Who the

heli do
ou think
ou are?
urtis
urner?

BY BROCK YATES

HIS MOTOR RUNNING
FLAT OUT, POPS

IS DRIVING HIS
WAY DEEP INTO THE
ANNALS OF

AMERICAN FOLKLORE

hey call him Pops because he’s
the roughest, toughest stock car
driver who ever lived, and he’d pop
some ol’ boy off the track and
through the fence faster than you
could wink your eye, I swear. And
when Pops ain't manhandlin’ some
stock car around, chances are he’s
having himself one of those world-
famous Curtis Turner parties, with
the baby dolls and the hillbilly
music and enough of that Canadian
Club liquor to keep everybody’s mo-
tors runnin’ ‘round the clock. Hot
damn! Or maybe he’s up in the sky,
flying his twin Comanche through
thunderstorms and hurricanes, his
ol’ straw cowboy hat tilted on that
mop of black hair, peering through
that same ol’ pair of sunglasses he
wears whenever he steps into the
light of day—yep, Curtis Turner is
in the air! Maybe on a marathon
journey to see some baby doll or
maybe on his way to a race or may-
be going off to buy himself another
fifty thousand acres of prime Ap-
palachian timberland. Up there log-
ging more hours on that legend. . ..
The phone rings in the pine-
paneled office of his sprawling
home outside Charlotte and a reedy
little voice on the other end drawls,
“Ha they-a, is Curtis in?” This is
maybe the eleventh baby doll to call
Pops in the past hour and he comes
patiently to the phone, grasping the
receiver in a hand that seems large
even for his thick-boned, six-foot,
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three-inch frame. “Hey, ¢’'mon over,”
he says softly, regarding at arm's
length a glass of Canadian Club
which is lightly diluted with Coca-
Cola. “We gonna start a brand new
party in about ten minutes.” He
hangs up and smiles. “She ain’t a
bad 1i’l ol’ baby doll,” he announces
to John Griffin, a weathered North
Carolinian with clear eyes who is
Pops’ partner in the Carolina At-
lantic Timber Company. “I swear,”
he says, “sometimes I wish I wasn’t
engaged.” Engaged? Curtis Turner
engaged? Ain’t no way you can keep
a man like Curtis Turner tied down
by marriage, so what’s all this talk
about bein’ engaged?

“Hey Pops,” asks John Griffin,
“You ain’t really going through with
that plan to marry Audrey at Char-
lotte in a stock car, are you?”

“Hell yes, Pops,” says Turner
(he calls everybody else “Pops,”
too). “I got me this preacher who
says he'll marry me and Audrey
while I'm driving a stock car around
the Charlotte Motor Speedway at a
hundred and forty miles an hour.
That oughta be the damndest wed-
ding they ever had in these parts.
And that preacher, he’s gotta be the
bravest preacher I ever did see, I
swear.”

Audrey Blankenship comes into
the room and touches her husband-
to-be lightly on the shoulder. Au-
drey is a sweet, wide-eyed 18-year-
old from Marion, North Carolina
who is betrothed to this 42-year-old
man who's raised more hell in his
lifetime than Frank Sinatra, Ship-
wreck Kelly and King Farouk tie
together. ?

“Who was that who just called,
Curtis?”

“Ah, nobody, Sweetie, just some
1i’1 ol’ girl I used to know. Hey, ev-
erybody! Let’s get us another tap,
we gonna start us a brand new
party!”

They go into the enormous bar in
the front of the house—a space some
innocent architect designed as a din-
ing room. Its giant picture window
is covered by satin draperies and
the walls are covered with paintings
of frolicking nudes. The room is lit
with weird fluorescent “black” light
that makes teeth and white shirts
glow in the dark, and the cari-
catured baby dolls have these, uh,
well, parts that glow too. Over in
the corner is a stereo console, its
mahogany top covered with a tee-
tering pile of records. It is blaring
an old Rolling Stones number. Domer
Reeves and his wife, “Big Red,”
come in. And here comes Pee Wee,
a mechanic buddy of Pops’, and a
few more ol’ boys and baby dolls and

pretty soon the room is full. Every-
body gets a tap (a “shooter”) of
C.C. and Coke and all of a sudden,
their motors are runnin'! Hot damn!
The music gets louder and them ol’
boys and the baby dolls are fruggin’
away and Curtis gets himself an-
other tap and announces over the
din, “Hey, Pops, everything is gonna

. be all right!” And it is.

