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PREFACE

On the road it looks like just a little dot on the horizon but when you get closer, that little dot becomes an enormous monstrosity – a huge cargo ship on wheels. In Denmark alone these trucks are responsible for 90 percent of all freight transportation to shops, department stores and other clients, moving more than 220 lbs (100 kilos) of goods per living Dane every day. 

Behind the wheel of each truck sits an asphalt cowboy. With around 5 million miles under his belt (the equivalent of more than 200 times around the Earth), there is a good chance that at some point during our travels many of us will have passed Willy Davidsen – known in trucker circles as Georgia Boy. A 63-year-old granddad and great-granddad, he has spent more time on the roads – both domestically and internationally – than most. Over the last half a century, he has driven trucks of almost all possible brands, models, colors and sizes, coming to know most European highways like his own front seat. 

Born in the western part of Funen, the third largest of Denmark’s islands, in 1949, Willy had diesel motors on the brain almost from day one. To some trucking is a question of earning a living but to Willy it has been a dream come true. In Georgia Boy Willy shares his amazing adventures on the road and describes characters with fuel in their blood – in some cases blue blood – and an interest in the trucker lifestyle. His stories include a world record and – most importantly – his friends Mr President, Sitting Bull, Mr White Tornado, Ironside, The Horse Thief, The Trouble and many other road legends and Convoy Buddies. Each character brings with him a number of great cock-and-bull stories from his years on the road. Ups and downs, good times and hard times. 

*   *   *

I especially wish to thank Willy Davidsen, aka Georgia Boy, for numerous good interviews, laughs, drives and experiences. I also would like to thank all the other contributors to the book, among them Claus Filipsen, Erik Jeppesen and Ole Emil, who volunteered a truckload of pictorial material. Thanks to editor, Jesper Tolstrup, from TURBINE Publishing House and the author’s company buddy, Lars Rasmussen, who has been a priceless sounding board in the process. I also owe an enormous debt of gratitude to The FDE Fond, which has supported the publication.

The intention of the book is to paint a picture of life on the road and capture the Danish truckers close up through a selection of funny, scary, festive and tragic stories that have come from their many long drives around the world. At the same time, I hope to improve the understanding of the challenges truckers face by providing an insight into a world of doughty, hard-working people who both collect and diligently share their own stories in an environment imbued with comradeship, solidarity and romantic nostalgia. The book is, thus, far from being for truckers alone.

The reader will become acquainted with trucker jargon, which is not always polite. An ass is, for instance, ‘the place where the back splits in two’. That is how the truckers speak, and for those who do not care for that tone, I can only say that if you don’t like the smell from the upper berth of the driver’s cab, don’t join the ride. 

Several of the stories happened many years ago, and it is possible that they have been embellished over the years. When, like the truckers, you primarily use one another to verify your accounts, you are following the ancient, cracker-barrel story-telling tradition, where the stories rarely get worse over the course of time – and where the chronology does not always make sense. The stories in this book are verified to the greatest possible extent, though, and from the bottom of the tank of diesel, you are wished happy reading. 

10-4 good buddy, okey-dokey and keep on trucking. 


OKEY-DOKEY,
GOOD BUDDY

Every industry has its own stories but the trucking industry has more than most. A solid tank-full has cropped up around one of the grand old men of Denmark – a trucker called Willy Davidsen, alias Mr Georgia Boy. We met for the first time during the hours before the Convoy Buddy Club annual get-together in September 2011. The Convoy Buddy Club is the rallying point for many Danish truckers and since 1978 there has been only one disruption to their yearly shindig. 

Willy is not particularly tall but he puts a measuring tape to the test around his waist. His graying hair is receding and his teeth are less than white, but there is a fine moustache under his nose and under the indis-pensable trucker cap are bright blue eyes. The twinkle in his eyes as he throws out a steady flow of words in the dialect of the western part of Funen brings the impression of a real rogue to a singing state of perfection. 

