                            CLASSIC CARS 
                                       No Regrets                          
A buddy started bugging me a couple days ago by harping on the many pricey things that he could get 

Were he to have the funds that I could raise should I decide to take some fella’s offer for my ‘54 Corvette!
“Mark,” he said, “ain’t nothin’ wrong with likin’ older cars, but don’t you think the type you buy are just a bit jurassic? 

Can’t believe you morons actually drive them dinosaurs!   What, to me’s, a ‘money pit’… you weirdos call - a ‘classic’!”
“Listen, Jack,” I fired back, “it’s true - they get expensive - but, dang it, it’s my money, and for every dime I’ve spent 

Many hours of fun were had, so, what I’ve gotten back’s a dollar’s worth of happiness 

for every single cent!
Of course you’re not the only one who thinks they’re wastes of money, but I can guarantee you, you’re a fool to call us dumb. 

Reasons people buy them, and maintain them like they do, make a lot of sense to us, and let me tell you some.
Taking off on weekends for a two or three day cruise, slipping in to tiny towns where little quaint cafés
Always serve the kinds of meals that make us glad we stopped is how we often - if we’re lucky - start and end our days.
Taking in attractions that are listed on our maps… plus finding ones that locals claim 

we "really need to see"…

Keeps us fairly occupied, and most of what we do isn’t real expensive, and the views, 
of course, are free.
Some of us buy souvenirs… a cap - a mug - a T-shirt… and most of us take pictures to encapsulate the fun.

We work at filling every day with things we love to do, and tend to visit dairy queens to cap off what we’ve done.
Mem’ries come with lots of things we do throughout our lives, and me and Con are absolutely tickled pink with ours. 

Especially those that came with all the friends we’ve made because we spent the time and money that we did to use our cars.
My wife and I, you see, are both convinced that what it takes to keep them running well, despite the often hefty debts,                                                                                             Isn’t going to make us stop… it’s simply too much fun… and after all these friend-filled-years… we harbor no regrets.

                                Cruisin’ Is Therapeutic

By never going cruising in a shined up, timeless classic… sticking to the back roads on a balmy afternoon… 

You’ve missed an opportunity my wife and I - all winter - feel is one that, like the spring, cannot return too soon.

We’ve logged a lot of miles with friends who drive these types of cars... making, as we drove, a lot of unexpected stops. 

We seek out points of interest that are off the beaten track, and pick up little knick-knacks here and there at friendly shops.

We rarely skip a dairy queen, and eat a lot of burgers, avoiding franchise places as we drift from town to town.

Trust me it’s a lot o’ fun to “cruise” around the countryside, with favorite tunes a-playin’ loud and all the windows down.

The feeling is remarkable.   A very special freedom, and those of you who’ve done it I am certain will agree...

When the stress of life is great, just - take ‘er for a spin - ‘cause cruisin’… for at least a little while… can set you free!
                      Classic Cars Should Not Be Caged
Just the other day I read an article explaining 

                   that men were working hard on making what became the “car”

Back in 1335, and I was just astonished 

to learn the race to do so actually started back that far.
A windmill's fan was meant to move it - diagrams depict it - 

and though it said it wasn’t built - it’s likely someone tried.

I hope it had some sort of clutch to disengage the mill 

when winds got super gusty --- and an ox --- for when it died.
Today the cars do not rely on wind to make them go, 

but with the price of fuel the way it is, I wish they did.

And I am quite amazed when I consider just how much 

cars have changed between today and when I was a kid. 
And as the “car” was modernized - evolving through the years -

A breed of connoisseur arose that clings to… what once was.

He or she appreciates the warm, nostalgic beauty 

of models from the “good old days”… so this is what he does. 
He finds a car he really likes, and - if he can - he buys it,

Then makes it look the way that he prefers, despite the cost. 

In almost every instance - with a total restoration -

Some of what’s invested in the project may be lost.
Others leave them as they’re found, and merely wipe them down.

Rarely driven all that far, they’re touted as… “survivors.”

Many more upgrade them to the point where - if they choose to -

They can safely take them on a trip.    These are -- the “drivers.”
Some will make them perfect, but then never actually drive them!

These are what are often called, by many… “trailer queens.”

But others… and this puzzles me… just stash them out of sight -
Despite the fact they’re drivable!       I call these… “never-seens.”
                   Now I can surely understand, and handle, folks protecting

Cars they have a fortune in.   I see their point of view.

And leaving them as found is really great for car museums,

        and I am actually grateful that a few collectors do. 
And changing what is needed so a car can run the highways

Safely and dependably makes lots of sense to me.

But any man who buys a classic car, then never drives it…

Who locks it up inside a cage, and will not set it free…
Clips the wings of something that I see as “meant to move,”

And heartlessly denies his car the thing on which it thrives!
The road.   That’s right... the road.   And I say every classic

Owned by each offender that he never, ever drives
Ought to be abducted from its dungeon, and then sold,

Ending up with someone who can understand the breed.

Someone that will share the culture oozing from its fenders… 

Anxious to provide them with the kinds of things they need.  
Classics should be driven - or displayed in fine museums -

So, if you’ve got one stashed away that few will ever see,

Please consider selling it!    They thrive on admiration!
Locked away in solitude’s the worst place they can be! 
Speculators buy them and -- protecting their investments --

Stuff them into buildings with the hopeful expectation 

That what they’re worth will rise with time -- as many often do --

Offering them -- if things go right -- a hedge against inflation!
But even if I lose some dough, I hope this tactic backfires,

And every classic car that’s “stored” - the ones that none will see -

Sells to someone like myself, who feels they should be driven,
                   And winds up in the hands of someone sure to --- set it free. 
                  Older Women Are a Bit Like Classic Cars       
                       Old cliche's are handy - when it comes to cars and people -

Especially when it comes to older gals…

And here are some that I would use if talkin’ 'bout my wife…

Explaining what she’s like, to say… her pals:
“Her body’s not the greatest, and her chassis’s lookin’ rough.

Her bumpers, front an’ rear, now sag a bit.

She’s not the ride she used to be - those days are gone forever -

Which makes it pretty hard to give a… darn!”
It’s hard to get her going in the mornings… all year long,

Regardless if it’s hot or if it’s cold,

And even after warming up, she’s got this little dead-spot…

Another obvious sign she’s gotten old.
She overheats a lot these days, (still goin’ through - 'the change'),

She’ll usually blow off steam ‘bout once a week.

And if we’re out there cruising, and I wait too long to stop - 

'Bout every other time… she’ll spring a leak!
Because of what you’d need to spend to bring her up to snuff -

There ain’t no way to justify the cost,

But one thing I can tell you’s workin’ well -  but’s often loud - 

Is… after eatin’ tacos… her exhaust!
Ain’t no way in hell I’ll ever find a fool who’d buy her,

Hell… salvage yards ‘d prob’ly turn her down!
Guess I’ll have to try to keep her runnin’ best I can
                   ‘Cause, now and then -- she’s nice to have around!
                    Doppler Radar Killed Our Classic Car
The weatherman had guaranteed the week that lay ahead would be comprised of seven ‘top-down’ days,

So - even though we knew that placing money on a weatherman‘s a foolish bet that 

almost never pays -
We washed and waxed our 1955 Bel Air convertible, expecting several days of cloudless skies.

But ‘round a hundred miles out we would be reminded of just how often “Doppler Radar” lies!
We, and several other couples - most of us in rag-tops - collectively were heading toward our goal,

When slowly, all around us, we would see the sky turn gray, and hear the distant thunder softly roll.
Having planned on doing it for more than seven months, we couldn’t bring ourselves to turn around.

Me and Con, at least, would keep an optimistic outlook, and tried to mask the far off rumbling sound
By crankin' up our music near as loud as it would go... which calmed us down a bit 
until the lightning
Started striking everywhere, which, understandably… had us -- as our fear was quickly heightening,
Contemplating pulling over, which we fin’ly did, so those who thought they should could raise their tops.

