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Guacamole
The story I’m about to share with you
is not one of widely known automotive history; it’s not even about a veteran or vintage
car – it is one of a very personal nature. It’s
a story about her. It’s about the one who got
away… the one who broke my heart. She
was my first love. She was lovingly nicknamed “Guacamole” by my sister-in-law at
first sight of her – because of her streamlined, avocado-hued body and her white
sour cream-like hard top. She was my 1969
Oldsmobile Delta 88 Royale Coupe.
I still remember the first day we met
like it was yesterday. I was working as a
back counter parts consultant for a Chevrolet dealership. The Back counter was where
the timecards were, and because I opened
the shop every morning, I got to greet all the
mechanics pulling up to the door, punching
the clock, and reluctantly exchanging platitudes (usually laced with profanity, as mechanics usually have a very colorful vocabulary – at least from my experience.) It was
business as usual, or so I thought; a steady
stream of familiar vehicles paraded by as
the activity level arose, signaling the beginning of another stress-filled workday. All of
the sudden, she crept past my office window. Her pace was slow; not unlike a
freight train gingerly leaving a station before gaining momentum for a long journey.
The sheer length of her body made it seem
like an eternity for the driver’s side door to
appear. Her motor was almost completely
silent, adding instantly to her mystique.
The resident transmission technician
emerged and entered the parts department.
“Nice ride, man,” I said, and he looked at
me as if I was ribbing him with a sarcastic
quip. He chuckled, replying “yeah, she’s a
boat, huh? I just inherited her form my late
uncle over the weekend. I Thought I’d take
her for a spin today.” “Is she in good
shape?” I asked. “”For her age, she purrs
like a kitten, and drives like you’re on a
cloud. She’s a 69’ you know. I’m going to
put her up for sale cause’ my wife wants it
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off the front lawn.”
“Don’t tell me that thing has a 455 in it,
does it?” “Yep,” he said. “Ok, how much do
you want for her?” “I don’t know – I got to
get to work, but think about it and make me
an offer.” “I’ll give you $400 for her today,”
I said. “Right after lunch, so I can hit up the
bank. Dou you have the pink slip?” “I sure
do – but $500 is what I want for her. Then
you have a deal.” “Done!” I found myself
quivering with excitement and anticipation;
perhaps that pot of coffee I just drank had
contributed to my discomfort, but I digress.
I was about to purchase my first car on my
own. It just so happened I had been saving,
and I had to have her as soon as I saw her.
He let me drive her to the bank that afternoon to make sure I actually wanted her.
There was no doubt. I was in love. Before I
took her home, the technician had me pull
around to his service bay to retrieve some
personal effects. He opened the trunk and
used a cherry picker to pull out three complete 4L60-E Chevrolet Truck transmissions
that were in the back – with room to spare.
From the first moment I pulled open the
monstrous door, I maneuvered myself over

the Fisher Body sill plates and sat on
the still plush interior 60/40 split bench
seat, grasping the massive steering
wheel. My nose was filled with the
scent of a classic closed vehicle’s smell
– the smell of a car that only seemed to
exist in cars made from the 1950’s to
the 1970’s, and It instantly took me
back to my childhood – those wonderful
memories of my Father’s enormous
Ford station wagon. The smell that was
a combination of regular leaded gas
fumes and years of cigarette smoke, as
the tiny ashtrays in the armrests (relics
of a non politically-correct time) were
still filled with cigarette butts. That
smell seemed to make everything it
mingled with smell just a little bit better. This car had history.
This car had created memories. It
had been to proms and weddings. Children were probably conceived in the
cavernous expanses of the back seat.
Now she was part of my life. She was
mine, and we were going to make memories of our own.
Guacamole Continued on page 3

AVOIDING THE DIGITAL RABBIT HOLE:
ACCURATE RESEARCH AT THE HCFI LIBRARY
Way back when Al Gore ‘invented
the Internet,’ I'm almost positive that his
intentions for its use were almost entirely
good, and that the information that it contained and provided to its users was supposed to be true, unbiased, and accurate.
Unfortunately, much to our former Vice
President's dismay (and all of ours, I'm
sure), that just didn't happen. People that
use the internet for legitimate research
purposes know this; and if you have any
familiarity with the World Wide Web and
how to navigate within it, in time you've
no doubt found which areas to access and
which areas to steer clear of. When it
comes to The Web, we would all like to
think that everyone who has a passion and
wants to share that passion with others
subscribes to the ethical theories of truth
and accuracy in posting information, but
there are just too many folks out there
who either don't care about integrity or
ethics, or just aren't qualified enough to
properly do research and keep accurate
enough records worthy of publication in
last week's Pennysaver, let alone any website dedicated to whatever it is they're interested in. There are obviously exceptions to this of course, but to the trained
eye, you'll usually know when you come
across the real McCoy - or just a highly
disguised sales pitch.
To the antique automobile restorer,
this situation can be as problematic as it is
frustrating. As with any antiquity, determining its origin, age, authenticity, and
value, you need accurate information.
Finding this information yourself can be
nightmarish at best, and the Internet was
supposed to make that part easier. Instead,
imagine spending an hour on your laptop
chasing after a photograph of the serial
number location on a chassis you just
spotted while picking in a barn (in an
attempt to prove its authenticity) prior to
haggling on an offer, only to find that
you've actually found yourself down the
digital 'rabbit hole,' and the wild goose
chase's inevitable destination is a pop-up
ad trying to get you to buy a year's worth
of surplus wax polish (not including shipping, handling, and applicable taxes, of
course) from 'Shade tree Clem's Auto
Graveyard.com'. It's not right. It's not fair.
We agree - but fear not! We're here to
help.

