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SHORTY'S PRIDE: A FATHER & SON LEGACY

Delbert William "Shorty" Bormann was born on February 25, 1931. His life was spent as a prominent Cole Camp citizen and a noted member of the business community.

Bormann Oil Company got its start when Mr. E.D. H. Bormann, an employee of the Leonard Oil Company of Windsor, bought out the business in 1941, upon Mr. Leonard’s death. The company owned and operated a gas station in Windsor, as well as in Cole Camp. The local station was located, at that time, across the street from the former United Lutheran Church. After beginning operations in the 1920s selling Marlin Oil products, it became a Conoco dealership when Continental Oil Company bought out Marlin Oil.

During the years, the station on that corner was owned by Bormann Oil Company, it was leased to several local businessmen including Cleo Viebrock, Bill Allee, Raymond Eckhoff, George Donnell, Oscar Tucker, Lloyd Brandt, and Ray Roark. In later years, Mr. Bormann's sons, "Jake" and "Shorty", ran the station until 1964, when that location was closed. The brothers had always continued with the Oil Company, and later built a new station on 52 Highway, in the same block as the current Cole Camp post office. There was also a station on 65 Highway, just Northwest of the 52-65 Junction; the Four-Mile Corner.

The brothers' sons, Jed and Burton operated these stations, and the Oil Company for many years, even after the passing of their fathers, "Jake" in 1977 and "Shorty" in 1983. Jed left the corporation in 2015, while Burton continued until a stroke dictated the closing of the business in 2021.

"Shorty" was never one to do a lot of idle talking. But when he spoke, you could be sure he had something worthwhile to say. There was no doubt about his love for his family. His wife, Jo Ann, daughter, LaDonna, and son, Burton, were the lights of his life. He was fiercely proud of his children and their accomplishments. That pride may never have been more evident than in his pride and enjoyment of spending time with Burt on his travels to the early days of his dominance of the area mud marathon circuit in the late 1970s and early '80s.

With the arrival of a new motorsport called mud marathons, Burt says his first encounters with the sport "triggered the desire" to compete. He had been wanting a four-wheel drive truck, but the sport made that desire a little more prominent. "Shorty" made daily trips to their station in Windsor, where he was acquainted with the local Chevrolet dealer, Ferguson Chevrolet. The dealer found a 1973 Chevy 3/4-ton 4x4 truck that Burt liked and thought would fit the bill nicely. So, that winter, the conversion of his first truck into what would become known as "The Mud Devil" was underway.

That next summer, Burt and"Shorty" were immediately hooked on the sport as they competed in various events around the state. Both being fully "bought-in", they purchased a long, high-performance frame from a friend and were in the planning stage of building a bigger, faster truck to take their thirst to compete at a new, higher level when "Shorty" suddenly died that September.

Burt soon contacted Darrell Bias of Versailles, who had a long history of involvement in competition racing. He welded up a roll cage, and another Versailles friend, Rick Davenport, a legendary owner of World of Outlaw cars, built a performance 427 cubic inch big block motor with alcohol injection.

As fate would have it, "Shorty" wouldn't live to see his son reach his greatest heights. It was in the fall of 1983, shortly after his passing on September 6, that Burt decided he would find a way for "Shorty" to ride with him in spirit through all the events that would follow.

For his first-ever indoor race on Thanksgiving night, Burt's newly built, high-performance vehicle would roll onto the arena floor of the Metrodome in Minneapolis, Minnesota, with a newly fabricated body and paintwork featuring the name "Shorty's Pride". 60,000 fans were there to witness Burt & "Shorty's" dream come to fruition.

I could sense the thrill of that moment in Burt's voice even today, as he told me about the feeling a small-town Cole Camp boy experienced when he pulled onto the arena floor and saw the stands filled with 60,000 fans cheering when his name was announced.

This was just the beginning of what was about to become. A former Kansas City Chiefs director named Russ Cline was part of a leadership group that was in the process of forming a by-invitation group of competitive drivers into a professional circuit, or league, called Heartland Outlaws. Burt was invited, and his travels increased infinitely.

Burt has appeared with "Shorty's Pride" in major arenas around North America, including Vancouver, the Astrodome in Houston, the Metrodome, Jacksonville (FL), Portland (ME), Salt Lake City (UT), Denver (CO), and many others. In fact, he has appeared at shows in every state in the union. He also had the opportunity to appear in Australia, but that was more than he cared to undertake, given his business responsibilities in Cole Camp.

