
Lou and Carolynõs Vehicles 

[ƻǳΩǎ Vehicles Before Carolyn 

²ƘŜƴ L ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇǊƻƧŜŎǘ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ƛǘ ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ Ŝŀǎȅ ǘƻ ǊŜŎŀƭƭ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊǎ ǿŜΩǾŜ ƻǿƴŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ƻǊŘŜǊ ƛƴ 

which we had themτwrong!  It has been a real struggle to keep things straight and even to remember 

all the cars.  In fact, I have no doubt that notwithstanding our considerable efforts, there are still some 

mistakes in this essay.  Basically, in 47 years of marriage we have owned thirty vehicles. 

I started driving seriously at age ten.  At that 

time we were living in San Diego and my dad 

would take me up to an old abandoned Army 

base in La Jolla so I could practice driving his 

1948 Ford F2 pickup.  The most difficult part of 

the practice was learning how to shift the ǘǊǳŎƪΩǎ 

άǎǉǳŀǊŜέ ǘǊŀƴǎƳƛǎǎƛon as it required double 

clutching.  When we returned to Nebraska a 

couple of years later, I was permitted to drive by 

myself for routine tasks such as hauling the 

ŦŀƳƛƭȅΩǎ ǘǊŀǎƘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿƴ ŘǳƳǇΦ  L ŀƭǎƻ ŘǊƻǾŜ 

when dad was prospecting for gravel.  That was 

when I was twelve years old. 

When we left Nebraska for good and travelled to California, I could no longer engage in under-aged 

driving.  Unlike Nebraska, California took its licensing laws seriously.  However, at exactly 15 ½ I got a 

ƭŜŀǊƴŜǊΩǎ ǇŜǊƳƛǘ ŀƴd went back to driving and usually ignored the bit about needing to have a licensed 

driver with me.  By then we had much easier cars to drive so there were no great challenges. 

Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ƭƻƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ǘƻ 

desperately want my own car.  It 

was obvious that my folks were 

not going to let me have 

unlimited access to any of the 

family cars, ŀƴŘ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀŎŎŜǇǘ 

that.  Fortunately, I had been 

working since age fourteen so I 

had saved some money.  My first 

car, I hoped, was going to be a 

genuine hot rod.  A fellow in the 

neighborhood had a 1931 Model 

A Ford coupe for sale and was 

ƻƴƭȅ ŀǎƪƛƴƎ ϷорΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŎŀǊ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǊǳƴƴƛƴƎ ōǳǘ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎƻƴŎŜǊƴ ƳŜ ŀǎ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŜǇŀƛǊƛƴƎ ƛǘ ŀƴŘ 

then converting it into a hot rod would be  a good way to pick up some auto-repair knowledge.  My dad 



was a good mechanic, and he offered to help me with the project.  Unfortunately, I had failed to get the 

pink slip for the car.  The previous owner claimed that it was being sent to him from a relative back east.   

However, within a week we determined that he probably never had the pink slip as he left town with no 

forwarding address.  I gave the car to a friend who was also building a hot rod for use as spare parts. 

My next car was a 1948 Frazer owned 

ōȅ ŀ [ŀŦŜ IƛƭƭΣ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ Ƴȅ ŘŀŘΩǎ Ŏousins.  

Lafe sold me the car for $100.  It was a 

nice beige color when I got it and the 

interior was in perfect condition.  

Naturally, being a teen-aged idiot, I 

had it painted black and then did a 

hand paint job on the interior.  

Notwithstanding those 

άƛƳǇǊƻǾŜƳŜƴǘǎΣέ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǊŜƭƛŀōƭŜ 

automobile.  One of its best features is 

that if you lost your keys it was 

extremely easy to hot wire.  That happened a couple of times down at the beach when I lost my  keys in 

the sand.  I would have kept the car but ƛǘ ǎƘƻǊǘƭȅ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ōŜ ǊŜƎŀǊŘŜŘ ŀǎ ōƻǊƛƴƎΦ  Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŀǘǘǊŀŎǘ ƎƛǊƭǎ 

ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǾŜǊȅ ƳǳŎƘ Ŧǳƴ ǘƻ ŘǊƛǾŜΦ 

The next car was purchased about half-way through my senior year in high school.  This was a 1957 

