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Picture from the drive to Toccoa (see related article in this newsletter). 

 
 
August / September Birthdays 

Richard Newton 3-Aug Jane Narwold 4-Sep

John Comerford 4-Aug Sherri Roberts 4-Sep

Millard Davis 5-Aug Betty Parks 6-Sep

Dave Brownell 18-Aug Tony Williams 10-Sep

Roy Oppedisano 18-Aug Judy Adcock 16-Sep

Carol Hammond 23-Aug Joel Forman 20-Sep

Mike Heaphy 31-Aug Don Hill 20-Sep

Amy Parker 2-Sep Deve Rubin-Boduch 21-Sep

John Watkins 3-Sep Bob Sprock 23-Sep

Future Corvette Owners Association (FCOA) Members

Noah Key 13-Aug Chase Delp 23-Sep

Cannon Bedenbaugh 14-Aug

Happy Birthday Y'all !!!

 
 
Presidential Report - by Chris Murphy 

Over the past week I have been tracking the storm named Isaac.  Each and every forecast had the storm 

intensifying into a hurricane of at least a category 1 and even a category 2.  This intensification was to take 

place in one or two days.  Anyone who has ever tracked these storms could see this intensification was a 

remote possibility.  The storm had no form and no open warm water that would feed its growth. As of 

today their last hope is the Gulf Coast and we will have to wait and see.  This “Chicken Little” mode seems 

to come with everything lately.  The sources are losing all of their credibility but they continue nonetheless.  

My thought is, why?  Why do the all the people who are suppose to be “experts” so intent on forecasting 

such gloom and doom when it does not come to fruition?  Why do they risk losing their credibility?  

Credibility is the quality that must be exhibited in business, personal behavior, and above all in the media.  

Is the memory half-life so short that these people count on the masses forgetting how wrong they were last 

time?  Is the sensationalism so important in the current moment the loss of credibility worth the attention to 

the hype?  Maybe it’s a combination of all of the above.  For now I am also going to forget it.  The seas are 

going to lay down to 2 to 4 this afternoon and 1 to 2 in the morning.  The fishing is always hot after any 

storm and I will look forward to that and await the next sensationalism when it comes. 

Save the wave! 

 

Membership Report - by Larry Vaitkus 

The club is holding at 94 members. There has been interest in the club from several participants in the 

monthly Caffeine and Octane gatherings. Any one who joins the club in September will be automatically 



renewed for 2013 membership. Invoices for 2013 membership for current members will be distributed at 

the club's October meeting. Hope to see you at the meetings. 

 

Upcoming Events  

Saturday, October 6—Shop Day - Jim Ellis Chevrolet 

Saturday, November 10—Veterans' Day Parade (see article about ordering car flags). 

 

Competition Report - by Don Parks 

Past Competition Events: 

August 18-19 -- 14 Low Speed Autoxs - Grissom AFB, IN 

August 25-26 -- 14 Low Speed Autoxs - Greenville, SC 

Upcoming Competition Events: 

September 1-3 -- 21 Low Speed Autoxs - Knoxville, TN - Southeast Region Events 

September 29 -- 3 Rallyes - Dandridge, TN - Southeast Region Events 

September 29-30 -- 14 Low Speed Autoxs - Greenville, SC 

Reminder: The complete NCCC sanctioned schedule is available on the web @ 

www.corvettesnccc.org/competition.html 

Come out and join the fun!! 

 

NCM Ambassador - by Ed Clark 

As your ambassador to the Museum, I receive information and requests from the NCM.  I recently received 

a package dealing with the Motorsports Park and a request that I ask the club to consider making a financial 

contribution to the construction of that facility.  I am going to try with this article to explain to you what we 

could do as a club but also tell you what you might do as an individual as well. 

A bit of background again first.  The Motorsports Park is to be constructed across I-65 from the NCM 

complex and the first phase will include a 2.94 mile track with 8 turns, autocross/skid pad, paddock, control 

tower/administration building on 184 acres.  The site has been purchased and paid for in full and zoning has 

been received.  The next steps are site surveying/topo (currently underway), track design, and construction.  

The desired time line is to have a ground breaking during the 2013 C5/C6/C7 Bash and then the Grand 

Opening during the 2014 Labor Day events in conjunction with the NCM’s 20
th
 Anniversary and 5

th
 

National Corvette Caravan.  The total estimated cost for this phase is $20.4 million. 

