
        The Fabulous Fifties 
    NEWSLETTER       Special Edition 

 

RUTH LEVY 
By Art Evans 
 Ruth Levy Raymond died on December 
23, 2014. She is survived by her husband, 
Wayne Raymond, two daughters Jackie and 
Pam plus their families. We understand from 
Ruth’s family that some sort of a memorial 
gathering is planned for February or March. 
We’ll keep you posted via email. 
 Ruth was one of the most outstanding 
Southern California “lady drivers” of the 
fifties. Her complete name, as the result of 
her present marriage to Wayne, is Ruth Allan 
Levy Raymond. She often drove for the John 
Edgar team. She and Jack McAfee would 
drive the same car, she in the Ladies' Race, he 
in the main event. More often than not, she 
would win. In 1957, she was the West Coast 
Women’s Champion. 
 Ruth Allan Levy was born in New York 
City on October 29, 1930. The family moved 
to Minneapolis where Ruth attended Univer-
sity High School on the campus of the Uni-
versity of Minnesota. She was on the swim-
ming team and acted in school productions. 
Her pastime was riding horses.  
 After high school graduation, she at-
tended the Minneapolis Institute of Art and 
Macalester College in St. Paul, Minnesota. 
About her racing career she says, “I started 
racing on ice and I’ve been on thin ice ever 
since.” In 1955, Ruth joined the Land O’ 
Lakes Region of the SCCA. Her first race 
was the St. Paul Annual Winter Carnival Ice 
Race that same year. Her racing career ended 
in 1959, but in between she raced at Sebring 
and Nassau in addition to the Midwest and 
West Coast. 
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opening Riverside race in 1957. Starting in 
her own Porsche Speedster, she graduated to 
Edgar’s Spyders and Ferraris. Often a front-
runner, even when racing against the men, 
she was never perceived as a threat. An often 
heard remark was, “Everyone loves Ruthie.” 
A driver in the famed Mobilgas Economy 
Run for two years, she says it was the best 
cross-country party ever. 
 Somewhat of a nom
husbands Ruthie lived in Colorado and Texas 
in addition to New York, Minnesota and Cali-
fornia. She and Wayne relocated to Solvang, 
California “…to be with my grandkids, fam-
ily and our old friends.”  
 An author and talented ar
two daughters wrote, “Mother doesn’t march  
 

 
to
out. I write of an extraordinary woman. Even 
if she wasn’t my mother, I could write the 
previous line without prejudice. Her talent as  
an illustrator and writer are clearly evident. I 
can only hope they leave the same indelible 
impression on your life as she has on mine.” 
 In 2002, Ruth's good buddy and friendly
rival, Mary Davis, was honored by the Fabu-
lous Fifties Association with the Lindley 
Bothwell Lifetime Achievement Award. I 
called Ruthie and asked her to speak about 
Mary. After a lot of e-mails back and forth, 
when I called her to the podium, she re-
sponded with a poem! 

 
T
lous Fifties gathering at Paramount Ranch 
on October 18, 2014. We had a group photo 
of those there who raced at Paramount, but 
Ruth left before the shoot. Photo by Ginny 
Dixon. 

 



LOSING A DEAR FRIEND 
B
 I spoke to Ruth four days before Christ-
mas, and was hoping she would make it 
through the holidays because she had heard 
from Tony Adriaensens, who was planning to 
visit her early in January. She was looking 
forward to it very much, but sadly it wasn’t 
meant to be.  

