
Wellborn Auction Results 
Well, the big auction has come and gone.       

We saw Tim and Pam Wellborn offer 

twenty four vehicles at the Mecum 

Kissimmee Florida auction on January 23
rd

.   

The cars went off  in sequence to much 

fanfare on Friday afternoon.    The cars 

were featured in a dramatic centerpiece 

display in the auction hall. 

 

Things went off with a bang with the 

bronze Hemi 4-speed Daytona first up for 

grabs.    The bidding rocketed up and at 

after working a bit, at $800,000, the reserve 

was lifted.   The car sold at a hammer price 

of $900,000 on the phone. This is a new 

record for a Daytona sold at auction.     

 

A few cars later, the Grabber Blue 1970 Boss 429 sold for 

$425,000.   Also a record  price for that color combination.      

 

The B3 Ice Blue  survivor Challenger T/A  was hammered sold 

at $183,000.  And get this, the original owner bought the car 

back!  Tim and Pam are shown at left with the daughter of the 

original and new buyer.    Everyone of course, felt great about 

this and the car is headed back to California.     The original 

owner  is now 80 years of age.    

 

The one of a kind Omaha Orange Daytona sold for a hammer 

price of $280,000.    That would set a bench mark for a best of 

the best 440, 4-speed Daytona in a rare color.     

 

Of the six 1971 Hemi Chargers sold, the low price went to the 

butterscotch Motor Trend test car at $155k.   The high was the 

“last” built Hemi Charger in yellow at $295k.   The other three 

cars, the red pilot car was $215k, the Plum Crazy car $225k 

and the two consecutive serial number cars (red and B5 blue) 

were $190k each respectively.  

 

The white Hemi Charger 500 sold at $135,000.   The Grabber Blue Cougar Eliminator sold at $195,000.   The white 1967 Hemi 

Charger was worked hard to sell at $62,000.    On the GM side, the black LS6 Chevelle sold at $135,000 and the Buick GSX went 

for $200,000.    The Shelby American flatbed truck sold for $62,000.     

 

What car would I have liked to have taken home myself?     It would have been the ’67 Hemi Charger.    I don’t know 

why these cars are so unloved, but I like them.    This one had the optional rear spoiler.   Total sale results for the 

Wellborn block were just over $4.2 million.   Not bad for 60 minutes, but it took a lifetime to build and I am sure it was 

still hard to see some of these go.        
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Only two cars did not sell.  They were the sunroof 1971 Hemi Charger with all the options.  It was bid to $375,000 and the reserve 

was not lifted.   The other car was the dark B7 blue 1971 Hemi Charger.      Both these cars are now back on display in the 

museum.    

 
 

Pam Wellborn said,  “It was fun, stressful, exciting, amazing, bittersweet...just an avalanche of emotions. Now it will be good to 

get home and re-group, and put a fresh look on the museum display.   We look forward to the coming months of new people 

discovering the museum, and Alex City for the first time.  It was a unique opportunity”. 

 

   

 
 
 
In other news, the Wellborn Museum recently 
bought this 1971 Hemi Charger from club 
member Ann Narramore.   It’s an original 
paint, one owner car with a 4-speed.   Very 
nice machine.    Ann’s husband, Jerry passed 
away a year ago.  The museum will be a 
wonderful place for his treasured Hemi car to 
take up residence.   
 
We will wait and see what other new cars 
come to the museum and be rotated into the 
display in the near future.      

So, who bought the Hemi Daytona?      

If you didn’t hear, it was announced on 

TMZ.com that David Spade,  Joe Dirt 

himself is the lucky buyer.    The car 

has already landed in California.    The 

photo of the car being unloaded is from 

David Spade’s Facebook page. 

 

There has been no word yet on whether 

a foot print gas pedal is going to be 

fitted to the car.   Congratulations to 

David on his purchase.   



2015 Membership Dues are now Due – renewal form on page 11      3 

It’s membership renewal time.  2015 membership dues remain $25 worldwide, or two years for $45.    Club dues run 

on a calendar year basis from January to December.   We collect the dues between now and May.   You can tell if you 

need to renew your membership by looking at your mailing label on the back of this issue.  If at the top, it says “14”, 

you are due for renewal.  If it says “15” or higher, you have already paid for this year.   The  renewal form is on the 

inside of the back cover.  You can pay by check, money order or Pay Pal.  (send to paydsac@hotmail.com)    
 

If you are outside the U.S. please use Pay Pal or money order in U.S. funds drawn on a U.S. bank.  If you are in 

Canada, you can send a Canada Post money order. Call or email if you have questions.   If you’ve just joined the club 

recently, your 2015 dues are already paid.     If you are on the computer regularly, you may want to also have your 

newsletter e-mailed in color.   If you do not want the hard copy snail mailed, please check that box on the renewal form 

and it will save a stamp.   You still have the option to receive the both printed and email edition if you want it.   Thank 

you, and we appreciate your support. 

 

 
 

Lee Roy Yarbrough Article 

The following article is quite long, but very 

good.   It originally appeared in a publication 

called Inside Sports on May 31, 1980.     

 

Much has been written in the history books 

about Lee Roy Yarbrough’s meteoric run to 

seven superspeedway wins in 1969 in the 

#98 Talladega and Cyclone Spoiler II.    As 

one Ford executive said of the pairing of Lee 

Roy and Junior Johnson, “They have 

demonstrated this year, that at the moment, 

they are without equal in the stock car 

world”.     That was not a stretch.    
 

In 1970, it all began to unravel.   A bad crash 

in a tire test at Texas World Speedway left 

Lee Roy unconscious.   With Ford beginning to cut back on racing, Lee Roy among others explored the world of open 

wheel Indy style racing.    He landed a second Jack Brabham built team car at Ontario and found himself leading late in 

the race.    It would have been a Cinderella story win, but the car let him down.     In 1971, after Daytona he did some 

pit reporting for ABC at a short track race.   In the month of May, he crashed very hard in practice at Indianapolis, no 

doubt resulting in additional head trauma.     Later in 1971, he drove in a USAC stock car race at Pocono in Jack 

Bowsher’s Talladega.    In 1972, the good rides were gone and he wound up in second rate equipment.  He had some 

good finishes, but faded into relative obscurity shortly after and like a passing comet, was gone from the Grand 

National series.     
 

Pete Dexter’s beautifully written work picks up the life of Lee Roy in the spring of 1980.   He is now back in his 

hometown of West Jacksonville Florida, divorced from wife Gloria and living with his mother, far away from the 

success of the late 1960’s.  Dexter interviewed Lee Roy’s mother,  his ex-wife, Junior Johnson and Lee Roy himself.  

So settle back in a good chair with a cold one and listen to the story of a former stock car superstar.     
 