Subsequent phases will include purchasing an adjacent 220 acres site and then building a second road 

course, drag strip, wet skid pad, training facilities and even a tunnel under the interstate for site access. The 

facilities will be available for use by all makes of cars, clubs and racing organizations, GM research and the 

Corvette Racing Team and other automotive and motorcycle entities.  New Corvette owners will be 

provided an opportunity to enjoy a driving experience on the track. 

Our club could contribute funding to this park through several means.  The car show proceeds could be 

used, individual CA members could make contributions on behalf of the club, an additional membership 

dues amount for a few years could be used, or combinations of these or other ideas we come up with.  

Commitments to reach some level of funding can be met over a five year period.  The Museum will gladly 

accept any monetary contribution however it has in place a “One Acre Club” where the funds are oriented 

toward buying additional land.  The amount of funds required to reach this one acre goal is $15,000 and 

once reached there are two options the club could choose between; Donor Member or Track Time Member.  

Donor Members receive tax deductibility and invitation(s) to an event just for them.  Track Time Members 

use the donation for future prepaid track time which must be redeemed within five years after the 

Motorsports Park opens.  As we are a non-profit, the Track Time Member would probably more logical for 

us.  Our club members could thus have time on the track and use the donated funds as prepayment for the 

use.  This only applies to One (or more) Acre Club members thus smaller amounts are all considered 



donation amounts.  As of the time I put this together in late July, there were 8 Corvette organizations that 

were One Acre Club members with most being clubs like ours.  One Corvette club is already up to three 

acres. 

There is a new video you can watch by going to the NCM web site and looking under Motorsports Park or 

by going directly to www.motorsportspark.com .  The video and the web site explain all the information I 

have summarized above in much more detail.  I will plan to bring this topic up at a regular club meeting for 

discussion before the end of the year. In the meanwhile, I will to try to get answers for any questions about 

this you may have. 

All of the donation options mentioned above also apply to individuals who choose to give to this cause 

including the One Acre Club membership.  You can donate anonymously as well. 

Drive to Toccoa & Curahee Museum - by Michael Campsmith 

The weather wasn’t very cooperative for the Corvette Atlanta drive to Toccoa on Saturday, August 4.  

Three cars showed at the starting point and included Michael Campsmith, Ed Clark, and Jack Filippone and 

Stephanie Strauss.  It just so happens that the Georgia Triumph Association was also driving up to Toccoa 

for an event, but since they were skipping the museum the Corvette Atlanta group left first. 

Perhaps it was peer-pressure, but all three cars set out with the tops down, despite the ominous dark clouds.  

Michael was leading the caravan and just outside of Braselton it started to rain harder than a sprinkle.  

Luckily there was an empty lane to pull into and all three cars quickly put up their tops.  Well, some more 

quickly than others, as Michael’s 1998 C5 was the only one in the group with a manual top. 

Back on the road there was intermittent rain until about 30 miles from our destination, when it really started 

to pour.  It was so overcast that it was hard to see the mountain upon which the WWII paratroopers trained.  

Likely they didn’t get a day off due to bad weather and neither did the Corvette Atlanta group.  We safely 

arrived at the Curahee Museum and took the tour of the very informative displays.  One in particular 

showcases the remarkable accomplishments of silhouette artist George Hitt.  Despite being afflicted with 

crippling arthritis, Mr. Hitt produced the most detailed and nuanced cut out silhouettes imaginable.  The 

museum has several original pieces by Mr. Hitt, as well as newspaper accounts of his life and 

accomplishments. 

The back half of the museum is devoted to the history of Camp Toccoa and displays of area residents 

involved with all major armed conflicts in U.S. history.  During WWII Camp Toccoa was a training facility 

for the newly formed paratrooper units.  These specialized troops were instrumental in the decisive battles 

on the European continent, including D-Day, the Battle of the Bulge, and the push to Berlin.  The museum 

contains many photos and memorabilia from that era, including the reassembled barracks used to house the 

paratroopers in England prior to D-Day.  Additionally there are many photos from re-enactments held 

periodically at the old Camp.  If you have not yet seen the HBO series “Band of Brothers”, you owe it to 

yourself to rent the episodes and hear from the actual participants just what they had to endure so that we 

can enjoy our freedom today. 

