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An original body buck from the factory in front of a Gmünd Coupe. Photo by Curt Dansby. See article on page 4.

Save The Date!
2015 Annual Gathering of the Faithful
January 23 - 25, 2015
Bradenton, FL
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Welcome New Members
By Alan Winer

FOG Officers & Contacts
Thru December 31, 2014
Alan Winer, Trustee
President and Membership Chair
alanwiner1@gmail.com
8311 C.R. 208
Saint Augustine, FL 32092
Pete Bartelli, Trustee
Vice-President & Event Chair
peterbartelli@hotmail.com
Lee Payne, Trustee
Treasurer
leempayne@cfl.rr.com
John Reker
Secretary & Insurance Chair
jreker@cfl.rr.com
1660 Joeline Court
Winter Park, FL 32789
Speedster Jack Kasmer, Trustee
Email Coordinator
57speedster@comcast.net
Jamie Poole. Trustee
rare356@gmail.com
Past Presidents of FOG
Frank Hood: 2011 - 2013
Mike Davis: 2010 – 2011
John Reker: 2007 – 2010
Kirk Stowers: 2003 – 2007
Rich Williams: 1993 - 2003

Tom & Angie Blash join from Palm Beach
Gardens, Fl. They are the owners of a 1961
S90 Roadster. They can be contacted at
561-626-3944.
Jim & Martha O’Donnell are from
Clayton, NY and have a home in Lakewood
Ranch, FL. They are driving a 1964C Coupe.
Contact them at 315-783-6052.

Peter Kyres joins us from Clearwater, FL.
He recently purchased a 1960 B sunroof
Coupe that was originally sold in April 1960
to a serviceman in Wiesbaden, Germany.
His contact is 727-449-9819.
Marc Jordan joins from Belleair, FL. He
is the owner of a 1965C Cabriolet. His
contact is 727-442-4755.

Driving Update
By Dennis Brunotte

This month we add yet another installment
to our Porsche 356 member driving contest
and the miles are beginning to add up. But
the best still may be ahead of us as several of
our group head off for the “Holidays.” The
West Coast Holiday is scheduled for August
27–31 in Stevenson, WA (3,000 miles to the
northwest) and already two or three of our
stalwarts have indicated they have plans
to attend. The East Coast Holiday in late
September will be a bit closer to home but
allowing our attendees the chance to tame
the Tail of the Tiger once again. At any
rate these Registry activities provide us the
opportunity to crank up the tubs and hit the
high road. And know that all those miles
will show up on the log sheet below as our
contest participants keep ‘em running.

Here are our current leaders as we have
progressed nearly two-thirds of the way
through the year:
Alex Dearborn
James Spears
Steve Bamdas
Jack Kasmer
Randy Gananathan
John Reker
Bill Cooper
Glenn Long
John Lovejoy
Dennis Brunotte
Chip Reichert
John Boles
Dick Weiss
Bob Ross
Karen Walker

Osprey
Madeira Beach
Lighthouse Point
Sebring
W. Palm Beach
Winter Park
Jacksonville
Dunnellon
Jacksonville
Naples
Vero Beach
Estero
Cincinnati, OH
Englewood
Cocoa

5048
3827
2652
2144
1743
1574
1281
1061
979
973
904
804
535
509
500

Local Events and Tours

One of the major benefits of owning a 356 is the opportunity to meet and socialize with a truly
marvelous group of people–our fellow 356 owners. Since the long distances in Florida make it difficult for many members to attend statewide events, we have developed a system of local breakfasts
and/or driving tours to keep our members in touch with each other.
Central Florida (Orlando area): Breakfast first Saturday of every month. Lunch tours occasionally,
but not on a fixed schedule. To receive notice/reminders of both the breakfasts and the lunch tours
send an email to John Reker at JReker@cfl.rr.com or call at (407) 629-0248.
Northeast Florida (Jacksonville area): Get together first Saturday of every month. Location varies.
Contact Jim Voss at vossjax@bellsouth.net or at (904) 529-1398.