Curtis Turner didn’t just all of a
sudden, one day get to be one of
the most famous men in the south-
east. People up around Floyd, Vir-
ginia, will tell you Curtis Turner was
the best liquor-haulin’ driver ever
in those parts, and there were a lot
of pretty good ol’ boys running with
Curtis in them days. Curtis Turner
was so good he could do a full-speed
180-degree bootleg spin with a 115~
ton pickup on a two-lane bridge and
never touch the sides. The police
would run him all over the state,
but there was no catching him in

that McCullough-supercharged, 1940
Ford coupe with the big springs in
the back. No way you could catch
Curtis, running through the night at
110 mph, up and down through the
gears, broadsliding the turns. “Some
ol’ state trooper ran me 39 times,”
says Curtis, “but he never came
close. In those days there was this
rule that if they didn’t catch you on
the road, you were safe, and I used
to talk with that ol’ trooper and he’'d
say, ‘I'm gonna catch you if it’s the
last thing I do, Curtis.” Later that
ol’ boy committed suicide, and some
people say it was because he could
never catch me. I don’t know about
that, but 39 times sure is a lot.”
They caught Curtis once—after he
crashed the Ford through the gate
of the Little Creek (Virginia) Naval
Station with a load of sugar. He had
this deal, you see, where he’d take
a load of Navy sugar into the hills
and trade it for white liquor, which

he’d in turn sell to the sailors. It
was a very satisfactory arrangement
until certain members of the gov-
ernment heard about it and set a
trap for Curtis and his contacts at
the base. This one night they let
Curtis inside and let him load up
with 500 lbs. of sugar and tried to
arrest him when he came through
the gate. But this was Curtis Turner
they were trying to stop, and he just
crashed through their barricades
with the Ford in second gear. They
unloaded their forty-fives and their
carbines into the trunk, but sugar
stops bullets like sand and Curtis
fled unharmed into the Norfolk
suburbs with a mob of prowl cars
and jeeps in pursuit. By the time he
hit the Nansemond County line and
headed down Highway 58 for the
hill country, the flashing lights of
the law had receded into an other-
wise dark horizon. Curtis ran on,
free for the moment, but fully aware
that every law officer from Norfolk
to Charleston, West Virginia was
mobilizing to block his way into the
sanctuary of the mountains.

The Ford would burn its pistons
after more than fifteen miles of full-
throttle running on the super-
charger, and Curtis motored quietly
through a network of short cuts and
back roads, trying to conserve his
engine and a dwindling gasoline
supply. He made it into the foothills
of the Blue Ridge Mountains before
another patrol car spotted him at an
intersection and resumed the chase.
Lights exploded in the rear-view
mirror and the cacophony of engines
and tires protesting against the ris-
ing speed was punctuated by the
dull, wind-lashed reports of pistol
fire and the whine of bullets around
the cab. Curtis floorboarded the
Ford down a narrow road that
crested a series of low hills and
managed to open a several-hun-
dred-yard lead on his tormentors.

Suddenly the engine faltered. His
gas tank was running dry. At that
moment the police car dipped out of
sight into a hollow and Curtis, still
running 100 mph, snapped off his
lights and veered into the darkness
along the edge of the road. The Ford
leaped and bucked through a thicket
of scrub pines, finally shuddering to
a stop as the lawmen thundered by
at full blast. Curtis got out and
found himself on the edge of a farm-
yard, with a school bus parked near
his battered Ford. In addition to be-
ing out of gas, his lights had been
knocked out by the sortie into the
underbrush and Curtis immediately
set to work siphoning gas out of the
bus and scavenging one of its head-
lights. This done, he extracted him-

self from the pines and drove home
unmolested . . . smack into the arms
of the police, who had the fore-
sight to post a guard around his
daddy’s place in Floyd.

