


e'Ve all heard a lot of fish stories 
through the years about old 
Mopars. Almost without excep
tion, these tales center around the 
car that got away, or the Hemi 
Superblrd that somebody used to 

have, but they traded It for a more practical 
car when the kids arrived; stuff like that. Tom 
Shaw, down in Lakeland, Florida, has one of 
the more incredible stories we've run across 
in an awful long time, and as unreal as this 
one Is, we guarantee, this ain't no fish story, 
even though It does Involve a Barracuda. 

Back In the late eighties, Tom Shaw 
went to work for a tittle publication known as 
Muscle Car Review and became friends with, 
all-around Mopar hobbyist, Greg Rager down 
the hall at Mopar Muscle. Tom was enjoying 
his job with the Florida-based Mopar rag, 
shooting pies of fantastic cars and meeting 
cool people, which admittedly, is the best part 
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of being involved with a Mopar mag
azine. So here comes the weird part 
that's gonna' make you start won
dering why Tom didn't immediately 
go out and buy a lottery ticket. Tom 
went down to a barber shop to get a 
hair cut, and being new to the area. 
he just wandered into a shop and 
took the first gal available to do the 
job. As is the custom, the chick out-

ting his hair immediately went into psy
chiatrist mode, and before long, they 
were sharing lifelong secrets with each 
other as the hair clippings piled up on 
the floor. When Tom informed this nice 
young lady that he was working for a 
car magazine, she dropped the bomb, 
"Oh really? My husband and I have an 
old car for sale!" He asked what kind, 
and she said, "A 'Cuda." How many 
times has that happened to you? Don't 
feel bad, it hasn't happened to any of 
us down here either. 

That alone would be enough 
of a story for most people, but of 
course, this is a much bigger tale than 
that and, bear in mind, it's all true. On 
further questioning, she revealed that it 
had a 340 in it and needed some work, 
but it was a '71 'Cuda, not a Barracuda, 
and they wanted $2,500 for it. Tom 
tells us today, while sitting there, he 
was disappointed when she said it was 
a small block car because, back in '89. 
340 cars weren't thought of too much, 
and everybody was infatuated with 
Hemis and Six Packs. Still. who could 
resist going to have a look at some
thing like this? He got her phone num
ber and some directions, and later that 
day, he went to see for his self what 
was at stake here. The sight that met 
his eyes was hardly encouraging. The 
couple lived at the very back of a rather 
small trailer park in Lakeland, and sure 
enough, all the way down at the end oi 

their row, tucked in behind their trailer, 
was a seriously ugly '71 'Cuda. At that 
time, the car was wearing shoddy old 
mags, worn out fat tires, a paint job that 
Tom describes as "a kind of flat purple 
with homemade bill boards that looked 
like they were made with electrical tape," 
and the interior was fried. In short, the 
'Cuda was a stereotypical, worn out, red
neck hot rod with a dead 340 between 
the fenders. Picture the Joe Dirt 
Daytona in 'Cuda form and you've pretty 
much got an accurate impression. The 
old Plymouth needed too much work for 
Tom, so he passed on it - then came the 
next day at work. 

When you encounter something 
like this, naturally you talk about it at the 
office. Tom told Greg Rager about the 
clapped out old 'Cuda and Greg asked 
the obvious question any of us would've 
asked, MWhat was the VIN on the car?" 
As obvious as this would seem, even 
back in 1989, when Tom saw the car he 
was so taken by its distressed appear
ance that the basic first step of looking at 
the VIN on the dash completely escaped 
him. The boy hung his head and admit
ted he hadn't looked. So, the boys 
packed up and headed back over to 
have another look at the forlorn 'Cuda. 
Rager wasn't initially impressed either, 
but this time, they went straight for the 
dash VIN before looking over the rest of 
the car. This is where you're supposed 
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to gasp because you'd never, ever 
expect to find, there in just the right 
spot on the VIN, the coveted "R" code. 
Tom and Greg played it cool and 
checked the other numbers; the door 
tag checked out, and so did the fender 
tag, or more correctly. fender tags -
there are three of them. Three tags of 
options on a '71 Hemicuda, and here it 
was hiding at the back of a trailer park 
with an asking price of $2,500? That 
kinda' stuff just doesn't happen in real 
life, does it? Yes, it does, and to make 
the whole story even better (and to 
prove we magazine guys aren ·1 mil
lionaires) believe it or not, Tom and 
Greg couldn, get $2,500 together to 
buy the thing! You want to talk about 
some cold sweats? These guys were 
working overtime on 
schemes to figure out 
how to wrap up this 
puppy. And for an 
added laugh, while 
they were looking 
over the dead 340, 
still playing it cool 
about the car's identi
ty, the guy who 
owned it casually said 
something like, 
"Somebody said it 
used to have a Hemi 
in it a long time ago, 
but I don't know about 
that." These two 
were about to 
explode. 