The FOGLight is the official
publication of the Porsche 356
Florida Owners Group (FOG). It
is published in even-numbered
months. Send articles, photos
and suggestions to: Janis Croft,
Webmaster / FOGlight Editor at
jlcfog@gmail.com

Northwest Florida: Looking for a volunteer to organize local events. Please contact Pete Bartelli
at peterbartelli@hotmail.com
Southeast Florida: First Saturday of each month at 9:00 am at Cucina dell’ Arte, 257 Royal Poinciana Way, Palm Beach, FL. Phone: 561 655 0770. Indoor and Outdoor seating options. Free parking
in front of restaurant. RSVP if attending to Randy Gananathan at rdganathan@gmail.com.
Southwest Florida (Sarasota area): Last Saturday of each month at 9:00 am at First Watch Restaurant at the Publics Plaza located on University Parkway, just east of 1-75 (exit 213). This draws
FOGies from Naples to Tampa. Contact Bob Ross at (941) 492-5214 or bobross517@gmail.com
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Presidentʼs Perspective

What’s in a name?
anthropomorphism may also help us to simplify and make
more sense of complicated relationships. Additionally,
lacking social connections with other people might motivate
lonely individuals to seek out connections from nonhuman
items. We’ll leave this one be!

A topic that has evoked my curiosity and has stymied me is
the phenomenon of giving our 356s names. Sometimes these
names are proper names and sometimes they are nicknames
selected to establish an identity of an occurrence or an
idiosyncrasy. For example, “Smokey” for an oil burner. Now
I’m not being critical here, and I know this is a common
occurrence among vintage car enthusiast of any manufacture, I just don’t grasp the concept.

Now I realize that these 356s have good & bad hair days,
i.e. moisture can affect many things, and this may appear as
different driving responses evoking the sense of personality traits which might contribute to personification and even
dialogue. The Shands Bridge is this narrow bridge down the
road from us; it crosses over the St John’s River. It was originally built narrow and has become even more so because of
added concrete abutment walls built on each side. I assume
the theory being that it is better to careen into the opposing traffic then to plunge into the river. Nevertheless, speeding over the bridge with the top down, the concrete walls
rebound engine noise which on a bright day with blue skies
and white clouds have cause me to venture into this realm of
personification. On one such day, I approached the Shands
Bridge, not another car insight, and pushed the accelerator
to the floor. In true Porsche 356 fashion the engine built up
speed in a steady controlled climb. At the apex of the bridge,
at speeds I assumed were over 90mph, with the engine
noise creating a mechanical symphony off of the abutments,
I found myself in conversation with whom I am not sure.
More accurately the speed was around 70mph.

According to the World Meteorological Organization, “the
naming of hurricanes and storms—a practice that originated with the names of saints, sailors’ girlfriends, and disliked
political figures—simplifies and facilitates effective communication . . . and the efficient exchange of information.”1 But
yet, I have friends that have named their cars and we’re well
into a conversation before I realize it’s their car, not their
niece or nephew, they are referring to.
Now we may be talking about personification. This is where
nonhuman objects or animals are given human qualities.
Or it may be anthropomorphism which is the attribution of
human motivation, characteristics, or behavior to inanimate
objects, animals, or natural phenomena. While these seem
to be the same, the academics seem to differentiate between
the two but let’s not delve into that level of definition. Neuroscience research has shown that similar brain regions are
involved when we think about the behavior of both human
and nonhuman entities, suggesting that anthropomorphism
or personification may be using similar processes as those
used for thinking about other people.

And then there’s our ex-Prez, heading out across the country
to the West Coast Holiday, in a 356 named “Crusty”.
Mechanics restored with moral support by Kasmer, body
demoralizingly unrestored by oxidation. There is the possibility that there will be a trail of body panel pieces and structural parts on the roads between Florida and Washington.

Anthropomorphism carries many important implications.
For example, thinking of a nonhuman entity in human
ways renders it worthy of moral care and consideration. In
addition, anthropomorphized entities become responsible
for their own actions—that is, they become deserving of
punishment or reward. Examples might be the reward of a
new accessory or “time out” in the garage after a breakdown.
Thankfully, in some cases, we are not privy to what goes on
behind closed garage doors!

A while back I owned a Fiat, aesthetically wonderful but
a mechanical nightmare and this car was referred to as the
“POS”; this is about my extent of vehicular labeling. Please
refrain from writing letters to the editor regarding this subject
or requesting car name contests.

Although we like to anthropomorphize, we do not assign
human qualities to each and every single object we encounter. What accounts for this selectivity? One factor is similarity. An entity is more likely to be anthropomorphized if it
appears to have traits similar to those of humans such as
movements or physical features. Not sure how this applies to
356s, but perhaps the headlights represent eyes, hood handle
the nose and the hood contour the mouth? Various motivations may also influence anthropomorphism. For example,
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ADDITIONAL IMPORTANT INFORMATION
Please mark your calendars for the Gathering of the Faithful 2015 in Bradenton. The dates are Friday through Sunday
Jan. 23rd-25th. We are planning local activities for those
that wish to arrive on Thursday. Further details will follow
in the next issue.

