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PUMPKIN MAN 

ACRYLIC BY NANCY BELL BRIDGES, 1985 

Even on vacation on Highland County, Va. I am fascinated by 
motor vehicles with home made stake bodies 

 

 
WATERMELON MAN 

WATER COLOR BY NANCY BELL BRIDGES, 1970 
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FOREWARD 
 
For those of you who don’t know, I will explain what makes a 
red neck. Doctors, lawyers, shop owners or any professional 
can’t be a red neck. Only a person who works with his hands 
bent over doing stoop labor can be a redneck. When the 
potential red neck bends over to work with hand tools in the dirt, 
he exposes his neck to the sun. Even if he wears a hat, that neck 
becomes sunburned; and he becomes a red neck. I became a red 
neck while working in the dirt with my father. He was a red 
neck from working on his fathers’ cotton farm. I come from a 
long line of red necks. All my ancestors worked with their hands 
in the red dirt of Georgia. 
 
Most people think of poor white southerners as red necks. They 
can be anywhere and of any race. They are people who toil in 
the sun. A red neck can be in Georgia or Wisconsin. 
 
Gearheads are a sub division of your basic red neck. Most, but 
not all, rednecks are gearheads. Gearheads are guys that work 
on their cars and pickup trucks in the driveways of where they 
live. Many times it is for economic necessity. More often, it is 
because it gives them pleasure and a sense of accomplishment. 
Although I previously said that professionals can’t be rednecks, 
one category, engineers, can get in to the fraternity by virtue of 
being a motor head.  
 
I still work on my cars in the driveway. I don’t do it for 
economic reasons. I do it for pleasure. I work on my antique 
cars. Any modern car with computers and other complicated 
electronic equipment is sent to the professionals to repair. My 
mechanical ability stopped developing about 1975. 
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in the parking lot”.  

The girls went shopping in a nearby mall and we started to 
work. Replacing an alternator and battery is not rocket science. 
It does not require laying on one’s back on the pavement. It was 
a beautiful day, 70 degrees and 50% humidity. Now, this is an 
example of the type of things I still can do. 

We got it running and impressed the girls. Women like men that 
can fix things. I was treated with great respect for the next 
several days 

oOo 

Not only did I have the privilege of teaching my children to 
drive, I have had the joy of teaching two of my grandchildren. 
When my grand daughter got her license, I offered her one of 
my cars. She got a better offer from her father and accepted his 
car. When my grandson, Carl, became of age, he said “you 
remember that offer you made Rachel”. I replied “yes”. He then 
said “does the same offer apply to me”. I replied, “well, yes it 
does”. 

I am an engineer and have to visit job sites occasionally. Carl 
would drive me back and forth on his learners permit. I had a 
captive audience in a person who wanted that car. I used those 
opportunities to express all my philosophical views and my 
life’s experiences.  

oOo 

I don’t know what lies ahead. I can’t see over the horizon or 
around the curve in the road of life. I’m happy to be driving 
with my co-pilot, Nancy. I will be on the look out for new cars 
and new red neck gearhead friends. 
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CHAPTER 13 

VIEW FROM THE TOP OF THE MOUNTAIN 

In 2007, I became 70 years of age. I can’t believe it,’how could 
it go by so fast’. The older I get, the faster it goes. Yet, I can’t 
complain. I have been fortunate. My health and that of my 
beloved Nancy is good. Of course, I am not the same man I was 
when I was 20, 30, 40, 50 or even 60. I can still do everything I 
want. Fortunately I don’t want to do certain things any more. 

My friend Vic brought his 2005 Chevy Tahoe over the other day 
to install a new exhaust system. Outside it was 90 degrees and 
90% humidity. Any one who has ever worked on an exhaust 
system knows how aggravating they are. After jacking the car 
up and rolling around on the pavement for a few minutes, Vic 
and I concluded that this was a job for Midas. We let the car 
down off the jacks and drove it to Midas and waited in air 
conditioned comfort While the new exhaust was installed. Vic is 
not rich, but he can afford Midas for this job. This is an example 
of things I don’t want to do any more. 

On the way back from the antique car show in Hershey, PA. 
with another couple, we experienced a break down of our 
vehicle. The engine stalled and wouldn’t start. The battery was 
totally discharged. Nancy diagnosed the problem as a defective 
alternator. We had a similar experience on another trip and she 
remembered.  

This occurred on a Sunday in the mid afternoon. We had AAA 
tow us to a Pep Boy repair center. There was not room for 4 of 
us in the tow truck, so the girls rode in the vehicle on top of the 
roll back carrier. They enjoyed the view from high atop the 
carrier. When we arrived at Pep Boys, we found that the garage 
was closed, but the parts store was open. A motel was nearby 
and we could have waited until Monday morning to have it 
fixed. We had a small tool kit and decided to fix it ourselves in 
the parking lot, under a sign that said “no repairing of vehicles 
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I went to college and became a professional, an engineer. 
Engineers are mechanics that are good at math. That was me. I 
came in out of the heat and sheltered my neck from the sun. 
That didn’t change who I basically was. I was a red neck 
gearhead. 
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Not all cars at Bonneville are super fast. This Crosley was 
chasing a 98 mph record 

 
1940 Nash coupe with a flat head Ford Engine 
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Friday morning in the motel lobby, I met a man that had been 
coming to the salt flats for 40 years. He had infected his two 
sons with the same speed fever and they were there with him. 
His race car was made from a belly tank off a F86 Korean war 
era USAF fighter jet. It had a turbo charged B Model Ford 
engine that could run on gasoline or methanol and was a class 
record holder. 
 
Chip phoned home Thursday night to inquire about his family. 
His 5 year old daughter had started kindergarten and was 
enjoying school. All of us were apprehensive about his 10 year 
son who had started at a new school for the gifted. Would he 
like the new school? When his mother asked him how school 
was, Teddy’s reply was “I finally found a place where I fit in”. I 
could understand how he felt by being on the salt flats with 
people that had much the same interests as I did and wanted to 
share their passion with me. There is a brother hood of men, 
gearhead men 
 

 
 

Mountains beyond on the salt flats 
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CHAPTER ONE 

THE BEGINNING 
 
This isn’t the memoir of someone famous in motor sports. Not 
even someone who spent his life in motor sports or auto 
mechanics. It is about a guy who had a passion for things 
automotive all of his life. I had a life beyond motor sports. I was 
a student, high school and college, high school athlete, had a 
career as an engineer and was a husband, father and grand 
father. All of the aforementioned things were much more 
important in my life than anything automotive. However, my 
interest in motor sports never waned.  

My first automotive experience was in the fall of 1941 in my 
fathers’ 1940 four door Dodge sedan. The rear doors on a `40 
Dodge four door are known as “suicide doors”. That means that 
the hinges are on the rear of the door. If one opens a suicide 
door when the car is moving, the wind will pull the door out of 
ones’ grasp and open it completely.  

I was 4 years old and riding in the back seat when I noticed the 
door beside me was loose. I opened it preparatory to slamming 
it shut. As previously mentioned, it was pulled from my hand 
and flung open. I nearly fell through the open door to my 
possible death. Fortunately, the handle was pulled from my hand 
and I didn’t follow it.  

World War II followed and the Dodge was sold. My father 
could not show a need for an automobile and therefore couldn’t 
obtain sufficient gas to run one. Dad was an insurance salesman 
with one child. He was going to be drafted. To avoid that, we 
moved to Norfolk, Va. so that he could work in the war 
industry. I remember the stake bodied truck being loaded with 
our meager belongings and my father, mother and I riding in the 
front seat. We rode over the Cooper River Bridge in Charleston, 
S. C. At 150 feet above the water, it was high and scary for a 3 
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year old.  

We moved to the Ocean View section of Norfolk. The 
population of Norfolk exploded in the spring of 1942 and our 
family of three lived on the couch in the front room of a 
boarding house. The boarding house was within walking 
distance of the Chesapeake Bay. My family walked there on a 
Sunday afternoon. We could not go in the water, because it was 
covered with an oil slick. The oil was from a torpedoed ship. 
The German submarines targeted oil tankers off the east coast of 
America in the beginning of WWII. 

One of the occupants of the boarding house had a motorcycle, 
and this was my next automotive adventure. Riding on the back 
of a Harley Davidson Motorcycle as my father drove. What a 
thrill!! I was about 4 years old at the time.  

Along with gasoline and tires, meat, sugar and many other 
things needed for the war effort were rationed. Everyone 
received a ration book with stamps that would allow the 
purchase of the rationed items. At this time, 1943, we lived in 
public housing that was recently constructed for war industry 
workers. It was a God send. After the boarding house, we lived 
in a place with an oil furnace and oil was rationed. We couldn’t 
get enough oil to heat it and it was cold. The public housing unit 
had a coal fired furnace. We had a neighbor that worked for the 
railroad and had a dump truck. Rail road trains at that time were 
coal fired steam engines. For a small fee, on the black market, 
we had enough coal  stolen from the rail road, to heat the house. 

My father worked at the Naval Air Station. Several of his co-
workers lived in the same public housing project. One of the 
men had a 37 Chevrolet sedan and 5 or 6 men pooled their 
ration stamps to get enough gas to drive to work. There was 
enough left over to allow us to take a trip to the beach 
occasionally. The man with the car had 4 beautiful teen-aged 
daughters. I loved being crammed in that little car with all those 
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We talked with a group of guys with a 50 Chevy pick up with a 
302 GMC engine that had driven it 120+ mph but had not 
broken the record. They would try again next year. 
 
