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There are many ways to stay 
in touch with the Club. Look 
into the Membership Hand-
book/Directory.  Send a for-
mal note to be included in The 
Reflector. Send a note to Pres. 
Chuck or Sec. Linda concern-
ing club business. 

As of today, there is also a 
Facebook Group. It is private, 
so posts can only be seen by 
members. It is not a page, not 
to be an advertisement for the 
club, so any member can post. 

You can either find it by   
typing www.facebook.com/

groups/palomarmafca into the 
address bar, or if you are al-
ready a member of Facebook, 
search for the Palomar Model 
A Ford Club then request to 
become a member. 

If you post a message or a 
photo there, it will be both 
timely and long lasting.  

Think of it as a way to wish 
club members a happy day, 
remember a cherished mem-
ber driving their cars in Heav-
en, or make recipe or repair 
suggestions. 
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now, there aren’t enough  
hydraulic lifts to go around. 
That means a whole lot more 
people are driving off cliffs. 

At some point, it just makes 
sense that car clubs like ours 
put a halt on tours. I know 
that I’ve seen photos online of 
entire clubs with their cars 
fast idling and no one is push-
ing the clutch.  Heck, quite a 
few aren’t even setting the 
parking brake with their 
hoods raised! 

We don’t want that sort of a 
risk for our members. 

So, no tours, no meetings, no 
breakfasts. It almost feels like 
we aren’t a club.  There is a 
newsletter, though. In an  
effort to make it seem more 
like a real club, and less like 
an analogy of what a club 
might be, I am again putting 
together The Pandemic Press 
and inviting all members to 

The rest of us, have to sit in 
the car, pushing the clutch, 
and Boy, does that get tiring.  

Eventually, you tell yourself 
that you are young enough to 
fix that dang idle, so you set 
the brake and let off the 
clutch, and rush out to lift the 
hood.  Quite a few of them 
have had their cars drive off a 
cliff or hit someone else’s car 
as a result. 

You’ve all been around a 
good ole boy’s garage, so you 
know the atmosphere. You’ve 
got someone saying you need 
to fill the transmission with 
new fluid. Someone else says 
your carburetor's bad. Anoth-
er claims it’s the timing.  

At some point, after fiddling 
with all of those things, lots 
of us have to take our cars 
into a professional garage and 
the mechanic raises it on a 
hydraulic lift. In 48 states, 

The United States, and much 
of the rest of the World’s 
Northern Hemisphere, has 
been pushed into yet another 
major wave of the Corona-
virus. 

Epidemiologists have forecast 
this for months, so you should 
not look to anyone to blame 
for doing something wrong, it 
is simply a fact that not 
enough of us have done what 
is right to control the spread. 

I’ll give you a car analogy: 
this virus is a fast idle, and 
most people’s bodies, being 
out of shape. have transmis-
sions that may accidentally 
slip into gear at times.  

If you are young, your trans-
mission works great, and you 
can pull the parking brake and 
fix the idle with the car run-
ning.  You might not put in 
the work, and that idle is still 
there, whenever you drive. 

D e c e m b e r  T w e l f t h ,  T w e n t y - T w e n t y  

V o l u m e  2 ,  I s s u e  1  

P a n d e m i c  P r e s s  

This will be our last 
group photo for a while 

contribute items for the    
enjoyment of other members. 

Send me an email or call or 
text.  My contact info is in the  
member handbook. 

Thanks—David Frazee 

O F  I N T E R E S T  
T O  M E M B E R S  

• Dianne Frazee’s 
Birthday, Dec. 13 

• Dec. 13, 1931 W. 
Churchill is hit by 
a car crossing 
Fifth Ave. in NY 

• Jim King’s Birth-
day, Dec. 14 

• Jon Velasco’s 
Birthday, Dec. 15 

• Dec. 15, 1928 
Rotary was 
banned from Italy 

A fun lockdown activity 
can include chatting with 
other club members 



Huckleberry Finn had no 
villain. Horatio Alger’s 
Ragged Dick was troubled 
by Micky Maguire on just 
two occasions.  Dan Baxter, 
the bully in The Rover Boys  
at School likewise is only 
there to present Dick, Tom, 
and Sam with problems a 
few times.  

