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WARREN WHITE
Age: 16

National kart Champ;
holder of 1 titles

-\

. / .
Y O ——
PIOENDS
T ARTS 2 L o
ACE -
- ._ ns e
. . -

“




Which is all well and good, except Warren White's just
screamed past me, again, like 'm nailed to the road.

But let’s start from the beginning,

I'd recently gone karting for a mate’s birthday and,
like most blokes who've recorded a few decent lap times,

| suffered an ego explosion. My now-inflated head was
flled with dreams of an F1 career. That’s how Mark
Webber and every other decent racer started, isnt it?

There was only one way to find out. I had to test my
budding talent against a worthy adversary. Enter Warren
White, a 16-year-old racer who, in between studying for
his Year 10 School Certificate and trying to grow facial
hair, has won nine state championships, one dirt state
championship and an Australian title in karts. And next
year, while his mates are failing their P-plate licence tests,
he'll be racing Formula Ford overseas. Oh, and he’s Mark
Webber's cousin, and he’s planning on following in the
Red Bull driver’s famous footsteps into F1.

Here's how it'll work: I'll take Warren’s kart, and he'll be
stuck in a rental. Three laps will decide it, and if I've got
even a hint of ability, I'll romp home. It’s time to send
him back to school. Though, technically, he’s already

enrolled in one, so... whatever. It’s time to beat this kid.

He’s brought my ride; a 125¢cc, 20kW Leopard worth
about $3000. And in a kart that weighs roughly the same
as a sneeze, that’s quite a lot of power. Warren, on the
other hand, will be piloting one of Butterfly Farm’s
corporate karts — at about 11kW and fitted with racing
tyres, it’s quicker than a rental banger, but no match for
the Leopard. This is Muhammad Ali vs Gary Coleman.
My kart accelerates harder and tops out at close to
90km/h, while Warren’s peaks at about 70km/h. Lose this
race and I'll have to leave the country.

It’s almost race time and Warren’s transformed. Gone is
the polite young man from earlier in the day. I ask him
how fast the Leopard is. He looks me dead in the eye and
answers: “It’s fast, but it won't be fast enough.” Guess we'll
be playing by prison-yard rules.

As I lower myself into his race kart — the seat had been
swapped for a bigger option to fit my, erm, bulk — I give
him my best death glare. He laughs. Need to work on that
death glare. But there’s no time to dwell on that now. The
flag has dropped. It's go time.

Jesus! This thing feels sonic-boom quick. I'm thrown
backwards into the hard plastic seat as I scream down a
long straight. I hit the brakes and my head snaps forward
like my neck might disintegrate. I pull the wheel and my
body is slammed into the side of the seat. They're that
tough. F1 drivers use karts in the pre-season to prepare
their bodies for the intense physical strain of racing.

The kart drags me through five more turns and I'm
back on the straight. My ribs are starting to ache, but
Warren’s nowhere to be seen. So far, so good.
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Smoke actually
coming from old
man's ears as kid
rounds him. Again
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By the mid-way point on my second lap, I'm
convinced my eyeballs are going to shake free of their
sockets and that knife in my ribs goes deeper with every
corner. Worse still, Warren’s gaining on me. My kart has
evil acceleration, but it’s through the corners where he is
catching. And there are a lot of corners.

By the final quarter of the last lap, he’s right on my tail,
sitting millimetres off my kart through the bends, probing
for a way past. He soon finds one, sneaking down the
outside before cutting in front of me for the final turn.
[t's over; he's won. I'm devastated.

“You had me on the straights, but you lost it on the
corners. On that last lap you were turning in way too
early. You could have gone in deeper and turned in later
for a better run through the corners,” he babbles.

“I was worried for a second. I thought youd get better
in my kart. I thought youd pick it up more on every lap.
But you didn't. You didnt.”

And just to rub a little more salt into my wounded
pride, Warren suggests we swap karts for another race,
with me in the banger and him back in his Leopard.

[ foolishly agree, and get ego-crushingly lapped.

My body aches and I'll soon develop heavy bruising on
my ribs. And I'd done a total of six laps, or 4.8kms.
Warren does it at full pace for 35kms most weekends.

“It’s so hard on the body. There’s lots of bruising, and
suftering after the race,” Warren says.

He's bouncing around like a puppy with ADHD, and
[ can face his youthful joy no longer. As I trudge off to the
car park, a dark realisation sets in — I've just been beaten,
convincingly, by a 16-year-old kid. With no driver’s
licence. No shame in losing? Yeah, right. @
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Our man ponders
being a loser. And
finishing second
in the kart race