y Pete Vanlaw 

 But bless her heart! She somehow found 
the time and energy to get all her Christmas 
cards out a week earlier, with personal hand 
written notes. Ours was inscribed, “Pastrami 
sandwiches forever! Hugs and love, Mama-
roo and the Crew!” (Her reference to pas-
trami sandwiches will become clear later.) 
 Since I had just talked to her two days 
before she passed away, I knew she was on 
Morphine to ease the pain. While she didn’t 
sound good when she answered the phone, 
she perked up when she realized it was me. 
Even after she told me what was going on, 
we were able to end the call laughing, as we 
had done so often in the past. 
 I’ll leave Ruth’s brilliant racing career 
and her bio up to others. I just want to talk 
about the Ruth I knew, because behind all the 
swagger and salty talk was one of the kindest, 
funniest and most generous people I have 
ever known. 
 But first a little back story: Of course I 
watched her race out here and witnessed her 
rapid rise to prominence. But I only met her 
in person in 1957 in Fort Worth, Texas. It 
was June 2nd, after the Eagle Mountain event 
known sarcastically as the “Texas Regatta” 
because it had rained so torrentially on Sun-
day that the local boat races were cancelled, 
while the SCCA Nationals continued un-
daunted.  
 I was in the Air Force at the time, sta-
tioned in Del Rio, Texas, almost 400 miles 
away. My wife Linda and I had driven up a 
few days earlier, eager to see the races and 
our West Coast friends.  
 We made it to the track on Saturday. But 
while attempting to return on Sunday, during 
the downpour, we were in a fast moving line 
of traffic, on a rain slick access road inside 
the National Guard base. Suddenly the cars 
ahead of us stopped, and we were accordion-
ed between the car in front and the one be-
hind us that couldn’t stop. It totaled our VW 
convertible and injured Linda to the extent 
that she needed medical care.  
 So we never got to see the races. But that 
night, we went over to John Edgar’s post race 
party, hoping to find enough booze to anes-
thetize Linda’s painful stitches and bruises.  
 That’s when Steve Mason, John’s busi-
ness manager, actually introduced us to Ruth. 
She and Linda hit it off right away. Then 
taking pity on Linda’s injuries, Ruth chose to 
call Linda’s mother back in Studio City to let 
her know that her daughter had been in a car 
accident, but that she was Ok. That was her 
first act of kindness, yet she barely knew us. 
 By the time I got out of the service, we 
had lost track of Ruth, and it wasn’t until I 

joined the Fabulous 50‘s, in the late 1990s, 
that we reconnected.  
 It may have been a Riverside Reunion at 
the Petersen, or an event like that. But we 
started by reminiscing about Eagle Mountain, 
when she center punched a spinning TR2 in 
practice, while driving Edgar’s 550. I sent her 
some pictures I’d taken of the aftermath - 
Ruth being consoled by some acquaintances 
while Joe Landaker pounded out the damage 
to get the car ready for Sunday. 

Ruth driving John Edgar’s 550 Porsche 
 
 By the time we re-connected, her racing 
days had long since passed as well as her 
days of being rowdy. She’d settled down, 
was married and living in Solvang with her 
husband, Wayne Raymond, aka “Hog.” And 
she had raised her two daughters who were 
now all grown up. 
 After that we exchanged old racing pho-
tos and pictures from Fab50s events. But  
both of us being dog owners, we started send-
ing each other pictures of our precious mutts 
and telling war stories from back in the day. 
Our medium was Email and FaceBook with a 
phone call every couple of weeks to fill in the 
blanks and pickup on other compelling is-
sues, like Hog’s bicycle races or one of her 
daughter’s competitive dog events, or for me 
to recommend some fantastic movie that I 
had just seen . 
 From then on our communications never 
let up and we continued to have one hell of a 
good time for the last ten plus years. We’d 
also see each other at least twice a year or so 
at the Bothwell, and the Christmas Banquet, 
plus a few other scattered events. Meanwhile, 
our phone conversations always ended up 
with a lot of laughter, right until the very end.  
 Being a very funny person, Ruth was 
never above laughing at herself and the pre-
dicaments she got herself into - like the time 
she went on her head in Edgar’s 4.9 Ferrari. 
And then later did it again, only this time in 
Joe Lubin’s Aston Martin. 
 She and my wife, Linda, always had a 
great time together, trying to out foul mouth 
one another whenever the three of us were 
able to meet. 
 In 2008, when she was still able to drive 
herself, she came down for the Bothwell in 
her hot Ford F-150 with Linda Scott in tow. 
After the event, she followed me to our house 
for a visit and because she wanted to meet 
our dogs in person. But always the competi-
tor, she kept wanting to pass me because I 
wasn’t driving fast enough for her in my 
Honda S2000. 