They carted him back to Norfolk
where he went up before a wise old
Federal judge who knew a great
deal about the business of making
and hauling liquor. Curtis explained
to him that, what with the war ef-
fort and all, there were a bunch of
ladies up around Floyd who couldn’t
make no jelly or bake no pies, and
“well, Your Honor, I was just carry-
ing a little sugar up there to help
them ol’ gals out.” The Judge, being
as understanding as he was wise,
fined Curtis $1000 and gave him a
two-year suspended sentence.

About that time, Curtis heard that
some ol' boys were out racing their
liquor-hauling cars every Sunday
afternoon in a cornfield near Mt.
Airy, North Carolina, and he went
down to take a look. The next Sun-
day he had a go himself. They were
a rough bunch of boys, and a lot
of metal got bent up in the course
of a race, but the cluster of folks
who stood on the bank and watched
got bigger every week and pretty
soon a fellow could make more by
racing down at Mt. Airy than he
could hauling liquor. Before long,
Curtis Turner was racing on other
tracks in Virginia and the Carolinas,
rubbing fenders with the likes of
Fonty Flock, Frank “Rebel” Mundy,
Buddy Shuman, Buck Baker, Mar-
shall Teague, Gober Sosbee and Red
Byron. Very tough boys, they were,
but Curtis Turner could beat them—
using a broadsliding, wickedly ag-
gressive style that exploited every
last bit of his monumental courage
and uncanny coordination.

Led by a tub-thumping, Barnum-
like promoter named Bill France,
this band of racers in bib-overalls
became the biggest sports sensation
in the southeastern United States.
The National Association of Stock
Car Automobile Racing was formed
and the word spread from Tennessee
to Florida about how that big ol’ boy
from Floyd, Virginia, could drive a
race car. He raced—and won—at
places like Bowman-Gray Stadium
in Winston-Salem, North Carolina,
where the crowd was so rabid that
sometimes he had to beat his way
out of the race car with a tire iron,
or at Mt. Airy, where he crashed
through a board fence twice—once
after spinning out and again while
re-entering the race. And at the
nasty half-mile in Charlotte where
he broke his back—the only serious
accident he encountered in his two
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Curtis (center) begins a “brand-new” party on the patio outside his house in Charlotte.

Curtis was almost unbeatable on the NASCAR convertible circuit in the late fifties.
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WHO THE HELL DO YOU THINK YOU ARE? CURTIS TURNER?
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(continued from previous page)

decades of racing. Sometimes he ran
for months at a track without being
beaten, piling victory upon victory
A southern sports writer recently
calculated that Curtis Turner has
won 354 feature races, plus an un-
ending string of qualifying heats
and minor events. He won so many
trophies that the den of his fancy
house in Roanoke got plugged to the
ceiling. Fed up with the clutter,
Curtis began to give them away to
friends and casual acquaintances
so that now the mantles of hundreds
of shoe clerks and insurance brokers
who never drove over 65 mph in
their lives are sporting giant pieces
of silverware awarded for winning
contests they would never enter
themselves. “Why not?” asks Pops,
who may be one of the most gener-
ous men alive, “They get a big kick
out of 'em and I didn’t have any
room for them around here. And
besides, T sent the best ones down to
the Stock Car Racing Museum in
Darlington.”

By the middle 1950s, Curtis had
accumulated a sizable personal for-
tune in the timber business. Using
his vast knowledge of the southern
Appalachian timberlands and a bold
but sound approach to high finance,
he rose rapidly in the South’s rug-
ged, laissez faire business circles. He
remained unchanged through the
transition, except for the big house
he bought in Roanoke, the better
brand of liquor he drank and the
flashier clothes he wore. But money
didn't alter the deep hill-country
drawl or the grand, uninhibited gre-
gariousness that gave him friends
and admirers wherever he traveled.
A group of Negroes around Rich-
mond are still talking about the day