BMW  LǎŜǘǘŀ оллΦ  ²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜ ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ǊŜŎƻƎƴƛȊŜ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ƛƳƳŜŘƛŀǘŜƭȅ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ 

άōǳōōƭŜέ ŎŀǊΦ  Lǘ Ŏƻǎǘ ϷмΣрлл ŀƴŘ L ǘƻƻƪ ƻǳǘ ŀ ƭƻŀƴ ǘƻ Ǉŀȅ ŦƻǊ ƛǘΦ  My first day of ownership I drove it to the 

parking lot at Anaheim High School and started to back into a space.  It was good that I backed in as it 

soon became obvious that beating a hasty retreat would be a very good idea.  Four burly football players 

were headed in my direction and I knew instinctively what they had in mind.  My little light-weight car 

was about to find a new parking spot on the second floor of the main building.  I fired off the engine and 

sped out of the lot just ahead of the approaching football players.  For the rest of the school year, the 

Isetta resided at a ŦǊƛŜƴŘΩǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ near the school. 

So far as I can remember, there was only one other Isetta 300 in town.  I never met the owner but we 

often shared the same parking spot downtown.  The Isetta was only 7 1/2 feet long, so it could be 

parked straight into the curb and still not be parked illegally.  When that was done,  there was plenty of 

room along the curb to park another Isetta in the same manner.  So I always parked my Isetta close to 

the front of a space and often my unknown Isetta friend would come along and park in the back.  It must 

have driven the cops nuts. 

One time I went to the beach with a friend and parked on a nearby side street.  When we returned to go 

home, some wise guys had boxed us in, front and back.  But no problem, we just lifted the car out 

sideways and went home.  However, sometimes my trips to the beach had bad results.  I got a ticket for 

parking it in a motorcycle space (it had a motorcycle engine) and once when I rolled it out on the beach 

to serve as an umbrella. 



At our senior picnic the car was a very big hit with the girls.  I organized a telephone-booth type 

competiton and about five girls crammed inside and a couple more hung on the front bumper.  With this 

ƎǊƻǎǎ ƻǾŜǊƭƻŀŘ L ŎǊǳƛǎŜŘΣ ǾŜǊȅ ǎƭƻǿƭȅΣ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƛŎƴƛŎ ŀǊŜŀΦ  LǘΩǎ ŀ ǿƻƴŘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōǊŜŀƪΦ 

The Isetta 300 had a maximum speed of 55 

mphτwhether on a level road or going 

downhill.  Going uphill it was not so fast.  On 

highways the biggest problem was getting 

people to pass you.  When cars would come 

up from behind they just wanted to hang 

around and stare.  It often got so bad that I 

had to pull over and let the parade go by. 

The most fun thing with this car was hitting 

big mud puddles at speed.  The design of the 

front of the car was such that it would shoot 

water straight up the air and bring the car to 

a rapid halt.  The other fun thing was buying 

gasoline.  It had a 3 gallon tank with a ¼ -

Ǝŀƭƭƻƴ ǊŜǎŜǊǾŜ ǘŀƴƪ ŀƴŘ ƴƻ Ǝŀǎ ƎŀǳƎŜΦ  ²ƘŜƴ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘ ǘƻ Ǌǳƴ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ Ǝŀǎ ȅƻǳΩŘ Ƨǳǎǘ ǊŜŀŎƘ ƻǾŜǊ ȅƻǳǊ 

shoulder and flip a lever to access the reserve tank.  I have no idea what sort of mileage the car got.  

When I first got the car I drove it a great deal for a week and then brought it into a gas station thinking 

that it must be almost empty.  The attendant (we had those back then) jammed the filler hose into the 

very short neck into the tank and opened the valve full bore.  In less than a couple seconds gas came 

shooting back up the filler pipe and splashed all over the guy.  He looked down into the ŎŀǊΩǎ open top 

ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘΣ ά¢hat will be 25 ŎŜƴǘǎΦέ  L ƘŀƴŘŜŘ ƘƛƳ ŀ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ ŘƻƭƭŀǊ ōƛƭƭ ǿƘƛŎƘ ōǊƻǳƎƘǘ ŦƻǊǘƘ ŀ ƭƻƻƪ ƻŦ 

ŜȄǘǊŜƳŜ ƳŜƴŀŎŜ ŦƻƭƭƻǿŜŘ ōȅ ŀ ŎƻƳƳŀƴŘ ǘƻ άƎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ƘŜǊŜΦέ  !ŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘ L ƴŜǾŜǊ ōƻǳƎƘǘ ŦǳŜƭ 

until after switching to the reserve tank. 