The annual get-together is held at The White Swans inn in the small, idyllic fishing village of Karrebaeksminde in western Zealand. Here, the gigantic trucks chug along, one after another, past the two hoisted flags – one with the Convoy Buddy logo and one with the Stars and Stripes – and onto the parking lot in front of the cozy pub. Great, hooting honks of welcome from the trucks fill the air, while cans of beers, ‘Hey, good buddy’s’ and thumbs-ups are thrown about right and left.
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Lots of goodies for the throats, ears and nostalgic eyes at the Convoy Buddy Club annual celebration party 2011.
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Mr. President played a few classics  at the annual celebration party in Karrebaeksminde.
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Willy is wearing an old t-shirt and work-wear trousers but after a couple of beers and a shower at the campground in the back, he changes into his best bib and tucker: jeans and a black Elvis Presley shirt. Of the roughly 150 participants, almost everyone has put an effort into their outfits and an array of cowboy hats, bow ties and denim vests spice up the Scania coats and reflective pants. Meanwhile, the musical feature of the night, Chik n’Roosters, can be seen dragging their gear into the room where the party is to be held. 

The Convoy Buddy Club’s cashier, Claus Filipsen – who calls himself the Funen Native, but is called the Gramophone Needle by others because of his endless chattering in his ringing dialect – greets guests at the door. He accepts the 250 Danish kroner it costs every guest who in return will get a buffet, music, dance and good company. 

In this crowd Willy Davidsen is only called Georgia Boy. Known by all he is one of ‘the old dudes’ – an experienced asphalt cowboy who was in the trucker game before some of the other partygoers were even born. The young ones listen when he shares his experiences and especially when he tells tall tales from the road. A roar of laughter is sure to follow every well-timed punchline. 

The bar is busy while the buffet begins to appease the apparently very hungry crowd. The invitation for the event understated the menu, because there is much more than the two promised types of meat. Minced beef patties with fried onions, roast pork, ham, Danish meatballs, fries and sauce are among the well-stocked selection, which is washed down with beer, wine and whiskies and soda into many an impressive belly. Even so, the truckers still find room for a couple of desserts afterwards.

In a corner of the room, Convoy Buddy merchandise is sold, ranging from caps and belt buckles to t-shirt transfers, ballpoint pens and reflective vests – but most visitors already seem to be marked with various effects from the trucker club. Eventually, Chik n’Roosters strike the first chords and the crowd, clearly more than content with the country notes, chime in with a merry applause. The cheering reaches new levels when Willy’s good friend Convoy Buddy no. 1, Remi Erik Bergen (trucker name Mr President), takes the stage and plays a couple of songs from his great back catalogue.

The night seems a great success, but amid the cigarette smoke, a few cranky remarks can be heard outside the inn. ‘It is best, though, when we hold these things in Jutland’; ‘Hell, it was more fun in the good old days’; and ‘Put a cork in it and drink some brews, okey-dokey.’

The cheering breaks loose once again: first during the draw for Convoy Buddy prizes and then during the auction run by the trucker, Baloo, who enthusiastically knocks down to the highest bidder all kinds of sponsored trucker effects, such as dice to hang from the rearview mirror – known as trucker balls in Denmark – plush side-door panels and a lined Scania coat with no less than four Xs before the L. 

Today, the Convoy Buddy Club has 250 members. In the golden age of the truckers – the 1980s – the number was ten times as high. Nostalgia and the romance of ‘the good old days’ are recurrent subjects of conversation around the tables, and most of the stories – especially the funny ones – are getting on in years. Today, many people see being a trucker as just a job – and a hard, unglamorous and unprofitable one at that. Once it was a lifestyle where the countless number of miles flashed by along with 
numerous parties, fun and games, big adventures and experiences but there is no time for that sort of thing anymore. Times have changed – everything is controlled, the driving and resting times are strict and the trucks are speed limited. At the same time, cheap East European labor is crushing the Danish truckers’ livelihood. Even so, many of them continue to honk away. They refuse to give up, because they love their job and the ‘freedom’ of the road. Not least Georgia Boy, whose boundless love for his profession has helped to define the ‘good old days’ of the Danish trucker. 




