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A Note from the Editor
Sometime in the middle of the night the voice whispered to me...

Write a story for October.

Not just any story.

Something ...  different.

At first I felt a bit overwhelmed. 
 
My plate was already full assisting to get the October 10, All Buick 
Car Show at the Fullerton Airport ready to knock everyone's socks 
off.

Then I was compelled to indulge my creative writing skills in a 
whole new manner. 

The excitement and unknown - all wrapped up together into one 
uncertain bundle.

Can I do it?

Will they like it?

What if they don't?

The voice was louder this time:

Write the story.

Page 2

FROM THE RUNNING BOARD



Then it came to me. J Zj*Â the story.

All the thoughts and emotions became lost in the background as J typed the 
words on the electronic pages.

sne page. ¢wo pages. Three pages. gore followed.

The words kept flowing. Then they stopped.

A couple spell checks, several reॼreads for grammar and punctuation and 
then passed by the discerning eyes and mind of $ino. Thumbs up.

This has been one of the most e˗tensive pieces J have written, including 
outside the �lub, and it was deεnitely a personal stretch.
J hope you enɣoy.

And if you donोt, well, perhaps there J� a reason people are afraid of the 
dark.

guahahahahahahaha............

Xessica �handler
*ditor, 
The Running Board
Buick �lub of America
srange �ounty �hapter

FROM THE EDITOR -  Continued

Buick �lub of America
srange �ounty �hapter
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The Driver's Seat
Greetings, Buick Enthusiasts!

October is finally here, and our All Buick Western Regional Show is 
right around the corner! We have over 50 cars registered at this 
point, and I am certain that number will continue to grow right up 
to—and including—the day of the show on October 10th.

The Board has worked hard to make this a wonderful experience for 
everyone in attendance, and as an “insider,” I will say the array of cars 
entered is incredible. If you have not signed up yet, please do! If your 
Buick isn’t able to make the show but you are, come as a spectator 
and enjoy the camaraderie. Better yet, volunteer! We’ll need all 
hands on deck to make this show a success. No experience necessary
—we’re perfectly capable of putting you to work.

September was a busy month for the Club. Thanks to Rory for 
hosting members at the September 12th South OC Cars & Coffee 
event in San Clemente. Those who attended had a great time, and 
there were a handful of Buicks showcased besides our own—not to 
mention an entire section dedicated to classic American cars.
We also had our annual picnic on September 26th. As always, it was 
great to see everyone—and their Buicks—at Irvine Regional Park. 
Thanks to all who came and contributed to the potluck. It is so 
refreshing to spend time together in a relaxed environment, sharing 
stories about our cars and life in general.

FROM THE DIRECTOR
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The highlight for me was hearing about the work garty did on �onnyউs 
উࣀࣃ Riviera over 0ࢿ years agoॸand the test drive aδerward to prove the 
ɣob was done rightॄ garty, can J enlist you to help me with my carै J 
deεnitely want to replicate the burnouts and donuts.

^ooking beyond our show at <ullerton Airport, weউll be back at garie 
�allenderউs on sctober ࣄࢾth for our regular monthly meeting. Jt will be 
a great opportunity for a postॼshow recap and to share ideas for 
improving the �lub e˗perience as we head into ࣄࢿ0ࢿ.

As always, thank you for being the best part of the s�� B�A.

�ee you in <ullertonॄ

Jeff Shugarman
$irector
Buick �lub of America
srange �ounty �hapter

The Driver 's  Seat -  Continued
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Miles & Memories - Continued
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Date:  July 11, 2026
Time:  10:30 am - 3:00 pm or so
Location:  Meet Sand Canyon 
  & Alton - See email

