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President’s Message

begin at 10. Lunch will be at a nearby Mexican restaurant.
RSVP at (727) 564-7327.

Frank Hood

Last, but not least, the long-awaited FOG grille
badges have arrived. Get yours at any FOG event or
through our website (www.3567fog.com). Or, send a check
For $39 (Shipping is free!) to

On May 22, FOG lost a key member, past
president and friend, Kirk Stowers. Kirk was a longtime
instrumemntal figure in FOG and the 356 community. He
served as FOG president from 2003 to 2007, hosted the
annual BBQ/Bullsession, and operated a successfui shop,
Stowers 356, which provided restorations and repairs for all
things 356. In addition to his leadership in FOG, Kirk was
longtime Treasurer of the Florida Space Coast Region of
PCA, which will be joining with the Florida Citrus PCA
Region and FOG to hold an Oktoberfest BBQ in Kirk‟s
memory. This will be a continuation of the Stowers BBQ.
Watch for the date. Please be sure not to miss Lee Payne‟s
article about Kirk immediately following. Kirk was a largerthan-life force in the 356 community. His passing leaves a
void that cannot be filled.

FOG c/o Frank Hood
2601 Burlington Ave., N
St. Petersburg, FL 33713
Please be sure to include your mailing address if using the
website link. We will ship your badge promptly. A FOG
grille badge is the perfect addition to any 356!
Be safe out there… the heat of summer can take
a toll of both you and your 356.

There has been overwhelming response to the
Drive Your 356 Day event that will take place in and
around Helen, Georgia, September 16-19. Many members
have already made plans to join the fun. If you haven‟t
booked your room at the Tanglewood cabins (located on
Highway 356, if you can believe it!), please call (706) 8783286 soon, as there are only a few cabins left. This will be
a low key event, with old and new friends, old Porsches,
scenic drives, campfires, and beer (after the drives, of
course).
Join in the fun and make plans with FOG,
Tennessee Tubs, Southern Owners Group, and Thunder
Road Tubs for the Drive Your 356 Day event!
On the subject of events, the 5th Annual Gathering
of the Faithful is scheduled for February 24 – 26 at the
historic Terrace Hotel in Lakeland. Vice President and
Event Chair Mark Koorland has been working diligently to
make our premier event a memorable experience. He has
been in contact with a prominent 356 guru to be our
keynote speaker, so stay tuned for details. The Terrace
Hotel is already taking reservations and can be reached at
(863) 688-0800, or toll free at (888) 644-8400. Be sure to
mention FOG to get the discounted room rate. Hope to
see you there!
We have another tech session planned for the
summer. I will be hosting a workshop on rust repair, the
bane of all 356 owners. Join us in Clearwater at my new
shop, Stuttgart Supersports on Saturday, August 6.
Refreshments will be at 9 A.M., and the tech session will

Kirk Stowers
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The Loss of a “New” Friend

Gary, and we ultimately took his trailer to pick it up. Kirk
would help anyone interested in the cars like that, and
have a great time doing it.

Lee Payne

Because helping us restore our cars was a hobby for
him, and he encouraged people dropping by to chat, things
did indeed move slowly. Kirk‟s shop reminded one of the
old-time barber shops where friends gathered to talk about
current events. We talked cars – mostly 356 Porsches –
and the latest racing news. That‟s why not much work got
done. Kirk would get there early in the morning and get
started on his day‟s project. Then I, or some other Porsche
nut, would stop by either to work on a car or chat – or
both. We would get a bottle of water from Kirk‟s fridge,
and sit around his desk. About 11:30 AM, someone would
mention that it was lunchtime, and we would all pile into
the largest car available and head over to Charlie & Jake‟s,
or Nikki‟s, or one of the other places the Stowers 356
crowd frequented. After talking more about 356s at lunch,
we would come back to the shop - some who just came for
lunch would head off for an afternoon nap - and the rest of
us would talk a little more, and then get back to our cars.
No time and motion study needed here to see a productive
hour issue.