THE TRUCKER GEEK 
WAS ON HIS WAY

One month after the Convoy Buddy Club get-together, Willy is in the western part of Sweden. Malt from the Danish town of Svendborg is to be unloaded by the big Carlsberg factory in Falkenberg, and it is getting late after a long day in the truck. Unfortunately, the brewery’s silos have space for only two truckloads, and there are seven booked with the little handful of Danish truckers who gradually maneuver into the fall-cold parking lot. In a nice representation of Danish queuing culture, they park in order – the first in the lot means the first to unload, even though that means that a couple of the drivers must live with having to wait for up to 24 hours before the brewery can accept the order. 

The first man in place is one of the other old men in the game: Convoy Buddy 10, Ebbe ‘Mr Viking’ Juul Joergensen, who unfortunately happens to tip his dump body too high, hitting the rafters of the brewery, which suffer some huge scratches. You need to tread a fine balance when loading and unloading and the experienced trucker kicks himself afterwards, using the foulest of language. When he is not looking, the other truckers cackle with great smirks on their faces.

The truckers gather in a little knot in the parking lot. They smoke, spit and moan about the ‘waiting times’ while slowly get ready for the night in the cabins. The waiting hours are spent with everything from crosswords and movies to talks with wives, carriers and freight forwarders, who frequently call to co-ordinate the week’s schedules with the drivers.

The drivers diligently key in routes on their GPSs, which have become highly cherished instruments. When the old roadmaps are spoken of, feelings swing between nostalgia and irritation. Willy jots down the data of the day on a pad – time of arrival, departure and resting periods. The ballpoint pen is dancing. He has everything under control, and the formalities are quickly over and done with. After leaning back in the feathered driver’s seat with a can of Coke from the fridge, he turns back the time. Far back. All the way back to January 1st, 1949. 

That was the day Willy D Davidsen was born and became a little brother to Jens, a one-year-old, diaper-wearing toddler. He was born in the small village of Saugmose, barely two miles from Vissenbjerg in the western part of Funen. His father, Johannes, was from Jutland while his mother, Ruth, was a local girl. The childhood home was a tiny farm complete with 6.8 acres of land where they grew crops and bred cattle and, well, children. Johannes got up in the middle of the night seven days a week to drive milk to the dairies, and Willy, Jens and, in time, the four younger siblings hardly ever saw their hard-working father, who also worked on surrounding farms. Willy’s childhood home was far from wealthy, but in terms of love and solidarity no expense was spared. The two parents and six kids were crammed together in one bedroom, but with five siblings there was always someone to play with. Only imagination limited their playing, because the kids were often left to themselves. As mother Ruth says: 

‘It was probably a good thing that back then social services weren’t as attentive about keeping little kids under constant supervision as they are now. There wasn’t any time for that – so we needed to use other methods.’ Three-year-old Willy was rather adventurous and one day he quite simply had to be tied down to an old well pump in the yard to prevent him making mischief.

‘As a four-, five- and six-year-old boy, I could sit a whole day on my daddy’s plowing machine. I had a lid from an old cake jar to use as a steering wheel, and I went all out, sputtering with my mouth to make a motorized sound – and at the end, all the skin from my lips was torn off,’ Willy recalls. Willy was fascinated by his father’s great machines and would gape at the big trucks every time they came wheeling into the yard. 
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Three-year-old Willy could not be controlled and had to be tied down to the water pump in the yard. 
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The brothers Davidsen: Ejvind, Willy and Jens. 

Private photo

 

The three brothers, Jens, Willy and Ejvind, were in the same class at Skovsby School until the only teacher at the school, Professor Pedersen, suddenly died. Then they had three unforeseen days off before starting at a new school in the somewhat bigger town of Vissenbjerg the following Monday. As an eight year old, Willy had to go through the first big, radical change in his life: changing to a new school in what seemed to be a bustling metropolis. But change is not always the worst thing. 

The kids had to cross the main road on their way to and from school, which put terrible worries into mother Ruth’s head, but pleased Willy, the little trucker nerd. 

