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The President's Message 
 
       Another year in the history book for Ye Olde Car Club...2015 is almost over!  YOCC began in 1963 
during which I was completing my junior year in high school and entering my senior year.  At that time, I 
did not know about this new old car club forming in the Tri-Cities.  If I had, I am sure I would have wanted 
to join then in what has become over the next almost fifty-three years a vibrant and growing car club of a 
fun group of people who share a common interest in cars of the past, and forming lifelong friendships. 
       YOCC members participated in at least 70 events in 2015...an average of 1.34 events a week!  
Figuring most activities are during the warm months of the year, many weeks had two and sometimes 
three YOCC events.  Carolyn and I thoroughly enjoyed every event we attended, and are looking forward 
to a great 2016. 
       A constant during the more than half century of the Ye Olde Car Club has been capable and caring 
leadership in the officers, board of directors, volunteers, and general membership.  This constant will 
continue in 2016 and with the support of the over 130 families currently in the club, I expect YOCC to be a 
premier car club many years into the future. 
       I want to express our thanks and appreciation for all of your support and contribution this year. 
 
Robbin & Carolyn 
    

************************************************************************************************************************ 
 

BITS & PIECES 
 

** A group of chess enthusiasts had checked into a hotel and were standing in the lobby discussing their 
recent tournament victories. After about an hour the manager came out of the office and asked them to 
disperse.  "But why?' they asked as they moved off.  "Because," he said, "I can't stand chess nuts 
boasting in an open foyer."  
 

****Champion and AC spark plugs were both started by the same individual...Albert C. Champion.   
AAC magazine, Nov/Dec 2015 
 

**If swimming is so good for your figure, how do you explain whales? 
 

**What goes "oh oh oh"? Santa walking backwards. 
 

**How do you know that Santa is a man? No woman wears the same attire every year. 
 

**When I was a boy, my momma would send me down to a corner store with $1 and I'd come back with 5 
potatoes, 2 loaves of bread, 3 bottles of milk, a hunk of cheese, a box of tea and 6 eggs.  You can't do 
that now...Too many security cameras. 
 

**I didn't make it to the gym today.  That makes 1500 days in a row. 
 



A Little Christmas Humor 
  

A couple were in a busy shopping center just before Christmas.  The wife suddenly noticed that her 
husband was missing and as they had a lot to do, so she called him on her cell.  The wife said " Where 
are you, you know we have lots to do"  He said "You remember the jewelers we went into about 10 years 
ago, and you fell in love with that diamond necklace?  I could not afford it at the time and I said that one 
day I would get it for you? "  Little tears started to flow down her cheek and she got all choked up. "Yes, I 
do remember that shop" she replied. 
"Well I am in the bar next to that shop." 
 

Thanks to Dick Johanson for this funny Christmas contribution 
 

************************************************************************************************************************ 
 

GIFT WRAPPING TIPS FOR MEN 
 

     This is the time of year when we think back to the very first Christmas, when the Three Wise Men -- 
Gaspar, Balthazar, and Herb -- went to see the baby Jesus and, according to the Book of Matthew, 
"presented unto Him gifts; gold, frankincense, and myrrh". 
     These are simple words, but if we analyze them carefully, we discover an important, yet often 
overlooked, theological fact: There is no mention of wrapping paper.  If there had been wrapping paper, 
Matthew would have said so: "And lo, the gifts were inside 600 square cubits of paper. And the paper was 
festooned with pictures of Frosty the Snowman. And Joseph was going to throweth it away, but Mary 
saideth unto him, she saideth, 'Holdeth it! That is nice paper! Saveth it for next year!' And Joseph did 
rolleth his eyeballs. And the baby Jesus was more interested in the paper than the frankincense."  But 
these words do not appear in the Bible, which means that the very first Christmas gifts were NOT 
wrapped. This is because the people giving those gifts had two important characteristics: 
    1. They were wise. 
    2. They were men. 
 

