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Fire the Chauffeur
Although I don’t remember the exact date I purchased my
first 356, I do know it was prior to the Trek to the Collier
Collection in November of 2004. I remember this date
because a Porsche friend of mine told me that this club, the
Florida Owners Group, was having an event at the Collier
Collection and it shouldn’t be missed. Only catch… you had
to be a member to attend. He went on to inform me the
Collier Collection housed some of the finest automobiles in
the world including Duesenberg, Mercedes-Benz, Cunningham… and of course Porsche. The Collier Collection was
not open to the general public and only opened on occasion
to select car clubs. I said to my buddy, “I guess I better join
this Florida Owners Group.” After a quick phone call and
mailing in my application I became an official FOG member.
Upon arriving at the event I was greeted by fellow members
as if I were a long lost friend. As more and more members
arrived I began to sense that this was a great group of people
that loved their 356s just as much or probably more than
I did. The day was perfect… great 356 driving weather,
fantastic 356s, an incredible collection of cars and a friendly group of people that accepted me and my less than stellar
356 as one of their own. It’s the kind of thing that other car
clubs just can’t duplicate.
That evening FOG hosted a dinner mixer. I asked two
gentlemen if I could join them and they replied “certainly.” I had spoken to both of them earlier that day about the
car they were driving which had truly made an impression
on me – an Ivory B GT Coupe. The owner Bill informed
me that he raced the car back in the day for the dealership
and throughout the meal, Bill and his buddy Jan shared
stories with me along with some history of the GT Coupe.
As the night ended we said our goodbyes and I thought to
myself, wow that Bill and Jan are a couple of really great
guys. It wasn’t until I returned home and googled Bill and
Jan did I realize who these guys really were. I was having
dinner with race car legend Bill Benker and Jan Brundage
of Brumos Porsche! Not once during our conversation did
Bill or Jan boast of their achievements or their connection to
Brumos…they only mentioned that they “did a little racing
for a dealership” in passing. In my head I had imagined

some little “Buy Here Pay Here” lot on a dirt road in the
backwoods. Certainly not the Holy Grail… Brumos! At this
point I realized FOG was a club for true Porsche enthusiasts
and not for posers or wannabes.
Fast forward nine years, six Gatherings of the Faithful,
eighteen president’s messages, countless laughs, endless
smiles, many new friends, several sorrowful goodbyes, and
a bruised ego following a fender bender brings me to today.
After being a FOG trustee for two terms and President for
the last three years it is now time to pass the torch to the next
group of leaders who will drive FOG into the future.
Being a part of FOG has become a part of my life – I’ve
planned vacations around our activities and keep in touch
with many of our members on a regular basis. Looking
back, I could have never conceptualized how much my life
would change that fateful day nine years ago when I joined
this special club known as the Florida Owners Group. One
thing for certain is that I am very glad I did and I’ve been
honored to be a small part of what has transpired since
joining. What we have is truly unique – a collective appreciation of the Porsche legacy that crosses all socio-economic
and age groups and serves as an incubator for new friendships, knowledge sharing and re-ignites the love of owning
and driving these very special cars.
Renee and I plan to stay involved and look forward to many
more years of fun, but selfishly I’m most excited about
re-claiming my spare time to finish the restoration of my
58 A Coupe.
Always keeping the faith,
Frank
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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, or Jon Meigs at (904) 501-4346.
Northwest Florida: Looking for a volunteer to organize local events. Please
contact Mark Koorland at koorland@mail.usf.edu
Southeast Florida: Looking for a volunteer to organize local events. Please
contact Mark Koorland at koorland@mail.usf.edu
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

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
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
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MEMBERSHIP REPORT

Drive Those Cars Contest

By John Reker

By Dennis Brunotte

If you have received notice and not yet paid dues
please pay promptly so more reminders will not
have to be sent. Payment information is online at

Only two weeks remain in the 2013 edition of our Drive
Those Cars Contest, but recent totals have changed considerably for several of our participants after adding miles
accumulated on trips to Helen, GA and to the West Coast
Holiday in Santa Fe, NM. The Porsche 356s of families
Bird, Cooper, Kasmer, and Payne all made the trip out west,
and that’s a long, long way from home. Congratulations on
making it back in one piece. Our contest participants have
now reported over 74,000 total miles, and those accumulating over 1,000 miles are listed below.

http://www.356fog.com/Membership.html.

