





			Drivers’ Ed One-Oh-One Plus
			     Linda Monnahan Peterson
	My very first experience learning to drive was behind the wheel of a Ford product.
The nearby Ford dealership provided our Driver’s Ed program with its vehicles. Back then, I paid no attention to car models.
	My Driver’s Ed behind the wheel instructor was Leo Holl, my ninth-grade Civics teacher. A jovial man, he was an auburn redhead with a combover, who had beady brown eyes, and a face that could have doubled for Howdy Doody. He wore black horn-rimmed glasses. In class, he dressed in dress pants, a shirt and tie, a sport coat, and wing tips. 
	For behind the wheel training, he went for a more casual Henley shirt, shorts, baseball cap, and tennis shoes.
	I made a nervous wreck out of him. Every time I headed the car for the ditch, or, worse yet, the oncoming traffic lane, Mr. Holl slammed on the emergency brake conveniently located on the passenger side of the car.
	Each time this happened, Billy, my driving partner who sat in the backseat of the car, began laughing hysterically.
	I just could not get the hang of steering. Lucky for Mr. Holl, he took me out driving only once. I believe having to deal with me behind the wheel only once preserved not only our lives, but also Mr. Holl’s hair color and nerves.
	Fast forward a couple of years. My boyfriend, my sister, her boyfriend, and I were on a ride out in the country. My boyfriend was driving his burgundy 1965 two-door hardtop Impala.
He asked me if I wanted to drive. I warned him the only other driving experience I had had was in Driver’s Ed. His reply was, “That’s okay. I’ll teach you.”
	So gingerly, I got behind the wheel of this beauty that just happened to be equipped with a straight transmission, as well as a 327 engine. Who knew?
Said boyfriend helped me with the clutching and shifting to get the thing going. We were cruising along when I realized I was about to descend a very steep hill. After I accomplished this,
He told me, “Turn here.”
	I never even touched the brakes. The next thing I knew, I was travelling horizontally in a steep ditch. By the time I got the car stopped, we were a short distance from a light pole. “That’s it. We’re done. I have nearly wrecked his car.”
	He didn’t think so. All he said was, “Everybody out!” turned the car around in the ditch, to get a good run at it, and drove the car up to the road, saying, “That’s not the first time this car has been in that predicament.”
That was fifty-seven years ago last fall. We’re still together.
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