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How I Spent My Summer Vacation 

A Letter From Your Editor

Hello readers. Welcome to yet another 
issue. Usually I use this space to talk about 
something that happened during the produc­
tion of the magazine. But I’d like to, instead, 
talk about stuff that happened while I was 
NOT working on this magazine. I would like to 
talk about how I spent my summer vacation, 
and not just so I can write it off on my taxes.

When you run your own business, espe­
cially when it’s a “ creative” endeavor like 
this, it’s really easy to get consumed by it. I 
won’t lie to you— I eat, sleep and drink this 
magazine. In general this is a good thing, 
because that means that 
now, after five years, I ’m 
still excited  about what 
I’m doing.

I also hope that my 
genuine enthusiasm  for 
the content o f this maga­
zine as well as my commit­
ment to what I perceive as 
th e quality  o f  the fin a l 
product is evident.

The downside of work­
ing like this is that it 
becomes difficult to turn it 
off. And turning it off, tak­
ing a break, being able to 
get away from it at least for 
a couple of weeks at least 
once a year is essential to 
me having a hint of mental 
well-being.

When I was on vaca­
tion this summer, not even 
whilst relaxing in a bar, drinking cheap PBR, 
could I get away from my dedication to the writ­
ten word. But this story has a happy ending. I'm 
not kidding you, in the middle of The Royale 
pub in Brooklyn, a spelling bee broke out. I was 
cajoled into entering the spelling bee (which 
was not hard to do) and if I may indulge in just 
a touch of the ol’ braggadocio, after a heated

and very difficult competition, I won.
16 bucks and kudos from friends and 

strangers alike was my reward.
Could I attribute my win to the penny I 

left on Ben Franklin’s grave for good luck at 
the outset o f my vacation? Could I attribute it 
to all the Pabst I had drunk? I cannot be cer­
tain, but neither of these factors can definitely 
be ruled out, either.

It was pretty awesome. I was getting set 
up with free drinks by the bartender. People 
were coming up to me, slapping me on the 
back and saying, “Hey, you’re the guy who won 

that spelling bee, aren’t ya?” 
“That’s right. Stay in 

school, kids!” was my asi­
nine retort.

Now, so many tim es, 
being the publisher of this 
magazine has afforded me 
the opportunity to fu lfill 
things that are dreams to 
me. These are usually not- 
so-lofty pursuits, but never­
theless, they are fantastic 
dreams to me. These are the 
things that make life worth 
living and make all the 
aggravation and long hours 
worthwhile to me.

After getting to interview 
Thor Heyerdahl or meeting 
people like George Barris or 
Don Ho, I think to myself, 
“Good God, what can I possi­
bly do to top this?”

Well, getting to cover your bar tab and 
getting free drinks because you’re good at 
spelling is a start!

So, very soon, yet another year will be 
behind us. So long 2003. Don’t let the door hit 
you in the ass on the way out.

Until next issue, gentle reader, I remain 
your barefoot publisher. — J.F.
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We’ve never done a Barracuda 
Girl re-run before, but when our 
fetching former cover girl Fifi 

LeDonk wanted to show off her 
new blonde locks and her 

favorite new swimsuit, who 
were we to say no?! And what a 
bathing suit (or should we say 
‘‘baiting suit!”) that is! It s like 

barbed wire-it protects the 
property without obstructing 

the view! The only thing 
holding that bikini together is 

a city ordinance! This leggy 
lovely is the living end! Fifi, 

you can be in every issue as far 
as we’re concerned!



Real-Man Revisited:
Sir Ernest Shackleton

A n d  T h e  V o y a g e  o f  T h e  E n d u r a n c e

E rnest S hack le ton’s f irs t tr ip  to  th e  
A ntarctic  was as a lieu ten an t on the 
Discovery expedition in 1901. Led by 

Captain Robert Falcon Scott, the famous British 
Naval explorer, this expedition had hoped to 
reach  th e  South Pole. On th e  journey, 
Shackleton  and o ther expedition  crew m en 
endured constant peril and extended periods of 
what can be modestly described as severe dis­
comfort. This included living on mere scraps of 
food for days at a time, hauling all their equip­
ment by hand when their dogs died and con­
tracting scurvy and dysentery in the middle of a 
blizzard, just to name a few.

At the time, much of A ntarctica and the 
surrounding areas had never been visited by 
man, so, these expeditions were not a weekend 
ski trip in the Poconos. These were grueling, 
death-defying journeys th a t dragged on for 
m onths or years. L ittle  was known about 
Antarctica and how to survive its severe climate. 
A mistake in these conditions was punished 
harshly by nature. At that time, state-of-the-art, 
sub-zero survival gear was made from wool and 
animal skins. Crew members could easily wind 
up dead from exposure to the elements, disease, 
starvation or getting eaten by a killer whale.

Expeditions had almost no 
contact with the outside world 

once th e ir  journey  was 
under way. Radio commu­

n ica tio n  was in its 
infancy, and radio con-
 tac t from A ntarctica 

to another continent 
would not be possi­
ble until years later. 
But a radio wouldn't 
do m uch good in 
event of a dire emer­
gency anyway. The 

chance of rescue at 
sea or on the ice would, 

in most cases, be logisti- 
cally impossible. Weather 

reports available back then 
w ere s tr ic tly  anecdo ta l. 

C aptains of no rthbound w haling 
ships would merely relate the w eather or ice 
conditions they had seen. Short-term weather 
could be predicted with thermometers, barome­
ters and experience. But as far as what next 
week or the rest of the season was going to be 
like was anyone’s guess.

D espite th e  fac t th a t  S hack leton  had 
become seriously ill and undergone great hard­
ships on the Discovery expedition, he intended 
to return to the Antarctic. The South Pole had 
already been reached, so Shackleton wanted to 
be the first person to traverse the continent. But 
the journey was not devised as an exhibition of 
sheer daring and bravado. Shackleton intended 
to bring scientists to make studies of geography, 
ice formations, animal life and meteorology.



THE
SHACKLETON 
EXPEDITION

1914-1916

The plan was to sail one ship by way of 
South America and South Georgia island in 
October of 1914 and reach the Weddell Sea in 
Antarctica by November. (Bear in mind that in 
the Southern hemisphere, the seasons are the 
opposite of what they are north of the equator, 
so November is springtime.) Weather permitting, 
his team would begin a five-month, 1800-mile 
transcontinental journey across the South Pole 
to the Ross Sea. A second ship would sail from 
Australia and establish a camp near the Ross 
Sea, providing supplies and support to the expe­
dition while Shackleton crossed the South Pole.

If the Weddell Sea part of the expedition 
did not arrive until too late in the season, they 
would set up winter quarters, leave provisions 
and return in the spring of 1915 to make a sec­
ond attempt to cross the continent. If all went 
well, Shackleton expected some of his crew to 
return in. April 1915, with the last members of 
the crew returning April 1916.

W ith promises of financing for the expedi­
tion in place, Shackleton set about find­
ing a crew. In January of 1914, he ran an 

ad in a London newspaper that read: “Notice— 
Men wanted for hazardous journey. Small wages. 
Bitter cold. Long months of complete darkness. 
Constant danger. Safe return doubtful. Honor 
and recognition in case of success.”

