet to the then North Wall of the speedway.  The north straightaway of the speedway itself was, IIRC, only a few 10s of feet farther south!]
