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2011 Mother Knows Best 
Frank Hood 

  
 While I was visiting my mother for dinner 
recently, she peered out the window and said, “Oh, you 
drove your red car." After explaining that I had actually 
driven the orange 911 and not the 356 C Coupe (the red 

one) she replied in a way only a mother of a car enthusiast 
can: “Honestly,  Frank, I just can’t keep track of all your 
cars… by the way how many do you have anyway?"   Not 
wanting to lie to my own mother, I sheepishly admitted 
that I currently have four Porsches.  I just conveniently left 
out the details regarding the four other vehicles I have in 
the garage while hoping she would go on about something 
else.  Of course that didn’t happen. In true form, she came 
back with, “Really, four? Isn’t that a bit overboard?”  I 
knew this was a losing battle and didn’t even try to explain 
how, what, or why it is perfectly logical to own four 
Porsches, at least in my mind.  Thankfully I was able to 
subtly, although somewhat clumsily, change the subject, 
and soon we were catching up on the week’s events.  
  
 Later that evening, while driving home, my 
mom’s voice of reason began to haunt me.  Was it really 
necessary to own four Porsches?  “No it’s not..." I said to 
myself, "But it's my passion!" I tried to justify in my mind.  
As vices go, it’s harmless, legal, and provides me with a 
tremendous (although often pricey) outlet, as well as 
countless opportunities for enjoyment.  Then I saw my 
mother standing there looking perplexed and asking me 
with all honesty:  “Isn't that just a bit obsessive?" and it 
really made me wonder if she had a point. Needless to say, 
over the next few days this burning question caused me to 
think about my "hobby" from another's point of view.  I 
asked myself, if I could only keep one Porsche, or for that 
matter only one car, what would it be? You can imagine 
the number of questions that started to run though my 
head… practicality, reliability, comfort, safety, style, 
performance and on and on. This burning question even 

followed me to my sleep, where money was not an issue, 
and that night I dreamt I owned a sleek, silver 550 Spyder 
with red interior!  
  
The reality for me is that money is the factor which 
prohibits me from owning a 550, or for that matter any 
open 356. As the days turned to weeks, the only thing I 
was certain about was the vehicle had to be a Porsche 356!  
All things considered, I decided against an open car even if 
my pockets were deep enough.  The reason being, in my 
opinion nothing can match the lines of a coupe.   Which 
brings the next question, which coupe? While C coupes 

may be the best drivers, for me nothing can trump the 
styling of an A coupe.  Ok maybe something can… an A 
sunroof coupe!  
  
 And there you have it… thanks to my mother I 
have concluded that the perfect vehicle for me would be an 
A sunroof coupe. Power and reliability would be provided 
by a mildly hot-rodded 912 engine. A set of new 
Tecnomagnesio wheels with 205/55/15 tires would help 
obtain the vintage race look, along with today’s safety 
features.  To further enhance the race look, I would lower 
the car slightly to give it “the stance,” which in turn will 
make the car handle better.  For the interior, a pair of 
Speedster seats upholstered in vinyl for ease of cleaning 
along with square-weave carpeting and rubber floor mats 
would do the trick.  
  
 Thankfully, I already have a ‘59 sunroof coupe, 
so at least I won’t have to buy another Porsche.  Now all I 
have to do is choose interior and exterior colors and build 
it!  And how could I forget,  sell a few cars along the way 
to finance the project.  Thanks a lot Mom! I guess it’s 
true… Mother knows best.  
 
Enjoy your perfect 356,  
Frank  
 

 
Frank and the Red C Coupe             Photo by Frank Hood, Sr. 