This is how it’s done, you see… whenever someone needs to… the call goes out and -- everybody stops. 
Always traveling back-roads when we could, the only option we had for pulling off was not the best,

But me an' Con were in the lead so it was up to us to find the wisest place to take a rest.  

A field gate sitting open seemed the perfect invitation, and I told Connie, “I’ll just pull 

in here.”

Luckily the others were a tiny bit behind us, and got to see our tailpipes disappear 
As down into a giant pool of mud our axle sank.  The fender skirts were promptly filled with sludge!

In less than sixty seconds we were buried to our door-sills, and - hard as I would try - we couldn’t budge!
Eldon Sidwell ran to where the field was high and dry, and crossed the fence to ask what he could do.

“Gettin’ awful dark,” he quipped, “an’ yer stuck pretty good… I’d put up my top now if I 

was you!” 
Very good advice, I thought, so that’s just what I did.  I rolled the windows up and raised the top,

As someone in the crowd roared out... “Ya' should 've kept on goin'!    What a super- stupid place to stop!”
The friends that we were traveling with - aligned along the roadside - had gathered near to watch us as we tried

To slip and slide our Chevy back and forth in hopes of freeing her, when - adding to our grief - the motor died!
I couldn’t get it started - and the doors were now pinned closed - so down the windows went so we could bail. 

And couldn’t ‘ve been but 60 seconds later and - you guessed it - the whole damn group was bombed by - that’s right… hail!
We held our hands atop our heads to fend off falling ice-balls, but nothing we could do could stop the pain.

Con and I were balling as we watched our car get butchered, and - windows down… the inside fill with rain!
“Eldon,” I exploded, as I pointed toward a farmhouse, “almost every farmer has a truck.

What we need’s a four-wheel drive - or tractor - and a chain, to gently pull our baby from this ‘muck’!” 

“Got ya’ covered,” Eldon promised... “I’ll go find the farmer... but what we’re actually needing is a rope.

A chain ‘ll scratch your bumper up,” then added, like a jerk… “I can’t believe you did this... what a dope!”
I waded through the pond of slop then crawled inside the car to roll the windows up on either side,

Grabbed us each a jacket and a couple cans of pop - then waded back on out to watch 

our ‘ride’
Forcing giant bubbles from the slime that it was drowning in, as down it further sank 

into the mire,

Slowly, yes… but surely - ‘til the grill was nearly under, and you could barely see the 

car’s front tire!
Just before the headlights disappeared was where it halted - as did - at last - the hail...
thank God for that!
Close to 30 minutes later… crawlin' down the road… came Eldon - and a farmer…
on a 'CAT'!
“This’ll git yer Chevy out,” he hollered as the farmer, who'd entered through a gate just 

up the hill,

Turned around and started backin' up toward where we stood.   I hollered back, “You’re right... I’m sure it will!”
The farmer stood and shook his head, then - handing me a rope - said, “Son… you’ll have to dig to tie ‘er on!”

Meanwhile all our fellow cruisers stood there snappin' pictures, amazed by just how far the car had gone
Down into the gurgling mud, and some were actually filming, as I continued wading toward the car.
Waist-high when I got there, I could see there was no way I’d ever reach the stabilizer bar.
Nervously I wrapped the rope around the car’s front bumper by dropping to my knees into the goop,

Then, weaving it behind the center, one inch at a time, I fin’ly pulled it through and made 

a loop. 
Reaching down to find the other end I was reminded of just how deep the car and I were in.                                                                                                                              

The only part of my physique that wasn’t caked with mud was - as their photos proved - above my chin! 
The farmer backed the dozer up then grabbed the other end and wove it through a 3-inch iron bar

Welded to its axle, then said... “Mister - if we do this - regardless of what happens to your car...
“I am not responsible!    On this you must agree!”     

“I do agree,” I snarled...“now pull ‘er out!”   

I knew I’d tied the rope off well and -- checking out the dozer -- I saw the iron bar was super stout.
The rope was of the sort that wreckers use for pullin' semis so I was more than sure the ploy would work,

But once the slack was taken up the farmer tapped the throttle a bit too hard… which made the dozer jerk 
Just a bit more sudden than the iron bar could handle, which broke its weld and sent it through the air,

Streakin' like a missile, which would penetrate the windshield of what had been our pride an’ joy Bel Air!
Ballin' like a baby now, I gathered up the rope and walked it back to where the dozer stood. 

“Toss that hunk of iron in that box,” the farmer barked… “then tie the rope around the hitch real good!”  

Despite my tears I did as I was told and tied it tight, wanting to believe the time had come

When things would start to go my way.   This nightmare had to end!    But, call me jinxed, or even call me dumb,

'Cause, though the dozer’s power easily worked to free the car - because it had to pull so long and hard -

By the time the car was freed our bumper could have passed for what - on a train - they call - a 'cattle guard'!
I fought the knots to free the car then tossed the rope aside, as what had been our “show car” sat an' dripped -

While all our friends kept snappin' shots, I stood there - all but numb - when, strolling up, the farmer actually quipped,

“That’ll be a hundred bucks… and cash is all I’ll take!”    I stood, surveying all that had transpired --

As heartless fellow cruisers would immortalize the visage in which our always-trophied- car was mired!

I counted out the hundred bucks, screaming like a banshee, then me an' Connie very carefully crawled

Back into the car to find the floorboard thick with mud!     I tried to stay composed, as Connie bawled!   

The roof - the hood - and trunk lid had been savaged by the hailstones!   The windshield blown to bits… the seats were soaked! 

“Got yourself a trophy-winning ‘rat rod’ now, I’d say,” some jack-ass, picture-taking- weasel joked!
A frog was in the glove box -- the bumper, as I mentioned -- because of what we’d tried -- severely bent. 

A pile of hail was floating in the water on the dash where the farmer's iron bar had left a dent! 

“This field was heavily fertilized,” the farmer added coldly… “I’d wash this car at once 

if I were you!”

I hate to have to tell you this, but - caustic as it is… your gonna have to paint it ‘fore yer through!”

After telling all our friends to - “go ahead without us”… (the only thing that made a lick o’ sense)…

And after we’d accepted that the car was shot to hell - with bends an' holes an' cuts an' stains an' dents…

We actually stunned that farmer with a most bizarre request.    We offered him an extra hundred bucks

To - deepen where the car had been… shove the frickin’ corpse back in - then haul a bunch o’ dirt in with his trucks 

And level off this giant hole - where storms create this pond - and bury what we clearly knew had died!
Now --- knowing that my wife and I would not have lost our car if Doppler Radar hadn’t outright lied -

Along with all the others who had damage from the storm - the same as what our Chevy had received -

Everyone agreed that we should get ourselves a lawyer, and felt... because of how we’d been deceived…

Channel 4 should take the blame for every single hail dent that every single classic had sustained!
Naturally, we wouldn’t have sued had all we’d been subjected to were fairly gusty winds and minor rain,

But luring out the folks who count on really super weather for cruising with their “bull-shit” isn’t right,

And having watched our ‘55 be actually - 'stormed to death'… then buried in a field… 

is not a sight

We hope to ever see again.   And we feel restitution - by Channel 4 - for what we lost is fair,

‘Cause far as we’re concerned our car was killed by Doppler Radar... and all those jerks who use it… just - don’t - care!
                               Embellishing                   
Just a couple days ago I told my old bud, Jimmy, “Jim… our ‘57 Chevrolet

Ran a little warm last week while me and Con were driving back from seeing friends in 

west L.A.

“It made it through the mountains like a champ, but in the desert, ‘round ‘bout noon, it started runnin’ hot. 

The engine started knocking, so I started driving slower, but as I did… the noisier it got!

“Fin’ly - just to play it safe - I pulled off on the shoulder, and shut the motor off - to let ‘er cool.

