
The Seven VVonders of 

28 
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s you drive into Monterey, you are struck by the 

sinking feeling that the weekend is getting too 

popular. There's too much to do. Certainly too 

many people. 

Your inner voice questions your making this 

annual pilgrimage; it's a trip too easily" marred by traffic jams and 

crowds tha~ block even the smallest view of this year's star Isotta. 
How can we put up with this? 

How can we not? 

Only gluttons try to inhale the whole Monterey Weekend. The 

real secret to enjoying it is to be selective. Monterey's biggest 

rewards come in its smallest moments. Here are our favorites. 

r--------------~ 
I 

Where 
Concours 
is King 

S
uppose you are the first child in the 
world to watch the first circus 
parade into town. 

Suppose you are an impressionist art stu
dent who stumbles on the movers setting 
up a new collection of Monets in the Musee 
d' Orsay in Paris. 

Suppose you are crowned king of Eng
land, and have the right to examine the 
field at Ascot before the races are run. 

That's what it's like to be among a small 
cast of chflfacters who rouse themselves at 
dawn to stand in the mist and the cold of 
golf's most famous hole and watch each 
entrant in the Pebble Beach Concours d'EI
egance parade onto the grounds under its 
own power. It amounts to a private and 
very complete show. Later in the day, only 
the winners will be driven across the green 
ramp fronting of The Lodge. 

This annual ritual is a communion. And 
what is shared is an appreciation for fine 
automobiles. Everyone contributes some
thing, be it a snippet of history on a car or a 
piece of gossip about the owner. Observa
tions are shared, but nothing very judgmen
tal. That's a job for others, later. 

At the end of the day, there is only 
enough gold for a few. 

But if that last light is golden, then the 
first light is platinum. The dew on the grass 
blends with the mist in the air and reflection 
from the glassy water of the ocean, creating 
c;tn ambience evoking the precious metal. 
And the cars are literally precious metal, 
even as they gently puff smoke, gliding 
forth into position on the damp fairway. 

At daybreak on the virgin field, each car 
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is still a contender for best in show, and will 
be until it is over. During first light there are 
no crowds, just the high priests, priestesses 
and shamans, admiring a Lotus 23 that had 
been run hard at Laguna Seca the previous 
day-admiring it no less than they do W.K. 
Haines' 1931 Isotta Fraschini Tipo 8B that 
would later be judged Best of Show. In rev
erent near-whispers, they compare the 
clean styling of Arturo Keller's '38 8C 
2900 Alfa Stabilimenti Farina Spider to 
the rivet-finned '38 Delage De Villars 
Cabriolet of Emily and Sam Mann. 

On the upper field, just outside the 
entrance to the elegant Pebble Beach 
Lodge, there are modem concept cars; 
the Audi A vus, Ford GT90 and Bugatti 
EB 112 share space with the Chrysler 
Elegante and GM Phantom. What was 
Bill Mitchell thinking when he drew the 
Phantom, a concept car that spawned the 
Pontiac Grand Am and the boattail Riviera? 

The daybreak ritual ends as the cars are 
assembled and the crowds begin to swell. 
By 10 a.m., the Yogi Berra principle 
holds: It's so crowded, nobody goes there 
anymore. Pebble Beach is the world 's 
greatest concours . You just have to know 
when to strike. 