 
 

Visit Our Web Site 
www.356fog.com 

 



Falling Into Line 
 

Karim Rahemtulla 
 

The last Sunday in October proved to be the best 
one, weather-wise. Several dozen Porschephiles made their 
way to F. Burton Smith Park off SR 520 in Cocoa Beach. 
Many didn’t even know the place existed, despite its 
convenient location for all who attended. We were there for 
Porsche Oktoberfest Concours sponsored by Spacecoast 
PCA Region, with formal participation by FOG. FOG was 
there to participate in the awarding of the first annual Kirk 
Stowers Memorial Trophy for First Place in the 356 
concours division. Kirk was a stalwart in Spacecoast PCA, 
and served as FOG President for five years.  He owned 
Stowers 356 restoration shop and helped out numerous 
FOG members with advice and counsel on their cars. 
 

There were a dozen 356s in attendance including 
three Speedsters, a couple of roadsters, a few hardtops 
and even an Outlaw. Then, there were the rest. A few 
dozen 911s including several GT3s and also a newer RS. A 
nice collection of 993s and air-cooled 911s of almost every 
year garnered a lot of attention. A couple of Boxsters and 
Cayennes rounded out the field. 
 

Porsche of Melbourne displayed a brand new, 
redesigned Carrera, in which I spent some time playing 
with the options that ran under auxiliary battery power. I 
was quite impressed with the amount of space in the 
cockpit and the easy-to-use layout. Most impressive is how 
Porsche has reduced the engine size but upped the 
horsepower and efficiency in this continuously evolving 
design. It was equipped with the PDK dual clutch automatic 
transmission that always feels kind of strange for that left 
foot searching for a clutch. But, the numbers bear 
out…PDK equipped cars are significantly faster than their 
manual brethren. The rear of the new 911 is wider looking, 
a little like the Panamera, and a new spoiler design will 
allow you to recognize it instantly on the road. It comes 
with a pretty hefty price tag too. A nicely equipped Carrera 
S will set you back around $110,000. 
 

While that’s a hefty price, it pales in comparison 
to the ever-increasing value of the 356s. In the past few 
weeks I have been browsing prices to figure out how much 
to insure mine for as the policy is up for renewal. I have 
seen quite a few C Coupes that are now breaking the $50k 
mark…about twice what they were fetching a decade ago. 
The Roadsters will no doubt be pushing the $80 to 100K 

mark soon. Speedsters have actually fallen a little in value 
after a stratospheric climb in the years before the financial 
crisis. The problem is that no one is selling the good ones! 
They’re too much fun to drive. 
 

This meet was a little different from the other 
ones we have had, as it involved a swap meet and sales 
tables for parts and memorabilia. This added a new 
dimension that was welcomed by all in attendance. Several 
FOG members sold items. It gave everyone a chance to 
socialize more and exchange technical stories as well. I 
hope this addition to the program continues. In California 

this is a norm at just about every event, with major 
vendors in attendance alongside the weekend warriors. 
 

The concours competition for 356s was by 
People’s Choice, with PCA and FOG members voting. The 
non-356s were formally judged by several teams.  Very 
nice plaques were awarded for 2nd and 3rd place 356s, with 
the 1st place winner receiving the Kirk Stowers Memorial 
Trophy. Spacecoast plans to make this an annual event and 
award.  Third place went to John Reker (356 C Cab), 
second place to John Stickles (1955 Pre-A Speedster) and 
first place to original owner Bob Dewey (1958 Speedster), 
a longtime friend of Kirk’s.  Spacecoast officials, FOG’s 
Mark Koorland, and Kirk’s wife Rosemary all talked 
eloquently of remembrances of Kirk, and Rosemary 
awarded the Trophy to Bob.  It was a very fitting tribute. 
 

The park was a fabulous location for the meet. 
Clean, convenient, safe and laid out well for both displaying 

the cars and for the swap meet and lunch. Fall is now 
officially upon us and that means more driving events and 
meets for our group and others too. It’s time to get out 
and drive!! 
  