“There‟s Trouble!”
That‟s the way Kirk would greet me every time I
showed up at his shop.
There are others who can speak to the memory of
Kirk Stowers in far more detail than I. Some did so in
great style at his memorial service on June 2nd. His many
friends throughout the years in PCA, 356 Registry, Florida
Owners Group, SCCA, and other Porsche and automotive
venues, have been fortunate to enjoy his wit and gearhead wisdom much longer.
I was acquainted with Kirk through PCA for a long
while, but really didn‟t get to know him until I was inspired
by one of the famous BBQ Bull Sessions at his shop in
August 2008. Kathy and I have owned twelve Porsches
over time, but just one 356, back in the 80s. Since I was
still working full time back then, it was too hot to drive
daily so I sold it and acquired another 911. I always
regretted that move.

Another thing that affected the productive hours in
Kirk‟s shop was his willingness to help anyone with a 356
problem or question. He took many phone calls each day,
patiently describing a procedure or correct part for
someone‟s car. He also spent a lot of time explaining to
those of us working on our cars in his shop the proper
technique for this or that – or that there wasn‟t a “proper”
technique or perfect part. He would say “Hans” didn‟t
always pull the same exact part off the shelf for installation
in each car in a model. Many times his response to those
who would ask what color was correct for their car, would
be, “Whatever you want it to be!” If someone started
getting upset about some aspect of his car, Kirk would
always remind us that the whole idea was to have fun. It
was all about the cars, and having fun messing with them.

I had absolutely no intention of getting involved in
356 restorations when we walked into that BBQ. But Kirk‟s
enthusiasm for these little cars was infectious. By the time
that event was over, I was hounding Kirk to help me find a
restoration project to do with him – and I mean with him.
He offered what many restoration shops do not, and that
was participation in the process. He had no problem with
me hanging around, cleaning parts, media blasting,
disassembling parts for my car to prepare for chroming,
powder coating, assembly, or whatever was next on the
agenda. He actually enjoyed it, and that was why his shop
was more a hobby than a business. He made no apologies
for that, and if things moved too slowly for you, he would
always offer to help you pack up your car and take it
somewhere else.

As excited as he was about these cars about which
he knew so much, he hadn‟t had a running version of his
own in years. That was because he was working on other
people‟s cars. Oh, he had two or three in pieces lying
around that he never seemed to get to. And he had grand
plans for them too. The Super 90 Coupe was the closest to
completion. The engine was built, it was painted, and on
the rotisserie with the sound deadening started. The
interior was also done, and one lone seat still sits in the
passenger side to this day. Then, just before he became ill,
he sold it, to be finished at a later date.

Kirk found my 1959 356A Cabriolet at Gary
Kempton‟s in Tallahassee that November. I was out of
town, and he negotiated and bought the car for us from

Kirk solicited comments from anyone who came into
the shop about what they thought of this color interior, or
that carpet kit he was considering for one of his own
project cars – always saying he really wanted our opinion,
but told us not to get upset if he didn‟t take it.
He had a hard time keeping on any particular task.
Things got done, but in a haphazard manner. For example,
he spent literally hundreds of hours on Dan Bird‟s Outlaw
because there was so much custom work to be done. But
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Tub Love

during the process, as I was cleaning parts, media blasting
etc., he would stop what he was doing and come over to
say things like, “You don‟t have to get it that clean, it‟s
going to be powder coated anyway,” or, “You want to
make sure to get all of the rust off of that before we paint
it.”

Second in a Series
Rich Williams
About 1960. I was sitting in the one-chair
barbershop in Ed Gossler‟s enclosed back porch waiting for
him to cut my Dad‟s hair, after which it would be my turn.
I was leafing through a magazine, when I came upon an
advertisement for something that showed pictures of what
it said were the “World‟s 10 Best-Built Cars.” Porsche was
one of them. Apart from thinking it was a neat looking car,
I didn‟t think much about it. Fast forward a couple of
years, and I saw an Irish Green coupe on the street in
Cambridge, Massachusetts. I don‟t remember whether I‟d
seen a Porsche in the flesh in the intervening years, but I
imprinted on that one like a newly hatched gosling on its
mother. I had to have one, although there was the little
matter of making some money. That summer, several of
us students sublet an apartment in Cambridge. One
weekend, one of the guys invited me to accompany him to
his parents‟ home a little west of Albany. His father had a
„57 coupe and took us for a ride in it. On the way home,
about a quarter mile from the house, he switched off the
ignition, put the key in his pocket, and coasted the rest of
the way back. I was hooked.