Please welcome these new members:
Jake Aslanian joins from Sarasota. He has a 1962 B Coupe
1600 Normal. Contact at 941-356-5565.
Gerry and Beth Curts join from Temple Terrace. Contact
at 813-985-0041.

Jack Kasmer
Bill Cooper
Glen Getchell
Sharon Cobb
Buster Venable
Susan Remillard
John Reker
Mark Koorland
Glenn Long
John Lovejoy
Dave DeRossett
Steve Bamdas
Chip Reichart
Dennis Brunotte
Alan Gordon
Alex Dearborn
Bob Ross
Bob Schmitt
Gary Simmons
John Boles

Curt Dansby and Nancy Gritter live in Charlotte, NC.
They have a 1963 B Cabriolet Super 90. Curt is one of the
“Gang of Three” that organized the Southern Drive in Helen,
GA this fall. Telephone 704-231-9720.
Eduardo Martinez lives in Delray Beach and has a 1960 B
Coupe 1600.
Larry Sacco lives in St. Petersburg and has a 1964 SC
Coupe. Telephone 727-577-2217.
Carlos Trevisson and Sandra Prieto will soon be moving
to Key Biscayne. Contact at +4917683035641.

Sebring
Jacksonville
Seminole
Tampa
Cocoa Beach
Southwest Ranches
Winter Park
St. Petersburg
Dunnellon
Jacksonville
Daytona Beach
Lighthouse Point
Vero Beach
Naples
Chicago, IL
Osprey
Englewood
Ponte Vedra Beach
Anna Maria
Estero

10,026
8,720
7,289
5,582
5,190
4,344
4,098
3,610
3,302
3,188
2,661
1,974
1,949
1,427
1,364
1,180
1,147
1,129
1,007
1,002

Use the MESSAGE BOARD

Post items to sell/buy and technical/resource questions on
the board. In order to prevent spammers, there will be one
universal password (look under the Scottshop ad) for FOG
members to view the board. 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.

Classified Ads
Personal classified ads are free to FOG members and
members of other regional 356 clubs. “Commercial” Classified: Please visit www.356FOG.com/AdRates.html for rates
and additional information. 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.
WANTED fairly priced 356 in FL for personal use, preferably A and C models, ideal SC, projects as well as good/
restored cars are welcome. I am moving to FL from Europe,
please contact me by email (trevisson@gmail.com) or
+49 176 83035641. Carlos Trevisson

Send any Message Board or website questions to Janis Croft,
jlcfog@gmail.com
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Oktoberfest Event and Kirk Stowers Memorial Trophy
by John Reker

The annual Oktoberfest and Kirk Stowers Memorial Trophy
event, sponsored by Spacecoast Region PCA, was held
October 20 at Burton Smith Park in Cocoa. As usual, the event
was well organized by Space Coast and included many later
model Porsches that participated in a judged concours. There
also was an active swap meet. Steve Hoffman, FOG member
and President of Spacecoast Region was overall event chair.

We had nine 356’s on display, front and center, and they
attracted much attention. All attendees at the event voted for
their favorite 356 to determine the 356 awards. Third place
was awarded to Derek Hennecke for his 1965 SC Cabriolet.
Second place went to Dan Bird for his special Outlaw. First
place and winner of the Kirk Stowers Memorial Trophy was
Lou Verdiales for his 1957 Speedster. Kirk’s wife Rosemary
awarded the trophy to Lou.

