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 It has been a little over five years since KOTR was 
formed as a chapter of AACA. The premise was that a 
group of dedicated old car enthusiasts would rather 
drive their cars than sit around and discuss rules and 
budgets and such. Our cars were meant to be driven and 
that is what we try to do each month. 
 Many years ago, fifteen to be exact, I was a member 
of the one old car club in The Villages at that time. I 
asked the management at that time if I could speak to 
the membership about becoming a region of AACA. I 
spoke to the group and was greeted by blank stares and 
the idea was dropped and never again mentioned in that 
group. That is with the exception of one other member, 
Jack Armstrong. 
 Some five years later, 2010 a region of AACA was 
formed by a group on like minded buffs and the Villages 
region of AACA jumped up on the scene. Among it’s earliest 
members was Jack Armstrong, now a national board 

director. I too joined the region and we prospered for 
awhile until there was a split in membership for not 
following the rules governing the club. 
 Now it was 2015 and Jack Armstrong and I along 
with some other members were barred from the region. 
Subsequently, Jack helped to pave the way for yet another 
old car club to develop. In collaboration with the Ocala 
Region of AACA, King Of The Road chapter hit the 
ground running and we are still going strong today. We 
owe a debt of gratitude to Jack Armstrong for his support 
over the years. Now we are going to be host to a national 
tour next spring. 
 The road has been long, as most any road is that 
gets you where you want to go. Yes we are King Of The 
Road thanks to Jack Armstrong. 
 
    
   



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

MEREDITH, NH ---- Marshall Julius “Jack” Armstrong Jr, 85, 

passed away peacefully with his family by his side on September 

16, 2020, at his home in Meredith, NH. Jack touched so many 

lives and will be sadly missed as a loving father, husband, 

friend, mentor, and teacher. Jack is survived by his loving wife 

Patricia (Ellis); his daughter Susan Mueller and her husband 

Peter of Philadelphia; his sons, David Armstrong and his wife 

Elise of Goffstown, NH, and Steven Armstrong and his wife 

Rose-Lynn of Windham, NH; his grandchildren Tyler Mueller, 

Nathan Mueller, Philip Armstrong, Andrew Armstrong, Jack 

Armstrong, and Annika Armstrong; and his sister Phyllis 

Loisel Armstrong of Middlebury, VT.  

  Jack was born April 24, 1935, in Middlebury, VT, the 

son of the late Marshall J. Armstrong Sr and Julia Christabel 

(Wisell) Armstrong. He grew up in Middlebury, VT, where he 

met his wife of 63 years, Patricia, at Middlebury High School. 

He played football in high school and at Middlebury College. 

He earned an undergraduate degree in Mechanical Engineering 

from the University of Vermont and a master’s degree in Engi-

neering Management from George Washington University.  

  After college Jack worked as an engineer for ERDL at  

 

Fort Belvoir in Virginia. He served two active duty terms in the 

Army and was a Company Commander at Fort Bragg. In 1968, 

Jack began a 30+ year career with Thermo Electron in 

Waltham, MA, as an engineer and an executive. Part of his  

career included a relocation of his family to Peterborough, 

England, to work with Peter Brotherhood, Ltd. He formed 

many special relationships over these years; he was respected 

by all. 

  Jack always loved antique cars and the many friends he 

and Pat met on car tours. He maintained involvement in local 

and national clubs and served on the board and as a judge for 

the Antique Automobile Club of America (AACA) for nine 

years. Jack and Pat spent family summers in Meredith on Lake 

Winnipesaukee where they eventually built a beautiful home 

and antique car barn – a place he loved and shared with many. 

Jack never turned down a request for a tour and was known to 

welcome friends and passers-by alike. In retirement, they split 

their time between New Hampshire and Florida developing 

many dear friendships in both locations. 

  A special note of appreciation to Elaine Cartier, RN, and 

the staff of Lakes Region VNA and Hospice for their 

compassionate care and support. 

  A celebration of Jack’s life will be held at a later date so 

that all who loved him can gather at The Barn among his 

beautiful cars and share memories of a life well-lived. 