We saw a Pontiac Fire Bird with a 400 engine that had been de 
stroked to 355 cu. in. with a turbo charger from a large 
Caterpillar engine. The people working on it said that the turbo 
charger was for a much bigger engine and was providing too 
much boost. They were going to drill some holes to bleed off 
some pressure. Necessity is the mother of invention. They were 
going with what they had and not throwing lots of dollars at the 
problem. We later saw them at the starting line. 
 
A `40 Nash with a Mercury flat head V8 engine was interesting 
since the two four barrel carburetors were rotated to put the 
carbs more in line with the intake ports in the block. It was an 
attempt to improve air flow into the engine. 
 
A 1960 Ford Falcon with a flat head Ford V8 engine was pretty 
and well built. The builder had fabricated and cast his own 
heads. I was impressed with the ingenuity of this and many 
others. There had been a lot of engineering involved in these 
cars by people that would not call themselves engineers. Since 
Chip and I are both engineers, we really felt at home amongst 
these people. 
 
Not all the cars were super fast. A Crosley was attempting to 
break a 98 mph class record. The time I as watching, it made 92 
mph. I am sure that it will be back to try again. 

 
An early `50s , four door Buick with a straight 8 OHV engine is 
not what most people would think of as a racer. None the less, 
there is a class for it at Bonneville 
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cars were there. It was a collection of everything you could 
imagine: Lakesters, Roadsters, Sedans, Sprint Cars and Pick up 
trucks. We drove up and down through the pits and stopped 
whenever we wanted to look at something. I like the old stuff, 
flat head Ford engines, Chevy and GMC inline sixes. There 
were plenty of examples of each and Model A & B flat head 4 
cylinder engines. Everyone we stopped and spoke to was eager 
to share his passion for his particular type of car or engine or 
both. 
 
We were there Wednesday afternoon and all day Thursday. If 
any one wants to go I recommend a little earlier in the week. 
Many were packing up to leave Thursday afternoon.  
 
Thursday morning before breakfast, I was walking through 
Wendover when I saw two Rat Rods, chopped top, high boy, 
fenderless Deuce coupes gassing up at a local filling station. 
One coupe had a Y block Ford engine and the other had a flat 
head. I asked them where they were from and was told New 
York State. They had driven their rods all the way to the salt 
flats and were preparing to drive them back. The cars had 
rough, well worn exteriors but were obviously well built having 
already made one transcontinental trip and were preparing for 
the return trip. 
 
Thursday morning on the salt in the pits we met a Scot that had 
been in America for 12 years. He was working on a roadster 
with a model A engine. His origins were easily discernable from 
the wonderful and lyrical sound of his accent. He had traveled 
to the other side of the world to be on this salt desert and be 
involved in the brotherhood of motor racing. His wife was the 
driver of the race car and he had never driven it.  
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girls.  

Frequently, even with stamps, you could not purchase the 
rationed items. In addition to rationing, there were price controls 
to keep inflation under control in a scarce market. The 
merchants would save the items for preferred customers that 
would pay an additional payment, under the counter. This was 
obviously illegal, but it occurred. 

After the war, gas was plentiful, and my father bought a`38 
Chevrolet sedan. He went to a gasoline station that had refused 
to sell him gas during the war. 

He asked the owner: “Do you have any gas?” 
The owner replied: “Yes Sir, we have plenty”. 

My father told him: “Well, you can stick it where the sun don’t 
shine. I will never buy anything from you”. 

oOo 

In the spring and summer of 1951, my father had a part time 
landscaping business. This is when I became a redneck, working 
in the dirt with my father. He left his day job at 3:30 P. M. and 
was home by 4:00. With day light saving time and long summer 
days, the sun did not set until nearly 9:00.  
 
We were able to get in a half days work after his day job. I did 
not mind the work since I had all day long to do kid things. 
Most importantly, my father was a great guy and I loved being 
with him. Although my father had left the farm in Georgia over 
20 years ago, he was still a farm boy at heart. Landscaping was 
a natural thing for him to do. A red Farmall Cub tractor and a 
grey 50 Ford F-2 pick-up truck with an 8 foot bed were part of 
the business. The tractor and truck were stored at our house. We 
loaded the tractor on the truck by driving it to a nearby dirt 
ramp. What a thrill it was for a 13 year old boy sitting high atop 
the tractor to drive it to the ramp while my father drove the 
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truck. Dad backed the truck up to the ramp and with the aid of 2 
boards we drove the tractor onto the truck and subsequently to 
the job sites. Using hand tools at the work site was tedious, but 
driving the tractor was fun. My father sensed my pleasure at 
driving the tractor and allowed me to drive it as much as 
possible, while he labored with hand tools. 
 
Sometime in this period, my father’s partner in the landscape 
business went bankrupt due to other business activity and the 
tractor, truck and landscape business went away. It did not 
adversely affect my family financially, so it was still a great 
experience for me. 

o O o 
 

The tractor was fun to drive but what really liberated me was a 
dark blue 1944 step-through Cushman motor scooter. I bought it 
for $50. That was a considerable sum for a 13-year-old boy in 
those days. The money, most likely, came from my pay for 
cutting several lawns the previous summer. I had to have this 
scooter because my friend Vic across the street had one which I 
coveted. Initially, Vic had something called a Doodle Bug 
before he got his Cushman. The Doodle Bug was very small., 
about 3 foot long. When Vic and I rode double on it, we covered 
it up. Our friend’s mother said we looked like we were gliding 
through the air. 

Since I was 13 years old, I had no driver’s license. The scooter 
was unlicensed and had a loud unmuffled exhaust. Although I 
drove my scooter everywhere, the police never bothered me 
about those details. I guess they had more important things to 
do. Perhaps they were busy catching criminals. The scooter had 
a small fuel tank and could be filled for 10 to15 cents. I was 
making 50 cents per hour working for my father. For less than 
an hours pay, my weekly fuel costs were satisfied. I wish I could 
say that now. 
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CHAPTER 12 
 

I FINALLY FOUND A PLACE WHERE I FIT IN 

 
In August of 2007, I met my son, Chip, in the airport at Salt 
Lake City, Utah. I was walking around thinking about how I 
would connect with him when he walked up from behind and 
greeted me. He was too gracious to say so, but I was the only 
old, tall, white haired man in the airport that looked like him . I 
was easy too find.  
 
We rented a car and started out on our journey to the Bonneville 
Salt Flats for Speed Week, 2007. We left the airport about 1:00 
P. M. and were immediately on Interstate 80 heading west. We 
quickly came to the southern edge of the Great Salt Lake. West 
of the lake is about 100 miles of a salt flat desert. Nothing 
grows there, no vegetation. I saw no wildlife, not even birds.  
 
Just before Wendover, Utah, about 100+ miles west of Salt 
Lake City, around 3:00 P. M. we saw a road sign for the exit to 
the Bonneville Race course. After about 5 miles on a paved 
road we came to the end of civilization. At the end of the road is 
a salt water pond several hundred yards wide and about one foot 
deep, if you can find the right path. If you wander off the path, 
you can get stuck and some did while we were there. We were 
baptized in the salt water pond, emerged on the other side, and 
took off across the salt flat on a road marked with orange cones. 
The road looked no different than all of the rest of the salt flat 
that stretched to the horizon to the East, or to the mountains to 
the North. I have no idea how far away the mountains were. 
They never seemed closer after miles of driving. 
 
 
After about 8 miles on the salt flats we came to the pit area of 
the Race course, the Shangra-La of speed. Hundreds of race 
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moderated the situation. Nancy said that this trailer was way too 
big and ugly to live at her house. I agreed and passed on it.  

At a neighborhood garden party, the hostess introduced us to her 
mother and told her where we lived. Their yard backed up to 
ours and this was when one of my unfinished pick up truck 
projects was parked behind the garage. When the mother figured 
out where we lived she exclaimed, “the house with the ugly 
truck”. 

Poor Nancy was mortified. The refined and lady like Nancy was 
revealed to be the one whose husband was a red neck gearhead. 

 
 

Truck and trailer 
 

 
 

Trailer
10 

There were no leash laws in those days and dogs ran loose. As 
we drove through the neighborhoods, dogs would frequently 
chase us. Ordinarily, this was not a problem as they merely ran 
along side of us and barked. However, there was one dog that 
tried to bite me as he ran along side. After several times through 
that neighborhood, I was able to maneuver the dog to the left 
side of my scooter. As the dog was concentrating on biting my 
legs, I passed very closely by a bus coming from the opposite 
direction.  I never saw that dog again. 

In my memory, Vic and I rode double a lot although we both 
had scooters. It was probably because the scooters broke down a 
lot or needed maintenance. Since Vic was a better mechanic, his 
was running more often than mine and we rode double mostly 
on his. Once, we replaced the brake linings on both of the 
scooters. Like usual, Vic finished his first. I say finished but it 
was not quite finished. The brakes on these scooters are 
mechanical, not hydraulic. There was a foot pedal with a rod 
that attached to the brakes on the rear wheels. The new linings 
were thicker than the original linings and the geometry was 
changed. The rod would not quite reach. No problem, we were 
resourceful kids. We simply used some wire to attach it.  

We then thought it was time to go to the beach. So, we both 
jumped on Vic’s’ scooter and off we went. Our favorite beach 
was at the end of a descending hill with a traffic light just before 
the beach parking lot. We were descending down that hill when 
the light turned yellow. Instead of stopping, Vic sped up and hit 
the parking lot at about 40 mph. Brakes were applied and 
nothing happened. The wire broke!!. We sped through parking 
lot bounced over a small curb and flew through the air on to the 
beach. I bailed out and landed on the sand, unhurt. Vic rode the 
scooter down and landed on the beach with the engine turning 
and kicking up sand. Thankfully, no one was on the beach 
where the scooter landed and no one was hurt. Only our dignity 
was damaged.  
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A very valuable lesson was learned. Do not make slipshod 
repairs to brakes. Brakes are very important. We both lived to 
implement that lesson. 

