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IMPORTANT DEADLINE:

Please send articles, letters, classified ads and photographs to the edi-
tor by the tenth of the month for publication in the next month's edi-
tion. Photos and manuscripts cannot be returned unless
accompanied by a self-addressed envelope with sufficient
postage. Photos, use b/w or color prints—no slides except profes-
sional photographers. Send SASE to editor for copy of editorial guide-
lines, hints, etc.

Classified ads are available as a free senvice to members and at a
nominal $10.00 charge to nonmembers advertising Alfa related items.

This newsletter and its authors and editors assume no liability for the
accuracy or legality of any technical information appearing herein.

MODIFICATIONS DISCAIMER: _
AROSC is not responsible for the safety or practicality of modifications
performed by individual members and described in these pages. The
Club suggests you check with your mechanic before modifying your
car in any way.
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TEditor’s Note

Louise Velazquez

his issue and our July issue will feature a reprint of two-part article by the
T late Henry Manney Il on his adventures during his Mille Miglia run in

1957. Club member and GTA piloto Henry Manney IV and his mother
have also located a stash of photos that we are fortunate enough to print for
the first time with the article. We are forever indebted to them for their help in
putting this together. From all that we've heard Henry was quite a character and
harbored a lifedong fondness for Alfas. The 1957 race was the end of the era
for the original Mille Miglia and we are excited to share Henry's humorous expe-
riences in running around ltaly in his own Giulietta Sprint Veloce. Our next issue
will include the second part of this feature as well as the highlights of this year's
Mille Miglia Retrospectiva which ran in Italy from May 2-5th.
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President’s Column

William J. Pringle

he annual San Antonio Winery concours/tour/dinner was a great success.
T Turnout was pretty good, the weather was great and the company was the

same. Phil Guiral won “Best of Show" for the second time in a row, with
Fred Biba coming in a close second. Thanks once again to Chris Mayring of
Kennedy Coachworks and Warren Caswell of Alfa Ricambi for their time in
judging. A very big thanks goes to Gene Jacob and his wife for organizing the
whole event and to Tina Van Curen for promotional mailers.

As this is written, oming up on the AROSC calender is the picnic in con
junction with the Miata club at Crystal Springs in Griffith Park. The date is
Sunday, June 23 at 10:30 on. If the picnic hasn't already occurred by the time
you read this, please RSVP to Tina Van Curen (213) 666-4500. | will not be
able to attend this event as | will be testing il Signore Schueddekopp's “bella
macchina” and hopefully VARA people will find me worthy of a license. So, go
and have some fun!

On June 28, there will be a guest representative from Yokohama giving a
nice presentation on high performance tires. This is always a wellreceived
show, so get there early for the best seats.

| would like tom take this moment to invite any of you out there to active-
ly participate in AROSC activities by bringing any ideas you may have fo the next
board meeting. They occur on the Tuesday a week prior to the general meeting
at 7:30 pm at a site to be determined. Remember, these board meetings are
always open to anyone who may want to attend. Discussion is always colorful
and the food is usually excellent. Anybody wishing to attend a board meeting
please call me at (818) 956-7933 days or (818) 7970248 eves.

Good News, Bad News
& Just News

Stu Schaller

om Zat, of Alfa Heaven has got the old 200 Cast lron/2600 register up
T and going again, and | am trying to help him. if you have one of these cars,

or know of one, please contact me or Tom with the serial number and con-
dition. He is also the keeper of the Junior Zagato, Giulietta, Giulia and all other
registers on cars from Post-1900 series up to the 105 GTVs and Duettos. Tom
can be reached at 111 Zagato Lane, Aniwa, W1 54408 (715) 449-2141. Any
new information that we can gather is of great help in keeping track of the types
of cars still out there.




Vintage Racing Services
Concours

APRIL 27, 1981

Fred Schueddekopp
Photos by Fred Biba

twas obvious to all that things were a bit disorganized, this being my first
I stab at running a concours. Tony Krivanek got things rolling with a very

enlightening tour of his wellequipped facility. For some people it must have
beén an eye-opener to see cars reduced to just a shell. Now perhaps they can
begin to realize what a “total restoration” means and why they cost so much.
Many thanks to Tony for essentially turning over his shop to us for the day and
we look forward to future visits.

We had a good 14 car turnout and excellent (if a bit slow) judging. Our
own president, William Pringle, teamed up with Warren Caswell and Chris
Mayring of Kennedy Coach Works to do the honors and all three of them
deserve thanks as well.

A glance at the results will tell most of the story, with Phil Guiral's lovely
72 ex-Briggs Cunningham GTV leading the way with Best of Show (a brand new
re-spray certainly didn't hurt). The open class was topped (bad pun) by Carl
Tronca’s very attractive sunflower yellow ‘78 spider. A close finish in the GTV &
category was just reward for Fred Biba's immaculate preparation. Special men-
tion goes to three novices {who all finished in the ribbons). This category includ-
ed a Montreal, always nice to see and I'm sure a real bear to get ready for a
concours—good job Frank Panto! Personally, | would like to see the novices
come out—it’s great fun and can really help you get some direction on making
your Alfa look and run better. Hopefully novice turnout will continue on this
strong start.

Lastly we must mention the two race cars, just because they are such a
frigging pain to load on and off their little trailers. The high winds made the jour-
ney interesting and, frankly, | kind of enjoyed just looking and leaning on my car

knowing | didn't have to work on it all day. Good excuse to stand around with

the boys and do some good old fashioned bulshitting!

Anyway, thanks to everyone for turning up, thanks for being so
patient...see ya next time.