Excerpt from pyschcentral.com
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The long way to Mecca
by Curt Dansby

into Gmünd and Nancy asked how
do we find what I am looking for?
Pausing, I looked around and said
“Something is not right; this town
is way too large.”

The call came from my boss in
mid-October of that year:
“Curt, I am signed up for a week
long product training session
starting three weeks from now
in Bad Kreuznach, Germany and
then moving to Turin, Italy for a
couple of days. I am traveled out
and do not want to go. Will you
go in my stead?”
Thus began the mad scramble.
I wanted to stay an extra week,
could Nancy find someone to
switch a week vacation with her? (Her group schedules all
vacations in the fall for the following year). A willing partner
was found and the rush planning for a whirlwind vacation
was on. Nancy would fly into Turin the Sunday morning
after the training session ended and we would spend a couple
days in Italy and then go on to Austria.

I would like to blame it on residuals of the copious amounts of
Italian wine I had processed but
while the nice lady with minimal
English skills showed me Gmünd
on the map, it dawned on me that
I had driven to the wrong Gmünd!
Yes, there are two Gmünd’s in Austria, nearly three if you
count “Gmünden”, but I had not had that much wine. The
Gmünd we wanted was four hours south of where we were.
So without much pondering over how I was standing in
“Gmünd Lower Austria” while the other Gmünd was farther
south or lower on the map from where I was, we got back
on the road. I pushed the Opel Mini Van, the rental company
had so graciously supplied, to the limits of its capability’s on
the Austrian Autobahn. It was soon apparent that we would
not make it in time to the “real” Gmünd that day.

My portion of the trip started by being picked up at the
Frankfurt airport by a new German friend I had met at another meeting. We had lunch in Frankfurt and he took me to
the Otto Glockler Dealership (the very first Porsche dealership) which had been recently taken over as a factory owned
dealership. My very long running restoration project (a
‘53 Coupe) was originally delivered to Glockler. Copy of
Kardex in hand, I attempted to get any information they had
but much had changed at the dealership and records had been
moved or lost. “We did have a colleague who was the unofficial historian but he retired about a year ago.” I asked if they
had any paraphernalia like license plate tags, etc. A fellow
went in the back to search and came out with a small (too
small for me) red work jacket with an interesting Porsche
patch on it but no Glockler logo. I said oh well thanks and
the guy said, you can have it, so I did end up with a souvenir
from the dealership and their contemporary Glockler logo.

With the remainder of the trip growing short, I thought this
part of the trip (the main impetus for going to Austria) would
be lost. Nancy assured me we would juggle the schedule
and on the last day rather than leaving Salzburg directly to
Vienna we would drive to Vienna from Gmünd. So with the
new plan in effect we went directly to Salzburg and spent the
remainder of that day and the following day and night sightseeing there. Then the last day in country (with an overnight
close to the Vienna Airport and an early morning flight the
next day) we set off for Gmünd, this time, the right one.

When Nancy got in we spent two days in Turin touring
museums and eating good food. We took a train to Milan the
next day and saw some museums there as well as a visit to
see The Last Supper. After a day and night in Milan it was a
short flight to Vienna. At the behest of several folks I had met
at the training in germany, we worked in a visit to Schönbrunn Palacehome of the Austrian Monarchy until World
War 1. The next day we picked up a car and the plan was
to drive across Austria directly to Gmünd for the afternoon
and then a couple of days in Salzburg. I looked at the map
they gave us at the rental car agency and said, while pointing, “There it is, Mecca! You are the navigator.” and gave
the map to Nancy. After a couple of hours driving, we rolled
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The town is in fact still small and it was easy to find Herr
Pfeifhofer’s Automuseumthe first order of business. As
we pulled in to the parking lot, there was a large tour bus
with lots of people milling about and eating lunch on tables.