-Matt DeLorenzo 

~~~~ ... ------------------------------------------------------------------- -, 
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Island 
of Art 

B
y late morning, it is merely a 
small island in the roiling sea of 
people that is the 18th fairway 

at Pebble Beach. But it can be a crowd
ed island, this tent where the Automo
tive Fine Arts Society displays its work. 
Just rubbing elbows here can mean 
escape and serenity. It is in the paintings 
and in the sculpture that is on display. 

If you had the powers of that woman 
in the Aurora commercial, you could 
teleport yourself into a Nicola Wood 

painting and find yourself next to James 
Dean and his Porsche 550 Spyder. 

Do you like impressionism? Peter 
Hearsey lets you pretend you're a rail
bird watching Gilles Villenueve in his 
Ferrari coming right at you. Artists such 
as Ken Dallison, Ken Eberts, William 
Motta, Dennis Hoyt are here. Better 
still, they're offering their work for sale. ~ _oJ 

This year, Lincoln-Mercury took 
over the exhibit sponsorship from 
Infiniti , and brought a work of its own 
to display-the handsome L2K roadster 
concept car. We hope it's one original 
that goes into a limited edition series. 

- Matt DeLorenzo 
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The Meaning of 
Monterey 

y ou can put it all into one word, but it's a 
weird one. Voisin. Try it again: vwah
zah. Yes, it's a car. A car even more 

peculiar than its name, with a diverting sprad
dle-legged stance, slab-sided yet tapering body
work that looks like a chunk of Ford Tri
Motor wing, and a darling little toy propeller 
spinning merrily up front. 

That may read like a cartoon, but it 
describes a real race car, one built in 1923 in 
France (where else?) by early birdman Gabriel 
Voisin. Okay, so the one chugging around 
Laguna Seca in 1995 is a reproduction, but it is 
splendidly done, and it brilliantly beamed Cal
ifornia sunshine into an otherwise obscure cor-
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The Concours 
Italiana Is 
No/to Fun 

O ur favorite guy at the Concours 
Italiana was Gordon Bass of 
Sonora, Calif. In addition to 

being a dead ringer for Elvis, he owns a 
black 1982 Maserati Quattroporte stretch 
limo. That's right, stretch limo. 

" Can you believe this?" Bass asked. "It 
was advertised for $12,000 at a drug 
seizure auction in Modesto." 

That was with the "GD FAHTR" per
sonalized plate and the TV antennas in the 
back. Bass was not miffed that the Pebble 
Beach Concours search committee had 
overlooked his car. He was having a great 
time, just like everyone else on the lawn at 
the Quail Lodge this day. They had all 
found a place to fit in and be celebrated. 

Where else could the lady with the 
bright orange fingernails wear her shock
ing green spandex and leather bustier? If 
the Pebble Beach Concours is Pomp and 
Circumstance, the Concours Italiana is 
Louie, Louie. 

Specifically, Louie Lombardo, who, 
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with wife Coleen Peters, every year turns 
his 1974 Lamborghini Espada into 
"Luigi's Lamborghini Cafe," with hors 
d'oeuvres served on the engine block and 
desserts under the rear glass. 

"Our car was kind of ugly," said Peters. 
"There wasn't too much we 
could do with it, so we ended 
up with this. Would you like 
some wine?" he asked. 

Sure. 
And Giorgio Giugiaro, this 

year's honored guest, was hav
ing a splendid time. His life's 
work was displayed along Val
ley Greens Drive, everything 
from the 1960 Ferrari 250 GT 
prototype to his own, inner
ribbed pasta design. ("Holds 
more sauce that way," we're 
told.) When they rolled up the 
Giugiaro-designed Maserati 
Boomerang to the display area, 

asked the 

designer if he could fit in the car. He 
climbed in, said it fit just fine, then fired up 
the engine as if to drive it away. 

"Oh mama, whoooah," is what the 
translator said. 

- Mark Vaughn 
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And this is what Steve Earle's Monterey 
Historic Races, now presented by Chrysler, 
is all about. You'll hear the occasional 

A New York 
Minute on the 
Auction Block 

, p ebble Beach is our star sale, our 
most significant event," said 
David Gooding, head of 

Christie's International Motor Car Depart
. menlo Don Williams at World Classic also 
knows the importance of the peninsula. 

~ "There's much to putting on a successful 
event, but you need a prime location and 
setting, and that's what Monterey has. 
Monterey wasn't created in a day or a year, 
it's evolved with a tradition." 

This rich tradition draws buyers from all 
over the world, and the incredible swirl of 
events stimulates a mood to buy. Auctions, 
of course, can't feed off ambience alone. 
The events need a great selection of cars, 
strong and well-focused promotion, hard 
work and luck. Auctions are live perfor
mances in which the audiences participate, 
and that makes them unpredictable. 

Many buyers attend both auctions, but 
World Classic and Christie's are different 
affairs. Christie's sells far fewer cars from a 
tent-pavilion adjacent to The Lodge at Peb
ble Beach. In general, these are high-luster 
traditional classics, and have dominated 