  In lieu of flowers, the family suggests a donation in 

memory of Marshall J. Armstrong to the Lakes Region VNA 

and Hospice, 186 Waukewan St, Meredith NH 03253, 

or another charity of your choice. 



 September 11th, was the time to resurrect KOTR’s 
Second Friday Ice Cream Run. Russell Stover’s in Wildwood 
fits KOTR’s style.  Great ice cream and outdoor seating, just 
right for our social distancing. Although they did reduce 
their capacity for outdoor dinning it was sufficient for our 
group of  19, shut-in weary members. An opportunity to get 
out with friends and talk of old cars. The threat of inclement 
weather kept the antiques at home with the exception of 
Frank and Dee O’Donnel with their 1990 Honda Eunos. 
 For many members in attendance this was their first 
outing in months to break the bonds of the living room 
couch. What a way to celebrate the release, like little kids 
we were, gobbling up those cool and creamy sundaes on a 

warm summer eve. Above Rich Courmettes and Ellen 
Harcourt delight in all that whipped cream. 
 Through this entire pandemic saga KOTR has managed 
to keep at least one activity per month on the schedule. This 
is one of our “hallmarks,” to keep active and on “The Road.”
 As the sun began to set it was time to break up this 
gathering and bid adieu to our friends for another month. 
Preliminary plans were laid out to all for the next get  
together in October. 
 You can read all about in the coming pages. There is 
always some activity just around the corner for us to gather 
and enjoy each other and our cars.  



 This feature page highlights our membership’s cars 
and the stories behind them. If you would like to have your 
automobile featured here bring it to one of our photo shoots 
scheduled through out the year. Our next shoot is scheduled 
for November 8th at Lake Miona Park and our “Open Ditch” 
picnic. See you there. 

October Cover 
 This month’s cover is dedicated to our good friend Jack Armstrong. This picture was taken in member Jim 
Murray’s award winning 1936 Ford phaeton. The smiles on their faces show what AACA is all about, great cars and 
great friendships, memories to last a lifetime. 

 The 1987 Wrangler (designated YJ) introduced major changes in  
Civilian Jeep (CJ) design.  While most are not visibly noticeable Jeep  
aficionados were not fond of its rectangular headlights.   Also, 1987 was 
the last year of the “Med, Blue Metallic” paint option.  Produced in  
Brampton, Ontario our Wrangler is equipped with every Jeep option  
except cruise control.  Her power train is AMC’s legendary 258 CID six 
cylinder engine linked to a Chrysler 3 speed automatic transmission.   
Delivered in Memphis on April 21st, 1987, we purchased her off lease in 
March of 1992.   

 Ed and Carolyn Jouret originally started out looking for a 1963 Ford 
Falcon, Carolyn’s first car. No luck there. They went to yet another dealer 
in Atlanta, nice cars but no go there either. Later, when in Pennsylvania, 
they saw an ad for several vintage cars for sale by owner. Went to the 
owners shop and there it was the only convertible, a 1969 Chevy Malibu, but 
it was up for auction the following week. Ed made arrangements to bid by 
phone on auction day. It was while sitting in their friends driveway in  
Connecticut that they the won the bid for “Malibu” now their baby. 



 Immediately upon entering the courtyard of 1921 
you are greeted by a notion of what awaits inside the  
entrance door. This fine canine sculpture beckons you to 
enter and enjoy your dining experience as he watches over 
the entry atrium. 
 Once inside you get a glimpse of the immaculate 
kitchen and staff busily preparing meals for the patrons as 
well as the famous art work adorning the walls.  
 The large medallion next to the kitchen and discs 
leading into the dining room are by artist Paul Evans. All 
of the tables and bar top are from George Nakashima, the 
master of modern furniture design in America. 



 Each fall, KOTR likes to kick-off the season with a 
fine dining experience. In past years we have gone to 
Seasons 52 in Orlando as well as Eddie V’s last September. 
What with the traffic congestion and construction in the 
Orlando area we opted to try a little closer to home,  
Mount  Dora and the 1921 restaurant. 
 1921 happens to be a contemporary “art gallery” with 
superior cuisine. Each Sunday they feature a “Sunday 
dinner” for their patrons. The first Sunday of each month 
the just happens to be prime rib as the selection. What a 
delight it was, all served by a masked, professional wait 
staff that made for a superior experience. 