So now, what Kirk Stowers and I started, Buster
Veneble and I are going to finish. As we travel down that
arduous restoration path with all of the associated hiccups,
pitfalls, and sandtraps, I fully expect to hear a whisper now
and then in the din of the compressors and grinding tools
reminding me that, “The whole idea is to have fun”.
Thanks, Kirk.

Visit Our Web Site
www.356fog.com
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I finished college in 1965 with an Air Force ROTC
commission, and was stationed at MacDill Air Force Base in
Tampa. About a year later, my roommate came home with
a somewhat ratty „60 Roadster. We took it to the Keys one
weekend and almost didn‟t make it back, He bought a
much nicer Roadster, another „60, eventually selling the
first car. Shortly after that, one of the generals on Base
put his Aetna Blue „60 Cabriolet up for sale, preparatory to
going to Viet Nam. I had no particular interest in a ragtop,
but the car was for sale, and I bought it for $1395. A
couple of years later, my number came up, and I was sent
to Taiwan. The good news was that nobody would be
shooting at me. The bad news was that I wouldn‟t be
getting Combat Pay or Tax Exemption. I left the car with
my brother, who was going to college in Michigan and had
to rent a garage to hide it from his college authorities, who
would have cancelled his scholarship if they learned he had
a car.

through the floor pan and seeing a gap open up between
the windshield post and the vent window whenever I went
over a bump. Eventually, the top gave up the ghost, and I
found that the wooden bows were too rotten to hold nails.
From then on, she was a fair weather car, although I soon
learned that if I could maintain 50 miles an hour, I could
stay dry in a pretty hard rain, top or no top. I took to
calling the FAA weather service for forecasts if I was
contemplating a trip between Sarasota and Tampa. They
were always puzzled when I declined to give them a “tail
number.”
In 1978, Diana gave me her Christmas bonus, and
we consigned the cab to a generic restoration shop. The
only 356 specialist I knew about was 150 miles away and
had cheated me on a floor pan job. I rounded up all the
parts I could, mostly from Stoddard, and the guy worked
until they ran out, whereupon there was a delay of over a
year while I rounded up what I hadn‟t known I‟d be
needing when I ordered the first batch. Then, I waited for
him to finish the job he„d started when he ran out of parts
for my car. I didn‟t know about replacement floor pans,
and the restorer made one out of the hood of an old Buick.
Correct? That wasn‟t a word I knew, but it stiffened up the
old girl just fine. I bought quite a few parts from Bob Cox
in Minneapolis (See Bob Ross„s installment in the April
issue). He said that every fall, he could buy 356s from
people without garages for $900 or $1000 and would part
them out over the Minnesota winter. I bought a used top
frame with solid bows, and once more had a way to attach
a top This was in the days before reproduction parts, and
we took what we could get, hoping what we got was better
than what we„d taken off. Unfortunately, the same things
tended to wear out on all the cars. Ads for cars in those
days often referred to “rust in the usual places.” I bought
a set of T-6 seats, which were cheaper than paying to have

When I left for Taiwan, I knew the car needed a
paint job and to have the rust in the door bottoms fixed. I
wasn‟t especially fond of the Aetna Blue, but really liked a
very dark blue that VW Beetles had in the late „60‟s. A few
months before I was scheduled to come back to the States,
I sent my brother money and told him to have the rust
fixed and the car painted the VW dark blue. When I got
home, I found that it had been repainted in pretty much
the original Aetna Blue. My mother had replaced the
disintegrating red leather of the seats with white
Naugahyde, doing as good a job as one can do with a
household use Singer sewing machine. Smiling at the
result was one of the hardest things I‟ve ever done.
I drove the car through the days of unavailable
parts, as the tinworms had their wicked way with her. I
remember watching the bricks of Tampa‟s streets going by
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mine reupholstered. They didn‟t fit the rails on my T-5 car,
and I sold them, not even thinking to see if I could swap
the rails on the seats themselves.