Tub Love 
My lifelong love and infatuation with Porsche 

Part Two 
 

Bob Stia 
 

It’s been a few months since Part One so if you 
don’t remember, go to the Foglight on the web page to see 
it. Anyway, here goes: 
 

Yes, I fell in love with that car. It was so different 
from what I was used to. So responsive, like an extension 
of me. The way it responded and handled. I spent hours 
racing along curving back roads. Nothing like sitting astride 
my hot rod Detroit Iron, which was like some monstrous 
beast that only went fast in a straight line. True, my little 
Porsche was no powerhouse, but it made up for it many 
other ways. By then, my friend had introduced me to road 
racing, and I was hooked. I wanted to race that car.  No, I 
had to. I loved any kind of automotive competition. 
Especially the thoughts and excitement of road racing. 
 

Soon after I got the car, I joined the NNJR 
(Northern New Jersey Region) of PCA, the first Charter 
Region of PCA.  I still have that old PCA badge lying around 
somewhere with the “Charter Member” banner across the 

face of it. Joining PCA was a mistake, well, not really a 
mistake, but because the club just met once a month in a 
pub in River Edge, NJ. They just sat around socializing, 
discussing technical things, and planning social events. PCA 
had no interest in racing those days. It wasn't my cup of 
tea. I stopped going to meetings, and when my dues came 
due I dropped out. 
 

In the meantime, I found a local Sports Car club 
called Scuderia X that was racing-oriented. They were quite 
a mixed group of enthusiasts for their own marques. A 
couple of C Jags, Alfa Romeo Veloce, Triumph, MGA,  
Austin Healy, etc. They organized race trips, driving 



schools, hill climbs, field trials, etc. So I set off and got my 
racing licenses after some very grueling weekend courses, 
First my LISCA license (Long Island Sports Car Association) 

and then my SCCA license. And then off a-racing I would 
go. 
 

But before I go any further, I need to back up a 
little bit.  One day, before my wife and I were married, I 
lent the A coupe to my wife-to-be on a drizzling early 
morning. She lost control and took out the front suspension 
on a curb. Needless to say there were some tense 
moments for a while. Accidents will happen I guess. But, 
here's the reason. Let me tell you about this lady. She was 
no pansy. She was a very talented aggressive driver and 
loved to drive the Porsche as much as I did. We got 
married shortly after that, and she attended the Scuderia 
meetings with me and participated in the hill climbs and 
field trials, where she did very well. 

When we got married......Well… here you go... We 
got married on a Saturday afternoon.  Then to our 
reception, with the dancing and eating and drinking like 

any normal couple at their wedding reception. What wasn't  
normal was the way we started our honeymoon that 
evening. I was scheduled to race the next day at 
Thompson,  Connecticut. Right after the reception, we 
changed and headed out for Thompson to join the club 
members and our friends the next day for racing. On the 
way there, we ran into all kinds of detours and got lost, not 
arriving to our motel until 3 in the morning. Not a great 
way to start your honeymoon, but my wife is a good sport 
and very understanding. Needless to say I didn't do too 
great in my race the following day. The rest of the week- 
long honeymoon was great though, touring New England in 
the little blue coupe.

 
My wife also came with me to the racetracks most 

of the time, where she would help me to prepare the car 
and then off to a corner to flag or time.  This even after 
she became pregnant with our first child and continued 
after he was born. I don't know that all of you remember, 
but the A coupe had a full width rear seat backrest and 
when you put it up it formed a little cubbyhole over the top 
of the engine. So we would put a comforter back there and 
put him in there on his belly. He would sleep peacefully 
back there, never making a whimper, listening to the throb 
of the engine and the whine of the transmission. 
 

I ran at all of the tracks in the northeast: Lime 
Rock and Thompson in Connecticut, Bridgeport and 
Watkins Glen in New York, Pocono International in 
Pennsylvania, and once even at Virginia International 
Raceway. It was great fun being down in the pits and 
participating, and feeling the camaraderie and the nerves 
jangling as you pulled out on the track and lined up for the 
start. Exciting, heady stuff. 
 