“Chickens.   Now that’s a reliable thing. 
Controlled conditions.  But racin’—any little 
thing can happen and throw it all out the door. 
–  Junior Johnson 

 

“Lee Roy had just one speed—wide open. He 
didn’t figure nothin’, didn’t plan nothin’, just ran 
flat-out lap after lap.  And if he could get by with 
it, he was up front.  If he didn’t, he was in the 
pits.  He put everything into that one strategy—
full speed ahead.”     -  Richard Petty 
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The child in the child is somehow faded.   She is eight years old but there is nothing in her manner to say she isn’t nineteen, with a house full of 

screaming babies and a high school sweetheart who doesn’t always come home at night anymore.   She walks the front yard like walking is 

already a chore, collecting the mongrel puppies.  There are nine of them and her fingers disappear into the long coats as she picks them up, then 

puts them in a cardboard box next to the front door. 

 

The house is a shack, about a block from the abandoned half-mile dirt track where LeeRoy Yarbrough, the most famous man ever to come out 

of west Jacksonville, Florida, got his start racing automobiles.  About three blocks from the place where, a month before, cold sober, he tried to 

strangle his own mother. 

 

“He live right up that road there,” she says, pointing a puppy. “Him and Miz Yarbrough, but they ain’t there now. Everybody knows LeeRoy, 

sometime he come by and sit on the steps, but now he wrung Miz Yarbrough’s neck, he ain’t home no more.” 

 

The screen door opens and a woman in white socks steps halfway out the door. Missing teeth and a face as narrow as the phone book. “You git 

them puppies up yet? You know what your daddy tol’ you.”    The door slams shut, but the woman stays there, behind it in the shadows. In 

west Jacksonville it always feels like there’s somebody watching behind the screen door. 

 

“We got to take the puppies down to the lake,” the girl says. “Daddy got back from the country [farm] and says so. He goin’ take them out to 

the lake with him tonight.” 

 

I ask her why she just didn’t give the puppies away. She shakes her head. “I tol’ you,” she says. “Daddy got back from the country.” 

 

I’m going to tell you right here that I don’t know what picked LeeRoy Yarbrough off the top of his world in 1969 and delivered him, eleven 

years later, to the night when he would get up off a living room chair and tell his mother, “I hate to do this to you,” and then try to kill her. I can 

tell you some of how it happened, I can tell you what the doctors said, what his people said. But I don’t know why. 
 

It has business with that little girl and her puppies, though. With not looking at what you don’t want to see, putting it off until you are face-to-

face with something unspeakable.  And tonight those nine puppies go to the bottom of the lake. 
 

A Short History - “They ain’t ever been no fits on neither side of the family. That’s how the doctors knowed it was them licks on the head that 

made LeeRoy how he is.” Minnie Yarbrough is LeeRoy’s mother. She is seventy-six years old, and she’s sitting on the couch in her living 

room, as far away from the yellow chair in the corner as she can get. That is where it happened. 
 

It’s an old house on Plymouth Street, in west Jacksonville, brown shingles, a bad roof, the porch gives when you step on it. An empty trailer 

sits rusting in the backyard. Inside it’s dark. The windows are closed off and Minnie Yarbrough keeps the door to her room locked any time she 

isn’t in it. 

 

“I was born and partial raised in Clay County, 

Florida. Mr. Yarbrough was partial raised in Baker 

County. Both of us come from Florida families, 

Baptists, and there was never no fits on either side. 

Mr. Yarbrough died in 1974, but he’d of mentioned 

it if it was. We was together forty-three years…” 

Lonnie LeeRoy Yarbrough was one of six children. 

He was the first son, born September 17, 1938, and 

named after his father, who ran a roadside vegetable 

stand. 
 

Lonnie Yarbrough hauled the vegetables in an old 

truck and played penny poker with his friends to 

pass the time. 
 

LeeRoy passed his time at Moon’s Garage. He put 

his first car together when he was twelve—dropping 

a Chrysler engine into a 1934 Ford coupe—and 

wore the police out stopping him along the back 

roads of west Jacksonville. He quit Paxon High 

School after the tenth grade, and he won the first 

race he was ever in at Jacksonville Speedway when he was sixteen. 
 

Even now, sitting in the Duval County Jail, waiting to be processed out to a state hospital, he can tell you exactly what he was running that day. 

A 1940 flat-head Ford, bored out 81/1,000ths of an inch, with high-compression heads. He can tell you that, but he can’t tell you who is 

president. 
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In 1956 LeeRoy married Gloria Sapp, who was sixteen, and became friendly with Julian Klein, who would later own the Jacksonville 

Speedway. “I been knowin’ LeeRoy pract’ly all his life,” Klein says. “He come right out on top in the old modified days, had it all in the bag 

right from the beginnin’. His impulses was sharp as a tack, but it got to his attitude. Sometimes he was cocky, sometimes he wouldn’t say 

nothin’. He had a temper, but not too much for a dirt-track driver. 
 

“I carried him to Daytona with his first car. It was obsolete, and we was too ignorant to know it, but he come in thirteenth anyway. After that 

we won about every race we went to. But he was gettin’ too big too fast, tryin’ to race too many races, and his wife was already out in the bars 

on him. Got to where he wouldn’t even be on time. 
 

“We was comin’ back from South Carolina one Sunday, stop at this place in Jesup, Georgia, called The Pig—that’s where we’d settle up—and 

I looked at him and made up my mind to change drivers. I’m sixty-six, been around racin’ all my life, and in his day I haven’t seen nobody any 

better. But it was time. I didn’t tell him right out. Knowin’ LeeRoy, I thought I’d space it out. I didn’t get through sayin’ it till we was back in 

Jacksonville. He didn’t seem to mind, like it didn’t matter. 
 

“He never come back out to the track after he got big. He went on fishin’ trips. He didn’t care, but it didn’t make you feel better seein’ him 

these last years, walkin’ up the street in a daze, pickin’ up soda bottles to turn in for a quart of beer down to the store.  “Nobody who was ever 

LeeRoy Yarbrough oughtn’ to end up like that.” 
 

LeeRoy Yarbrough entered his first Grand 

National race in 1960, won his first one in 

1964. It was two more years before he won on 

a super speedway, the National 500 at 

Charlotte.   In 1969, driving for Ford in Junior 

Johnson cars.  He had the greatest year that 

any stock-car driver has ever had.    
 

He won seven NASCAR Grand Nationals, all 

on super speedways. His winnings were 

almost $200,000.  He kept about half of that, 

along with a regular salary from Ford and fees 

for tire and engine tests. He bought a 

seventeen room house on Lake Murray near 

Columbia, South Carolina, an airplane, a boat, 

cars.  When a reporter asked that year about 

his early days, he said he’d been a juvenile 

delinquent.  “I don’t let myself think about 

some of what I did,” he said. 
 

For half a year, every other banquet south of 

Indiana named him man of the year.  The papers were full of pictures of LeeRoy in the winner’s circle, sometimes holding a trophy, sometimes 

his son LeRoi, getting kissed on the cheek by Gloria.  And by that time Gloria was called “Sweet Thing” in big racing towns all over the South.  

(Gloria is shown on the right side of the photo above.) 

 

Even though he was its top driver in 1969, 

Ford never used LeeRoy much for personal 

appearances. He stayed to himself, and Ford 

let him.  He was quiet, but every now and 

then he’d hit somebody, usually without 

much warning.  He would brag to the 

newspaper writers, or not talk to them at all. 