 I learned early on that not only was she 
funny, but she was a talented singer, a “Cow-
boy Poet”, a very accomplished artist and 
story teller, and had done an illustrated chil-
dren's book with her art and poems.  
 We both bought iMacs about the same 
time. I had just switched over from PC’s and 
convinced her to do the same. I was editing 
my documentary on mine, while she was 
looking for ways to manipulate pictures of 
Hogs racing bikes into abstract forms on hers.  
 She came up with some interesting re-
sults, but got tired of it and decided to begin 
writing her autobio. That would necessitate 
her calling me to pick my brains about peo-
ple, drivers, race cars and events from way 
back when. As she began to evolve her story, 
she would periodically ask me for help with 
some of her early drafts. Now I’m glad I still 
have them on my computer.  
 But it didn’t take long for me to realize 
that I was not a book editor, and was in over 
my head. So at my suggestion, she turned to 
Will Edgar and Sonny Turner for help. At the 
time, her book was titled, Don’t Race With 
Mother, You’re Old Enough to Know. 
 

“Behind me the demons I meant to survive. 
At the age of fourteen I had a license to drive. 

With speed as my drug I took it, no other. 
And all of the kids knew don’t race with mother.” 

      
 After some time outs for health reasons, she 
returned to her writing and continued refining 
her book right up to the end. But she assured 
me, just weeks before her passing, that she 
had put it all in order; her manuscript and her 
notes were all organized in a loose leaf note-
book, tabbed and ready for someone to get it 
published.  
      Having been through so much of it with 
her, I hope it will be….not only for her sake 
but for all the potential readers out there, 
because it’s going to be one hell of a delight-
ful read! 
 Sadly, as her health began to deteriorate, 
she found it increasingly more difficult to 
drive on her own. But she was able to get 
people to chauffeur her. Yet, by then even 
riding as a passenger became very tiring and 
uncomfortable for her. As a result, her trips to 
L.A. became more and more infrequent, and 
she just plain had to cancel out on a number 
of occasions. She’d already stopped coming 
to the annual Christmas Banquets, and then 
more recently even the Bothwell.  
 However there were four events in the 
last two years that she was determined to 
attend. First was the “Legends of Riverside” 
at the Riverside International Auto Museum 
last year. Her friend, Marie Chavis, drove her 
down in Ruth’s Ford 150 pickup. 
  She was walking with a cane by then, but 
she still had a wonderful time seeing friends 
signing autographs with all the other legends, 
and having her pictures taken with her many 
admirers. But she only came down for the 
day. By the time she got back home she was 