Nearly 5,000 people replied to the ad.
Of the thousands of men who applied, 

Shackleton carefully selected  56 men, who 
would work on the two different ships.

Shackleton’s crew of 28 men would sail into 
the Weddell Sea on the Endurance— a ship built 
specifically for this journey. Its construction had

been supervised by a group of Polar explorers 
and could run on sail, coal or fuel oil, allowing it 
to stay at sea for extended periods of time. It 
was also designed to be able to endure collisions 
with ice floes and the tremendous pressure that 
tightly-packed ice could exert on its sides.

After months of planning and preparation, 
the Endurance was just about to set sail when 
World War I broke out in early August 1914. When 
Shackleton learned of the war, he immediately 
offered to forego the expedition and turn over his 
ship and all its stores to the British Admiralty for 
the war effort. Every hand on the Endurance vol­
unteered to join the service as well. Shackleton 
received a quick reply from Winston Churchill, 
thanking him for'the offer, but requesting that 
the journey proceed as planned.

The Endurance arrived at South Georgia 
Island toward the beginning of November and 
Shackleton began making final preparations—

gathering supplies and talking to whaler cap­
tains about the conditions to the south. On 
December 5th, 1914, the Endurance headed 
optimistically into the Weddell Sea. Shackleton 
and his men had the expectation that their jour­
ney would be over in 120 days, and the war back 
home would last no longer than six months.

“The clanking of the windlass broke for us 
the last link with civilization,” wrote Shackleton, 
“The morning was dull and overcast, with occa­
sional gusts of snow and sleet, but hearts were 
light aboard the Endurance. The long days of 
preparation were over and the adventure lay 
ahead.”

Within two days of leaving South Georgia 
Island, the Endurance encountered ice, much 
heavier and farther north than Shackleton had 
anticipated. By December 14th, the ship was 
running into older, heavier, solid ice, which 
could not be broken by the bow of the ship. Only



two weeks into the journey, the Endurance became stuck to a 
floe. The ship’s progress was so negligible that some members 
of the crew climbed onto the floe and played a game of soc­
cer. From the mast of the ship, it was estimated that one of 
the big floes was at least 15 miles long and 10 miles wide.

The ship continued to slowly wind its way through the 
ice, sometimes making progress of 70 miles in a day, or as few 
as 17 miles another day. By January 1st, they had traveled 
only 480 miles since first encountering pack ice— their 
progress had slowed to a crawl.

T
 he ship weaved through the same 20 miles o f ice for 
over two days, as the crew looked for an opening that 
would take them deeper into the Weddell Sea. But with 
unexpectedly cold weather and heavier floes closing in from 

all sides, the Endurance could not advance any further south. 
“All leads ran north, north-east or north -w est,” wrote 
Shackleton, “It was as though the spirits of the Antarctic were 
pointing us to the backward track— the track we were deter­
mined not to follow.”

By the middle of January, the Endurance was totally 
surrounded by ice. The men toiled around the clock, break­
ing young ice by hand, but it would instantly freeze back up. 
Heavier, older pack ice was completely impenetrable.

After the tenth day of inactivity, Shackleton ordered 
that the coal fires in the engine room be allowed to go out. 
There was nothing to do but wait to see if the conditions 
would improve.

Day after day, the crew kept an anxious, vigilant watch for 
an opening. Ice, mist and reflections caused mirages, constant­
ly giving false hopes of a passage nearby. But in fact, open 
water could not be seen in any direction. Although the coast of 
Antarctica was later spotted far off in the distance, the ship 
could not make any progress toward it.

Temperatures continued to fall as the arc of the sun 
moved closer to the horizon with each passing day. Summer 
was coming to an end. Once winter arrived, the temperature 
would plummet and there would be absolutely no hope of 
being released from the ice.

“I could not doubt now that the Endurance was con­
fined for the winter,” wrote Shackleton, “The seals were dis­
appearing and the birds were leaving us. The land showed 
still in fair weather on the distant horizon, but it was beyond 
our reach now, and regrets for the havens that lay behind us 
were in vain.”

There was nothing Shackleton could do to change the 
situation, so he set about making preparations for the long 
and brutal winter his men were about to face.

The crew stopped observing a ship’s routine and the ice­
bound Endurance became their winter station, drifting aim­
lessly while the crew waited months for the summertime thaw 
to free them.

Shackleton kept his crew very busy, both to relieve the 
inevitable tedium and because there was always work to do. 
The expedition’s sled dogs were moved from cages on deck 
into a kennel on the floe, which had been constructed 
“Esquimaux fashion” out of blocks of ice. The crew's meteo­
rologist set up a weather station. Although the geologist had 
no rocks to work with, he studied the pebbles found in the 
stomachs of penguins that had been slaughtered for food.

Shackleton imposed a rigid daily schedule of work and 
routines. But he also knew that breaking the monotony and 
maintaining good morale would be essential to the well-being 
o f his men— especially when the perpetual night of winter 
arrived. So, he let the lively crew have their fun. They gave



their quarters names like “Auld Reekie,” ‘The Nuts” and “Fumarole.” The 
cramped, dank dining area was referred to as “The Ritz,” where the crew 
even put on musical burlesque productions. One crewman would serenade 
penguins with his banjo. The men would have dog sled races, as well as 
hotly contested soccer and hockey games on the ice floes. Vigorous debates 
on all different subjects would break out. One crewman put a strand of 
spaghetti into an animal specimen jar to baffle the scientists. For amuse­
ment, the more irascible sailors were playfully needled.

The cheerful attitude of the men belied the seriousness of their situa­
tion. The weather was brutally cold. The Endurance began to groan and 
creak as pressure increased on the hull. The crew was always intently on 
the lookout for signs of increasing pressure in the floes. The pressure was 
so great at times that mammoth blocks of ice, weighing tons, would be 
pushed 15 or 20 feet in the air. The icebergs became so familiar to the 
crew, that they named them.

On May 1st, the sun set for the long Antarctic winter. Because of the 
Endurance’s proximity to the south pole, the sun would not rise again for 
another 3 months. This caused Shackleton great distress, but his journal 
was the only place he felt comfortable letting down the stoic front of com­
mand. “The movement of the floes was beyond all human control,” he wrote, 
“and there was nothing to be gained by allowing one’s mind to struggle with 
problems of the future, though it was hard to avoid anxiety at times.”

Shackleton and his men lived onboard the Endurance as the ice mer­
cilessly wrenched her in excruciating slow-motion over the next six 
months. Timbers cracked like gunshots and moaning beams wailed like a 
man being tortured. The crew was helpless to free her and yet there was 
nowhere to escape to.

“We could see from the bridge that the ship was bending like a bow 
under titanic pressure,” wrote Shackleton, “Almost like a living creature, 
she resisted the forces that would crush her; but it was a one-sided battle.” 

Shackleton had the unpleasant task of convincing the ships captain, 
Franks Worsley, that his ship was not going to survive. He reluctantly told 
Worsley, “What the ice gets, the ice keeps.”