Shortly after graduating from high schooƭ L ƧƻƛƴŜŘ ǘƘŜ bŀǾȅ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ Ŧƻƭƪǎ ǘƻ ǎŜƭƭΦ  L ŎŀƴΩǘ 

ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ Ƙƻǿ Ƴŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜǎ LΩǾŜ ǊŜƎǊŜǘǘŜŘ ǎŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ŎŀǊΦ  LǎŜǘǘŀ оллǎ ƛƴ ƎƻƻŘ ǎƘŀǇŜ ŀǊŜ ŎǳǊǊŜƴǘƭȅ  ǎŜƭƭƛƴƎ 

for about thirteen grand.  But mainly it was a lot of fun to drive.  It would never have been suitable as a 

family car but would have made a great second car. 

I served in the Navy for three years and seven months.  Since I was still seventeen when I joined, the 

Navy was obligated to discharge me when I reached 21.  That type of 

enlisǘƳŜƴǘ ǿŀǎ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ ŀ άƪƛŘŘie ŎǊǳƛǎŜΦέ  L ƴŜǾŜǊ ƘŀŘ ŀ ŎŀǊ ǿƘƛƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ 

Navy.  It just never seemed to be anything I could afford and I really had 

no need for a car. 

When I was discharged I had built up a considerable thirst for owning a 

car.  I had all sorts of ideas about what sort of car I should buy but my 

Dad, always Mr. Practical, talked me into buying a very boring 1959 



Studebaker with a six-cylinder engine.  It was a really nice looking 

car and, as I had done with the old Frazer, I had it re-painted, this 

time in arctic white.  I was going to fix the car up but soon decided 

ǘƘŀǘ L ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ǘƛƳŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŀǘΦ  .ŜǎƛŘŜǎΣ L ǿŀǎ ƴƻǿ 

making good money as an electronics technician and I wanted a 

much snazzier set of wheels.  LΩŘ ŀƭǿŀȅǎ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ŀ ǎǇƻǊǘs car so when 

L ǎŀǿ ǘƘŀǘ мфру /ƻǊǾŜǘǘŜ ƻƴ ŀ ƭƻŎŀƭ ŘŜŀƭŜǊΩǎ ƭƻǘ L ǿŀǎ ƘƻƻƪŜŘΦ  Lǘ ƘŀŘ ŀ ōƛƎ ǎƛƎƴ ǇŀƛƴǘŜŘ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘǎƘƛŜƭŘ 

that said άIƻǘΦέ  ²Ƙŀǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƛȊŜ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƎƴ ǊŜŦŜǊǊŜŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŜƴƎƛƴŜ ǘŜƳǇŜǊŀǘǳǊŜΣ ƴƻǘ ƛǘǎ ǇƻǿŜǊΦ  

In fairness to the Corvette, it had been hopped up a little and it was indeed a very powerful car; 

however, design-wise it was horrible.  All the early Corvettes suffered greatly from a very poor 

distribution of weight.  They were unbelievably nose heavy and any hard application of the brakes would 

cause the car to spin out.  I did that in heavy traffic once and ended up facing the car behind me. 

During my brief ownership of the Corvette I ended up paying for a lot of repairs as it needed everything.  