Turner arrived on the scene.
Curtis had just completed a
$75,000 timber deal in Richmond

and got himself “about tuned” in a
post-sale celebration. On a whim,
he and a few friends drove out to
the fairground’'s dirt track and
bought grandstand tickets for the
stock car races. Turner had barely
settled into his seat when he spotted
the Negro fellows struggling over
what appeared to be the poorest car
in the whole world. “I believe them
boys need some help,” said Curtis,
leaving his seat in the grandstand.
Still wearing a dress shirt and tie,
he vaulted the fence and arrived in
the pits. Without identifying him-
self, he made repairs on the ex-
hausted engine, then climbed into
the cockpit and drove the car to a
convincing win in the feature. After
handing over the winnings to the

bewildered but delighted car own-

ers, Turner disappeared into the
crowd. It is said that another driver
approached them the following

week, offering to drive the car, but
the owners were firm. *‘No sir,” they
said, “this machine is reserved for
the big man in the white shirt and
the cuff links.”

Pops and Joe Weatherly teamed
up when the Ford Motor Company
got serious about racing in 1955
and they became inseparable bud-
dies. Weatherly was a chunky lit-
tle Virginian whose good-humored
zaniness made him a perfect match
for Curtis. It was Joe Weatherly
who gave him the nickname *'Pops.”
Nothing was more fun for either
than to give the other’s car a clout
that would knock it off-course dur-
ing a race. Once, before a 100-miler,
Weatherly filled the water bottle in
Pop’s car with mint juleps and,
when Turner was about to take a
sip through the rubber tube during
a caution flag slow-down, Little Joe
pulled up alongside and yelled,
“Hey Pops, pass that tube over here
and give me a swig.”

They rented a house at Daytona
Beach together during the annual
Speed Weeks and it became the
scene of some of the maddest de-
bauches in the Western hemisphere.
They traveled everywhere carousing
and chasing baby dolls, laughing
and ramming each other off race
tracks, until that black day in 1964
when Joe Weatherly died in a crash
during the Riverside 500. The com-
bination was broken, and Curtis has
not teamed with a driver since.

Joe’s death was the culmination
of a nightmarish four years that
cost Curtis all his money and even
worse, a four-year suspension from
NASCAR. The source of his trou-
bles was a brilliantly-conceived
white elephant known as the Char-
lotte Motor Speedway. It was Cur-
tis’ idea from the beginning, and it
was his energy and creative talent
that were responsible for its design
and original financing. It was to
have been the best 1la2-mile super
speedway in the world, but was
dogged by bad luck from the mo-
ment the first shovelful of dirt was
tfurned. To start with, an inaccurate
geological survey failed to reveal a
massive ridge of Carolina granite
that straddled the building site. It
took $70,000 worth of dynamite
alone to clear that particular obsta-
cle, and there were more problems,
both natural and manmade, so it
wasn’t long before Turner’s original
one-million-dollar budget had bal-

(Continued on page 132)

SHOP BY MAIL

A — Maoserati Air Horns — These famous horns from ltaly
feature three trumpets of distinctive, ltalian Racing Red
plastic, producing great penetration and carrying power.
A fingertip switch allows choice of three olternating tones
or one tone in unison. Complete w/fittings Specify 6 or
DRIMOIE. oo e mm e s s um ki RPN R 34.95
Dual Model, non-alternating . .ovovvvvivarnsnan $24.95
The “*Colonel Bogey'' — Five chrome trumpets play either
independently or simultaneously at touch of switch, Specify
Sior $2ivwall oG LR T s s T R e $59.95
B — New! Hoan Leatherim Steering Wheel by Butler of
England — These superb 15" dia. leother bound steering
wheels are custom made to our own specifications, world
famous Black Connolly leather is hand-stitched over o
spenge rubber underloy te a heavy gouge high tensile
aluminum alloy of great strength and rigidity. Enjoy a
new experience in driving — the touch and control of a
fine race cor. Alfa 1600 Rdst. $43.00; Alfa 1300 (all),
A/H (fixed) {aoll), Sprites (all), Jog. XK-E, MG-TD/TF,
A, B, B-GT, Midget | & I, MG 1100, Mini & Cooper, Por-
sche 356A, TR-2, 3, 3A (fixed), TR 4, 4A, Spitfire $45.00;
Alfa 1600 GT, XK-140, 150, Rover 2000 & TC $47.00; Jag.
3.8 Mk. 11, S, Mk. X, Volvo 1225, VW ('62 on. 13" dia.)
$50.00; AC, A/H (adi.) (all}, TR-3 adj., Mustang (with
Al D A e e SR B R $57.00
€ — Custom Convertible Teps — Vinyl coated Stendard
model guar, 25 yrs. Deluxe leather grain Confinental
model gquar. 3; yrs. Choice white or blk., both with
black lining, Stondard meodel, $44.95. Deluxe model,
$49.95, Full 4-seater imported cars avail. $56.95, $63.95
resp. (Fobric samples on request.)