Sometime in that same summer, Vic and I took off on a trip on 
his scooter. We drove from the Bay View section of Norfolk to 
Knotts Island, N. C., a round trip of 100+ miles. When we got to 
the ferry slip at Knotts Island to go to the mainland of N. C., we 
decided to turn around and go home. On the way home, the 
scooter broke down. We were close enough to call home for 
help but decided to try to fix it.  

We had fuel and compression but no spark. Somehow with the 
most elemental of tools we were able to get the fly wheel off 
and discovered the points had come loose. We fashioned a  
screw driver from a bottle cap found nearby and reattached the 
points and got it running again. We returned home after being 
gone all day and were severely reprimanded by our parents. 
Never the less, it was a grand adventure.  

Boys can’t ramble like that today. Twenty five years later, when 
my son was 13 years old, I would not allow him to have a 
scooter or ramble like that. I remembered what I did and 
decided that I didn’t want him to take those chances.  

When I was 14 years old, girls entered my life and dented the 
trunk lid of my scooter by riding behind me and holding on to 
me very tightly. Linda was a beautiful 13 year old blue eyed 
blond that rode with me in her short shorts and blouse. I 
particularly enjoyed the holding on tight part and the riding to 
secluded places for a tender kiss. Alas, Linda was fickle and 
moved on to other boys. 

In my 15th year I met the love of my life. Nancy was to become 
my wife and mother of my children. At 15 years of age, she 
looked like a woman while I still was a boy.  She was brunette, 
brown eyed, petite and voluptuous like Elizabeth Taylor in her 
prime.  
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CHAPTER 11 

NEIGHBORS 

I live in a upper middle class neighborhood. I have only one 
other neighbor that works on cars in the drive way in the red 
neck fashion. Most of my neighbors are tolerant of my behavior. 
Some aren’t. Nancy seems to be the one that has to deal with the 
intolerant ones. Once while in the grocery store, she met a 
neighbor that we had not seen in a while. Nancy asked why we 
did not see her over Christmas. The neighbor exploded that it 
was because we had a trailer in our back yard. Not only did we 

have a trailer, it was red.  

I had been storing my race car under a blue tarpaulin to the rear 
of my garage. I thought that I was doing a good thing by storing 
it inside a trailer. I paid extra to have it painted red to match my 
truck.  

Nancy immediately spent $1,000 on fencing and landscaping to 
obscure the trailer. It was to no avail, the neighbor moved. 
Although she could no longer see it, she knew that it was there 

and it was red, ( Nancy thought, Red Neck red).  
Before all this occurred, I was looking for a used trailer. While 
on a tour with my antique car club, I planned on looking at a 
trailer that belonged to one of the members. I didn’t tell Nancy 
of my plans. I have found over the years that it is best to tell her 
of things that I know she will not approve of immediately before 
it happens. If I tell her too far in advance there is a dust up 
followed by a long period of arguments. This way there is only 
the big dust up.  

When we drove up to look at the trailer, Nancy said. “Why are 
we here”? I said to look at the trailer. She said, “ the whole car 
club is here to look at a trailer”? I said, “ No it is just me here to 
look at it”. The dust up was not too bad since we had another 
couple with us. The guy in the couple was sympathetic and 
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timer told me a good reaction time would begin with a zero. He 
suggested that instead of waiting on the green light, I should 
launch on the last yellow light. I tried it and cut my reaction 
time to .05 seconds. That was much better, especially for a 70 
year old. 

It has been 5 years thus far on this project, I believe that we are 
almost finished. We never got an E. T. or speed on the original 
Neki Hokey. There was no timing equipment at the original out 
law track. Unfortunately, the original Neki Hokey was probably 
not as fast as we thought it was. It was fast for it’s time, but not 
fast as measured by modern standards. 

 

 

 
NEKI HOKEY II READY TO RACE
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As previously mentioned, my girl friend before Nancy was 
named Linda. Linda was blond and blue eyed. She was the 
opposite of Nancy. After school one day, I went home and got 
my scooter and returned to school. Nancy was attending an after 
school tutoring class. I tried to entice her to ride on my scooter 
with me. She was wearing a skirt and blouse at the time. 
Obviously, this was inappropriate attire for a young lady to ride 
on a scooter. 

She informed me in no uncertain terms that “Nice girls don’t 
ride on scooters with boys.”  

I replied,“Well, Linda did”.  

To which she replied, “I rest my case”.��

I left the scooter at school and walked her home. We talked of 
school and life in general. It was the beginning of a life long 
relationship. 

Needless to say, she never rode on the scooter with me. In my 
70th year I bought another 1944 step through scooter and she 
still refuses to ride with me. Nice grandmothers don’t ride on 
scooters with grandfathers. 

Prior to the actual purchase of the scooter, Nancy was replacing 
the wall paper in her elegant dining room. The wall paper 
hangers had removed the paper but declined to prepare the wall 
for the new paper. Nancy was faced with this daunting task. I 
jumped in and said that I would do it. It was a considerable 
effort on my part to sand the walls and put on a coat of paint to 
seal the wall. I looked upon it as foreplay. 

When the job was finished, Nancy was impressed and said. 
“You must really love me to do all this work for me.”  I replied, 
“I most certainly do and I want to buy a Cushman scooter.” She 
was astonished. What could she say? Well, she didn’t say no. 
There was considerable back and forth; but, I got my scooter. 
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Northeast Drag Way several times. We are convinced that the 
best I can do is a 10.1 E. T. with a speed of 65 M.P.H. In mid 
June, my son Chip and his family came home from Phoenix, 
AZ. for our 50th wedding anniversary party. While here, he went 
to the track with us and drove the Neki Hokey. More than 20 
years ago, when he was a teenager, we raced his `67 GTO at the 
Suffolk, VA. drag strip. It became too expensive and time 
consuming for an engineering student and he gave it up. 
Although he has been more than 20 years away from racing, He 
got an E. T. of 9.9 with only one try. This in spite of my telling 
him he was staging too deep. Chip told me that the difference 
was the 30 extra pounds I was carrying around. I don’t think so, 
I think youth (42) is just quicker than old and experienced (69). 

At the end of August, we went to the ¼ mile track at VA. Motor 
Sports Park South of Petersburg, VA. We were black flagged 
when a transmission leak developed on our first pass. The leak 
could not be fixed at the track and we only got one pass. Our top 
speed increased to 75 M.P.H., only a 10 M.P.H. gain in an 
additional 1/8 mile. We may have too tall a gear at 4.56:1 in the 
rear end. We may be maxing our RPMs before the end of the ¼ 
mile 

To make adjustments in the rear end ratio, we have obtained 2 
additional sets of tires mounted on rims. Finding the tires was 
easy, but finding 14” and 16” - 5 lug rims were difficult. The 
overall tire diameters are 24”, 28” and 29 ½”. 

oOo 

The tallest tire (29.5”) yielded the best result. 79.27 mph & 
16.25 E. T. It was not as much as I had expected. I expected to 
top 90 mph and into the 15s E. T. I want to change the gear ratio 
to 4.11:1, and see if that will help. We may be over geared for 
the ¼ mile. 

While at the track this time, I spoke to another old timer about 
my reaction time. I was averaging about .5 seconds. The old 
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Each of these corrections required a separate visit to the strip 
which is about an 8 hour round trip, including time at the track. 
The Neki Hokey has yet to make a trip down the track operating 
at what we believe is its maximum potential. Since we both 
have a life beyond this race car, there was considerable time 
between trips. 

It takes us a long time to get things done. The original car was 
built in two weeks. We are over four years at this point. At our 
age, we move considerably slower and tire much quicker than 
we did at age 18. Although Vic and I are both pushing 70 years 
of age, we both have an active life beyond this race car that 
keeps us plenty busy. I have a small business to run and Vic still 
has a part time job. I have lots of other interests and like to 
travel. Vic plays the banjo in a bluegrass band that fills most of 
his spare time. We both have very little time to devote to the 
Neki Hokey. Consequently, it takes us a long time to 
accomplish anything. Since the track is over 2 hours away, 
testing and tuning is limited. My wife, the neighbors and the 
Virginia Beach police will not tolerate road testing as we did in 
the spring and summer of 1955 on the neighborhood streets of 
Norfolk, VA. 

The brakes are adequate for the speeds thus far attained on the 
1/8 mile track. When we work out all the bugs on the 1/8 mile 
track, we want to go to Virginia Motor Sports Park, near 
Petersburg, VA., which has a ¼ mile track. The stock 1938 
Chevy brakes may become problematic at those speeds. We 
have purchased a kit to adapt 1975 Camaro disc brakes to the 
front end. From Vic’s vast storage bin of automotive parts, came 
the rotors and a pendulum master cylinder, off a 1969 Chevy 
pick up truck. Vic bought reconditioned calipers and had the 
discs turned. These will be installed over the winter break. 

oOo 

The spring of 2007 arrived and we have been to the 1/8 mile 
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CHAPTER TWO 

FOUR WHEEL ADVENTURES 
 
I officially learned to drive in Dad’s `51 Chevrolet with a 
Powerglide automatic transmission. However before that, my 
friend Charlie gave me some unofficial lessons. Charlie’s family 
had a 37 Lincoln Zephyr. Charlie was a year older than me and 
was already driving. In between two a day summer football 
practices, Charlie taught me to drive the Zephyr. The Lincoln 
had a V12 engine with a manual floor shift transmission. Being 
a Lincoln, it was very smooth and easy to drive even with a 
clutch.  