 To the left Dee O’Donnell gleams 
over her special cocktail with a twist of  
lemon clipped to the rim of the glass while 
waiting before dinner is served. 
 
 Top right we find Bill and Linda  
Hynes (l) joined by Urs and Stefanie 
Nyffeler  surrounded by some of the fine 
art on display. All of the tables are from 
George Nakashima, a leading innovator of 
20th century modern furniture design. 
A trade mark of his concept is the natural 
edge as can be seen here. 
 
 Lower right, Neil and Judy Curtis (l) 
along with Chuck Johnson and Trish Miller 

eagerly await their meals at 1921. 
 
 It is safe to say that there were many “doggie bags” taken home 
that day  as the servings were quite large. I heard many stories that the 
prime rib made for great sandwiches on Monday as well.  



“It’s October again and soon mom 
will be taking us to the Kmart to 

pick out our new Halloween costumes.” 
 

  Being more or less confined during the pandemic 
these last few months started me wondering how people 
are going to handle “trick-or-treat” this coming Halloween. 
  It got me thinking about how we as kids, looked for-
ward to the end of October every year.  In those days, you 
went back to school in early September and Halloween was 
the next important date on the “kiddie” calendar.  I loved 
candy and I loved Halloween.  Back then, sugar was good; 
not the “white poison” it is today.  “Penny” candy was sold 
everywhere and you could buy a full-sized candy bar, roll 
of Life Savers or pack of gum for a nickel. 
  Halloween night itself was a “race” from the very 
moment you stepped off your own porch as to how much 
ground you could cover, and how many houses you could 
visit for maximum results.  You learned the “rules” quickly. 
After your first Halloween, you knew what would happen if 
you ran too fast with one of those cheap white paper 
Halloween bags with the flimsy string handles attached by 
tape. 
  One Halloween I remember taking a shortcut in the 
dark around a telephone pole to beat my friends to the 
next house. I never saw the support cable going from the 
ground to the top of the pole. I did a full 180-degree flying 
flip through the air with all of my candy landing 
somewhere out in high grass.  

  Plus, you had to put up with the cheap rubber band 
that the costume manufacturers always used on the face 
mask. By the time you reached the second house on your 
route, one of the little metal “T”s on the end would rip out 
and you had to hold your mask to your face with one hand 
the rest of the night. In fact, you were lucky to find one still 
intact when you bought it new at the store. 
  The worst part of Halloween was getting back home 
and having your parents make you empty your hard 
earned bag of goodies onto the living room rug so they 
could sort through them. It never failed that every year 
somewhere in the country some parent found a razor blade 
buried inside an apple and reported the finding to the 
police. (Not that you would really choose to eat a piece of 
fruit when you had the option to eat a piece of candy.)  
When somebody would drop an apple or orange in my 
trick-or-treat bag, I would walk off the porch and hurl it 
over the roof into their back yard--hoping the family would 
get the message and give out real candy the following year. 
  I vowed that when I got old enough and had my own 
house or apartment, I would never hand out crap candy 
on Halloween night.  If kids were going to make the effort 
to come by my house, they were going to get a full-sized 
candy bar, not a single Hershey miniature, not a snack 
size, not one single Jolly Rancher, or a stale, hard orange 
or black wrapped Mary Jane taffy  I give them their 
choice of a full-sized candy bar, Reese’s Cups or package 
of M&Ms and just to watch the amazed look on the kid’s 

(Continued on page 9) 



faces as I drop them into their bag. 
  But since this IS a column about old cars, I will  
include one memorable Halloween-inspired story from my 
life that involved an old car. 
  The year was 1978, I had graduated from college and 
was soon to be engaged.  My girlfriend’s parents had a big 
1976 Oldsmobile Delta 88 hardtop sedan, the one with the 
huge trunk. They had purchased a gigantic pumpkin at the 
farmer’s market to display on their front porch for the  
autumn season.  It was so large you wouldn’t even consider 
carving it out to cut a face into it. The “Great Pumpkin” 
had to have weighed at least 50 lbs. 
   