Eootnote frorm Phil Guiral: | would like to thank Fred for taking over the
April 27th concours. | was unable 1o attend because of a last minute schedule
change, but he did a splendid job. | have had to cancel the national convention
as a points event because they are not having a concours.(hard to believe but
true). The Barwinkle's concours will be in Sept. and the concours at Charlie's
place will be in Oct. This leaves July and August open. My wife and | are expect-
ing our first child July 6th | will be needing time to attend to that event. If anyone
would like to give it a try, please give me a call as I'd be happy to help all I can.

1. Tony Krivanek

2. SRO at the tech session

3. John Ireland’s Car

4. Bill Pringle judging Biba’s GTV




Alforia’91

THE NATIONAL MEETING OF THE
ALFA ROMEO OWNERS CLUB OF AMERICA
San Diego August 8-11, 1991
he ARQC National Convention is coming to Southem California this August
and it looks like the San Diego chapter is planning a great event. Hotels
will be filling up soon so i you're planning to attend you may want to regis-
ter right away. Below is a brief listing of events. For details, see the national

newsletter.
Wed. Aug. 7

Thurs Aug. 8
Fri. Aug. 9

Sat. Aug. 10

Sun. Aug. 11

Registration & Hospitality suite open
AROC Board of Directors meeting
Poal Party

Technical sessions,

Malibu Challenge

Cornes Cocktail Party

Pancake breakfast
Gymkhana/Peoplekhana
Rally/Treasure hunt

Technical session

Cockfails, Banquet & Annual Meeting
Car show on the green

Awards luncheon




Si Non Risica Non Risica
Or, My Life Among the Abruzzi Bandits, Part |

Henry N. Manney, [ll
Photos from contemporary [talian sources,
courtesey Manney family

Editor’s Note: Henry Manney Il wrote this personal Mille Miglia account in
1957. It originally appeared in the June and July 1986 issues of Road & Track
and is published here for only the second time. He died in 1988.

The editor and members of the AROSC would like to thank Mrs. Henry
Manney Il arid Henry Manney IV for their generousity is allowing us to reprint
this article. We are grateful fo be able fo share this in print once again.

& ‘w ell,” I thought as I sat on the curb with my feet in the
gutter walching the Ferrari team go by on their way to
collect the first five places in the 1957 Mille Miglia,

“this is a helluva note.” My Giulietta’s component parts were spread

thinly but widely over the floor of the Alfa Romeo agency in

L’ Aquila, my co-driver was moodily chain-smoking Gauloises, and

L, after several hours of being mortally terrified while said co-driver

slid broadside through the Italian night at umpteen miles per hour,

was hors de combat without having hardly snapped a shift in anger.

What had I done to deserve this? Just listen.

The year before, with a 250-1b co-driver, I had planned to do
the Mille Miglia in a Dyna Panhard sedan that I owned. Looking
back on the subsequent history of this unsanitary vehicle, I can only
assume that Providence was watching over me when difficulties over
the competition licenses became insurmountable and we could not
start. When March came around this year and the entry blanks
appeared, 1 had something a little more suitable for the job, to wil, an
Alfa Romeo Giulietta Sprint Veloce.

This little gem was nicely broken in and I was used to it and it
to me. I knew by this time that it had no nasty little tricks whatsoever
and if inadvertently stuffed into a comer too fast could be relied on
not to commit any heel-clicking shenanigans at the rear; all one had
to do was go light on the steering and heavy on the throttle. Ail I was
worried about was rain, as the windshield wipers, for some
inscrutable Eyetalian reason, are incapable of cleaning the glass well
enough to enable one 1o drive over 40 mph. Nothing I have tried,
from new blades to Kirsch in the squirt bottle, had improved this in
the least. Bearing in mind the difficulties from 1956, had thought-
fully prepared myself by taking out both entrant’s and competitor’s
FIA licenses with the Swiss Automobile Club. Therefore, when the
regs arrived (and after I had found somebody who could read Italian
10 decipher them), I tore down to the bank, got a check for 40,000
lire (about $64) and sent the whole shebang off to the head office of
the ACS in Berne. They, in turn, checked my driving record for
squirreldom and, satisfied, “visaed” the blank and forwarded it to the
Automobile Club of Brescia, the organizers of the Mille Miglia.

From then on one just sat and chewed one’s nails until notified, as (™"
this year the entries were limited to 300. '
If the Editor will hold still for it, perhaps a short description of
the race would be in order for those who only have read the highly
colored accounts in the dailies. The last survivor of the great town-
to-town races that developed the automobile from a costly, fragile
plaything into a bigger, more expensive and scarier plaything, it car-
ries all shapes and sizes of vehicles a good thousand miles around
Italy on normal everyday highways.
Although some stretches are wide and
well surfaced, most

suffer
from a combination of old age, lack of
maintenance and extreme narrowness due to the reluctance of the
Italian peasant to give up any more of his farmland than absolutely
necessary. In a good portion of the asphalt highway, the gravel has
long since subsided to the bottom, thus leaving a black, polished sur-
face that can catch you out even when dry; when soaked, besides
affording a convenient mirror to read racing numbers in, it is slick
enough to send you waltzing on a mere downshift.

The routes themselves appear to have been laid down directly
on top of the old Roman ones (or lacking that, a cow path). This pol-
icy paid dividends in the Po valley, where the Via Emilia is ruler-
straight, but in the mountains one is reminded of the military nature
of the original track as it runs along the ridges, ascending and
descending in switchbacks engineered by mule train.