The expenses involved with performing at such a high level were very high, even in the ‘80s. A motor could easily cost $30,000. As the programs were more of a show than a competition at that time, drivers were often paid to show up and make a pass through the mud pits. That compensation was often in the range of $1500 to show up. So sponsorship was a necessary means of revenue.

“A show,” it certainly was! In those early days, people weren’t used to seeing such a spectacle. Burt and the Heartland Outlaws often appeared on shows that included well-known trucks such as “Bigfoot” and “Barefoot”. 

Despite the fact that these events were largely considered to be shows, competition was still a big driving factor that kept the drivers’ interests high. Burt was on a five-week swing through Texas competing in the “TNT series,” of which he was the points leader heading into the final event in the Astrodome.

The driving force was always to go faster. But with that desire comes a lot of pressure. Parts break - some of which aren’t immediately available. Burt and his crew spent many down hours rebuilding motors, transmissions, differentials, or whatever in hotel parking lots. But, at times, work became frantic to have the trucks ready for the next show.

One such time left Burt with a special memory. A special need seemed to be insurmountable, but he was connected with a well-known mechanical engineer in Houston, who drivers had told Burt would be the only one to be able to do the work in time. He was a very busy shop owner who refused at first sight. It was only an odd statement that connected the two when the owner found out Burt was from Cole Camp. He was originally from Joplin, so he was very familiar with Cole Camp from trips to Sedalia and the State Fair. This tie caused the owner to reconsider and do the work.

The job was finished the afternoon before the big show in the Astrodome. Burt was so grateful that he not only paid the high cost of the shopwork and parts but also asked if the owner was going to the show. He said he had ten children, so the $30-$40 tickets for a family of twelve were out of his price range. After a call to the promoter, Burt was thrilled to watch a limousine drive up at the shop a half hour later to hand deliver a dozen complimentary tickets to a very happy Joplin native shop owner.

During the four years of Burt’s involvement in the circuit, stories to last a lifetime seemed to unfold nightly. He remembers some of his local friends who were instrumental in his success, whether traveling with him or assisting in various capacities when he was home and preparing for the next trip. He wanted to recognize some of those friends during our visit. Don Eckhoff was a driver of his own vehicle in the stock class in the early days of Missouri events. He continued to help Burt at times through the years. Carl Fox, although not a traveler on the circuit, helped in many ways. Glen Spencer was a valuable part of the team, as was Rick Davenport, the motor-building guru. Terry Noel was with Burt on the Texas TNT Tour, driving from event to event and doing security work. Like anyone who Terry’s life touched, Burt has countless Terry Noel stories he will always cherish.

When asked what Burt’s thoughts about those years and the experiences mean to him as he sits back here in Cole Camp now that he’s 67 years old and retired, he put it this way: “We live in a big country. There are awesome things to see everywhere, and there are amazing people everywhere you go. But, when you keep running into people all across the country who know you or are familiar with our little town of Cole Camp - it’s humbling.”

Burt’s involvement was very likely cut short when he suffered a detached retina in 1986. But, he has no regrets about anything other than the fact that “Shorty” wasn’t able to physically be with him as he traveled the country. For him to be able to stand on the Astrodome floor and see 60,000 people there to see his son perform would have been an emotional high for both father and son. 

In later years, back in Cole Camp, Burt tirelessly served the community as fire chief for many years and served on the city council, including a term as Mayor of the city. As much as I know Burt would have loved for “Shorty” to be a part of all his adult life experiences, it strikes me that “Shorty” was truly with him every step of the way.

“Shorty’s Pride” was Burt’s way of bringing his dad with him on his travels, but I feel that “Shorty” was with Burt more deeply than just with his name on the truck.
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PEARL FAYE WHITE: THE QUEEN OF STAGE & SILENT MOVIES

What's the first thing that comes to mind when you think of Green Ridge, Missouri? Go ahead. I'll wait while you think about it.

Green Ridge is a place with a deep history that began in the mid-19th century. It was initially settled by people from Europe, mainly those of German and Irish background, who came for the fertile land and farming opportunities.

Much the same as its neighboring community of Windsor, the town was established in 1870 when the railroad was extended to its location. The town was officially platted in the same year. Its growth was directly linked to the arrival of the railroad, making it a stop along the line. Green Ridge today remains much the same in size. Always a small city geographically, the town covers only about 0.44 square miles, primarily fertile farmland. But don't make the mistake of thinking the town's historical contributions were negligible. For today's story, I'll focus on just one of the things Green Ridge is famous for.