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 The pumpkin served its purpose well through 
Thanksgiving and was on its last legs by the second week of 
December.  I was over at the house one weekend and 
suggested to my girlfriend’s mother that it was probably 
time to throw it away. Living in the country, there was no 
local trash pickup so we put it in the massive trunk of the 
Olds Delta for disposal at the dump after church the 
next day. Problem solved. 
  In mid-January, my girlfriend’s (now my fiancé’s) 
father took us all out to Sunday lunch. On the way there, 

the topic of conversation centered around an unusual odor 
inside the car that seemed to be getting stronger. They 
were trying to figure out what it was coming from. Could it 
be from that trip where we picked up the grand parents for 
their anniversary?  Maybe the time we took Lucky the dog 
to the vet?  To me, it seemed like the smell was coming 
from the back seat. It was about this time when someone 
said, “Could it be something in the trunk?”   
  Arriving at the restaurant, we parked the car, 
unlocked the trunk and lifted the lid.  Sure enough, there it 
was:  50 pounds of moldy, rotting pumpkin that had been 
forgotten and never taken to the dump!  It took a shovel, 
two pails and a gallon of Clorox to clean up the mess. 
Three years later when the car was traded in, there was 
still a signature two-foot-wide stain on the trunk floor 
from the “Great Pumpkin.” 
  How things change with the times. Candy favorites 
come and go with each new generation.  Today, you buy 
your pumpkins, made in China at the Hobby Lobby and 
somebody’s Dad piles 8 kids into a van and chauffeurs 
them from one neighborhood to the next. Instead of going 
door to door, your kids go to the parking lot of the Kroger 
in the morning and people sitting in folding chairs hand 
out candy from the trunk of their cars. “Trick-or-trunk” 
not quite the same memory maker. 
  But one thing hasn’t changed: you still go to the 
store to purchase a costume when you outgrow your old 
one.  Good luck finding a Kmart, though. 

(Continued from page 8) 

Editor’s note: Frank O’Donnell is a member of KOTR as well as The  
Oldsmobile Club of America. This article first appeared in the October 
issue of Journey With Olds, the clubs monthly newsletter. 



Is it possible to travel from the upper peninsula of 
Michigan (“The U.P.”) all the way to Miami, Florida 
without making route changes?  You betcha!  In this issue 
we’ll take US Route 41 from near the Canadian border 
all the way to “Mammie, Flor-dah” on another “sunshine-
bound gulf coast route”. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Built way back in 1926, this route takes us through 
the heartland of the mid-west to the tropical Latin city of 
Miami.  It’s another odd numbered, north-south, high-
way in the US Highway System laid out before the Inter-
states.  Spoiler alert!  If you lived near Marquette, 
Green Bay, Milwaukee, Racine, Kenosha, Wauke-

gan, Evanston, Chicago, Hammond, Evansville, 
Terre Haute, Nashville, or even Chattanooga and 
your folks drove to Florida in the 1940s and 50s, they 
most certainly took US-41 all the way.  That’s one reason 
mid-westerners populated the gulf coast of Florida in 
their retirement years.   

  

US-41 starts (or ends) way up at a dead end cul-de-
sac near Copper Harbor, MI. at the tip of the Ke-
weenaw Peninsula in Lake Superior, just 37 miles from 
Canada.  You can’t get much more remote than that!   

 

 From there you travel through Swedetown, 
Baraga, then due east to Marquette, MI. on Lake Supe-
rior.  This is an iron-ore shipping town on the Great 
Lakes.  Not far from here is Kingsford, MI. where Henry 
Ford had a factory that built wooden station wagon bodies 
in the 1930s and glider planes during the great world war.  
Scrap wood was used to make charcoal and thus the 
Kingsford Charcoal Company (now owned by Clorox, to 
help keep it clean burning, I guess!) got its start.  Ford 
once sold “Picnic Kits” of portable grills, briquettes, 
matches and utensils for your next journey in your new 
Ford wagon.  What a brilliant idea !  