With the advent of the more rapid wheeled traffic, the local
Nuvolaris, following a custom that has persisted io this day, would
depart from the correct route while racing cach other and descend -
with depressing regularity into the fettuccine field below. The farm- ©
ers, not appreciating this unscheduled plowing, complained to the
proper authorities; the bureaucrats appreciated the problem but they

e .
Giulietta With pillow




'?bviously could not afford to build a concrete wall along both sides
~ of every road in Italy. Appealing to the sporting sense of the lottery-
loving Ttalians, therefore, they caused to be set out a series of con-
crete bollards, each about 2 fi high and 1 ft thick, dotted along the
shoulder at intervals (2.75 times the wheelbase of a Fiat Balilla) and
rooted deeply enough to arrest the headlong flight of the most exu-
berant Mouse. There being a chance both ways, the sporls were more
or less satisfied.

The odds being uneven on some of the interesting corners,
though, because it was easier o avoid these objects, the road people
put up sort of a running guardrail made, it is reputed, out of old Re
Umberto olive oil cans. This turned out to be rather springy, and in
cases where a triple S-bend was found, wild and unsubstantiated
tales have been heard of times when the highway seemed to be lit-
tered with squashed olives and wagers were seen being taken on the
number of caroms, ¢ic. Many other citizens, tired of Tom and Jerry
cartoon noises in the middle of the night, simply put up a big drys-
tone wall and let it go at that. But I digress.

The race starts at Brescia in northern Italy, continues over
roads closed for the occasion through Verona to Padua, and there
turns south to Ferrara, Ravenna, Forli, Rimini, and down the long
Adriatic straights to Pescara, From this point one turns inland in the
_pircction of Rome, detouring by L’ Aquila and Rieti the better to uti-
head north through Viterbo, over the Radicofani to Siena and
Florence, then over the Futa and Raticosa passes to Bologna.

The stretch from Rome to Bologna seems one constant wiggle;
by comparison, from Bologna to Piacenza, Cremona, Mantua and
Brescia is largely straight, with some section-line turns and bypasses
around certain towns to break the monotony. The racers go right
through most villages, where they naturally attract greal crowds;
even on the open road, though, the farmers drop everything and
come to watch. Since it is inevitable that access roads are often
blocked, gifts of vegetables and fruit are sometimes offered to the
drivers in the more remote sections; these are awkward to refuse
gracefully.

"_7ze the Abruzzi mountains. From the focal point of Rome, the boys

others around here, a valve job and general tuneup seemed to

be in order. Second gear was beginning to grit its teeth a little
after 15,000 miles of mountain driving so its synchromesh was
replaced and the clutch was relined, more as insurance than anything
else. The shocks were also replaced although they would not have
been just yel, for touring. The addition of a pair of large and healthy
Lucas driving lights completed the vetting; if it had been entirely up
‘jmc I would have fitted landing lights off one of our larger
¢

A s the Giulictta was showing signs of lassitude compared with

mbers. As far as I am concerned, there is no such thing as seeing
too well at night but then some form of penalty would have to be
paid in the form of a trailer full of batieries or a generator occupying
the entire engine compartment.

'I

On an impulse [ looked up the past performance times on
Giuliettas and the fast boys were getting around in 12 hours and
something. Being rather a rabbit I figured on 13 ditto and mebbe if
the crick rose, 14. This is a helluva long time to drive by yourself at
speed and, as a previous reconnaissance had showed, there were pre-
cious few places where you could lose concentration and get away
with it. Furthermore what about eating, drinking and, er, necessary
hodily functions? Not that I need my hand held but it is always easi-
er to stop if two people have a horrible urge whereas if you are by
yourself it is sometimes difficult to find justification. With all this in
mind I sent off feelers to simpatico types who, I felt, had the neces-
sary qualifications of sanity and enthusiasm; unfortunately, either 1
got no answer at all or polite refusals, these last obviously conceal-
ing mortal fear for the life.

Now, there are two logical ways to drive the Mille Miglia and
survive, both of which add up to taking it easy. You can rely on your
abundant talent and go Jack-the-Bear the whole way and you may
even win; chances are, though, that mechanical ennui will set in or
you will depart through the decor. The wise ones practice for a few
years, get the feel of the thing, and then go moderately fast and wait
for the enthusiastic opposition to blow up. The rank-and-file like
myself simply treat it like a fast 1000-mile tour of Italy, made easier
by the lack of opposing traffic and the incredible collection of junk
that clutters up Italian roads, hope Lo enjoy ourselves, and keep
inside the time limit. Very few people actually hurry . . . at least not
for long.

With this in mind I prevailed upon Robert Jenny, garage owner
and sometime champion of Switzerland in a sporls category, to come
along as he had never done it but seemed to have a rational attitude
about the whole business. ;

The Thursday before the race I set out in Giulietta, laden with
spare parts, plastic water bottles, a small jerrican, and the indispens-
able brain basin. Approaching Brescia along the autostrada, lots of
special and not-so-special equipment was to be seen already bearing
numbers and darting among the normal traffic like the brighter sort
of tropical fish. Brescia was en fete with all manner of colorful
advertising banners strung over the streets plugging oil and gas; the
song of the Supercortemaggiore, that peculiarly Italian 6-1egged
beastie, was heard in the land, as his black-and-yellow form seemed
everywhere.

All the larger gas stations seemed 10 be preempted by various
scuderie as a gathering and replenishing point for their member cars;
which, in turn, drew vast crowds of yearning Italians to spectate and
discuss. As it was about 5:00 p.m., I had worried about making scru-
tineering in time, was it severe, elc . . . Ineedn’t have stewed at all.
The Piazza Vittoria, in front of the Automobile Club of Brescia, was
seething with masses of people and cars, lined with the arrowed
beach umbrellas of the officials and dominated by the colossal score-
board. Attached to every available surface were flags, signs and, just




to remind you of your historical insignificance, large plaques bearing
the names of former winners.