Or tell them he was sick.  1969  was the 

year LeeRoy Yarbrough began to get sick.     
 

Paul Pruss, who handled public relations for 

Ford racing, said, “I suppose you could say 

he was respected. He didn’t wrestle bears or 

anything.” 
 

The year after that, in April 1970, LeeRoy 

crashed at College Station, Texas, during a 

Goodyear tire test at the Texas World 

Speedway.  He came out of it unconscious. 

Later he wouldn’t remember the flight 

home, or Cale Yarborough (who is not related) picking him up at the airport and driving him to the next race in Martinsville, Virginia. 
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In 1970,  LeeRoy won only one major race, the Charlotte 500. At the end of the year Ford pulled out of racing. LeeRoy and Junior Johnson 

split up. 
 

In May 1971, driving a Dan Gurney car, 

LeeRoy went into the wall during 

practice for the Indianapolis 500. His 

hands and neck were burned, and he took 

another serious crack on the head. It was 

the sixth or seventh major accident in his 

career, and probably the worst. 

Cale Yarborough was the first person 

after the doctors to see him in the infield 

hospital. “His color wasn’t good, like 

he’d seen…I don’t know what. It was a 

bad crash, a terrible one. He was 

frightened, and he should have been.” 

 

LeeRoy spent the rest of the year in the 

minor leagues, winning thirty-seven late-

model sportsman-class races, mostly in 

the Carolinas, because he couldn’t find a 

car to drive on the Grand National 

circuit. 

 

He was in and out of hospitals from June to November, and toward the end of the year he began telling people that the doctors had traced his 

troubles to a case of Rocky Mountain spotted fever. 

 

The year after that he was back on the Grand National circuit, driving a Bill 

Seifert #45 Ford. His best finish was a third at Dover, Delaware, but he was 

fourth twice, fifth at Charlotte and Atlanta, sixth in the Firecracker 400. 

Respectable.  And then he was gone. Gone from racing, gone from the house 

on the lake in Columbia. He took his family back to Jacksonville and 

disappeared. 
 

He lost his money in a business deal with his uncle, Willie Lee Yarbrough, 

lost his children—LeRoi and Dawn Nichole—in the divorce settlement in 

1976, the court placing the children with Willie Lee and his wife, Ernestine, 

setting conditions that neither LeeRoy nor Gloria was allowed to visit the 

children “within a period of 12 hours of either party consuming alcoholic 

beverages.” 
 

He went back to live with his mother in the brown-shingled house on 

Plymouth Street in West Jacksonville.  LeeRoy and his mother and a house 

full of racing trophies that never got polished. 
 

“All his life, he was a momma’s boy,” Minnie Yarbrough says. “When 

somethin’ got to eatin’ on him bad enough, he always come to me for what 

he needed.” 
 

Sweet Thing and a Two-Dollar Part -  Junior Johnson is sitting on a tractor 

in fresh overalls and a starched T-shirt, arms big enough to lift an engine block and there’s not a hair on his head out of place.   The tractor is 

sitting nose up on the bottom of the creek that runs through twenty-six acres of land that Junior owns at the foot of Ingle Holler in Ronda, NC.    
 

Besides the twenty-six acres, Junior has seventeen fulltime employees, fifteen coon hounds, thirty-nine cows, 92,000 automatically fed, 

climate-controlled chickens, and three or four businesses connected one way or the other to his racing cars.  All that and a tractor stuck in the 

creek bottom.   On the bank above him, two of his employees, eleven of the cows, and a dog named Red watch him try to get out.  He kills the 

tractor engine twice, shakes his head, and whistles. 
 

As soon as Junior does that, one of the men scrambles to help him up the bank, the other one goes for the jeep.  The cows change positions, and 

in the distance, a fight starts in the dog pen.  Junior just waits for the Jeep, and when it gets there he climbs in to be the one to pull the tractor 

out.   Junior Johnson runs things personally.   You get the feeling that it must half kill him when he sends somebody else out to drive the cars 

he puts together.   The tractor comes out on the second try.  Junior leaves the cleaning up to the help and walks across the road toward his 

office, scraping at the mud on his boots.   A man meets him at the door with his lunch. 
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In the office he unwraps a hamburger, folds the paper before he puts it in the wastebasket. “LeeRoy,” he says. He thinks it over, nods. If you 

believe Junior Johnson’s reputation, this is already a long conversation. 
 

“I liked LeeRoy,” he says finally. “Didn’t talk much, he was a great driver—good as Cale or Donnie [Allison]—best I ever had at goin’ from 

one kind of car to the next. He was universal that way, like A.J. Foyt is. I like him, but I don’t make a family association with drivers. 
 

“By LeeRoy’s time, they wasn’t a lot of hard drinkin’ and partyin’ goin’ on anymore. If you done that you got caught up with. Oh, they went to 

dinners and parties and such—a lot of them boys even had airplanes.  I never cared too much for parties or airplanes myself.  I know too much 

about mechanical malfunctions…” 
 

Three days before, at Atlanta, Johnson’s Chevrolet—with Cale Yarborough driving—had problems with a bad rotary button twenty laps from 

the finish. That is a two-dollar part in the distributor, and the way the race was going Junior figures it cost him forty thousand dollars. 
 

“Chickens,” he says, “now that’s a reliable thing. Controlled conditions. But racin’—any little thing can happen and throw it all out the door. 
 

“When I heard what happened to LeeRoy, it surprised me, but maybe not so much as others. When Ford pulled outta racin’, I couldn’t afford to 

keep on at the same level. Me and him never had a formal split-up or nothin’, we just went our ways. But the last time I saw him, I seen trouble 

comin’. You could sort of tell he was changin’, his appearance weakened. 
 

“No, I got no idea what caused it. The doctors says it was mental damage. I’ll believe that. LeeRoy, he stayed to hisself, except for his family. 

That’s what he had. You take somethin’ complicated, say like a race engine, push it to its stress limits, sometimes a two-dollar part is goin’ bust 

and take you out the race…” 

 

They called her Sweet Thing. She was 

married to LeeRoy Yarbrough twenty years, a 

little blond girl who drank at the races and put her 

hands on the men when she laughed. 
 

“It was the booze that put the pressure on his 

brain,” she says. “It had to be somethin’ more than 

a lot of licks on the head. I can’t believe in my 

mind seven or eight years had to pass before any 

of this would of showed up. I wisht I could of 

helped him. I wisht I could help him even now, 

but I got a life of my own to live. 
 

“Up until 1970, I never saw LeeRoy drunk but on 

Christmas. Along about that time he took to 

drinkin’ Monday to Thursday, be he was proud, 

you know, didn’t want nobody to know it. So he’d 

say he was sick. That was his way of coverin’ it 

up, sometimes he’d go to the hospital. 
 

“That’s how that story about Rocky Mountain tick 

fever got started. He was in the hospital with 

alcoholic seizures—he’d grit his teeth and shake 

all over—and the man settin’ in the next bed says, 

‘LeeRoy, maybe you got Rocky Mountain tick 

fever,’ so he come out and that’s what he told everybody.” (The Medical University of South Carolina refuses to release the medical records.) 
 