However, it was not a complete disaster.  Because of owning the Corvette I met my wife Carolyn.  I was 

having coffee in a college cafeteria chatting with a friend when Carolyn sat down near us.  Hearing us 

talking about sports cars, she piped up and mentioned that she owned an Austin Healy Sprite.  Not much 

later we went on our first date.  She will always hold it against me that the date occurred because I had 

planned to go to a car race but made a mistake about the date of the race.  When I discovered the error, 

I thought, why not calƭ ǘƘŀǘ ƎƛǊƭ L ƳŜǘ ŀǘ ǎŎƘƻƻƭΦ  ²ŜΩǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ƳŀǊǊƛŜŘ ŦƻǊ пт ȅŜŀǊǎΦ 

/ŀǊƻƭȅƴΩǎ Vehicles before Lou 

Unlike her car-ƻōǎŜǎǎŜŘ ƘǳǎōŀƴŘΣ /ŀǊƻƭȅƴΩǎ ƭƛŦŜ 

before marriage was not filled with a succession 

of cars, weird or otherwise.  In fact, she had only 

two cars.   The first car, a 1949 Chevy coupe 

ƴŀƳŜŘ ά{ƘŀƎƴŀǎǘȅέ ƘŀŘ ŎǳǎǘƻƳ ŦŜŀǘǳǊŜǎ ǎǳŎƘ ŀǎ 

Chrysler tail lights and a deluxe, hand brushed, 

two-tone paint job (black bottom, white top).  

This car was purchased in partnership with her 

dad after their family car was badly damaged 

while parked near their home.  The arrangement was that when the family car was returned from the 

body shop Carolyn would then share the car with her mom, Sonja.  She had the car for about a year, 

from 1958 to 1959.  After that she moved to Washington D.C. to work for the FBI.   

In 1961 Carolyn came out to California to live with her folks in Whittier and 

work for Autonetics in Anaheim.  To get into the spirit of California living, she 

purchased a 1959 Austin Healy Sprite.  Apparently she needed some lessons 

on how to handle slippery corners as she managed to flip the Sprite while 

driving through the La Habra Heights area.  Somehow, although the car did a full flip going down an 

embankment, Carolyn managed to survive without serious injury, and so did her boyfriend (not me) who 



was a passenger in the car.  However, the boyfriend was thrown out of the car and landed on the 

ground almost under the car.  Nobody ever had a luckier accident. 

After we got married, the Sprite was our only car for awhile.  I dearly loved driving it as you could easily 

go into a full four-wheel drift around corners.  It was very much like driving a go cart.  However 

acceleration and top speed left a lot to be desired.  It desperately needed a modern engine. 

Our  Vehicles 

Instead of marrying Carolyn right away, I decided instead to spend some time working in Alaska to save 

some money and then get married.  That necessitated selling the Corvette.  I just took it to a used-car lot 

and took their offer.  While inside their office signing the paperwork, I saw a small crowd gathering 

around the Corvette.  It seems that a sucker really is born every minute. 

I only lasted six months in Alaska and upon returning Carolyn and I got married.  Before tying the knot 

however, we decided to use some of my Alaska savings to pay off her Sprite.  After all, for the time being 

that was going to be our family car.  I went to the bank by myself and paid off the loan.  Shortly 

thereafter we got a pink slip in the mail indicating that the car was mine, not hers.  Needless to say, I 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƳŀƪŜ ŀƴȅ Ǉƻƛƴǘǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŀƴŜǳǾŜǊΦ   

We were married in the Lutheran church I attended as a teenager.  It was a formal church wedding with 

ŀ ǊŜŎŜǇǘƛƻƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘǳǊŎƘΩǎ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ƘŀƭƭΦ  ²ƘŜƴ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ 

time to leave I assumed that someone would bring 

/ŀǊƻƭȅƴΩǎ {ǇǊƛǘŜ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŦǊƻƴǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ 

where all the well wishers had gathered.  Much to 

my surprise, her Dad, Emil Smith, had parked his 

Triumph Herald convertible at that spot and it was 

festooned with the usual wedding stuff.  He knew 

that going on a honeymoon in a Sprite was not going 

to be very comfortable.  The Sprite had zero storage 

space so there was no room for even a small 

suitcase.  The Triumph was bigger and had a real trunk.  I have always been grateful for that wonderful 

gesture on his part. 

As much as I dearly loved the Sprite, it was a lousy family car.  Right after we rented our first apartment 

we went to a White Front store (remember those?) and bought the usual stuff including an ironing 

board, broom, etc.  We had totally forgotten about the limitations of our little Sprite.  We went home 

with all that stuff sticking straight up in the air and with most it 

anchored in CarƻƭȅƴΩǎ ƭŀǇΦ  It was becoming obvious that we 

needed a larger vehicle. 