I had made it! But as we walked up to the entrance, the door
was locked. Looking around there were two guys sitting at
a table in a kids playground drinking wine (at 11:00 in the
morning) and playing chess. These guys did not appear to
be with the tour bus so I approached and asked about the
museum. “It is klaus-ed”. But no, I responded, I e-mailed
and got a response that it was open this time of year on these
days. “My Englitch is no guut, my son may be here soon.
He has gut Englitch.” My euphoria vanished. I could not
accept the museum was closed. I walked all around even
asking the farmer and his wife next door; they knew nothing.
Nancy seeing my disappointment, did not press and let me
walk around aimlessly in my funk. Maybe they went to an
early lunch or maybe that guy’s son will come and he knows
somebody, I hoped out loud. After close to an hour, the tour
bus loaded up and departed. The grounds were now silent
and mostly deserted.

Frau Pfeifhofer showed up a little later and took our money
and we had the place to ourselves. I tried to talk Porsche
with Herr Pfeifhofer some after touring the museum but his
“Englitch” truly was not “guut.” I was able to express my
gratitude to him for opening back up for us. Whatever the
motivation to close to the Romanians, I could have appeared
just as undesirable wandering around his grounds like I lost
my dog.

I was disconsolate and Nancy was just starting the process
of trying to tell me it wasn’t meant to be when “Mr. Klaused” ambled over and said “So you vant to see the museum?”
“YES” I said as he fished a set of keys out of his pocket
and headed for the front door. “You,” I said, “YOU are Herr
Pfeifhofer?” “Ja” “but I thought the museum was closed?”
“Aagh, Romanians” he said pointing in the direction of the
departed tour bus as he opened the door. “First a film, then
you pay my Vife when she comes.”

Historic Gmünd clock tower where Husslein posed the #1 356 for photos.

Following the museum we spent a little time in town with
some photo ops and enjoyed a late lunch of a “Gmündian”
Bratwurst from Hansi’s Hütte. The drive to Vienna across
Southern Austria was long and mostly on secondary roads
but before it got dark we were treated to some of the most
beautiful scenery we seen the whole trip. Still a little spent
from my emotional up’s and downs of the past couple of
days the long drive didn’t really matter, I had somehow
accomplished my goal despite my bungling. Austria is a
truly gorgeous country and I encourage any of my 356 brethren to go if you get the opportunity, but send me an e-mail
first. I will mark Gmünd on a map for you.

Some of the very impressive cars in Pfeifhofer’s Collection

5

The Gmünd sign with the slash through it is
the Austrian equivalent of “leaving” Gmünd.

marriage & financial planning

VIEW FROM THE PASSENGER’S SEAT

Two years ago, I found my soul mate at the age of 42. She
had never married nor had children and I had been divorced
and had three teenagers at home. Needless to say, it was an
adjustment for all of us and we hadn’t even exposed my
addiction. Indeed, I’m an addictEuropean car(s) that is.
I’ve owned in excess of 65 vehicles since I was 16 with
ten of them bearing the Porsche crest. When we married, I
was already eyeing a 996 TT. She already had a little sporty
Mercedes so I knew I could convert her in time!

How in heavens name can I follow
Diana Williams with a column about a
passenger in a Porsche 356. That is a
challenge. But, fortunately I have had
some rides that perhaps other passengers have experienced as well. First
of all, I wouldn’t trade/barter/sell the
1965 champagne yellow 356 cabriolet
where I am the passenger. For many years after the car was
purchased, I never felt confident that the engine would start.
I always held my breath. I have overcome this fear and am
more relaxed.

by Shel Hart

by Jan Reker

Fast forward. We are sitting in front of our new financial
advisor to discuss retirement planning and what we’d need
to support our future lifestyle. Our advisor probes us asking
what we like to do, trips we’d take, etc. Debbie explains my
car addiction and the interview is instantly derailed. Scott,
our advisor, is also a “car guy.” He’s owned a shop that did
“resto mods” and has an affinity for American muscle.