The two of them made plans for what they should do when the ship is crushed. 
“To a sailor his ship is more than a floating home,” Shackleton wrote, 

“and in the Endurance I had centered ambitions, hopes and desires. Now, 
straining and groaning, her timbers cracking and her wounds gaping, she 
is slowly giving up her sentient life at the very outset o f her career.... The 
floes, with millions of tons of moving ice behind them, were simply annihi­
lating the ship.”

Shackleton asked Worsley if he regretted having met him.
“No,” said Worsley, who had tremendous respect for Shackleton’s 

leadership abilities, “I’ve never regretted it, and never shall, even if we 
don’t get through.”

“Right, right,” affirmed Shackleton, “Good old skipper.”
The ship had listed to one side and cracks in the hull could no longer 

be repaired. On October 27th, after being trapped in the ice for over nine 
months, Shackleton gave the order to abandon ship. The entire crew, the 
dogs, the stores and equipment were moved onto an ice floe as the ship 
continued to be slowly torn apart.

T
he men set up camp on a floe near the ship, living in tents in sub­
zero conditions. The floe was about a mile square, but it continued 
to shift and break up into smaller pieces. The men were always vigi­
lant, watching the floe split as cracks developed, running right through the 

middle of their camp. Shackleton noticed that his men seemed strangely 
non-plussed by their dire situation. They simply carried on with their 
chores and squabbled over things like how to properly brew tea. The men 
even relaxed, ruminating over the few books they managed to rescue, one 
of which was Rime of the Ancient Mariner by Coleman, saying: “We sympa­
thized with him and wondered what he had done with the albatross; it 
would have made a very welcome addition to our larder.”

On November 21, 1915, Shackleton shouted, “She’s going, boys!” The 
crewmen scrambled from their tents to find a vantage point to see the 
Endurance. With one gasp, the ship quickly slipped under the ice, bow

SHACKLETON cont’d on page 39







an d  h od  its v a lv es  o v e r  the p iston , in 
the cylinder h ead . Chrysler's Hem i w a s 
introduced in 1951 w a s  n icknam ed fo r  
its hem ispherical-shaped h eads, w hich ,

fo r  m o re  e ffic ie n cy  p e r  cu b ic  inch o f  
e n g in e  d is p la ce m e n t . T h ese  e n g in e s  
b le w  the Flathead a w a y . A stock 1 9 49  
F la th ead  w a s  o n ly  ra te d  a t 1 0 0  h p , 
w h ile  a  stock  1 9 49  Cadillac ov erh ea d  
v a lv e  V 8 w a s  rated  at 16 0  hp an d  a  
stock 1951 Hemi w a s  rated at 180  hp. Hotrodders still held a soft spot in

their heats for the venerable engine, but they had gotten all 

they could out of the Flathead. 1953 was the last year the Flathead was produced by Ford in the 

United States. Stock small block overhead valve V8s, produced 
starting in the mid- 1950s, generated more speed than even 
the most hopped up Flathead could. The Flathead's days as a 
force to be reckoned with were over. But at least one man wasn't 
willing to let the Flathead go down without a fight. Starting in
the late 1980s, Ron Main, a self-described "recycled teenager" 

with a passion for '50s car culture, got the idea that the 
Flathead was entitled to just a little more glory. His plan was to 
take a Flathead (which is now definitely obsolete and arguably 
an antique) and update and modify it using high- performance 
and high-tech parts. He wanted to run it at Bonneville's Speed 
Week in an attempt to create the world's fastest Flathead.

M o s t  e n g i n e  b l o c k s  r u n n i n g  a t  
B o n n e v i l l e  a r e  m a d e  f r o m  l i g h t w e i g h t  
a l l o y s .  B u t  t h e  h is  e n g i n e ,  f o r  a l l  o f  its  
m o d i f i c a t i o n s ,  w o u l d  s t i l l  h a v e  a  s t o c k  
1 9 4 6 ,  e a s t  i r o n  F l a t h e a d  b l o c k  w i t h  
o n l y  t h r e e  m a i n  b e a r i n g s .  H e  h o p e d  t o  
c r e a t e  a  F l a t h e a d  t h a t ,  w i t h  m o d i f i c a ­
t i o n s ,  w o u l d  b e  a b l e  t o  r e a c h  3 0 0  m p h .He sought the expertise of several high performanceexperts for help. The people he recruited for the project included drag racing legend "Dandy"

Dick Landy, who retired from driving in 1980 tofocus on Dick Landy Industries , an engine development 

and high performance parts manufacturing business that he runs with hisbrother Mike. Bruce, Crower, 

of Crower Motorsportsdeveloped a one-of-a-kind, specially designed camshaft for the Flatfire. Vortech 
Engineering crew provided the superchargers and technical support. The old engine block was outfitted 

with titanium valves and a custom  built head gasket. The heads were given a dual spark plug setup 

with a digital electronic ignition, with an  individual coil for each cylinder. A girdle was built to help keep 

the crankshaft in place and the front and rear main caps were reinforced . The engine was lubricated 

by a dry sump oil system. When the engine was put on the dynamometer, the readings were amazing. The super modified engine cranked out almost 700 horsepower- a long 

way from the original 1946 Flathead output rating of about 85 hp! The development of Main's monster 

Flathead had begun in 1988, originally powering a roadster named Phantom. By 1991, Main built a 

lakester, which is a specifically built, aerodynamic, open wheeled 

car. But another, specifically crafted, streamlined body, with enclosed wheels would need to be 

built to get the most out of Main's supercharged Flathead. A chrome- molyFlatfitre cont'd page 32
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1 onion chopped 
3/4 cup BBQ sauce
2 cups crushed potato chips (BBQ chips may be 
good for this one!)
about 1 teaspoon each salt and pepper 
1/2 teaspoon garlic powder 
pinch cayenne pepper 
6 slices of bacon if you’re feeling bold

Preheat oven to 375° F.
Mix everything (except the bacon) together in 
one big bowl. It’s best to use your hands to mix it 
up well.
On a lightly greased cookie sheet, shape the 
meat into a loaf. Lay bacon slices on top of the 
loaf and then cover with aluminum foil. Bake for
1 to 11/2 hours.

If that meatloaf left you feeling greasier than 
Elvis’ pompadour, then try this lighter fish dish.

Chips & Fish

4 filets of firm white fish (cod or tilapia are good) 
mayonnaise or miracle whip 
1/4 cup shredded sharp cheddar cheese
1 cup crushed potato chips

Preheat oven to 500° F.
Toss together chips and cheese.
Spread mayo on top of fish filets.
Lay filets in a greased 9 x 13 pan and coat tops 
o f fish with potato chips and cheese.
Bake for 8 -10  minutes.

Now that you’ve had your meals, you need 
dessert. What's that? You mean you’ve never 
heard of potato chip cookies? That’s crazy talk. 
Read and learn.

Sweet ‘N’ Salty Chocolate Chip Potato 
Chip Cookies

1 cup brown sugar 
1 cup white sugar
1 cup butter
2 eggs
2 1/2 cups flour
1 teaspoon baking powder
11/3 cup semi sweet chocolate chips
2 cups crushed potato chips
1 teaspoon vanilla

Preheat oven to 350° F.
Using a mixer, cream together sugars and butter. 
Add eggs, flour, soda, vanilla.