The Lincoln was about 15 years old then, had a lot of miles on it 
and burned some oil. Gasoline stations were full service then. 
This meant that an attendant pumped the gas and checked the 
fluids. Most drivers would pull up to the pump and tell the 
attendant to “Fill it up with gas and check the oil”. When we 
drove to the pump, we would tell the attendant to “Fill it up with 
oil and check the gas”. 

Parallel parking was part of the driving examination. When I 
went to take the examination, I failed. The pavement was 
sloped; and when I backed in, the right rear tire felt like it was 
on the curb. I pulled out to try again. I failed, you got only one 
try. I went back later and practiced in the driving test location 
and passed on my second try.  

My parents were good to me. As an only child, they gave me 
everything I needed and 95% of everything I wanted. The things 
I wanted and didn’t get were things I shouldn’t have had. The 
three of us lived simply in a 750 square foot house with a 
detached 650 square foot garage. The ratio of house to garage 
was probably similar to farm house to barn.  
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What I really wanted was a car of my own. Early in the summer 
of 1955, I had saved enough money to buy a car. A hundred 
dollars bought a 15-year-old Ford or Chevy in those days and I 
believe that I had about 400 dollars. That amount could buy a 
nice car then. I was pestering my Dad to go with me one 
evening to look at cars when he said, “OK.”�

“Let’s go to the garage and get my car” he said. 

I followed behind to the garage and walked inside. I was 
astonished to see a beautiful red 1953 Chevrolet convertible in 
the garage instead of Dads’ green Dodge. “What is this,” I 
exclaimed. 

“It’s your car,” Dad replied.  

It was a far better car than I could have afforded and I was 
overjoyed. Mother and Dad had always given me everything 
that I needed. Now, they had given me everything I wanted and 
more. I was the envy of every teen-age boy in the neighborhood 
and school. I knew their envy since I had experienced it myself 
when other boys had a car that I desired. 

Nancy and I spent the summer riding in the evenings after work 
with the top down and the wind in our hair. I was on top of the 
world in my in my red convertible with the prettiest girl in high 
school beside me. 

Later Vic helped me to install a Corvette dual exhaust manifold 
to make my convertible the most wicked sounding Chevy 
around. The exhaust manifold was available from a dealer for 
about $35. The corvette three carburetor intake manifold was 
available for about the same price. The problem was the three 
side draft carburetors were about $100 each. That was way 
beyond my budget. So I just sounded bad. The tunnel to 
Portsmouth was a wonderful echo chamber for loud dual 
exhaust. When I went away to college, Dad dismantled the dual 
exhaust in my absence. It was just as well; it was too much for 
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dual carburetor throttle return springs. Those were our only tech 
inspection violations and they were quickly remedied. 

oOo 

We visited Northeast Drag Way, an 1/8 mile track near 
Hertford, N. C., several times in the summers of 2005 & 2006. 
The first trip was with an entourage of 11 including Vic & 
myself, my grandson, Carl, granddaughter Rachel, her friend 
Britany and high school pals, Howard Horton and Buzzy Dodge. 
The entourage quickly melted away when we were not able to 
get the Neki Hokey to run right. Another trip was stopped by a 
rainstorm. The site was deluged immediately after we arrived. 

We experienced the carburetors running lean at high rpm, 
causing popping and missing and the engine never getting over 
3,000 to 3,500 rpm. We needed 4500 + rpm. The carburetors 
were fixed by adjusting the jets, many times. Then there was 
some valve float that we fixed by shimming the valves to 
increase spring pressure. 

After we fixed the lean carburetors and valve float, we could not 
shift the automatic transmission manually and in automatic 
mode the shift points were all wrong. The Neki Hokey will turn 
5,000 rpm. However, at about 5200 rpm, we get valve float. We 
could shim the valves more or install heavier, double springs. 
However, we believe that the stock pistons and other rotating 
assembly will not be reliable above 5,000 rpm. Therefore, we 
want to shift at 4,000 rpm. We have installed a manual valve 
body and took it to the track to test in November of 2006. In the 
very first pass, we broke the rear universal joint and were 
sidelined until the track reopens in the spring of 2007. We were 
towing the race car to the track and had to open the u joint each 
time we carried it to and left the track. One of the reassemblies, 
perhaps in the dark, must have been faulty. I have subsequently 
purchased an enclosed trailer to eliminate u-joint removal and 
serve as storage. 
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look. I found several cores at swap meets and we rebuilt them. 

We wanted to maintain the stock distributor look, but we wanted 
electronic reliability and spark. So, we installed an electronic 
unit to replace the points and condenser and keep the original 
look. The coil was upgraded to a 40,000 volt unit that looked the 
same as the original. We also wanted to maintain the vintage 
look by retaining a generator and voltage regulator. The original 
gas tank was rotten with rust, so we installed a 5 gallon fuel cell. 

A decision was made to not use the original `38 Chevy 
transmission. We remembered how they frequently shattered 
with the original 270 cubic inch GMC engine and decided to 
compromise with originality. In 1955, those old transmissions 
were every where and could be purchased for a few dollars. 
They are much rarer and more expensive now. We wanted more 
reliability and not to have to put our senior citizen bodies under 
a car to frequently replace the gear box. 

Vic had a rebuilt GM Turbo 350 automatic transmission from 
another project that he donated to the Neki Hokey. We installed 
a 10” TCI, 3,000 rpm stall torque converter. I bought a flex plate 
and transmission adaptor plate to make the rear of the GMC 
inline 6 cylinder engine look like a small block Chevrolet V8 
engine. The new transmission, obviously, will also not match up 
to the stock 38 Chevy torque tube rear end. Therefore, we 
swapped it for a GM 10 bolt from an 85 Chevy Suburban with a 
limited slip differential and a shortened drive shaft. This also 
shortened the wheel base by about 1-½”. The ring and pinion 
was replaced with a set of 4.56: 1 gears.  

The rear of the transmission was bolted to the frame using a 
modified late model GM support member. The windshield and 
rear glass were replaced, and we simply removed the side 
windows. Upon our first arrival at the track, we were informed 
that we must have side windows. Plexiglass side windows were 
fabricated and installed. We also learned that we had to have 
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an engineering student to maintain. The real race car was to be 
built by Vic, but I am getting ahead of myself. 

I had a fabulous time with that Chevy the next summer and the 
rest of high school. If I had not been myself, I would have hated 
and envied me. I had the best car, the prettiest girl, was voted 
best looking in my class and was captain of a state 
championship foot ball team. I was on top of the world. I was 
Cinderella and that Chevy was my carriage. 

After high school, I went to engineering school. High school 
was one social event after the other and I barely had to open a 
book to do well. An engineering curriculum at Virginia Tech 
was something else. At orientation we were told to look to the 
student to your right and then to the student to your left. Only 
one of the three of you will be there at the end of the year. I 
made the cut but it was hard work. 

I was no longer a star athlete either. I was an offensive lineman 
on my high school foot ball team at 6’ tall and 180 pounds. In 
1955, that was not undersized for high school players. However, 
most college linemen of that era were 6’-2” and 230 pounds. I 
was under sized by 2” and 50 pounds. I had above average 
speed. No interior lineman, tackle to tackle, on my high school 
team was faster than me; but I didn’t have exceptional speed. 
On the foot ball field, I did not make the cut. I was a wannabe. I 
did not have the speed for my size or the size for my speed. 
Reality had caught up with me. I am still a fan of college foot 
ball. I go to games and watch them on TV. When I see the 
present offensive linemen waddle up to the line of scrimmage at 
300+ pounds, I have no desire to be one of them. 

Life was still good for me. I had married my home coming 
queen. On our honeymoon trip in June of `57 to the mountains 
of Virginia, I had forgotten to pack any underwear. I bought 
some and washed what I had on. The washed under wear were 
strung on a line in the back of the convertible with the rear 
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window lowered so that the under wear could dry as it flapped 
in the breeze. What a sight. We looked like a band of Okies on 
the road to California. 

Nancy came with cats. Before Nancy, I never had a cat. I had 
several dogs but no cats. I was able to put up with the cats for 
the pleasure of Nancy’s company. The cats spent their nights on 
my convertible top and they made it sag. My convertibles now 
live in a garage and the cats are not allowed in there. Problem 
solved.  

As an extension of our honeymoon in the winter of `58, we 
decided to take a trip to Washington D.C. The top on the 
convertible was worn and loose fitting by now and the cold 
breeze blew in at highway speeds. To stop the draft we stuffed 
newspapers around the edge of the top. Since it was winter, we 
were able to get a good rate at a good hotel, the Congressional 
Hotel. We pulled into the Congressional Hotels’ entrance with 
newspapers sticking out of the edge of our convertible top. We 
looked like the Beverly Hillbillies. 

The Chevy was beginning to show her age and was not the most 
beautiful car on campus now. The same could not be said of 
Nancy. On a campus where men out numbered women 25 to 1, 
she attracted a lot of attention wherever she went. We lived in 
an off campus apartment building with other students. 
Whenever she ventured outside, the male students found an 
excuse to come out and talk to her. They were starved for 
female companionship. 

One of the students in the apartment immediately below us was 
a NASA graduate student with a new Porsche that had a 
powerful sounding engine. I lusted after that Porsche. Not as 
much as the lust he must have felt from the noises emanating 
from our episodes of afternoon delight. 

The New River flows by Radford, VA. near the VA. Tech 
Campus. There was a spot, with a solid rock bottom, where I 
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Since the car came with no seats, a `67 Volkswagen driver’s 
seat was installed. It looks a lot like the original. It is not mohair 
covered, but is covered with black and yellow vinyl. 