D — New Raydyot *'Streamliner’’ Quartz ledine Driving
ond Fog Lamp — New slim model features the same
fomous Raydyot power — more than twice the light in-
tensity of any other conventienal lemp, Complete w/
bracket far horizontal or vertical mounting. Available
as Driving Lamp or Fog Lamp w/Amber reflector 6 or 12
volt. {illegal for use in Calif.) $16.95 eo.
Lamp Covers — from England. Tailored to fit all makes of
lamps, availoble in medium (6”) or large (7”) sizes.
distinctive chequered pattern . ............... $1.95 eo.
E — MNew! Haan Woodrim Steering Wheel by Butler of
Englond — A fine quolity natural mahogany rim s
bonded and rivetted to a heavy gauge high tensile alu-
minum alley of great rigidity and strength. 15" dia.. Alfo
1600 Rdst. $39.95; Alfe 1300 (oll models), Alfa 1600
GT, A/H fixed (all), Sprites (all), XK 140, 150, &
XK-E; MG-TC, B, B-GT, Midget (all), MG 1100, Morgan,
Mini & Cooper, Porsche 356A, TR-4, 4A, Spitfire, TR-2,

3, 3A [H:ed} (vw ‘62 on 13" dia. only} ...... $44.95
Jag. 3.8 Mk. S, Mk. X, MG TD/TF, A ........ $47.95
AC, A/H ud| taH] XK-120, Mustang (with oli.) Rover

2000 & TC, TR-2, 3, 3JA (adj.), Volvo 1225 ..... $52.95
New MGB Walnut Dash Ponel — Crafted from the finest
quality walnut veneer end hand polished to a deep lust-
rous finish this new dash ponel adds the final touch to
VUGB 5 e s e e e T L N R R $6.95
Kroclok Anti-Theft Device — A necessily for every motor-
ist, provides a positive lock between pedal and steering
wheel. $12.95
F — Wanner High Pressure Grease Gun — Finest grease
gun cvailoble. Over 8,000 lIbs. p.s.i. pressure. Features
bock pressure realease valve and iwe position rotating
nozzle. $12.95
“‘CLASSIC'* Gloves by Sala-Spart of Italy — The original
ventilated leather gloves crafted in the workrooms of Fron-
cesco Sala of Milan — Featuring double-leather palm.
Avail. far men & women in sizes 613-10. Specify size and
your choice of Black or Two-tone Brown. .......... $9.95
G — ""IAZ'' High Speed Sports Mirror — Distinctive,
streamlined desian by Raydyot of England. Mirror glass
edjusts and lecks in position by outside locking screw. 347
odjustment area. Universal single bolt mounting. Flat or
convex glass. $8.49