With a big spoon fold in the chocolate chips and 
potato chips.
Place by teaspoon full onto greased cookie sheet 
and bake for about 8 -10  minutes.
Cool on wire racks before consuming.

Oh yeah, you can make candy out o f  potato 
chips, too!

Chocolate Peanut Potato Chip Candy

4 cups semi sweet chocolate chips
2 cups peanut butter chips
1 8 oz. bag of potato chips
2 1/2 cups honey roasted peanuts

Melt the chocolate and peanut butter chips in 
the microwave for 3 minutes.
Set on high for 1 minute, then stir chips every 30 
seconds after that until they are smooth, shiny, 
and melted.
Slightly crush chips in bag, but make sure you 
don’t turn them into crumbs.
Mix everything together very well and drop by 
spoonfuls onto wax paper and let cool for about 
15 minutes.





Making Your Own Oversized Beer Cozy
BY DR. LARRY HARMON

CHAIRMAN EMERITUS, BARRACUDA LABORATORIES

T here are few pleasures In life greater than 
drinking a cold beer on a  sunny day. But 
such a sim ple indulgence can suddenly 

turn into a d isaster if  th a t cold b eer were to 
slowly become warm.

As Smitty pointed out in Barracuda #17, a 
beer cozy can easily prevent such a tragedy, but 
there are limitations. A standard beer cozy can 
only p ro tect a 12 ounce can  or b o ttle , or at 
most, a 16 ounce “tall boy,” from nature’s ther­
mal threats.

But what if you prefer to drink a bigger beer?
Beer comes in all shapes and sizes— 22 oz. 

bottles, 24 oz. cans, quarts and 40 oz. bottles—  
and with a piece of average household carpet 
padding and duct tape, no beer drinker will ever 
have to endure the lukewarm bottom half of a 
quart of High Life again.





fram e w a s  crafted and  the bo dy  w a s  
designed using a NASA -deve loped  3D  
fluid dynam ics program .

The streamliner w a s nam ed Flatfire.
A t  the  B o n n e v il le  N a t io n a ls  

Sp e e d w e e k  2 0 0 1 ,  the Flatfire ran  a 
2 87  mph average, setting a new  w orld  
land speed record for the XF/BFS class 
(Ford or M ercury  Flathead/blown fuel 
stream liner). This w a s  m ore than 5 0  
m ph faster than the p reviou s record. 
And  the Flatfire had still been accelerat­
ing a s at the end of its run, reaching a 
speed of 295  mph. This gave  M a in  a 
hint that the car had not yet reached its 
m axim um  speed.

In  2 0 0 2 ,  he be tte red  h is  2 0 0 1  
re c o rd  w ith  a n  a v e r a g e  sp e e d  o f 
2 9 6 . 8 2 8  m ph. E m b o ld e n e d  b y  the  
improved speed, M a in  declared, "W e 'll  
be back to nail 3 0 0  mph next time."

At Speedweek 2003, while pushing

for 3 0 0  mph, the engine started to give 
out under the tremendous strain of run­
n in g  at such  h igh  speed . " I  felt the 
engine lose a  cylinder a s I entered the 
tw o mile timing light," say s M ain, "The 
pow er fell off, I thought w e  were done 
for. All I could do w a s  keep m y foot in 
it and  hope it d idn 't exp lode."

He w a s  ab le  to reach a  speed of 
3 1 0  mph.

At Bonneville , tw o  runs m ust be 
completed, then the tw o times are aver­
a g e d  to calculate the officia l speed. 
There w a s  concern that the lo ss o f a 
cylinder w ould  affect his ability to com­
plete a second run. But he took a shot 
at it anyw ay.

"A t  the 4  mile m ark  I glanced at 
the digital speed readout in disbelief," 
s a y s  M a in ,  "F la tf ire  w a s  d o in g  2 9 4  
m ph  w ith  o n ly  se v e n  c y lin d e r s .  
Suddenly I thought, 'W e  can still do this

if the engine holds together one more 
m ile!' I lost a  second cylinder passing  
through the timing lights."

The Flatfire ran  w ith an  a ve ra ge  
time of 3 02  miles an hour, beating his 
record of the previous yea r and secur­
ing the Flatfire 's place a s  the w o r ld 's  
fa s te s t  F la th e a d .  H is  to p  o n e -w a y  
speed for the w eek w a s  315  mph.

"W e  d id  th is b y  the h a ir  o f ou r 
chinny chin chin," jokes M ain, but ulti­
mately g iv ing  credit to his crew. "The 
team is incredible. They are the reason 
w e  prevailed. It 's  not just the ho rse ­
power, it 's a lso  the design and  shape 
o f the car, the transm ission and  ge a r­
ing, then it takes skilled people to put it 
all together and  m ake  w o rk  right be 
successful on the salt. A n y  team can get 
into trouble, but a great team k no w s 
how  to solve the problem s and  get out 
of trouble."

FLATFIRE SPECS
19 46  Ford Fla(head, 301 cubic-inch block 
Supercharger: V -l T-Trim H. D. /  Vortech Engineering 
Bore - 3 .3 0 7  inches 
Stroke 4 .3 7 5  inches
Pistons Domed forged 6 .8 : I aluminum /  Ross Racing
Rods - Steel bille t /  C row er
Valves - 2 .0 2  inch titanium /  M a n ly
Reversed intake and exhaust ports /  Dick Landy Industries
Valve springs - 2 9 5  lbs. open, 165 lbs. closed /  K-motion
Cam shaft - "Inverse rad ius" ro ller cams /  C row er
C rankshaft - Billet 4 .3 7 5  inch stroker /  M o ldex
C ylinder Heads Finned aluminum /  Tony Barron
Fuel Injection - D igital M 4 8  /  M otec
Ignition CDI8 /  M otec
Coil - Ind ividual, per cylinder /  C obra R Ford
Injectors • 9 6  pounds per h o u r/ MSD

Spark plugs Two per cy linder /  Cham pion 
Data Acquisition - Advanced Data Logger (ADL) /  M otec 
Dry Sump - 70-psi o il system /  A via id  
D rive  Train
Transmission 5-speed a ir shift /  Jerico
Clutch - Triple-disc racing /  Tilton
D ifferential - M in i-qu ick change w /r i f le  d rilled  axles /

Speedw ay Engineering 
W heels - Steel
Tires - Bonneville Racing /  G oo dyea r 
C h a s s is / B o d y
C arbon Fiber bo dy  designed by Aerosmith Engineering
Chassis : Chrom e M o ly  tubing w ith tandem  front steering /  Rich M anchen
Length - 2 6  feet 4 inches
H eight - 3 feet 2 inches,
W id th  - 3 feet 8 inches 
G V W - 3 ,1 0 0  pounds (dry)
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Gentlemen, 

S t a r t  

y o u r  

e n g i n e s ! ! ! ! T o  l o o k  a t  

h e r ,  y o u ' d  t h i n k  t h i s  

d a r l i n g  l i t t l e  d i s h  i s  a  

m o d e l  o r  a n  a c t r e s s ,  

but n op e ! B e lieve  it  

o r  n o t ,  g e n t s ,  s h e 's  

a n  a s p ir in g  s to c k  c a r  

d r iv e r !  B u t  d o n 't  fe e l

b a d  f o r  b e i n g  

fo o le d .  H e r  c lo th e s  

a r e  l ik e  r a c e  c a r s -  

th e y  h o l d  f a s t  

g o i n g  a r o u n d  

t h e  c u r v e s !