not a happy camper. The long ride had been 
too much for her. 
 Then later last year, she was wined and 
dined by the Porsche Club of America at their 
annual national get together in Ontario. I 
wasn’t able to join her for that one, but she 
did send me an hilarious video of her Q&A. 
She was an instant hit on camera and consis-
tently brought down the house with her funny 
and often self deprecating comments about 
her racing career. Here’s a link to it.  
https://vimeo.com/79572367 
 Then she was the Guest of Honor at this 
year’s PCA event, during the annual Speed 
Week at Fontana,. But this time she con-
vinced a group of us to join her for a panel 
discussion of how it was to race back in the 
day compared to now! The group consisted 
of Bill Pollack, Rex McAfee, Bob Schilling, 
Ruth and me. 
 And finally, she was SO determined to 
make it down here for my 80th birthday that 
she booked a cushy limousine and driver for 
the day to solve her comfort problems. When 
she proudly called to tell me what she’d 
done, I told her she was the first to RSVP, 
because I hadn’t even sent out the invitations 
yet. 
 But sadly she had to back out at the last 
minute, when she began to experience some 
new physical problems that required her to 
remain close to home and to her doctor. So, 
instead, as a surprise, she sent down 300 
incredibly delicious birthday cookies; each 
one with a picture of me and my dogs baked 
into it - a picture that I had sent her years 
earlier. The cookies came from her favorite 
sweet shop, the Solvang Bakery, owned by 
the Halme family. Ruth’s very dear friend 
and next-door neighbor was Melissa (Halme) 
Redell. 
 She was a fighter, and continued to battle 
through her health problems the same way 
she used to race. But she knew her condition 
was terminal a few months ago when she 
called to tell me that she’d made up her mind 
and was stopping the trips to the hospital in 
Santa Barbara and all the chemo.  
 “Fuck it! It’s not worth all the bullshit for 
a few months more”, she said, in only the 
way that Ruth could say it. It was a great ride 
while it lasted! …and shit, I got 84 years out 
of it.” 
 All the long hours of discomfort required 
for her trips to the hospital in S.B. for her 
chemo, only to add prolonged nausea and 
diarrhea to the mix was just too much. Real-
izing that the quality of her life was far more 
important during the time she had remaining, 
she had made peace with it. And her family 
was in full support. 
 Then a few weeks ago, she called to tell 
me that they were moving a hospital bed into 
her house because she was “kissing off” her 
Home Care Givers in exchange for Hospice 
Care. So we knew the clock was ticking. 
 The last time Linda and I saw her was on 
October 18 for the Paramount Ranch Reunion 
and Picnic. She was confined to a wheel chair 

by then and in pain. So, she was unable to 
stay very long. But she was in good spirits, 
yet knowing this was going to be the last time 
she'd be able to see many of her friends. This 
time she got her son-in-law to drive her down 
from Solvang.  
 But first she had him make a detour by 
Brent's Deli in Northridge, just to get their 
famous pastrami sandwiches for the four of 
us. That turned out to be her final act of 
kindness. That's just the way she was. I’m 
really gonna’ miss her! 
 

RUTH’S BEGINNINGS 
By John Barlass 
 Ruthie Cohen (her maiden name) was 
somewhere between 16 and 18 years old 
when we first met. The years were between 
1946 and 1948. She and my best friend and 
racing partner, Don Skogmo met and started 
dating. 
 Donny and I were building dirt-track race 
cars. The first one was a racing hot rod. The 
second was a dirt-track car with two bodies. 
With the tail on, we raced with IMCA at the 
Minnesota State Fair and county fairs. With 
the roadster body, we raced at tracks with the 
Minnesota Roadster Racing Association.  
 Ruthie started hanging out with us at the 
garage where we worked on the cars. And 
then she started going to the races with us. 
Females weren’t welcome in the pits at 
“dirty-circle” races in those days, but that 
didn’t deter Ruthie. Those rough and ready 
racing men were no match for Ruthie. She 
went wherever she wanted to go. This, I be-
lieve, was Ruth Levy Raymond’s introduc-
tion to the world of automobile racing. 
 In those days, Ruthie drove her parent’s 
car, a four-porthole Buick Roadmaster con-
vertible. She drove it with amazing skill 
when, at her age, today’s kids wouldn’t qual-
ify for a driver’s license. Those Buicks were 
big, heavy cars with marginal brakes and 
lousy handling. But they had big straight-
eight engines. Ruthie knew that car and 
would drive it at speeds substantially in ex-
cess of local speed limits. She managed to 
terrorize the inhabitants of the Minneapolis 
neighborhoods where we all lived, but she 
never smashed the car. She saved that for an 
Aston Martin. 
  Ruth really took to the racing scene and 
was very supportive. I recall an incident 
where we tore the rear end out of our race car 
at a night race on a Wednesday. We didn’t 
have $50 to buy another ring and pinion at a 
junk yard so that we would be able to race 
that Sunday. We were working at the local 
Standard station Thursday morning feeling 
very sorry for ourselves when the big Buick 
came flying in, missed the gas pumps by 
inches and miraculously stopped right at the 
front door. Out popped Ruthie with a big 
sock filled with loose change. We had the 
$50! We raced on Sunday. 
 Foreign cars of all types were coming 
onto the scene including those fabulous 
sports cars. Naturally, we took an interest. 