In 1997, John and I were planning a trip to Washington, D.C.
and then on to Pittsburgh, PA. We started out on a beautiful
day (as many stories start) and the car was purring along. We
spent the night on the road and the second day out, it again
was a beautiful day. After stopping for lunch at a Wendy’s,
we couldn’t get the engine to turn over, let alone have it make
any type of sound. John called Sid Collins.Thank goodness
he has his work phone number memorized and discussed
the situation. Lo, and behold, a tow truck was also in the
parking lot. We got the tow truck to give us a jump start and
bingo, the engine was again purring. We got to the motel in
Washington, D.C. The front of the Porsche is always full
of needed Porsche items, tools, spare parts, battery charger,
etc. So, we borrowed an extension cord from the motel and
plugged in the battery charger and let it do its thing. We were
able to drive anywhere in the Washington, D.C. area as long
as we could recharge the battery. Since we were heading to
Pittsburgh, John called a Porsche repair shop that was located in the Pittsburgh area and explained our plight. So when
we were ready to drive to Pittsburgh, we took the Pennsylvania Turnpike. We felt rather small because we parked with
all the big 18-wheel rigs. We always kept the engine going,
even when we filled up with fuel. We drove directly to the
repair shop, the new starter was there waiting for us. After
the replacement, we started the car without any problems.
From potential disaster to a positive outcome, we entered
a tailgate concours that the Allegheny Region PCA was
having the weekend we were there. Yes, we won first place
in the 356 division. We haven’t stopped driving “The Tub”
and will continue to do so.

Scott stops to reflect on Porsche stories and tells me about
his wife’s best friend’s husband who has an old Porsche that
had a mild engine fire due to a backfire. He said he’s had it
for 16 years and it’s been his baby. This piques my interest and I ask, “Do you know what year it is? Is it older than
1965?” He says he thinks so I dive right in asking about
history, matching numbers, etc. Within minutes I’m getting
him to call his wife’s friend for more details. Then 48 hours
later, I’m headed to Jacksonville with my financial advisor,
and new best car buddy, with trailer in tow. Five hours later,
our new family “investment” is parked in the garage!
Certainly an investment,
right? After all Warren
Buffet predicts a major
correction soon and we
should hedge with Porsche
futures! Then the fun
really begins. The interior is stripped, engine and
transaxle removed, undercoating removed and holy
#!%^&! What did I get us
into? I quickly transition
to “US” as we are now a
unit, husband and wife,
and we’re in this together!
Fast forward a year ... The car is still in the garage, with hours
in replacing all metal with factory new, transaxle rebuilt and
engine in rebuild and a “few” extra tools. Every garage needs
a compressor, mig welder, plasma cutter, gas welding tanks,
angle/end grinders, and assorted body tools, right? All the
while my patient Debbie enters the dusty, grimy and smelly

garage walking by the very space her car used to occupy and
gives me a “look.” And through rainy days of not having a
covered garage for her vehicle, a grimy husband coming in
after a day of painstaking work, and a new expense category
unto itself, my wife is still loving and supportive. I indeed
have the best partner in the world!
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Road trip ruminations, May 2014
by Alex Dearborn

Danna and I are now Florida snowbirds. We had the ‘62
356b Roadster in Osprey for the winter, but I wanted it in
Maine, especially as we are planning to go to the West Coast
Holiday in Stevenson, Washington in late August.

a Crown Vic. Now, the dancing mirror
was almost still. What a difference if
you’re in the saddle for nine hours a day.
At the first stop, around Gainesville,
the car wouldn’t re-start. No power to
the starter, no lights, nothing. A good
samaritan gave me a jump-start, and
all was fine. Hmmm . . . Good that the
car was back on the road and running
great but puzzling that I couldn’t figure out the cause. The
generator light was behaving normally, the new fan belt was
tight, and the wipers and lights worked normally (rain now).

To prep for the trip up the east coast, I had 356 specialist Jason
Lee at Heritage Motor Restoration (HMR) in St. Petersburg
do a service on it, checking the usual stuff that might fail en
route. I had been having some no-start problems on prior
trips, so Jason checked the generator and related equipment.
The S90 had an overhaul by George Nelson in 2010, and
runs better than any S90 I have ever had.
Heading out that first day, I planned to meet Danna, who was
in our van, at a motel in Savannah the first night. When there
was any question about directions, I’d plug in my Garmin
GPS, which seemed to charge OK at speeds over 3,000 rpm,
even though the car is 6V and the Garmin is 12V. At lower
engine speeds, I just unplugged the Garmin. (Cell phones
seem to charge OK this way, too)

By the second stop, it was sunny again. Took on gas, and . . .
no start. Another good samaritan hooked up the cables . . . but
to no avail this time. The starter wouldn’t budge; not even
a click. My iPhone found a battery store nearby, but no
6V . . . and, I wasn’t even sure it was a battery problem.
Brumos Porsche was 40 miles away. I called AAA and the
Brumos service department. The nice woman on the phone
said she’d be happy to make an appointment for me but the
next opening was 3 days hence. I had AAA tow me there
anyway. Brumos staff were very attentive, loved the 356,
and most apologetic about the delay needed to look at my
car. You see, they explained, all the guys in the race shop
were preparing and loading vintage Indy cars for the trip
to Indianapolis for their vintage weekend. (The race shop
handles the 356 service work.) Then Don, the head of
the race shop and Hurley Haywood’s chief mechanic and
team manager, happened by. “Drop that car right here, and
lets have a look.” Twenty minutes later I was on my
way with a used 6 volt battery. No charge (money, that is).
That’s hospitality!