I like to think I’m handy when it comes to fixing things and, when it comes to autos - as a rule -

“Anything I need to do to keep an engine going isn’t all that tough to figure out.

But when you’ve overheated - and you’re stranded in a desert - there’s really nothing you can do about

“Pulling off the highway  (so your motor doesn’t blow),  so I was only doing what I should.

And I remember Connie saying, ‘Let’s just call a wrecker,’  as I slid out the door to lift the hood.”

And THAT, my friend, I swear to God, is all I actually told him… telling him we’d let the motor cool, 

Then wound up cruisin’ down the road in barely half an hour… and did it all without a single tool!
Now radiators - as a rule - aren't dangerous when they're cold… but… when they're hot - they look the very same…

So wishful thinkin’ tempted me to see how hot it was… and what I tried to do was pretty lame!
I gave the cap a partial twist - expecting steam and pressure - but went too far, and - out the water shot!
It looked like Mount Vesuvius for 6 or 7 seconds as I screamed --- “Oh, my God… that’s frickin’ HOT!”

A quick retreat had saved my arms and face from being scalded, but suddenly, a burning in my hand
Had me yelling “Holy crap” and once I’d dropped the cap, I found that I could actually read the brand 

Within my PALM.  Yes… clear as hell… embossed upon my skin  -  reading in reverse, 

in fiery red…

Even through my teary eyes I instantly deciphered exactly what those throbbing letters said!
“AC Delco -- ENGINE COOLANT,” ran from side to side, and at the bottom… “NEVER OPEN HOT!”

Jumping out to see why I was screeching, Connie witnessed the backward reading injury I’d just got!
“Serves you right, you stupid fool,” she coldly started razzing.  “You should have stopped when we were losing power.

Now we’ll have to have it towed… and --- you’re a 'branded man'… “I only hope that I can find a tower.
“Wrap your hand around a can of Pepsi - from the cooler.  I doubt if you can shift… your 
hand’s a mess!”

“Your not gonna to tell the fellas, are ya’, Hon?” I asked.    “Of course I am, ya' dork,” she snapped… 'UNLESS'…
“Unless what?” I shuttered.    I could feel the hustle coming.   I knew the price I’d pay for my mistake

Was going to be a whole lot more than just a mangled hand  --  the way it is for every one I make!
Connie knows how hard us guys will strive to keep our buddies from learning of the dumber things we do,

So every time I screw up something really, really bad… she’ll always looks for ways to... turn the screw!
Keeping what I’d done a secret:   turning off that cap - and getting burned so bad it made me cry -

Cost me seven evening gowns and twenty pairs of shoes just to get that ornery skag to lie!
Along with:    how I’d fried my hand  (by spinning off the cap to see if it was hot enough 

to blow),

She also took an oath to never mention - to my friends - we’d had to call a wrecker for a tow. 
Satisfied the incident was mine to recollect in terms I knew would paint me less the fool…

Telling Jim about it, I’d made sure to end the tale at where I'd pulled ‘er off the road to cool!
But this is where the story gets a tiny bit peculiar… and offers proof of how they tend to grow!
All I’d told my buddy, Jim, were just the basic facts - and only ones I wanted friends to know -

But turned out I’d ‘ve definitely been a whole lot better off to wait until the gang had gathered ‘round,
Then told them - all at once - about our troubles on the trip… and tell it like I wanted it 

to sound.
That way - Connie’s ugly version never could have surfaced.   Extortion wouldn’t have worked the way it had...

And all my fellow and car-club members, left to think the worst… some completely mortified… some GLAD -
Wouldn’t have had to deal with what they thought had actually happened, but Sunday morning Connie got a call

From Mike an’ Barb - good friends of ours - to offer their -- condolences -- and ask if 

there was anything at all
They could do to help her with - “arrangements for -- my funeral”!!! 

I swear to God… they thought that I was DEAD!
Connie stunned the two of them by saying… “I’ll put Mark on!” 

And Mike began explaining when I said…
“I ain’t dead, ya' crazy turd!   Why'd ya’ think I was?” 

Then Mike replied, “Well… Don told me last night

You’d lost control and left the road - out west… and wrecked your car, 

and also said you’d put up quite a fight
“When medics tried I-V-ing you… and that you’d bit your tongue, and started bleeding like a butchered hog…

And when they rolled you over on your stomach to insert an extra-large thermometer, your -- 'log' --
Fell between the guardrail and the gurney and got bent so bad you’d 've had to twist your hips to piss ---
And then you died!”     “Did Don,” I queried, “happen to inform you who it was that told him all of this?”
“Yes, he did,” admitted Mike.   “He said he’d talked to Bob… who claimed he’d got the scoop from - Jimmy Stagg.”

“Holy crap,” I countered, “how the simple truth can change when tongues that love to gossip start to wag,”
I bellowed back at poor old Mike… who’d only called to offer help that they’d assumed my wife could use,

But all he’d gotten right was --- we’d had trouble with our car --- thanks to how our “friends” had spread the news.
Now… let’s assume that Jim told Bob the story close to right… but Bob conveyed the tale to Don next day 
Very slightly skewing facts - so, Mike an' Barb, of course, had heard it still a slightly different way!
This is how it goes with rumors!     Still, I can’t believe the way they get “embellished” like they do.

Makes it tough to ascertain if much of what we hear - after it’s been passed around - is true! 
At least he hadn’t phoned to say... “Hey, Mark, let’s get together… we're dyin’ to see those - letters on your hand!”

Meaning  (for the moment)  that my wife had kept her promise.  (The one for which I’d paid eleven grand!) 
So what I’ve learned today is this:  Connie’s kept her mouth shut… which justifies the evening gowns and shoes…
And... nothing short of conference calls… or carbon-copy emails, should ever be employed to… spread the news!
                                   Just... Trust Me!
                      It’s been about a month since I received a morning phone call 

From someone with a rare, old car for sale. 

The fella claimed he had to sell the car to raise the funds 

To get his sister’s brother out of jail!

The name he gave was one I’d never heard, and I was busy, 

So, naturally, I started getting mad.

But, damn it… I just couldn’t resist remaining on the phone - 

At least until he’d told me what he had.
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He claimed some guy who knew that I bought oddball classic vehicles 

Suggested he approach me with his ride.

I asked him who had told him and he said, “I don’t remember…

And anyway… I’m pretty sure he died!”

Everything about the call was “fishy.”  You know… weird, 

But, nervously, I let him spill his guts. 

And by the time he’d told me what it was that he was selling…

I knew the guy was full o' crap… or nuts!
He said, “The car’s an ‘Edison’… and that’s who built the car, 

And everything about it is unique.

And even though it’s gorgeous, it was never mass produced. 

I guess you’d have to call the thing -- a freak!
“I think he got a patent, but, in 1884, 

I doubt if many guys were making cars.

Of course I hate to sell it, but it tears my heart in two 

To see my buddy’s face behind them bars!
“It runs and handles flawlessly, has torque you won’t believe. 

It’s powered by a… tri-cam - V-13. 

Its chassis length is thirty feet… with seven tires per side...

                      Has 40 forward gears -- reverse… 16!
                      “It’s got a roof that’s tamboured, which completely disappears 

Inside the rear-seat’s back - like desks you’ve seen… 

A tailgate style of windshield - that withdraws into the dash - 

Where long revolving brushes scrub it clean -

                      “Nitro-burning retro-rockets - deep inside its fenders…

Enhancing how it steers and how it stops… 

And telescoping cylinders embedded in its corners 

That lift the car… the way they do in shops!
“Tandem axles - rear - and front… with large hydraulic pistons 

To force them down so… when you blow a tire… 

Bumper jacks and wrenches - (made for taking off the lug nuts) - 

Ain’t no longer needed!”    What a liar!!
“The carbon fiber engine,” he continued with his spiel, 

“Re-circulates the gasoline it burns

To heat the tires, which makes them grip the road when peeling out, 

And helps improve the traction in the turns.

