A NICE JUNK YARD 

  

You know the usual junk yard: The owner is gruff. He barks “do’s and don’ts” at you. His dog’s bark is even worse than his.  I kept all this in mind when I went on a Peach State CLC outing Saturday, November 19, to a junk yard in the small town of Cataula GA, near Columbus. 

  

We had a few last-minute cancellations, including Lynn Newport, Buster Miller and Adam Byars. But this was a popular event: About fifteen of us, led by Doug Bailey, met at a McDonald’s off I-75 South in Union City at 8 AM.  Meeting me over coffee were: new member Mac Kemp, Bill Greene and Bob Hendershott, Larry Reece and Robert Kipping, Bill Tilden and Rick Kamen, Bill Rush, Forrest Ward and Doug. When we arrived at the next stop, the Waffle House off I-185, to everyone’s surprise we found former club president Mike Posey, who had brought along his mom and member Richard Hickok. We also met the member who set this whole thing up, Jim Biagi, from LaGrange. Jim had prepared a set of original Cadillac magazine ads for our Peach State memorabilia auction on December 3rd. One of Jim’s students, Eric, got the ball rolling over two months ago, and was there on site to guide us through the yard. 

  

Most folks drove modern cars.  But we had Doug to carry the flag, driving his ’66 Sedan de Ville; Hendershott and Greene rode in style in Bob’s ’03 Deville. Mac was logging miles in his manually shifted, 556-horsepower 2009 CTS-V. Nice!  I was low man on the totem pole in my daily-driver, a ’79 VW Rabbit I've had since new. It was the cause of some laughter among the Cadillac nuts present, but it garnered a few positive comments as well. You don’t see these every day! (My excuse is that my ’49 is currently undergoing surgery in my garage.) 

  

At 8:30 sharp, with Doug out front we set off for the junk yard.  We rolled 40 miles further south onto I-185, where we met Biagi and the gang at Exit 42 near Calloway Gardens.  Jim then led us another 20 miles or so to the yard.  

  

“Mike’s Relics” is owned by an older man, Mike, and his son, Mickey, who, unlike the usual junk yard types mentioned above, are kindly and helpful. They’ll lend you tools and advice, and they seem genuinely glad to see you.  Their yard is an old car nut’s heaven.  There were not only some nice Cadillacs with parts to be picked, including a ’50, a ’53, a ’56 and a ’57, but what seemed like hundreds of cars of other makes, including several (dare I say it?) VW Rabbits!  

  

I first picked over a ’50 Cadillac and got a good distributor and a windshield washer bottle.  Eric, the young man helping the owners liquidate their cars, suggested to several of us that we visit a second junk yard belonging to the same folks about five miles away.  There, five or six of us descended on a ’56 Sedan de Ville, and proceeded to pick it clean. Like a modern highway work crew, one guy would work the wrench and six or seven would lean on their shovels. I got a windshield wiper vacuum valve and a rear-view mirror adjustment handle for Peach State member Art Gardner, who couldn’t attend, but who had informed me by cell phone that he needed them. Too bad you other guys couldn’t make it!   

  

By this time it was 1:30 pm, so I went back to the first yard to browse a bit and then head home. The other guys were all clamoring for a (late) lunch. I was wandering back when a hub cap on one of the VWs caught my eye.  I pried it off and started walking back to the office (set up in a tent), where Mike collected payment.  In doing so I scarcely took notice of a ‘49 Buick nearby.  To digress for a moment, some Peach Staters may know that on ’48 and ’49 Cads there’s a hard-to-find part that frequently wears out: the driver’s door latch.  Experienced pickers also know that this part is identical on a ’49 Buick. My brain, suffering a lapse from all the fun I was having, failed for a few moments to make the connection.  But suddenly a light lit up, and I raced back to the Buick.  The drama reached a feverish pitch when I opened the driver’s door. Only to find… The latch was perfect!  My problem now was how to remove it in a reasonable time, as much of the door must be dismantled and I was lacking some key tools. Oh, and by now Bailey was getting grouchy – he was hollering something about lunch from way back in the woods.  I presented my problem to co-owner Mickey, who immediately offered to gather his own tools and remove the latch for me.  An hour later he presented me with my best acquisition of the day, for which I was charged a very fair and reasonable amount.  How sweet it is! Hope you can join us on our next Cadillac grave yard adventure…










--  Jay Friedman 

 