Photos of the award winners are courtesy of David Kelly, Spacecoast Region.

GATHERING OF THE FAITHFUL -2014
ACT NOW!! Important
What:
Where:
When:
Hotel Rates:

Annual FOG “Gathering of The Faithful” & Annual Meeting
Marriott Courtyard, 100 Riverfront Drive, Bradenton, FL 34205, 941-747-3727
Friday to Sunday, January 10-12, 2014
Special rate of $99 plus tax

What is the event registration fee?

$50 /person for the whole weekend. This covers all weekend events including the Friday Reception, Saturday Tech Quiz,
Driving Tour, Cocktail party and Banquet, Event Awards, etc.

Can I come for the day on Saturday?

Yes, all FOG members are welcome to participate in the Concours, Tech Quiz, and Scenic Driving Tour (some conditions
apply for those who drive a replica 356). Cost for participation is $10 per person. You may pay at the door for Saturdayonly registration, but only to vote in the Concours, and participate in the Tech Quiz and Driving Tour. To place your car
in the People’s Choice Concours requires advance registration, so we can group cars properly and have placards prepared.

How do I register?

Registration is on line. Go to FOG website, www.356fog.com, and click on Gathering 2014 (in left area of your screen).
Select Register For Event. When you are at the event page, click on Register Now button and begin.
Or, contact: Jan Reker at JReker@cfl.rr.com or 407-629-0248
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Winter Park Concours & FOG
by John Reker

FOG played a major role in the Winter Park Concours, held November 10. None other than our Pete Bartelli was Chief
Judge of the entire show featuring over 150 high end classic and vintage cars going back to pre World War I. Pete recruited
members Jerry Remillard, John Boles, Joe Vatter, Gerry Curts and Brady Owen to be judges in various classes.
The 356 class consisted of 12 cars, including three from the Ingram collection. Our members receiving awards were:
Joe Vatter
Bob Rothbard
John Lovejoy
Mike Winn

Rawson Collection 356B Cab Polizei car – Silver Award
356 SC Cab – Silver Award
Convertible D – Silver Award
356 B Cab – Bronze Award

Also participating were Mark Phillips (356 B Cab), Alan Winer (356 B Cab), John Reker (356 C Cab), Karim Rahemtulla,
(356 C Coupe). If you have not been to this free show put it on your calendar for next year- Sunday, November 16. It is a
top show with upwards of 70,000 people attending.

Winter Park Concours photos by John Reker and Janis Croft

Road Scholars won first in 356 Class with their
1952 Porsche 356 Cabriolet (Fashion Grey)
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356 UNLIMITED OPEN HOUSE

written by Lee Payne nd photo by Kathy Payne
only waiting on the engine
to be built by the owner. The
next was my 60 Roadster
S that we could only show
the bumpers and dash in the
Aetna Blue final color, as
the body wouldn’t be painted until the next week. The
remaining two cars were just
in the beginning stages of
metal work – one, Buster’s
60 Roadster project, that will
eventually be for sale, and
the other, Gerhard Moll’s 57
Speedster.

Many of you know the story of
Kirk Stowers, and that at his
passing two years ago, Buster
Venable stepped up to finish the
cars Kirk was restoring at the
time of his death. And you probably know Buster went on to open
his own business – 356 Unlimited - in the same location. He has
been quietly turning out awardwinning 356 restorations ever
since, and decided it was time
to open up his shop, and give
the vintage Porsche community
a peek at what he was all about.
So, on Saturday, October 26, ,
he did just that, calling it of all
things, “Open House at 356 Unlimited LLC”. Buster ordered
such perfect weather for the event, that both shop doors were
kept open, and we could all wander around the cars inside and
out in comfort. Aside from a rolling slide show of previous
projects on the large flat-screen, there were four 356s in various
stages of restoration for attendees to observe and discuss with
Buster and Jeff. In addition, his stellar body and paint man,
Dennis Brown, was available for questioning and consultation
on metal and paint work.