The Chattanooga Chevy had a knee action front suspension. The 
original Neki Hokey had a beam axle front suspension. On one 
of my antique car club tours, we visited a shop where a `38 
Chevy was being converted to a street rod with a late model 
independent front suspension. They had removed the beam axle 
front suspension that we wanted. I bought it and loaded it into 
the trunk of my `3 Chevy convertible and brought it home. 

We sent the block to Vics’ nephews’ machine shop. Craig is the 
owner and the son of our friend and Vics’ brother in law, Ken. 
Ken was involved in the original Neki Hokey. The head was 
milled .030” and the block was decked .040”. We believe this 
raises the compression ratio to about 8.5 to 1. The head has 
large ports and is casting no.2193983. The so-called “983 
heads” were highly desired by hot rodders in the 50s for their 
breathing capacity. Also, a ¾ race cam, 254 deg. intake, 264 
deg. exhaust and 0.430 in. lift, was purchased and installed. The 
original Jimmy engine did not have an oil filter. From an article 
in a club magazine, we learned how to drill and tap the block to 
install a full flow oil filter. 

To mount the engine, I had a steel fabricator bend a 2 ½” wide x 
3/8” thick steel bar to form a strap that was bolted directly to the 
engine and attached to the frame rails through Ford flat head 
doughnut rubber motor mounts. 

Multiple carburetor and exhaust manifolds are still available in 
the after market. However, we decided to modify the stock 
manifolds as was done with the original Neki Hokey. The 
original car had Stromberg 97 carburetors. In 1955, 97s were 
plentiful and cheap. They are still available, but are 
prohibitively expensive. Ford/Stromberg 94 carburetors are 
much more reasonably priced and have the same old style, retro 
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never be finished there. It had to live at my house. There was a 
dust up with Nancy when it showed up at our house. She said 
that my junk was inappropriate for her Dutch Colonial house.  

Eventually I built a garage addition ($20,000) to contain the car. 
When I bought a more powerful pick up truck ($16,000) to tow 
it, the Neki Hokey was evicted to the outside. I then bought a 
trailer ($5,000) to house it. The trailer needed a concrete pad to 
sit on ($1,200), and a fence ($1,000) to screen it. The garage 
addition was heated and air conditioned to allow us to work in 
comfort.  

I have no idea how much Vic and I have spent on the car and I 
don’t want to know. Not near as much as in the support 
structures.  I justify these expenditures as capital improvements 
which add to the value of the house. I rationalize to validate 
what I want to do.  

The cost of the support structures far exceed the value of the 
Neki Hokey. The Neki Hokey is so esoteric that I am sure we 
could not get out of it what we have put in it. That is true of 
most antique car projects. It is much cheaper to buy them 
finished than to build it yourself. The Neki Hokey is such a rare 
thing. I am sure we could never find another one any where near 
like it. We had to build it ourselves. 

oOo 

We removed the fenders, running boards, hood, radiator cowling 
and interior as was done in the original Neki Hokey. As almost 
always is the case, it was in rougher condition than we thought it 
was. We had to cut out a lot of rust, mostly in the floors and at 
the base of one door post, and patch the sheet metal. Since it is a 
race car, the replacement of sheet metal did not have to be 
perfect but it had to be structurally sound. The original car did 
not have any roll bars or seat belts. In the interest of safety, we 
installed a roll bar through the floor and attached it to the frame. 
A five point safety harness was also installed. 
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could drive my Chevy into the river. The water was less than a 
foot deep at this point and I could wash the car in the beauty of a 
wild river. The New River is the only river that flows from the 
south to the north across and through the Appalachian 
Mountains through the New River Gorge in West Virginia.. In 
spite of its’ name, it may be on of the oldest rivers in the world.  

We traveled back home in The Chevy occasionally to visit 
parents and brought other students as riders at $2 per head to 
pay for the gas. By that time we had a small dog, a 5 pound 
Chihuahua and Rat Terrier mix, and he traveled with us. That 
winter had been brutal with 6 feet of snow in 6 weeks and 3 foot 
of snow on the ground at all times. I am sure that the residents 
of Buffalo, New York will scoff at that amount of snow; but for 
Virginia, it is a lot. Our dog had been confused by the snow and 
could not relieve him self on it. I had to clear out a space in the 
snow for him. On one of our trips home, I apparently did not 
sufficiently prepare him. He leaped from the front seat, between 
Nancy and myself, to the rear seat and relieved himself on one 
of our passengers. What a mess, he was a good dog though, not 
a drop on the seats. We had to stop and allow the passenger to 
go through the dirty laundry he was bringing home to his 
mother. He found some clothes to change into and on we went. 
In spite of that, we are still friends. 

On one of those trips back home the Chevy broke down a few 
miles off campus. I bought my gas from a Gulf dealer in 
Blacksburg that is still in business at the same location 50 years 
later. I called the gas station operator and had him tow the 
Chevy to his place. We continued home on the train for a 
Christmas holiday. My father-in-law put me to work in his 
construction company. I earned enough money to get the Chevy 
running again. 

I had enough money to get the crank reground and new Babbitt 
bearing connecting rods. Any one familiar with rebuilds, knows 
that you can’t stop there; you have to do it all, rebore the 
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cylinders, new pistons and rings and a valve job. There was not 
enough money for that. I just got it running again. The old 
Chevy was still tired.  

 

 

 
 

Lewis in `53 Chevrolet, 1955 
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CHAPTER TEN 

NEKI HOKEY, PART TWO 

A number of years ago, about 1997, I came across a 302 GMC 
engine in a 1955 bus. I bought it and put it aside thinking that 
perhaps I would recreate the Neki-Hokey. I had not satisfied my 
drag racing interests as a 17 year old. Nor was it completed as 
45 year old with my son. I wanted to finish it as a senior citizen. 
This desire had to be satiated soon since the rocking chair will 
get me in the not too distant future. 

I reconnected with Vic, my previously mentioned child hood 
friend and builder of the original Neki Hokey, several years later 
and we began to talk about the project. He was as interested as I 
was. In 2002, I did an internet search and found several 1938 
Chevrolets. The prices were OK, but they were in Montana or 
the Dakotas. It was too far to travel and tow a car back. I bid on 
one on ebay from Chattanooga and was out bid. I talked to the 
seller and he said that he had another one. Pictures were 
exchanged and we decided to purchase it for $1,650. The 
original one could have been bought for $25 in 1955. Since it 
was not running and had no title, we probably paid nothing for 
it. 

For an extra $200, the seller would deliver the Chattanooga car 
to Vics’ house in Chesapeake, VA. We jumped on that deal, and 
it arrived in September of 2002.. At this time it was 47 years 
after the original event and Vic and were 65 years old, senior 
citizens. As you will see later, it will take us a long time to 
complete the project. 

The initial plan was for the Neki Hokey to live at Vic’s house in 
the country. After a while, it became apparent that it would 
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Lewis got under the car to make sure that it was not the very 
same car. He had put a dual exhaust system on the original car 
and it was not the same car.  However it looked just like the first 
car and it made us feel like it was the same.  Lewis drove, and I 
sat next to him on the bench set, put my toes up the heater 
outlet, and off we went.  We bought the car on the spot, 
returning the next week and trailered it back home.  When an 
old friend passed us on Shore Drive, and yelled out his window 
“Do you think you are back in Norview?”  The answer is “yes”  
We drove it to our 40 year Norview High School Reunion.  Just 
two kids  from Norview 

 

 
`53 Chevy on Hot Rod Power Tour in Shenandoah Valley of 

Virginia, 1998 

 
 
 
 
 

20 

 

CHAPTER THREE 

 DRAG RACING 

In March of 1955, Vic built a drag race car. Several other 
neighborhood boys and I were very much interested in the 
project and spent some time helping him. I was distracted by 
Nancy, football, working, and school, and didn’t devote as much 
time to the project as I wanted. Vic built the car in two weeks in 
March. In that same time, Vic replaced the clutch in his 39 
Chevy coupe, worked a part time job and finished his senior 
year in high school with honors. Since the race car wasn’t street 
legal, the clutch repair was necessary since the coupe was 
required to tow the racecar.  That amount of energy is only 
available to teenagers.  

The basis for the racecar was a 1938 Chevy 2-door sedan. The 
sedan was stripped of all non-essential weight. Gone were the 
fenders, running boards, hood, lights, radiator cowl, and 
upholstery. We removed as much weight as possible. The 
interior was gutted until only the driver’s seat remained. It could 
not have weighed more than 2500 pounds.  

A 270 cubic inch GMC (Jimmy) truck engine was installed in 
this Chassis. Since the Jimmy engine was longer than the 
original 216 cubic inch Chevy engine, Vic had to fabricate 
custom motor mounts to accommodate the swap. Vic was 
resourceful and hand fabricated a number of items. A racecar 
required multiple carburetion and dual exhaust. Manifolds were 
available from after market manufacturers for the desired 
carburetion and exhaust systems. However, these were way too 
expensive for a teen-agers budget. 

No matter, Vic had a welder friend fabricate his own. With an 
Acetylene torch, two holes were blown in the intake manifold 
and the bases of two carburetors were welded to the manifold. 
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Two Stromberg 97 carburetors were bolted in place to form a 
dual carburetor induction system. Dual exhausts were formed in 
a similar manner. Using flexible hose the exhaust was run 
vertically in two stacks up each side of the windshield. 
Eventually a used Wayne racing camshaft was found for $15 
and installed. 