FREE — HAAN 66 CATALOGUE —

YOUR ACCESSORY GUIDE — FREE!
H — World Chompion Jim Clark Driving Gloves — Made
in England of thin, pliable, long-wearing kangaroo skin;
stretchable side panels. Assures a champion's touch ond
sturdy grip. Ex. Sm. (laodies), Small, Med. & Llorge.
Avail. Selid Black or Brown; Grey with Black trim or
Exciting New Red. Specify color & size desired. ...$10.95
Heuer Carrera Wrist Watch — Registers |4 sec., 0-30
min. & 0-12 hours. Precision movement, 17 jewels,
Incablock sheck-protection, unbreakable mainspring,
antimagnetic,
| — International Plates — Celorful new import from Den-
mark, Finest craftsmanship. Available: USA, GB, D, DK,
E:NL, N 55iSF, By F & b vvisinvimnmmnm e $2.95 ea.
Imported Car Badges — Boked enomel on solid brass, 30
different styles. (Send for full color list) ...... $3.95 eo.
10 day money back guarantee. '/; deposit on
C.0.D, orders. Calil, residents aodd 4% sales tax,
Dealers inquiries invited.
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What most camera
owners don’t know about
picture-taking could
fill a 116 page remravion1e:
volume...and \*

INVITATION TO PHOTOGRAPHY, by the
editors of Popular Photography, is a
unique 116 page guide to better picture
taking filled with basic, down-to-earth
advice that helps you eliminate costly
trial and error, time-consuming guess-
work.

Plagued by fuzzy pictures? Poorly ex-
posed film? Drab color shots? Invitation
To Photography is your answer. Whether
you are a beginner, a hobbyist, or some-
one who just likes to take pictures—no
matter what kind of camera you use—
everything you need to know about get-
ting the best out of your camera is now
clearly defined in one concise, easy-to-
understand guidebook.

Including: How to choose the right equip-
ment . . . suiting the film to the occa-
sion . .. using the correct exposure . . .
artificial vs. natural lighting . . . getting
the most from color . . . creative compo-
sition . . . darkroom work.

20 complete, fact-and-photo-packed ar-
ticles in all! Each written by an expert
for people who want to take better pic-
tures. You'll progress guickly, easily and
confidently—with pros like Rothschild,
Pierce and Hattersley looking over your
shoulder on every shot.

So take the first important step towards
those perfect quality photos you're shoot-
ing for . . . by ordering your INVITATION
TO PHOTOGRAPHY! Use the coupon be-
low and R.S.V.P. today! D"|y $15

GET THE HANDSOME LEATHERFLEX-
BOUND EDITION for just $3 POSTPAID!

INVITATION TO PHOTOGRAPHY
is also available in a splendid
deluxe edition, Rugged Leather-
flex cover provides lasting pro-
tection yet is softly textured and
gold-embossed for the look of
elegance. A collector's item—a
superb addition to your perma-
nent photo reference library.
And it's yours, for just ?3
postpaid, when you check the
appropriate box on the order form.

Zitf-Davis Service Division * Dept. IP
589 Broadway * New York, N. Y. 10012
YES! Please send my copy of Invitation To
Photography as checked below:

[] $1.25 enclosed, plus 15¢ for shipping and
handling. Send me the regular edition.
($1.75 for orders outside the U.S.A.)

[J $3.00 enclosed. Send me the Deluxe
Leatherflex-bound edition, postpaid. ($3.75
for orders outside the U.5.A.) Allow three
additional weeks for delivery.

NAME please print

CD-116

ADDKESS

CITy

I STATE ZIP CODE
PAYMENT MUST BE ENCLOSED WITH ORDER
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looned to 1.9 million. Creditors began
to scream and Pops went through
$200,000 of his personal savings in
an effort to keep the payments up.
He held out for a miraculously long
time, managing to reduce the debt
to $800,000 before somebody lost
patience and went to court.

In a final act of desperation,
Turner attempted to float a loan
with the Teamsters Union, who were
known for backing long shots. As
part of the deal, they stipulated
that he organize tre NASCAR Grand
National drivers into the Union.
This he attempted to do—not out
of any commitment to the Team-
sters or to the proposition that race
drivers should be involved in trade
unionism, but only to get the cash
for his speedway. He was signing
up drivers by the dozen until NAS-
CAR boss Bill France caught wind
of the affair and suspended Turner
indefinitely. In fact, Pops had every
major Grand National star on the
roles except, ironically, his buddy
Joe Weatherly.