After the museum tour our group walked a few rainy blocks to Shirley’s Soul Food Café.  This is a classic 

meat-and-three place with an extra twist of assisting the less fortunate citizens of the surrounding area.  

Menu items that day included fried chicken, fried pork chops, collards, okra, and banana pudding.  After 

Shirley’s closes for the day the remaining food is distributed to folks who wouldn’t otherwise get a meal.  

Shirley has a heart of gold, so if you are in the area please stop by for a great meal and to support a worthy 

cause. 

After lunch our group headed back down I-85 toward Atlanta.  About 30 miles from home Michael took a 

chance and put the top down for the remainder of the trip.  So for all those who wondered—yes, Michael’s 

car does have a working top, but it stays down whenever possible (and sometimes when it shouldn’t). 

 

Out of Sight - by Dave Brownell 

Some of you may know that I keep a couple of my cars in other people’s garages, away from my main home garage.  

Not only a question of having enough safe space, sometimes it is also a case for something akin to renewing old 

friendships when I go to visit them several times a year.  But what about the true-ism that cars are meant (ought) to be 

driven?  On that argument, I must plead guilty. 



The good side is that in each of the garages that I don’t own, the cars are probably safer there than at my home.  Each 

structure is fairly new, climate controlled, alarmed and monitored.  There’s much less passing through traffic where 

things might bump into them, or fall from a shelf; each of these problems are a regular threat at my house.  Both 

locations have people willing to tend to battery care and sustainment, and some will even drive them short distances 

just to ensure parts can still move as intended.  The closest remote place is about fifty miles away and the one with 

three of my cars is 135 miles.  The latter place is lucky to visit every three or four months, and often involves a trade 

where I bring down one car and drive another back for a several month spell at home.  In each case, when I visit it is 

something like seeing an old friend where some of the details have softened in my memory, and the hope is there that 

things will be good enough to take up from where you last left off. 

I am currently planning on reclaiming the 1967 Corvette coupe that I bought over thirty years ago, but haven’t really 

driven in about two years.  When I reintroduce myself, I plan on checking the tires, hoping that the full tank of (much 

cheaper) gas hasn’t turned to smelly varnish, and praying that the recharged battery will do its best to start.  Of course, 

the brakes and tires have to be serviceable for the 130 mile trip back home, so an inspection for things other than the 

usual cobwebs will be in order.  I plan, if things go well, to take a few short drives, just to see if the car and I agree that 

we’re simpatico with the journey ahead.  This, after all, is a car I have driven to a foreign country (Canada), traversed 

the United States (once, to and fro) and added about twenty-five thousand miles in the past three decades.  The seat 

knows me well, although both of our shapes have changed a bit in the intervening years.  I can quickly adjust to the 

lack of power steering and brakes, and no air conditioning with roll-up windows for cooling.  The essential rubber parts 

under the hood were good and not that old when I last left her, but it will still be a good thing to check frequently 

before the trip gets too far from the garage.  The dreaded fuel inlet o-rings on the recently rebuilt Holley carb will be 

among my biggest concerns.  If faulty, these things can really aim a stream of pressurized gas directly at something hot 

under the hood.  A good fire extinguisher or two might be a great idea. 

My sons suggest that the trip back completely avoid any Interstate highways and a shake down trip of five to ten miles 

be done before the Great Leap back to Metro Atlanta.  That’s good advice, and I just may follow it.  Then again, the 

adverture-loving part of me says that if things hold together for the first mile or two, the dangerous portion will be over, 

and I should just trust that she’ll make it the rest of the way.  They have also offered to shadow me with a fairly new 

truck towing an equipment trailer that has hauled the car before.  The adventurer side says that between my collector 

car towing policy, and my extended range AAA road service card, I can handle the hassle and delays caused by a 

breakdown. 

At the recent Caffeine and Octane show I met a fellow who had had his 1936 Studebaker coupe for 46 years, and the 

tires were at least five years older.  He drove those tires on secondary roads for about thirty miles and made it to the 

show.  Whether he made it home we’ll have to speculate about.  But my oldest Corvette has Michelins that I bought 28 

years ago, so they have only about 15-20 thousand miles on them and generally look pretty good to the eye.  So, 

meeting old guys with much older Studebakers may either prove dangerous, or good for the adventurous soul.  Time 

will tell.  Besides, if she makes it without too much incidence, I will look forward to treating her to a nice new tank of 

gas and an oil change.  An old friend deserves no less. 

