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It i s th at t im e of  ye ar o nce again to  

beware, please remember that school is in 

session once again and the school buses are 

running, The speed zones around the schools 

are rigidly enforced. The penalties are very 

expensive! 

It is also time to be where? Why, here of 

course. Autumn is just around the corner and 

time to boot our activity schedule into high 

gear and put the peddle to the metal. Our 

activities were on the light side during the 

summer months as most of “yuns”, a little 

Pittsburghese there, were not here. Now that 

you will be drifting back to paradise in the 

coming months, it will be time to get serious. 

We have a duck pin bowling event on the 

horizon in nearby Inverness. We’ve had some 

discussion of a chili cook-off with  an ice 

cream run for dessert to DQ just down the 

street. How about an Oktober Fun Fest in 

October with an Alpen horn serenade? 

Yes, it’s time to be HERE! 



ooking back over the years, as we do at this 

particular time in our lives, I have always been 

“Old School.” I was never the hippest kid in 

school. I had an older brother and an older 

sister too. When I was very young, I am told, we 

lived in a three story house. I remember the 

house but I don’t remember the incident when 

my sister, seven years my senior, held me out 

over the third floor stair rail. Maybe that is why 

I am “acrophobic” to this day. We still speak to 

each other but that incident never comes up. 

Maybe after she reads this story I’ll hear “the 

rest of the story.” 

My older brother and “mentor” was the gregari-

ous one,  he would do something out of  

the ordinary, to our father’s disapproval and 

would get a call to have a “chat” in father’s 

bedroom. It did not take me long to figure out 

that was an activity to be avoided, at all costs. 

My father, when he was 16 in 1932, got a car 

for his birthday, from his grandfather. He too 

was fascinated by the automobile. My father 

used to tell the story about that day. There was 

a parade in town and the high school band was 

in that parade, my father played the trumpet 

back then, so the story goes, he recalled having 

to march behind that car, as it was in the 

parade too, and he could smell the exhaust and 

the new, hot manifold paint. At the time he 

had an old Model T Ford that he had fixed up. 

That new car he got was a 1932 Buick Model 65 

Phaeton.  

Needless to say my love of these old cars has 

been handed down over the generations. That 

was my interest, not so much the girls. Way 

back then you got your driver’s license at 16 

but it came with a caveat, no driving after 10 

pm. I remember I had asked a neighbor girl to 

the senior dinner dance, she lived about 30 

miles away. I had driven to her house to pick 

her up but had to rely on my father to drive us 
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to her house afterwards because of the curfew I 

was under. As we were “zipping” along, it seems 

that we had zipped through a speed trap, you re-

member those don’t you? My  father was asked 

for the registration, as was S.O.P. back then as it 

is ‘til this very day. My father kept all his regis-

tration cards in his wallet, the kind where the 

cards holders are all connected. They tumbled 

out in a chain much to everyone’s surprise. 

He still got the speeding 

ticket! 

I got a car for my 16th 

birthday as well, a 1936 

Buick Model 40. The 

previous owner was a 

mortician and lived in 

the hotel, downtown 

New Castle, Pa. The car had spent it’s life driving 

up and down the hill to the funeral home where 

he worked, maybe a mile and a half each way. 

The cost, $100. That was a great car to learn on 

and have fun with. One of my buddies at the 

time was in metal shop and made me a piston for 

the shifter. It was so heavy that I had to hold the 

lever in second gear as it would fall into high. I 

went to a local carpet store and got “out of style” 

samples to recarpet the floors. Not seen in this 

picture,  I a lso instal led a set  of  port -a -

wal ls ,  you remember the add on white walls. 

This car was the talk of the street in front of the 

high school where I parked each morning. Back 

then you staked out your spot and no one else 

would park there, that’s just the way it was! Hav-

ing a car meant you picked up buddies in the 

morning for school. My senior year, a very cute 

girl moved in next door, Louise Bauer. Well it 

didn’t take long to entice her to join the gang for 

the two mile trip to school .  Only got  one 

date out o f  that  arrangement. Too fast for 

me, I was “old school.” 

