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From the President:  

 September 10 

Drive Your Studebaker/Avanti 

Day @ Mike/Nong’s in Niwot. 

Great weather & food.  

Attendees: Pat/Zelda, Stan, 

Bill,  Mike/Nong, Joe/Sheila, 

Phil/Marilyn.                     
 (photo at right) 

 

 October 1  - Frank’s 

annual car show in the park. 

Thanks to Frank/RuthAnne for 

hosting this and to all of you 

for contributing food for our 

meal.  

 September 21-24—Kansas City AOAI International Meet – Lots of fun 

 There were 12 Attendees: Lynn/Sharron, Frank/RuthAnne, Joe/Sheila, Jim/Leslie, 

Phil/Marilyn, Guests: Paul & Lee – Ben/Sue – sadly, his Avanti broke down on the 

way to the meet.  

 

 Highlights – nice hotel/nice weather except for rain on last evening. 

RMAC dinner @ Lone Star Steakhouse (9 attendees) 

 National Museum of Toys & Miniatures 

 Harley Davidson Factory Tour 

 WW1 Museum 

 Steamboat Arabia 

 Concourse – over 50 Avanti’s 

 Awards Banquet/Armacost Museum with 28 classic Studebaker 

 Lots of other sites to visit – we enjoyed a trip to a nearby winery and wine tasting. 

 

Next Meeting – December 10 – Christmas Luncheon – details later. 

In the next pages is an article from Bill Magnusson titled BERTHA. 



 

 

“BERTHA,” Bill Magnusson’s ’50 Ford 

 I’m having this story read aloud, instead of telling it to you myself, because I could 

never get through it without becoming emotional.  I’ve been doing a fair amount of that when 

telling family stories, after my father died recently.  But I want you to know the story. 

 In 1955, in Wahoo, Nebraska, at age 55, my father’s father bought this car used from 

a farmer for $595, then died two years later.  My grandmother, thrown into genteel poverty, 

learned to drive and drove out to teach in one-room schoolhouses in the area.  At one point 

she also drove it to California to spend time with her daughters. 

 The original idea, I presume, was to keep the car only a few years.  But now with her 

financial condition, a different car would never be possible.  This was the car I remember as 

a little boy when we went to see her in the early ‘60s.  I wiggled the big steering wheel and 

played “driving.” 

 In the early ‘70s, she developed Parkinson’s and couldn’t drive any more.  I was 16, 

so my father brought it to Rapid City for me to drive.  “Heavy and underpowered—perfect,” 

he said.  This was my car in high school.  I went to prom in this car.  Dad offered me the 

Avanti for prom, but I said, “No thanks, Dad, I’ll take the Ford.  That’s my car.” 

 In the following years, my sister learned to drive in it, then my brother; and when they 

had all left, my father drove it around town for many years.  In 1982, apparently tired of it, he 

put it in Hemmings and sold it to a man in Michigan for $6000, top dollar at the time.  I re-

member them loading it onto a flat bed and driving off, one frigid, dark night in the dead of 

winter.  He gave us each $2000 for college.  I was sorry to see the car go.  I was 26. 

 A little over a year ago, I received at work an email I didn’t recognize (a miracle it 

made it through the spam trap) which said, “Are you the Bill Magnusson I’m looking for?  I 

bought your father’s ’50 Ford, and he made me promise if I ever went to sell it, I’d offer it to 

you first.”  An oral promise, honored after 33 years. 

 The first thing I did was get online and see what these things were going for.  For 

good ones they were asking $25,000-$30,000.  For this one specific car, I was willing to pay 

anything.  I emailed back, and wrote, “I’m the one; tell me about the car, and how much are 

you asking?” 

 “The car is fine.  It starts just like when I bought it; I painted it (same color); did tune 

ups every year; changed the oil, etc.; and in 33 years, I’ve driven it about 500 miles. 

  



 “I seem to remember paying $5000.”  (No, it was $6000, I remember.)  “So, I guess 

I’d be willing to sell it to you for $5000.”Before I even had the chance to respond to his 

email, he emailed back:  “No, for you, $4500.” 

 “When can I see you?”  I responded.  It turned out he lives about 50 miles from my 

wife’s parents.  So we flew to Detroit, and out we went with my wife’s father, a tool-and-die 

maker at Ford for 30 years, and her brother, who is, I kid you not, Director of Marketing of 

Chevy trucks at GM.  Talked cars, drove it, bought it, all went to lunch, and came home. 

 Bless him, he had saved everything:  my high-school sticker in the back window; 

complete repair notes in my father’s and my handwriting back to 1972; even my grandfa-

ther’s county fair key fob, with his name still faintly stamped on it.  He also gave me a photo 

of my father, younger than I am now, handing the keys over to him in 1982. 

 I had it trucked to my mechanic in Wheat Ridge.  The heat was on, because my fa-

ther was in bad shape both mentally and physically, and we wanted to get the car up to Rap-

id City for him to see before he died.  My mechanics broke some kind of a speed record on 

all the repairs, but it still took three months.  When we got the interior out, we found the floor 

was all rust.  Just getting the new floor in added a month.  We did everything under the sun 

to it, to make it roadworthy.  He died 10 days before I got the car back.  But in October, we 

had shown him a photo of the car and me in Michigan, buying it and receiving the keys 

back.  He recognized it and burst into tears.  I think he remembered it for a little while. 

 So we planned a family reunion in Wahoo in late June with all the long-lost cousins I 

hadn’t seen since childhood.  I drove it to Wahoo (north of Lincoln, 1000 miles round trip); 

parked it at the old house where it had entered our family; and drove it to the cemetery, 

along the exact same route it would have been driven to my grandfather’s funeral.  A once-

ever, cosmic event. 

 Mechanically, after all we did to it, it is so solid, it could absolutely be an every-day 

driver.  Improvements include better front end hardware, electronic ignition, dual exhaust, 

12V negative ground, a vacuum pump for the windshield wipers, and Coker radials.  I drive it 

almost every week. 

 So what in 1955 was just an ordinary used car, expected to last a few years, is now a 

classic, a memorial to my grandparents, to my father, and to my youth.  It gets lots of smiles, 

thumbs-up, and conversations—at least as much, if not more, than the Avanti, if you can be-

lieve that.  But then, I did take her to prom! 

 

(please see photos next page) 