“For LeeRoy’s whole life,” Gloria says, “when he done somethin’ bad, he’d always say he didn’t remember it. He thought people didn’t know 

if he didn’t know. He’d get drunk and bad-dispositioned, but people’d want him around anyway. He is a private person who was never allowed 

no privacy. 
 

“When we lived out to the lake in Columbia, he’d go off on the boat sometimes in the mornin’ and wouldn’t come back till after dark. Just take 

him some half-pints out and sit in the middle of the lake all day. He always bought booze in half-pints. I ast you, what could you be doin’ sittin’ 

in the middle of a lake when you got a family and a beautiful home? 
 

“Either that or it’d rain and he’d lock himself in the office upstairs. He had an office filled with them hot-rod books. He’d go up there all day 

and read them. Later on, back in Jacksonville, he’d buy him a quart of beer at the Majik Market and just go out in the woods and sit in a tree. 
 

“When we left Columbia, we had $200,000 in cash. Miz Yarbrough never liked me, and she and Willie Lee always tried to get me and LeeRoy 

apart. What for? You figure that out. The only thing I brung out of that divorce was fifteen hundred dollars, and nine hundred of that went for 

the lawyer. 
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“After we split up, sometime he’d call up on the phone and wouldn’t say nothin’. I always knew it was him, and one time little LeRoi answered 

and I took the phone and said, ‘I know it’s you, LeeRoy.’ He started cryin’, said his momma was gone, and he was lonely. A grown man. 

“Look, I’d like to help, but I got a new husband and a new life…”  Ask a little about the old life, and she won’t talk about her problems, says 

there weren’t any problems with the law. “I thought this was s’posed to be onto LeeRoy,” she says. “I think the less said about me the better.” 
 

Dan H. Stubbs, Jr., has been the Yarbrough family attorney for thirty years, and some of the sorrows and failures of those years are collected in 

his files. One of those folders is for Gloria. He shuffles through it now. “The last time I kep’ her out of jail was 1976. Charge of disorderly 

intoxication. On a Monday.”  The police report says Gloria Yarbrough was drunk and belligerent and abusive to the staff at the hospital 

detoxification center.  It also says Gloria is five feet, three inches tall and weighs 188 pounds. 
 

A year and a half before that was drunk driving on a suspended license, and she only weighed 142.   He goes through more papers. “She 

remarried,” he says. “I guess she’s got the kids now.” He shrugs, closes the folder. Sweet Thing is about to turn forty years old and has a 

new life, a new husband, and a job at the electric company. “I only wisht I could of done somethin’ to help,” she says. 
 

Wicky-Wacky - By February of 1980, LeeRoy Yarbrough 

had lost contact with his wife, saw his children only at 

Christmas. Of his four sisters, three of them—Libby, 

Lillian Sweat, and Evelyn Motel—still lived in the area, 

and he’d see them once in a while when they came to visit 

Minnie. There were no old friends from the racing days—

there weren’t really any of them even then. And there was 

his brother Eldon, a dirt-track driver who never made it 

beyond that. 
 

 “Eldon, he don’t think about LeeRoy.” Terry Sweat is 

LeeRoy’s nephew and lived in the house with him and 

Minnie Yarbrough. He is seventeen, and it was up to him to 

stop LeeRoy from killing his grandmother. He is in the 

house now, waiting for her to come home from the store. A 

radio is on too loud in the kitchen. “Eldon,” he says, “is 

only interested in his cars. 
 

“Here, let me turn off that music so we can hear…” He gets 

up and walks into the kitchen, the music stops. “My daddy 

done more for LeeRoy than Eldon ever did. Whenever 

LeeRoy was beat up, laying in a ditch, it was Daddy who 

went with Grandmother to get him. When the police had 

him and called, it was always my father who went with her down there to the station. 
 

“All the kids around liked him. They’d holler, ‘LeeRoy, LeeRoy,’ and he’d go over if he was sober, play with them half the afternoon. The 

neighbors liked him too, he was famous. A lot of them, though, they’d give him liquor. 
 

“One neighbor lady, she saw LeeRoy walkin’ back from the Majik Market with a quart of beer one day and she ast him would he like a drink. 

He says yes, and she says what would you like? “She had three different kinds of liquor, and he took every one and poured it into the 

quart, and right there in the yard he drunk it down. He says, ‘Thank you,’ and goes on his way, gets on my motorcycle and runs it into a ditch. 
 

“People ought to know better but they don’t. When LeeRoy drinks he just gets…radical. This hurts me so bad. If nobody’s around him, he’s all 

right, but you got to leave him his distance.” 
 

By February of 1980, LeeRoy Yarbrough only had one person left. That doesn’t mean there weren’t others who cared about him. And whatever 

else there is to say about it, the night LeeRoy tried to kill his mother he was strangling the last person he had left in the world. 
 

Minnie Yarbrough is a long time coming home. She says the Winn-Dixie was crowded. “Some day I maybe can live this out,” she says, “but it 

hurt deep. If he’d had al-kee-haul was what caused it, I could understand. But he hadn’t had nothin’.” She stops, confused. “I can’t talk on it no 

more right now. 
 

“There was nobody ever really knowed LeeRoy’s background,” she says. “Maybe even me. But I know this: a woman can make a man or she 

can break him, and Gloria put LeeRoy to the dogs. 

 

“Onct she called me up to South Carolina, she says I got to come and sober LeeRoy up.  So I got in the car and drove up to their place on the 

lake and throwed all the liquor out the house.  I walked right over and took them out. The house was disgraceful messy.  LeeRoy was out settin’ 

in the boat. I said, ‘Gloria, this here is a ruin-nation.’ 
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“And I got right back in the car and drove home. After they’d broke up I tol’ her, ‘When I was tryin’ to show you your points, nobody could 

tell you nothin’.’ She said that she resented me, and she jus’ wisht she could live it over, it’d be different. I tol’ her, ‘No it wouldn’t, but that’s 

water done run under the bridge.’” 
 

After LeeRoy came back to Jacksonville, he went into business with Willie Lee and Ernestine. LeeRoy put up the money. Nobody is sure 

now what happened to it. Some lots were bought, but they are gone. So is Willie Lee. Ernestine is dead, and LeeRoy thinks his Social Security 

check comes from tenants in his houses. 
 

His mother says, “LeeRoy and me, onct he come 

home here we never had no argument, no hard 

feelin’s. If he saw that red sign board outside 

that says STOP, if he says it was black, I’d say it 

was black too. If you know somebody’s 

disposition was set, it don’t do no good to argue. 

“We lived here together. I knowed I couldn’t 

comfort him like a wife could. I tol’ him, ‘I can 

cook for you and be kind to you and keep your 

shirts clean, but that’s all a mother can do.’ I tol’ 

him, why didn’t he go git hisself a girlfriend. 

He’d just laugh, ast me how come I didn’t go get 

me a boyfriend, me livin’ forty-three years with 

one man. 
 