Since it was a racecar, no mufflers were used. Because of the 
noise, late night tune up sessions were avoided. Nevertheless, 
there was a lot of neighborhood grumbling due to the noise and 
the comings and goings at night of a lot of teen age boys. My 
parents discouraged my involvement. They did not want me to 
be distracted from school. I was already distracted by all the 
other joys and wonders of life I was discovering at that time. 
After a date with Nancy, upon returning I would see Vic at work 
and spend several late night hours with him. Life was full of 
adventures and new experiences.  

The fundamentals of going fast were weight reduction and 
engine displacement increase. We had removed approximately 
500 pounds, and increased displacement by 54 cubic inches. 

Vic’s parents grumbled a lot about the mess, noise, and general 
activity, since he had taken over the 1 ½ car garage that his 
father had recently built. Nevertheless, they were very tolerant 
and allowed him his passion.  

Dick Tracy was a popular comic strip at the time. The comic 
strip had twin wild boy characters named  “Neki and Hokey.”    
The car was named the Neki Hokey. The Chevy was originally 
black, as they all were originally it seemed. The car was painted 
yellow and black with the phrase “Neki Hokey” on both sides. 
Thus the car was christened.  

The Navy created a number of auxiliary airfields around the 
countryside during World War II. These served as emergency 
strips for aircraft in the event of a mechanical emergency, or for 
pilots to practice take off and landings. After the war they were 
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CHAPTER NINE 

A MAGICAL TIME 

 

The following is a reprint of an article that was written by 
Nancy and appeared in the local newspaper. 
It was the summer before our senior year at Norview High 
School.  Lewis, who was to become my husband, had worked 
two summers saving for his first car.  He had to stop working 
early, as he was on the football team.  His father had heard of a 
red 53 Chevrolet Bel Air convertible with a white top stored in a 
garage for two years that was coming up for sale.  With the help 
of his father, Lewis got the red Chevrolet convertible.  It was the 
best car in the school, or anywhere else that year.  The year was 
pure magic from that moment on.  Lewis’ football team, with 
Lewis being made Captain, went on to become the 1955 State 
Champions, I was Homecoming Queen and the car was like 
Cinderella’s coach from a fairy tale. 
After college, the car was tired and we traded the red car in on a 
new one.  It was not the same, and Lewis regretted it instantly, 
he told me later in life. 

While we were both working on the 40 year reunion of our high 
school graduation, Lewis started thinking about the red 
Chevrolet that he had in high school, drove on our honeymoon 
and kept until after college.  He advertised for it or one like it in 
“Hemmings Motor News.”  The day that the issue arrived, he 
got a telephone call, followed by photos. Could it be true?  It 
looked just like the car from the fall of 1955. We traveled to 
South Carolina in February to look at it.  When the garage door 
went up, both of us had a lump in our throats, and we truly felt 
like we were 18 years old again.   
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was her car. She continued to inspect the car and wistfully 
looked at the rear seat, as if she had left something there.  

 
The Chevy was a great hit at the 40th high school reunion and I 
have enjoyed it since  

 

 

Nancy & Lewis in `53 Chevrolet 

 

Rachel as Homecoming Queen, 2007 
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abandoned. One was located in the Pungo section of what was 
then Princess Anne County. The local hot rod fraternity used it 
for informal outlaw drag racing on Sunday afternoons. There 
were no rules. You raced what you brought. Frequently as many 
as five cars abreast left when the starter dropped his flag. The 
scene was chaotic and free for all. The airfield had several 
connected strips. After drag racing, some elected to continue 
racing on a road course back to the starting line. I recall one 
Sunday when a driver rolled a brand new Studebaker Golden 
Hawk on the return trip.  When the young driver was questioned 
about what his father would say about wrecking his car, he 
replied, “What father,? I stole this car in Norfolk last night.” He 
then just walked away from the wreck and left it where it lay. 
Joy riding is not a new phenomenon.  

It was an eclectic group of people at the track. Occasionally 
Mennonite girls would show up in a late model convertible to 
race. 

The activities attracted lots of attention. Easily 100 cars would 
show up for the races. Hot cars came from as far away as 
Richmond. Many of the cars were modified to perform as drag 
racers. A maroon 35 Ford coupe with a bored and stroked full 
race Mercury flat head engine came in from Richmond. A local 
40 Ford sedan with similar flat head engine appeared. A 34 
Chevy with a Wayne Chevy engine raced. A 49 Chevy with a 
Cadillac OHV engine fabricated by a teacher from the Technical 
Institute at ODU was there. Of the flat heads, the hottest was a 
34 Ford owned by three brothers from Portsmouth.  

1955 was the year that Chevrolet introduced it’s small block V8. 
Buick had its Century and Oldsmobile had its Rocket 88. Ford 
also had a new OHV V8 engine. America was just starting its’ 
love affair with power, performance and the OHV V8 engine.  

When the Neki Hokey arrived at Pungo in April of 55, it took 
them all. The fastest car at the track was cobbled together from a 
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pile of spare parts by a group of teen-age boys.  Vic would start 
the car just before entering and hit the track running. The 
transmission was the weak link in the drive train and Vic spent 
most of the week repairing or replacing them. My major 
contribution was to sift through a tire recappers’ pile of rejected 
tires to find the largest tire that had an acceptable tread. I 
purchased two tires with the widest tread I could find for $5.00 
each. The Neki Hokey was so light and the Jimmy produced so 
much torque that it would nearly lift the right rear tire off the 
ground. Since it did not have a locked rear end or limited slip 
differential, a lot of tire spin occurred on the right side. That tire 
wore quickly and was rotated and replaced frequently. Since I 
was the heaviest in the group, I would frequently ride as ballast 
over that tire.  

The Neki Hokey reigned supreme over all the high priced 
vehicles until a pink and gray 55 Chevy hard top appeared. This 
new Chevy was already modified with a special camshaft and a 
McCullough super charger. At the same time another 
supercharged `55 Chevy appeared. It was close but the Neki 
Hokey was dethroned. Those two Chevys were world-beaters 
and ruled.  

The era of flat head Fords and 6 cylinder Chevrolets and GMCs 
was suddenly over and never to return. Technology, in the form 
of the new small block Chevy V8, had passed them by. The 
small block Chevy V8 engine with approximately the same 
displacement, 265 cubic inches, was quicker even with the 
burden of an additional 1000 pounds. The same engine, grown 
to 350 cubic inches, exists today in Nascar racecars.  

The summer was over; Vic graduated from high school and 
went on to school at the Technical Institute. I went to football 
practice and my senior year at high school.  

The engine from the Neki Hokey was pulled with plans for 
additional modifications including a beefier Packard 
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make a cash withdrawal on one of my credit cards. The interest 
rates were not too high, and I paid it off in a few months.   

Because of my purchase of the Chevy, Nancy said she had an 
unlimited budget to buy a dress for the high school reunion. The 
high school I attended as a youth was unusual in that it was so 
homogeneous. It was almost totally lower middle class. There 
were no children of doctors or lawyers. No one’s family had a 
membership at a country club. Consequently, there were a lot of 
red necks in the school. We had a small antique car show at the 
reunion for the red necks to display their antique cars. It 
attracted some guys that ordinarily would not have attended. 

My grand daughter is a beautiful child and has been in her high 
school home coming court for three years. This was culminated 
by her being the queen in her senior year. For three years I 
drove her around the football stadium in my red Chevy 
convertible. Nancy said I was the only man she knew that could 
strut while sitting down. 

I can’t drive the car with the top down more than a few miles 
without receiving a thumbs up from several drivers. When I 
drive the car slowly through a different neighborhood, 10 year 
old boys stop and look at the car with a slack jawed stare. 
They’ve never seen anything like it. They don’t know what it is. 
All they know is that it is big, red and shiny, and they like it. 

Young women, that ordinarily ignore me, talk to me about the 
car. I am sure, that since I am a white haired grand father type, 
they feel safe talking to that kind of stranger.  

I was at the hardware store one summer afternoon in my 
convertible with the top down. When I returned to my car there 
was a woman admiring it. She was about 10 years older than me 
and was well dressed and her hair was freshly done. She 
appeared well kept and most certainly prosperous. We started to 
talk about the car and I asked her if her husband or father had 
one like it. She indignantly replied that she had one like it and it 
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CHAPTER EIGHT 

RETURN OF THE `53 CONVERTIBLE  
 
In early 1996, Nancy and I were working on our 40th high 
school reunion. The memories of my `53 Chevy convertible had 
never left my mind. I had sold it for $500 thirty five years 
previous and regretted it ever since. It was emblematic of my 
youth and I wanted it back, my youth and the car. Well, the 
youth was never coming back, but I could have the car.  

Just before Super Sunday, I advertised in Hemmings Motor 
News. Wanted: red `53 Chevrolet Bel Air convertible with a 
manual transmission. I received 3 responses immediately. One 
came during the game on Super Sunday. I presume that he was 
not a football fan. I asked for and received pictures on 2 of 
them. One of them in Rock Hill, S. C. had the white top that I 
preferred. It also had more chrome trim. I made arrangements to 
go and see it.  

When the garage door was opened, I was thrilled at its beauty. It 
was better than the original one. I had to have it. I looked 
underneath to see if it had the holes cut in the frame to 
accommodate dual exhaust I had installed in the original car. It 
was not the same car, but I still wanted it. The Chevy had spent 
most of its life near Chattanooga Tennessee. The present owner 
had bought it about ten years previously and restored it. He was 
the second owner and I am the third.  

He was selling it to use the money to send his son to Bible 
College. The car had cob webs on it from lack of use. It was not 
uncared for. It was in a garage and otherwise sparkling clean. It 
was time for him to sell; he was not playing with his toys. It 
needed to come to me so that I could play with it. 