I was directed by an impassive cop in his bluebell helmet into
an apparently solid mass of people; a tentative peep on the horn pro-
duced, at first, little result. With the second, several Carabinieri
sprang into action with shouts and vilifications; the milling crowd
parted like the Red Sea and slowly I drove down an avenue of snow
fencing to where several people expectantly stood waiting. I sprang
out, brandishing the documents requested by the club, but nobody
took the least notice except a smarmy young lady who requested me
to'Sign Here. I did so, assuming it to be something official, but then
I was requested sweetly to hand over 3500 lire . . . for what? . . . pic-
tures, no less. They would document my progress through “stamp-
ing,” start and finish for this measly sum; did the Signor wish? The
Signor didn’t as he had enough things to worry about and besides he
had no Ttalian money with him. Curling her rather prominent mus-
tache, she withdrew, just as I was being accosted by an enormous
man from Esso in a blue Pirelli suit to sign up with him for the race.

Right now I would like to point cut that not only the fuel in
this race is not free but, 1o use an Irishism, you have to buy it.
Obviously you cannot stop at any old gas station to fill up as there is
no telling how many unauthorized substances would find their way
into the tanks, so there are refueling pits at certain designated cities
only. To buy Italian premium gas at the normal price (around
$1.00/gal.) would break even Ferrari, so the contestants are allowed
to purchase vouchers at about 30 percent off; thus you haggle your
best deal with the Shell man, for instance, and after taking the
money he hands over vouchers that you give to the stations en route.
He also donates a decal for the car’s side window 1o identify you to
your refueler so, presumably, they won’t waste time sluicing gas into
an “Esso” car and have 1o suck it all out again. Robert had worked a
shiny deal with the Shell people for free gas and oil for the Giulietta;
bearing in mind the possibility of their advertising my success al the
speeds I generally go versus the certain consumption of 70¢/gal. gas
at racing speeds for a thousand miles . . . well, they could even use
my picksha.

Fluffing off M. Esso, I almost tripped over a latter-day Giotio
who was slopping large black numbers on the side of my nice white
Veloce. One hundred and fificen, huh? Migawd, that means we leave
at 1:15 in the morning, ghastly hour to commence racing. Better
check those lights.

From there I was waved around in a U through howling mobs
of small antograph fiends into the other lane of snow fence. There
the important officials preside under their beach umbrellas with the
Mille Miglia arrow motif that is seen all around the course. The scru-
tineering, mechanically, would make a cow laugh; busy little men
just look underneath to se¢ nothing is falling off and then put little
seals on here and there to make sure one doesn’t switch engines en
route.

e
On the paper side, T had to produce my entrant’s license (FIAM'g '
ACS), my driver’s license (ditto), the pink slip for the car, the carnet
de passage, my acceptance slip from the AC Brescia and certificate
of insurance. Normal I had already, but this year they wanted all for-
eign competitors to carry third party for the benefit of the Great
Ttalian multitude (Italian drivers take it out with their license). This
little item set me back a fancy 70,000 lire, which, at 625 to the dol-
lar, gets on toward expensive. Bookwork done, they handed all my
papers back to me with one hand, shook my paw with the other,
meantime the beauteous young lady interpreter (furnished by the
club) was inserting the red-and-gold Mille Miglia pin in my button-
hole. That bijou and a fiber disk, which got punched at Rome and
Bologna, wired to the steering column, were the only signs that T
was A HERO.

And hero I was to all the small boys and girls armed with
autograph books who milled outside of the scrutineering area. They
swarmed all around the Giulietta like drones around the Queen bee
as we trickled slowly along hunting for a parking place; noses on the
windows, noses on the windshield, noses everyplace. Place found,
we slop; noses immediately change to round eyes brown eyes plead-
ing eyes and hands with grubby books. The pecking order is fairly
definite; those with ballpoint pens get to come before pencils, who
get their tumn before the urchins who have to borrow somebody oo
else’s pencil. We sit a while to sweat them out but they roost there
like screech owls and watch me unwinkingly. If a window is opened
even a crack, many arms are thrust in carrying notebooks and plead-
ing voices ask for “uno solo” and with a shy smile, “I won't tell
anybody”; laughable, as heads are under the speaker’s arms and
chins resting on shoulders. I don’t like the bit as I am mighty small
beer but fortunately 1am saved; a mighty banging, popping and
sounds of lions caught in a threshing machine herald arrival of a
mixed bag of Ferrari and Osca. My tormentors are gone in a flash
and quickly so am 1.

wonder just how elastic Grand Turismo is and whatever did

they do to the cars that run modified? Starting shortly before
mine is a Zagato-bodied Giulietta, a beautiful thing about 3 in. lower
and with lowered nose and double-bubble roof, a shape that gives
another 10 mph without touching the engine. Not only that, it’s
lighter. Another SV has a fiberglass false nose on it to give better
peneiration and is festooned with windshield wipers. A beige one
has the bumpers removed and little aluminum plates fitted to the
holes left in the body; still another a veritable Christmas tree of
lights, Well, that’s the way the ball bounces.