The Charlotte Motor Speedway
debacle would have broken the
spirit of most men. Turner came
away from the affair penniless,
black-balled from the racing organi-
zation that made him famous and,
worst of all, widely accused of steal-
ing hundreds of thousands of dollars
out of the track’s till. Fortunately,
the Justice Department and the In-
ternal Revenue Service spent two
years investigating the Speedway’s
tangled ledgers, and in so doing
cleared Turner’s name.

Pops turned away from racing for
awhile and devoted his energies to

the timber business and amassing
another six- or seven-figure bank
account. He ran in a few outlaw
events around the south—generally
on dirt tracks, against second-rate
drivers, and his name slowly disap-
peared from the headlines. Never-
theless he continued his full-throttle
approach to life, complete with the
parties that generally staggered on
for days at a time. Life was good
and business was booming, but he
missed the action and exposure of
the major Grand National events.
His position as the most famous
stock car driver had ostensibly been
taken by the aloof, analytical Fire-
ball Roberts, but the hard-bitten
fans hadn’t forgotten him. Turner
still remembers an exquisitely reas-
suring moment on the dark and
deserted beach course at Daytona.
Pops and John Griffin had been in
town on business and, following a
few “taps,” decided to take their
rented car on a couple of laps
around the circuit for old time's
sake. Daytona racing had long since
been transferred to Bill France’s
famous speedway, and the beach
track was in a state of ruin by the
time Curtis began his nostalgic race
through the darkness. He thundered
around and around, swinging wide
in the sand so the rear wheels
rode in the surf, then broadsliding
through the neglected banked turns
and screeching out onto the mac-
adam back stretch that served as a
public road. It wasn’t long before
one of the neighbors called the cops,
and here comes Pops, with the
rent-a-car heeled over and its tires
folded under, only to find his path
blocked by a Volusia County sher-
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iff's cruiser. Pops managed to stop
in time and sat silently behind the
wheel while two deputies ap-
proached. A flashlight beam burst in
his face and an angry veice yelled,
“Who the hell do you think you are?
Curtis Turner?”

No, they hadn’t forgotten.

The timber business had grown
to a point where he had transacted
deals on two million acres of land
by the time Bill France reinstated
him to NASCAR in late 1965. Chrys-
ler was boycotting NASCAR and the
all-Ford festival was keeping the
crowds home in droves, so France
cannily tried to inject some punch
into the late-season races by bring-
ing back his biggest name. By then
Pops was rich again, what with the
timber and the tire franchises and
the fleet of trucks and the interests
in the shrimp processing plants, but
he still wanted to race so bad he
could taste it. He accepted France’s
peace offer instantly.

He'd put on some weight during
the layoff and the first few races in
his Glen-Wood-prepared Ford left
him on the edge of collapse. But he
refused to reduce his social schedule,
telling baffled reporters that “I race
better with a little hangover,” and
he was as likely to arrive at the race
track straight from an all-night
party as he was in the halcyon
days of the Fifties. Some people
said he was too old and too rusty to
ever run competitively again, but
two months hadn’t passed before he
won a major 250-mile race at the
Rockingham, North Carolina super
speedway. He then added a brilliant
drive in the Riverside 500 and a
win in the 300-mile modified stock
car race at Daytona. The doubters
were silenced. Curtis Turner was

back in force.

He keeps the house in Roanoke
exclusively for parties, and now-
adays spends most of his time in
Charlotte. Regulars in the enormous
ranch-style house on Freedom Drive
include his three children by a pre-
vious marriage and a long-time
maid, but the excess beds are gen-
erally kept full by a constant flow
of old friends who appear unan-
nounced, generally hang around for
a few days of partying, and then
wander away to nurse their hang-
overs, catch up on lost sleep, and
replenish their precious bodily
fluids.

But Curtis rolls on, sleeping two
or three hours a night, often re-
stricting his daily food intake to a
late-evening sirloin. He has the con-
stitution and physical endurance of
a grizzly bear, and countless good
men have been reduced to quivering
hulks trying to keep pace with his
schedule for more than a week at a
time. “Hell, if I go to bed without
drinking nuthin,” I wake up with
a hangover, I swear,” says Pops
solemnly.