burned, I noticed that the radio was playing, but it was
wired to the ignition switch, and the keys were in my
pocket. Things were melting. Then, the horn blew in a
sort of death agony that continued until the battery wore
down. The fire department eventually came and sprayed
water on it, but the excitement was over by then.
Insurance paid $13,500, which was about right for a cab at
the time. There was no deductible, since a fire was
considered a Comprehensive claim.
I‟ve occasionally
wondered if the insurance company was really out any
money after paying the claim, having had the use of my
money for 20 years. A few years later, I was driving past
the site of the fire and realized I was looking at the runway
of Vandenburg Airport, where Pete Espenlaub, who had
done all my mechanical work for fifteen years, had been
killed in a plane crash in 1988.

After 3½ years and about $8500, I had a
beautiful, driving Cabriolet again. By today‟s restoration
standards, it would be laughed out of the paddock. The
body and paint were fine, but numerous items weren‟t
“correct.” Diana and I were thrilled with it. It had a Sears
vinyl top with a VERY stiff rear window, and I was always
afraid to put the top down, lest it crack. Diana and I had
many frank and earnest exchanges of views on that issue.
She simply didn‟t see the point of having a convertible if
you couldn‟t put the top down, and I was mortally afraid of
a major leak if the window cracked. Diana pronounced
herself vindicated when the car burned in 1986. I‟d spent
all those years not enjoying the convertible for fear of
damaging the top, and then I didn‟t have one any more.

Diana offered to let me get a modern Porsche,
and I thought about it briefly before rejecting the idea.
The 356 was too much a part of my life, and so many of
my friends were 356 people. I bought my coupe a couple
of months later. At this time, I was working in downtown
Tampa. I‟d have lunch every so often with Mike McNabb,
who worked nearby and lived not far from me. We kept
talking about how SOMEBODY ought to start a club for the
356 owners in Florida.
Finally, we decided that
“somebody” was us. Mike had recently visited the Collier
Museum, which was open to the public back then, and
suggested that it would make a good venue for an
organizational meeting. The Registry supplied us with a list
of members in Florida, and we sent out notices for a
meeting in March of 1993. We had a good turnout, and
FOG was born.

In March of 1986, I was driving east on I-4 in
Tampa when she began running a bit rough. I was about
to turn north on US 301, and I figured that I‟d pull off on
301 and check it out then. Then, I heard a clicking sound,
turned around, and saw smoke pouring out from the
engine compartment. I pulled over, popped the lid, and
saw a small, but very active fire in the right-hand Zenith. I
tried to smother it with the car cover, but to no avail.
When the paint caught fire, I knew she was a goner and
began taking things out of her - owner‟s manual, tool kit,
etc. It never occurred to me to get as far away as I could.
A couple of guys came up the hill from the nearby Holiday
Inn and emptied a fire extinguisher into the blaze, with no
visible effect. One of them commented that a VW Beetle
had burned at the same spot the Sunday before. As she
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$4 Gas?
“It could be worse!”

A major benefit of having a club is that I began to
learn a lot more about the cars. My mechanical skills and,
truth be told, interest are pretty rudimentary, but when
you start going to events and talking to fellow owners and
looking at their cars up close, you start to learn things you
didn‟t even suspect existed. You become attuned to small
differences and details. You start to see that you can do a
lot of your own work without a fully-equipped shop.

Glen Getchell Explains How
(at some length)
“It could be worse!” This is one of the optimist‟s
favorite sayings. Designed to put one‟s perceived “petty”
problems into prospective. This saying often gives comfort
to other optimists. But makes pessimists want to pop the
person who said it in the mouth. Now those of you who
know me have most likely never confused me with an
optimist. It is true that I am not a “the glass is half full”
kind of guy. In fact I am most certainly a “the glass is half
empty” kind of guy. And oh, yeah, my glass is leaking,
thank you very much! In the past it is true that I have
considered trying to become an optimist, but in the end, I
just really did not think it would work out. Call me
pessimistic. What can I say?