We sold the Sprite and bought a new 1962 Ford Falcon two-door.  

Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƴƛŎŜ ŎŀǊ ōǳǘ ƘŀŘ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŎƻƳƳƻƴ άCalŎƻƴέ 

faults.  It had a two-speed automatic transmission that offered 



two inappropriate options for hill climbing.  You could either lug down the engine in high gear or over-

rev the engine in low gear.  I suspect that the folks who lived in flat places like Nebraska never noticed 

the problem, but out here in the west with our big hills and mountains, it was a major problem. 

L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƳǳŎƘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ CŀƭŎƻƴ ŀǎ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀƴȅ 

trips in it that were noteworthy.  It was just a plain car, not 

exciting to drive, not exciting to look at, just not exciting.  

However, we did buy something a lot more exciting around that 

timeτwe bought a Honda 50 motorcycle.  This turned out to be 

not only a very popular machine for us but also for the world.  

Over 60 million of these bikes have been manufactured and 

ǘƘŀǘΩǎ Ƴƻre than any other motor vehicle ever.  Also, you can 

still buy these things, brand new.  

We bought the Honda bike to provide us with a real cheap 

second car.  I was going to college at the time and I used it to get to school while Carolyn drove our car 

to ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ǿƻǊƪΦ  ¢ƘŜ ŎƻƭƭŜƎŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǾŜǊȅ ŦŀǊ ŀǿŀȅ ǎƻ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘǊƛǇǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƴƻǘ ǾŜǊȅ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ 

ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ ŘǊƻǾŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ Ƴȅ Ŧƻƭƪǎ ƘƻǳǎŜ ƛƴ !ƴŀƘŜƛƳ ƻǊ /ŀǊƻƭȅƴΩǎ Ŧƻƭƪǎ ƛƴ ²ƘƛǘǘƛŜǊΦ  ¢ƘƻǎŜ ǿŜǊŜ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ 

trips, given the distance and the fact that both of us wŜǊŜ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ōƛƪŜΦ  ²Ŝ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǎƻ ƛǘ was 

amazing that the bike could handle our weight and get us to those destinations in a reasonable period of 

time.  I have to admit, however, that we must have looked a little absurd going down the road. 

In 1964 Ford came out with the Mustang.  A family friend 

bought one and we saw their car at my folksΩ house.  It was 

love at first sight.  What a great-looking car.  It encapsulated 

all the things we had wished for in our next car, and it was 

affordable.   So we pledged to buy one as soon as our finances 

permitted.  At the beginning of the 1965 model year we 

ordered a blue Mustang convertible with no radio.  I intended 

to install a radio of my choosing later on.  To establish the value of our Falcon as a trade in, we had to 

give it to the dealer.   In return, they gave us an old Ford as a loaner.  The old Ford crapped out several 

times but we persevered.   One day while returning the old Ford to the dealership for repairs, I saw a 

truck load of Mustangs entering the dealership and it had a blue convertible on it.  Eureka, I thought, our 

car has arrived.  On closer inspection I noted that it lacked a radioτthat had to be our car.  However, 

ƻǳǊ ŎǊŀŦǘȅ ǎŀƭŜǎ Ǝǳȅ ŀǎǎǳǊŜŘ ǳǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƻǳǊ ŎŀǊ ŀƴŘΣ ōȅ ǘƘŜ ǿŀȅΣ ƛŦ we were tired of waiting, how 

about buying one of the hardtop models they had in inventory.  We had been bamboozled.  Convertibles 

were much in demand and the dealer had sold ours to someone else for a premium.  We licked our 

wounds and bought a hardtop instead.  I have never quit hating car dealerships since then.  In my book, 

they are all crooks. 

The 1965 Mustang, equipped with a 289 V8 and three-speed manual transmission, was a hot car.  It was 

just as powerful as my old Corvette and a lot more convenienǘΦ  IƻǿŜǾŜǊΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǇŜǊŦŜŎǘΦ  [ƛƪŜ ǘƘŜ 

Corvette, it was nose heavy and prone to spinning.  Unlike the Corvette, it was severely lacking in 



braking power.  This was a malady that effected virtually all Ford products back then, but it was 

especially noticeable on a car like the Mustang.  The Mustang running gear was basically just warmed 

over Falcon gear and Falcons were too slow to worry much about brakes.  Later on when people like 

Shelby got a hold of the Mustang, things improved substantially, but that was too late for us. 

