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The first “official” St. Louis auto show was probably held in 1907 and involved a parade to Forest Park. 

The 1904 St. Louis World’s Fair was already past history by then.  However, the 1907 drive to the park 

may have been in salute to the first major automotive exhibit to be held in this part of the Midwest. 

That had taken place during the World's Fair for an event deemed “Transportation Day.”  

“Transportation Day” likely was the first dedicated effort to display automobiles at a World's Fair. The 

cars that caravanned to Forest Park in 1907 were decorated in floral finery and judged on beauty and 

creativity of decorations.  The cars themselves were not judged -- just their decorated appearance.  

These were the early roots of the Horseless Carriage Club of Missouri, Inc. (HCCM).  St. Louis was noted 

to be second only to Detroit in the early days of automotive manufacturing.  Many of those early 

industrialists formed the foundation of HCCM.  Early innovators in the automobile business, and HCCM, 

included such notables as George P. Dorris, A.L. Dyke, and Henry Borbein.  Interestingly, those three 

gentlemen and others had formed a loose confederation, doing automotive related things together for 

many years after some of their industries had ceased automotive production.  Finally a name was affixed 

to that confederation in the early 1940s.  Formally, the Horseless Carriage Club of Missouri, Inc. was 

founded in 1944.  George P. Dorris, clearly a legend and one of the club's founders had made the Dorris 

automobile and engineered the design and production of the St. Louis automobile as well.  Today, Dorris 

family members are still active with the club. That legacy is important to our history and helps ensure 

the vibrant future dedicated to the preservation of automotive history in the St. Louis area.  

 

We have many second, third, and even fourth generation families as members as cars get passed down 

from one generation to the next.  While we trace our early roots to “Brass and Nickel Era” automobiles, 

the club is open to everyone with an interest in automotive history.  You don’t need to own a car to 

belong to HCCM.  The HCCM organization follows the Missouri rule on "historic vehicles" which means 

cars eligible for show must be at least 25 years old.  It's a good rule, because vehicles that have reached 

that age are not often seen on the byways and highways.  When they ARE seen, it is a moment of past 

glory and excitement that folks often enjoy and surely conversations and reminiscing occurs.  The dream 

lives on in the HCCM...a large field of dreams, memories and discoveries.  The dream of motoring's 

"yesteryear," the dream of "the way it was," the recollection of a first car, a prom, or a honeymoon.  The 

recollection of breakdowns and long trips, kids in back and an open road ahead leading to freedom and 

exploration prevail.   

 

My personal story… 2015 has just rolled around and I think back upon the years I’ve owned antique cars 

or “tinkered” with these old-timers. This is my fifth year to serve as President.  Time goes by quickly and 

I realize how much I owe to members of this club.  I hope I’ve been able to give back as well.  Looking at 

things in retrospect demonstrates why I joined HCCM in the first place, and why many folks join this 

organization.  I formally got involved in the antique car hobby in the early 1980s…over 30 years ago with 



my first car, a 1928 Model 28-20 Std. Buick.  I knew little about automobiles then, but the Buick was a 

great learning experience.  It was simple enough not to be too frustrating for a “newbie” to the hobby.  

It was not an intimidating way to get into the hobby and everyone was encouraging.  Most of all, owning 

the Buick, was an “icebreaker” and many great conversations ensued at gas pumps, parades, events, or 

just driving around town now and then for fun.  It was especially thrilling to take the Buick when I and 

my friends would go out for dinner at a restaurant or just to grab an ice-cream cone.  It was always fun 

to dress in period attire and travel back in time to the era of the car.  The Buick presented challenges 

from time-to-time, but there were quite a few old-timers who know these cars and were so helpful.  

 

I recall three individuals were very intuitive when it came to cars of this era of my Buick.  Another person 

was especially helpful because they had a similar 1928 Buick and knew the car backwards and forwards. 

This gentleman was the first one I spoke to in the Horseless Carriage Club and he was the one who got 

me involved in the club.  We must have talked on the phone for three hours when I was contemplating 

the purchase of this car.  He convinced me to buy it, and so the adventure began.  Without the 

mechanical prowess of these gentlemen, and others, the car would have become a “garage-queen.”  I 

remember the day I purchased the car and my mother was still alive.  She and her “garden-club friends” 

thought I was nuts, and they probably were right.  There were virtually no brakes when I drove it home, 

and this car had “contracting” brake system which was something quite unique.  My new car club friend 

suggested I take the car to A&E Brakes on Dr. Martin Luther King Drive because they knew how to work 

on industrial brakes and could fabricate anything.  I drove down to the city one Saturday morning with 

my support team following, and the car became a reason for a small and quite impromptu 

neighborhood “festival” to take place.  Folks saw me drive up and they were curious and soon I had a 

fairly sizeable audience wanting to know everything about the car.  The car was generally reliable as 

1928 reliability goes.  There were a few “mechanical/electrical opportunities” during the period I owned 

the car.   