Some of the other classes are fun: It’s a riot watching the open __
sports cars like the Stanguellinis and Oscas put up their “tops.” Fullﬂqz !
fashioned to mold around the headrest and incorporating a piece of
the windshield, they remind you of nothing so much as the white
duck snoods complete with ears and ball fringe worn by the horses
that pull tourist fiacres in Monte Carlo.

w alking around, I see some of the competition in my class and




\ One of the 1100 Oscas has mag wheels and an immense
searchlight on the front; it is a works car, No. 325, and is 1o be driv-
en by Morolli. No. 336, an 1100 Stanguellini, goes the ultimate in
weight saving and has little bent sheets of red-and-yellow plastic in
its tailfin lights instead of heavy glass. A couple of the Ferrari GT
coupes arrive with much rapping of pipes and arm-waving by the
Carabinieri; lovely, lean and businesslike, their sharklike appearance
is heightened by the “gills” behind the side windows.

Wandering around, you meet everybody interesting and those
of the working press who are not barstool journalists. I see Jesse
Alexander shepherding Ak Miller around and through his Roi-Tan
the good Akton allows that the lead sled’s running along pretty good
although hopping about a lot at 130 mph. Burion Harrison of R&T
shows up disgruntled, as a Swiss bull had become enamored of his

300SL on a narrow mountain road and attempted to
seduce it, thereby leaving

many

interesting
scratches on the hood. Must have
been that Bermuda bell.
Next day is occupied by tightening up hose clamps here and

there and stowing tools, baling wire and string in odd corners of the
trunk. We run down to the Alfa agency to get the seatbelts put in; the
joint is jumping with Veloces and Millenove Sprints getting every-

&f from last-minute screwdriver-engineering 1o a new gearbox.

¥ Jcause we are proudly bearing numbers, in a shake three mechan-
ics are produced and inside of 20 minutes the belts are in. How
much? The Dottore of Motore seems surprised; no charge, no

charge. Naturally we leavé something for vino anyway, thinking it's
too bad we didn’t need something expensive.

Qutside, Brescia is really boiling, with those of the populace
who are not gaping on the corners out whizzing around the streets.
As a “racer,” we are continually getting “choosed-off” by Seicento
Fiats and their smaller brethren. We also see very unsanitary old
Mice with loving-hands-at-home bodywork and counterfeit racing
numbers being hurled around the squares by their grinning owners.
What you have to do to get arrested [ don’t know, as I was passed at
easily 70 mph down the main drag by a Lancia coupe; the cop on
point duty simply made himself as small as possible and placidly
watched it go by.

We visit scrutineering to be greeted by what sounds like a herd
of elephants playing squat tag . . . the Maseratis have arrived and the
crowd’s enthusiasm knows no bounds. Utilizing the vacuum caused
by the arrival from another direction of Stirling Moss, we slide into
the enclosure and safety. Jean Behra, we find, has crashed spectacu-
larly while testing one of the 4.5 Masers and although not
hurt badly, cannot drive in the race.

Characteristically, when
they pulled him out from
under, his first action was
to hunt for his wallet and
his plastic ear . . . what bad
luck he has. Moss is talk-
ing softly into a tape
recorder, calmly and confi-
dently predicting 300 km/h
from his Maserati, Quel snow
job. Robert and I look at each
other . . . better get a bigger
rearview mirror. And so to bed
for a little sleep.
Sleep? What's that? 1 lie
there listening to the jabber jab-
ber jabber from the street outside
and everybody rapping his pipes,
a “Seicento” (Fiat 600) starts at
11:00 p.m. He is No. 1; until No.
84 the smaller cars, comprising the
sub-categories Turismo Preparato,
Turismo Speciale and Grand
Turismo of the 750- and 1000-cc classes and containing such basi-
cally production cars as Seicentos, Saab, Panhard, Renault 4CV and
Dauphine, DB and the Zagato and Abarth versions of the Seicento,
leave 30 seconds apart.

At 11:41 the first of the Millicentos (1100 Fiats) shoves off
and from that time on the car number is also its departure time, the
interval now being one minute. This rather curious method of num-
bering is so that the roadside spectator can tell how the respective




cars are doing; for instance, if you are watching a collection of 2.0-
liter GTs like 259, 306, 311, and a Porsche 349 suddenly arrives
among them, it’s plain that Umberto Maglioli has got his foot well in
it. As much as the 1100 class is the province of Fiats, the 1300 cate-
gory is overwhelmingly Alfa Romeo; out of 58 runners (of which 47
are Veloces in the GT class), the only strangers are two Porsches and
a Pengeot.

Directly after our class, at 1:33, come the biggest-hearted guys
in the world, the 750 sports, who, if it rains, must conduct their
9000-rpm hip baths over 1000 miles of streaming road. Yel 28
Oscas, DBs, Renaults, Stanguellinis and other variations on a theme
by Fiat are ready to risk it. Snapping at their heels, but not teo close-
ly, come the 1600 and 2000 touring and GT classes, bearing a mixed
bag of Porsches, Citroen DS 19s, Alfa variations, Fiat V-8 variations,
Triumphs and English family cars hot-rodded by the works.

leaves the first of the Osca-dominated 1100 sports, which also

contains Gregor Grant’s Lotus, while at 3:47 the going 1500
sports is turned loose. This category, besides several brave MGs,
boasts three Oscas (two of which, Isabelle Haskell and Giulio
Cabianca, don’t start), a couple of Alfa spiders, two private 550
Porsches plus the works RS of Maglioli, and two Maseratis.

After them is a motley collection of over-2-liter touring and
Grand Touring in which nine Mercedes 300SLs are pitted against 10
Ferraris with Healey, Lancia and Salmson spear carriers. Directly
behind, and not very much fagter, is the 2-liter sports class, mostly
Maserati and Ferrari; and at the very end, in order to have the maxi-
mum amount of light and the minimum amount of darkness, com-
mencing with Ron Flockhart’s D-Jag at 5:18 and finishing with
Moss at 5:37, come the big-bores.