Before going on about the Mustang, I need to add that somewhere along the 

line we bought another motorcycle.  This time it was a Honda S90, sometimes 

called the Super 90.  I lusted after this machine because it looked a lot more 

like a real motorcycle than the little Honda 50.  However, it took a while for its 

power claims to be realized.  For the first few months of ownership it kept 

cutting out on me every time I drove it at speed, and especially during hard 

acceleration.  Finally, the mechanic at the Honda dealer got really exasperated.  Every time he drove the 

ōƛƪŜ ƛǘ ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳŜŘ ŦƭŀǿƭŜǎǎƭȅΦ  Cƛƴŀƭƭȅ ƘŜ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ Řƻ ŀ ǇŀǊŀƭƭŜƭ ǊƛŘŜΦ  LΩŘ ǊƛŘŜ Ƴȅ ōƛƪŜ 

and he would follow me on another bike.  Sure enough, the engine started to cut out right away (thank 

heavens).  When we got back he knew immediately what the problem wasτI was about a hundred 

ǇƻǳƴŘǎ ƘŜŀǾƛŜǊ ǘƘŀƴ ƘŜ ǿŀǎΦ  ¢ƘŜ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŀǊƪ ǇƭǳƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŀǎ ƛƴǎǘŀƭƭŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ōƛƪŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ 

take the heat that was generated when I rode the bike.  They installed a different spark plug and the 

bike ran just fine. 

!ǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ CŀƭŎƻƴΣ ǿŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Řƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ aǳǎǘŀƴƎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘǳǎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŀƪŜ ŀƴȅ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜǎ ƻŦ ƛǘΣ 

so the photo I have here was lifted off the internet.   By the time we traded it in for a Ψ68 VW bug, it was 

rather beat up.  During its brief history with us it had suffered two mishaps which had resulted in some 

minor body damage.  Also, its silver paint, in true Ford style, was beginning to fade badlyτmost likely 

because I had polished the car one too many times.  It took many years for me to learn the lesson my 

Dad tried to give me with respect to the care of car paint.  In his view, the worst thing you could do to a 

car is apply polish.  His reasoning, which was sound at the time, was that all car polishes contained a 

certain amount of pumice or other such materials to grind off the coat of oxidation that normally 

developed on paint.  He argued that the oxidation actually served to protect the paint and that grinding 

it off simply took off a layer of paint.  Many years later car manufacturers solved the problem by coating 

all cars with one or more layers of polyurethane.  That pretty much eliminated oxidation problems and 

should have also eliminated the markŜǘ ŦƻǊ ŎŀǊ ǇƻƭƛǎƘŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘΦ  {ƻƳŜ ƛŘŜŀǎ ŘƛŜ ƘŀǊŘΦ 

¢ƘŜ aǳǎǘŀƴƎ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ŧǳƭƭȅ ŦǳƭŦƛƭƭ ƻǳǊ ƭƻƴƎƛƴƎǎ ŦƻǊ ŀ 

sports car so we bought a brand new 1966 MG 

Midget.  The MG Midget was basically the same 

car as the Austin Healy Sprite that Carolyn owned 

when we got married.  It just as much fun to drive 

although nowhere near as reliable.  All owners of 

British cars are fully aware of the need for a 

ƳƻƴǘƘƭȅ άǘƛƎƘǘŜƴƛƴƎΦέ  .ŀŎƪ ǘƘŜƴΣ .ǊƛǘƛǎƘ ŀǳǘƻ 

manufacturers did not believe in using lock 

washers or anything like that.  Instead, they relied 

on fine threads and periodic tightening.  So every 



ƳƻƴǘƘ ȅƻǳΩŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ȅƻǳǊ ǘƻƻƭ ǎŜǘ ŀƴŘ Ǝƻ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ŜƴǘƛǊŜ ŎŀǊΣ ǘƛƎƘǘŜƴƛƴƎ ŜǾŜǊȅ ōƻƭǘ ŀƴŘ ǎŎǊŜǿΦ  

Unfortunately, I got a little lax in that area and suffered the consequences.  On our maiden voyage up to 

Carmel our oil filter bracket almost fell off due to lack of tightening.  On the way home, the bottom 

radiator hose fell off, due to lack of tightening.  A few months later the intake manifold almost fell off, 

due to lack of tightening.  Finally with respect to tightening, the emergency brake jammed in the set 

position due to a screw not being tightened.  There were other failures as well.  The gas filler tube that 

runs through the trunk sprung a solder joint leak and almost filled our small trunk with gasoline.  