Driving an old car on a long trip is for me a mixture of
mechanical entertainment and apprehension. Actually, the
apprehension part usually comes first. One is hyper-alert for
any sign of mechanical mischief. Check the gauges, listen to
the thrumming and whining tones coming up from the reciprocating and rotating components, compare those to last
time, and scroll through the possibilities for a mechanical
event. Check, check, and check. With all indicators sending
happy signals, I relaxed into the drive, re-adjusted the seat
rake and started to enjoy the passing Florida ranch country.
The traffic in the left lane is going 80mph. Thanks to a slightly
taller gear installed by Vic Skirmants and to the robust S90,
80 is a reasonable cruising speed. Ever since I’ve had the car,
though, there had been front end vibration at 70-80... until
the last round at HMR. I had changed the chromed 5.5X15
aftermarket wheels for a new set years ago, with fresh tires.
No improvement. I had them re-balanced with no improvement. As the vibration wasn’t major, I chalked it up to the
probability that the aftermarket wheels were not quite round
enough. Adding to the mystery, tire/wheel balance issues
usually manifest themselves at a lower 60-65mph. It turned
out that the wheel bearing races had been pressed into the
drums at a slight angle, causing the drum, wheel and tire
to have an almost imperceptible wobble. HMR heated the
drums and cryogenically froze the bearings until they fell
out, then installed new ones in a press to obtain a perfectly vertical fit. Before, the rearview mirror couldn’t tell me
the difference between a blonde in a Mustang and a cop in

Don believes that the Garmin ran the battery down even
though I wasn’t using it much. It would deplete a charge at
least 4X faster than it would a 12v battery. Optima batteries
are nearly impossible to re-charge by conventional means
once fully depleted. It was also his experience that battery
tenders are not compatible with Optima Batteries, which
mirrors my own experiences. Do any FOG members have a
suggestion for a better leak-proof battery? [Ed. note: If so,
post on the 356FOG Message Board.]
Heading north again I put the pedal down and caught up with
Danna in Savannah. Maybe it was my imagination, but the
car ran better all the way to Maine. My trip mileage was
28mpg and one quart of oil.
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Regional News

All the known sales literature
on the Porsche 356, including
paint numbers, Spyder brochures,
a rare look at the 917, Carrera RS,
Marine & Aircraft Engines, Rotorcycle,
A, B & C Accessory Books and the
early Speedster. Double autographed
by Susann Miller and Richard Merritt.
320 pages, hardcover, b&w reproduction.
www.porschebooks.org to review book.
Email Susann with questions:
susannart@aol.com
REGULAR PRICE: $75
SPECIAL PRICE TO FOG MEMBERS:
$50 includes shipping

Southeast Florida Group
by Randy Gananathan

Four 356s braved the early morning showers to come out
to a combined FOG 356 and PCA Gold Coast Region’s
Porsche’s & Pancakes Event on July 5! Fifteen Porsches
including the 356s and 26 Porsche lovers enjoyed a great
breakfast at Cucina Dell Arte in Palm Beach. The food was
excellent, the service impeccable and the rain stopped just
before 9 AM and stayed dry the rest of the morning. After
breakfast we stepped outside to explore our cars and chit
chat about our beloved Porsches.

Send your check or money order to:
Susann Miller,
340 12th Avenue, South
Naples, FL 34102
or call: 239-821-8281 for credit card orders

Use the MESSAGE BOARD
The message board is an alternative way to post Sale and WTB items that will remain on the board as opposed to having
to be renewed every issue. Additionally, this is a great venue for asking technical advice or requesting resource information. We encourage you to use and view the board often. In order to prevent spammers, there will be one universal password
which is under the Scottshop ad (page 11) for access. If you want to post or reply, you will also need to personally register
following the site instructions. Save your registration info for future postings.
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Renee helps prepare ex-Prez Frank’s “Crusty” for its long anticipated drive to the
West Coast Holiday. FYI, Renee has booked a flight out to join Frank and Crusty.
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