“A check valve in the oil pan - with linkage to a float - 

That lets you use a pump to change the oil,

And small pneumatic solenoids that - governed by the wind - 

Will - as is needed - raise and lower the foil!
“The body’s made of stainless steel… its bumpers - solid graphite - 

Which means, of course, that rust is not a factor. 

Its non-slip differential interchanges - while you’re driving - 

To give you all the power of a tractor

“When pulling something really big, and even lets you change - 
Electric’ly - for reaching higher speeds! 

And, yes... the car is loaded to the gills with all the features 

That most believe the “perfect auto” needs.

“Of course there’s - air conditioning…and power everything…

Including heated seats and rear view mirrors. 

And all the seats are lined with tiny motion sensing diodes - 

                      So when the driver runs ‘er through the gears -

                      “Every single person in the car is unaffected. 

It feels a bit like floating.   What a ride!
Even on the roughest roads you’ll swear they’re silky smooth, 

And on the curves… there is no - side to side!
                      “She’ll go, with ease, 350, and - wide open - close to 4…

And, best of all, she’s really great on gas. 

In town she’s never gotten less than 95 per gallon!

She’s got it all… the looks… the power… the class!”

                      Well, everything this wiener claimed just made no sense at all, 

And I, of course, was not the least enticed…

But harder yet to swallow was the crap he fed me next,

When - just for kicks - I asked… “So, how’s it priced?”

“Maybe I’m a little high,” he started his response, 

“But cars as rare as this are hard to find. 

And, trust me… there’s no way in hell I’d ever let ‘er go 

If I were not in such an awful bind.

“It’s never been for sale before, and parting with her now 

Is very nearly more than I can bear. 

The price is not negotiable, but - once the car arrives - 

I’m sure that you’ll agree my price was fair.

“I’d let you come and see it but there simply isn’t time, 

‘Cause, even if you flew… it’s just too far.

And I would email photos but my Polaroid is broken. 

Just - trust me… you’ll be thrilled you bought this car.

“This price is only good for cash.  No checks… and no receipts. 

I’ve cut it to the bone... I’ll need it all. 

Just simply Western Union me the funds by noon today. 

I’ll ship the car tomorrow… then I’ll call.

“I know you’re gonna love it, friend, and - trust me, this will be - 

Of all the deals on cars you’ve ever made -

The wisest one by far… so my advice to you is this --- 

                      ‘Get down to Western Union… get me paid…

                      “Then hang around the phone so I can call when it's been shipped. 

And - trust me, friend, I’ll ship it right away. 

The price I need is --- seven hundred dollars.  That’s his bail! 

And, like I said… I need the cash today!”

                      Remember how this pea-brain - when I cornered him to price it - 

Started… “Maybe I’m a little “high”? 

Well, that’s precisely what I thought.   You’d have to be on drugs 

To make up such a huge, fantastic lie!
And, yes, I’m kind of slow sometimes, but not quite slow enough 

To fall for something sounding this unreal,

So when that slimy weasel told me ‘SEVEN HUNDRED BUCKS’…

                      Which would, of course, have made the car a steal…

                      Right away I knew the guy was lying like a rug, 

And - guessing that he'd finished - I replied,

“Thanks for callin', buddy… but I’m gonna to have to pass...

I’m sure you’ll find some fool to buy your ride!”

Sounding fairly pissy, he came back with, “No big deal...

I only called to satisfy your friend.

To me, the price seems more than fair, but maybe seven hundred’s 

A little more than what you have to spend.

“Wanna make an offer?” he suggested.  “Not a chance,”  

I fired back... “it ain't about the cost!
Buying something sight unseen is not the way I do things...

Too often I have rolled the dice and lost!
“I don’t think the car that you’ve described was ever made…

Especially not in 1884!
And claiming Thomas Edison’s the one who built the thing 

Is something I could prob’ly sue you for!”

“I guess I’ll buy a camera,” he replied, “and take some photos…

Then post it on the net and try my luck, 

But if you think I’m lying - or the car does not exist - 

                      Well… frankly, mister… I don’t give a ---- poop!
                      “I’ll put it up on eBay - no reserve - for just one day, 

and hope to get at least the price I need

To pay his bail and get him out, ‘cause I’m not gonna to rest 

until my sister’s brother has been freed.

                      “Guess he’ll have to sit in jail another day or two. 

I can’t believe you’re passing on this car!
The guy who said to call you claimed his funds were all tied up...    

I can’t believe how dumb some people are!
“Sorry that I bothered you.” he finished with a sneer, 

Then slammed the phone down hard.  The dude was pissed! 

I told my wife, “Remind me, if you think of it, my dear, 

To check the net to watch for - what I’ve missed?”

                      Next day - ‘round one thirty - I was surfin' eBay Motors…

When - under 'classic cars' - I found his sale, 

And as I read the auction page my wife walked by and snickered, 

“Golly, Mark… you look a little pale!”

                      Some history buff - who'd done a lot of research on the car - 

Had posted information on the page.

It told of how the 'Edison' was touted ‘round the world: 

“The grandest new invention of the age”…

                      Back in 1884!!!     I couldn’t believe my eyes. 

The sixty giant pictures made me sick!
I knew that if I called him back he’d only chew my ass 

For being such a rude, sarcastic --- person!
But as I sat there staring at the screen in disbelief, 

The bidding was, to say the least… bizarre!
There must have been at least a couple hundred thousand people 

Fighting for the chance to own that car!
With “no reserve” - and just one day to bid - the offers soared 

To buy what was - the only one produced -

And as it soared beyond my reach I pondered my assuming 

                      The dork was either blowing smoke… or juiced!
                     Well… never have I been so wrong!  And when the auction closed, 

                     I simply couldn’t believe the final bid. 

                     Passing on that car at seven hundred I assure you’s  

                     The dumbest flippin’ thing I ever did!
                     I paid the price for “practical”… and - bein’ ultra cautious…

                     And, trust me… there are times when 'cautious' sucks, 

                     And every time I hear somebody mention Thomas Edison…

                     I think about that --- ninety million bucks!!!
                          The Car Club Meeting Lament
                      OK everybody… could I please have your attention? 

I’ve got some real important things to say. 

Sharing restoration nightmares helps us all to vent,

And that is what I’m going to do today.
Like the vast majority of folks with older cars, 

My wife and I have run the gauntlet too.

So most of what I have to say will come as no surprise,

As much of this will not be new to you. 
Nearly every one of you has felt the awful shock 

Of what a scarce and perfect part can bring.

Some of us use eBay and have learned how competition

Can sometimes make the cost of items sting.
Those of you who have the skills, facilities, and tools

To do the work yourselves can save a lot,

But most of us are forced to trust our “babies” to those few

Who have the things the rest of us do not. 

Here’s an old scenario that makes no sense to me:

You call a place that does what you need done,

But when you bring your car in, they explain you’ll have to pay
                      Before the work they’re going to do’s begun!
You ask them why they’re charging you before they even start.

They say, “Because this is a ‘classic car,’

And we don’t stand behind the work we do because we know

                      Just how - temperamental - classics are.”
                      You think about unloading on the measly little coward,

But shops like his are very hard to find,

So wisely you repress your urge to pop him in the snot-box,

And, nervously… you leave your car behind. 
                      “Incompetent” - is much too nice a word to classify

The guys who run these slick and shifty firms.

Here’s a factual tale of what my wife and I went through

When we were first confronted with these terms.
We took in our Desoto -- which was very close to mint --

To have the differential fluid changed.

That was it.   A simple task.   But soon I would discover

How badly this mechanic was deranged!
First he called to say the only source for what I’d need

Was out - but making more… which they’d soon ship,

And that it should arrive in somewhere close to ninety days!
I almost screamed, but wisely - bit my lip. 
“You’re not trying to tell me that - for differential oil -

We have to wait for ninety stinkin’ days?”