The Running Board

/uly ííă îìîò
î«d �««ual Bu��kÂ ~y È�e Bea��
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Âhat to *˗ʜectु
• � ࣂࢾुࢾࢾaraˑan Ȧruise aɫong ��E
    ʰo sȦeanside
• or so ॼ arriˑe aʰ Eiɫɫ �ʰreeʰ ࣂࣁुࢿࢾ
    Bre˒ing �oɴpan˘
    ॼReserˑed Loʰ �arɦing
• LunȦh ू ʰhen Ʌree ʰo e˗pɫore ࢽࢽुࢾ

MZanterAutoਨgmail.com
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Oct 17

OCCBCA Events

ON THE HORIZON

OCCBCA Club Meeting
Marie Callender's, Anaheim

Nov 21 OCCBCA Club Meeting
Marie Callender's, Anaheim

Page 15

Oct 10 Western Regional All Buick Car Show
Fullerton, 9:00 am

Dec 19 OCCBCA Club Meeting
Marie Callender's, Anaheim

Jan 2 OCCBCA Holiday Party
Newport Beach
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ACCOLADES EARNED
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Craig 
Hughes

Best GM
Dana Point
Car Show

September 
2026
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FEATURE ARTICLE
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Some cars are remembered. 
Some you wish you could forget.

They disagree about the road. They 
disagree about the year. They even 
disagree about the model. But they all 
describe the same car.

Black.
Low.
An enormous chrome grille.

And one headlight with a strange yellow 
glow.

Nobody remembers exactly when people 
started seeing the Buick.

That is when the story starts.

Ask three people and you'll get three 
different decades. One will tell you his 
father saw it sometime in the 1960s. 
Another remembers hearing about it as a 
teenager in the '70s. Someone else will 
insist the story is much older than either 
of them.

It only appears in October.

One of the earliest accounts came from a man named Sheridan “Sonny” Bishop, who was driving 
home late one night on a two-lane Southern California road.

There wasn't much traffic in those days, particularly after midnight. Sonny had been alone for 
several miles when two headlights appeared in his rear view mirror.

They seemed somewhat far behind him at first. Then they weren't. Whatever was back there was 
moving fast.

Incredibly fast.

Sonny watched the headlights rapidly grow larger until he could finally make out the shape 
surrounding them. An old Buick. At least he thought it was.

The car moved into the opposing lane and began to pass. Sonny looked over.

Black paint. Chrome. A hood that seemed impossibly long. 



And that grille.

He would remember the grille for the rest of his life.

The Buick pulled alongside him. And stayed there. It didn't pass. It didn't fall back. It simply kept 
pace.

Sonny tried to see the driver.

There appeared to be someone behind the wheel, but the interior was too dark to make out a face. 
It was the hands he noticed.

Pale hands. Strangely pale. They rested high on the steering wheel, long, gray fingers curled around 
the rim. In the intermittent wash of passing moonlight, Sonny thought they looked almost... 
skeletal.

He immediately looked back at the road. His foot pressed harder against the accelerator. The 
Buick stayed beside him.

He eased off. So did the Buick. For the next several seconds the two cars traveled together down 
the empty highway.

Sonny intensely stared straight ahead.

That was when he knew something was wrong. Not suspected. 

Knew.

The sensation began somewhere between his shoulder blades. An uncontrollable shiver moved 
through his body despite the warm night air.

Something was looking at him.

Not someone.

Some Thing.

MORE THAN METAL - Continued
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MORE THAN METAL - Continued
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He kept his eyes on the road as never before.

Then, from the corner of his vision, he saw one of those pale hands release the steering wheel.
Sonny reflexively looked.

He never told anyone what he saw. Not then. Not ever.

The Buick accelerated, almost casually. That bothered him too. He had expected it to roar 
away, tires screaming, engine howling—something dramatic enough to break whatever spell 
had settled over the road. Instead, it simply moved ahead.

One car length.
Two.
Three.
Then its tiny red taillights were gone.

Sonny drove home without stopping. He never saw the Buick again. 

At least that's how the story was originally told.

Years later, someone asked him what had been driving it. Sonny couldn't answer. 

More likely, he wouldn't.