We negotiated the price, $16,000, and I went home to arrange 
the transfer of the money. The simplest and quickest way was to 
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transmission to eliminate the transmission problem. These 
modifications never happened since the era of the GMC was 
over. It was scrapped in `56. 

It was a great summer full of adventure. 

 
NEKI HOKEY, MAY 7, 1955
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CHAPTER FOUR 

THE DRY SEASON 
After high school, engineering school, starting a career and 
becoming a father intervened and nothing much automotive 
occurred. I of course had a number of cars. I had the original `53 
Chevy through college.  

I have never been poor. I have always had enough to eat, good 
clothing and a nice place to live. However when one is young, 
money is tight. Although youth doesn’t know it at the time, that 
is acceptable. You are young and there is time to overcome 
almost anything and make your fortune. I attended engineering 
school at Virginia. Tech. Batteries always fail on me during the 
first cold days of winter. The six volt battery in those cars was 
barely sufficient to start the car when new. They were totally 
inadequate when three years old and cold. To overcome this 
problem, I parked my Chevy at the top of a hill near my 
apartment house and used gravity to start my engine. The major 
problem with this procedure was to get the spot at the top of the 
hill, since several others were having the same problem.   

Nancy needed to know how to drive. I tried to teach her but 
there was a problem with the clutch and manual transmission. 
As I said before, she is petite, 5’-3” tall. She could not reach the 
clutch and look over her shoulder as required to pass the 
dreaded parallel parking exam. I knew how difficult that was 
having failed it once myself. I bolted 3” wooden blocks to the 
brake and clutch pedals in an attempt to solve the problem. It 
was to no avail. She could drive straight ahead, but couldn’t 
back up.  

In 1961 the Chevy was showing its’ age and needed to be 
replaced. We bought a used 1960 Ford Falcon. The Falcon was 
smaller; and although it had a manual transmission, Nancy 
could drive it. More importantly, she could parallel park it and 
be licensed. She was liberated for a brief moment until the 
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Nancy as Homecoming Queen 

 

85 Ford Mustang 
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CHAPTER SEVEN 

MID LIFE CRISIS 

In the fall of 1984, I was 47 years old. The age at which some 
men have a mid life crisis and trade in their wives for a younger, 
blonder woman. I still loved my high school sweetheart and 
home coming queen, and I wanted to keep her. I decided that 
my mid life crisis would take the form of buying a silly car. 
Chip had long since taken over the GTO, and I wanted a high 
performance car. I did some research and determined that the 
most bang for the buck came in the form of a Mustang GT. Not 
only did I want a high performance car, I wanted it to be a 
convertible. Not only did I want a convertible, but a red one.  

There was a lot improvement in the years between 1967 and 
1985. The Mustang GT got about 24 m.p.g. as opposed to 15 
m.p.g. for the GTO. Also , with unleaded fuel, I was able to get 
over 90,000 miles off a set of spark plugs, The Mustang GT had 
as much performance as the GTO, and was much more efficient. 
The Mustang GT came with a 5 speed manual transmission that 
is still running without a rebuild at 150,000 miles. 

I never took the Mustang to the drag strip, so I don’t have any 
times for it. From the drivers seat it feels just as fast as the GTO. 
The Mustang has about 150,000 miles on it now. It has been 
garage kept all its’ life. I have had it repainted, new top and new 
interior. The engine was still running at 140,000 miles, but it 
was a little tired. I had it rebuilt. I am certain that I have more 
invested in it than it is worth. I am going to keep it so I am not 
concerned about getting my investment out of it. My children 
will have to deal with it as a part of my estate. 

I am still glad that I bought a silly car instead of a younger 
blonder wife. From a pragmatic stand point, it was a lot cheaper; 
and I still love my homecoming queen. 
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babies arrived in 1962. For a while at work, I had the smallest 
dog, smallest car and smallest wife. 

When I saw someone else driving my Chevy, I regretted selling 
it immediately. It had to be done; it was worn out. It would be 
35 years before I would alleviate that pain. I am getting ahead of 
myself. That is a story for a later time. 

 

Lewis in Falcon, 1961
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CHAPTER FIVE 

THE GTO 

In late 66, I bought a new` 67 Pontiac GTO.  I wanted it to have 
a front bench seat and a column shift automatic transmission. 
No center console was required so that we could place a baby 
seat on the front seat between Mom and Dad.  No bucket seats 
and center console was unusual for a GTO and therefore a 
special order was required.  Although I wanted a hot car, I was 
also a family man with two small children and needed family 
transportation. The GTO was also used for family vacations.  
Mom and Dad sat up front and Chip and Julie in the back. When 
traveling to keep the children apart, the piping down the middle 
of the seat was used as a dividing line between the children. 
Chip would push his finger to the dividing line and taunt his 
sister.  Finally when Chip looked out of his sisters’ window, 
Julie complained to her mother. “Mom!!, Chip is looking out of 
my window.”  

Nancy was oblivious to the performance capabilities of the 
GTO. She did notice that she reached the grocery store faster.  
Except for a few stop light duels, the GTO spent its’ first 13 
years as a grocery getter.   
Someone asked me, what kind of gas mileage did it get? I 
replied, “I don’t know. When it’s empty, I fill lit up.” Gas was 
then 30 to 35 cent a gallon, mileage didn’t matter. The late 60s 
were the best times economically for me. In that time, I bought 
the GTO, a second car for Nancy, a new house, new furniture 
for the house and took vacation trips. On $20,000 a year, I had 
the buying capacity of $200,000 in 2007 dollars. I was able to 
do all this with Nancy being a stay at home mother. I was 30 
years old with two perfect children and a beautiful wife. Life 
does not get any better than that. 
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Grandfather creating a red neck grandson 

 

RED NECK PHILOSOPHERS 

WATER COLOR BY NANCY BELL BRIDGES, 2008
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`55 Chevrolet 

 

Bare Foot Julie as a Red Neck Girl on the Green Mule 

“Red Neck Girl Likes to Cruise in Her Daddy’s Pick Up Truck” 

Red Neck Girl, Bellamy Brothers, 1982 
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When Chip was very young, He made motor sounds as he drove 
his toy cars about. He was a gearhead from the very beginning. I 
suspect that I was very much the same in my early youth. When 
he was three years old, in 1968, Chip was photographed beside 
the GTO in his Easter suit with a church envelope in his pocket.  
Many years later when Chip was an adult, a friend asked, when 
looking at the picture, “what is in your pocket?” Chip’s reply 
was “the title to the GTO”. When he was 5, he was riding with 
his mother during an ice storm. His mother turned a corner and 
did a 360-degree turn in the middle of the road. Chips response 
as he slid across the rear bench seat was  “can we do that 
again?”  Shortly thereafter he asked his mother to save the GTO 
for him. 

In the fall of 78, Julie was 16 years old and had her driver’s 
license.  Chip was only 13 years old and could not drive.  One 
night, Friday the thirteenth, less than a month after getting her 
license, Julie got permission to drive the GTO to visit one of her 
friends. She had to cross over a busy four-lane road at the end of 
our street. It was dark, there was no traffic light, and a 
Christmas tree lot had lots of confusing lights at the intersection. 
Julie stopped and then drove through the intersection and was 
struck in the right rear by a car that drove the left rear of the 
GTO into a new Lincoln stopped at the other side of the 
intersection.  Three cars were destroyed. Fortunately Julie was 
only bruised and frightened. We were informed that Julie was in 
an accident and rushed to the scene. Chip was concerned about 
Julie. However when he discovered that she was alright, his 
attention quickly turned to the GTO.  Julie had destroyed the car 
I had promised to him. I told him that it was insured and, if it 
was possible, I would have it fixed.  

I was able to find a reputable body shop that would replace the 
entire rear clip for the insurance settlement.  The only rear clip I 
could find nearby on short notice was from a `66 GTO.  So our 
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GTO became a hybrid `66/`67.  The accident had the benefit of 
replacing the paint job I had put on the car the previous spring.  

In the spring of `81, Chip became 16 years old, got his driver’s 
license and started to drive. One evening, Nancy and I had been 
out. When we returned, Chip was laying on the couch. Nancy, 
being his mother, noticed that he was pale and somewhat 
agitated. I was oblivious to the scene. She questioned him 
concerning what was wrong. He took her to the garage and 
showed her the GTO with a missing door. She asked, “what 
happened to the door”?  He said “do you want to see it. It’s in 
the trunk.” He had taken a corner too fast and slid into a 
telephone pole. 

The very next day, Chip and a gearhead friend went to the auto 
scrap yard, got a door and installed it. At 16, he cleaned up his 
own mess. He fixed the problem without any involvement either 
physically or financially from me.  

Parents are always concerned when their children start to drive.  
With good reason, as was evidenced by Julie’s accident.  I was 
turning a 16-year-old boy, with hormones surging through his 
body, loose with a high-powered automobile.  He was very 
much interested in the fact that the car was fast. To satisfy his 
interest in speed and to allow me to relive my youthful 
experiences, we went drag racing.  

We did our racing on a sanctioned track and not on the street. 
Street racing was what I wanted Chip to avoid. I hoped that if he 
got all that he wanted on the track, street racing would be 
minimized if not eliminated.  I was not foolish enough to think 
that there would not be stop light duels since I could be tempted 
myself on occasion.  It was those long quarter mile, top end, and 
dangerous encounters on the street that I wanted him to avoid.  
He survived his teen-aged years with that car and I suppose I 
was successful. I never pressed him for too many details on his 
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`50 Chevrolet 

 

`50 Ford 
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painted. Nancy was reluctant to ride in it because she said it was 
so ugly. The 235 cubic inch 6 cylinder engine did not have 
enough power to tow the race car that I now had. I realized that 
the 12 year restoration project was never going to be finished. 