 

There was many a day, especially as a new owner, I stood there looking at the engine, scratching my 

head and asking myself, why didn’t it run?  The “crying chair” came out frequently.  The first challenge I 

encountered involved the changing of tires and tubes on split rims.  I borrowed rim jacks and tire tools 

from my friend, got new tires and tubes and proceeded to go to work.  Amazingly, I got them all 

mounted correctly and the rims were reinstalled on the car’s wood spoke wheels...double whitewall 

Denmans from Easton Tire.  That was super-cool and the car looked great.  I felt like Elliott Ness in the 

“Untouchables” driving around…sans Tommy Gun of course.  I only skinned a few knuckles and uttered 

colorful language once or twice.  The next “opportunity that presented itself occurred when I was 

invited out for a calendar shoot in St. Charles, and a friend and I picked the car up in Glendale where I 

had stored it in one of mom’s garden club friend’s garage.  The car ran great on the long morning 

journey out to St. Charles and a cornfield on Highway 94.  The old Buick even made it over the very 

narrow rickety bridge (now removed) that led into St. Charles.  It was much like driving over the old 

“Chain of Rocks” – white knuckles and a lot of focus, but a flashback to a different era.  However, the 

temperature on that particular day really climbed and humidity was typical of St. Louis in July.  On the 

return, the car would just cut out and stop…no reason and no warning.  You would coast to the shoulder 

and wait.  It seemed like vapor lock in that old Marvel brass updraft carb.  I simply couldn’t figure it out. 



After a 15 minute to a half-an-hour wait, the car would run fine for awhile, and then the episode would 

repeat.   

 

After a few months of Zen meditation, beer, and contemplation, studying the engine and carburetor, I 

had the car towed to the home of one of the old-timer members because others were equally as 

perplexed as I was.  It took this gentleman all of five minutes to diagnose the problem.  Stanley knew 

immediately where to look.  Who would have thought that a 60 year old ignition coil would fail?  The 

challenge was that this was a bakelite encased side-pole coil mounted on top of the generator...the 

original Buick part!  You would think GM would have created a more reliable part…60 years…I expected 

it to last at least 100 years.  We ended up fabricating a new bracket to accept a standard six-volt coil.  It 

solved the problem.  Early on, in ownership of this car, it always seemed to have fuel problems.  It had 

been retrofitted with an electric fuel pump and a more modern updraft carb, bypassing the vacuum tank 

mechanisms.  Often it seemed to over-pressurize and then blow past the seals of the carb and fuel 

would run out the throat of the carburetor, creating a dangerous situation.  Another new found car 

friend suggested an axiom, which I quickly learned was completely applicable to many things in life and 

not just antique cars.  He suggested that I was over-thinking the problem and that things were 

engineered a certain way for a reason.  He said; don’t try to change something that worked when it was 

new.  He was right!  I had changed out the electric pump with another electric pump, installed a 

regulator and was still seeing issues.  I couldn’t control the pump…it was either on or off and was not 

pressure driven.  Thus, I would either burn out the pump or flood the carb with too much fuel.  The 

solution was to restore the vacuum tank, find an original Marvel T-3 brass bowl updraft and take things 

back to original.  Marty, my HCCM “enabler” from day one, helped me with the vacuum tank and some 

carb parts and I found a near perfect carburetor in Hemmings Motor News.  I rebuilt it, re-jetted it and 

everything worked perfectly thereafter.  I never had a single problem after that.  

 

The above stories are the reasons one joins a club such as HCCM.  “Knowledgeshare” is so important. 

After learning a few difficult lessons by “School of Hard-Knocks,” I went on to share what I had learned 

with others when they encountered similar problems.  I was even able to help one of my “experts” with 

his late 20s Willys-Overland Whippet.  That old carb I took off the Buick…well, it worked just fine on the 

Whippet.  What comes around often goes around…the reason to belong to this organization. 