1lie there feeling as if my eyes are becoming bigger and big-
ger like saucers and my hair turning into feathers while it seems that
both feet are slowly commencing to grow three toes, claws and wrap
around the foot of the bed like a barn owl’s. The hiss of the espresso
machine in the bar of the hotel can be heard intermittently through
the hooting of the television in the shop window across the way,
which has a crowd of silent spectators plastered (o the glass around
it, ransfixed by one of those horrid weepy wailey soap operas so
beloved to the Italian. -

In the middle of the tenth set of hysterics a busy voice culs in
without preliminary, much cackle-tube music replaces sobs.as an
obbligate, and I know without looking that the mothlike spectators
have pressed closer to the lantern’s flame and the big show is gonna
begin. Wonder if T can see from here what’s on the TV? Nothing
doing . . . stay in bed till 12:00, you bum, and try and get some sleep.
No sleep. Maybe I can snooze in the back while p’tit Robert takes
the first stage in the dark.

Snooze, ha. Much martial music from across the way and I bet
it is that famous Carabinieri band that, while casually strolling out of

J ust to keep the 2-liters on their toes, one minute later, at 3:22,

step. plays stirring marches. Try not to march in step sometime. 5
T’aint easy. Somebody with an extraordinarily loud marmitta blots
out the band for 2 minute and when it clears up they are playing the
National Anthem, which sounds as if it had been written by Verdi for
Bellini with Rossini looking over his shoulder. Much gabbling and
then Signer Pola in light blue sweater, shirt and tie, in his light blue
Seicento, back deck propped open to let the hot air out,
Supercortemaggiore mascot dangling from the roof, drives up impor-
tantly onto the brilliantly lighted ramp on the Corso Venezia, sur-
rounded by grandstands, press, soldiers, TV and movie cameras, and
most of the drivers leaving after him, and at promptly 11:00 p.m. is
flagged off into the waiting night by Director Catagneto. Each car
moves up a place. And here I lie flat on my back. Two hours and 15
minutes to go.

Robert pounds on my door at midnight. I struggle up, tell him
to meet me by the car, pull on my clothes, fill my pockets with an
assortment of junk, blunder around the room like a miller moth col-
lecting the more obvious things, and finally stand there irresolutely
trying to decide whether to take toothbrush and razor . . . finally
decide against it as admitting defeat and possibly bad joss besides.
Pull the bed covers all the way down . . . if all goes well, I will be
back in the kip sometime this afternoon. This afternoon . . . how
peculiar; after having been all the way to Rome and back. Fill the &=
water bottle, get the good Swiss chocolate, get the Leica, gettadri-
nofwater; yes dammit Robert I'm coming, they are not going to start
the race without us. We can always start last and get a tow from
Moss. That would be all I would need. Him and his 300 km/h.

Halfway down remember I have forgotten the pillow and blan-
ket, go back to fetch them. On the way out again, looking like one of
Genghis Khan's lesser-known household porters, I am wished
“Bocca del Lupo” by the hotel lady and offered a glass of Chianti. -
No thanks . . . later, maybe. We load up the poor Giulietta with all
our junk and two visitors, pay off the toothless parking lady, who not
only has presumably guarded the heap while we slept but also has
cleaned the windshield with some greasy garment, watch the depar-
tures a minute on the TV, and shove off for the start. Wished “Bocca
del Lupo,” of course, by Fairy Carabosse and her crowd of attendant
urchins.

We can tell when we are getting close to the Viale Venezia as
the sky is all lit up, the side streets are full of Millicentos with 12
people in them looking for a place to park, and the density of “flics”
approaches that of ants in the jam jar. At once we are waved into the
inner sanclum and, narrowly escaping running down shoals of bicy-
clists and blue-suited gentlemen draped over the sports bars of their
rhingdings, make the turn into the brilliantly flocdlighted paddock
area. What the A.C.B. has actually done is rope off the entire slreerﬁ )
that leads, via N'11, to Verona and Padua and to Venice. '

Al the further end of the tree-lined avenue, surrounded by
grandstands, timing stands, press stands and VIP stands, with




.?binicri, photographers, ice cream peddlers and friends of the
uifanizers crowded around it, crouches the famous ramp, Lit from
every side and the focus of all eyes, it reminds you of nothing so
much as the “coupe maison” for a latter-day French Revolution. A
shining line of cars, like a multicolored caterpillar, streiches back
from the start into the feeding area, where harried officials and
splendid Carabinieri in their Napoleon Bonaparte hats try to stir
order into the bubbling mess.

We park the Giulietta on one side and disgorge ils contents;
while Robert goes off to look for the gasoline man to get the
coupons, I commence to rearrange the junk in the trunk so it will not
beat itself to death in the first five km. For once before a race I am
not particularly nervous but all the same it is nice to keep busy. As it
is, most of the runners just now going or aboul to go are Italian and
the air is full of fluttering hands and irregular verbs as some last-
minute snag is dealt with. We see one runner from the 2-liter sports
clags, which doesn’t leave until 4:48, stalking around grimly with
helmet and goggles already on; he is well on his way to a state that
already possesses the 1 o’clock drivers, repeatedly flitting behind the
trees, which thoughtfully line the street.

Having wedged everything, I walk up along the line of Alfas,
which becomes Fiats and Lancias, including a couple of Zagato
models, as I get toward the ramp. Although [ am not wearing any

"'ﬁge, nobody bothers me . . . I guess the chucker-outers are far too

busy. Much last-minute tuning is going on and some apparently nor-
mal Millicento is being warmed up on the jack. Everybody who has
anything at all to do with a car is strutting about importantly, forever
conscious of the ghostly ring of eyes walching from outside the bar-
rier.