Lunch was catered by
“Charlie & Jakes”, one of our foremost B-B-Q restaurants in
the area – and it did not disappoint. The attendees took advantage of the weather as well, and the parking lot was dotted with
Speedsters, Cabs and Coupes. In addition, there was a 911, an
XKE, a Harley and various personal cars. Plenty of fodder for
conversation and photographs.
In all, a great day, and we enjoyed the attendance of Kirk Stower’s
wife, Rosemary, as well as the Registry President George Dunn,
and his lovely wife, Patricia. There were perhaps other celebrities, movie stars, and professional athletes in attendance, but I
don’t want to do too much name-dropping..............

The most complete car in the shop was John Osteen’s beautiful
64 SC Cab in Sky Blue with tan leather and top. It is ready to go,
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Road Trip West
by Speedster Jack

Having driven Thumper the
Speedster to ECH Boston
2012, Cleveland 2010 and 2
Georgia drives and surviving, my faith in the reliability of the little speedster
was confirmed. Maybe a
longer trip was in order.
While discussing a Seattle
trip with Frank Hood it was
decided that a somewhat
shorter practice run might
be a good idea. Santa Fe
WCH! A perfect compromise. Never having been
to a WCH and Frank never having been to a Holiday, period, the
proverbial 2 birds with one stone could be accomplished. There
were a few considerations that gave me pause though. One is the
2,000 mile trip to Santa Fe in such a small car and 2 people and
luggage. Another was (as my wife Trish reminded me, is that I
may not be the most pleasant person to be trapped with at close
quarters.) The third and least worry was would a 50+ yo starter
car from Porsche be up to the task. I’d be lying if I said the idea
of this trip didn’t give me pause. But already having paid for the
Holiday, having hotel reservations and having Frank excited about
the adventure there was no backing down. The trip was on. First
order of business was packing for 2 weeks away from home. Frank
assured me all he needed was flip flops, a pair of RayBans, shorts
and a T shirt and he was packed. 2 pair of washable gym underwear would suffice for undergarments. I wouldn’t pack quite that
light but previous excursions showed me that I never used all I had
packed before so I’d cut back to 1 soft suitcase. With the engine
lid rack on the car and the back seat free we should have plenty
of space. We would leave from Franks house in Bradenton on a
Sunday to arrive in Santa Fe early on Wednesday. No pressure and
plenty of time to make it. We would leave out early so as to make
good time on a light traffic day.

Day 1: A beautiful Sunday
morning, Thumper running
beautifully, traveling 75-80 up
I-75. Uneventful but checking weather map as potential
rain from Gulf hurricane is
moving in. Nevertheless we
are in Alabama and crossing
into central time zone when
a light rain hits. Not to worry
as we packed plenty of blue
painters tape and going one
better I got 2” tape rather than
the usual 1 1/2”. Wider must
be better. NO! Apparently
not. While not my best taping job it should have sufficed. But we
are taking in water under the dash in what seems like torrents.
Rain outside is hard but inside even harder. It was humiliating. My
taping failed in front of a witness. Luckily in Nowhere Al, there
was a motel down a dirt road. And it looked like we would be the
only guests. But it was dry.

Sunday 5am: was rudely awakened and shot up with a start
(whatever that means). By early I meant 10am. Apparently normal
people think differently. We were prepared a hearty breakfast by
Sweet Renee, Frank’s lovely wife. After which we started to pack
Thumper. Frank’s suitcase weighed at least 325 lbs causing engine
lid and rack to buckle under the load. I thought those must be some
very heavy underwear or he’s bringing along a couple hundred lb
bars of body lead in case we have a fender bender. Apparently he
thought New Mexico was in another country because he packed
enough clothing to outfit a small Central American village. Back
to the drawing board. After strategically dividing the suitcase into
2 equal sections, 1 section of clothing was left behind. Now it was
a more manageable weight, somewhere in the neighborhood of a
Fiat 500 (unladen). That we could handle. I packed my clothes and
toiletries in one of my kids old lunchboxes and now we are ready
not only to go but to get to the point of this whole story.

