Tom Marshall’s Weekly News, October 15, 2012
A Fast Trip to Rehoboth in a Stanley: During the post-war years (after 1945) when my parents still had a
property at Rehoboth, I made several trips to the beach in Stanleys and at least two in the 1932 Packard. The
Model 87 was there more than any of the steam cars, probably about five times between 1959 and 1980. Once I
took the Model 78 for my father to use while he was there, and the Mountain Wagon was there in 1966. The trip
described here, however, was in my 1914 Model 607 in July 1947, the first summer that I owned it. At that
time, the car was still painted black (body, fenders, and undercarriage) with grey wheels, probably the original
colors.
In those days, I was known to run a Stanley as fast as it would go (but our cars were not “souped up” with
stronger burners and higher fuel and steam pressures). We liked to brag that we could run away from modern
cars at a traffic light, which was probably true when compared with cars of the 1940s. Fortunately, I seldom
tried this, as it was not good for the preservation of automobile technology. I did enjoy passing other antique
cars, especially on tours, but these heroics caught up with me with frequent damage to the 10-horsepower
engine in my Model 607. Roy Benge told a friend of his that he wished I would learn to drive more
conservatively, but I did not learn of this conversation until 40 years later. On the 1949 Glidden Tour, I passed
several cars going up the western slope of the Blue Ridge range between Elkton and Charlottesville, Virginia,
and I paid for it about three days later when a wrist pin in the engine broke near Tappahannock, Virginia,
destroying the cylinder block.
My parents were in Rehoboth in July 1947, and I wanted to join them for the weekend. I was using my 607
regularly and decided to make the trip in this great little car. My cousin Bob Mancill, then a student at Lehigh
University who was taking a summer course at the University of Delaware, said he could go with me if he could
be back in Newark for class at 11:00 Monday morning. My father, then collecting old cars at a rapid pace, had
heard of a White steamer in an estate near Woodside, Delaware, and asked if I would try to find the owner and
the car on my southbound trip. It was owned by an elderly man named Louis A. Drexler, who had spent several
terms in Delaware’s General Assembly.
Bob Mancill and I found the place on the west side of Route 13 a mile or so north of Canterbury. It was an old
estate with a large house and a nice carriage house, but the property was overgrown with weeds and small trees.
Mr. Drexler was in the house, and he agreed to come out and show us the car, then under an overhang on the
front of the carriage house. Indeed, it WAS a White steamer and a very nice original one, a 1906 Model F 20horsepower touring car. I inquired as to whether it was for sale. The owner said that it had been, but it was sold
the day before. We soon learned that it had been bought by George Barker, a dealer from the D.C. area, who
probably paid about $100 for it. I don’t know who bought it from Barker, but there was a White of similar
description in Ocean City, Maryland, in the 1960s. I asked Mr. Drexler the best route to Rehoboth, and he said:
“Go down the road to Canterbury Church and bear left, and it will take you into Milford.” From there, I knew
the way.
We spent an enjoyable Sunday with my parents and left about 8:00 a.m. on Monday. Even with one or two
water stops, I delivered Bob in Newark about 10:45 and then returned to Yorklyn.
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