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grumble in vintage circles about the strict 
codes governing this invitational event, but 
it has been going for 22 years now, and is 
still growing like a puppy. Its success has 
even taken on a negative side, as crawling 
traffic-much of it generated by unconnect
ed but parallel old car events springing up 
on the peninsula-becomes more irksome 
every year. 

But for the vintage racing enthusiast with 
patience (or a reliable alarm clock, to beat 
the rush hour), this is a show you just won't 
see anywhere else. 

Along with the prop-job Voisin was 
another effort in early streamlining, a 

" Best of Show" at Pebble Beach for years. 
This year's star was "The Rimoldi" ' 33 
Alfa Romeo 8C 2300 Corto Spyder, with 
Touring coachwork. Owned for SO years by 
Guilio Rimoldi, an Italian ice merchant, it is 
superbly original and unrestored. 

Numbering 500 or 600 people, the 
Christie's crowd is much smaller than the 
World Classic gatherings. The audience 
appears older, dressier, more conservative 
and international-at ease. Still, such gen
eralizations are slippery in a world so 
obscenely appearance-conscious. Who 
knows what resources might lurk under a T
shirt and tattoos these days? 

Christie's and World Classic differ in 
auction style, too. In Christie's English 
manner, things happen fast. The auctioneer 
has a clear and spare delivery, making 
direct eye-to-eye contact with bidders in 
the room or agents who handle the tele-

1 

Bugatti ''Tank.'' Not a pretty sight, but a 
whole track, full of truly beautiful Bugs, 
more than compensates for it. To the aes
thetic ear, Listening to the 22 FI cars from 
the 1970s and ' 80s, every engine unmuf
fled, is like standing at the focal point of an 
orchestra's brass section. Intellectuals, of 
course, believe that the climax of the week
end was the incredible turnout of the late 
Colin Chapman's exquisite Lotus racers . 
. Then there was Stirling Moss, the leg
endary master, giving driving lessons at the 
hairpin. Said one onlooker: " I have goose 
bumps!" It can't be helped. 

- by Pete Lyons 

phones at the side. Players should know 
their intentions when the bidding starts 
because there' s no time for agonizing deci
sions. Meanwhile, over at World Classic, 
the show 's the thing. There's the familiar 
melodic auctioneer's chanting, ring men 
working the crowd to raise bids and reti
cent owners to lower reserves. The cajol
ing, clever voice-overs and friendly banter 
from the podium give the sale a festive air. 

The contrast is stark over at Pebble 
Beach. The Rimoldi Alfa goes up. The auc
tioneer, Dermot Chichester, begins the bid
ding at $750,000, and price advances quick
ly from there: $800,000-$8S0--0ne 
million-$1 .1-$1.2-$1.3-$1.4-$1.S
$ 1.6-$ 1. 6S O-Any further advances? -
Fair warning now-Bang/sold! Brief, polite 
applause follows. "The Rimoldi" sells in a 
New York Minute. 

- by Phil Schilling 
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Come One, 
Come AII
Bugs and 
Snakes Alike 

In hindsight, we wonder how we could 
have doubted. There is a truism that 
makes the first annual AutoWeek 

Rolling Concours a shoo-in success: 
Everybody loves a parade. 

And that's what it was. A run-what-you-

~~ ..... ~ ..... --------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------, 

The Best 
Show Is Free 

T hey first appear on the drive up, 
cars that would draw a crowd back 
home but almost blend in at Mon-

terey. One by one, they appear in our 
rearview mirror as we buzz up Interstate 5 
in a convertible with the top up. Because the 
plastic rear window distorts the images, we 
perceive the first few to be coupes, 
squeezed into the form of exotics; as the 
cars get closer though, their shapes don' t 
change. They stay low and sleek, until 
supercars fill our mirror. Howling in a glori
ous and verifying roar of V 12, they shoot 
toward the horizon. For hours, Ferraris, 
Lambos, Cobras, Panteras-pedals down, 
exhausts wailing, radar detectors at full 
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alert-pass by, enroute to Monterey. 
Even if you didn ' t have a ticket to the 

Concours or the historic races at Laguna 
Seca or Concours Italiana, you could hang 
around the streets of the Monterey area and 
take in enough glorious cars to last an entire 
year. Two Lotus 7s raced by us in Carmel, 
and we strolled past a Ferrari 250 GT, sit
ting unattended in a parking lot. The one 

I 
I 

and only Rivolta Varedo trundled by, on the ! 
flatbed of a truck. These and other special : 
cars were there for the looking. In almost ! 
every instance, owners were eager to share ~J 
their enthusiasm for their cars. These con
versations are one of the best parts of Mon
terey, in that they are telling of what brings 
everyone here in the fust place. 

-Mark Vaughn 
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brung (but please, make it special) tour of 
262 great cars through the great streets of 
Pacific Grove, Carmel and Monterey. The 
elements ~ere all there: the cars, the towns, 
the weather, the people-both participants 
and spectators. The idea was populism
accessibility for all. 

The accessibility came by way of a $25 
entry fee ($20 of which went to a town pro