to trooper. Apparently he thought it would be funny to have the
trooper handcuff me and husk me off just for a picture for this
story. Pretty funny, yeah !? We hit New Mexico just as the sun
was setting and a thought came to mind. The state line appeared
to be at the crest of a mountain separating the two states. Why
there? Obvious. That was the point where the ugly ended and
the picturesque began. The surveyors must have noticed it and
laid out the state line there. Note:
Its possible that the sun setting in the mountains and the dust
causing bright red hues in the sky may also have contributed to
the picturesque. We spent the night in western New Mexico and
enjoyed our first really good Bar B Q meal.

Day 2: Morning was sunny and beautiful. Great day for a drive.
And we did. Drove over Mississippi River, thru Memphis into
Oklahoma where, after dark, Frank ( driving) said noise from
speedo. I pulled the cable behind dash and presto! No noise. And...
no speedo. But odo was working. For another 20 miles. We drove
using iPhone app after that. Stayed in Oklahoma that night.
Day 3: Another perfect day. Drove thru Oklahoma City where GPS
went totally crazy. So we just went straight. Into Texas. We just
clipped a 125 mile stretch of way north Texas. 75mph speed limit.
And nothing else. Except 27 straight miles of windmill generators. Which was pretty cool. Passed a car probably going at least
40mph slower than me. Frank informed me it was Texas Highway
Patrol. But he didn’t chase. I may have been going a little faster
than limit but he was going way slower. Stopped a little later for
gas at a car/truck stop and hung out. Noticed Frank out talking

Day 4: another gorgeous day to Start and at 4,000 feet the
speedster was not feeling the effects of altitude. One less worry.
Drove on great open roads the whole morning and arrived in
(Continued on page 9)
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(Continued from page 7)
Santa Fe by 1. Pulling into town is where I noticed that the
speedster was under duress. The town is made for walking, not
driving and at the 2mph speed limit speedster was starving for
air. No idle, little power, had to heel and toe all the way to our
hotel. Santa Fe is a mile and a half high. The speedster carbs are
set for sea level and thusly it looked like driving here was not
going to be easy. Or fun.

not have been feasible but for a guy from Carburetor Rescue
seeing me trying to change jets in the Solexes and came over
to tell me that wasn’t necessary. He said just jack up the timing
and idle screws and all will be well. And it was. The drive to
the mountain top didn’t start off well as we missed the group
we were to drive with. So we went on our own. There was a
front blowing in from California that day with high winds and
snow at altitude and rain below. But we figured we’d make it
back in time. We climbed for about 20 miles up the really steep
mountain road but made it no problem. Since my speedo had
broken in Oklahoma I was using my I phone app which has an
altimeter. A screen shot at 10,611 feet is proof the speedster
made it. At the top it was 30-50 mph winds. And cold. Very cold.
We took in the sights, which were spectacular. All was well til
Frank felt nature calling. But...the government furlough was in

We stayed at the LaFonda which appeared to be the premier
place to stay in Santa Fe. Far as I could tell it may have
been here before Santa Fe was Santa Fe. But it was modern
inside and very nice. Because of limited room availability the
Holiday had to reserve several hotels at varying distances from
the central activities. Because I can get lost just finding the
bathroom, Frank came to the rescue and pulled strings (lied)
to get us a room in the main hotel. At the main desk we got our
room and Frank noticed it had but 1 king sized bed. That would
not work. I had noticed the girl at the desk was speaking to us
as a couple and was thinking it a bit strange. Now I know why.
Frank picked up on that and his macho came out. There is NO
WAY we’re sleeping in the same bed! Even though they had
no vacancies they were able to hook the 2 queens with 2 queen
beds. Problem solved.
Now...we can get to the part of the story about the Holiday.
Other than being a very quaint and pretty town, with everything in close proximity to the center, Santa Fe may be the
worst place to have a car event. Super strict rules as to parking,
driving, routes changed to one ways at a whim and street
vendors overtake the only area big enough for a concours. But
give the organizers credit. They made it work even when city
officials kept changing the rules, right up to the last second.
One example: I had to move my car 4 times because they kept
changing the width of the lane they needed open for fire trucks
should one of us spontaneously burst into flame.