US-41 travels south again through sparsely popu-
lated counties and arrives at the state line in Menomi-

nee, MI., a city that’s fun to 
say.  Further south is the me-
tropolis of Green Bay, WI., 
pop-ulation of just 105,000, but 
better known for NFL’s Green 
Bay Packers.  Lam-beau Field, 
by the way, is the oldest operat-
ing NFL stadium in the US.  
They also have The Automobile 
Gallery car museum and event 
center formerly a Cadillac deal-
ership.  Meat packing has a 
large presence here, of course, 
but get a grip on your seat when 
I tell you that Green Bay is the 
“Toilet Paper Capital of the 
World” due to the large paper 
mills here making that product 
24/7, especially during the re-
cent pandemic and toilet paper 
panic of March, 2020!  Thanks 
to the Northern Paper Co. of 
Green Bay, “our toilet paper is 

now splinter free” since the early 1930s, according to their 
company’s product history.  Thank goodness! 

 
 US-41 scoots by Appleton, Winnebago and 

Oshkosh, WI. (“Saw Dust City”), the home of experi-
mental aircraft, Oshkosh Trucks, OshKosh B’Gosh overalls 
and some well-known chocolate companies too. 

 

 Fond du Lac, WI. (aka “Fondy”), where Mercury 
Marine (of outboard motor fame) makes its headquarters, 
has the distinction of a record low temperature of 41° be-
low zero, with a record high temperature of 111°F.  Just 
consider your required wardrobe range if you lived there! 

 
 US-41 (now I-41) heads right into the “Beer Capi-

tol of the US”, Milwaukee, WI. (“Beer City” or “Brew 
Town”, whichever you prefer).  With so many German im-
migrants to this city, it’s no wonder, beer and pretzels are 
the two main food groups here!  Whether you drink 
Schlitz, Blatz, Pabst or Miller, they all originated here.  A 
vibrant city of 600,000, it grew from flour mills, packing 
plants, tanneries and manufacturing, not to mention it be-
ing the perfect port city on Lake Michigan.  In the early 
1920s, this area was home to several pioneer brass-era 
auto-mobile makers, including Anger, Badger, Jeffery, 
Kissel, LaFayette and Ogren.  



Today, names like Briggs & Stratton, Johnson Con-
trols, Rockwell Automation, Allen-Bradley, A.O. Smith 

a n d  H a r l e y -
Davidson, are all 
big employers 
here.  And Harley 
has a nice Cycle 
Museum too.  Also 
not far from here, 
in Hartford, 
WI., is the Wis-
consi n  Auto-
mobile Museum.  
No wonder Vogue 
Magazine now 
calls Milwaukee, 
“The Coolest City 
in the Midwest”. 
 

 Heading out of Milwaukee, today you’ll follow I-
41/I-94 but back in the 50s, US-41 skirted the cities of 
Racine and Kenosha, WI.  Racine is famous for the 
headquarters of the S. C. Johnson Co., in a building de-
signed by Frank Lloyd Wright and Kenosha is famous 
for a 1900 steam car design, plus the first mass-produced 
cars of Rambler and Oldsmobile in 1902.  Hudson and 
Nash Motors got their start here too.  Don’t forget that 
Wisconsin is the country’s lar-gest cheese producing 
state, thanks to Swiss and Ger-man immigrants.  They 
love when you - “Say Cheese!” 

 
 US-41 passes Waukegan, Deerfield (home of 

Walgreens), Evanston (home of Rotary Inter-national) 
and Skokie (Federal-Mogul Motorparts plant), IL.  The 

route takes the famous name of Lake Shore Drive as it en-
ters “The Second 
City”, better known 
as Chicago, IL.  
You’ll drive along 
Lake Michigan in the 
50s in very heavy 
traffic, no doubt, 
over the Outer Drive 
Bridge (built 1937), 
past the Buckingham 

Fountain in Grant Park (built 1927), the Field Mu-seum 
(built 1921) and Soldier Field (built 1924).  
We’re not far from the start of the “Mother 
Road” (aka “Main Street of America”), 
Route-66, two blocks over, at Adams St. 
and Michigan Ave.  In Chicago you can visit 
the Volo Auto Museum and the Klairmont 
Kollections to get your old car fix.  Further 
south we drive through Jackson Park on the 
“South Side” and find ourselves in Hammond, IN.  
Then its 150 miles to Terre Haute, IN. (meaning “High 
Ground” but nicknamed “The Crossroads of America”).  
Terre Haute is best known for its blues music.  Your 
next potty stop might be Evansville, IN. on the Ohio 
River.  You could speak German here and most people 
would understand you in the 50s.  Atlas Van Lines makes 
its home here and I’m not sure if that’s an indication that 
lots of people are moving INTO Evansville, or OUT OF 
Evansville!  