There are also two versions of that story. In one, he simply walked away. In the other, he stared 
for a very long time at the person who had asked the question and finally said: “You don't want 
to know.”

What we do know is he has spent the rest of his life trying to forget that October night.

It didn't work.

The question that eventually became a surprisingly contentious part of the legend was not 
what had been driving the Buick, rather what Buick it actually was.

Many Buick people wanted to identify the car.



MORE THAN METAL - Continued
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Larry Minery swore it was a late-'40s Roadmaster.
Les Iden said impossible.
Tom Schay insisted the grille put it in the early '50s.

Then Alan Clark produced a drawing made from one witness's description. That only made 
things worse. The grille was wrong. So was the roofline. The rear quarters looked familiar, 
but they didn't belong with the front end. The trim suggested one year while the body 
suggested another. Someone recognized what looked like Roadmaster sheet metal. 
Somebody else pointed out that the windshield couldn't belong to the same car.

Every individual piece looked like something Buick might have built. Together, they made 
no sense.

As more people saw the car, the stories accumulated over the years.

Ruthie and Doug Truhn, returning home late one October night, reported a black Buick 
following them for nearly ten miles. They never saw it approach.

Doug happened to glance in the rear view mirror. It was already there.

He sped up. It stayed with them. He slowed down. It stayed with them.

Ruthie finally told him to pull over and let the lunatic pass. Doug started to, then, for 
reasons he could never explain, he changed his mind.

Years later, when somebody told them about the rules, Ruthie reportedly went silent.

A tow-truck driver, Doug Cook, saw a black Buick sitting on the shoulder shortly after two 
in the morning.

He slowed. There was nobody standing beside it. He passed, checked his mirror, and 
decided to back up to see whether the driver needed help. 

The shoulder was empty. No Buick. No headlights. No dust.

Nothing.



MORE THAN METAL - Continued
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Neil Matranga, a mechanic, encountered it at a traffic light.

He had spent most of his life around old cars and knew Buicks particularly well. At first, he 
admired it. Then he started looking closely. The longer he looked, the less sense the car made.

The roof was too low. The windshield was too small. The hood was too long for the wheelbase. 
The proportions were wrong. And the grille seemed enormous.
The car was idling. He could hear the engine—a deep, uneven burble that should have been 
familiar. It wasn't.

There appeared to be no one inside. Then he noticed the hands. 
Pale.
Motionless.
Waiting on the steering wheel.

Every hair on his body stood up.

The traffic signal remained red. The mechanic looked forward. He told himself not to look 
again.

The light was taking way too long. He could hear the Buick beside him. That engine. That slow, 
uneven idle.

He could feel a gaze upon him.

He looked....

As the light turned green, the Buick moved away—at first with that same casual acceleration 
and then, somewhere farther down the road, it seemed to simply...
disappear.

Neil never again drove that road at night in October.



MORE THAN METAL - Continued
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Years later, people would ask what he had seen behind the wheel. He never told them. Once, 
somebody asked whether it had been a dead man. The mechanic said no. Nothing more. It was 
his frightened eyes that would always give him away.

By then, the story had reached local car clubs. Photographs were requested. None appeared.

Every few years someone claimed to have one. However, nobody ever seemed able to produce it.

Adding to it all, the sightings gradually became stranger. The Buick seemed to be changing.

Older witnesses remembered a fairly conventional automobile. Later witnesses described 
something lower.

Longer.

Darker.

The windows became smaller. The hood grew longer. And the grille—
the grille seemed to be growing.

Someone eventually compared several witness drawings. None depicted quite the same 
automobile. Worse, none depicted an automobile Buick had ever built. Until one witness finally 
said what everyone else had apparently been thinking:

“I know it's a grille, but I swear the thing was leering at me.”

Then somebody finally photographed it. The picture wasn't particularly good. It had been taken 
at night from inside another car. The Buick was several lengths ahead, illuminated mostly by 
headlights. But there it was.

