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It is a testament of the sample 
size of the population of the 
United States during the Mod-
el A Era that if you were to 
write a story about practically 
anything, that there would be 
multiple examples of these 
things happening in real life. 

In this week’s installment, 
Wendy meets her cousin who 
uses his job of an undertaker 
as a front for a successful 
bootlegging operation.  

An example of a real-life un-
dertaker/bootlegger was in 
Summit County, Utah, when 
the newly elected sheriff set 

up road-blocks to stop Wyo-
ming whiskey from coming 
in, Park City connoisseurs 
had to drink less desirable 
brew until the town mortician 
J. E. "Jimmy" Flynn drove a 
hearse to Kemmerer, Wyo-
ming, with other town nota-
bles following, ostensibly to 
the site of a mine disaster. 
After filling the coffin with 
whiskey, the funeral cortege 
drove through the roadblock, 
reverently waved on, and into 
Park City.  

Rowans’s Funeral Home was 
on the corner of Main Street 

and 2nd Ave. of Minot, ND.  
People are not sure if they 
actually held any funerals 
there during Prohibition as 
alcohol was much more lucra-
tive. The viewing rooms of 
Rowan’s were instead a 
speakeasy host to many high 
stake poker games. Alcohol 
was brought into town in one 
and two gallon metal contain-
ers hidden in a casket, or two, 
and distributed from the 
hearse to mourners meeting 
in the local cemetery.  

The first seizure of intoxicat-
ing liquor near Pittsburg after 
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and the horse power and 
wheelbase, we sit in a folding 
chair nearby and talk about 
the drive there, or mechanical 
problems unique to that car, 
or our hopes for tinkering on 
this particular upgrade. 

See the old photo used for the 
standard Reflector cover—
note that it doesn’t have a 
front license plate? You can 
tell that with our club, that 
was an old picture. 

See the new logo we all use 
nowadays—note that it has a 
passenger side tail light/turn 
signal?  I tried to find a rear 
view of a Model A to verify 
that it only had a driver’s side 
stop light and 99% of the pho-
tos I found on Google had 
both lights.  When I was a kid 
maybe a third of the A’s I saw 
had only one still. 

It’s what we all do so as not 
to keep our A’s under glass. 

the other side of the tracks. I 
don’t exactly feel jealous or 
envious seeing a 1909 Brush 
all beautifully restored and 
polished up. 

Mine can actually drive on a 
freeway,.. In the rain,.. At 
night.  It’s not extremely 
comfortable doing so, but I 
can’t imagine doing anything 
but trailering a 1909 Brush, 
rolling it out of the trailer to 
show, and rolling it back in 
when it’s time to go home. 

Yes, I have a collector’s car, 
but I take mine out to see 
yours under glass.   

That’s the way the club has 
always been. Sure we’ve par-
ticipated in car shows and 
parked our cars at the Plaza 
Camino Real, Cruising 
Grand, and at retirement 
homes, but unlike the 1909 
Brush owner who had a sign 
made describing the company 

I have been indexing the tours 
the club has taken over the 
years, and I seriously wanted 
to write an article on February 
tours similar to the one on 
January tours I wrote for issue 
4.  

Rather than going year by 
year, though, like I did for all 
Januarys, I decided to try to 
fill in tours month by month, 
and only ended up indexing 
the last half of the Nineties.  
Looking at what I’ve got for 
Februarys, there seems to be a 
“museum theme” 

There are so many car-type 
museums—including fire 
museums, tractor museums, 
toy car museums, and (if my 
Dad will someday invite the 
club to his Oceanside office) 
even a toy tractor museum. 

Visiting these grand halls, 
I’ve always felt like I’m ad-
miring the collections from 
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The Look of the Club has 
gone a long way in 45 
years. 

S p e c i a l  p o i n t s  
o f  i n t e r e s t :  

• Jim Ball & MA 
Morrison’s Anni-
versary Feb 14 

• Alden  & Malynda 
Kay’s Anniversary 
Feb 14 

• Delores Roth’s 
Birthday Feb 16 

• Roger Boyce’s 
Birthday Feb 19 

• Clyde Marion’s 
Birthday Feb 20 
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Then they added water, 
burnt sugar, flavor extracts 
and coloring to the wood 
alcohol and sold the batch 
for $23,000.  

Wood alcohol is poisonous 
and by some accounts  
there were 97 deaths. An 
even greater number suf-
fered illness and permanent 
blindness, but survived. In a 
New York jail Romanelli 
complained bitterly to all 
that he had been framed by 
the police for the wood 
alcohol poisonings and in 
the process, his undertaking 
business was ruined. 

Alcohol is much heavier 

thanks to the 18th Amend-
ment. As an undertaker he 
was familiar with wood 
alcohol, an ingredient of 
embalming fluid. 
 