gram called Pacific Grove Youth) and free 
admission, whether on Lighthouse Road, 
where the cars staged and were displayed 
for 90 minutes before the start, or along the 
route, where thousands of people lined the 
streets to wave and grin and even cheer. 

Kids, of course. Car guys, obviously. 
But little old ladies in wheelchairs wrapped 
in Scotch plaid blankets? You should have 
seen them beam. 

What did we do to deserve this wonderful 
reception? Just invite regular people to 
become part of the Monterey weekend, 
which had become a party for the rich. 
" Real cars, real people," our publisher and 
the event's host exalted from the podium on 
the flatbed truck. A rally cry is born. Next 
year it should be on the posters. 

Most of the cars were beautiful, and 
those that weren't were lovable. None of 
the people were Beautiful, but we think 
they were all beautiful. 

"Ladies and gentlemen, start your 
engines," announced Carroll Shelby, our 
Grand Marshal, and 262 engines fired at 
once. Old and new, from Avanti to Zagato, 
Volkswagen (the mayor, in her own Beetle 
convertible) to Rolls. Of course there were 
Vipers, Vettes and Cobras galore. Tons of 
Lotuses, since this was their year. Alfas, 
Triumphs, Healeys, Jags and MGs, natural
ly. And a variety of Italian cars. Then there 
were the weird ones: the Mini-Moke and 
the Dolphin, so-named because it is shaped 
like one. It had once been a Jaguar XK 120, 
but it got mated with a 250-year-old red
wood tree that was felled in a windstorm. 

They all rolled out about 90 minutes 
before sunset on Friday, and followed the 
winding road along the undeveloped beach. 
Occasionally, the activities became part of 
the Rolling Concours; one surfer, whose 
rusty Rabbit carried on its roof a sleek 
triple-finned board, slipped out from a stop 
sign and found a comfortable slot between 
the Callaway Corvette and the supercharged 
Miata Speedster. The surfmobile fit nicely 
into the picture, metaphorically; visually, 
the scene was appropriately eclectic. 

The sea lions honked and clapped at that 
one. They were watching from the lineup 
just outside the lightly crashing waves. 

On second thought, make that next 
year's poster. 

-Sam Moses 
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MossonLotus 
Stirling Moss closed his great career in the 
first of Colin Chapman's great cars. At 
Monterey, he takes a look back 

, 
C

olin was a pretty good 
driver, a brilliant engi
neer, and a difficult man 
to deal with. I mean, he 

. was not difficult like Ferrari, but he was 
difficult from our point of view because 
he wouldn't sell the latest equipment. 
And he was difficult because I think he 
built his cars lighter than they should be. 

"I didn't realize it at the time, but every 
·race I went into [my team] was buying 
new stub axles because they were very 
prone to breaking. I didn't know that, it 
was kept quiet from me. 

"He had a good sense of humor-in 
some things. He didn' t have a sense of 
humor against himself. I remember when 
I won the American Grand Prix in a 
Lotus, it happened to be my birthday, and 
they gave me a cake with a Lotus on the 
top. I cut the wheel off and said, 'Go give 
this to Colin.' He didn't see the funny 
side of it at all! 

" I never did business with him myself, 
because he 'd look down a corkscrew and 
say it was straight. Ah, well, that's not 
really fair. I don't think he was dishonest, 
but I think that he would use every oppor
tunity that he could. 

" But having said that, I think his cars 
were terrific. He was brilliant because he 
found ways 'round things that other peo
ple hadn't managed to deal with. He had 
flair, he was intuitive, and he would take 
more risks-not risks, but he'd try things 
out more. If another designer thought, 

'Well, that may be carrying it a bit too far,' 
Colin would say, 'Well, let's see if it is.' 

"Lotuses were never the easiest to 
drive, [but] they were the best. A Cooper 
was something sort of built up by a glori
fied blacksmith, really. The Lotuses were 
delicate, they were a precision job, and if 
you had the precision and were very skill
ful you certainly could do better in them 
than in any other car. But if you hadn't 
[the skill], or wanted to enjoy it, you were 
better off with a Cooper, because you 
could throw a Cooper around and you 
were nearly as fast, and a lot safer. 

"Now later on, as Colin matured, I 
think that his designs were very much 
more pleasurable. But when I was dri
ving them, the difference basically is that 
a Cooper was more adaptable to being 
abused. In other words, you'd come into 
a corner and you could throw it into a 
slide. A Lotus, you'd come into a corner 
and you would take it up to a slide and 
you'd have to hold it on the edge of slid
ing. It didn't like it once it got out of 
shape, you had an enormous job to get it 
back. If a Cooper got out of shape, you 
just corrected it. It was therefore more 
fun to drive a Cooper, but less reward
ing, because driving is fun and winning 
is better." 

- Pete Lyons 

Stirling Moss, who won the American 
Grand Prix in a Lotus, raced his Lotus 
238 at the Monterey Histories. 
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