Even better, at the major tracks like Watkins Glen 
the pits were jammed with all of the exotic racing cars, 
cars  like the E Jaguars, Ferraris and their famous celebrity 
drivers like Paul Newman, Steve McQueen, and even some 



F1 drivers like Stirling Moss. They were great guys, and 
mixed well with us “regular” guys, especially Newman, who 
was very friendly, and willing to talk to anyone if it was 

about racing and the cars. He didn't really care if you were 
F Production. You were another driver. No talk about movie 
star stuff though, or the conversation was over. 
 
 

There was another driver, Lance Reventlow who I 
am very sure you younger guys never heard of. Reventlow 
was the son of the millionaire Woolworth heiress, Barbara 
Hutton. He had two custom-made race cars powered by 
Chevy or Buick V8s (not sure anymore) called Scarabs. 
There were several different versions of the Scarab.    
Brutal cars.  All power. Reminded me of my hot-rods. He 
wasn't the most skilled of drivers. But he had the money 
and loved racing. Probably some would disagree with my 
evaluation of his skills because he did win quite a few races 
in California. Reventlow's real fame though, at that time, 

was because he usually brought his absolutely gorgeous 
teen-age girl friend, and when she was in the pits nothing 
got done. More about that a little later.  
 

God, it was fun! When there weren't too many 
cars in a class the officials would put more than one class 
on the track at the same time.  Imagine being lapped by a 
Porsche 550 Spyder or a Ferrari on the long straight at 
Watkins Glen.  My little coupe ran in F Production, which 
was strictly factory original. I always did well, but never 
finished first. And there were cheaters and the resulting 
challenges amongst those first place finishers quite often. A 
challenge often meant tearing down an engine. I once was 
moved up from 3rd to 2nd because of that. I was always 

afraid of hurting my beautiful little coupe. If the oil got too 
hot, I would come in.  
 

I did well enough, though, that Porsche supplied 
me with tires and the services of a Porsche factory 
mechanic for tune ups and tweaking.  I would have to 
travel back down to Jenewein Motors, where I bought the 
car, to take advantage of their generosity. The mechanic's 
name was Hans Zeiriss, who became a fixture at Porsche 
races taking care of the 550s and the 4 cam Carreras. 
Much later, he opened his own Porsche dealership in 
central Jersey. Some of you may know of him, as his shop 
became well known for Porsche racing. 
 

Back to Reventlow's girlfriend. She was Jill St. 
John. She was “The HOTTEST” movie starlet of that time. 
She was drop dead gorgeous,  and that is why all activity in 
the pits came to a halt when she was down there. I really 
pity you younger guys if you don't know who she was. 

There is no modern actress who can hold a candle to her. 
(Google her - Diamonds are Forever - James Bond girl)    
Well....anyway, one Saturday night after practice, at the 
Lime Rock Inn, where everybody gathered after a long hot 
day of practice, she got into an argument with Reventlow. 
She up and walks over to my table where my buddy and I 
sat, plops herself down on the bench beside me, says 
“Hello”, and starts up a conversation with us. I was 
flabbergasted. My heart was going pitter patter, pound 
pound, flip flop. If my wife Ruth had been with us that 
night,  I probably would not be alive today. She was sweet, 
intelligent, mature, and acted like the girl next door. She 
stayed with us the whole evening talking about our lives 
and goals, etc., until Reventlow tired of it and came by and 



collected her. I will never forget that night. 
 

Well, all good things must eventually come to an 

end.  Just like my drag racing days, my 3 years of 
incredibly wonderful racing years were done. It became 
outrageously expensive to race all of those weekends, even 
though Porsche bought my tires and paid some incidental 
expenses. The hotel and meal expenses were getting way 
beyond my ability to keep up with. I was cheating my wife 
and family. My bosses at work were threatening me for 
taking so many Friday afternoons off to travel to the 
racetracks, and I was a father now, with those 
responsibilities. To top it all off, a friend in Scuderia was 
killed in an accident in his Saab at a little Le Mans 24 hour 
race.  Sooo.... I sold my beautiful little blue A coupe, with 
tears in my eyes, for a down payment on a house for my 
growing family. (Eventually five in total over 8 years) 
 

The first couple of years after we bought the 

house, I worked several years at two jobs to scrape up 
money for my family and a little put aside for another 
Porsche. I eventually found a run-out A coupe that needed 
a lot of TLC and an engine rebuild. I bought it for a song. 
Armed with all of my hot rod experience about engines and 
a bunch of Porsche books and manuals,  I rebuilt the 
engine and fixed up the rough spots. My restoration phase 
had begun. I drove that little gray coupe for quite  a while 
and then sold it for a tidy profit and put the money away 
for my next project. 
 