“I don’t know what got into him,” she says, “but 

I know when his mind collapsed. It was early 

1977, I can’t give you no date but it was a 

Monday morning. He was stayin’ with Willie 

Lee, and his sister and me had been by the day 

before, he was jus’ fine as anything. 
 

“The next day Ernestine called, said LeeRoy’d been sick all night with headache. I went over and by then his head hurt so bad he couldn’t get 

his socks on, so I did it. I said, ‘We is goin’ to the hospital,’ and when he didn’t make me no answer, I looked at his face, and it was all 

changed. It was like he was lookin’ at the devil. 
 

“Then his body drawed to the left. I got him out to the car and blowed the horn for Ernestine to hurry—Ernestine was always slow as 

Christmas—and when she got in I didn’t know if I could drive. She says it was better than sittin’ in the backseat and lookin’ at LeeRoy like he 

was. 
 

“So I went to blowin’ the horn and flashin’ the lights and I never got my foot out the carburetor the whole way to the firehouse. They looked at 

him there and give us one of them paddles to keep you from chewin’ your tongue, and I drove on to the hospital. By the time we got there, 

LeeRoy was drawed up into a knot—like his face was tryin’ to meet with his knees. 
 

“Next mornin’ we come in and he didn’t know nothin’. We couldn’t even tell him he wasn’t in jail. And he was wicky-wacky from then on. 

The doctors said it was them licks on the head and the liquor. They said it was that if it didn’t run in the family, so it must of been, but you 

don’t know. 
 

“I can’t sleep no more, worryin’ on it. I don’t know why it happened, maybe God never intended us to know such. I know they is things God 

didn’t intend us to see.” 
 

LeeRoy Yarbrough has been examined twice in the last three years at the psychiatric center at University Medical Complex in Jacksonville, 

both times at the request of his attorney, Dan Stubbs.   The first examination was in March of 1977, after LeeRoy had been sentenced to 120 

days at the county farm for two different assaults on the Jacksonville Police Department. 
 

“A lot of times the police would see LeeRoy out walkin’ around in a daze and take him home,” Stubbs said. “The older ones, they knew how to 

handle LeeRoy. The younger ones, they got him stirred up. And you stir LeeRoy up, you got your hands full.” 
 

LeeRoy got six weeks for kicking a police officer two weeks before Christmas, and another six weeks for tearing up the insides of a police car 

six days later. 
 

Stubbs said, “All this time LeeRoy thought he had a lot of money in the bank, but he couldn’t remember where. He said he owned three or four 

houses and an airplane and kept a hundred thousand dollars in his driving helmet. And if you’d tell him to go to the store he was likely to end 

up in South Carolina.” 
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On March 25, while LeeRoy was still in the county farm (eventually he was released after serving six weeks), Judge John Cox, on the basis of 

the psychiatric report, ruled him incompetent to handle his own affairs. By that time there were almost no affairs left to handle.  No guardian 

was ever appointed. “His people were afraid of him,” Stubbs said. “His mother felt she was too old, so it just sort of never got done.” 
 

After LeeRoy attacked his mother in February, he was examined again. While that was going on, Stubbs allowed the charges against him to be 

increased from aggravated battery to attempted murder. (There was also a charge for punching Officer W.T. Weaver in the nose.) 

“The bond on the first ones came to a little over twenty-three hundred dollars,” Stubbs said. “That means he could get out for two hundred and 

thirty, and I knew damn well what he’d do.” 
 

The doctors sent the court a two-page report saying LeeRoy was insane at the time of the attack. They put the condition down to brain damage. 

They called it “organic brain syndrome, non-psychotic, secondary to cranio-cerebral trauma.” Too many times into the wall. The report also 

noted that in cases of brain damage, alcohol can “precipitate violence and other types of distressed behavior.” 
 

The report said something else too. That LeeRoy probably wasn’t going to get any better. “[It is doubtful] hospitalization would accrue any 

substantial change,” it said, and recommended a nursing home where LeeRoy could be under constant and close supervision. On the basis of 

that report, LeeRoy was judged incompetent to stand trial and eventually will be handed over to the state’s Department of Health and 

Rehabilitative Services. 
 

LeeRoy  - They bring LeeRoy Yarbrough down from the third floor in slippers and checkered pants. It takes a minute for it to register that it’s 

the same man in all those pictures holding trophies with Gloria mashing in his cheek. He could be fifty-five years old. 
 

“I don’t like bein’ touched,” he says. “Basically, I don’t know ‘xactly what’s goin’ on, but one of them police and me fell onto a little bit of an 

argument, I know that.” He looks himself over, a swollen stomach, arms that have lost their tone. He flexes his hands. The outline of bone-

thin legs show in the wave of his trousers. 
 

The guards at the Duval County Jail all know LeeRoy, some of them grew up wanting to be drivers too. They find a room where he can sit 

down to talk and get him a paper cup of cherry Kool-Aid. 
 

Before he shuts the door, the captain says, “He’s lookin’ much better now.” As soon as the door is shut the room gets close, you feel the walls. 

LeeRoy leans back in his chair and smiles. “I can’t basically tell you what’s goin’ on,” he says. “Basically, I don’t know about that.” He looks 

around the room. “Don’t nothin’ worry me about here. Nobody says much to me, and I got very little to say to them. We watch television…” 

Outside somebody slams a steel door, LeeRoy smiles. “Jail is noisy, ain’t it? I always like it quiet, out on the lake.” He shrugs. “Ain’t no sense 

braggin’ about it, but I can get out any time I want. I been here about five or six days, you know.” 
 

It is March 15, and LeeRoy has been inside since the middle of February. He doesn’t know how old he is, how long he has been divorced, who 

is president. He pulls the hair up off the back of his neck and bends forward to show a patch of skin about the color of a coated tongue. 

“I got myself on fire at Indy,” he says. “Gordon Cooper and Gus Grissom owned the car. [Grissom and Cooper owned a car LeeRoy drove in 

trials at Indianapolis five years before his accident there.] We all got along jus’ fine. I didn’t talk about what I did, and they didn’t talk about 

what they did. I know they made a dollar a mile goin’ to the moon, though.” 

 

Leeroy sips at his Kool-Aid. “The first I knew I had somethin’ out the ordinary was when I was fifteen. I was the biggest hot-rodder in west 

Jacksonville. Won my first race in a 1940 flat-head Ford, bored out 81/1,00ths, with high compression heads. . .” He taps the back of his head. 

“That’s somethin’ that stays with you,” he says. 

 

“After that I basically married a real stinker. I kept the children, but then me and my uncle . . .well, sometimes things don’t work out. But I still 

got my houses and my airplane.” 

He looks across the table and suddenly everything in the face changes. “Is the plane in some kind of trouble? If somebody’s got my plane I 

don’t ‘preciate that, hear? When you got somethin’ of your own it’s always different from usin’ somebody else’s. If I was up there, I’d just 

walk in and tell him to give me the keys to the plane, and if you didn’t I just come over the desk and git them from you.” He is coming up, 

more on the table than his chair, when suddenly his face changes again. 