 
Members on the Move - by Betty Parks 

Please remember to provide address updates if you move. I will handle address changes in the club and 

NCCC databases. Current information is collected in October when we process renewals -- but interim 

updates are encouraged...as noted with the Forman/Scheller change in the issue. 
 

NOTE: Address Change  

Joel Forman & Susan Scheller 

3540 Broughton Square 

Atlanta, GA 30339-4232 

Phone: 770-693-4646 

 

Old Guys, Old Cars  - by Dave Brownell 

Of late, I have been trying to un-wrap the mystery of why old guys like to look at and talk about old cars.  

There seems to be a particular fondness for cars that were just coming around when these old guys were 

aged 11-13 years, although this can also be stretched a bit due to the car’s attraction to a brother or father, 

or just one that got brought into the family during the tender maturation process that most of us have gone 

through.  Therefore, my hypothesis is that the older the guy, the older his dream machine will be, once 

again making the beloved vehicle about 10-12 years younger than he is. 



My second observation is that old guys like to remember a car as being “just like the one that” was owned 

by someone else when something really caught their attention.  It might be a family car or one just down 

the street, or one owned by a personal hero in the neighborhood. It doesn’t seem to matter so much about 

the Who that owned it, but more by the fact that something about that particular model made them take 

notice.  It could have been a color, squealing tires or the smell of an oil leak on a hot manifold, something 

stuck in the cranial folds that imprinted the car enough when forty years later you see another and the brain 

releases a very clear and pleasant memory, causing the words “Just like” to come out of your mouth.  Given 

that most of us were very poor as twelve year olds, these associations are usually reserved for cars we, 

ourselves, did not personally own.  That makes the memory far more democratic and easily shared with 

strangers.   

Old guys seem to like old cars that were common-place just as much as the rare and expensive ones.  At car 

shows, the old guys will crowd around a Pinto hatchback, Vega station wagon or VW Microbus just as 

deep as younger folks collect around a Lamborghini.  For many of us, half of the fun of seeing some of 

these dime-a-dozen cars is knowing someone who had one and wondering whatever happened to it.  Or 

maybe it’s the thrill of seeing and hearing a surviving Corvair move under its own power, knowing that a 

small oil puddle will form under the hot engine as you watch.   

These same old guys like to talk to the old car owner to listen to the restoration and preservation sagas, 

knowing that someone else cares enough to still be seen driving one of them.  That’s the real beauty of the 

two-way conversations that ensue at car shows. We’d much rather talk to the Regular Old Guy who 

brought a car we could personally relate to, than to the snooty guy using a detail brush on a concours 

Bentley.  About the nicest thing most of us would say to the Bentley guy would be “nice car” and leave it at 

that.  It’s unlikely that many of us could relate to a Bentley when we were twelve. 

Old guys engage in dreaming thoughts where a story could have happened to them, too.  Barn-found 

Corvettes, maiden aunts with Cadillacs that they no longer wanted, or responding to a newspaper ad for a 

bargain-priced car placed by an angry spouse in a messy divorce.  Oh, the glory of what happened to 

someone else might someday happen to me if I’m lucky, or just pay attention! 

While I’m no card-carrying social anthropologist, I do love watching the crowds at the car show confirm 

my theories on a regular basis.  So far, most of the reliable actors are the mature males, and not the mature 

females.  Could this be hormonal?  And, as far as the younger boys and girls, I will presume that their time 

just hasn’t come yet.  Like salmon being imprinted with the spawning place where they were hatched, these 

kids may be fixating on the Prius and Leaf models of today and in forty years utter the words “Just Like…” 

to others their age.  We should be so lucky to stick around and witness that.  By then, I may have forgotten 

the smell cigarette smoke and Old Spice made on the upholstery of a year old 1952 Buick Riviera hardtop 

driven by my ultra-cool uncle. 

 

Ed Clark: Geezer Repairman - by Ed Clark 

I have worked on my cars and helped others with theirs for more than 50 years doing mostly maintenance 

but occasionally something a bit more adventurous like changing out a rear end assembly or swapping a 

motor. What used to be somewhat routine and easy has become a bit or a lot more difficult over the last 

several years as the candles on the birthday cakes have reached multiple dozens. 