T h i s  i s  o n e  l a d y  w h o  

k n o w s  h o w  t o  t a k e c a r e  o f  

h e r s e l f .  S h e ' l l  s c r e a m  a t  a  

m o u s e ,  b u t  s h e ' l l  g e t  i n t o  

a  c o n v e r t i b l e  w i t h  a  w o l f !  

T h e  w a y s h e  f l i p s  h e r  h i p s  

a n d  t o s s e s  h e r  t o r s o ,  t h i s  

l o v e l y l a s s  h a s  t o  b e  " s i n "  

t o  b e  a p p r e c i a t e d !  W h e n  

s h e  i s c h o o s i n g  a  d r e s s ,  

s h e  a l w a y s  g o e s  p r a c t i c a l l y  

" a l l o u t ! "  S o m e t i m e s ,  

t h i s  b e a u t y  w e a r s  m o r e  

c l o t h e s  w h e n  s h e  g o e s  t o  

b e d  t h a n  w h e n  s h e  g o e s  o u t  

in  th e e v e n i n g !  G i v e  h e r  a n  

i n c h  a n d  s h e ' l l  w e a r  i t a s  

a n  e v e n in g  g o w n !







first. The ice immediately reclaimed the hole 
where the Endurance had been held for ten 
months, as though she had never even existed.

One crewman wrote, “It gave one a sicken­
ing sensation to see it, for, mastless and useless 
as she was, she seemed to be a link with the outer 
world. Without her our destitution seems more 
emphasized, our desolation more complete...

“When one knows every little nook and cor­
ner of one’s ship as we did, and has helped her 
time and again in the fight that she made so 
well, the actual parting was not without its 
pathos, quite apart from one’s own desolation, 
and I doubt if there was one amongst us who did 
not feel some personal emotion when Sir Ernest, 
riding on the top of the look-out, said somewhat 
sadly and quietly, ‘She’s gone, boys.’”

With the ship gone, the only chance of sur­
vival was to sledge the supplies and three tiny 
lifeboats north, skipping from floe to floe, hoping 
to reach the edge of the pack ice and sail 
towards the nearest land through open seas.

To lighten the load, they got rid of all but 
the most essential supplies. Setting an example 
for his men, Shackleton threw gold coins into 
the water.

“Many things regarded by us as essentials 
at that time were to be discarded a little later as 
the pressure of the primitive became more 
severe,” wrote Shackleton, “Man can sustain life 
with very scanty means, the trappings of civiliza­
tion are soon cast aside in the face of stern reali­
ties, and given the barest opportunity of winning 
food and shelter, man can live and even find his 
laughter ringing true.”

Fearing monotony more than the actual 
dangers of the ice, Shackleton made sure the 
banjo did not get discarded.
S hackleton didn’t want the boats separated 

in case the ice floe broke between the 
sledges, so they were hauled in a relay, 

one at a time for 60 yards. The three sledges 
weighed about ton apiece and dragging them 
across the floes was slow, back-breaking labor. 
The men would have to stop and take a break 
every 20 yards. At best, the expedition was mov­
ing abouta mile a day. At worst, it would take 
them five hours to go 200 yards. To reach the 
nearest land at this rate would take them 300 
days, and they only had 40 days worth of rations.

The men were continuously soaked, as they 
would frequently fall through the snow up to 
their waists, or even worse, fall through thin ice 
into the frigid water.

But after ten months of inactivity, the men 
were actually glad for any end to the monotony 
of being stuck on the ship, even if it meant gruel­
ing labor. One crewman wrote: “It’s a hard, 
rough, jolly life, this marching and camping; no 
washing of self or dishes, no undressing, no 
changing of clothes. We have our food anyhow, 
and always impregnated with blubber-smoke; 
sleeping almost on the bare snow and working as 
hard as the human physique is capable of doing

on a minimum of food.”
Strangely, the men did not long for warmer 

weather. They preferred and became somewhat 
accustomed to the cold climate. The colder it 
was, the less snow and ice would melt. This 
meant the sledging would be easier and their 
clothes and sleeping bags would not get soggy. If 
the temperature rose to 26° F, the men would 
complain about the heat and work shirtless.

The expedition trudged north to a point 
where the ice was too broken up and precarious 
to continue sledging over, yet not broken up 
enough to set permit safe sailing. Shackleton

ordered the men to set up camp and they were 
forced to wait for the right conditions. They 
established the aptly named “Patience Camp” on 
the edge of a floe. It would be their home for the 
next three and half months.

As their food supplies waned, the men 
hunted seals for both food and fuel. The crew 
would eat seal meat, seal blubber, penguins and 
anything else they could get their hands on. If 
they found undigested fish in the stomach of 
slaughtered game, this was considered a bonus 
treat that was cooked and eaten as well. They 
ate the dried meat that had been prepared as 
dog food, and then ultimately, they ate the dogs. 
One man searched in the snow for over an hour 
for a piece of cheese he had dropped days 
before. He located a crumb of the lost cheese 
about a half inch wide and considered the find 
well worth his effort.

By March 5,1916, their ice floe had drifted 
to within 60 miles of Paulet Island. On Paulet 
was a hut and some stores which had been sent 
there by Shackleton during a rescue mission of 
another expedition back in 1904. But as 
Patience Camp reached its closest point to 
Paulet Island, the expedition had no opportunity 
to sail for it. The ocean was still to dense with 
ice to launch the boats.

“As one hope failed to materialize, our 
anticipations fed themselves on another,” wrote 
Shackleton, “Our drifting home had no rudder to 
guide it, no sail to give it speed. We were depen­
dent upon the caprice of wind and current; we 
went whither those irresponsible forces listed.”

A week later, Joinville Island was spotted. 
But it was still not safe to set off in the boats. 
The men could do nothing but sit and watch the

island for three days as they slowly drifted away 
from it.

Their last chance would be to sail for either 
Deception, Clarence or Elephant Island. If they 
missed those islands, they would surely drift into 
the Atlantic Ocean.

The floe their camp was on was getting small­
er every day and Shackleton knew a decision would 
have to be made soon. Launching the boats at the 
right moment would mean success or failure. The 
fate of his men depended on this decision.

“I confess that I felt the burden of responsi­
bility sit heavily on my shoulders,” wrote

Shackleton, “But, on the other hand, I was stim­
ulated and cheered by the attitude of the men. 
Loneliness is the penalty of leadership, but the 
man who has to make the decisions is assisted 
greatly if he feels that there is no uncertainty in 
the minds of those who follow him, and that his 
orders will be carried out confidently and in 
expectation of success.”