A low black body. The small rear window. Those tiny red taillights.

The photograph circulated among several old-car enthusiasts, sparking memories some of them 
would have preferred to leave alone.

Someone finally digitally enhanced and enlarged the photograph. That's when they noticed 
the license plate.



MORE THAN METAL - Continued
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California. 

Vanity plate. 

Seven characters.

PRETTY1

Nobody knew what it meant.

Someone tried to locate the car. They couldn't. There were no records of the plate. No 
registration stickers could be seen in the photograph.

Then an older club member, Fred Rawlins, saw the picture. He didn't care about the plate. He 
wanted to know where the photograph had been taken. They told him.

His face changed. For several seconds he said nothing.

Then he asked exactly where. They told him.

Fred sat down.

He had seen the Buick. Forty-three years earlier on the same road. He remembered the 
headlights: One white, one yellow. He remembered the grille.

He remembered the hands.

And he, too, had tried to see the driver.

It was a choice he has regretted for the rest of his life.

People asked him what he'd seen. Fred wouldn't say.

That seems to be another thing the witnesses agree upon. The ones who don't look can describe 
the car forever. The ones who look at the driver stop talking about it.
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There is one final part of the story. It concerns what you're supposed to do if you encounter the 
Buick. Apparently, there are rules. Nobody knows where the rules came from. Nobody 
remembers who first told them. There is no written original anyone has ever found. Yet people 
who know the story tend to repeat them exactly the same way.

If you see the Buick approaching from the opposite direction, you're fine.

If it passes you, you're fine.

If you see its taillights disappearing ahead of you, you're fine.

But if the Buick appears in your rearview mirror...

and doesn't pass...

Don't stop.

Don't pull over.

Don't try to get a better look.

And whatever you do—don't let it disappear from your mirror. Nobody knows what happens if 
it does.

There are stories, of course. There are always stories. But nobody who claims to know can ever 
tell you where they heard them.

According to the oldest version of the legend, there is one thing nobody has ever reported seeing: 
the Buick arriving. It is simply...

there.

Which means that if you happen to be driving alone on an October night and glance into your 
rearview mirror—and a pair of headlights is suddenly behind you...

you may find yourself wondering how long they've been there.
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Look carefully. 

One will be white. The other may have a faint yellow glow.

Don't waste time trying to figure out specifics about the car. People have been trying to for 
decades.

Don't slow down. 

Don't pull over. 

Just keep driving.

And if the Buick moves into the other lane and pulls alongside you, keep your eyes on the road.

You may see the grille.

You may hear the engine.

You may even see those pale hands wrapped around the steering wheel.

That's all right. Keep looking straight ahead.

Because sooner or later, you will feel it.

That shiver running down your spine.

All the hairs on your body standing on end.

The unmistakable sensation that something in the other car has turned its head...

and is looking at you.

But whatever you do...

Don't look at the driver.





Part 8 - Use It or Lose It, Part Deux
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Css^Jj= TE* TJTAjु TE* JjSTA^^

The reॼinstallation of the resurrected radiator was a piece of cake on the Roadmaster.

¢o paint or not to paint, that is the ̍uestion.

Âe decided not to paint the core of the radiator. jothing to block the functionality of the 
cooling system. Brandॼnew core, brandॼnew bolts, brandॼnew lock washers, brandॼnew hoses and 
clampsॸit all made for a seamless installation. Âith the hood removed for easy access, the whole 
thing was ̍uick and painless.

All e˗cept for one tricky partु installing the new radiator εlter with the peepॼglass window.