I argued, as I did my best to hold my temper back.

(Turned out that - this was just the starting phase.) 
“Fluid's not the problem, sir,” the snooty butt-wipe sneered,

“The plug was hot, and fell into the drain. 

I had to use a torch to heat it up to get it out.

I dropped it… and we’ve searched for it in vain.” 
That was when he asked me for the number on my card,

To pay for things they ‘couldn’t anticipate!’

“We’ll only order what you need, as cheaply as we can…

But nothing can be done about the wait.
“Oh, by the way… we had a little undercoating fire.

The tank got scorched… thank God it didn’t blow.

The left rear tire exploded, but the damage isn’t bad.

                      We’ll clean ‘er up and you’ll be good to go. 

                      “But… when we drained the axle, we discovered metal filings,

And actually, that’s the reason why I called. 

The sludge was pretty nasty, and it’s good you brought it in.

Your rear end needs completely overhauled!”   
                      “Just a minute. Let me get this straight,” I blew my top.

                      “You’re telling me my car has been on fire?”

“We had it out in no time, sir,” the piece o’ garbage said,

“And we can round you up another tire.”
“I only said to change the oil…not tear the thing apart.

But, if it really needs it… go ahead.”

Then… “Do whatever you see fit,” turned out, as it were,

To be the dumbest thing I could have said! 

“Your axle housing’s very rare... and I am not surprised

Its odd, square-headed plug is hard to get.

Everything the fire ruined's in stock… except the U-joints… 

But I got on the phone and found a set!
“Never fear,” the weasel swore, “I’m giving you my word,

We’ll have it back to perfect when it’s done. 

And, thankfully, we found the plug you need - and rest assured….

For fixing classic cars - we’re number one!”
I took his word the part was rare, and put it on our Visa,

Just thankful that we’d started in the fall,

And counting on his honesty to not abuse the card, 

I held my tongue and thanked him for the call. 
After three long months had passed, I waited one more week,

Then had to know status of our car.

I rang the shop and panicked when the lady said, “I’m sorry,

The owner don’t remember who you are!”

                      She finally found my paperwork, then asked me if I’d “hold” 

While someone checked to see if it was done.

Then someone picked the phone up and explained, “We got the plug.

                      Unfortunately… it weren’t the proper one!
                      “The manufacturer’s mother does the shipping, and he told us

She’s very old and does this now and then.

As soon as this one’s back he says he’ll ship us out another.

We had to run your credit card again.
                      “We knew you’d want it quickly so we shipped it overnight… 

And paid to ship it back that way as well.

We’ll have you up and running by the time the snow is gone.

Oh, by the way… is this old bomb for sale?
“My nephew looks for cars like this to ‘demo’ at the fair.

We yanked the seats… a roll-cage fit just fine!
Tricky as it is to find the parts for cars like this…

                      I’d sell it quick as hell if it were mine!
“He wanted me to tell you that he’d really like to buy it.

The frames on these old tanks are tough as nails.

Be sure to let us know before we get it back together.

And don’t forget… it almost never fails…
“Keeping rigs like this one on the road is quite a pain. 

You’d get a partial refund on the parts!

Plus half of what you paid up front if you decide to sell 

                      The car before the reassembly starts!” 
“No… the car is not for sale!” I screamed into the phone.

“And if my seats are damaged, I will sue.

Call us when the plug comes in and we will be right down, 

And, buddy… if you know what’s good for you…
“I won’t find a scratch that wasn’t there when it went in

To what you call your - ‘restoration shop.’

And if the plug she sends this time is not the one I need,

Just use a cork to plug it up… then stop!”
                     “Wait a minute, Mr.,” he exploded… “don’t get pissy.

It’s not my fault your part was hard to get.

Axle kits for cars like yours are made by just one firm,

And offered very strictly as a set.
                      “We actually saved you money by convincing them to sell us

The only part you need for this repair.

But if you’d rather have your Essex fixed by someone else,

Then come and get it now, ‘cause I don’t care.”
                      “What the hell did you just say?”  I freaked completely out!

“My car is not an Essex.    HOLY ****!
I figured something weird was going on when you proclaimed 

                      A plug for cars like mine was -- 'hard to git'!
“If you can’t tell an Essex from a ’58 Desoto
You’d better find another line of work.”

That was when I realized we’d left our pride and joy

With what I’d have call… ‘a total jerk’. 
“Well I’ll be damned,” the nitwit said, “I thought this was an Essex!

We’ll have to make adjustments to your bill.

This means I’ll have ya' filled an' plugged before we close today.”

I simply answered back… “I’m sure you will! 
“In fact… I’ll bet you fill an' plug 'rear ends' most every day -

No matter what the cars are brought in for!”

Oblivious to what I meant, he bragged, “We do our best...
Never less… and certainly… never more!” 
“I’m really glad to hear that,” I replied sarcastically.

“So when can we come down and get our car?” 

“Well, actually, sir... as far as when it’s ‘done and set to go’

Depends on how particular you are.
“Thelma got the U-joints in... an' Delbert got the tailpipes 

And the mufflers on as straightly as he could.

                      Barney found a tire that nearly matches, and, I’d say…

Except for where it’s charred… the car looks good!
                      “You be here at five o’clock.  We’ll leave ‘er on the hoist.

I’m sure that you’ll be pleased with what we’ve done.

I'm sure we’ve got DeSoto plugs in stock so I will cancel 

                      The order for that oddball Essex one. 

                      “We’ve undercoated everything.  It looks as good as new.

You’ll never know the floorboard was on fire!

The only things you’ll need to do are -- touch-up paint the trunk…

                      And find yourself a matching whitewall tire!”
                      “What about the axle?   Did you get it fixed or not?

                      The car should not be driven if it’s bad!”

“Yup... the axle’s good as new.  Melinda overhauled it, 

With parts from off an old Ford bus she had! 
“She had to do some grinding, ‘cause the fit was pretty tight,

                          But rear ends are her specialty, and so
Now your car will actually have the torque that busses do...

She got the ratio dropped down nice and low.”
“I don’t want more torque, you fool,” I roared into the phone.

                      “I really can’t believe what you have done!
The only service you provide for fixing classic cars…

                      For which, I’d say...  you’re definitely ‘number one’…
“Is screwing up a project ‘til the cost goes through the roof!
Your stupid explanations give me gas!
And if you try to bill us for the things you had to do 

Because you had the fire, I’ll kick your ----- butt!
“I’ll take you at your word the axle needed overhauled

And pay for parts and labor… that is fair…

But not a dime for all the other shit you had to do.

And shipping’s not a cost that we should bear,
“So if you think we’re paying for those ‘overnight’ expenses,

You must be flying higher than a kite.

You’ll have to reimburse us for a proper whitewall tire

When we replace your “scab” with one that’s right. 
                      “We’re coming down at five o’clock and - other than the tire -

Our car had better look as good as new.
Now I understand why you take credit cards - ‘up front’  -

                      So you can gouge the people that you screw!”
“I understand completely, sir,” he said. “We’ll have it ready.

And being fair, the only charge there’ll be

                      Is labor cost… for addin' brand new grease to your rear end.
                        We’ll top it off and plug it up for free!
                                Henry Hustle’s Dead

“Good morning, folks,” the guy began… “my name’s Henry Hustle. Got yourselves a real nice car there. Love them fancy wheels! 

Today I’m gonna prove to you why so darn many people come to us from miles around expecting super deals.

“Here at Hustle Motors we believe in giving people prices for their trade-ins that no other lot can beat.

My grandpa’s car was just like yours…but his had power steering, power brakes and windows and - I think - a power seat.

