Phoenix Trotting Park
If you’ve traveled on I-10 westbound, when you come up to the Cotton Lane exit, you’ve probably
wondered about the large grandstand building. I got curious after seeing it on a website that talks
about abandoned buildings. Doing a little research, I found out it was called “Phoenix Trotting
Park”, and it opened in 1964. It stayed open just two seasons. A friend of mine found records
tucked away at a small branch of the Valley National Bank. Apparently they lost millions financing
the construction. It was supposed to cost $3 mil, but ended up costing $10 mil. The venture was
called “The Arizona New York Harness Racing Association” and probably had mob connections.
At the time it was built, it was “way out in the sticks” and Van Buren street was about the only
route from central Phoenix, as I-10 was in the future. It was kept in shape to re-open, but never
did. In the late 70’s most of the equipment was sold. At the county assessors site, I found an
aerial photo. The main track is barely visible in front of the building. A second, remote track, is still
prominent.

So one day in 2003…….
We drove out to the location on I-19 and took the Cotton Lane exit south. Not knowing exactly
how to reach the building, I decided to take the road on the north side of the canal. As luck would
have it, this was the way in.

On the canal road, we approached the building.
Traveling further, we found a gate that was open. Rather inviting…. We looked around and saw
no one, although there is a trailer house just inside the gate, so we cautiously proceeded.
Traveling past the building, we parked in the old parking lot on the north side, hiding the car from
the trailer, and whoever might be inside. We got out, locked the car and proceeded to look
around. The building is surrounded by a chainlink fence, but I found a hole big enough to squeeze
through.

View from the North Parking lot.
My wife decided to stay in the car while I explored.

Inside; under the grandstand. Junk is strewn all over, and I noticed the walls have been ripped
open, probably to salvage copper plumbing and wire.

A lone food service cart is one of the few remaining items.

The grandstand area. All seating has been removed. The burn marks from the Charlie Sheen
movie explosion are evident on the ceiling. The movie was called “No Code of Conduct”. How
prophetic, given Sheen’s latest antics. One of the scenes called for blowing up a building. At the
time, most of the windows were still intact. They rigged explosives and incendiaries in the
grandstand area. Upon detonation, a huge fire ball erupted and blew out the windows. The
hundreds of pigeons inside didn’t fare well, and the animals rights groups raised a protest.

A view from the front. I never figured out how to get to the press box area on the top of the roof,
nor did I get to explore the basement area as I didn’t have a good enough flashlight and figured
there might be snakes, or other hazards that I might not see.

A view looking up at a corner of the building from the outside. Notice that there are curtain tracks
on both the inside, as well as the outside of the windows. The wires, I think, were there to hold
the curtains away from the glass.

Pigeon poop is several inches deep in places.

I expected to find air conditioning equipment, but only found boilers and air handlers. As it turns
out, the track was only used during the winter months, so it was only heated, not cooled.

Remnants of the telephone switch room. Each of the lines hanging down from the ceiling is a 25
pair cable. The track probably had a lot of outside lines for off-track betting.

One of several elevator motors, which were still in place.

Not much privacy in the ladies’ room anymore. Note all of the doors were numbered.

The plaster on the ceiling separated from the concrete and fell neatly over the escalator.

The main floor lobby, showing the other end of the escalator. The escalator is very narrow, pretty
much only one person wide, but quite tall.

View looking upward in an elevator shaft. The loop of cable hangs from the bottom of the car. I
made this shot hanging into the shaft, while holding onto the door casing. Later, I found out I
could have taken it from the bottom floor by just walking in.

Help, I’m trapped!

The safe door. I’m guessing that someone wanted the lock mechanism and torched it out of the
door. Inside on metal shelves, burned paper. Old dollar bills?? I didn’t go inside to look further.
There were wrappers for stacks of $20 bills laying on the floor.

Another view of the north side. Kinda artsy with all of the curves. The building was made of all
cast concrete; very massive construction. The parking lot looked like it had been paved, but later
had the asphalt reclaimed.