I faced this issue once again as the brake lights on my 1970 Corvette decided to no longer choose to work 

for the umpteenth time.  I know what causes this and have attempted as have others to fix it so far without 

long term success.  Following an under dash fire back in ’72 which took out most of the wiring, gages and 

part of the “firewall” – a poor choice of terms for a fiberglass structure – repair work was done by a 

Chevrolet dealer that apparently didn’t have much experience.  The resulting work allowed me to get it 

back to Atlanta but soon various issues with the electrical and vacuum system started. 

Multiple attempts at various fixes worked for a while and a dash removal 20 years ago to attempt to correct 

the bird’s nest of wires, cables and hoses seemed to have corrected most everything except the brake light 

issue.  I decided to give another try to fix the problem which results from the speedometer cable, which 

moves as a result of depressing the clutch and then relocates itself in strange ways, ends up against the back 

of the brake light switch housing bending the wire and out go the brake lights. 



To get ready for this attempt took a bit more planning than thirty years ago.  First I had to find three 

different pairs of drug store eye glasses so that one would allow the necessary focus when looking in 

various places.  Next was finding a piece of foam to put over the door threshold and seat adjuster so I 

would be able to stand up again once out from under the dash.  A sufficiently bright light that wouldn’t get 

too hot against my bald head was next.  A box of Band-Aids for the inevitable bleeding spots and cleaner 

with rags for the places where the car was dripped on got put on the passenger seat.  Only now did I gather 

up the tools, wire and tape for the repair work itself.  With several gyrations, twists and turns, as some 

things don’t bend very well any more, my head was under the dash and trying on glasses and adjusting the 

light only to remember that I hadn’t disconnected the battery.  More twists and gyrations got me out from 

under there and after application of a couple of Band-Aids I was ready to disconnect the battery. 

With the battery unhooked and me back under the dash with the correct glasses on, I realized that the 

switch needed to be removed and I didn’t have the correct wrench handy.  Back out, applied a few more 

Band-Aids, and with the needed wrench and a different set of twists and turns was back and eventually got 

what I wanted to do done.  The reconnected battery didn’t cause any sparks, always a good sign, and the 

brake lights once again worked. A couple of presses on the clutch however did them in again. At this point 

I was beginning to feel the effects of all the in and out motions and wasn’t looking forward to getting up the 

next morning.  I decided to wait for another day before the next attempt and cleaned up the car. Paying 

someone else to do this keeps sounding better all the time but then I wouldn’t have anything to blame the 

aches, pains and Band-Aids on and Ann might find other things that are less “fun” for me to do.  

Car Flag Order - by Dan Nugent 
Those who have participated in the annual Veterans Day Parade have likely seen and admired the 

American flags mounted on many of the Corvettes provided by the Classic Glass Corvette Club.  I asked 

them where they got them and learned that one of their members  (Joe Owens of Blue Ribbon Products) has 

a deal with Flag Caddie LLC who specializes in custom designed flag holders for every model Corvette.  

There are no universal clamps or mounts that can securely fasten flags on any Corvette due to the different 

mounting location designs.  Flag Caddie has designed and manufactured specific mounting fittings that fit 

in windshield/top mounts or rear deck top mounting holes.  Check out their website at http://flagcaddie.com 

for photos, part numbers, and flag specifications.  Please note that the website has not been updated for 3 

years and the list prices have increased. 

We have a special price of $30 (no tax or shipping) for a pair of flags with two sets of mounting hardware.  

I am putting together an order for delivery at our October 2
nd

 club meeting; well in time for our Veterans 

Day Parade.  I will be taking orders at the September meeting and would like advance payment by check 

made out to:  “Corvette Atlanta”.  If you don’t make the meeting, you can place your order with me by e-

mail at danug@comcast.net  with copy to our Treasurer, Betty Parks, at 89parks@bellsouth.net .  I will 

need to know the year and model of your Corvette.  I will need all orders by September 7 and you can pay 

for the flags when you pick them up at the meeting. 

These flags can be used at other events besides parades and are sturdy enough to withstand highway speeds 

without damage to paint.   I wish we had done this years ago but…. “better late than never”! 