Anytime it rained a dash through a mud puddle would bring the car to a halt due to flooding of its 

distributor.  In true English fashion, the MG engineers had mounted the distributor at the bottom of the 

engine making it highly vulnerable to water intrusion. 

²Ŝ ƻƴƭȅ ƪŜǇǘ ǘƘŜ aD ŦƻǊ ŀ ŎƻǳǇƭŜ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƴŘ ōȅ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜ LΩŘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŀƴ ŜȄǇŜǊǘ άǘƛƎƘǘŜƴŜǊΦέ  L ƘŀŘ ŀ 

special tool kit that had all the right wrenches (spanners) and screw drivers.  But basically we just got to 

thŜ Ǉƻƛƴǘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘǊǳǎǘ ǘƘŜ ŎŀǊ ǘƻ Ǝƻ ŀƴȅ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŘƛǎǘŀƴŎŜ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ƘŀǾƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΦ 

The shortcomings of the Mustang and the MG 

made us want to return to a car with a super 

reputation for quality and the Volkswagen bug 

seemed to be the best choice.  They were selling 

like hotcakes so there was no way to negotiate a 

lower price; however, you could deal a little on 

your trade in.  With respect to the Mustang, we 

were just glad to get anything for it because used 

Mustangs had become a drug on the market.  

Ford had made so many of them that they had 

totally lost their caché. 

Our new Ψсу ōug was powder blue, like a few million others, and in true bug-like fashion it was a 

wonderful car.  We actually took a few trips in it including a run down to Ensenada, Mexico.  It was a 

nice cruising car and could fairly easily run as fast as 90 mph.  We got a ticket once for going over 75 on 

the Santa Ana freeway.  

The bug was the first car that I ever maintained completely on my own.  It was so much fun to work on 

that I saw no reason to take it to the dealer.  However, frequent maintenance was required.  About 

every other month, an entire Saturday would be devoted to VW maintenance.  I did the whole nine 

yards.  The carburetor was removed, disassembled and cleaned, and reassembled with new gaskets, 

float and needle valve.   The engine oil was drained and replaced, and  a new gasket installed on the 

drain plug.  The valve covers were removed, the rocker gaps were adjusted, new gaskets were installed 

and the covers re-installed (VW valve covers were notorious leakers).  The brushes in the DC generator 

were replaced.  New plugs and points were installed and static engine timing was performed (that was 

standard for old VWs).  Occasionally IΩŘ ŀƭǎƻ ǊŜǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƘŜ ōŜƭǘ ǘƘŀǘ Ǌŀƴ ǘƘŜ ƎŜƴŜǊŀǘƻǊΦ  



When we decided to get involved 

in camping, we bought a 65 VW 

van camper.  This was not a fancy, 

made in Germany, Westphalia 

model; instead it had undergone a 

conversion by an American 

company, but they did a good job.  

It lacked a pop top so all sleeping 

had to be done on the main bed.  

Given the extreme narrowness of 

the bed, that represented a 

challenge for us as we are not wee 

people.  Later I cut down the side cabinet that caused the narrowness in order to substantially widen the 

bed. 

The camper required the same degree of maintenance as the VW bug so now I was going through all 

that for two vehicles.  I also made some modifications to the van engine in the form of a hotter ignition 

and a free flowing muffler.  That improved performance but not enough to be noticeable when climbing 

hills or mountain grades.  We did a great deal of travelling in the van and saw most of the major parks in 

the western US.  We also did a lot of weekend camping when our son Robert was born.  Camping was 

one of the things that new parents should always consider as it provides an ideal way to get some 

recreation time while bringing along your baby.  Fortunately, we had friends who also had young kids 

and liked to join us for our weekend adventures. 