The variety in costumes is enormous; some wear the ubiqui-
tous Pirelli suit, others faded blue trousers with elastic waistband and
sports shirt, and one resplendent gentleman is togged out in white
shirt, tie, lizard-striped suit with narrow pants and tight 3-button
jacket, winklepickers with Cuban heels, and matching driving
gloves. Really cool. I suppose he feels if he gets on his head it’s nice
to be dressed for the subsequent ceremonies.

he can’t find the man who gives out the gas vouchers, so we

jump into the Giulietta and whirl off to the Piazza Vittoria to
find him; naturally he’s out at the start, s¢ back we go to the track.
No sooner has Robert disappeared than a Shell man appears spouting
Italian . . . I gather that he wants to go back to the Piazza again so he
leaps in and off we go through the 3-ring circus that is Brescia. The
flic is getting used to us by this time and stops all traffic as we roar
by, for time is getting short. We go to the main Shell station and
Ql am shown a list with our name and number on it; everything
1y okay and smiles and handshakes all around. One more time
through the Porta Venezia on the rims with scooters flying for their
lives in every direction and back into the paddock.

A fter a spell, I return to the car to find Robert in a snit because

Suddenly we remember that we really should have a full tank
to start; Robert only has a few million lire on him so out I go to find
the nearest gas station; feeling like Promenade Percy himself, I scat-
ter the guards at the paddock entrance once again and this time the
Law just puts hands on hips and stares at me. The nearest station is a
Supercortemaggiore but since I have got to pay for it anyway, what
dif ? The help erupts out of the door as I skid to a halt; they dump in
30 liters, wipe the windshield, check the oil and water, run around
and kick the tires, make change, and have me out of there (each one
not forgetting to shake hands) in less than a minute, They all wave as
I leave.

Meanwhile, back at the ranch, my bugeyed co-driver is getting
nervouser and nervouser as it is around 1 o’clock. He has the Alfa
mechanics, laid on by the factory, all ready as I sweep in grandly, All 1
around the car little men prostrate themselves to check the tires, the =
hood flies open as a long arm snakes in my window and yanks the
release, whereupon one serious fella with a Da Vinci profile listens
anxiously to the engine while another (apparently assuming every-
body has just had a valve job) goes methodically around the head
studs with a torque wrench. Back of the car shakes madly up and
down as somebody checks the shocks, then the front. Eyes peer into
all vital orifices, hoses are wiggled, ignition wires firmly pushed
home by tender yet firm brown hands. The hood slams shut, they all
stand back, eyes hooded, all wishing they could go. Thanks, fellas . .
. weatherbeaten faces split in wide smiles, then they fall upon the
next Giulietta as the commissario beckons us forward.

We push up and take our place in line, moving a little bit each
minute as another Alfa roars off the ramp. A saturnine gentleman
with an armband comes by with a flashlight, checking the tires for
sufficient tread; yet another flashes a beam in at the disks wired to
the steering column; apparently “ringers” are not unknownn. It is
extraordinary how patient and understanding all the officials have
been, operating with “nods, and becks and wreathed smiles,” rather
than the customary firebreathing.

Between pushes we clamp on our crash hats and drape goggles
around the neck in case the windshield breaks, after which there is
nothing left to do but watch the antics of the Carabinieri, hatted, as is

" the custom in Italy, by the Too Small Chapeau Co. They are all con-

vinced that they could go much faster than all these squares and are
demonstrating with gestures exactly how they would show that
Argentinean fella. . .what's his name? . . . the right way around the
course,

To Be Continued




Reserve Now for Monterey! SPERRY VALVE WORKS
SPECIALIZING IN ALFA ROMED
AUGUST 16, 17 & 18, 1991 CYLINDER HEAD WORK

this years' Historic weekend at the Ramada Inn in Salinas. The
Ramada is located at 808 N. Main St., Salinas, six miles from the
Laguna Seca track. Accomodations include outdoor jacuzzi, heated

nccomodaﬁons: The Bay Area Alfa Club has block of 75 rooms for

nool, restaurant, lounge and dance floor. The room rates are based on The compet Af2 ead Shop that ofers:
a guarantee of two nights for Friday, 8/16 and Saturday 8/1/. The : gﬂnzeggérmﬁ ig;lve Job
room rate is $60.70 for each night. Rooms are on a “firstcome, first: W Oversized Valves
served” basis. Last year all the rooms were taken by the end of March, . g;%“ngm‘;’mﬁﬂgcgfﬂg:
50... B Aluminum Flywheels

12 For Room reservations, call Lynn Fitzsimmons at (415) 430- Contact us direct or Insist your
8844 mechanic sends your Alfa head

out for a Sperry Valve job.

i making for a fantastic ltalian dinner for Saturda
Plans are in the making y CALL OR WRITE FOR A FREE

the 17th. (Please note that the club has been assured by the new man- BROCHURE.

agement that there will not be the difficulties some experienced last Sreray VALvE WoRKs

year in service.) 2829 GUNDRY AVE.
For tickets, send Coupon below. SIGNAL HILL, CA 90806

= _ 213+ 988-5960 [
mmses] FAX: 213 - 988-5062
~

P £~ 7 W
Monterey Historic Automobile Races

I

I

| August 16, 17 & 18 1991 - - Laguna Seca Raceway
| ADVANCE TICKET & CORRAL PASS ORDER FORM
I Day Price x  Number Total ) A

I Friday $30.00 $
i Saturday $30.00

Sunday  $30.00

j 2-day Speclal (Sat & Sun)
! $55.00

: 3-day Speclal (Frl, Sat & Sun)
|

|
|

I

]
|
|
|

o

$75.00 - - e
Amount Enclosed: $ sl f 52 Vg LR TR
Number of Corral Parking Passes required-one pass per car Is good for all 3 days
ENCLOSE S.A S.E.
Make check or money order payable to and mail to: Lynne Fitzsimmons 30 Steuben Bay Alameda, CA 94501
Name Phone ( )
Address

ALL ORDERS RECEIVED AFTER JULY 15 WILL BE RETURNED
You will be malled a postcard confirming your order within 10 days of recsipt. Tickets and Corral Passes will be mailed to you in August.
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o  Theresno glij(:kfas
to makmg an Alfa 1ast
and reliable.