In 1963 I quit my job with the telephone company 
and joined the police department where we then lived. I 

still moonlighted as a plumber, carpenter, moving man, 
etc. while attending college at night at Rutgers University, 
where I graduated several years later. After I graduated I 

left the police department and joined the Drug 
Enforcement Administration.  
  
 

In the meantime,  I found a ‘66 911 S that needed 
lots of TLC. I built up a 2.7 liter mechanical fuel injected 
engine for the car, did all of the rusted sheet metal work, 
and then drove the car for several years, using it to 
commute back and forth to Washington DC for 3 years 
every weekend. It was usually a pretty quick commute in 
the 911. After all, I now had a Fed badge. Again during 
that time several things were going on. My oldest son 
bought a ‘64 C coupe which we “restored,” and he drove it 
for a while. He sold it to my younger son who fixed it up 
further and was his driver for quite a while. During that 
time, my younger son  found a 61 D'Ieteren twin-grille 

roadster, which we bought and planned on restoring.  
 

Time and circumstances got in the way but we 
managed a little “rustoration” before he went away to 
university, became an architect,and went into business in 
New York. The car was stored in a shed in my back yard 
for many years. During that same time I found a ‘68 911T 
which had been seized by Customs as a “grey-market” car, 
imported illegally into the U.S., which I purchased at 
auction and planned on restoring after complying with all of 
the Deparement of Transportation rules. You wouldn't 
believe it if I told you. 

 



Anyway, fate intervened again, and I was 
transferred to Central America and the ’68 T was relegated 
to the shed with the ’61 B roadster, where they sat 
together for many, many years patiently awaiting our 
attention. When I left for Central America I gave the ‘66 
911S to my oldest son, who promptly moved to Colorado 
and campaigned the car out there. He won all kinds of 
trophies out there and hooked up with a Porsche racing 
shop. He was a helluva good mechanic and could really 
prepare the cars. When I came back he returned the car to 
me. It was kind of rough by then and needed a new 
restoration. The younger son drove the ’64 C for a couple 
of years but eventually parked it in his girl friend's yard in 
Ho-ho-kus, NJ, when he couldn't afford to keep it in NYC 

anymore. It, too, then sat under a car cover for several 
years. No room in the shed. A tree limb fell on the roof, a 
UPS truck backed into a door, and it just sat there, 
moldering away. So now there are a bunch of wonderful 
old cars that need TLC.  I guess the old guy would need to 
hone up his skills. 
 

I returned from Central America after seven years 
without my Porsches (except tucked away in my shed out 
back).  I spent the next two years fixing up my house to 
sell for when I retired. The ’68 T and the ’61 Roadster still 
waited patiently in the shed. The ’66 S waited patiently in 

the garage, and the ’64 C coupe waited patiently, 
moldering away in a backyard a couple of towns away. 
 

Well..........I finally retired from DEA in ’94,  sold 
my house and moved to Hidden Lake, a fly-in community in 
New Port Richey. A lovely house with a great big hangar. 
The ‘64, the ‘66, and the ‘68 all came with me and were 
stowed away in the hangar and my garage. The ’64 C 
coupe remained in that backyard in NJ, lonely, but not 
forgotten, patiently waiting for the attention it deserved.  
 

