










































































Page 24

This wun nite wen a grate menny
of the Trunk an’ Hood Sporty Car
Society were setting around in there
seller drinking ail and telling tawl
tails, wun of there number who wuz
a grate reeder wuz looking at the
pictures in a ratty daily news he had
grubbed off the bartender. Awl of a
once and a sudden he hollered reel
lowd “ho! ho! its time for the
show!” Immediately a grate shout
went up, things like: “Who can get
passes?” and: “Wut nite shell we
go?”, and: “let’s meet for dinner”,
and awl like that. It was a fine tra-
dishion, you see, that eatch year
wen the show came to the Colisee-
yum, or shrine as they were wont
to say, a lardge number of the groop
wood make a more or less pilgrim-
age to view the new mashines

So ennywaze, the date wuz set-
tled and the discount passes were
scrownged and a exsited groop it
wuz indeed that formed at the front
door of the shrine. Sum, who werk-
ed in the city, were more exsited
then uthers becawze they had got
their earlier and having time to kill
had wiled away a jolly hour at
martinees.

So in the mane door they burst
and wut to there wundering eyes
did appeer but a hole first floor full
of detroit monsters! Their wuz pink
olesmobiles, lavinder pontiax, grate
yewge black lincons, an all like
that. There wuz this odd looking
detroit thing in a tub with two
dames in it an every once in a while
sum guy wood turn on this shower
and the car wood get all wet. It
proved the car didn’t leek. “It ain’t
a sporty car if it don’t leek” mud-
dered a beever in disgust. “It aint a
sporty car if its too blocks long
neether.” O there were sum forin
cars on the floor too, VW’s, mer-
cedes benzes, dkw’s, like that, an
motor scooters and hondas and all.
“But wear are the exotic ones?”
cried several in angwish.

by manny di enmneff

Well sir, on the second floor they
found wut they were looking for
and eatch went his way picking out
his favrit mark an gawking at it an
sitting in it an staring at the engine
an awl. Eatch filled up his datsun
satchel with awl kines of litereture
and reeding matter and all had a
bawl. It wuz grate!

They got to see the monty carlo
mini cooper and even admired the
falcon and awl the crusty race
mashinery and the time scarcely
glancing at the wild painted detroit
cars awl over the place. Menny
went through the cavalcade of cars
wear they had the grate historic
jobs an potted plants and awl
walked along quiet and reverent. It
wuz like at the undertakers almost,
you know.

Then they examined the mustang
which eatch year grows a little big-
ger. Like a kid almost. “It will
grow up like the T-bird did”, they
all sed nowingly. “Lookee here”.
cried won of the groop frum a far
corner, “They got a formuler s of
awl things. A formuler tipe sob!
Pritty soon a formuler t, a formuler
j, and wut have you! Racing for the
insurince clerks and bookkeepers
yet. They’ll ruin the game!”

In a few hours awl had filled
there sacks and got tired feet and
now, before going hime, it wuz
time for the annyool vote taking for
the Trunk an’ Hood award. Be-
cawze of all the detroit stuff it wuz
decided to have a new catigory and
Ugliest-Car-of-the-Year award went
to a monstrosity called a pontiak
x-400. The Tomata-"d-Most-Like-
to - Work - on - a - Check - Point -
With award went to Jaguars lady.
The wun in the wite nite gown.
Gorgeous!

Menny Trunk an’ Hoods dreemed
about cobras and morgins and
coopers and things that nite. Sum
of the young wuns dreemed about
the Jaguar lady.

TOP GEAR

Scuderia X Reverses
Vineland for
Top-Notch Trial

The publicity flyers showed a
diagram that most of us immedi-
ately recognized as the Vineland
Speedway. Oh boy! Here's a chance
to get out on a real race circuit
sans roll-bar! Scuderia X, the North
Jersey club that has been noted for
some quite quick trials in the past,
had secured the Vineland Speedway
for their event of Sunday April 12.
It was also noted on the flyer, that
each contestant would be given two
runs over the 1.3 mile road course.

What Scuderia X didn’t mention,
however, was that the direction of
the runs would be reversed from
the normal route that the competi-
tion races are run!

Trials day dawned clear and
bright. The SX crew was out in
force, complete with Lux White
driving suits. Tech. inspection and
registration went smoothly, follow-
ed by a caravan around the circuit
to give us apprehensive drivers an
inkling of what was to come. The
famed front-straight of the speed-
way, even being run from left-to-
right, still appeared endless! Ap-
proximately the last 100 yards of
the straight, just before crossing the
finish line, was dotted with a row
of pylons that necessitated an arm-
wearying, in-and-out, shoe-lace
maneuver.

Basically, the rest of the course
was run almost minus pylon inter-
ference, except for a formidable
negotiation of gates located about
half-way down the back straight.
(These gates suddenly, and very
abruptly, appeared in your line of
vision just as you were vaulting
over a crest of a hill, and caused
some hair-raising moments to both
drivers and wildly scurrying flag
crews). The back section seemed
too easy for words, until you tried
to line-up with the last set of gates
leading onto the beginning of the
front-straight most of us (or rather,
the unlucky of us) found that this
turn just could not be properly
executed with the speedo. reading
over 70 m.p.h.!

Since the host club was utilizing
the regular SCCA competition
classes instead of the usual field

trial performance classes, many of
us found ourselves in strange com-
pany. Unlike the field trials set-up,
TR-4s found themselves separated
from their TR-3 brethren and run-
ning against the MGB, Healey
3000, and that nemesis of all field
trials, the Porsche Super 90! A Cor-
vair Spyder found himself in the
unlikely position of competing
against a whole raft of Porsche
Normals. There were a few inequi-
ties tied in with this system of
classification that just are not
compatible to field trials. The
SCCA competition classes are fine
for SCCA open-course competition,
but once you gather together a mass
of basically street machines, put
pylons in the way, and run against
time - only, the SCCA classes
become, in certain areas, a bit out-
moded. This is why, over a period
of years, the trials clubs of New
Jersey have developed a Field
Trials Classification that is, natur-
ally, based on past performance in
field trials . . . not SCCA racing.
The fact that Scuderia X was stag-
ing this trial on the road-course at
Vineland likely influenced their
their choice of classes, but in doing
so they ended up having to award
trophies in 10 classes. They could
have gotten away with eight!
Maybe, as far as the contestants
were concerned, this was even more
favorable?

Speaking of contestants, there
were 92 of ’em participating in this
event. As I've said before, it looks
as though the Field Trials interest
in N.J. is on the upswirig for 1964!
And again, at this trial, there were
many new faces.

One of the old faces that showed
up was that of Jack VanWettering
of Jersey SCC who appeared on the
scene sporting a Porsche 90. (Jack
was the 1963 N.J. Champ in his
class). It looks as though he will
reign supreme again in 1964. While
most drivers in this event were
practically tearing up their Blue-
streaks in effort to turn in times of
around 1:40, Jack calmly proceeded
to post an almost unbelieveable
first run of 1:30.18! This held up to
