The nemesis of the Bobbsey 
Twins was a jar of jam or a 
missing button. Honey 
Bunch was afraid of her 
own shadow. 

Finally the Stratemeyer 
Syndicate came up with 

Frank and Joe Hardy in 
1927 and Nancy Drew in 
1930. 

In the Hardy Boy’s first 
mystery, The Tower Treas-
ure, John ‘Red’ Jackley 
seems just out of their reach 
through most of the book, 
and then spoiler after he 
dies, the brothers must lo-
cate his cache of stolen 
goods. 

In Nancy Drew’s first book, 
The Secret of the Old 
Clock, all the Tophams are 
bad people, but Isabel Top-
ham makes it personal by 

being rude to Nancy in a 
department store.  

To sweet 16-year-old Nan-
cy, she is so upset with Isa-
bel that she brands her as 
“skinny”. Nancy makes it 
her goal to find Josiah 
Crowley’s true will that 
disinherits the entire family. 

In tribute to these early 
novels which understood 
that readers are more inter-
ested in heroes who fight 
and triumph over villains, 
the Pandemic Press will 
run “The Adventures of 
Wendy Wiper” 
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T h e  I n t r o d u c t i o n  o f  W e n d y  W i p e r  

the fabulous Face family, 
descended from the British 
noble, Sir Face. He had 
grown up with the children 
of the fourth president, so 
when he and his wife had a 
daughter, Baby Face, it was 
inevitable that they named 
her Dolly.  Her friends just 
called her “Doll” though. 

When Doll Face met young 
Wendel Wiper, they imme-
diately fell in love, married, 
and many in Akron ex-
pected the streets to be full 
with Face-Wipers, but 
Wendy was an only child. 

Doc and Doll doted on their 
daughter and all she knew 
was delight, but this deliri-
um can be dangerous; not 
all people are dependable.  

Such was the case of Wen-
dy’s high school crush, 
Robert Blade.  As a young 
man, Bob was so different 
than Wendy. If anything he 
seemed dull. But, in high 
school, there was such a 
switch in Blade, they 
seemed a perfect match.  
Still, her friends advised 
her to take her time. 

Always seeking adventure 
though, after Bob promised 

to go wherever she needed 
to get her MD, she alter-
nately swung over between 
her friends ideas, to his way 
of thinking. After many 
vacillations, it became clear 
as glass that she was to be 
Mrs. Wendy Wiper-Blade. 

First they moved to Iowa 
City for Wendy’s medical 
studies, and Bob worked in 
law enforcement. Then, 
unable to find a residency 
program accepting women 
to complete her studies, 
they moved to Chicago and 
she became an early veteri-
narian. Bob, unable to find 
a job in Northeastern, IL, 
got upset, acted erratically, 
drank heavily, and became 
a bounty hunter. 

Both jobs took them far 
away from home for long 
hours and often nights as 
well. They never had chil-
dren and at some point real-
ized that they no longer had 
love either.  

Wendy was open to new 
things and wanted a di-
vorce. Bob felt stabbed in 
the back & confronted her.  

After one drunken bender... 

Winifred Dolly “Wendy” 
Wiper was born in Akron, 
Iowa October 29, 1887. As 
any girl born in the Haw-
keye State, she would have 
been expected to settle 
down, meet and marry a 
good working man, bare 
him a dozen children, and 
learn only enough to repair 
the farm machinery, (at 
which she excelled) and 
read to her children from 
the Bible.  

Wendy, though, was never 
satisfied, and would seldom 
do what others expected. 
She was, after all, the 
daughter of old Doc Wen-
del Wiper, the podiatrist, 
famed locally for his sign 
reading “Wiper : Feet.” 

As soon as she was ten, 
Wendy wanted to follow in 
her father’s footsteps.  At a 
time when many Iowa girls 
were learning to behead and 
pluck a chicken, or gut and 
debone a fish, Wendy was 
examining the entrails and 
stitching together injured 
hens. Often seen up to her 
elbows in blood, her neigh-
bors called her interesting. 

Her grandfather was from 
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University of Chicago 
Veterinary Class of 
1910 

The First of many 
Nancy Drew books 
was published April 
28, 1930 