 

“It’s somethin’ goin’ on,” he says and sits back. “I jus’ don’t basically know what it’s about, but it’ll come back. I know me too good.” He is 

quiet a minute, looking into his cup. “I bet my mother’s worried. I bet she’s real upset not knowin’ where I am.”  

 

LeeRoy pulls the hair away from his neck and shows the scar there again. He talks about the crash at Indianapolis, suddenly stops. “Basically, I 

had a beautiful life. I married a stinker, but I kept the children. Racin’, it don’t scare you. At Indy I got on fire, and it damn sure hurts, but it 

don’t scare you or you wouldn’t of got there. What it is, if we know one of us is gonna be dead when we come out this room, you try to fix 

things on the outside first, before you come in.” 

 

He stops and thinks again. “I could still drive,” he says. “Just clear up whatever this is all about first.” 

 

February 13 - Terry Sweat started sweetening up about five in the afternoon. “When I’m goin’ to a party I get sweetened up all the way,” he 

says. “Sometimes it takes me two hours.” 
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When he came out of the bathroom, it was after six-thirty. His grandmother was sitting on the couch, LeeRoy was in the chair near the door. 

“They was just watchin’ television,” he says, “and my grandmother ast me to go down to the store to get her a pack of cigarettes.” 
 

According to what Minnie Yarbrough told police, Terry was gone about five minutes when LeeRoy stood up, went into another room, then 

came back and locked the front door. He said, “Mother, I hate to do this to you,” and threw her into the yellow chair in the corner and began to 

strangle her. 
 

“I heard her screamin’ my name clear out to the street when I come back,” Terry says. “I run up to the front door. It was locked, but I could see 

in through the little window up on the top. What I seen was LeeRoy bendin’ over the chair. All I seen of grandmother was her leg. 
 

“She was screamin’ for me, and he was yellin’ too. He said, ‘That little sumbitch ain’t getting’ in.’ Well, a lot of people don’t understand how 

close me and my grandmother is. I ran around to the back door, and he’d forgot about that. I come flyin’ through there like a bullet and tried to 

knock him off. He was like a brick wall. He was screamin’, ‘Leave us alone, goddamnit.’ 
 

“I tried to git him off, but I couldn’t. So I did what I could. I got a jelly jar out of the kitchen and hit him over the head. That hurt me so bad to 

do it. It stunned him—it never knocked him down—but it was long enough that I got my grandmother out of there. I took her next door to 

Libby’s, and they’d already called the police. 
 

“When the first cop got there, LeeRoy about knocked him over the fence.” 
 

Patrolman W.T. Weaver already knew LeeRoy Yarbrough. He’d picked him up the week before and taken him home. “I found him sittin’ on a 

porch, lookin’ lost, so I talked to him. I got him in the car and all of a sudden he grabbed my microphone, took five minutes to wrestle it away. 

Anybody else, I probably would of taken him in, but he seemed so frustrated, you know? I felt sorry for him.”  
 

Weaver was the first cop to get to the house on Plymouth Street. He was followed by a backup car and the fire rescue squad. Minnie Yarbrough 

and her grandson stood in the next yard and watched. LeeRoy came out of the house with a glass in his hand. 
 

“He walked to the edge of the street, and I grabbed the glass,” Weaver says. “I got that away, and he hit me in the nose.” 
 

It took a while, but a little at a time Weaver and the other cop and four or five firemen wrestled LeeRoy down and got handcuffs on him. 

Terry says, “They took him away and my grandmother just stood there in the grass, holdin’ her neck, until he was gone up the street.” 

Minnie Yarbrough can’t talk about that night yet. She still feels what happened when she walks into her house, she won’t stay there alone. 

“They is things God didn’t intend us to see,” she says. 
 

And LeeRoy sits downtown in the Duval County Jail, shut off from what he has done, all that he has lost. And shut off from whatever it is you 

see going into a wall at 170 miles an hour, or at the moment you have to kill your mother.    Time slides by unnoticed, like a day on the lake. 

Somewhere under the surface, though, it’s all there waiting for him. 
 

“It’s somethin’ goin’ on, I don’t know basically what it is,” he says. “I’m just layin’ up, rollin’ with the punches, and it’ll come back to me. I 

know myself too good.” He sits up suddenly, his eyes narrow. “It ain’t my plane in trouble, is it?” 

*** 

Epilogue: Lee Roy Yarbrough was eventually 

released to the custody of his sister Evelyn and 

shipped off to a mental hospital in North Carolina 

for evaluation.   Doctors determined they would be 

unable to help him.   He tried to go back home to 

Jacksonville to live with Evelyn and her family, 

but by November 1980, it was too much for 

everyone concerned, and Lee Roy was committed 

to nearby Macclenny Hospital.  He died there on  

December 7, 1984.    Lee Roy had suffered a 

seizure, and fell and hit his head.  He was 46. He 

was buried at Peoria Cemetery, next to his mother, 

Minnie, who died a year earlier, and his father, 

Lonnie. His gravestone has a big urn next to it that 

says NASCAR, and it is usually filled with 

flowers. There are visitors but not many. 

His sister, Evelyn, prefers to remember her big 

brother’s sense of humor and his love for his 

family. “I wish he had been able to die with some 

dignity,” she said. “But I guess we wish that for 

everyone we love. 

 

 



2014 Concours D’Elegance of America         12 

One of what I call “The Big Three”  invitational shows,  the St Johns Concours in Plymouth Michigan is car lover overload.   It ranks up 

with the Pebble Beach and Amelia Island shows in Florida with a mouth watering array of iron.    St Johns is a former monestary 

converted to a five star hotel.   The show takes place Sunday on the golf course.  RM Auctions held their event the day previous.   

 Bob Ashton chaired the Aerodynamic NASCAR class this year.    From top left is Larry Weymouth’s Limelight 440-6 Superbird.    The 

R4 Charger 500 belongs to Danny Liebrandt.  Danny and his son Dakota had a great time at the show.    In the middle pics are John & 

Linda Borzych’s B5 blue Daytona and Barry Miller’s Cale Yarborough Special.     It is always a thrill to be invited to this kind of show.  

It is a nice and different experience.     

Bottom row are the families of Mike Troell and Julie Miller with their blue ribbon winning Bunkie Knudsen Talladega.    They also had a 

Dan Gurney Spoiler II on display.  At right, Tim Wellborn drives his Hemi 4-speed Daytona across the review stand to much 

appreciation by the large crowd on hand.    

 



Mike Fitzgerald’s Hemi Superbird         13  
Club member Mike Fitzgerald has just taken possession of his 

newly restored Hemi 4-speed Superbird.    Well, it’s not new, as 

Mike has owned it since 1972.    But it took over 40 years to 

completely fulfill the dream.    The car was revealed with great 

fanfare at the Muscle Car and Corvette Nationals near Chicago.     

Mike continues… 
 

“As an 18 year old, I had the opportunity to drive a Tor-Red 6-

pack Superbird in the summer of 1971.   I loved the car!  In 1972, I 

was driving to the river in Talequah, Oklahoma to do some 

canoeing.   I was creeping through a known speed trap in Hulbert 

Oklahoma.  I spotted a red wing and tail of a Superbird.   I had to 

turn around to have a look.    
 