If you were to think of the most likely birthplaces of stars on the silver screen or stage personalities, very few of you would name tiny Green Ridge, Missouri. Yet, it was the birthplace of one of the biggest stars of the silent movie era.

On March 4, 1889, Ed and Lizzie G. House White welcomed into the world a baby girl. With that birth, a star was truly born, and she was given the name Pearl Faye. The granddaughter of Dr. G. W. House, one of Green Ridge's early settlers, Pearl lived with her parents along the current-day 127 Highway, across the street from Casey's Country Store, on the site that served the town as the Ray Skelly Station for many years. Dr. House lived just down the street from the current Casey's site, to the west of the Baptist church, on the spot where the fellowship hall now stands.

The Whites were about as common as could be, certainly not to be considered well-off financially. Pearl was the youngest of five children, including two brothers and two sisters. Mrs. White died when Pearl was only 3 years old. One of her sisters, Grace, would do the bulk of the housekeeping from that time on, while Pearl would tag along with her brother, Fred. Without their mother's guidance, the two grew up "on the street."

Little Pearl started school in 1895. Soon after, her father remarried. The family would then move to Springfield. This turned out to be Pearl's first break, as Inez, her new stepmother, had some acting experience and shared her knowledge with Pearl, while always encouraging her.

While in Springfield, she began performing with the Diemer Theater Company during her second year of high school. Against her father’s wishes, Pearl dropped out of school, and in 1907, she went on the road with the Trousedale Stock Company, working evening shows while keeping her day job to help support her family. 

She soon joined the company full-time, touring through the American Midwest, and then got her start in movies when, in 1910, she was troubled by her throat, causing her voice to begin to fail due to the nightly theatrical performances. Pearl was most noted for her role in the cliff-hanger silent movie series, "The Perils of Pauline." Likely due to her days on the street with her brother, Pearl chose to do all her own stunts in the film, rather than using a double. Often cast as a plucky onscreen heroine, White's roles directly contrasted those of most actresses of the day.

Quickly becoming a popular screen actress, Pearl received masses of fan mail, but she never let her success go to her head. Remembering the poverty of her youth, she became very savvy with investments, amassing quite a fortune for those times. She invested in a successful Parisian nightclub, a Biarritz resort hotel/casino, and a stable of 10 race horses.

––––––––
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Pearl did make one return visit to Green Ridge in 1927, when she arrived in a chauffeur-driven Rolls-Royce, after picking up her brother, Fred, in Sedalia. The two caused quite a stir about town, as might be imagined, when they drove to the town cemetery where their mother was buried. Pearl arranged for the placement of a large black monument marking her mother's gravesite. The stipulation was that a photograph of the stone once in place would be mailed to Pearl in Paris. Pearl never returned to Green Ridge again.

Pearl’s screen and stage career was at its highest from 1910 through 1924. During World War I, when actors and actresses were doing performances to sell war bonds, she sold more than any other. After her acting career, she became part of an international set, keeping homes in Egypt and France.

Twice married - seven years to Victor Sutherland before divorce ended the marriage, and then to Wallace McCutheon, Jr. in 1919, that marriage also ended in divorce just two years later. Pearl had no children and died from liver failure on August 4, 1938, at the age of 49. She is buried in Neuilly-sur-Seine, France.

Pearl left the majority of her fortune, including jewelry and property, to Theodore Cossika. She also bequeathed money to her father, nieces, and nephews, and her will provided $73,000 to charities.

For her contribution to the motion picture industry, Pearl White has a star on the Hollywood Walk of Fame at 6838 Hollywood Blvd. The 1947 Paramount Pictures film "The Perils of Pauline," starring Betty Hutton, is a fictionalized biography of Pearl White.

NOTE: I would like to thank Mrs. Gwendolyn J. Hinken for her contribution to this story by providing me with a copy of her book "A Visit Across Time To Green Ridge, Missouri."
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GENE METZNER: “A MAN OF MANY LAYERS”
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The white shirt and necktie, slightly obscured by the smoke from the cigarette resting in the ashtray before them, and by the steam hovering above the freshly brewed coffee keeping it company, could only belong to one man. Over the five-year stretch that we shared employment in that downtown business around the corner, I came to know the warmth of the smile, gravelly voice, and comforting laugh better than most who would cross my path. But then, this gentleman wasn't in the habit of allowing anyone he met to remain a stranger for long. For those who took the time, they soon found a friend well worth knowing.

Twice a day, five days a week, behind that table of downtown Sedalia's Walters' Cafe, Gene Metzner held court along with long-time friend and fellow electronics salesman, Roy Donnell. I count myself honored to have been asked to join them during our breaks from our days at Montgomery Ward, back in the days when the area was thriving. No two days were ever alike, and the stories spun by those two icons were priceless. 