J had heard about this trick from the spiritual leader of our club. At breakfast one morning, 
amongst the cacophony of clubॼmember voices, J mentioned what J was doing with the Buick 
radiator. Ee looked at me and saidु

՜iaȥe sure you ɛut a ̇Ȫter on tȎereԬ՝

Pearls of wisdom, to be sureॄॄॄ

J had never heard of a radiator εlter, so this was 
a novelty. Aδer breakfast, J looked it up and, 
lo and behold, this animal does e˗istॄ

J searched high and low, read reviews on about 
four diΦerent devices, and εnally found one 
J liked from å*=�.

snce the radiator was installed and the hoses 
were hooked up, J pulled up the installation 
instructions for that particular unit. �utting a perfectly good radiator hose to install it was a bit 
concerning, but as the saying goes, you have to crack some eηs to make an omelette.

<ortunately, it was no problem. The εlter εt perfectly, and J cinched it down with stainlessॼsteel 
clamps J got at my local �anta Ana jAPA. The ones that came in the kit were �hinese garbage.

This was an easy upgradeॸsimple and straightforward enough.

sr so J thought.

amongst the cacophony of clubॼmember voices, J mentioned what J was doing with the Buick 

å*=� Radiator <ilter
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The one thing that didnউt work out so great was the seal around the glass peep hole. They donউt 
mention that you need to put down some sealant to make sure it doesnউt leak.

Aδer losing about a ̍uart of coolant, J pulled the unit back oΦ, sealed it with gasket adhesive, 
reinstalled it, and we were oΦ to the races.

sne of the great things about the উ4ࣅ Buick Roadmaster is that the hood is relatively easy to take 
completely oΦ. The radiator installation deεnitely beneεted from having it out of the way. 
*verything was easier to reach, and J wasnউt εghting the hood and shaving my knuckles 
throughout the entire process.

The other cool thing is that, when youউre εnished, you can drive the car around without the hood 
for testing purposes.

¢esting purposes, of course.

J had to make sure everything was functioning correctly, so J took the Buick out for a hot lap.

And by hotू J mean it was 1ࣀࢽ degreesॄॄॄ

Thatউs when the radiator εlter really became 
entertaining.

As the engine warms to operating temperature 
and the thermostat opens, suddenly you get a showु 
a torrent of green coolant flowing through the peep 
window and back into the top of the radiator.

jo more guessing whether the water pump is workingॄ

Aδer an e˗tended drive, J could watch the coolant 
moving through the system, watch the heat indicator 
stay low, and actually feel the diΦerence in the engine 
bay now that the radiator wasnউt pluηed up and was doing what a radiator is supposed to do.

Jt was actually working.

J brought the Buick back to the shop for a εnal inspection and watched the radiator εlter doing 
its ɣob. Jt was already catching the little floaty bits still circulating in the blockॸthe very same 
debris that, without the εlter, would have gone straight into the radiator we had ɣust spent a ton 
of money to get recoredॄॄॄ

And then came the club picnic.

Use It or Lose It, Part Deux - Continued

jo more guessing whether the water pump is workingॄ

moving through the system, watch the heat indicator 
stay low, and actually feel the diΦerence in the engine 

Jnॼ^ine Radiator <ilter
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The vehicles were beautiful, the food was great, and the conversation and stories were 
wonderful.

There was only one snafu.

sne of our club membersॸwho shall remain namelessॸbrought his beautiful 
automobile, which promptly threw up a chowder of brown soup from its radiator.

gaybe a bad hose. gaybe a loose clamp.

Jf only he had read last monthউs installment of ReॼAwakening the ¢itan about 
<^©�EJj= ¢E* RA$JA¢sR in the summer, perhaps this unfortunate event could 
have been avoided.

Eopefully, more club members will flush their radiators at =aryউs Radiator �hopॸsay 
hello to Pops for meॸand consider installing a radiator εlter with a peep window. Being 
able to actually watch the coolant circulating and see the system doing its ɣob is pretty 
damn satisfying.

And perhaps, someday, brown radiator chowder in our club membersউ automobiles will 
become a distant memory.