“The car had been painted red white and blue with a red crinkle 

finish spray on top.  But that didn’t matter.  I had to have her.  The 

man and I agreed on a price of $1000.  The engine was in pieces 

and in the trunk of the car, which wouldn’t close completely.  

There were three sets of pistons.  I pleaded with my father to co-sign a note with me for the car.  I had to put my ’69 Road Runner and my old 

truck on the note.   Somehow I got it done and within two weeks, I went to pick up the car.  I paid additional $50 to have the car towed to 

Tulsa.   
 

“My cousin who lived in the area said an American Indian had bought two 

green Superbirds, but had an accident with one.  He had slid off the side of 

the road onto gravel and ran into the side of a propane truck valve that 

sparked and scorched the left side of the car.   The left side marker of my 

car had been melted at one time and some bondo was on the left fender and 

nose.  The car was them sold to an iron worker foreman from Hulbert.  My 

cousin said this Superbird was also a terror with the racing locals.  
 

“About ten years ago, I went back to Hulbert and spoke with two of the 

original iron worker crew members. One of them, named Mike was working 

in the machine shop and asked how he could help me.  I began to tell him 

about buying the Superbird in Hulbert, and he interrupted me saying, “A 

red, white and blue Superbird?”   He continued,  “I bet I’ve told this story a 

thousand times.  I was there when it was loaded onto a trailer.  I told the guy 

next to me, ‘What does that stupid a** kid want with that ugly a** car?’  

Then I always tell them, ‘Look who is the stupid one now?’   That was one 

of the most significant muscle cars to ever come out of Hulbert Oklahoma”.   

It turned out that he and the man who trailered the car for me had owned some very worthy muscle cars.    
 

“Over the years, I have been approached numerous times to 

sell the car.   I’ve been tempted often, but I LOVE this car 

and she has been with me for so long.  He closest I came to 

letting her go was in a trade with a guy who had made me 

many offers over the years.  He thought he had finally found 

an offer  I couldn’t refuse,  a 1970 Hemi Cuda plus $20k.   

Even my sons said if I did it, I would regret it. 
 

“My plan from the beginning was to restore it myself and 

make it a daily driver.  Months turned into years.  Years 

turned into decades.  Move after move, I dragged this car 

with me.  I was nagged constantly by my family to get rid of 

it.  One former sister in-law said to take the car and have it 

crushed.  I did start disassembly with a local guy to do the 

paint and body work, but he eloped after a partial payment.   
 

“More than 40 years later, my dream was still waiting,  I saw 

a picture of a lime green Superbird on Ebay.  I had  to call 

about it.  I spoke with Mark Sekula about his car, my car and 

the dream of restoration.  Most people have their “one of 

these days” stories and mine has come.  My mate says this 

car is my mistress and I have to agree.  I am very grateful to Mark at Magnum Auto Restoration for their quality, knowledge and craftsmanship.  

Plus his crews passion for bringing the original glory back to these beloved Mopars.   After 40 years, you can only imagine my anticipation and 

excitement to drive the car again.    – Mike Fitzgerald.     Editors note:  More photos of the restoration can be seen at magnumautoresto.com



Wheels and Deals               14  
Send your ads into the club address, or email to: superbirdclub@yahoo.com  Ads run for three months and are free to members.    
For Sale: 1963 Plymouth Belvedere, real 426 Super Stock, correct dated engine, T-85 3-speed, Brown Metallic,Tan Interior.  Car was restored 

apx two years ago using mostly original  or NOS parts. Very correct down to the NOS wheel covers. Decoded  by Galen Govier and 

documented in Darrell Davis' 1963 Plymouth Super Stock Book. Have documentation including a copy of 1964 title and some racing history. 

Asking $59,900. Call Tom Shields at (850)528-9114 or e-mail at duster2340@aol.com.        

Wanted: 1968-69-70 Plymouth Satellite in restorable condition.  507-553-5331 or email to: j.hassing@mchsi.com   06/15  

Wanted:   Pair of rear shock absorbers for Superbird,   My broadcast sheet states  part number 3400592 RR firm ride shock absorbers.   Any 

referrals would be greatly appreciated.   Call 610-351-8540 or email barry.kanick@volvo.com       

For Sale: 1970 Mercury Cyclone GT, 351C 2 bbl, yellow with black console interior, needs resto, $4500, Len 815-325-1964.    

For Sale: 69 DAYTONA , R4 Red , White wing, Numbers match 440, Auto  White buckets , console , 3.55 suregrip. Build sheet , fender tag , 1 

OF 1 combo according to Govier  . Requires resto, solid complete car . 2 Steel noses , one new never installed . Offers over $100000 , consider 

partial trade on 4 speed Hemi Mopar . Located in Central Canada . Winnipeg , Manitoba .  204 256-2351  Email misterhemi@mts.net   

HUNTED: Original driveline for 69 ½ Super Bee WM23M9A306986. Last seen in 1976 near Peoria IL in a Duster!   The Bee’s original owner 

frequented many of the local dragstrips around Chicago and St Louis including Midstate Dragway in Havana, IL and US 30 Dragstrip.  Bee’s 

original engine and trans was put into a Duster the owner was racing at the time. Dave Kanofsky  kilrb70@yahoo.com, phone 708-289-6947  

For Sale:  Superbird FJ5 Limelight , Numbers matching motor & trans, 440 4 bbl  4 spd . Dana  A33 track pack ,fender tag dash tag ,all body 

numbers matching  Black bench seat , Galen Govier visual report , before car was taken down , car has been blasted , and is on rotisserie , new 

metal nose , Motor and Trans are done , to many new or refurbished parts to list here ,lots of original paper work from 1 st owners ,original bill 

of sale when car was first bought ,offers over  $85,000.   Maybe partial trade on Mopar . cascadeclassiccars@yahoo.com  509 630 2494  

For Sale :  1969 426 Hemi motor , Completely rebuilt and ready to go , no carbs or exhaust manifolds  1 " of paper work that was done on 

motor . motor is in Washington state,  $ 15,000.    cascadeclassiccars@yahoo.com  509 630 2494       

Wanted: Superbird Parts. I need the rear window lower corner diamond Plates. I need originals. any condition considered. And a set of the 

fender extentions. Also original and any condition considered. contact ron adams  (562) 531-1995 guppypuppy2@yahoo.com   

For Sale:  Superbird jack hold down plates.  Die stamped as original. $100 ea.   Mike Jobes, 860-424-6125 or email to: gilead222@comcast.net  

For Sale: Very authentic reproduction of the 1969 Mercury Cyclone Spoiler/Spoiler II rear spoiler.  As original, ready to install w/ hardware 

and gaskets. Cost is $750 plus shipping. Contact Richard Fleener at rfleener@comcast.net or call 615-848-0035.     

