
 

Here we go again 

 

Recently Ernie was appointed to the National board. So, what’s in it for me? Well, 

plenty, as it turns out. Ernie served in the same capacity about 20 years ago, so some of 

what’s involved is familiar to me. 

 

There are two board meetings a year. Some of them may be done by teleconferencing, 

but some will require travelling to other parts of the country. I recall that one of the board 

meetings was held in Colorado, and it snowed. There are folks who will deny it, but there 

was a snowball fight that started in the parking lot and ended in the hotel lobby. I have 

the pictures to prove it. These meetings are very serious. 

 

Well, actually, they are. It is at these meetings that club policies and budgets are set and 

locations for national events are selected. Still there is time for fun, especially for the 

spouses who come along for the ride. 

 

It was at board meetings that I met many of the club friends that I still have today. We 

spent time shopping, commiserating over lunch, and talking about our hobbies. I’ve 

swapped knit and crochet patterns with several of them. There are also seminars to attend. 

There was one seminar on quilting which was fascinating, even though I don’t quilt. I 

also attended some seminars pertaining to cars. This was so I could take notes while 

Ernie was at an important meeting.  I don’t care how good the speaker is, chrome just 

isn’t that exciting, however I went into reporter mode and got Ernie the information he 

needed. 

 

Since the meetings were held in different places, I got to see local museums and shops, 

not just the chain stores that are in every mall. Just as you are not likely to be able to buy 

a lobster trap in New Mexico, turquoise jewelry isn’t readily available in New England, 

so going to the source is always a plus. 

 

One of the meetings was in Sacramento. Since the Mark and James were still young, we 

decided it would be educational to take them along. The side trips, including one to the 

Napa Valley, were a high light for them, even though they couldn’t participate in the 

wine tasting. After the meeting was over we rented a car and drove down the Pacific 

Coast Highway, stopping in on Mrs. Winchester’s house in San Jose and the Hearst 

Mansion in San Simeon. Both places were interesting, and the boys had fun with the 

stairs to nowhere at Mrs. Winchester’s. If it hadn’t been for the board meeting, we would 

never have seen these places. 

 

One of my favorite pass times at the earlier meetings was “spying” for Ernie. Some of the 

board members would approach me to find out how Ernie stood on a particular issue. 

Perhaps they thought I’d be able to sway his vote. Sure—in their dreams—Ernie is one 

stubborn Yankee, or does he get it from his Canadian ancestors? At any rate, changing 

his mind is not an easy feat. At first, I would do my best dumb blonde imitation and 

confess that I had no idea what they were talking about. Maybe that person should 



explain the issue to me. I would then inform Ernie of the conversation. Later on I decided 

that was a deceitful thing to do and would just tell them. “Why don’t you ask him?” 

 

Besides, after a day of meetings, the last thing Ernie wanted to do was talk about them. It 

was time to relax. 

 

Generally, though, the meetings were fun, interesting and a good way to find out how 

other sections did things and what they were doing and how they handled judging, or 

rallies. New twists on old events freshen things up. 

 

Many times the board meetings were held in conjunction with Starfest or some other 

national event. This meant there was likely to be a rally, a concours, or an autocross, or 

all three. In cases like that, there were even more people to meet and more things to see.   

 

One of Ernie’s more entertaining duties, at least to me, will be to attend at least one 

meeting at each section in his region. That’s fun, too. The last time he was a national 

officer, he surprised me with a dinner invitation.  

 

About 2:30 in the afternoon he called and said. “Be ready by 3:30. We are going out to 

supper.”  

 

I asked where we were going, and he said, “The Bavarian Chalet.” 

 

I’d never heard of it and couldn’t figure out why I had to be ready so early. We got on the 

Mass Pike and headed west, blowing past Sturbridge and Springfield. It wasn’t until we 

crossed the state line that he finally told me the restaurant was in Albany, New York. It 

was a lovely night out. The food was delicious and the company was interesting. 

 

Most of the time, I knew in advance that we were going somewhere and where “where” 

was. Going to the different sections also gave me a chance to participate in the events the 

other sections had. I particularly enjoyed the car show at Hudson Mohawk where the 

concours was similar to Minute Man’s, but for the women there was a hat contest and a 

picnic basket contest. 

 

Northern New Jersey had a meet at MBNA headquarters. Meeting some of the people 

who work there was interesting. All of the sections held interesting events. 

 

So what can I expect this time around? Even though more of the meetings will be 

teleconferences, I can expect more of the same--well—except for the snowball fight, but 

that’s fine with me. Meeting new people, seeing new places, all of that adds up to more 

pictures to take and new ideas to bring back to Massachusetts. It will also mean getting to 

talk to other spouses who are along for the ride and get feedback, and maybe, ideas for 

more columns.  
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