 
 Soon, you’re in Kentucky already, then suddenly 

Tennessee.  All rural roads with small towns until you 
get to Nashville, TN. (“Music City”).  



 

 US-41 comes in on 
Dickerson Pike, right into 
downtown and exits on 
Murfreesboro Pike.  You’ll 
go right by the Lane Motor 
Museum (“A Hobby Gone 
Wild”) with its fascinating 

collection of unique little cars.  Not to be missed, if you’re 
into history and architecture, are the Parthenon (full-
sized replica built 1897) and, of course, the Ryman Audi-
torium (1892) built as a tabernacle and later became the 

original home of the “Grand Old Opry.   W.C. Fields, my 
hero, performed here often on the radio variety shows.  
Nashville is the birthplace of bluegrass, and some say, 
all of country music. 

 
 Leaving “The Athens of the South”, we pass the air-

port (built 1937) served by only American and Eastern 
Airlines’ DC-3s at the time.  Soon we’re in Murfeesboro 
(“The Boro”) which happens to be in the geographic cen-
ter of Tennessee.  Today, Nissan, (formerly “Datsun”) 
has a big plant here employing 8,000 auto workers.   

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                             
1936 Datsun Model  16 

 
 From Monteagle, TN., US-41 actually goes north 

for a while and follows the Tennessee River into Chatta-
nooga, TN. (“The Scenic City” or “Choo-Choo Town”).  
You may already know that this is the home of Corky 
Coker, the founder of Coker Tire (vintage-style replace-
ment tires) and his plant is just two blocks off our path.  
You’ll go right by the Chattanooga Choo-Choo Hotel on 
Main Street.  It’s a repurposed 1909 train station trans-

formed into a luxury 
150-room hotel with 
the quarters built above 
the atrium 
lobby/waiting room or 
you can pick a vintage 
refurbished Pullman 
car on the back plat-
form, like this one.  It’s 

a unique place to stay.  
The Tivoli Theater, downtown, is another gem.  Leaving 
Chattanooga you’ll be in Georgia very soon.  



Not far from Cassville, GA. you’ll be hard pressed 
to locate Old Car City, USA, said to be the largest old car 

junkyard in the world.  
Started in 1931, it boasts 
4,000 old cars spread 
over 34 acres.  As a car 
collector however, you 
may find this a very sad 
cemetery.  US-41 makes 
its way through Mari-
etta, GA. and into “Hot-
lanta”.  Our route goes 

right through Buckhead, stays just west of downtown 
Atlanta, goes right by Pascal’s, famous for their fried 
chicken since 1947, and pairs up with US-19 that we cov-
ered last issue.  We go through great named towns like 
Bonanza, Lovejoy, Sunnyside, and in Griffin we 
leave US-19 and go east through Forsyth and Smarr to 
get to Macon, GA.  Macon is known for Cherry Blos-
soms, Allman Brothers, Little Richard, the Hay House and 
the Macon Bacon baseball team, which is just as cute as 
the Macon Whoopee hockey team of the late 90s.  I don’t 
make these things up, folks!  All true!  We love this city 
and have eaten at the Downtown Grill many times.  Im-
possible to find every time we go.  It’s in a hidden back al-
ley. 

 
 South from Macon, you’ll pass through Warner 

Robins, GA. named for an air corps general in 1943.  
There’s an interesting Museum of Aviation here.  About 
100 aircraft are on display.  The large US Air Force Base 
here keeps the city “looking up”.  Next big city is Tifton, 
GA. (“The Friendly City” - Here we go again!)  Tifton’s 
claim to fame is peanuts.  Just east of here is Enigma, a 

puzzled town, I bet.  And just west of here is Ty Ty; now 
that’s redundant!  Further south US-41 goes through Val-
dosta, GA.  It’s known for azaleas and tobacco.  If your 