“And - just as with our vehicles - the mileage and the options dictate what a car is worth. Is this a fifty-six?” 
“No… this car’s a thirty-four,” I snapped indignantly… knowing how these car lot guys are known for sleazy tricks,

“And if the car your grandpa had was even close to this, it wouldn’t have had the options that you’re telling me it had!” 

“Sorry,” he apologized, “only zeroing in on what we’ll need to give you for your trade-in. Don’t get mad!”

Obviously the guy had no idea of what the car Con and I were driving was, and therefore’d stuck his head

Deep into his - you-know-what, but I was somewhat stunned when Connie stepped between the lying dork and me and said,

“This - you numb-nuts, shit-for-brains, pathetic pile of crap - is what is called a ‘Duesenberg’.   Does that name ring a bell?” 

Restored from top to bottom --- as this is --- this car is worth a couple million more than any car you’ll ever sell!”

“Not so fast,” the weasel countered, clearly undeterred, “step into our showroom, folks…I’ve got a car in there 

Loaded to the gills with options… clean, and low on miles.   Hustle Motors always strives to treat its clients fair.

“Cars like yours are hard to sell. Takes a big garage, and parking spots are tough to find…but I believe we can, 

And just to prove that - when you need a dealer you can trust - someone truly honest - Henry Hustle is your man -

“I’m prepared to take your car - and fifteen thousand bucks - for this fantastic four door ’67 Chevrolet!
How about them bucket seats! And rolled and pleated carpet’s not the kind of special touch a guy sees everyday!
“I can guarantee you, folks - and I shop all the dealers - you ain’t gonna find a finer car on any lot. 
Wait’ll you discover how it feels to drive this car… and wait’ll you experience the options that it’s got.

“Fluid steering… duplex speakers… two-way rear-view mirror… plias-belted sidewall tires, and - ergonomic dash!
All of this and so much more for just your big ol’ bomb, and fifteen measly thousand bucks! Of course, we’re talkin’ cash.”

“Sure, I know your car is old - very short on options - finding parts is pretty tough, and, yes... it’s hard to park,

But I don’t want you folks to wind up going somewhere else and end up getting swindled by some bottom-feeding shark!”

“Lefty here ‘ll run ya’ to the bank - to get the money.  I’ll go swap the license plates, then... after I’ve been paid...
You can tell your friends and fam’ly good old Henry Hustle gave you what I’m sure’s the sweetest deal you’ve ever made.”

“‘Not so fast,’ yourself,” I snapped, “our car is not for trade, and even fifteen hundred bucks is way too much for this!” 

Then added - to my wife’s delight - an measly counter-offer… telling him what part of my - anatomy - he could kiss!
Never seen a salesman that possessed a thicker skin! Everything we’d thrown at him had failed to penetrate. 
Nowhere close to giving up, he started on a spiel that made us only angrier… and him - a cinch to hate!
“Take ‘er out an’ run ‘er through the gears,” the guy insisted. “Weighing so much less than yours, you’ll save a lot o' gas.” 

Connie shouted, “Listen, dude... as far as I’m concerned… you can take that pile o’ junk and shove it up your ----- butt!”
Didn’t even phase the guy. He started right back in! “And just to prove I like you - for a hundred dollar bill -                                                                                                We’ll provide an 8-track tape deck… rotate all the belts… synchronize the parking lights… and lubricate the grill!”

Now that you must agree is more than any man can take… and now back in the Doozy 

I went more or less berserk!                                                                                          Someone had to kill him… and when Connie prodded, “Damn it… I say -- as we’re leaving -- we eradicate the jerk!”

Tapping on my window as we tried to leave the lot, spewing lines of total bull, I had 
to make him stop. 

“Connie,” I commanded, “when he turns to walk away… tell me if you see another salesman - or a cop!”

The only bit of evidence we left was on his spine - a fairly shallow imprint of the Doozy's fancy tread!
Which does, of course, afford us now the pleasure of announcing... "All the world can celebrate, ‘cause… Henry Hustle’s DEAD!"
                                        Car Wars
Batchin’ it last Saturday, I didn’t feel much like cookin’, 

but when I took a look outside the rain was pelting down.

I stood there wondering which of all my cars I’d pick to drive 

to grab a couple burgers on the other side o’ town.

Half of those I own are not the best for weather-stripping…

and half the other half, at least, have wipers on the blink.

The brand new car my wife just bought was right there on the driveway, 

but I didn’t really feel like drivin’ ‘round in something pink!
The fastest one by far was, sadly, way back in the corner, 

and, naturally, because we’d built a twenty-four car garage…

Every time I felt like getting some place really fast - 

and hoped for easy access to my fuel-injected Dodge -

It seemed I’d always find it buried deep and on the top!
Wish I’d put a door at either end, but no…not me!
With 3 cars deep - and 4 cars wide - and lifts above them all - 

I dread the thought of bringin’ out… an upper number three!
My wife insists on picking out the cars we’ll drive to cruise-ins,

and, damn, I swear she picks the ones she does to hear me cuss!
The one she picked last weekend - for the car show at the mall -

took so long to get prepared… she actually took the bus!
She headed out ‘round five o’clock and told me, “Bring the Edsel. 

Fill it up, check the oil, and drop the top… and, Mark,

don’t forget to rinse it off and wax it… it’s a mess!
I’ll register… then join you once you’ve found a place to park.”

Well… I showed up at 6:15, and there she was, with Norma - 

Harley Baxter’s sister, who - to say the least - is “heavy”.

Now… Norma’d parked her big old butt on Jubil Morgan’s Mustang,

              The one he’s done his very best to turn into a Chevy.

              I’m talkin’ ‘bout the ‘70 Ford he’s made into a ragtop!
He bought himself a 1930 Buick cabriolet,

Then took its top and welded it… along with two big “fins”…

on what he claims is now… a ‘57 Chevrolet!!!
              Damn, that thing is ugly, but old Jubil thinks it’s awesome,

and I was only half way done with scrubbin’ off the bugs

When Jubil came  a-runnin’ up an’ caught that big old oinker

leanin’ on his pride and joy, and grabbed her by her jugs,

Slung ‘er ‘cross the parking lot - a-screamin’ like a banshee,

“Damn it, Norma… keep your big ol’ hiney off my car!”

              Seemed to me appropriate… but what amazed me most
was seein’ that old o’ feller throw a ton o’ lard that far!
Now... Jubil’s close to eighty-five, and weighs about a hundred,

while Norma’s more like forty-five, and huge -- your basic bruiser --

So - once she got her bearings - and because of what he’d said -

she stormed back up to where he stood - still checkin’ out his cruiser -

Grabbed him by his you-know-whats and lifted him straight up!
The look on Jubil’s face is one I never will forget.

With one great wrenching squeeze she turned his face from pink to white,

then dumped his writhing body on some youngster’s new Corvette.

The guy who owned the Vette was so incensed he tackled Norma,

then started throwing punches as he screamed, “You ugly moose!”

Well… those who don’t know Norma figured… this ‘ll do her in -

but those who do were not surprised when Norma struggled loose,

Snagged her young assailant by the throat, then grabbed his belt,

Pressed him well above her head, then - coming to a stop -

Spun him ‘round a half a dozen times then actually heaved him,

Sprawling him, intentionally, on Jubil’s canvas top!
              A couple minutes later, when the two men had recovered,

I watched a fuming Jubil and the guy she’d pitched convene,

Then march across the parking lot together to the spot

where Norma’s brother, Harley, sat… admiring his machine.

              They picked him up and dragged him to the front-end of his car,

mashed him like a pile of dough, then knotted him up good,

Forced his body, part by part, deep inside its fenders

without so much as saying why… then Jubil slammed the hood!
              Seeing what the two revengeful men had done to Harley,

Porky Baker - Tubby’s mom - ran up and let him out.

Harley took off running after Jubil and the youngster,

all fired up to learn, first hand, what this was all about. 

Still a little woozy, Harley stumbled on a pothole,

slightly grazing Leo Sidwell’s ’37 Cord.