Donny was invited to a meeting at Joe 
Schneider’s Rolls Royce dealership in St. 
Paul during which the Land O’ Lakes Region 
of the SCCA was formed. We signed up im-
mediately. 
  Ruth and Donny had started dating oth-
ers, but she was interested in sports cars and 
thought she would like to drive in races. She 
was hanging out at speed shops and gas sta-
tions where racers gathered. Soon people 
were offering her rides. 
 She enjoyed driving and she was good at 
it, participating in local and Regional races. 
With her lively, outgoing personality she was 
popular at the SCCA meetings, occasionally 
bursting into song if things were getting dull. 

Ruth at Lake Phalen in 1955 
  
Ruthie moved to the West Coast, raced with 
the best, won trophies, got featured in the 
book, Fast Women, as well as in the Porsche 
magazine. But that’s another story for some-
one else to tell. 
  I hadn’t seen Ruthie in 40 years, but dur-
ing the last few years we corresponded regu-
larly and had long talks on the telephone. It 
felt very close and comfortable, we could just 
as well have been having a beer just like we 
used to 50 years ago. 
        Now you know how that “fast woman” 
got her start. I miss her already. 

 
LETTERS 
 Hi Ginny! I am very sorry to hear that.  
When I saw Ruth at Paramount Ranch – and I 
was about to follow the ranger with my car – 
I offered to take her in the car with me. She 
turned me down.  “I have my own car she 
said” – even though she was in the wheel-
chair.  I wound up not talking to her the rest 
of the day. I’m sorry to hear she’s passed on. 
A couple years back, my daughter Amanda, 
who had just gotten married, joined Tina and 
me – and Ruth at a table – and we all really 
enjoyed each other’s company. I will – that 
is, I do miss her already.  She was one tough 
woman – and a lot of fun to be around at 
times.  Just a note about something I appreci-
ated Ruth for. I have a niece, Danya Pacheco, 
who has become a winning race driver in 
Mexico.  Her father, Ivan, also quite a driver 
and owner of his own auto repair shop in 
Mexicali, provides the cars Danya drives.  
Danya is now 22 and recently graduated as an 
industrial engineer. Ruth and Danya commu-

https://vimeo.com/79572367


nicated with each other thru Facebook and I 
feel both admired and respected the other. I 
had planned on having Danya come up to 
Bothwell Ranch in 2015 and she of course 
wanted to be with and meet Ruth. I regret that 
the two will not meet up in person now. —
Mike Savin 

 Art, It is with sadness and nostalgia that I 
read over the holidays that two old friends 
have passed away. Mary Davis and Ruth 
Levy were both pioneers on the early Cali-
fornia sports car racing cicuit.  Together with 
the late Josie Von Neumann they were seri-
ous competitors and though all of them were 
good looking, nobody mistook them for or-
naments to the scene but for the excellent 
drivers they were. Together with the Gurney 
family I am sending my sincere condolences 
to their families, I consider myself fortunate 
to have known them and raced with them 
when we all were young and life was still a 
grand adventure. —Dan Gurney 

 
 Hi Dixie, I just got this cryptic message 
from Jim Sitz re Ruth's passing, and wanted 
to check with you because I talked to her on 
12/21. I knew she was on morphine and had 
just switched to hospice care. And obviously 
the clock was ticking. But I hoped she would 
make it through the Holidays. Tony Aderien-
sens was going to arrive here and make a 
special visit to see her, and she was all ex-
cited about meeting with him. Now while 
writing this I just heard back from Dusty who 
was going to call Kelly to confirm, but heard 
from you in the meantime. I'm sad. Regards, 
—Pete Vanlaw 
 