folks took the train from 
the Midwest to Florida, 
the South Wind, the 
Ponce de Leon and the 
Royal Palm, all made 
stops here well into the 
early 70s.  At the border, 
the Florida Welcome 
Center has now been 

moved to I-75, a few miles away.  White Springs, FL. is 
a small town that’s famous for the Stephen Foster Folk 
Cultural Center State Park.  We love the yearly Folk Mu-
sic Festival here.  You’re right on the Suwannee River with 
all its historic lore.  As we enter Lake City, FL. we’re only 
3 blocks west of US-441 which we join near the North 
Florida Speedway where “stocks and modifieds” kick up 
the dirt each weekend.  Also the All-Tech Raceway is here 
too.  

 
 In High Springs, 

FL. we depart from US-
441 and soon we join an-
other old friend, US-27, 
as we enter Williston, 
FL.  Here, Devil’s Den 
Spring and other clear 
springs are a favorite of 
divers worldwide.  Soon 
we’ll pass Rainbow 



Springs State Park near Dunnellon.  Did you know that 
in 1967, S&H Green Stamps (remember them?) bought 
Rainbow Springs with an eye toward turning it into a ma-
jor Florida attraction?  In 1968 animal shows were added, 
along with an aviary, a paddlewheel river-boat, newly air-

con-ditioned submarine 
boasts, an unusual leaf-
shaped mono-rail that 
went right through the 
upper reaches of the avi-
ary, plus a rodeo arena.  

In 1970, Holiday Inn bought in for 50% ownership, but 
just 3 years later, the attraction suddenly closed.  Rem-
nants of the many cages are still in the park today. 
 

 US-41 crosses the Withlacoochee (“Little Big Wa-
ter”) River (aka “Crooked River”) then journeys through 
Inverness, Brooksville, Masaryktown with its Wild-
life Survival Sanctuary, Spring Hill, home of Ellen’s fa-
vorite Florida restaurant, Nouvelle Cuisine Belgium Res-
taurant, Land O’ Lakes, Lutz and of course, the great 
city of Tampa, FL. with its beautiful University of 
Tampa downtown campus. 

 
 US-41 stays east of Tampa Bay and travels through 

Adamsville, Ruskin (home of Florida tomatoes), Sun 
City (yup, there’s one here), Palmetto and Bradenton.  
US-41 now takes on the name “The Tamiami Trail” 
through our favorite gulf city of Sarasota, FL.  You’re 
not far from the beautiful Siesta Key Beach where we 
spent many sunny days in the 1990s.  Another interesting 
town is Venice, (“Shark Tooth Capital of the World”) 
built by the Brotherhood of Locomotive Engineers 

(Teamsters Union) who designed their retirement town 
with many canals and tiny cement-block homes in the 
1920s.  The Ringling Brothers Barnum and Baily Circus 
also wintered in the Sarasota/Venice area.  And gang-
ster, Al Capone, liked to spend time in Venice too.  

 
 More small, but year-round toasty-warm cities, like 

North Port, home of the only warm mineral springs in 
the state (85°F), Port 
Charlotte, Punta 
Gorda, home of Mus-
cle Car City and Ft. 
Myers, where you’ll 
find the Edison and 
Ford Winter Estates, 
are on our route; so is 
Naples, another Ital-
ian named city.  The 
“Tami ami 
Trail” now 

heads due east through the middle of the Ev-
erglades National Park (since 1934) and is 
about 25 miles south of “US-93 Alligator Al-
ley”, now I-75.  We come into Miami on SW 
8th St. through Little Havana and finally end 
at US-1.  Our trip odometer says 2,008 miles.  
Wow! 

 
  

Rich Courmettes, KOTRAACA.ORG Webmaster 
Living 28 miles east of US-41. 



It’s October once again matey  

and you know what that means. 

 

Your dues arrgh due by the end 

of the year so that we can 

keep this ship on course. 

 

KOTR annual dues………$20.00 

National dues……….$45.00 

 

You can send your local dues to: 

KOTR/AACA 

c/o Pat Rentz 

1870 Caryle Lane, 

The Villages, FL 32162 

 

National dues: 

on line at aaca.org 
 

AACA 

501 W. Governor Rd., Hershey, PA 17033 