So on he goes, getting rich, fly-
ing high, driving fast, his motor
runnin’ flat out. Like he says, “If
I was to die tomorrow, I'd be the
happiest son of a bitch who ever
lived.”

And if you've got any sense at
all, you'll forget about putting the
weed Kkiller on the front lawn and
stop worrying about keeping up the
car payments and take the next bus,
airplane or train to Charlotte, North
Carolina, because Pops says he's
going to start a brand new party in
about ten minutes.

Come on boy—git your motor
runnin’! clo

THE WOOD BROTHERS FUEL UP WHEN TURNER MAKES A PIT STOP
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RING THE DAYTONA 500

SPEED - MG - POWER

Fit the H.R.G.. -DERR]NGTON4 port light alloy
cylinder head for 20% increase in power and
torque, to your M.G.-A and obtain outstanding
results, Will also fit Magnette, Riley, Wolseley,
Oxford, Ass, 6o I;oo, 1588, 1622 and all 1800
models using the * es B.M.C. engine.
Complete head kit I:hd $220
Laystall Lucas, for T.C., T.D,, T. F. lllodch M.G. $150
cahﬁ Post free

POWER & SPEED EQUIPMENT for:
TRIUMPH T.R., HERALDISPITFIRE, all FORD (Brit), AlH
SPRITE, 100/4, 1006, 3,000, SUNBEAII range and mos{
British and Contlrlonhl makes.
EIGHT ALLOY, CYLINDER HEADS, FLY-WHEELS,

IL RADIATORS. ENGINE PLA

D EADIATORS TES, PUSH RODS,
WEBER twin choke carburetter Inlet blies. Power
Brakes, S Modifi Ligh Buckel
Seats, Anti-Sway Bars.
EXTRACTOR EXHAUST MANIFOLDS
5 SPECIAL RACING CAMSHAFTS

e originator of Sports and Spud uipment in
1920. Suppliers to all the I, Eﬂmmr; Car
Manufacturers.

For Airmail reply or lists enclose 40c. coin
Mention make and model when writing

V.W.DERRINGTONLTD.

159-161 Lundrn Road. Kingston-on-Thames, England
les. DERONICO, LONDON

! The oldest racing team in

i the country. We started

i with wagons! Send $3 for

1 certificate, card, and 4 x 5

| color decal for your wagon.
e e
i
1
]

1
Carroll Shelby, Director
Terlingua Racing Team
1000 Vaughn Building
i Dallas, Texas

POLAROID LAND PHOTOGRAPHY

Complete guide and only comprehensive and up-to-
date handbook on Polaroid Land Photography.

1966—$1 .25__......#24 1963—%1.00........#25

er by number from
Ziff-Davis Serv i Div. , New York,
N. Y. 10012, Enclose add'l 15¢ per copy for ship-
ping and handling (50¢ for orders outside U.S.A.)

GAR:DRIVER

SUBSCRIBER SERVICE

Please include an address label when writing about
your subscription to help us serve you promptly.
Write to: Portland Place, Boulder, Colo. 80302

Change of Address: < AFFIX LABEL—g,

Please let us know —— -
you are moving at r.. e —I

least 4 weeks in ad- ¢ E E‘L %’ =]
vance. Affix magazine I° g S
address label in space I =1
to the right and print ?D
new address below. If | Z |
you have a question 21
about your subscrip- | =
tion, attach address e |
label to your letter. | 2 § |
To Subscribe: | 2 = |
Check boxes below. I o =3
O New [ Renewal 2 =
0O 5 years $21 | 2
O 3 years $15 o
O 1year $6 I 2 |
Snecify = 2 |
O Payment enclosed I g s
— You get 1 extra o (] |
issue per year FREE!| “‘]
01 Bill me later. Cisacad” Nzl
name please print 0049
address
city
stale Zip-code

133



	1966-11 CD Curtiss Turner Bio 1-2
	1966-11 CD Curtiss Turner Bio 3-4
	1966-11 CD Curtiss Turner Bio 5
	1966-11 CD Curtiss Turner Bio 6
	1966-11 CD Curtiss Turner Bio 7

