2011 Peach State Spring Driving Tour 
Springtime in Georgia!  By Thursday evening the rains had stopped, the flowers were in bloom… and the pollen counts were as high as the cumulonimbus.  Nature announced her plan for us to head to Savannah for some head-clearing respite!  We had a fabulous long weekend of friends, family and Cadillac Kicks. By all accounts it was a great tour, thanks largely to Guide Terry Bird. Some say they had to get back to work to get some rest, as the frolics were too hard on the old guys’ constitutions. (Your author’s constitution was strong - ahem.) Late nights, early mornings, sun and wind, horrible karaoke singers  –  all contributed to an action-packed and exhausting tour. 
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Friday:  The day started EARLY for some. Henry and Elizabeth Mainwaring got going in the dark to be at our rallying point in Covington, east of Atlanta, by 9:30 AM.  Bob and Judy Winchell, Stan Tucker and Doug Bailey met for coffee on the NW side of town, departing at 6:00 AM.  We were joined at the Waffle House off I-20 by Frank and Martina Butler, and Professor Frank. Mark Nichols and his parents, Joe and Jean, rolled in from Buford with plenty of time for bacon and eggs. A careful few spent the night in the vicinity to ensure they were on time for departure (Nancy and Leigh Spivey and Dottie and Ray Diodati).  Several of us (Bill and Mary Greene, Vince and Karen Haaland, Bob Hendershott, Kevin Garrison) arrived at the appointed Wal-Mart parking lot, only to find it was no longer a Wal-Mart! A quick round of calls sorted that out for all the missing in action except the Spiveys (in for a two-week Stateside visit from Lincolnshire UK), the Dunns and the Dorseys. These final three cars pulled into the lot just as we were about to call Missing Persons.  By 9:30 we had filled the coolers, caught up on Cadillac events, and were briefed about the day’s treats by tour guide par excellence, T-Bird.  We headed out I-20 with Sandy Partridge and TB in the lead, bound for lunch at Ivery’s in downtown Thomson. You ever notice this group never misses a meal? Yup, me too. 
In Thomson we made a loop around town and saw Sen. Thomas Watson’s home, Hickory Hill. Ivery’s was actually all it had been cracked up to be:  Fried chicken, catfish, hush puppies, all sorts of vegetables, and peach cobbler… A nice kick-off. 
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Out the back roads we trooped in single file, and eventually drew onto the grounds of the Ogeechee River Car Emporium. Mr. Alan Shapiro had some very fine automobiles – an eclectic collection set of by all sorts of Coca Cola memorabilia. We got some shots to share with PSCLC member, Doug Ivester, former chief at Coca Cola. Looks like we entranced another Peach State member, because Alan Shapiro’s membership registration was at my house on Monday afternoon when I got home! [image: image4.jpg]


Welcome to new members Alan and Judy Shapiro, of Jewell, Georgia. 
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We traveled some marvelous, tree-lined back roads to the freeway, then sped down I-16 at “breakneck speed.” Well, it would have been breakneck speed if you had been pedaling. People lined up to pass our entourage, and marveled at the cars all along the way. It’s a truly impressive sight: nine old Caddies joined by two more modern Cadillacs, spaced out by a couple of modern vehicles, and chased by a Ferrari.  (Dottie, checking out the pony on its rear, remarked that the Winchells surely had a beautiful Mustang! Sorry Dottie, it was a good line…) When we checked into the hotel we found our parking cramped. The water on the floor was reminiscent of the Grand National meet that had been held in the same facility back in 2007. For most of us it brought back fond memories. And no rain! 
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Refreshed, we joined Savannah member Richard Lane for a cocktail party at his attractive and unique home. The fountains and the pool, and the lighting were marvelous.  It was a warm and inviting place, and the drinks were welcome too! Richard has a collection of Cadillacs, and our group mooned over them. Richard’s neighbor Doug shared his ’66 Chrysler convertible and some good stories, too. A fine time in old Savannah.
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After, we sped back to the Marriott for a quick change and a nice hike to River Street. We enjoyed the chicken fingers and burgers and beer at Spanky’s. The city’s not-so-finest singers shouted as if that made them sound better… Yikes! I was happy to turn in by 11:30, because it felt like 2:00 AM. Long day!
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Saturday:  It was an early wake-up call. We had to be ready to depart by 9:00 AM.  Breakfast first. We were joined by Marc Bailey, Doug’s brother. Then out to check the oil and gas. The Dunns’ Geraldine (’57 sedan) wouldn’t start, so we took the Tux (’66 SDV) to the Mighty Eighth Air Force Museum. Dudley and Ferebee Ruffalo joined us at the museum and spent the rest of the day with us, driving their triple black ’66 Deville convertible. The museum was better than ever! They now have a nearly complete B-17, missing only[image: image10.jpg]


 its elevators and Plexiglas nose cone and gun turrets. A crew of volunteer restoration specialists was working on bringing her back up to showroom condition; a few were willing to pause and talk the restoration arts with us. They marveled at our Cadillacs and we were amazed by their ability to find restored turrets, guns and gear for their massive Allison-motivated destroyer.  We also had a chance to talk with a gentleman who had flown a P-51 escort for the bombers over Germany, and that lent a note of reality to the videos.  The Spiveys shared stories of growing up near the American air bases; Nancy’s mother had billeted several in the family home during the war.  