Speaking of old school, how about this one? 

Found this while looking for some thing 

else. Ever do that, get distracted by something 

other than what you intended to do? Happens 

more and more 

these days it 

seems. 

Professor Peabody 

has taken us back  

71 years, 1954 to 

be exact, and my 

second grade class 

in front of Arthur 

McGill school with our teacher Mrs. Cox.                      
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Here are a few items that you might consider to be “old school.” 

Frank O’donnell, top right, definitely is old school. Above is one of 

Frank’s new toys, a 2001 GMC car hauler, soon to be an antique in 

it’s own right. Who can forget cruising down to the local pharmacy 

to test those old TV tubes. 

How “old school”  is pastel  

bathroom tissue? I bet the 

fixtures were pink as well and the 

bath mat too. 

Definitely OLD SKOOL!  Thank you 

Frank. 



You are definitely from the old school if you 

can remember any of these items. Maybe from 

your gramma’s house or maybe your uncle Jake 

and aunt Martha’s home out in the country. 

There it is, that old GE Monitor 

Top refrigerator. Uncle Jake was so 

proud of that when they got electricity 

on the farm. Aunt Martha finally got 

her new wringer washer too, a big help 

around the house. At gramma’s house 

on Hill Street in town there was that 

squeaky old glider on the front porch. 

Then there were those crazy push 

button light switches in every room. 

Back when television was new, 

long before cable and streaming 

you had to adjust the TV 

antenna by hand for better 

reception. She used to live 

next door! That’s how I know.  

Rich Courmettes 





The club will supply the brats and drinks 

You bring all the side dishes to share… 

Soft pretzels 

German potato salad 

Obatzda 

Currywurst 

Sauerkraut 

Apple Strudel 

German style cabbage 

Mustard dip 

These are but a few suggestions for side dishes, there are hundreds of 

ideas on line. One such site is tasteofhome.com with the recipes. All we 

ask is that you let us know what you will be adding to the party so that 

we don’t have duplication. Can’t cook? That’s OK, just bring $5.00 p/p 

but please let us know that you will be there! 

http://www.tasteofhome.com


As is often the case here in Florida in the summer time the weather is 

always a major player. Our July 17th activity was to be a delicious 

lake side dinner at Ski Beach in Leesburg, followed by a baseball game 

at the adjacent Pat Thomas stadium. As you can guess the game was 

rained out but not the dinner. We still had a good time in spite of the 

rain drops, it’s hard to stop a KOTR party. 



For August, the plan was to go to Sunset Delights in Summerfield for 

their Wednesday night Cruise in, have dinner with ice cream to follow. 

But then again, it became clear that the weather was going to be a 

player and that plan A was abandoned and plan B was developed on a 

whim. We moved the party to Dairy Queen on route 301 in Wildwood. 

Some participants were already on their way when they got the notice. 

Attendance was light, only 9 folks, but it was a good time anyhow. Ya 

shoulda been dher! 

It did not take much seating to get us all to-

gether: from L to R; Frank O’Donnell, Dee 

O’Donnell, Rich Courmettes, Rich Udell, 

Nancy Sutters, Pat Rentz, Gordon Platt.  
Frank O;Donnell, Rich Courmettes and Dee O’Donnell 



This is going to be a unique activity for KOTR in November. 

The Train Station in Inverness is primarily an old time 

bowling alley (duck pins) and a pizza parlor! Bowling is     

$5.00 per person/game. If you want to have a fun evening, 

this activity is for you. Who knows, you may even walk 

away with the $100 first prize for your bowling prowess. 

This activity will require your reservation so that we can 

let them know how many lanes we will need. Only six 

bowlers per lane. 

Now is the time to mark your calendars for Nov. 9th.        

Reply by e-mail or phone 352-638-0502 



This a test of your automotive IQ . Look at the tail light pictures below and          

identify the  associated automobile by make and year of production. You have 

ten minutes to complete this test. 