As they made preparations to head to sea, 
their floe split right under the boats and right 
underneath the tent where Shackleton had slept 
for months. The pack opened up and a channel 
appeared. The men quickly loaded the three 
small boats and rowed into the open sea.

 For six days, the men pulled on the oars by 
day, with freezing rain and spray pelting
their open boats and killer whales stalk­

ing them. Their clothing was covered with ice, 
which crackled as they rowed.

By night, they would camp on the most sea­
worthy ice floe they could find. One night, they 
could not find a suitable place to land the boats, 
which meant the men could not properly rest 
and a hot meal could not be prepared. The men 
had become desperately dehydrated and 
Shackleton wondered if they would survive much 
longer. Knowing that his men were growing 
weaker every day, he made a desperate run for 
Elephant Island.

Miraculously, all three boats managed to 
reach the island, although the men had gone 
without rest or a hot meal for two days and 
nights. A small, rocky beach was found and 
the boats all landed. This was the first time 
any man had landed on Elephant Island, and 
it was the first time the crew of the 
Endurance had set foot on solid ground in



almost a year and a half.
The frostbitten and exhausted men climbed 

out of the boats stumbled around the beach jubi­
lantly like a bunch of drunks, scooping up hand­
fuls o f pebbles and letting them run through 
their fingers. Shackleton said, “The smiles and 
laughter, which caused cracked lips to bleed 
afresh, and the gleeful exclamations at the sight 
of two live seals on the beach made me think for 
a moment of that glittering hour of childhood

when the door is open at last and the Christmas 
tree, in all its wonder bursts upon the vision.”

In spite of the fact that they were still in 
great danger, Shackleton made sure that the 
crew  got a hot m eal, en joyed a sm oke and 
relaxed, if only for a short time. He described 
the men as “a cheerful company” and declared, 
“Life was not so bad.” The cook was the only per­
son who got no rest that day, as the men went on 
a day-long feast of fresh seal meat and blubber.
A lthough they were on solid land, Elephant 

Island was far from pleasant. The beach 
was very tiny, stark and rocky. Above 

their bleak campsite was a steep, glacier-topped 
cliff that threatened to rain boulders down on 
them at any time. The crew turned the boats 
upside down for cover and piled inside the pitch- 
black shelters, literally laying one on top of the 
other. Their only source of warmth was their 
caustic-smelling, blubber-burning stove.

Several of the men were in very bad shape 
and required medical attention. Many of them 
had frostbitten toes. All o f them suffered from 
open sores due to being constantly soaked by 
freezing sea water. One man had suffered a 
heart attack and several men had become men­

tally unhinged.
Their grim physical condition after the boat 

journey, coupled with the decreased activity and 
confinement, eroded their spirit. The cook col­
lapsed and one man admitted he now welcomed 
death. Shackleton wisely fixed both problems by 
forcing the cook to rest and making the despon­
dent man the new cook— knowing that having a 
job would take his mind off his problems.

But his keen management of the men alone

would not keep them alive. Since there was no 
ch ance o f  being found on the uninhabited 
Elephant Island, their only chance for survival 
would be to head back out to sea, in search of 
help. The closest port was 540 miles away in the 
Falkland Islands, but it would be nearly impossi­
ble to reach it in one of their weary little boats, 
against prevailing w inds. A lthough South 
Georgia Island was over 800 miles away, the 
winds normally pushed in that direction.

Shackleton was uneasy about leaving 22 of 
his men behind, but it was the logical thing to do. 
If they made it to South Georgia, he would be 
able to coordinate a rescue effort faster than any­
one else. And besides, he always felt he should 
endure a hardship before one of his men did.

The crew’s carpenter outfitted their heaviest 
boat (which had been dubbed James Caird, in 
honor of one of the expedition’s financiers) with a 
makeshift canvas deck and a small sail. Shackleton 
set out with Worsley and four other men in the 
James Caird and set to sea through the ice pack 
with as many supplies as they could carry.

“The men who were staying behind made a 
pathetic little group on the beach, with the grim 
heights of the of the island behind them and the

sea seething at their feet,” wrote Shackleton, 
“But they waved to us and gave us three hearty 
cheers. There was hope in their hearts and they 
trusted us to bring the help they needed.”

Shackleton, Worsley and the four other men 
battled toward for South Georgia Island through 
the frigid Antarctic seas. They lived cramped and 
chilled under the makeshift canvas deck. There 
was never a moment of rest. Worsley described 
trying to sleep in the boat as “indescribably

uncomfortable.” Icy sea spray and waves con­
stantly sent a stream of frigid water down their 
backs. They continually bailed freezing water 
from the bottom of the boat. Their skin was 
rubbed raw from their soaked clothing that had 
not been changed or completely dried for months.
W orsley was particularly maddened by 

the hair from their molting deerskin 
sleeping bags, which was everywhere. It 

got into their eyes and noses, preventing them 
from getting any sleep. It even got into their pre­
cious food supplies. “One day while Crean was 
stirring the hoosh... he suddenly stopped stirring 
and peered intently into the cooking-pot,” wrote 
W orsley, “A shudder o f  apprehension  ran 
through us at any threat to our vital food. Next 
moment, his great hairy grimy paw shot into it, 
and he triumphantly abstracted a handful of 
reindeer hair. Having carefully squeezed this 
over the pot so as to get all the hoosh out of it, 
he threw it away. We couldn’t help dirt, but we 
drew the line at eating hair.”

They became so thirsty that their tongues 
swelled and ultimately, they could barely eat. 
Instead, they chewed on raw seal meat, hoping 
to absorb moisture from the blood. Food rations





for everyone w ere in cred ib ly  sm all. Yet 
Shackleton would try to secretly add his own bis­
cuit to the meals of the weaker men.

“We were a tiny speck in the vast vista of 
the sea,” wrote Shackleton, “The ocean that is 
open to all and merciful to none, that threatens 
even when it seems to yield, and that is pitiless 
always to weakness. For a moment, the con ­
sciousness of the forces arrayed against us would 
be almost overwhelming.”

Their only comfort was the knowledge that 
they were making progress toward land.

Finally, they approached South Georgia 
Island. They were desperately tired and dehy­
drated and solid land was just a stone’s throw 
away, but they were forced to spend another

night on the James Caird. They could not find a 
place to land the boat before night fell. Dawn 
came, and brought gales and hurricane-force 
winds with it. The weather threatened to sink 
the boat or smash it against the cliffs o f the 
island. Just as Shackleton thought they were 
about to be drowned, the winds backed off and 
spared the weary men. But they would have to 
spend yet another night at sea.
T he next morning, after 14 days at sea, 

they spotted a tiny cove and were able 
to land the boat. As they got out, they 

found a small, freshwater stream almost right 
at their feet.

“I have marveled often at the thin line that 
divides success from failure and the sudden turn 
that leads apparently from disaster to compara­
tive safety,” Shackleton wrote.

But the journey was still not over. 
Shackleton had been forced to land on the unin­
habited side of the island. The whaling station on 
the opposite side of the island was 150 miles away 
by sea. But neither Shackleton nor his boat were 
in any shape to head back into the ocean. He 
would have to attempt to climb over steep moun­
tains and glaciers and cross the island on foot.