After the museum visit we were on our own for lunch.  Lee, Elizabeth, Henry and I were cruising the squares when we found Stan wandering about. I heard Stan covered about ten miles that day on foot! He joined us for lunch at an Irish pub, restocking carbs for his afternoon walk. I imagine others had similarly good lunch time experiences, as there was a music festival in town with ethnic street vendors all around. Ask Henry if old Doug is capable of parallel parking a 20’ Cadillac under pressure.
At 3:00 PM we caravanned over to Tybee Island for a visit to Ft. Screven and the lighthouse. Naturally, we got lost and wandered about. Once parked and after bathroom breaks, several folks walked to view the scenery, and the rest found a local car cruise-in.  Summery sand, breeze and sun! 
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We had reservations at the world famous Crab Shack on the island. That place is HUGE! I estimated well over 300 people, and each must have driven alone. The lots were full. Kevin, Terry and I found a cul-de-sac and begged for a spot to park from a pair of ladies who were feeding about a hundred cats in the street. One blazed a trail through her back yard, and opened to us the  back entrance to the Crab Shack! Shrimp, crabs, boiled potatoes, it was seafood heaven.
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A leisurely cruise back to the hotel landed us in front of a screen, where our guide presented another of his patented presentations:  Home slides from the ‘50s, ‘60s and ‘70s! We mocked and admired “Mr. and Mrs. G.,” the couple who had sold Terry his slides at a garage sale. Shots of Atlanta and parts of Florida from ancient history were the hits of the show. The downtown connector in three lanes!  The Hyatt Regency when it had a view of the skyline!  Lots of vacation swimming pools and hotel bedrooms, taken by the world travelers, the “G’s.”  Oh, to be sure, a fair amount of beer, wine and spirits was consumed. That might have  contributed to the merry time. Terry’s old car quiz sorted the knowledgeable from the posers; Terry rewarded the winners with period magazines and special treats, like the lipstick pen Karen Haaland won for her knowledge of old Packards and DeSotos. You sure you didn’t cheat, Karen? How’d you know about a Kaiser Darrin?
We had to take the cooler back to the car, so Kevin, Stan and Doug spent a while talking cars and downing a few more beers out in the parking lot. So, we were of course hard to wake up in on Sunday morning.
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Sunday:  Breakfast and then on the road again! The Dunns’ ’57 got a little cranky on them (Lee swears Geraldine’s jealous of the Turk’s buddy, the white SDV).  Apparently her security override switch decided she was in jeopardy and shut it down. Eventually it let go, leaving the Dunns a bit anxious.  We split up for gas. The downtown stations were too cramped for over a dozen 20-footers.  Did anyone count how much gas they consumed on this trip? I don’t think I want to know.  Lee and Mary Jean kept going when most of us stopped for gas in Metter – trying to keep the re-starts to a minimum. On the way home:
A line-up of twelve cars ran to Milledgeville. Just outside town Jimmy and Mary Sue pulled over; the ’62 was making strange noises. Nothing a little oil wouldn’t cure!  Bob and Judy and the Mainwarings stopped to help. The rest of us motored on. They caught up within a couple of minutes of our arrival. Notice the nice lineup of head-in parking for the fine folks of Milledgeville.
Lunch at “The Brick”:  This is the spot in Milledgeville for lunch during the day, and for drinking after hours.  Good food! Those football fans among you will recognize The Brick as the site of Big Ben Roethlisberger’s arrest last year. The Steelers played a few games without him as a result of a little excess partying. Oh, and there was that accusation of assault… Anyway, after lunch the group trooped over to the Governor’s Mansion for the tour. Classic architecture.  The Nichols and Doug walked back to the cars for a seat on a park bench and a leisurely chat.  NEED PHOTOS
While we talked Lee Dunn called. They had stopped for gas and a hamburger, leaving Geraldine running out of respect for that ignition issue. While they were away, she lost her cool  --ant.  Lee and Mary Jean were getting her dragged up on a flatbed wrecker when they called. Later, they arrived home in air conditioned comfort. Their towing insurance covered a radius of 100 miles. When they pulled into the driveway the odometer read “99.9 miles.” Measured that just right! Lee tells me it was Geraldine’s water pump that blew. In for a dime, in for a dollar, right Lee?  The Dunns did receive a nomination from Frank for the Good Attitude in the Face of Adversity Award. It was a rough week for the ’57.  NEED PHOTOS
Soon enough we got the call that we were heading on the road again.  I saw several of our group scattered along the way – Diodatis out front, Partridge and Bird gassing up off to one side. Kevin struck out for Athens and the same I guess for the Mainwarings and others. Outside Milledgeville I was stopped at a light when three gentlemen in a Saturn yelled over, “What’s the ticket on that ride?”  Huh? “The ticket on your ride? What is it?”  I told them, and gave them my phone number.  Never got the call. I wonder now, can one’s home address be traced by his cell number? Yikes!  It was about 35 miles back to I-20, then it was homeward bound “on our own.” I pulled up the anchor, let out the jib, and caught the wind. The ’66 finally found its pace, at about 75. Stan (in the Fat Cat) and I (in the Tux) ran together, stopping only in Covington one last time for gas. On the top end Perimeter my GPS said “36 minute delay ahead,” so I caught the last possible exit, Peachtree Industrial, northbound. I heard later that Stan got stuck in that mess, caused by an overturned rig, for over half an hour. He said the Diodatis were there, too. Apparently the Butlers all made it through by heading straight into downtown on I-20 and avoiding the Perimeter.  I got a few messages from others that they made it home safely that evening, and haven’t heard otherwise from anyone else. I guess it’s possible that Sandy is still caught out there on I-285 west of GA 400… NEED PHOTOS
--   Doug Bailey
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