     Men are not big gift wrappers. Men do not understand the point of putting paper on a gift just so 
somebody else can tear it off. This is not just my opinion: This is a scientific fact based on a statistical 
survey of two guys I know.  One is Lloyd, who said the only time he ever wraps a gift is "if it's such a poor 
gift that I don't want to be there when the person opens it."  The other is George, who told me he does 
wrap gifts, but as a matter of principle never takes more than 15 seconds per gift. "No one ever  
had to wonder which presents daddy wrapped at Christmas," George said. "They were the ones that 
looked like enormous spitballs." 
     I also wrap gifts, but because of some defect in my motor skills, I can never completely wrap them. I 
can take a gift the size of a deck of cards and put it the exact center of a piece of wrapping paper the size 
of a regulation volleyball court, but when I am done folding and taping, you can still see part of the gift 
peeking out. (Sometimes I camouflage this sector with a marking pen.)  If I had been an ancient Egyptian 
in the field of mummies, the lower half of the Pharaoh's body would be covered only by Scotch tape.  On 
the other hand, if you give my wife a 12-inch square of wrapping paper, she can wrap a C-130 cargo 
plane. My wife, like many women, actually likes wrapping things. If she gives you a gift that requires 
batteries, she wraps the batteries separately, which to me is very close to being a symptom of mental 
illness. If it were possible, my wife would wrap each individual volt. 
     My point is that gift-wrapping is one of those skills like having babies that come more naturally to 
women than to men. That is why today I am presenting...GIFT-WRAPPING TIPS FOR MEN 
 

* Whenever possible, buy gifts that are already wrapped. If, when the recipient opens the gift, neither one 
of you recognizes it, you can claim that it's myrrh 

* If you're giving a hard-to-wrap gift, skip the wrapping paper!  Just put it inside a bag and stick one of 
those little adhesive bows on it.  This creates a festive visual effect that is sure to delight the lucky 
recipient on Christmas morning...YOUR WIFE: "Why is there a Hefty trash bag under the tree?"  YOU: 
"It's a gift! See? It has a bow!"  YOUR WIFE (peering into the trash bag): "It's a leaf blower."  YOU: "Gas-
powered! Five horsepower!"  YOUR WIFE: "I want a divorce."  YOU: "I also got you some myrrh." 
 

In conclusion, remember that the important thing is not what you give, or how you wrap it. The important 
thing, during this very special time of year, is that you save the receipt. 
 

Thanks to John Butler for this wonderful look at gift wrapping.  
*************************************************************************************************************** 

 



Corvairs, Corvairs, Corvairs 
 

 Our love affair with Corvairs started in 1966 when we bought our first one as a daily driver for me 
to run errands and take the children to the doctor, etc.  We bought a lovely green 1960 four-door sedan 
that was pretty stock.  It served me well and didn't cause us any problems.  We sold it in 1969 when we 
bought a 1962 Falcon station wagon that was better for me with three children to haul around. 

 
 

 Our second Corvair was a 1965 red convertible that was a cutie to look at but kept stalling on me 
half way home from the grocery store.  We bought it in 1988 and sold it about 1 1/2 years later.  The 
license plate on it read 'Hot Gran'.  

 
 

 Our third Corvair was a beauty!  It was a deep midnight blue.  It was a 1965 Corsa Turbo and it 
ran like a scalded cat.  Corners were a dream to take in this car.  It had a valve gear problem and Dennis 
spent many, many hours trying to fix it but never could get it right.  We hated to sell this one but it had too 
many problems. 

 
 

 On October 23, 2015, we made a trip to Ballard, WA in the northwest part of Seattle and 
purchased our fourth Corvair.  It is a 1965 Corsa with 39,000 original miles on it.  It has the original 
interior and the paint color is the original color although it has been painted once.  Dennis drove it home 
and it had no issues.  We think this one is a keeper.  Now that we have enough room to store more than 
one antique, I think that is the truth. 

