Peach State Cadillac & LaSalle Club Cruises to Dalton
Rallying at Cartersville’s Cracker Barrel

Driving the Turk, Doug met Stan in East Cobb right after Noon. Stan drove the Godfather. Paul and Gloria West, who are working on their limo, joined Stan. We got to exit 290 in Cartersville by 1:30 – 35 miles from Doug’s house.  There we met Ed and Mary Ann Goehring, who had driven their new ’65 coupe, fresh off its return from the Las Vegas Grand National. Sandy Partridge in “Monica” was passed by Frank Butler in the ’64 Eldo convertible as they approached Cartersville. Over lunch we were joined by Steve Sauer in his ’69 sedan (pink with mauve ghost flames). Mike Dougherty brought his ’70? sedan. Iced and gassed up, we headed north along Georgia Highway 41 toward Dalton about 3:00 PM. The Turk was making weird noises, but we forged ahead.
Highway 41 Revisited
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We made our way to Adairsville. The Turk was in the lead, Paul riding shotgun. Does one ever get used to looking into the rear view mirror and seeing a line of seven old Cadillacs stretched as far as the eye can see? As we approached the town, both sides of the road were lined with citizens standing, waving flags and saluting. We actually thought we had wandered into a parade. People were looking as if we were part of the ceremony. When we reached the sheriff’s roadblock near the cemetery, we learned that this was the town’s turnout for their lost hero, Specialist Sharp. He had been lost in Afghanistan last week. It was a moving testimony of the commitment of small town America to its own.
Entering Dalton
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We reached downtown Dalton, almost 50 miles up Highway 41 from Cartersville, by about 4:15 PM. Sandy peeled off and went back south on I-75. We found thirty cars already there, parked along the street. Peach State member Buster Miller of Chatsworth guided us in to several spaces he had saved us. We backed in and gave Dalton their first taste of a lineup of Cadillacs in some time. Alan Grist from Ringgold joined us in his ’70 Deville convertible, completing the “crew.”
Dalton’s Cruise-in Resembles Tucker’s only BIGGER!
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We had a great time going over the other cars in the lineup. I counted roughly 150, which was reportedly one of the bigger gatherings of the year so far. Several blocks long, it was a fine cruise-in. There were raffles and drawings, and Stan won a gift certificate to a local restaurant. The sponsors use the proceeds to help needy people.
People gravitated to the big Caddies, seen here lined up on Hamilton Street. Eventually we were joined by another late ’60s Cadillac convertible, and Frank recruited its owner to join us. 
Shown at left: Gloria West, Mike Dougherty, Stan Tucker, Alan Grist, Doug Bailey, Frank Butler, and Steve Sauer. In the second photo we gain Buster Miller in the green shirt, and lose Stan, who took this photo.
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A New Member? Meanwhile, Buster ran into a young fellow who needed no coaxing to join the Peach State club. Shane Stanley told us his story of trading – even up – his NOVA body shell for a complete 1939 LaSalle Model 5011 two-door touring sedan, # 848 of only 977! Shane is looking for connections to find parts and tips on restoration, as his plan is to bring the beauty back to her glory years. Doug gave Shane all the stuff he needs to join up, and has already heard back that the “check’s in the mail.”
Heading home at 9:00 PM
After a great meal at the train depot restaurant, the gang got back in their cars at 9:00 PM. Doug’s Turk was protesting mightily, and we all figured it was the generator he had had rebuilt only two months ago at Sleepy Hollow Rebuilders near Canton. Sure enough, with 30 miles to go on Highway 41, the generator light came on. Luckily, Paul was there to keep the driver calm, who was white-knuckling the run home. Mike Dougherty was flashing his emergency lights behind us to keep us from getting run over by an eighteen-wheeler. Stan and Frank followed behind. Turk’s headlights dimmed as we got onto I-75. This club’s loyalty to its members is a wonderful statement about what this group is all about. We are in this hobby for the cars, but it’s the people who matter most. Thanks, guys! 
Trouble! 

At the Acworth exit about 11:00 PM, and still 25 miles from home, I realized the Turk was not going to make it. Choice: Die alongside the freeway in the dark and wait for AAA, or pull over now. I realized at the last moment that we were at the exit closest to my mechanic’s house. We pulled off there, a three-car caravan: my darkened ’58 carrying me and Paul, Mike Dougherty in his sedan, and Stan with Gloria in the Godfather. Frank went on ahead and good thing. When we pulled into Mike Byars’ driveway all was dark. One more car and I’m sure Mike would have come out, shotgun blazing! He found the Turk in his drive on Sunday morning and had slept through the adventure! Paul and I joined the Godfather so Mike could run on ahead to Stone Mountain. Stan brought the rest of us home. The trip back from Dalton took three hours! And we had had yet another Cadillac adventure…
By the way, I got the Turk back on Tuesday with a loaner generator to get me by until we finally convert it over to an alternator. Art, I have finally capitulated. An alternator for me!