Now,  another diversion. You see...besides my 
love of hot-rod cars, and then my Porsches. I always had 
the desire to learn to fly. I had the chance in Central 

America and got my pilot’s license. I bought a Cessna 182 
and flew around all of the countries of my area of 
responsibility.  When I returned to the U.S., I decided that 
when I retired I wanted to build my own airplane and 
fly....whenever...wherever. Hence, the purchase of my 
home in Hidden Lake with the hangar. And the room for 
the cars and the space to work on them. 
 

So, as soon as I moved into my new home and 
my beloved Porsches were tucked away in a corner, I 
purchased a Lancair ES kit to build. It is a single engine 4 
place aircraft with a 38 foot wingspan. It took me six years 
to build it and was a little different from other ES's;  it was 



powered by a 3.2 lire Porsche aircraft engine, 200 HP fuel 
injected. I flew it all over for a few years until I had to give 
up my pilot's license due to my eyesight. (macular 

degeneration) I eventually sold the airplane because I 
could not fly anymore.  
 

As soon as the airplane was gone I immediately 
started restoration on my true, original loves, my Porsches.  
I started on  the ’68 T, and the ’61 Roadster continued to 
wait patiently, this time in a corner of my hangar. The ’68 
T needed a lot less work than the Roadster, and I finished 
it in about 2 years. It is a perfectly restored factory new 
and correct  and is absolutely gorgeous, signal red with tan  
leather interior.  Engine and tranny have about 200 miles 
after rebuild. Know anybody who would like to have it? It 
represented 1968 in the Porsche 50 year celebration at 
Daytona a few years ago. I can’t drive it any more because 
of my eyesight, and I don't want to just let it sit looking 
pretty and useless. Besides, that money would go a long 

way towards the restoration of the Roadster. 
 

The ’66 S you say?  It sat in my garage for years 
awaiting my attention. Some guy from a restoration shop 
just pestered me continuously. He wanted that special hot 
mechanical fuel injected engine so bad. I finally relented 
and sold it to him. After all, I had plenty of other work on 
restoring cars to their original specs. I wasn't worried by a 
highly modified ’66 S hot-rod. But it was fun at the time. 
Have no idea what happened to the car after that. 
 

The ’64 C coupe you say? Moldering away in Ho-
ho-kus? Well, my son, knowing I had finished the ’68 T, 
finally decided that  the forlorn and abandoned coupe 
needed to be rescued from its backyard prison in Ho-ho-
kus and sent it to me in Florida to join my now resurrected 
family of deserving candidates. Upon its arrival, it received 
priority attention. I couldn't believe my eyes when it 
arrived. Mice had filled the trunk and the engine with 
leaves and acorns. Water had seeped in by the dent in the 
roof at the windshield and ruined the carpets, which I tore  
out. It took me almost a month to clean the car up. Since I 
had to tear off the top of the engine to remove acorns I did 
a top-end rebuild and put it all together again. 
 

On to the body. All new “rustoration” repair. My 
welding and fitting skills were now pretty well diminished 
by my eyesight, so I hired an excellent body guy to help 
me. He was not a Porsche guy but specialized in restoring 
“old muscle cars,” and he was good. He repaired its roof, 
door, and a few rusty spots, then we completely stripped 
off all of the paint, did the meticulous body work in lead, 

and repainted. He knew of all of the latest techniques and 
materials. Taught me a few things. His skill at meticulous 
body work was only surpassed be his painting skills.  He 
wasn't a Porsche guy then, but now he is, under my 
tutelage. Then, after finishing the C coupe body we set out 
on the B Roadster. 
 

When I wasn't working with him on the Roadster I 
turned my attention to the C coupe. New and restored tan 
leather upholstery, rebuilt and restored instruments, a 200 
mile engine with a new top end, Rechromed everything. 

New carpeting, newly restored sun visors. All new rubber,  
etc., etc.  
 