In 1969 I graduated from college and, after a short stint working for 

the Department of Defense, I  went to work for Kidde & Co. as a 

regional representative.  In that role I got a company car, a brand new 

1970 Chevy Impala hardtop.  The company liked these cars because 

they had a huge trunk which their sales people needed to carry the 

tons of  brochures they had to have with them at all times.   So for a short period we had two VWs--the 

bug and the van--and a new Chevy Impala.  But thŀǘ ōƛƎ ŦƭŜŜǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǎǘŀȅ ōƛƎ ŦƻǊ ƭƻƴƎΦ  ¢ƘŜ ±² ōǳƎ ǿŀǎ 

eventually sold after suffering a couple major maladies.  First, while Carolyn was driving home from 

college one night a guy ran into her and did major damage to the VW.  The insurance company had it 

repaired but it never drove the same again.  That type of car body is almost impossible to repair 

correctly.  Secondly, it blew its engine.  We had the engine repaired and then shortly afterwards sold the 

car.  Since we had the Chevy, there was no need for three cars. 

Poor Carolyn.  When she had the accident with the VW, it happened right next to a restaurant and she 

went  there to call home.  Mainly, since the VW was now inoperative, she needed a ride home.  At the 

time we were living in Los Alamitos in an upstairs apartment owned by our good friends John and Nancy 

Citso, who lived in the downstairs unit.  When Carolyn called I was in the backyard playing ping pong 

with John and could not hear our phone upstairs.  She called numerous times and when I finally 



answered the phone she was extremely upset.  It was bad enough to be involved in a serious accident 

without having problems calling home. 

Sometime later our VW van also blew its engine.  We discovered to our dismay that most 1,500 cc VW 

engines had a tendency to blow up after about 80,000 miles.  The problem was related to inadequate 

cooling on one of the cylinders.  The shroud and oil pump arrangement at the rear of the engine blocked 

the flow of air to one of the cylinders and eventually this caused a valve stem to break which would lead 

the engine to suck in the other end of the valve and drill a hole in the piston.  In later years this problem 

would become well known and the cure was to install stainless steel valves. 

Before the old van died, however, it went on many adventures including a cross-country trip from 

Ensenada to San Felipe, in Bajaτbefore the road was built.  In the company of three other vehicles from 

the Beckman rod and gun club, the old van made it through the whole trip with only one punctured tire.  

The other three vehicles all had major problems dealing with the dusty conditions.  It certainly proved 

the point that these vans could handle just about any type of terrain. 

The Ψ65 van did have one very serious 

shortcoming besides its lack of power and that 

was its inability to handle any sort of cross wind.  

On windy days driving the van was more like 

sailing than driving.  Any gust of wind would 

require a major steering correction if you wanted 

to stay on the road.  That led to a somewhat 

humorous incident when the van was retired and 

replaced by a 1969 Volvo sedan.  On our first 

drive in the Volvo the area was experiencing one 

of its famous Santa Ana windstorms.  When we 

entered the freeway we were hit by a mighty 

cross wind and, as we had been trained from our 

van driving days, we immediately made a big steering correction by pointing the car into the wind.  The 

result was almost catastrophic as the car immediately veered to the edge of the road.  We soon 

ŘƛǎŎƻǾŜǊŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ±ƻƭǾƻǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎƛǾŜ a hoot about wind. 

The Volvo was a unfortunate continuation of our habit of buying under-powered cars.  It had a four-

cylinder engine which, I was told, at one time powered a Swedish tractor.  If everything was perfectly 

tuned the engine was okay once at speed, but getting there took some time.  If it was out of tune, things 

got very sluggish.  As a result, I quickly learned that this car needed monthly tune ups. 

We purchased a roof-rack for the Volvo to carry all the camping equipment, including a very large 

Coleman tent, that we purchased to keep us camping after the loss of our VW van.  We really only made 

one major camping trip with that gear and that was a weeƪΩǎ ǾŀŎŀǘƛƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ {ƛŜǊǊŀǎΦ  {ƻƳŜƘƻǿ ǘƘŜ 

Volvo managed to grind up the mountain.  Going down, however, was no problem.  Unlike the Ford 

products we had owned, the Volvo had the best brakes of just about any production car.  With its big 