Although we too can be found on the
Web, our intentions here at the HCFI are
to provide those of you doing research
with nothing but true and accurate information. How is this possible? When you
deal with the Horseless Carriage Foundation, you're being helped by people who
are as passionate about your project as
you are - only we have the library to back
it up...and it's only getting bigger and better every day.
With donations coming in from
members and non-members alike, we have
now accumulated enough books, periodicals, and manuals to have created arguably the largest automotive research facility
west of the Rockies, and though in the
past we've primarily dealt with pre-war
automotive literature, we are now expanding to cover vehicles all the way up
to the 1980's, including a massive collection of actual factory service manuals, as
well as service bulletins, parts catalogs,
collision and body manuals, and aftermarket manuals, so you don't ever have to
take 'Shade tree Clem's Auto Graveyard.com's word for it again.
We understand how valuable your
time is, and realize that you would rather
be under the hood (or driving!) than hunting for that elusive wiring diagram, paint
code, or serial number location. That's

why we're currently in the process of updating our database to allow for pinpoint
accurate searches for your vehicle's needs.
In fact, we will very soon be able to use a
keyword search to access every scrap of
information in the library pertaining to
your car - including photographs, magazine articles, as well as parts and service
information - even if it has been out of
print or discontinued. We can even do the
research for you if you choose, so you can
stay focused on your project - or out on
the road. Just contact us here at the library
to find out how.
Are you one of the fortunate few who
are in a position to help, and want to?
We're more than happy to accept your
generous tax-deductible donation of literature to the HCFI, regardless of its size. In
fact, we encourage it. It helps us to help
you - and after all, isn't that what old Al
was shooting for with the whole Internet
thing to begin with? I'm sure he'd be the
first to agree. - Kevin J. Parker

Next Board Meeting
The next Board Meeting will be on:
November 17, 2012 at 9:00 AM
at the Library Office:
8186 Center Street Suite F
La Mesa, CA 91942.

COMPLETE SETS OF HCCA’S
GAZETTE & FORD MODEL T
CLUB’S
VINTAGE FORD
FOR SALE.
The HCFI has available for sale complete
sets of the above magazines. We also
have many duplicates so if you need to fill
in your collection give us a call.

Duplicates run 1939-1949 $15.00
1950-1959 $10.00
1960-1969 $ 5.00
1970-1979 $ 3.00
1980 up $ 1.00
The full set of Gazettes through
2010 would be $1200. and the Vintage Ford through 2008 would be
$900.
Please contact “Mac” 619-464-0301 or
research@hcfi.org.
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With one turn of the key, she sprang
to life. The motor was so quiet after ignition that at first I thought she had stalled
until I pumped the gas pedal. I pulled
down on the column shifter and put her
into drive, and our maiden voyage was
underway. She passed over speed bumps
as if they were an illusion. Once on open
road, I opened up the throttle; her front
end rose from the torque and the gentle
purr of her engine now became a roar.
She was fast. Really fast. It took a moment to get the feel of the power with
such a big steering wheel and trying to
see past the flight-deck like hood, but I
settled in almost instantly. I didn’t want
to go back to work that day. I was tempted to take her down Pacific Coast Highway for the afternoon. But I went back
anyway to finalize our union. From that
moment on, we were inseparable.
She had her problems, of course.
After all, it was a daily driver that had
fallen into disrepair after being replaced
by newer, less soulful late-model vehicles. Her interior was surprisingly well
preserved (down to the clear one-piece
textured floor mats custom made to fit
over the hump in the floor where the old
Hydromatic 350 transmission was), but
the rear seat had gaping holes in it, exposing the yellowed foam. The massive
455 Rocket was pretty sound, other than
its appearance. She was leaking oil, but at
the time it wasn’t too bad considering her
age. After all, I was working at a GM
dealership. I could fix her up. I was a
parts guy. I could bring her back to her
glory days.
Over the next four years, I put countless hours and two thousand dollars trying to keep her alive; trying unsuccessfully to seal up all the leaks. The biggest
problem was finding parts for her – especially brake parts. This model of Oldsmobile had front drum brakes, which was a
rarity even for a GM parts person like
me. I managed to get the shoes relined,
but over time, the drums needed to be
replaced, and I couldn’t find a vendor
anywhere. Junk yards nationwide either
hung up on me or just laughed at me. I
considered getting it converted to disc,
but it was unbelievably expensive. Towards the end of our affair, I was putting
a case of oil into her a month. Mechanics
refused to work on her anymore. It quickly became clear that we had an expiration
date, and my beloved would eventually
be sent to greener pastures. It broke my
heart.