I still have the coupe, a „62 SN 119219. I moved
back to Sarasota in 1996 and found myself without a
garage, or even a paved place to park. The moisture from
the ground made short work of the Ivory paint job. I
found a shop in Tampa that offered to do a bare metal
paint job at a ridiculously cheap price. While they had the
car, I got the Certificate of Authenticity and discovered that
the original color had been Bali Blue, which is only a little
lighter than the VW midnight blue I‟d wanted on my cab
nearly three decades before. Needless to say, I switched
back to Bali Blue. Then we had a garage built.
“Lady,” named for her original Normal (Dame)
engine, turns 50 next year and continues to give smiles
both to us who drive her and those who only see her.

“It could be worse!” Is not just a phrase used by
optimists, it is also used by pessimists. While optimists
want to make a point or comfort the other person, the
pessimists see it as an opportunity to subtly warn the other
person to brace themselves. Kind of like “It could be
worse, so prepare yourself, because it‟s about to be.” Of
course, we never say the last part. It‟s always implied.

Tell us the story of your “Tub Love.”
Send yours to Rich Williams,
preferably via email attachment.

Now, everyone uses this phrase because the
human animal is uniquely unequal.
There is always
someone doing better than you. Of course this means that
the inverse is also true, in that you are always doing better
(in whatever respect) than some one else. (It makes you
wonder who is at the extreme ends of this line? Is there a
person who in fact has a better life in every way than
everyone else?) Everyone complains, and rightly so, (a
pessimist's view) about their own problems. For example,
“I can not freaking believe how much it‟s going to cost to
repair my Ferrari!” A typical response would be “It could
be worse! You could be like me and not be able to afford a
Ferrari.” The optimist is now trying to point out how lucky
this person is to have a Ferrari and that there are poor
people who can not afford such a luxury. The pessimist
means it literally and also adds the unspoken “brace
yourself. The bill will be worse than you think!“
This
follows all the way down the social line. For example, “I
refinanced my home with a negative amortization
mortgage to buy a Hemi Cuda clone at Barrett Jackson.
Now I‟m losing my house and have to live in the car.” Well
it could be worse! You could be dodging improvised
explosive devices in a Humvee and living in a tent in the
desert, you idiot! It almost becomes a pseudo contest. Of
course there is always that winner that temporarily ends
the contest and resets it with the “It could be worse; you
could have only 6 weeks to live, like me.” While this
generally shakes us to the bone and makes us reassess our
lives, it also makes us feel luckier than we felt earlier.
However, subconsciously we all know that we all get to
play that card eventually in some way, shape, or form. So
its effects are only temporary at best.
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It‟s about this time that you are probably
wondering, #1 is there a point to this? And #2, is this
going to have anything to do with 356s? To answer your
first question. I can‟t remember (this is probably not good
considering that I„m younger than most of you!). But
unless you look up from this page and notice that you are
out of toilet paper, what else do you have to do? So just
keep reading.
In fact it could be worse! If I hadn‟t
written this article, you might have nothing else to do
except notice how badly your bathroom needs regrouting.
So I just saved you from a terrible home improvement
chore. The answer to your second question is, probably.

So next time you fill the tank on your 356 and get
that sinking feeling in your stomach and wallet. Just say to
yourself, “It could be worse!; I could be into boats!” And
be thankful. (And if you are into boats, then, man, you‟re
screwed!) So drive those 356s as much as you can,
because it could be worse! And that„s coming from a
pessimist.

Fuel Update

Now, the phrase “It could be worse!” is also
universally used by everyone to rationalize their own
decisions either to themselves or to someone else. For
example “I hate my Husband!
He‟s fat and ugly.”
Rationalization to one„s self, “Well I guess it could be
worse, at least he‟s rich.” You see how this works, and
why optimists love the phrase so much.

Rich Williams
Ethanol-Free Gas
We keep getting reports of stations that sell
ethanol-free gas. There is a web site that lists stations that
sell alcohol-free gas: www.pure-gas.com. To determine
whether a station‟s gas is truly ethanol-free, do a fuel
economy check against the gasohol you‟ve been running.
Real gasoline should give you about 5% better mileage.