Respectfully Èours,
ॸ $ino
Public Relations
Buick �lub of America ॼ s� �hapter

Use It or Lose It, Part Deux - Continued



3 - Elvia Figueroa (Robert)
7 - Neil Matranga
8 - Dino Changanaqui (Jessica)
10 - Stacey Jacobi (Chuck)
13 - Daniela Rendon (Juan)
24 - Kirk Wells
26 - Sam Mandlin
26 - Doug Truhn (Ruthie)

Garage Humor

Birthdays

Page 31



The �Üchange

Waiting for your items!

Buy • Sell • Trade • Talk
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Ähere Bɸiǥȥɥ ̇nd their neʖt ɥtorʗԬ

�Öaila~le

Got extra parts? Cleaning out the garage?
This space is yours.

�ɸǤȳit ʗoɸr >�,, ǥlaɥɥi̇ed adɥ toԦ
Jessica Chandler at:

jessica@OCBuickClub.com
>irɥt ǥoȳeԬ >irɥt ǥlaiȳedԬ

Waiting for your items!
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�o¾ Pale

�e¾oÜ �Íel Ta~s

THE EXCHANGE

� solid-state fuel catalyst designed to 
optimiɼe combustion, improve engine 
ef˟ciency, and reduce harmful emissions.
¥erfect for keeping your engine clean and 
running at peak performance.
Compatible with gas and diesel engines

Call or Text7827-522-949 ي
-mailي eessicaۮ�C�uickClub.com

�oost ef˟ciency. Clean burn. 
uore miles per tank.
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uore miles per tank.

dake joÍ¾ Titaną

?

�
� Pho×Tiªeą 
daÜ Ń Phine

u�D- Iw TO- ÅS�ٍ -xclusively for �CC�C�ٍ

Clean, Þax ۯ Shine in one. Þorks in direct 
sunlight. ¨eady to use. wo streaks or 
smudges. �nti-fog. Åse onي �ny painted 
surface, Chrome, ¥ainted metal, Stainless 
Steel, -xhaust ¥ipes, ¥lastic, Trim, Glass, 
uirrors, ¨ubber and moreٍ

Call or Text7827-522-949 ي
-mailي eessicaۮ�C�uickClub.com

Cars ى uotorcycles ى ¨Vs ى �oats ى �nd uore


lean joÍ¾ Titaną
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THE EXCHANGE

1923 Buick Wing Windows — Pair — $100
�rass wing windows from a באח׏ six-cylinder open car. �ne glass 
included that can be used as a pattern for the missing glass.

1932 Buick Headlights — Pair — $200
¥air of original headlights. �oth glass lenses are missing.

1932 Buick Center Bar w/Buick Tag — $100
Center bar with �uick emblemٖtag. �vailable separately from 
headlights.

1946 Buick Grille — $250
Complete grille with good chrome. wo dings or dents.

LOCAL PICKUP ONLY — WILL NOT SHIP

Contact: Tom Schay

Phone: (562) 201-4651

LÍst �n�s $e¾e

Þorldٔs ُ׏ -ncapsulating Coating
For uetal, Concrete, Fiberglass, 
and Þood

       949-522-7827

�rmor for äour uetal.
¥owered by ¨ust Grip.
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For Sale
THE EXCHANGE,  Continued

BUICK PARTS FREE TO CLUB MEMBERS 
Courtesy of Ken Mork, Lois Powers and the late Lee Wengrin.

STRAIGHT 8 ENGINE PARTS
Distributors: 110801, 663F, 111085, 1110815, 663Z, 663Y
320 Engine Blocks: 50979357 • 68469377 • 55223287 (1949) • 54305747 • 
64162284 (with cam & crankshaft) • 48674237 • 656717687 (hydraulic lifters)
Most have bearing caps.
Other Engine Parts:
10 rocker arm assemblies, believed to fit 248 & 320 engines • 320 rocker 
covers • 3 320 oil pans • 3 oil pumps • 3 oil filters • 8 thermostat housings • 2 
torsion balancers • several timing covers • flywheel housings for 248 & 320, 
plus 2 bottom covers • approximately 50 pushrods in 6 different lengths—
call for measurements
Pistons: 1 set of .040 pistons for a 320; fits one of the 320 blocks listed above.
Water Pumps: Casting #1336756, #1339915, #1307345
Intake Manifolds: 1937 plus 3 others, probably for 320 engines.
Exhaust Manifold Pieces: 1937 — Casting #288765, #1288764