‘The best thing about changing schools was the fact that you could watch the lignite trucks rushing by with a great rumble. I’m pretty sure my jaw dropped down to the brown leather satchel at the end of my arm when these heavy, fuming, magnificent trucks powered by,’ Willy remembers. 

To make matters more interesting, the haulier Moeller Christensen lived right next to the new school, and he had a son in Ejvind’s class. So, for Willy, afternoon homework was mostly about admiring the lavish and mighty trucks at Moeller Christensen’s. In the Davidsen family’s home, on the other hand, the fanciest item was a radio the size of a chest freezer, and many nights were spent listening to transmissions from the six-day race at the Forum. 

‘My father, Johannes, was crazy about the six-day cycle race, and so we all became just as crazy about it. What pops do is always right, right? We were speed crazy as well, and fascinated by these riders, and, when playing, we often pretended that we were the ones scorching along inside the Forum.’

But with only one bike to share – and even that was missing a chain and brakes – it was rather difficult for Willy and his two brothers to recreate the six-day race. They solved the problem by dragging the bike inside the living room, where the tiled stove’s chimney had to lay down its life for the Davidsen brothers, who, of course, called themselves ‘Couple Number Seven’ after the famous six-day riders Kay Werner Nielsen and Palle Lykke Jensen. In 1959, when Willy was ten years old, the family moved from Saugmose to Rydskov, where they invested in a farm with room for twelve milking cows and a herd of pigs – and poof, the Davidsen family had become owners of quite a presentable piece of land. This changed the kids’ self-perception. 

‘It was a big deal to us. We went from being smallholder’s kids to children on a real farm. That meant something to us in relation to other children. But it wasn’t all fine, because I smelled like a pig from the farm at home, causing the other kids to call me “Piggy” – but the teasing usually stopped when facing one of these,’ Willy says with a crooked smile and his characteristic dialect, raising a fierce fist. 

The next step up the social ladder was taken in 1961 when the Davidsens bought a Major television – and the tractor was upgraded from 33 hp to a 40 hp model. Both provided the family and, not least, the three brothers with prestige and pride. At the same time, their father started spending more time at home because of the demands the farm was placing on him. Willy and big brother Jens began to help out by driving the tractor on some of the milking trips. Willy still remembers how much he enjoyed sitting on the tractor with a big engine beneath him. 

‘My whole life, I had dreamt of driving the big machines myself. So sitting there with a humming 40 horsepower engine, helping with the tractor driving – that was the dream!’

As a kid from the postwar years, Willy was fascinated by both the UK and the USA, but particularly by the enormous tractors and trucks he had heard could be found there. Willy loved the giant map of the UK found in his schoolyard and he excelled at British geography. However, in general, school was not the most exhilarating place for Willy, who could not get away fast enough. He wanted to leave and earn some money, preferably with horsepower underneath him. Thus, summer vacations were always spent in Vinderup near Holstebro at uncle Magnus’s. He was a driver who at a young age had played father figure to Willy’s father Johannes. Johannes was the youngest of twelve children, and he was only one year old when he lost his father, who drowned in a well.
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Willy’s uncle Magnus with the beloved Opel Blitz.
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‘In that way, my uncle Magnus had always meant something special to my dad. But he came to mean a great deal to me too, because he had an Opel Blitz truck, and every morning I joined him on his route – equipped with a small shovel – and then it was time for loading by the sand pits.’ 

Willy fondly remembers the truck that he had sat in for hours during the many long family visits, where the fantasy would run wild. The old Opel Blitz was a sanctuary for Willy who let his dreams unravel. 

‘Through my whole childhood, I never doubted what I was going to do with my life – I would be behind the wheel of a truck. And this feeling continued through adolescence, so when people asked what I wanted to do when I grew up I always answered “truck driver”. Even at a teenage ball at Hindevad Inn, it was more exciting to look at haulier Ove Ormhoej’s trucks in the back than to dance close with the local girls.’

The trucker geek was on his way.

FAT, LARD AND ALMOST
A DRIVER’S LICENSE
In 1963 and now 13 years old, Willy started farm work.
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