All of this brings me to an honest-to-God point, I
think. It all happened on a hot sunny day a few weeks ago
when Mary (my wife) and I were out kayaking in the
Intracoastal Waterway. Kayaking is a serene-looking sport
that masks how much freaking work it is to paddle the
damn things. We usually last only a short time unless we
spot dolphin to chase, which distracts us from thinking
about how much work we‟re doing. Anyway, while sitting
there resting on our kayaks, a white, center-console
outboard boat went by us in one of the rare “no wake”
areas of the channel. As I studied this boat, I noticed that
hanging off the back were three 250hp Mercury outboard
motors (as if two were not enough). That‟s 750hp, folks,
on an outboard. Doing some quick calculations based on
limited boat knowledge and numbers I‟ve heard in passing,
I deduced that at Marina prices this particular boat would
use well over $100 an hour (gasp) in gas at a moderate
cruising speed. It probably used more than $10 in just the
time it took it to come into sight, idle past us, then roar off
out of sight. I looked at Mary and said “You should be
thankful I‟m into 356s!” “Why?” she asked. At that
moment I uttered the optimist‟s favorite phrase, “Because
it could be worse. I could be into boats!” She agreed.
The rationalization had worked. Instantly, we were both
looking at the bright side of things, and both of us felt just
a little smarter and richer than we had a moment earlier.
And we were both thankful for our 356s.

Additives
In the last issue, we talked about a product called
“Sentry” that Frank Eibell said counteracts the bad effects
of ethanol in gasoline. At his tech session, Frank said that
the formula of Sentry was going to be changed. I went to
the Sentry website a couple of weeks ago to order some,
and found that they also had a new product that seemed
to address the same issue. I called Frank to see which I
should order.
Frank said, “Neither.”
The expected changes
have been made in Sentry, but the original formula, which
he considers superior, can be found in a new product called
K100. The patent on Sentry is owned by the son of its
developer, but the company that made it is controlled by
someone else. Since the son considered the new formula
Sentry to be inferior to the original, he decided not to
litigate over the name, which he considered to be
compromised by the new formula. According to Frank, the
new Sentry is so different from the original that it does not
infringe on the patent. The son chose instead to use the
original formula with a new name. Check it out at
www.k100fueltreatment.com.

My point is that, yes, it takes over $40.00 in gas
now to fill the tank of a 356. But this should be looked at
as entertainment separate from your transportation costs.
$40.00 will get you about 300 miles of vintage Porsche fun
(or about 20 minutes in a boat with three outboards).
While the price is still steep [especially considering that $40
an hour is about what it used to cost me to rent an
airplane for an hour wet (with fuel). And is the price at
which I decided that flying was a rich man‟s game and
gave it up]. It is still considerably cheaper than many
activities these days. And let‟s face it, there have always
been few things that will give you the same smile per dollar
as driving a 356.

Legislation
On June 16, the Senate voted, 73-27, to eliminate
both the $.54/gallon import duty on imported ethanol
(mainly made from Brazilian sugar cane waste) and the
$.45/gallon tax credit for domestically produced ethanol.
The Bill also killed a proposed subsidy for special blending
pumps that would be needed for the E-15 blend the
Obama Administration has been pushing. The Bill was
strictly a revenue move, and did not address the mandate
for adding 10% ethanol to pump gas. Nevertheless, it is a
step in the right direction. Fuel ethanol currently consumes
about 40% of the U. S. corn crop and has been blamed for
increasing food prices worldwide.
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Membership Report

Drive Those Cars Contest 2011

John Reker

John Reker

Please welcome these new members:

Due to travel plans (by air) there was not time to
get a proper update on miles. The next issue will have a
complete update.
Meanwhile, swing out those vent
windows, if your car has them, and use the natural A/C to
endure some driving.

Fred Levine lives in Apopka and has a very nice 1961
Ruby Red Roadster. Contact at (401) 760-9761.
Peter and Rebecca Logli join from Tierra Verde. They
have a 1957 Speedster CMC replica bought in 1989 and
finished in 2010. Telephone (727) 865-6789.