No one had ever ventured more than a mile 
inland on South Georgia, so they didn’t even 
know if crossing the island was possible. But the 
thought of the men awaiting rescue on Elephant 
Island weighed on Shackleton’s mind.

After a few days of gathering stores and 
strength, Shackleton, Worsley and another man 
set o f f  to trek across South Georgia. After

months and months of being beaten by weather, 
starvation and exhaustion, they hiked for almost 
36 hours straight over ice and snow, sometimes 
at an elevation of 4,000 ft., to try to reach the 
whaling station.

Early in the morning on the last day o f their 
hike, the men heard the faint sound of the whal­
ing station’s steam whistle. It was the first sound 
they had heard that was made by a human out­
side of their crew in about 18 months. The three 
men quietly shook hands, not saying a word.

They climbed down the last hill only with 
an axe, the cooking stove and their logbook. 
“That was all, except our wet clothes, that we 
brought out o f the Antarctic, which we had 
entered a year and a half before with well-found

ship, full of equipment and high hopes,” wrote 
Shackleton, “We had suffered, starved, and tri­
umphed, groveled down, yet grasped at glory, 
grown bigger in the bigness of the whole. We had 
seen God in His splendours, heard the text that 
Nature renders. We had reached the naked soul 
of man.”

They tried  to clean  up their decrep it 
appearance in case they ran into women at the 
station. But it was a fruitless attempt— they 
hadn’t changed clothes or shaved in about a 
year, their clothes were tattered and stained.

The first people they encountered were two 
young boys. Shackleton asked them where the man­
ager’s house was. The boys said nothing before run­
ning away in terror. The next person they encoun­
tered was an old man who did the same.

They found the station manager, who could 
hardly believe that the foul ruffian standing 
before him was the same Sir Ernest Shackleton 
he had seen when The Endurance originally set 
sail from South Georgia. It was now May 1916—  
the manager hadn’t seen Shackleton or his crew 
since December 1914.

The men bathed, shaved and were fed as 
the station manager made plans for a ship to 
pick up the three men that had been left on the 
other side of South Georgia.

Worsley went along to pick up the men. 
They were happy to see that Shackleton had 
made it across the island safely, but some openly 
wondered why no member of the party had come 
along with the relief ship. Worsley’s own men 
didn’t recognize him without a beard, without a

mane of wild hair, and in clean clothes.
The whalers looked at the little James 

Caird with great curiosity. When the rescue 
ship returned to the whaling station, with the 
James Caird in tow, every sailor there wanted 
the honor of helping to haul it ashore. A huge 
reception was held in honor of their safe arrival. 
“ I think I enjoyed this more than any honour 
bestowed upon us afterward,” wrote Worsley, 
“For these fine seamen were men of the Viking 
brand who for years had been weathering the 
self-same storms through which we had come in 
our little boat. Congratulations from them 
meant something.”

They w ere fed  five m eals a day by the 
sailors. “The Norwegians seemed to think that 
they could make up for all that we had gone 
through if they could only persuade us to eat 
continuously,” wrote Worsley, “And they did 
their best.”

Shackleton immediately coordinated a res­
cue effort to reach  the men he had left on 
Elephant Island. He commandeered a ship and 
headed back south on May 23rd, 1916. But win­
ter was once again setting in and the ice sur­
rounding Elephant Island was impenetrable. 
When the ship had used up six of its ten days 
worth of coal, Shackleton was forced to give up 
the rescue attempt, having gotten to within 70 
miles of his stranded men.

He went to the Falkland Islands to secure 
another ship for a second rescue attempt. The 
ship left on June 10th and this time got within 20 
miles of island before being forced back by ice. A 
third attempt was made on July 12th, but this was 
in the middle of winter, and Shackleton only got 
within 100 miles because of ice and bad weather.
T he worry for his men and frustration of get­

ting so near to them, only to be turned back 
again took a heavy toll on Shackleton’s spir­

it. “Lines scored themselves on his face more 
deeply day by day,” wrote Worsley, “His thick, 
dark, wavy hair was becoming silver... Shackleton 
was very human— human enough to become irri­
table with me and to treat me rather as though I 
could have prevented the gale had I so chosen. So 
far from minding this I was glad that he should 
have some little outlet for his misery.”

Shackleton confided to Worsley, “Skipper, 
if anything happens to me while those fellows 
are waiting for me, I shall feel like a murderer.” 

The fourth attempt was made on August 
25th towards the end of winter. Their ship was 
met with very fair weather and luckily found 
the ice  around the island to be light. They 
approached the island in a fog. As they got 
closer, the fog lifted and the camp was located. 
Shackleton strained to spot the men with his 
binoculars. In a low voice , Shackleton told 
Worsley he only saw two men. Then he saw 
four, six, then eight men. He finally cried out, 
“They are all there! Every one of them! They 
are all saved!”

The men ran to the beach and waved wild-





ly. Shackleton called out to the men. “We are all 
well, boss,” a voice replied.

Shackleton tossed packs of cigarettes onto 
the shore and the men pounced on them.

No time was spared— all men and essen­
tial gear were onboard in an hour and they 
sailed off before the ice might have a chance to 
close in on them.

The whole time the men had been stranded 
on Elephant Island, they had been constantly 
freezing cold and soaking wet. Some of the men 
had becom e completely immobilized with ill­
ness. All were frostbitten and one man’s toes 
had to be amputated. But, after four and a half 
months alone, they were still alive. The man 
Shackleton had left in charge never gave up 
hope. Every day, he packed up his gear in antici­
pation of Sir Ernest’s return. Every morning in 
August, he gave his men the order, “Roll up your 
sleeping bags, boys; the boss may come today.”

The rescue ship arrived in Punta Arenas, 
Chile to a hero ’s w elcom e. The entire town 
turned out to greet them. Each crewman, smelly 
and unshaven, was triumphantly carried off to 
be a guest in the homes of local aristocrats.
A  dinner was thrown in their honor by the 

Chileans. When some o f the exhausted 
men tried to leave as the dinner ran on 

late into the night, they were confronted by sol­
diers brandishing bayonets. The soldiers told 
them that they were under orders that no sober 
gringo was to leave the building. When the men 
said they weren’t sober, the soldiers told them 
that they were not drunk enough and sent them 
back to the dining hall.

The celebration did not last long. The reali­
ty of World War I cast a shadow over the festivi­
ties. The men of the Endurance were shocked to

learn that the war had not ended. They could 
hardly believe that it had turned into a world 
war and men were dying in battle by the thou­
sands every day. “We were like men arisen from 
the dead to a world gone mad,” said Shackleton.

Antarctic exploration suddenly seemed like 
folly when compared to what was happening on 
the battlefields of Europe. All hands were eager 
to join the war. Shackleton was given the posi­
tion  o f  D irector o f A rctic  Equipm ent and 
Transport on the Russian front of Murmansk. He 
was even assigned Worsley and several o f his 
crewmen for military operations. As Worsley put 
it, “The old gang was on the war-path!”

Ironically, several of Shackleton’s men had 
survived the Antarctic and nature, only to return 
to Europe and be killed by man and machine in 
World War I.