I was cruising through ebay when I saw a `55 Chevy pick up. It 
was red and beautiful with a 350 cubic inch engine and a 700R4 
automatic overdrive transmission. I showed the pictures to 
Nancy. She liked it if I would sell the ugly Chevy. I agreed and 
placed a bid I was the high bidder at $16,000. I talked to the 
owner and got some additional pictures and information. The 
vehicle was being sold through a dealer and I felt that it was as 
represented. I bought it sight unseen and arranged for it to be 
delivered. 

When it arrived the car carrier said that he was Santa Claus 
delivering presents in August. He was very helpful in unloading 
it and getting it started. He hung around for a while to socialize. 
The truck was better than I anticipated. It was truly a rust free 
truck. The rust had not been repaired, there was none.  

I advertised the `50 Chevy for sale asking $4,000. Two guys 
came by and offered me less. I passed. The second of the two 
guys came back and had the asking price in cash. About a month 
later, I saw him at an antique car show and asked him about the 
`50 Chevy. He told me he had flipped it at the Charlotte show 
for $5,200. I soothed myself by saying that if I had been willing, 
I could have hauled it to Charlotte and done the same thing.  

I had a trailer hitch, trailer brake and transmission cooler 
installed on the `55 and use it for towing my race car trailer. 
Since I am only 70 years old at this writing, hopefully there will 
be other pick up trucks in my future. 
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activities. Sometimes a parent does not want to know every 
thing.  He survived without any serous traffic tickets that I know 
of and no serious accidents.   

We started racing in the summer of `80. This was before Chip 
could drive so I did all the driving. We were bracket racing in 
the 14 to 16 second ¼ mile bracket and were running in the low 
14s.  When I ordered the car, I was ignorant of the benefit of a 
limited slip differential and therefore the car did not have one.  
Our first improvement was the installation of a limited slip, 10 
bolt, 3.90:1 ratio rear end.  We bought it for $50, drum to drum, 
which was a good price even in 1980. 

By 1981, Chip was driving and installed mag wheels and big 
tires that required some air shocks to get fender clearance. I 
believe these modifications got us into the 12 to 14 second 
bracket. Later that fall, Chip and I talked about installing a 
camshaft that would increase the cars performance. At this point 
I must admit that I was merely using Chip as an excuse to do 
what I wanted to do.  

Chip and I selected the cam, new timing gear, and chain from a 
catalogue. It was to be his Christmas gift. During the 
Thanksgiving holiday, the old timing gear broke and the car was 
disabled.  Chip was sitting around with a long face because his 
car was disabled.  We had the solution all wrapped up for 
Christmas.  Well, Christmas came early that year and we spent 
the rest of the Thanksgiving holiday installing the camshaft, 
timing gear and chain.  Also a part of that Christmas was a 
larger c.f.m. Holley Carburetor. 

About the same time, I installed a shift kit to make the 
transmission shift quicker. When we returned to the track in the 
spring of 81 we had reduced our time to the high 13s. We kept 
experimenting with hotter spark plugs, aviation gas, unbolting 
the mufflers until we got it to the mid 13s and a top speed of 
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over 102 mph.  It was a lot of fun and we got to where we could 
win our bracket on occasion and won some money. What we 
won was not nearly as much as we spent, but over $100 on 
occasion. 

With the low restriction mufflers we installed on the car, it was 
loud.  The noise did not bother his mother since she could stand 
on the front porch, listen and know where her son was.  The 
neighbors complained when his friends and their cars did burn 
outs in the middle of the night and left streaks of rubber on the 
road in front of our house. Some of our snooty neighbors 
thought Chip should clean up the tire marks. 

Chip befriended a professional painter that was building a street 
rod. The rod needed to be completely wired from the headlights, 
to the engine, to the instrument panel, to the tail lights. Chip did 
it all in trade for an excellent paint job for the GTO. 

We continued racing until the time Chip was driving at Creeds 
and the shaft on the pinion broke. Since we did not have a loop 
around the drive shaft, it hit the ground and broke the case of the 
transmission. We suffered complete drive train destruction from 
the engine back.  The pain and expense of that experience made 
drag racing lose its’ appeal for Chip. We never went again.  

However, the memories are good and it was something that a 
father and son could do together. Many, if not most, fathers do 
not have any common interests with their sons. Automobiles are 
a common interest that Chip and I still share. When Chip 
graduated from college, as an electrical engineer and was 
independent, I gave him the title to the GTO.  From a practical 
standpoint, it had been his since he was 16 years old. He used 
his own money to maintain and repair it.  After the Christmas 
present, I never put any money in it.   

As of 2007, Chip still has the GTO. It has been further improved 
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their fathers/grand fathers and I like being associated with those 
memories.  

In the summer of `93, I went with a friend and neighbor to look 
at a `49 Chevy pick up that he wanted to buy. While there, I 
noticed a `50 Chevy pick up. I inquired and it was for sale for 
$500. It was not running but it was all there. It had been a farm 
truck and had been kept in a barn. It was remarkably rust free�
for a 43 year old truck that had spent its’ life in the Tidewater 
area.  

Nancy was away on her annual art trip and I bought it. When I 
told Nancy about it, she was furious. What did I need with 
another truck when I already had a truck? Well of course, I 
didn’t need another truck. I wanted another truck. I told her it 
was for parts for my neighbors’ truck. That was a lie. It was too 
good for parts. Men tell women what they want to hear in order 
to get what they want. I did lots of work on the 50 Chevy and 
got it running. It was a better truck than the Ford and in the 
spring of 2003 I sold the Ford for $4,000. 

Before the deal was consummated, the buyer saw Nancy’s 
picture of it with me and two neighbors. He said it was a deal if 
I would throw in the picture. I did and caught a lot of flak from 
Nancy for giving away her picture. She forgave me and 
recreated the picture from her photos and sketches. You can see 
it at the end of this chapter. 

 It was hard to end a 25 year relationship, even if the 
relationship is with an inanimate object. Many say that the one 
with the most toys when he dies wins. I say that one can have 
too many toys. If you don’t play with or maintain your toys, you 
have too many and it is time for someone else to play with them. 

By the summer of 2005 the `50 Chevy was in good running 
order but still needed lots of body work in order for it to be 
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day, I told Nancy of the event. I said that I must still be highly 
regarded by young women since I could attract their attention. 
Nancy burst my bubble by saying “Lewis, they thought you 
were Chip.” 

����

In 1980, my daughter Julie graduated from high school and 
started college. She was a day student and needed 
transportation. At the time we had a `72 Chevrolet Nova. It was 
white, a 4-door and was named the “White Toad.” The floor 
boards became covered with Julie’s litter. It was a mess. It 
reminded me of my father-in-law’s car, a 1950 Hudson. 
Hudsons of that era were known for having to step over the door 
sill and down into the car. The floor boards were lower than the 
door sills. This was not the case in my father-in-laws Hudson. 
His floor was level with the sill. He was a building contractor 
and had to visit muddy construction sites. The mud from his 
shoes and the rolls of drawings for the projects that were laying 
on the floor raised the floor level to the door sills. Julie’s car 
was the same.  

I don’t tell these stories about my father-in-law and daughter to 
ridicule them. I love them both. My father-in-law was good to 
me and my daughter gave me two wonderful grand children. 
She is also on the faculty of that university to which she traveled 
with litter under her feet. 

oO0 

I have had a number of women talk to me about my old pick up 
trucks. Alas, the conversations usually start with “my 
father/grand father had a pick up truck just like that.” I don’t 
think they were hitting on me, since I was put in the father/grand 
father category. Those women must have fond memories of 
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with front disc brakes, improved suspension and tri-power 
carburetors. At 40 years of age, the GTO lives in comfort in 
Phoenix Arizona. 

 

The GTO in the desert 

“I want to sleep with you in the desert tonight with a million 
stars all around”, Peaceful Easy Feeling, Eagles, 1971 

 

Chip with the title to the GTO in his pocket 
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CHIP ROMANCING THE GOAT 

WATER COLOR BY NANCY BELL BRIDGES, 1993
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CHAPTER SIX 

PICK UP TRUCKS 

In the fall of 1978, I bought a 1950 Ford F1 pick up truck. It was 
initially green and we named it “The Green Mule”. I justified it 
to Nancy by saying that I could use it in my surveying business 
and could depreciate it for business purposes. It was only $1200 
and I had the cash in my business account. It had the usual rust 
in the usual places and I bought an electric welder to begin 
repairs.  

The transmission cover on the cab floor was rusted beyond 
repair. In those days, there were still a few `48 – `52 Ford pick 
ups in the local scrap yards and I was able to find some parts. 
However, none of them had a transmission cover that was better 
than the one I already had. I saw an ad in one of my antique car 
publications for a scrap yard in Missoula, Montana. I called the 
number and inquired about the cover. Yes, they had one and the 
price was reasonable. It was about $25 plus shipping as I recall. 
I gave them my credit card number and bought it.  

This occurred about Thanksgiving. When Christmas came and 
my cover had not arrived, I began to be concerned and called the 
scrap yard. The person at the yard acknowledged my order and 
yes they had my cover. It was still on the truck in the yard. They 
explained that it was 20 below zero in Missoula Montana and 
they could not get to the truck to get it. I checked the weather in 
Missoula that night and indeed it was 20 below zero. My cover 
arrived sometime in the spring. It had absolutely no rust and was 
like new. 

Chip often drove the pick up truck when the GTO needed repair 
or to haul things. Often he drove it to high school. One day, I 
was driving by Chip’s high school, when several teenaged girls 
honked their horn at me and waved as they drove by. Later that 