CHASSIS & BODY PARTS
1937 shock absorbers • 4 front brake backing plates • 4 rear axles, believed to 
be 1937 • A-arm, Casting #266679, believed to be 1937 • 1939 bumper • half of 
a 1939 grille (cracked)

STRAIGHT 8 CRANKSHAFTS & CAMSHAFTS - Courtesy of Lois Powers
Several Straight 8 crankshafts and camshafts are available. You will need the 
casting number for the part you need.
If you know the casting numbers and corresponding years for any Straight 8 
crankshafts, please send that information to Fred.

1962 SKYLARK & SPECIAL PARTS - Courtesy of the late Lee Wengrin.
A collection of 1962 Skylark parts is also available to Club members. Many of 
these parts also fit Buick Specials.

Interested or have casting-number information?

Fred Rawling
fred.rawling@live.com
(562) 644-4670
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SEEKING
THE EXCHANGE

Vintage Vlchek Tools
Seeking vintage Vlchek tools, including open and box-end wrenches, ball 
peen hammers, monkey wrenches, screwdrivers, metal punches, and 
related items.

The older, the better. Cosmetic condition is not important—functionality is 
key.

If you have any available, please reach out.
— Dino

      949-375-0426
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>or thoɥe ʑho ȥnoʑԬ
Be�oªe a 8eª~er

gembership in the srange �ounty �hapter of the Buick �lub of America connects you with 
a community that values craδsmanship, history, and the stories behind every mile.

<rom local drives to national events, this is where Buick enthusiasts come togetherॸnot ɣust 
to show their cars, but to share them.

geɴȥership JnȦɫudesु
ॹ gonthly meetings and events
ॹ Access to the national B�A network
ॹ jewsletter features and member stories
ॹ A community built on shared passion

$ownload your membership formु orangecounty.buickclub.org

Buick �lub of America ॼ srange �ounty �hapter is a chartered chapter of the Buick 
�lub of America २B�A३.

<or membership in the s� �hapter, you must be a member of the Buick �lub of America or 
have applied for membership.

<or B�A gembership information visit buickclub.org

https://orangecounty.buickclub.org/membership/
https://www.buickclub.org/
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The People
Behind the
Chapter

The Running Board
The Running Board is published monthly, on the 
last day of the previous month. 

Contributions to the newsletter are welcomed and 
should be received by the 15th of the month. 

Submissions:
jessica@OCBuickClub.com

Crafted in collaboration with the unseen 
hand of Aeth3r

Leadership
Jeff Shugarman
Director
shugar410@gmail.com

Sam Mandlin
Assistant Director
crankshaftsam@yahoo.com

Alan Clark
Treasurer
awc13@earthlink.net

Rod “Anthony” Albin
Secretary
tony@apcbearings.com

Ruthie Truhn
Membership
ruthtruhn@gmail.com

Jessica Chandler
Newsletter Editor
jessica@ocbuickclub.com

Dino Changanaqui
Public Relations
dino@ocbuickclub.com

Msgr. Doug Cook
Historian
msgr.dcook@rcbo.org

Articles presented in The Running Board reflect the opinion of the 
authors, not necessarily the views of the editor or the club. The 
Running Board and its editor seek to publish accurate information 
but do not assume any liability or responsibility in the event of a 
claim of loss or damages resulting from publication. 

Website: orangecounty.buickclub.org 

Instagram: @buick_cluboc

https://orangecounty.buickclub.org/
https://orangecounty.buickclub.org/
https://www.instagram.com/buick_cluboc/