After the war, Shackleton assembled anoth­
er Antarctic expedition with Worsley as the 
ship’s captain. Many of the old Endurance crew 
signed on as well. But Worsley felt the voyage 
was ill-fated from the very beginning. He didn’t 
care for the ship they w ere sa iling on. 
Shackleton had apparently suffered a heart 
attack before they left and lacked the fighting 
spirit he once had. Problems mounted for the 
exp ed ition , creating  m ore w orries for 
Shackleton. The ship's boiler cracked, the water 
tank and the ship itself developed leaks.

While en route to Antarctica, Shackleton 
suffered another heart attack. But he never com­
plained and he assured his crew that he was 
alright. W orsley fe lt  the heart attack  was 
brought about by Shackleton's worries about the 
journey. He stayed in his cabin a lot and seemed 
defeated and weary.

“He liked me to join  him for a smoke and

a yarn,” wrote Worsley, “It struck me that he 
was thinking a good deal about the past, which 
was unusual for him, since he was a man who 
liked to leap forward mentally and who would 
generally dismiss memories in favour o f specu­
lations about the future. I was vaguely worried 
by th is  strange and new a ttitu d e , w hich  
seem ed to me to have a significance that I 
could not define."

Shackleton used to talk with Worsley about 
the two of them sailing to the South Seas as 
though it was a forgone conclusion that they 
would go someday. Now he wondered if it would 
ever happen.
E arly in the morning of January 5th, 1922, 

Shackleton desperately summoned for 
the ship’s doctor. Five minutes later, 

Worsley was woken up and told that Shackleton 
was dead.

“Good God, not the boss!” he exclaimed.
He went to Shackleton’s cabin. “Already 

there was a great change in his appearance,” 
wrote Worsley, “His stillness was startling to me, 
for stillness was the one thing that I found it 
impossible to associate with him. And as I stood 
there I felt that I was looking at a statue of a 
man, not Shackleton himself.”

Shackleton  was laid to rest on South 
Georgia. His men spent two days dragging stones 
from the hillsides of the sparse island to build a 
monument in his honor at his gravesite.

“During the days that followed it happened 
sometimes that I would forget for a moment that 
Shackleton was dead,” wrote Worsley, “I found 
myself waiting for the sound of his voice, listen­
ing for the familiar encouraging exclamation of 
‘Good old Skipper!’ that I was never to hear from 
him again.”

The rules of the Service are but three: 
When you sail with Adm iral Death, 
Steady your hand in time of squalls, 
Stand to the last by him w ho falls,

And answer clear to the voice that calls, 
"A ye , aye. Adm iral Death."

— The poem Captain Worsley 
recalled w hen he saw 

Shackleton's lifeless body
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Tiki Quest
Collecting the Exotic Past 
by Duke Carter 
Pegboard Press 
192 pages, full color

It was bound to happen. Someone was 
going to make a book about collecting tiki stuff.

Tikis and exotica have everything a collec­
tor looks for when turning something light­
hearted and fun into a life-consuming obses­
sion. It’s fun and it’s campy, there’s an aspect of 
craftsmanship, and more importantly, there is a 
seemingly endless number of items to collect.

The main focus of this book is the most 
well-known and probably most collected tiki 
w are— tiki mugs. Once the m ainstay o f 
Polynesian-themed restaurants and bars across 
the country, tiki mugs were widely produced in 
a tremendous number of different versions by 
many manufacturers. Tiki mugs can be found in 
popular collector venues for ridiculous sums of 
money, however, they can still occasionally be 
found for reasonable prices at thrift shops and 
flea markets.

But this book also covers other ceramics, 
like ashtrays, coconut mugs, teapots and salt 
shakers. There are also sections on tiki match- 
books, postcards, stirrers and tchotchkes.

Author Duke Carter, thankfully, limits the 
focus of his book to historical documentation of 
the different designs and their manufacturers, 
never opening up a can of worms of putting a 
value on all of these tiki wares. That could have 
easily driven up prices and taken any last trace 
of fun out of collecting tiki stuff.

The book is fantastically produced with 
192 pages, featuring over 1000 well-shot, full- 
color product photos in festive layouts. Tiki 
Quest is tons of fun and very informative as 
well— a winning combination!

Road Trip USA
Cross-Country Adventures on America’s Two-
Lane Highways
Jamie Jensen
Avalon Travel
963 pages!!!
b/w and color

Whoa, mama! This book is, w ithout a 
doubt, the bible of non-interstate travel! This 
baby measures an inch and a half thick and is 
jam-packed with information.

Sure, you can drive from coast to coast on 
an interstate, making great time and finding a 
Starbucks and Taco Bell every time you stop. 
But sometimes, it’s more fun to take the slower 
route and see something a little different and 
more interesting. This book will show you just 
how to do that.

This book is broken down into 11 sections, 
each one representing the main highways that 
were the arteries across the U.S. in the days 
before interstates and crappy chain fast food 
joints on every corner.

There’s Coastal West Coast, Highway 93: 
Border to Border, US-83: Road To Nowhere, The 
Great River Road, The Appalachian Trail, 
Coastal East Coast, US-2: the Great Northern, 
US-20: The Oregon Trail, US-50: The Loneliest 
Road, US-80: Southern Pacific, Route 66: The 
Mother Road.

With two fold-out maps, Road Trip USA is 
both highly practical and good for fueling fanta­
sy. If you’re looking for a book to keep under 
your car seat, to help you make the most of a 
cross-country trip, there is no better choice 
than this one. Or keep it in a desk drawer at 
your soul-crushing job  to fuel your vagabond, 
wanderlust fantasies during your darkest hours 
working for the man.

Lots o f current and h istorica l photos 
accompany the substantial volume of text.

Start Your Own Bar or Tavern 
Your Step-By-Step Guide to Success 
Sonya Shelton 
198 pages

This book is published by Entrepreneur 
magazine, as a part o f its Startup series o f 
books which cover how to start various kinds of 
businesses— everything from a wedding consul­
tant business to a car wash.

But how much sweet, sweet drunk talk 
ever results in a half-baked plan to open a coin 
operated laundry? The answer is none. So, if 
you ’ re dopey enough to follow  through on 
drunken boasts about opening your own bar, 
this book is a good place to start.

Although this book is full o f nuts-and- 
bolts, practical ideas to ponder, it seems that 
running a bar, much less opening up a new one 
from scratch is infinitely more complicated and 
expensive than this book would lead you to 
believe. Maybe not.

Now, if we may get off on a rant here, if 
you ever wonder why big glossy magazines are 
so boring, take note that the real story behind 
this review is that the literary publicists who 
sent us this book were kind enough to even pro­
vide us with questions to ask the publisher! 
Thanks so much! The list o f questions included 
such gripping, hardball queries as “What is the 
Startup series all about?” and “Where can peo­
ple get the books?”

One o f the titles offered in the Startup 
series is how to start your own self-publishing 
business. Maybe they recommend that publish­
ers pass off regurgitated press releases on 
their readers as “new product reviews” as a 
cheap and easy way to fill pages with pabulum. 
Maybe not.
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