Well… as you know… there’s nothing in this world that Leo hates

more than guys who’ll only own a Chevy… or a Ford,

And knowing, too, that Harley’s always claiming only Chevy

ever made a vehicle that’s worthy of - a “Show”,

Leo grabbed his arm and hollered, “You just scratched my car!
I’ll need a check for twenty thousand bucks before you go!”

              “Twenty grand to paint that pig,” an angry Harley roared,

“that pile o’ junk’s been scratched to hell for long as I recall.

I’ve heard about your lame attempts to paint that thing for free
              by parking far too close to others out here at the mall!”

              Harley’s accusation pushed old Leo off the deep end.

He actually started spitting when he first began to speak.

(But you know what… it’s prob’ly true, ‘cause other guys ‘ve told me

that Leo’s tried the same with them… he’s out there every week!)

“Damn it, man, I’m telling you, that scratch right there is new,”

Leo claimed, while pointing at a tiny - rusty - line!
“Even Cord’s don’t rust THAT fast,” was Harley’s shrewd reply.

“I’ll tell ya' what I’d do with this old sow if it was mine…

              “I’d cut it up for scrap and take the hundred twenty bucks

and put it towards a frickin’ car that’s actually worth the dough.

And if you think I’m falling for  --  ‘that scratch right there is new’…

              an’ ‘ll give you even one thin dime… you know where you can go!”

              Well… Leo fin’ly lost it, and he threw himself at Harley. 

Both their glasses filled the air… along with one toupee'!
Once the smoke had fin’ly cleared, they both were on the ground…

And Leo’s 'rug' had landed on a nearby Chevrolet.  

             The guy that owned the Chevy missed the fight, but saw the hair-piece, 

and, having never seen one, thought it road-kill  --  skinned and tanned!
He gave the thing a mighty fling, and - like a fury Frisbee -

it fin’ly came to rest on Darnell Pickler’s mother’s hand!
Well… Mrs. Pickler screamed so loud it actually shook the light-poles,

so Darnell quickly grabbed the thing and marched to Leo’s car -

Laid a big old knuckle sandwich right on Leo’s kisser -

broke his nose and split his lip… I’m sure there’ll be a scar.  

Now… Leo’s wife had just returned from walkin’ around the car show,

So, naturally, had no idea about what she had missed.

All she’d seen was Mr. Pickler punchin’ out her husband.

and there ain’t nothin’ meaner than Lavina -- when she’s pissed!
Across the lot she calmly strolled until she’d reached the Picklers,

sauntered up to where Darnell had just sat down to rest,

Grabbed him by the hair and threw him down upon the pavement,

then - cursing like a sailor - started jumping on his chest!
              Marsha Pickler - Darnell’s sister - quickly grabbed Lavina,

shoved her hard as hell against their ’60 Thunderbird.

Grabbing its antennae - to prevent a nasty fall -

and screaming out the most disgusting words I’ve ever heard -

Mrs. Sidwell wound up with their aerial in her hand,

Which -  somewhat understandably - she wielded as a sword
To fend off Mr. Pickler… once he’d struggled to his feet…

warning him, “I’ll teach your wimpy ass to scratch my Cord!”

              “I didn’t scratch your pile o’ junk,” a trembling Darnell hollered.

“Harley Baxter did it ----- if anyone actually did!
And Harley’s sister, Norma, is the one who caused the brawl
by crushin’ Jubil’s ragtop - when she body-tossed that kid!
              “Now… give me my antennae, and go find that ugly hippo.
She’s the one who started what has turned into a war!”
Lavina fin’ly calmed a bit, and - handing off her weapon -
wasn’t actually too surprised at all to learn the score.

             She headed back to tell her husband all that she’d been told,

and help him understand why he’d been slugged the way he was.
Damn, I hope that someday Norma gets what she’s got comin’,

and really hope I’m standin’ there to see it when she does!
My wife, meanwhile -- whom I was sure would side, of course, 

with Norma -- asked for my opinion as to who was right and wrong.

              “I was wiping bugs off, dear… I didn’t see a thing,” I lied -- 
              knowing that -- my agreeing with her's -- why we get along!
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                                       Rock 'n' Roll
When Ricky Nelson said “Hello” to “Marylou” I knew that Rock ‘n’ Roll was in my heart to stay,

And no one with a soul can argue Orbison and Presley aren’t among the greatest - still today!
Next to Neil Sedaka, Nat King Cole, and Bobby Vinton, Lesley Gore, and Little Richard’s wail,

Those who try to mimic them today, but for a few, compared to all the “legends” - really pale.

Poetry in Motion, Born to Lose, and Duke of Earl… Venus, At the Hop, and Cathy’s Clown…

Crying in the Chapel, He’s a Rebel, Born to Lose… I Wanna Walk You Home, Big Man In Town…
Alley Oop, It’s Twilight Time, The Lion Sleeps Tonight… Lipstick On Your Collar, and - So Fine…

Maybelline, Let’s Do the Twist, and Cryin’ In the Rain… Heart and Soul, Love Potion Number Nine… 

Teddy Bear, Return To Sender, You Belong to Me… Runaway, Rave On, Sweet Talkin’ Guy…

It’s Pony Time, Come Go With Me, Green Onions, Blue On Blue… You Belong To Me, Big Girls Don’t Cry…
Puppy Love and Lonely Boy, Smoke Gets In Your Eyes… I Will Follow Him and Limbo Rock…

It’s My Party - She’s a Fool - Judy’s Turn to Cry… Love me Tender, Rock Around the Clock…
Running Scared, My 409, Soldier Boy, and Norman… Pretty Woman, Donna, Only You…

Dead Man’s Curve, The Great Pretender, Rhythm of the Rain… Charlie Brown, Keep Searchin’, Mr. Blue…
Blue Suede Shoes, Da-Do-Ron-Ron, and That’ll Be the Day… Chantilly Lace, and Easier Said Than Done…

All Shook Up, Goodbye Cruel World, Denise, and One Fine Day… The Leader Of the Pack, Fool Number One:
These are just a handful of the several hundred songs that keep the hearts and minds of guys like me 

Slipping back to days and nights when those of us my age could only guess at what their fates would be.
Back to times when all our lives were filled with new discoveries, like: first attempts at smoking, drinking beer, 

And making out with someone we were sure we’d die without.  They all come back so clearly when I hear:
Ricky, Roy, or Elvis… Jan and Dean or Chubby Checker… Dion and the Belmonts…Bobby Vee…

Pitney, Ritchie Valens, or The Platters, Shangri-Las… Shirelles, Petula Clark, or Brenda Lee.
Fats, and Connie Francis, Dee Dee Sharp, and Frankie Valli… The Tokens, Mary Wells, Diane Renay,

The Dixie Cups, The Miracles, The Monotones, Steve Lawrence - who told his “little girl” to - “go away”...
These all provided classics that a ton of “boomers” love… and if - amongst my peers - you take a poll,

Some, I’m sure, could not care less about the 50s music… but most will say - they cherish Rock 'n' Roll!
                               The Demolition Derby
             The wind was soft and swishy as the sun was drifting down, 

As most the town were mingling at the annual county fair,

When loud across the speakers by the north concession stand,

A “heads-up” call to Derby fans came crackling through the air,

“Would all of those who came to see the Demolition Derby
take your seats… the main event will very soon begin!

In less than fifteen minutes we’ll be throwing down the flag!
Our staff is standing by - at either end - to let you in.” 

Now, we were there to watch a friend who’d never raced this track,

And, as he roared into the ring, the bleachers were abuzz.

The fans around us started tossing comments back and forth, 

Trying hard to zero in on who this “new guy” was.

Then someone said, “I wonder who he is and where he’s from.

I’ve been to many derbies… but I’ve never seen him race!
I tried to get a peek at him before he headed in, 

But couldn’t get a real good look inside to see his face!”