YO;[};S’: have to know
t you're doing.

We have over 15 years experience
repairing, maintaining, modifying, racing
and caring for Alfa Romeo mororcars.

Please call for an appointment or to
discuss your needs.

o,

omega motorsports

3872 Claringron Avenue, Culver Cicy
{213) B36-3160

Alfa Romeo Parts
& Accessories

Free Catalog

) products

P.O. Box 1466, Boulder, Colorado 80306
(303) 447-0239

EXPERT GENERAL

SERVICE AND
2 MAINTENANCE

ﬁumalll and driv

traln comp ms lur racmg and hi gh

erformance street use are also
a ilable.

o ,
,hr*ﬁfi

WARD::DEANE 1B

RACING T R11Y

Shop Locatian. 1317 W E1 Segundo Blvd
Gardena, Ca
Telephone: (213) 754-6008

Mailing Address 115 N Dak St No 15 {nglewaod CA90301

OPEN DAYS
EVENINGS
WEEKENDS

=ALFA ROMEO
==PARTS 2

Original and Aftermarket Parts

DISCOUNT PRICES

Catalog — $300

T-Shirts - $1100

===UROPARTS
| CONN=CTION

1425 Gardena Ave., Unit 7 « Glendale, California 91204

Toll Free USA: 1-800-228-EURQO
Calif: 818-242-1122 ¢ Fax: 818-242-1471

WORLDWIDE
SHIPPING




=,

& ||| ALFA owvey

SUPER PRODUCTIONS Service and Repair for
670 W 17th Street, Unit F-3 Alfa’s Only!
Costa Mesa CA 92627
i Bill Stevens & York Kielnecker Parts NEW and USED
Exclusively Alfa Romeo (21 3) 662-3916
Repair and Service
By Appointment Only
(714) 642-3177
9:00 - 6:00 3422 Glendale Bivd., L.A.
Monday - Friday /2 Mi. So. of Glendale
in Atwater Village
“B
EXl a _
r G 37’/ AW
¥ SHRY e« oenr
T~ NORTH AMERICAS i s
MAR VISTA MOBILE < y“’““ 8
EgTA%LISHED
Receasion Specials MAINTAIN
o YOUR ALFA AT
RECONDITIONED TRANSMISSIONS : Tk ITS VERY BEST
Exchange (or Yours)
wene Your one-stop
REBUILT 2000 HEADS . source for
Valves & Seats Cut; GTV6 Guide Seals; stock, high-
New Siiic%ne hBrOI'IZl?'GL{{idES;}SU_]'fBCing | performance,
Xxcnange or Yours COmpeﬁllon
L . parts, from
REBUILT GIULIETTA WATER PUMPS : ; ’;”9“‘3 to
$95.00 i = = agato.
SPECIALIZING :ngggg(@mggns OF " .
750/, 107 _ARE E_"—T‘- o
3822 W. 139th St., #11, Hawthorne 90250 \TV%??TIPJ-{VIDE FA)SI (333)2925563132
(213) 644-2933 -800-225- &
CALL FOR APPOINTMENT SHIPPING (818) 955-?933.
o —ﬁiﬂ i 6644 SAN FERNANDQO RD.. GLENDALE, CA. 81201




~ Join the Club wzth UmversaI Appeal.

We invite the participation of the following:

e | eadfoots ¢ TechnoNerds s Socialites

o Scribes/ Photogs e Ingenues/ GQs/ Worldweary adventurers

o Sages » Former Ferrari owners with cash flow problems

_ hatever your demographic category, as long as you've got Alfas
wm your blood, an AROSC membership offers the following
potential benefits:

= Alfacionada, your guide fo the LA area Alfa scene.

e Membership in the national Alfa Romeo owners club; Alfa Gwner, its monthly
magazine, with many articles on current Alfa events, rumors, technical, his-
torical and competition topics. It also carries ads from all the major suppli
ers of aftermarket parts and accessories.

» Popular Time Trial, Race, and Concours Schedules

» Social Events, parties, tours, trips to Long Beach and Monterey

» 1000 years of collective technical expertise, repair guidance

s Great Raffle prizes at the meetings

o Friendlier people than German car clubs

= Cool T-shirts available at extra cost.

*? ALFA ROMED OWNERS OF SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA

POST OFFICE BOX 947
: g LAWNDALE, CALIFORNIA 90260-0947

121445 208 0292 SN
DAN RITTER
Sas MONTEREY BLYD

Alfa Romeo Owners of Southern California
Membership Application

Dues for 12 months to ARDSC and National (AROC.........evcersreeneer $47.00
Current AROC member with no chapter affliation.......
Member of ancther chapter wishing to add affliation......................$22.00

L1 New Member [ Renewal
Name AROC Member #
Sireet .
iy : State Zp:
Phone Numbers: Home: ( }
Work: (|}

Please Maﬂ Te: Dirk Stoehr, AROSC Membership Chairman
4539 Jubilo Drive, Tarzana, CA 91356
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