For Sale: Daytona grille screen $50 postage paid,  Daytona fender screens $50 pr. Postage paid.  Or buy all three for $75.  Wayne Perkins, 811 

Northview, Olathe KS,  66061, 913-764-1956  noon to 7:00 pm central time.        08/11 

For Sale / Trade:  Talladega Outside Door Emblems:  new outside door emblems that I will trade for Cobra-Jet parts. These are new made from 

solid brass,  plated and painted the same as originals.  Beautiful parts,  Call Howie 262-370-6321 email htmachine@centurytel.net  08/11 

For Sale: Superbird and Daytona Z-brackets, very authentic looking, made of steel, $600 pair.   Superbird headlight buckets, steel repro,  $400 

+ ship. Email for pics: knifley@msn.com or call Ron Knifley,  250 Parkwood Dr,Campbellsville, KY  42718.  270/465-2465. 05/08  

For Sale: New Superbird, Daytona Scissors Jacks.  Made from scratch, not modified aftermarket. Correct in every detail.  $750 shipped.  Jack 

Handles, all correct $150 post paid.   Buy both the jack and handle and save $100.  Repl. Jack Bearings $20 shipped.  Daytona jack hold down 

plates $55 shipped.  Can repair rusted/damaged original jacks, inquire.   Email veightpete@gmail.com 860-350-6864 any time.   

For Sale: Decal sets for winged cars.  includes Antifreeze, Emissions, Air cleaner service, Horn (Superbird only), Tire Pressure Safety Act, 

Jack Instructions, Sure Grip Warning,  Jack Base, $46.00 Bird or $34.00 Daytona.  Wing decals, black, white or red $25 ea. Running Birds $8 

ea. Standing birds $8 ea.  All prices plus shipping anywhere. Other decals available John McBryde 704-435-2692 Hemituff@bellsouth.net  

Wanted: 1969-70 MoPar NASCAR Hemi "first gen" electronic Prestolite distributor, Cast iron with a wider housing above the tach drive. Will 

have a trigger wheel and magnetic pickup, along w/coupler on the shaft where it fits into the drive gear.   Email Greg at:  odcics2@comcast.net  

or call Call 586-243-7029               

 

Services Offered: Complete restoration and performance services:  frame off, ground up or rotisserie.   Projects completed 

start to finish, or in cooperation with specialty shops.  Work tailored to suit your goals: show, driver, performance or concours.   

Complete consultation licensed vehicle appraisal services.  Cost and progress reports offered.    I am experienced with Mopar in 

all aspects: mechanical, body and paint and in particular Daytona and Superbird.   Initial one hour consultration free.    25 year 

DSAC club member.   Check out my website www.lincolnhighwayauto.com  or on Facebook at “Lincoln Highway Auto”   

Located in Lisbon Iowa.    Contact Glen Peters at 563-889-0889. 

September – October  2011 
www.superbirdclub.com 
email: superbirdclub@yahoo.com 

November – December  2011 
www.superbirdclub.com 
email: superbirdclub@yahoo.com 
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 2015 DSAC MEMBERSHIP FORM 
 

 

NAME_______________________________________  MEMBER # _____________ 
             From the right side of your address label 

 

ADDRESS ________________________________________________ 

 

CITY _______________________________ STATE____________ ZIP ___________ 

 

Email address: _____________________________ Phone       
 
2014 MEMBERSHIP DUES – U.S.  $25.00 worldwide   Enclose check or money order in U.S. funds to: 

    Or 2 years for $45.00   Daytona-Superbird Auto Club 

         13717 W Green Meadow Dr 

 New Berlin, WI  53151  

 Please check a newsletter option below:     USA 
 

  Send email copy of newsletter AND hard copy in the mail 

 

  Send email copy only    Send hard copy only 
 

You can also renew with Pay Pal:   Send to paydsac@hotmail.com  

 

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
More Ads For Sale: Superbird grille screens, correct size and pattern, $30 ea or 2/$50. Superbird/Daytona headlight pivot bushings, 

correct item, $25 set of four, Superbird/Daytona special flat headlight bucket bolts - $2.50 ea (ten reqd). Engine compartment items: black strap 

for rad support vacuum lines $5,  small rubber hood bumpers at cowl panel $8 ea.   Prices include shipping. DSAC, 13717 W Green Meadow 

Dr.  New Berlin, WI  53151  414-687-2489  email to superbirdclub@yahoo.com         
 

BOOKS AVAILABLE FROM THE DSAC LIBRARY:    send payment to the club address 

Superbird Special Parts & Maintainance Schedule - This 44 page spiral bound book was the special owners manual mailed to the original 

owner of record by Chrysler.  Includes separate cover letter of introduction from Chrysler.  $15 postage paid.      

Superbird Serial Number List  -  Contains 1,920 Superbird VIN numbers.  This document does not list by VIN numerical order, but rather 

when each car was received by the Clairpointe sub-assembly plant (where noses and wings were installed) and when shipped out after 

installation.  There have been a few cars reported that are not on this list.   $20 postage paid.       

Superbird Dealer Brochure  -  There never was a consumer sales brochure on the 'Bird, but there was a four page black & white folder sent to 

each dealer introducing the car and special features. $10. postage paid.          

Daytona Sales Brochure black and white very nice reproduction.    $10 postage paid        

License Plates   $10 each  Torino Talladega “Grand National Champion”  license plate with “T” logo,  Cale Yarborough or Dan Gurney 

Special logo plate 10 each.         

Emblems & Decals   Talladega inside door emblems  $25 pr,   Talladega gas cap emblem $25, Talladega 428 air cleaner decal $20 (the only 

correct one available),  Dan Gurney Special fender decals $35 pr,   Cale Yarborough Special fender decals $35 pr,  Talladega stripe kit (white 

or black),   Spoiler/Spoiler II side stripe kit (red or blue) Spoiler/ Spoiler II hood stripes, “Cyclone Spoiler” quarter panel decals –  call  

Talladega and Cyclone Spoiler  Registry Book – Contains information on how to properly restore your Talladega, Cyclone Spoiler or Spoiler 

II as well as the story of the Aero Fords.  Each Talladega serial number is documented and current owner and condition if known.   Each 

Cyclone Spoiler and Spoiler II known to exist is listed as well as known Talladega and Spoiler II race cars    $30 postage paid.  
 

Daytona/Superbird Metal Reproduction Parts and assembly services: 
I fabricate NOS quality steel parts including most everything that goes in the nosecone or trunk of a Superbird or Daytona as well as some trim 

parts.  All parts are cut using CNC equipment and formed with CNC equipment or custom tooling.  A partial listing of the parts includes: Wing 

Washers with strength ribs,  Wing braces ,   Grill frames and grills, A-Pillar Moldings/Wind Deflectors – stainless,   Turn signal frames, 

 Headlight buckets ,  Z-brackets (with proper strength rib), Bumper brackets/frame rail extensions,  Valence,  Latch tray,  Headlight pivot 

brackets,   Headlight assembly adjuster cams with bronze oil impregnated bushings,  Vacuum motor mounting plates,  Headlight door stops 

 Fastener kits ·       Partial and full nosecone assembly services are also available Many parts are in stock complete or partially completed.   

Please call 612-382-4723 or email erikjohnnelson@hotmail.com if you have questions, would like me to mail a brochure. 
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