Generally, the result of experiences with customers, the two combined their memories of days gone by with abilities as storytellers extraordinaire to hold this young man of those days spellbound. Although those days and that lifestyle are forever gone, just the same as Gene and Roy, they supplied me with memories to last a lifetime. As long as the memories remain, they will live on in the hearts of those who knew them.

To a passive onlooker, it might seem an unlikely threesome. But once it was known we shared a lifelong love for the past and the hometown we shared, it became clear there was a special bond only understandable to those who also grew up in one of the many magical small towns across the country during that simpler time.

Not only did Gene love talking about his childhood memories, but he loved his family, particularly his children. There was always a story about something one of them was doing at the time, or a funny anecdote about a memory from their younger days.

When he was a teenager, he moved to Missouri with his parents and his maternal grandparents, Ben and Anna Hessefort. His mom and dad ran a cafe out at the 4-mile corner (Cole Camp Junction), and his grandparents owned the Moonlight Pavilion on the southeast corner of the Junction. He and his sister, Betty, worked at the cafe along with Gene's future wife, Wauneta. The two would fall in love, but Wauneta's mother told them they couldn't get married because Gene was "too green behind the ears." 

He would tell of going to the wrestling matches a few years later, and afterward going to a bar where the wrestlers would socialize and have a good time drinking together with their fans.

Daughter Jackie recalls her earliest memory of her father by saying, “My dad was a jack of all trades. My first memory of his working years was when he was a butcher. In fact, in German, the name Metzner means Butcher. He was also a press operator, a driver, a painter, a car salesman, and a furniture salesman.  But of all of his jobs, I believe he was happiest when he was a salesman because he was able to talk to people all the time.”

While telling of her earliest memories of her dad, she laughs and reminisces, “We lived in Wisconsin when I was a baby, and I was still in a car seat. We were in the process of moving, and my dad carried me into the house and set me up on the counter in the car seat. He went outside to unload the car. He came back in, and I was gone! I had moved just enough to tip the car seat over and fall into the trash can! He felt so bad.”

Still thinking of the family’s Wisconsin days, Jackie recalls, “At one job in Wisconsin, my father worked the night shift. He would come home before the sun rose and get me up and set me in my high chair, where we would share a quart of cooked beets.”

Most teens who lived around Cole Camp around the time they got their driver’s license will chuckle at the following memory. “Before we moved down to Cole Camp, we would drive down from Sedalia to visit my Grandmother Tucker. You could always count on my dad to speed up as we passed Dueber’s Hill west of town so that the car left the ground as we topped the hill. He knew what a thrill it was for us kids, but not so much for my mother!”  

Learning to drive and getting your first license has always been a rite of passage for teens. It’s not surprising that Jackie has her own memories of that experience. "It's strange that I do not remember who actually taught me how to drive a car. But I do remember that it was my dad who took me to Sedalia to get my license. I was very surprised when he said I could drive to Sedalia so I could get more experience driving. I was so proud of my driving, and I knew that my dad would be too. I looked over at him in the passenger seat to see how proud he looked. But he wasn't even watching me drive! He was reading the newspaper, and it covered the windshield. It was not until years later that I realized he did not want to watch me drive as he was scared to death! It was just the same as when I would be in the kitchen slicing bread. I am left-handed, so I held the knife in my left hand. In later years, he told me that I looked wicked with the knife in my left hand!"

For those raised on a farm, this memory is surely a familiar one. Jackie says, “When I was 7, we moved from Sedalia to a farm North of Cole Camp, right on the Pettis-Benton county line. What a lifestyle change that was! We found out early after moving out on the farm that you never asked my dad what we were going to do that day. In the summer, it would be picking up rocks, and in the winter, it would be cutting wood." 

Summertime meant hay needed to be put up for winter feeding. Remembering her involvement in the process, Jackie says, “Dad would cut the hay at night, and the next night he would bale it. The following day, while Dad was at work, my brother and I would load it on the wagons, haul it to the barn, and then stack it.”

As hot as the summers could be, wintertime presented its own set of challenges. Two particular memories come to mind for Jackie. "Back in those days, you would have big snowstorms where nobody could get out. We were all stuck in the house."  Jackie tells the story of the time when "My dad said he was going to the store to get some meat. I begged and begged for him to let me go with him. He finally agreed, and my mom got me dressed really warm. We walked outside to the smokehouse where our freezer was, got the meat, and then walked back to the house. I thought we were going to town!" 