His big score came in 1919 
when he learned of a ship-
ment of wood alcohol in a 
New York warehouse des-
tined for Europe. On De-
cember 20, he and some of 
his cohorts sneaked into the 
warehouse and hauled off a 
substantial amount of the 
product, drained the barrels 
into casks, refilled them 
with water and returned 
them to the warehouse. 

prohibition went into effect, 
was made at the establish-
ment of A. P. Pusting, un-
dertaker, 1020 Washington 
Ave., Braddock. No arrests 
were made, but it was re-
ported Pusting received 
instructions to visit the of-
fice of U.S. District Attor-
ney E. Lowry Humes and 
explain how the 47 cases of 
whisky happened to be in 
his place of business.  

John Romanelli, the “king” 
or “mayor” of Brooklyn’s 
Little Italy, was an under-
taker by trade. He realized 
there was money to be 
made in bootleg liquor 
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spun the last foot of it while 
he walked, like a dandy 
might twirl his watch fob. 

“The mortuary business has 
been paying you well, 
Face.” called the Sheriff. 

“Our clients have a thirst to 
go out in style,” remarked 
the man with the chain. 

The men worked as a team 
to chain up the car’s front 
axel and S}^# Face, the 
driver, delivered ever ounce 
the hearse could offer; 
which was a lot. It literally 
had the horsepower and 
much of the weight of a 
WWI British Mark 1 tank.  
Wendy wouldn’t have been 
surprised if it also con-
tained a machine gun, but 
that’s a tale for another 
time. 

As it was, the Model A was 
saved, as was the Sheriff’s 
Dodge, & Wendy & Pieter 
were able to get across 
what remained of the bridge 
between two taught ropes 
strung between the piers. 

“Use wuz very lucky to-
night, Cuzin. Only a lit-till 
watah heres an theres, an an 
m-tee gas tank.” 

“What are we going to do?” 
exclaimed Wendy, “No 
bridge, no tow truck, & we’ve 
got to get to California!” . 

“Don’t worry, Doc. We got 
yah.” assured her cousin. “My 
boys are a wonder with a 
wrench, Dare’s a backroad 
ken takes use back tuh da 
highway  affer twenny miles 
o so.  I’ll drive da lead tuh 
make sure dare’s no more 
problims wit chew.” 

“But what about the gas, 
Shifty?” asked Pieter. 

“I got sum hunnerd proof gas 
dat ill fix use rye tup.” and 
then to the boys, “Fellas—
look alive—push dat car in da 
gar-rodge an get er goin’ by 
mornin’, Ryed? Me an my 
fam-lee iz gone tuh get dry an 
catch up.” 

The next morning, the sun 
came up bright in the sky. 
Walking outside, Pieter could 
see that the men had attached 
a line to the collapsed section 
of bridge, & pulled it down, 
& partially up the bank where 
they could pick it apart for 
reusable timbers. The all 
black Model A fit in well 
with the other cars in the 

As the bridge was pulled 
into the Juniata River, the 
fordor was tipped sideways 
to an incredible angle, but 
the force of the water 
pushed it upright and 
against the deck.  

The Sheriff climbed hand 
over hand up the chain at-
tached to his car, his legs 
dragging through the river, 
up to a spot where he could 
reach Pieter’s outstretched 
hand which hoped to pull 
him to safety. 

“A, Sheriff! Wud iz yah 
doin’ tuh my guests, ryed 
now?” came a voice. 

“Ah S}^# Face! Are you 
gonna be jawin’ or are you 
gonna do something to help 
the situation?” asked the 
officer, soaked & abashed. 

“Awl Right, Suh. I will.” 
said S}^# Face. 

With surprising prompt-
ness, three men appeared in 
black suits walking abreast 
in front of a Cunningham V
-7 hearse backing up to the 
damaged bridge.  One of 
men, the smallest, although 
in no way was he small, 
carried a long chain. He 

Fellas—look 

alive—push dat 

car in da gar 

rodge an get er 

goin’ by 

mornin’ (“Look 

Alive” being a 

standing joke at 

the Face 

Funeral Home) 
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Amazingly, the new 
crematorium gave off 
the smell of corn mash 

barn, and the new gas ran 
pretty well when he and 
Wendy drove off the mud-
dy tracks after breakfast, 
hoping to make it all the 
way to Chicago sometime 
that night. 

Agents removing 
moonshine found 
smuggled in a hearse. 

than an empty casket. In 
Sanpete County, Utah a 
smuggler alleviated the sag 
at the back of his hearse 
that gave officials the clue 
liquor was being transport-
ed, by placing blocks under 
the rear springs. 

https://www.conceptcarz.com/vehicle/z11940/cunningham-series-v-7.aspx
https://www.conceptcarz.com/vehicle/z11940/cunningham-series-v-7.aspx