 Ginny, Sad news. Just this June I had 
some email conversation with Ruth Levy 
Raymond and among others she wrote me: 
“yes I'm the one and only Ruth Levy from the 
50's, 84 years old October 29th...alive and 
kicking after all these years....y'all take care 
now, thanks for the info and have a great 
day.” At the time she was asking me about 
the speed of Pedro Rodriguez compared to 
other male drivers. Best wishes, —Martin 
Krejci 
 
 Ginny/Art- Here are a couple of photos of 
Ruth at the Porsche Race Car Classic show in 
Carmel in October 2011, where I met her. 
She had just autographed my 550 Spyder (the 
one I brought to Paramount Ranch this past 
October). She was so sweet to my wife and I, 
& we'll really miss her. What a firecracker! 
Be sure to let us know about the memorial. 
Best Wishes, —Steve & Ruth Klein 

Ruth in Steve Klein’s 550. 

 
 Dear Art, I was in touch with Ruth right 
up to when she could no longer converse, and 
then with her husband Wayne, only a few 
days before she died. As you know, Ruth and 
I had been close ever since she first drove my 
father’s Porsche 550 in 1957, a long time 
ago. I got to know her well and, especially in 
more recent times, how she personally 
thought of death. It happens. After only a 
couple of chemo treatments she said quality 
of life was her more important ending, 
stopped the treatments, and toughed it out to 
that end, albeit with the help of hospice and 
morphine medication to relieve the pain of 
her cancer, with her family close by. Most 
importantly, Art, and I hope you keep this 
well in mind when you write your special 
edition of the newsletter about Ruth, she truly 
despised sentimentality, especially related to 
the dying process and its result.  You may or 
may not know that I wrote a lengthy feature 
article on Ruth and her life for the PCA 
membership Porsche Panorama magazine’s 
February 2014 issue. All the best, —Will 
Edgar 
 
 Ginny, Yes, I did know Ruth. Getting to  
this stage, there are – unfortunately - too 
many of these passing notices. Thank you for 
the invitation. My interest in racing goes back 
to the year before I was born – 1932  - when 
my Grandfather, Fred Frame, won the Indy 
500. Reading your newsletters produces 
many favorite memories of the 50’s. Mike 
(Savin) has been a friend since our service 
during Korea, as was our friendship with 
Warren and Simone Olson during the Bruce 
(Kessler) and Lance Reventlow/Scarab era. 
Cheers – and best wishes for 2015. —Jerry 
and Chonita Earle 
 
 Art, Momma Roo was so many, many 
things. A very competitive sportscar racer, a 
cowgirl, poet, painter (many oustanding oil 
paintings) and author of several books that 
she illustrated herself.  Ruth was also a wife, 
mother and grandmother.  Momma Roo was 
a tremendous talent, impatient, fiery, and a 
great loyal friend (unless you pissed her 
off). Great sense of humor, generous in 
thoughts and prayers to those she cared for. I 

will truly miss her emails and phone calls.  
Rest in peace dear friend. —Dusty Brandel 
 
 Art, I am so sad to hear this...she was a 
fine gal and had a bit of fun together over the 
years.  Bob had a lot of love and respect for 
her.  Sympathies to her family. Thank you for 
the update. Joyce Blake Challman  
 
 First Mary, then Ruth, words are never 
there when we need them. —Blanche Baker 

Ruth at Elkhart Lake in 1955 
 

Bill Pollack, Bruce Kessler and Ruth at our 
Fabulous Fifties December banquet in 2009 

 
Carroll Shelby and Ruth at our Fabulous 
Fifties picnic at the Bothwell Ranch in 
2010. 


	RUTH LEVY