 
 

Frances McGillis 
 

************************************************************************************************************************ 



Women’s Corner 
 

MY NEW CHRISTMAS STORY 
 
     I remember my first Christmas adventure with Grandma.  I was just a kid.  I remember tearing across 
town on my bike to visit her on the day my big sister dropped the bomb: “There is no Santa Claus,” she 
jeered.  “Even dummies know that!” 
     My Grandma was not the gushy kind, never had been.  I fled to her that day because I knew she 
would be straight with me.  I knew Grandma always told the truth, and I knew that the truth always went 
down a whole lot easier when swallowed with one of her “world-famous’ cinnamon buns.  I knew they 
were world-famous, because Grandma said so.   It had to be true. 
 

     Grandma was home and the buns were still warm.  Between bites I told her everything.  She was 
ready for me.  “No Santa Claus?” she snorted.  “Ridiculous!  Don’t believe it.  That rumor has been going 
around for years and it makes me mad, plain mad!  Now put on your coat and let’s go.”  “Go?  Go where, 
Grandma?” I asked.  I hadn’t even finished my second world-famous cinnamon bun.  “Where” turned out 
to be Kerby’s General Store, the one store in town that had a little bit of just about everything.  As we 
walked through its doors, Grandma handed me ten dollars.  That was a bundle in those days.  “Take this 
money,” she said, “and buy something for someone who needs it.  I’ll wait for you in the car.”  Then she 
turned and walked out of Kerby’s. 
     I was only eight years old.  I’d often gone shopping with my mother, but never had I shopped for 
anything all by myself.  The store seemed big and crowded, full of people scrambling to finish their 
Christmas shopping.  For a few moments I just stood there, confused, clutching that ten-dollar bill, 
wondering what to buy, and who on earth to buy it for.  I thought of everybody I knew: my family, my 
friends, my neighbors, the kids at school, and the people who went to my church.  I was just about 
thought out when I suddenly thought of Bobby Decker.  He was a kid with bad breath and messy hair, and 
he sat right behind me in Mrs. Pollock’s grade-two class. 
     Bobby Decker didn’t have a coat.  I knew that because he never went out to recess during the winter.  
His mother always wrote a note telling the teacher that he had a cough, but all of us kids knew that Bobby 
Decker didn’t have a cough; he didn’t have a good coat.  I fingered the ten-dollar bill with growing 
excitement.  I would buy Bobby Decker a coat!  I settled on a red corduroy one that had a hood to it.   It 
looked real warm, and he would like that. 
     “Is this a Christmas present for someone?” the lady behind the counter asked kindly, as I laid my ten 
dollars down.  “Yes, ma’am,” I replied shyly.  “It’s for Bobby.”  The nice lady smiled at me as I told her 
about how Bobby really needed a good winter coat.  I didn’t get any change, but she put the coat in a 
bag, smiled again, and wished me a Merry Christmas.  
     That evening Grandma helped me wrap the coat (a little tag fell out of the coat and Grandma tucked it 
her Bible) in Christmas paper and ribbons and wrote, “To Bobby, From Santa Claus” on it.  Grandma said 
that Santa always insisted on secrecy.  Then she drove me over to Bobby Decker’s house, explaining as 
we went, that I was now and forever officially one of Santa’s helpers. 
     Grandma parked down the street from Bobby’s house and she and I crept noiselessly and his in the 
bushes by his front walk.  Then Grandma gave me a nudge.  “All right Santa Claus,” she whispered, “get 
going.”  I took a deep breath, dashed for his front door, threw the present down on his step, pounded on 
his door and flew back to the safety of the bushes and Grandma.  Together we waited breathlessly in the 
darkness for the front door to open.  Finally it did, and there stood Bobby. 
     Fifty years haven’t dimmed the thrill of those moments spent shivering beside my Grandma in Bobby 
Decker’s bushes.  That night I realized that those awful rumors about Santa Claus were just what 
Grandma said they were, ridiculous.  Santa was alive and well and we were on his team. 
     I still have the Bible, with the coat tag tucked inside: $19.95. 
 