effect. Bathrooms not open. “Ah ha” said Frank, who understands the finer workings of government entities, “the handicapped bathrooms MUST stay open” so off he went. One point
must be made here. The bathrooms must be legally opened but
there’s no law that says they must be cleaned especially when
everybody is furloughed. One sniff and Frank though better of
it. We climbed off the sides of the mountain and he discovered
that if he climbed over a 4 foot natural embankment then rock
climbed down the other side to a rock jutting out the mountain
face with a 10,700 foot drop beneath he could turn his back
to the 40 mph, 30 degree winds and let nature take its course.
Hopefully nobody in the little town underneath was outside at
that precise moment. But I digress.
The rest of our group pulled in as we were preparing to leave
and now that we were experts could serve as their tour guide
and also steer them away from the handicapped bathroom. Cold
and wind and the incipient storm arriving kept the tour group
from lingering too long and we set out for Santa Fe and warmer
climes. One problem with traveling in a group is it seems that no
one seems to know the way back. Or at least thinks their route
is better. Because the first 75% of the trip has no options all was
well. But when the clouds had formed and wind picked up and
the first hints of rain hitting the windshield appeared the group
showed the first signs of disarray. The main group was heading
in a direction unfamiliar to Frank and I. Several cars had peeled
off at several points but we stayed with the main group. The
sky was looking nasty and we were now stuck in heavy traffic
in an unfamiliar area going in what appeared to be the wrong
(Continued on page 10

The concours was nice because most of the 356’s I’d never
seen. Those west coast 356’ers have some nice rigs. Someone
even had a barbecue grill made out of the back half of a 356.
Nicely done and practical. We also took some side trips and
were scheduled to go to a mountain near Albuquerque where
you can drive to the top a bit over 2 miles high. That would
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(Continued from page 9)
direction. Avoidance of rain is an art form to the experienced
speedster driver. The eye is always looking for safe haven when
the clouds open up. If that is not an option the fastest route back
must be taken and being in the back of a pack all heading to the
same parking garage is not the place to be, especially when all
cars upon entry are slowly scrutinized for proper credentials.
Therefore being an experienced speedster driver, I did what
came natural. I u-turned and shot off in a direction that would
get us back before the horde. We nearly made it. As we entered
the 2mph zone light, cold rain started. Frank unsnapped the
tonneau and lifted the top as we drove and we made it to safety
just in time for the heavier rain to start. Only slightly wet, that
is considered a successful drive. It rained most of the rest of the
day so lunch and mingling with the others was the order of the
day. I should mention that we were not the only FOGies at this
Holiday. Glen and Mary Getchell flew out from St. Pete, Lee
Payne and his vivacious wife Kathy flew in from somewhere.
Dr. Dan Byrd and Bill and Debbie Cooper (who were on a tour
of the country in their A outlaw) and of course George Dunn
(can’t seem to lose this guy) and his lovely bride Patricia were
all at the event. Pretty strong showing for FOG. Go FOGies!