Inevitably came the day when we had to
go our separate ways. I had gotten a small
financial windfall and had an opportunity to
buy a used Ford Ranger and jumped at it. I
arranged for Guacamole to be donated to my
favorite charity, and watched as the huge
flatbed tow truck loaded her up in front of the
dealership where she had proudly parked for
almost five years. My tax deduction slip said
her value was a couple thousand dollars
(mostly because of the motor), but I knew her
real worth. She had been priceless to me.
Now we were saying goodbye. I won’t lie, I
got a little misty was she pulled away, but it
was time. I would never hear her voice again.
We both knew it was time. I said goodbye to
her one last time as she faded out of sight.
She was out of my life forever, I remember
thinking. She was probably headed for the
big car show in the sky. But alas –it was not
the end. I would hear from her one last time.
Three months after she left, I returned
home from work one evening and as I always
did, checked my mail before I went to my
apartment. In my mailbox was a letter from
the U.S. Justice Department; I was to be subpoenaed and questioned for allegedly supplying a vehicle for nefarious purposes – smuggling illegal aliens across the U.S. / Mexican
border. The Vehicle? A 1969 two-tone avocado green and white Oldsmobile Delta 88
Royale. The driver had stolen Guacamole
from the lot of the charity, and he had been
arrested in San Ysidro, California with SIX
PEOPLE in the trunk, stacked up like matches or cords of wood. I was of course exonerated of any charges almost instantly after a
phone call to my attorney, as the title had
been transferred to the aforementioned charitable organization. A brief moment of anxiety had given way to a grin and a chuckle. I
just shook my head and laughed. My insolent
minx wasn’t going out without one last fling,
and she let me know about it the only way
she could. Now she was in an impound yard,
almost certainly headed for the scrap heap,
but she had said goodbye to me in her own
special way. She was my first love. I couldn’t
save her, but we made the most of the short
time we had together. I will never forget her.
– Kevin J Parker

Check out the updates on the
website …
www.hcfi.org

Gifts in Kind:
Gail Garrison

Cash Donation:
Nick Fintzelberg
Don Sable
Jay Watkins, Sr.

New HCF Members:
Greg Griffin, Huntington Beach, CA
Randy Kilpatrick, San Diego, CA
Michael Nash, Vicksburg, MI
David Olson, North Easton, MA
Joel Perry, Elk Grove, CA
Paul Radmall, Blenheim, New Zeland
David Ziegler, Ballwin, MO

LIFE MEMBERS
Dr. Merl* & Joy Ledford
Philip & Joy Reed
Steve & Blanche Gordon
Paul* & Dorothy* Kettenburg
Thomas & Kris Kettenburg
George & Frances Sherman
Jack* & Gail Garrison
Edward* & Jean Johnson
Don & Becky Sable
Nicholas Fintzelberg
Edward Meanley*
Ellen Browning Scripps Foundation
* deceased

HONORARY LIFE MEMBERS
Philip & Joy Reed
Marian Teague
Jeanne Deringer
Peggie Eccles*
Bill & Loraine Cuthbert
Paul & Dorothy Kettenburg*
Jack* & Gail Garrison
Mr. & Mrs. Ross Bewley
David & Sondra Gast
Donald & Margaret Miller
*deceased

WISH LIST
Funds requested to
needed at the Library:

purchase

items

Funds for Scanning Books
Any automobile literature, periodical, or
automobile related items
New Location for Library — Buy/Share/
Donate
Funds to purchase additional book
shelves.

From 1942

LIBRARY INFORMATION

By July war output of
automotive companies exceeded their peacetime production rate.
September 10 — President Roosevelt ordered
nation-wide gasoline rationing effective December 1 to
conserve fuel and rubber.
Graham-Page
begane
production of amphibian
tanks.
Nash-Kelvinator
produced Pratt & Whitney
engines, Hamitton Standard
propelers, Sikorsky helicopters.
Chrysler
spent
$40,000,000 to increase
tank production, started
huge aircraft engine plant in
Chicago.
Pontiac was first automobile manufacturer to win
Navy “E” Award. When
this award was superseded
by Army-Navy “E”, Chrysler Tank arsenal was accorded the first such award
in the U.S.

Horseless Carriage Foundation
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