With huge, 
pleading eyes, they 
went to the boss at Mopar Muscle and 
talked him into loaning them the 
$2,500 to buy the ·Cuda. They used 
the line that. after all, they could use 
the car as a technical piece as they 
restored ii, and what a remarkable 
story it would make once it was 
restored. With their borrowed funds in 
hand. they nabbed the faded purple 
'Cuda, hauled it out of the trailer park, 
and then, admittedly, took turns sitting 
in it making "Hemi noises" behind the 
wheel (at least according to Tom any
way). The 'Cuda was moved to Greg 
Rager's garage where the guys took 
stock of what they had and slowly 
gathered a few parts while they paid 
off the loan. A small tech article 
appeared in Muscle about the car's 
rear end back in 1990, but aside from 

that, the Hemi car's magazine days 
would have to wait quite a while. 
Further proving that Mopar magazine 
guys don't make a ton of cash, Tom 
and Greg soon realized that a ground 
up restoration on the heavily optioned 
'Cuda would never be in their budget. 
They had all the best wishes in the 
world, but they were sitting on a legit 
three tag Hemicuda with an overall 
solid body, but everything else needed 
serious help. Nose-to-tail, everything 
needed attention or replacement. After 
two years of pondering what to do with 
the car, the guys made the fateful deci
sion to sell - a decision that was in the 
best interest of them, and the 'Cuda as 
well. They cashed out well, and the 
car went on to someone who had the 

funds to give it the resto it deserved. 
However, given the current value of 
the E-body, Tom and Greg kinda' gave 
this thing away, but hey, we've all done 
that before, n's part of the fish story 
mantra. 

The 'Cuda went to Alan Foxx 
in El Paso, Texas, where it received 
the first major restoration. This began 
a rapid-fire series of buy/sell transac
tions that would have the title in a state 
of perpetual transfer until last year. 
Among the notables who owned it dur
ing this transition period was Vegas 
collector Bret Torino, and several years 
back, it went through one of the big 
Scottsdale auctions (not Barrett
Jackson) for a cool $390K. It landed in 
the super collection of Bill Sefton, 
where it will likely remain for the rest of 

time. We've known Bill for a long time, 
and when we first met him, he 
informed us he doesn't sell the cars he 
buys. At first, we didn't take that liter
ally, but after having known him for a 
while now, we're convinced! When Bill 
runs out of room, he finds more build
ings, but the boy doesn't part with the 
old Mopars he rounds up! 

Sefton sent the 'Cuda over to 
his friend Mike Staveski, down at nme 
Machines in Florida, to have the slight
ly older resto freshened up and 
brought up to current show standards. 
Granted, this isn't a matching number 
car, but nonetheless, this is perhaps 
the most heavily optioned '71 
Hemicuda ever built. Through the 
years, the story on this one finally 

came to light, 
and as the tale 
g0es, it was cus
tom ordered new 
by a teenager in 
Pensacola, 
Florida. The son 
of a very wealthy 
family, the teen 
drove the 'Cuda 
hard and killed 
the Hemi in short 
order, leading to 
its rapid fall from 
grace. These 
days, the old 
Plymouth is just 
as it was when 
new with one 
notable excep
tion - originally it 

didn't have billboard decals. The 
decals were applied during the first 
restoration, and since Bill likes them, 
they'll stay on, despite not being facto
ry on this particular example. 

By the time you read this, the 
blue trailer park 'Cuda will likely be 
back out at Sefton's place in Arizona, 
kicking up dust just as Chrysler intend
ed. These things may be worth a small 
fortune, but Bill's not the kinda' guy to 
sit 'em on a velvet pillow and just look 
at them. While Tom and Greg had to 
be content just sitting behind the wheel 
making "Hemi noises," Bill's behind the 
wheel opening eight barrels of whu
pass with his right foot! And it all start
ed because Tom Shaw, by chance, 
wandered into a barbershop back in 
1989 just to get a haircut. + 
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