CLASSIFIED

Stephen and Maxine Helgemo join from Punta Gorda.
They can be reached at (941) 639-4671.

Personal classified ads are free to FOG members
and members of other regional 356 clubs.
Commercial classifieds: contact editor for ad rates.

Tom and Mellon Eppley live in Naples and have a 1963 B
T-6 Super 90 Coupe with original title signed by Ferry
Porsche. Contact at (293) 348-5181.

We will run the ad as many times as you wish, but
you must request each renewal. Otherwise, we will
assume the item has been sold.

Chip and Sue Reichhart join from Vero Beach. Chip has
a stable of 356s currently in Maryland, but plans to bring
one down to Florida in the fall. He has a 1957 Speedster,
1959 Convertible D, 1960 B Roadster, 1962 B Coupe Super
90, and a 1963 B Coupe 1600 S all original with 25,000
miles. Phone (410) 218-4304.

1963 356B. Excellent body work with major body
work last done in 2006. Michelin tires (165x15) &
chrome wheels, Complete brake job by Klub Sport in
Sept/Oct 2009 with new cylinders. New lightweight
oil cooler & flywheel, Interior updated. New tinted
windshield in 2006. Newer hi-torque 12V starter, 12
volt generator, Originally, this is a 356N, but
powered by a Super 90 engine since we purchased it
in 1973. Engine was last completely rebuilt in 1996
with std/std Super 90 crankshaft from Stoddard, New
piston/cylinder set, All engine tin powder coated.
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The FOGLight

50,000 miles since 1996. 356 Holiday awards
nd
rd
include 2 place in 1997 (Litchfield, SC) and 3
place in 2006 (Mystic, CT). $41,000. Call Jerry
Mitchell @ (561) 346-6691.

is the official publication of the Porsche 356 Florida Owners Group
(FOG). It is published in even-numbered months.

Officers

Wanted: “A” coupe project car. Reasonable rust
not a problem. The car should be as complete as
possible, but any project will be considered.
Contact: (407) 739-8202

President
Frank Hood
fhood@tampabay.rr.com
St. Petersburg, FL

Four chrome 5.5 x 15 wheels These are Mexican or
Brazilian wheels, no date stamps. Nice condition. One
wheel has some specks of rust. $160.00 for all four. Will
not ship, you pick up or arrange shipping. I‟m in Delray
Beach, for photos or info, cerola@bellsouth.net

Mark Koorland
Vice-President & Event Chair
koorland@stpt.usf.edu
Karim Rahemtulla
Trustee and Treasurer
(407) 622-1896
Kr32789@gmail.com

Hi Price, R.I.P.
As we go to press, we have learned that longtime
FOG member Lt. Col. H.I. “Hi” Price passed away at home
on June 12. Further details will be in the August issue.
You may contact his daughter, Barbara Price Deloach, at
Barbaradeloach1@verizon.net.

Bob Ross
Trustee
bobross517@gmail.com

Lee Payne
Trustee
leempayne@cfl.rr.com
John Reker
Secretary & Membership Chair
jreker@cfl.rr.com
1660 Joeline Court
Winter Park, FL 32789
Rich Williams
Newsletter Editor
Rich356fog@earthlink.net

Past Presidents
Rich Williams: 1993 – 2003
Kirk Stowers: 2003 – 2007
John Reker:
2007 – 2010
Mike Davis:
2010 - 2011
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Young Kirk Stowers with His Super Vee Racer
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Specializing in Air-Cooled Porsche Parts
New and Recycled

727.564.7327
Frank Hood
1975 Sherwood St Suite D
Clearwater FL 33765
Art of the Automobile
Daytona Beach
Tom and Marilyn Pletcher attended the Art of the
Automobile Show in Daytona Beach May 7 and pronounced it
a huge success, with between 800 and 1000 cars and
motorcycles. They met up with FOG‟s other Original 356
Owner, Bob Dewey for the attached photo.

Original Owners
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Photo by Marilyn Pletcher

The FOGLIght
c/o Rich Williams
4570 47th Streeet
Sarasota, FL 34235

Jeremy and Cameron McNabb Make Their Honeymoon Getaway in Style
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Photo by Mike McNabb
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