May you always have LOVE to share, HEALTH to spare and FRIENDS that care. 
 

Thanks to my friend Pami for this inspiring story. 

 

 

 

 

 



 

DaJuan Recknagle's Dad's 1950 Buick 

 

 

 



 



 
 



 
**************************************************************************************************** 
 

 
 
 
 
 



AIMING HEADLIGHTS  
 

     This is a simple process if you have aiming equipment. Not owning any, my crude procedure has been 
to drive a vehicle at night and adjust headlights as needed to obtain an acceptable pattern on the road. 
     After installing four new halogen headlights in my recently purchased 1965 Corvair Monza I wanted a 
faster, more accurate method.  
One accurate way is to park on a flat, level surface 25 feet from a wall or garage door and mark targets 
on the door. The problem lies in finding a level place, as most driveways have a significant slope. Frances 
observed that our new garage is deep enough to back a car in and use the level floor with the inside 
surface of the garage door. 
     Use tape to mark a horizontal target line on your vertical surface as high as the center of the 
headlights and wider than the car. Add a vertical line at the center and vertical lines at the same spacing 
as the headlight centers. Quad headlights need four. 
     Be sure the car is square with the target wall. Sighting the center vertical tape line with the hood 
ornament and a Sharpie mark at the center of the back window is one way. 
     Turn the low beams on and adjust the vertical aim so the top horizontal cutoff (the top left half of the 
pattern) is located two inches below the horizontal line. Adjust the horizontal aim of the low beam so the 
point at which the top cutoff of the beam begins to slope upward and to the right is located at the vertical 
mark. 
     For quad headlights, hang a cloth over the low beams and adjust the high beams so the center of the 
illuminated area is located at the cross formed by the horizontal line and the vertical marks. 
     As a final check, drive the vehicle at night and observe the light pattern on the road. 
 

Happy night time motoring. 
 

Contributed by Dennis McGillis 
 

************************************************************************************************************************ 

 
 

Birthdays and Anniversaries in December 
 

 
Birthdays 

 

 Judy Bergum  December 4  Randy Bunch  December 27 
 Dean Dennis  December 22  Anita Gough  December 13 
 Willie Gould  December 7  Rachael Hannah December 29 
 Bill Houchin  December 27  Kent Madsen  December 2 
 Vern Marking  December 14  Dottie Marking  December 4 
 Leola Pankey  December 30  Lindell Smith  December 17 
 Ingrid Smith  December 12   Glenis Tarr  December 15 
 Thora Trumbo  December 5  Dwight Underwood December 5 
 Colleen Wendler December 9  Lorraine Williams December 18 

   



 
Anniversaries 

 

Ray & Dolores Benson  December 22  Tim &Trese Benton  December 12  
Gary & Bonnie Boehnke  December 12  Mike & Judy Bughi  December 14 
Kelly & Beth Carothers  December 31  Dean & Mary Dennis  December 28 
John & Elaine Kutrowski  December 3  Blain & Beverly McGillicuddy December 27 
  

************************************************************************************************************************ 
 

2015 YOCC Officers 
 

Robbin Johanson, President    Dolores McClary, Sunshine 
628-2547      783-3622 
robbinjohanson@frontier.com    bobanddodo@gmail.com 
 

DaJuan ReckNagle, Officer at Large    Frances McGillis, Editor 
948-0340      545-4077 
dajuan@BHHSTriCities.com     sixkidsplusthree@gmail.com 
 

Cory Hannah, Vice President     John Trumbo, Swap Meet Chairman 
737-8911      582-4297 
rockcrawling@gmail.com      jtdugan@owt.com 
 

Bob Gough, Treasurer      Bill White, Swap Meet Chairman 
628-1493      946-7633 
bag@pocketinet.com      williambllwh@yahoo.com 
 

Randy Bunch, Secretary      Scott Noga, Webmaster 
543-6554      545-5903 
jrbunch@charter.net      rebus@bridgestonemotorcycle.com 