"During that same snowstorm, we ended up going over to the neighbors to play cards one evening. My dad drove our International tractor through the woods to the neighbor's house. We three girls rode on the hood of the tractor, while my brother and mother stood behind Daddy, who was driving. This was before Jerry's time."

One of the charms of living in a small, tightly-knit community is the willingness of neighbors to step up and help in times of need. You’ll get no argument from Jackie on that! "When our house burned, the whole neighborhood got together and collected what we needed to live. We lived in the Bunker Hill schoolhouse while our neighbors built our new house. That was back in the sixties, and as far as I know, the house is still standing."

Gene's German heritage showed in his love for music and polkas. On Sunday afternoons in the summer, he would turn up the stereo volume with his polka music. And guaranteed within 15 minutes, all of the family's Holstein cows would be lined up on the yard fence with their heads over the fence, listening to the music.

It was no secret that he loved to cook, but only at certain times. His specialty was homemade pizza. You knew it was going to be a good day on a Sunday morning when you would be awoken by polka's blaring out of the stereo and Gene in the kitchen cooking breakfast.

Gene also liked to eat, but Jackie remembers fondly what might have been her dad’s favorite treat. “Anyone who knew my dad also knew of his love for peanut butter! Before my brother John and I started school, there were times when my dad would have to take us to work with him. He was a painter back then and painted inside houses. The smell of paint and peanut butter sandwiches always brings back the memories of those times! Growing up on the farm, we had a beagle whose name was Cleo. My dad would even feed Cleo peanut butter.”

His love of talking was passed down to some of his kids, grandkids, and even his great-grandkids. With his love of talking and his love of people, he was a natural salesman. When the furniture store, Biederman's, opened in Sedalia, he was a natural for the job.” Jackie remembers that “He ended up creating a family within the store. On weekends, they would all meet down at the lake and go camping together.”

But again, it was his love of family that is most memorable about Gene. “Some of the best times were when my aunts and uncles and cousins would come and we would spend the whole day having a picnic down by the creek. We would all jump on the haywagon and away we would go. My dad would be driving the tractor, pulling the wagon, and we'd all be shouting and loving our time together.” 

Gene was well-known for his warmth and loyalty as a friend, but his sense of humor was always at the forefront. “Back in the days when it was cool to drive station wagons, we had one,” says Jackie. “But my dad got his thumb caught in the doorjamb. He lost the first joint of his index finger. After that, he would say that he used to be able to point to Sedalia, but after that, he could only point as far as Cole Camp.”

Jackie also remembers one of those experiences Gene would so love to tell. But Jackie wasn't quite so happy about it at the time. "You didn't tell him 'No'," as she tells it. "If he told you to do something, you did it. We were camping down at the lake, and he told me we were going skiing. I could barely swim and he told me I was going to ski! If that wasn't bad enough, he had me in the water with just a life belt and one ski!" She did it, though. But the memory remains a little bittersweet even now.

The family took vacations regularly as a unit. One Christmas, Jackie remembers they going to spend the holiday with relatives in Wisconsin. "We were still out on the road on Christmas Eve when my dad got stopped for speeding. The trooper walked up to the car," she recalls. "He shined his flashlight inside and saw us kids lined up in the back seat. I guess he felt sorry for Mom and Dad because he wished us a Merry Christmas and let us go!"

Not all vacations were family events. Jackie tells one of her memories from the time she worked as a waitress at the old Pit Stop Cafe on South 65 Highway in Sedalia. Gene, being the coffee-lover he was, would at times stop at the Pit Stop for a cup before work. That was back in the days of ten and fifteen-cent coffee. Each night, before going to bed, he would empty his pockets of any change and throw it in a jar. He and Wauneta would save their change all year, and then take a vacation funded by that spare change!

Just as Gene loved to tell stories during those fifteen-minute coffee breaks that often turned into forty-five-minute marathons, He also loved to tell them to his kids. Jackie remembers him telling about the snowy winters he spent as a kid in Wisconsin when the snow was so deep they had to dig tunnels from one house to another and to the road so they could get around.

A lover of antique cars, Gene once bought a 1934 or '35 Ford Sedan. He loved that old car, but none of the family members could recall a time he ever drove it. That's the way Gene was. As Jackie put it, "He was a man of many layers!"

Eugene Anthony Metzner was born to Louis and Margaret Hessefort Metzner on November 16, 1927, in Kenosha, Wisconsin.

On October 7, 1944, in Cole Camp, Missouri
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