Someone just behind us snickered, “Doesn’t look like much!
He’s probably just a kid, and when they’re finished with his car
He’ll have to sit and watch the other fellas do it right!
No one beats old 45… I don’t care who they are!”

We overheard another fella say, “The King is here!
They call the guy ‘The Butcher’, and he drives car 45!”

They all seemed absolutely sure that no one “new” could win,

Despite the fact that none of them had ever seen Art drive.

The young man we had come to watch had labored long and hard

To build the very toughest car the Derby’d ever seen.

His name was Art, a Jensen boy, and with our fingers crossed, 

                    The two of us sat smiling down at --- number “413”!               

                     We listened to a lady say, “He must not have a sponsor!
There are no fancy emblems, only names… though quite a few.”

My wife and I would smile.   We knew the names were those of family,

And that Stephen, David, even Grant, were members of his crew!
But then, at last, the gate was closed, as all the engines roared.

The crowd began to cheer, and when the starter’s flag was dropped,

The 10 determined maniacs began to fight their war

To be - the last one moving - after all the rest were stopped.

Art would take an early blast that made us hold our breath.

The guy who got him tore away a massive hunk of grill,

And even there, from where we sat, we both could clearly see

That guy’d ‘ve been as good as dead if looks could actually kill!
Now, Art was ticked - I mean… really ticked… he threw it in reverse

And very promptly paid that cocky moron back in spades!
We cheered with great excitement as we watched him get revenge,

And we could clearly sense the fire that burned behind Art’s shades!

It wasn’t all that long before the first four cars were dead,

And 3 were barely moving, when the caution flag was raised.

The race was briefly stopped to let a wrecker slip inside

To yank a car that started leaking gas where it was grazed. 

But when, again, the flag was dropped, 3 were running strong,

And 3 - just as before - were only barely still alive!

In only three or four more minutes, all the wounded 3
Were standing silent… thanks to Art, and - number 45!
What happened at the end was called a 'miracle' by some,

And most the crowd would claim it was - 'a really lucky break!'

The final 3 were circling - throwing rooster tails of dirt -

When Art would spot “The Butcher” closing quickly in his wake.

As if this wasn’t bad enough, the third surviving fiend was barreling 

straight for Art’s front end!    The crowd was standing, hushed!
The smell of blood was strong as they prepared to go berserk,

                     Waiting there, with anxious hearts, to see 'the new guy'… crushed!
                     But that was when young Art would make the best move of his life.

“The Butcher”, and his partner, watched him fake a turn - hard-right -
But then he whipped it left so hard he actually rolled his car,

And you could hear a pin drop as the dust would clear that night!

Art had landed right-side-up!    His car was running still!
The fans were sitting silent, as they knew the race was done! 

The other two had hit so hard they looked as though one car!
                    The Butcher - and his buddy - broke their sticks… and Art had won!!
                                     The Car Show

                    We always spent the day before a show in preparation,

There always seemed so much to do to get the car in shape,

But all the work was worth it, (or at least we thought it was),

We’ve always felt that car shows were a welcome “great escape”.

Connie waxed the painted parts while I would clean the bumpers.

She scrubbed the whitewall tires and then the hubcaps one by one.

The inside got the same attention, and beneath the hood,

And everything looked just like new when we were finally done!

In our middle fifties, we were usually pretty tired

And sore from head to toe when all the prep work was complete,

But we remained excited at the prospect of the weekend,
And knew the hours of cleaning were important to compete.

Making sure the car was sound and ready for a “trip”,
I’d checked the oil and filled the tank and tires the day before.

We were more than careful when it came to checking things…
You never know with older cars what problems lie in store. 

The car had been restored like new and, though we weren’t that worried,

Our trunk was filled with everything from tools to hats to chairs.

Cars like ours have special things, like odd-ball bulbs and fuses,

And many parts are hard to find, and so, we carried spares.

A trip as long as this demanded extra time and thought,

And when, at last, we’d finished with the list and gone to bed,

I would always lie there for at least a couple hours

With pesky 'what have I forgot' concerns inside my head.

Up at dawn to hit the road, the show was far away,

We had to skip the showers, and the breakfast was a Coke,

But scrambling through the old routine we somehow were on schedule,

And off we drove in what, for seven years, had kept us broke!
                    Of course we used the interstate, for making better time,

And, with the summer roadwork, we’d allowed for some delays.

We’d even taken Friday off to have the time we needed,

The thirteen hundred mile trip would take us two long days.

By close to midnight, Saturday, we stopped to grab a room,

The town was less then fifty miles away, and we were beat.

We’d rarely stopped, and hardly eaten anything at all,

But tried our very best to focus on… tomorrow’s “treat”!
I don’t think I slept for more than fifteen minutes straight

Anticipating whom we’d meet, and what we were to see.

And, once again, we got up early, piled into the car,

chugged a Coke, and headed out for where we had to be.

When we saw the “Fairgrounds” sign, we both became excited,

We glanced at one another and exchanged a little smile,

Then once again rehearsed the plans for setting up and cleaning,

And both our hearts were pounding as we drove the final mile.

When we fell in line to what we thought was “Registration”, 

We glanced around and noticed only modern cars ahead!
Then Connie spotted, on the booth, the sign that would explain this -

“PUBLIC PARKING - ENTER HERE” - is how the placard read!
Just a bit embarrassed, we could see we needed someone

Working with the car show to point out the proper gate
For paying for the entry fee and signing forms to enter
                   To join the biggest group of classic autos in the state!
After running halfway ‘round the Fairground’s lengthy border

We found another entry marked, “EXHIBITORS”, (at last).

Now the time for registering was quickly running out

And we were getting nervous… so we started moving fast.

Surprisingly, the line was short, letting us discover

There was not a “Street Rod”, or a “Lead Sled” on the lot!
Not a genuine “classic car” anywhere in sight...
                   We actually were the only ones within the line we got!
                    Just before the deadline to be entered in the show,
We made it to the window at the ticket booth to pay.
I handed her a twenty, and I asked which way to go,

Then me and Connie almost died when she leaned out to say,

“Everyone connected with the Flower Show, goes left!
The fellas with the flags are there to help you find your way.

                   My, that’s sure a fancy car!     You’re quite a ways from home!
                   I’ll bet you had it entered in that car show --------------
            yesterday!!!

                               Not For Sale... to YOU!
“So, why are you selling your '58 Vette", the interested party inquired,

Then added, “I'm sure - as pristine as it is - it’s gotta be tough to let go?"

Then quickly continued - before I could answer - by stating, “You’re asking a lot…
So --- before I can make you a serious offer, there’re certain things I need to know.

Like:
“Hopefully the wing-windows haven't been lost... I’m sure they’re a bitch to replace.        
And seeing the inside door handles are gone… how do you open the door? 

It says in your ad it's a manual transmission, but some of your pictures are blurred,

And I need to know if it’s a - four - on-the-tree... or a five, or a six - on the floor.

“Where is the passenger side glove box?    And why is the mirror on the dash?
Is it an overhead cam or an under?    Are the torsion bars liquid or gas?

Does the dual-point carburetor function OK?   Are the pistons hydraulic or solid?”

Realizing he knew virtually nothing about cars… I thought about kicking his ass,
But -- fighting as hard as I could stay calm -- I turned to the dip-shit and said,

“Like it says on the plate - it’s a four on the floor, it’s “factory”, and everything works!
Nothing is wrong… and nothing is missing… the chrome and the paint are superb…

But classics like this one should never be sold to one of those - dim-witted jerks -

“That knows almost nothing about classic cars!   It wouldn’t be right for some fool 

To wind up the owner of something this rare and as perfect as Corvettes can get...
So… given the questions you’ve asked, I’ve decided… not even at triple the price -
Will I sell a guy who’s as clueless as you are --- my fabulous ’58 Vette!”