photo by Kathy Payne

We left for Florida on Sunday as it looked like the weather west
of the Mississippi was going to turn nasty later on. Maybe if we
left early and had some luck we could elude the worst of the
rain. The trip back started out in a manner I’m quite used to.
I started out on the interstate going the wrong direction. Lost
about 30 minutes of dry driving. Once headed in the correct
direction we had nice weather but in the distance it did not
look good. Thru New Mexico and halfway thru whatever they
call that square part on top of Texas the trip was uneventful. It
was really windy and overcast and a few hints of rain hit but
stopped fairly quickly. We decided to stop in Amarillo Texas
but too many lodging choices overloaded us so we decided
to press on til an obvious choice appeared. And we drove and
drove rain always ahead of us and roads always wet like it had
just rained. Note here for travelers: there is nothing between
Amarillo (lodging wise) and Oklahoma City. Just thought you
might want to know. Dark hit with very light rain in the middle
of that part of Texas I don’t know what its called. We stopped
at an oasis lit up in the middle of black nothingness. It was a
Texas rest area. The entrance route off the interstate was about
the length of I-4. Finally we arrived at this massive structure.
All lit up and not a car in the mall size parking lot. You had
to climb something like a New York City courthouse steps to
reach the door. It was massive. At least as big as every rest
10

area in the state of Florida put together. And totally empty but
2 custodians (I assume) talking and watching one of the tvs.
The men’s room was the largest I’d ever seen. In fact even the
urinals were big. On further exploration I found a playground
that Disney would be envious of next to the massive building. All this in the middle of nowhere. Finally a truck pulled
in and Frank and the driver chatted. He had just come from
the direction we were heading and he said it was hard storm
all the way. Rain and wind for miles and miles. That was not
news we wanted to hear. Side note: I drove back from Cleveland Holiday down I-95 thru a tropical storm coming up the
coast. Several hundred miles with top up side curtains in place
and towels strategically catching some of the leaks. Oh, and
heater turned on so that every breath wouldn’t totally fog the
windshield. I can tell u from experience the environment is less
than ideal after a few hundred miles. With 2 of us semi sealed
in the speedster a repeat of that was not a pleasant thought. But
unless we spent the night at the rest stop and left in even potentially worse weather in the morning, we had no choice but to
push on. We somehow escaped nearly all the bad rain, never
had side curtains up, but by 1am and Oklahoma City the rain
was becoming harder. We needed to find safe shelter and get a
couple hours sleep so I wouldn’t be cranky(er). We did and we
got our requisite 5 hours. Woke to moderate rain but we packed
up and pressed on. Luck was on our side though, as the rain got
lighter and lighter and the weather radar showed an opening
right where we were going.
The next 2 days and nights were uneventful. It was our last night
on the road that was memorable. We pushed on thru Mississippi, Alabama, Georgia making good time and knowing where we
would stop. We stopped at a motel on side of interstate in South
Georgia. No vacancies. And no vacancies or much higher room
rates for at least an hour in every direction. A giant farmers
convention ( I didn’t know there was such a thing) was taking
place in Tifton, Ga and hotels were all booked. So we headed
south. Deciding we’d stop at the first cheap motel (going by the
billboards). We drove and drove and missed a couple promising
ones because we misread the exits. Then .... $39.95. Jolly Inn.
Next exit. By now we are so tired that its like “ how bad can it
be?” All we need is a bed and shower. The answer is “Very bad”
Yes, “ very bad, indeed”. Words cannot describe the accommodations. The bathroom was designed with a motorhome as
its guide. A small motorhome. Maybe a VW Westphalia. And
no toilet paper. And stains. Everywhere. Carpet that should be
walked on only with shoes and said shoes must be incinerated
upon exit. Text from my daughter said “dad, what did u expect?
The name should have been a clue.”
Thumper brought Frank and I home safely that afternoon and
after 2 weeks on the road we are already planning next years
adventure. The Columbia Gorge WCH. I guess we’re gluttons
for punishment. Note: this article was totally
stream of thought and written on my I phone
with no proof reading or referring back. Frank
is writing about next year’s trip.
Jack
Sent from my iPhone
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Frank Hood and Speedster Jack Kasmer on way to West Coast Holiday. Saga details start on page 7.
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