Result? Cars that look and perform as they did 
when they were sold from the factory over 50 years ago. 
Beautiful, reborn examples of a classic and desirable piece 
of history. Yet still desirable and appreciated these many 
years later. They sit together, a ‘68 911T and a ‘64 356 C,  
side by side  looking beautifully elegant  and soon to be 
joined by a ‘61 B Roadster. Beautiful examples of history 
that are still admired and revered, and usefully employed 
to the present day, even after these many years.  
 

So there you have it. The almost 60 year history 
of a Porschehphile. Thanks for letting an old                                                
Porschephilr reminisce. God bless the rest of you 
Porschephiles, and may it always continue. 
 
 

 

 
  

 
 

Membership Report 
John Reker 

 
Please welcome these new members: 
 
Will Dobbin joins from Sarasota. He has a 1960 356 B 
Roadster Super 90 that he has bought twice!  Contact at 
(315) 521-2744. 
 
Alan Winer and Janis Croft are moving in January to St 
Augustine from New York State. Alan has three 356s.  A 
1964 C Coupe, a 1960 Cabriolet 1600 Normal, and a 1959 
T2 Coupe 1600 S in final phase of restoration.  Phone 
(585) 746-3311. 
 



Delray Beach Tech Session 
Gary Resnick 

 
 To say the least, we had a very successful tech 
session.  Topics covered were an oil change, brake 
bleeding,  and valve adjustment. 
 
 We had eight guys who enjoyed walking around 
the German Auto Works shop in Delray Beach.  Owner Joe 
Barmichael is very knowledgeable about 356s, as well as 
other exotics. 
 
 The group asked many questions of Joe, which 
not only informed them, but also impressed them with his 
experience level.   
 
 Afterward, we went to a ‘50s diner for lunch and 
then took the road home.  Joe informed me that he had 

enjoyed hosting the group and suggested a return 
engagement in March of 2012.  So keep your eyes peeled 
in the FOGLight and on the FOG website.  You can always 
contact me, Gary, at Garyr2356@aol.com. 
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Drive Those Cars Contest 
John Reker 

 
The 2011 Driving Contest is drawing to a close.  

Current standings have not been updated for this issue 
because the contest ends December 17.  If you are in 
this year’s contest or plan to be in next year’s, 
please record your odometer reading on December 
17.  I will send out an email shortly after the 17th to get 
the final 2011 total mileage for those in this year’s 

contest.  Results will be announced at The Gathering 
banquet and published in the April FOGLight.   
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mailto:Rich356fog@earthlink.net


CLASSIFIED 
 

Personal classified ads are free to FOG members 
and members of other regional 356 clubs.  

Commercial classifieds: contact editor for ad rates.   
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. 
 

No Ads Were Received Since Last Issue. 
 

Da Boyz in da ‘Hood 
Photos by Connie Schmitt 

 

 

 

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): Lunch tours more or less 
monthly, but not on a fixed schedule.  To receive email 
notice of these, send an email to John Reker at 
JReker@cfl.rr.com or call John at (407) 629-0248 

Northeast Florida (Jacksonville area): First Saturday of 
the month October through May; location varies. Contact 

Jon Meigs at (904) 501-4346. 

Northwest Florida: We need a volunteer to organize 
local events.  Please contact Mark 
Koorland at koorland@stpt.usf.edu 

Southeast Florida: We need a volunteer to organize local 
events.  Please contact Mark Koorland at 
koorland@stpt.usf.edu 

Southwest Florida (Sarasota area): Last Saturday of 
each month at 9:00 am at First Watch Restaurant at the 
Publix Plaza on University Parkway, just east of I-275 (exit 
213).  This draws FOGgies from Naples to Tampa.  Contact 
Bob Ross at (941) 492-5214 or at bobross517@gmail.co 
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ACT NOW!!    Important 
 

What:  Annual FOG “Gathering of the Faithful” & 2011 Annual Meeting 

 

Where: Terrace Hotel, 329 E. Main Street, Lakeland, FL, (on corner of Main Street and 

Massachusetts Ave.), toll free 888-644-8400 

 

When:  Friday, February 24: Saturday February 25; Sunday, February 26, 2012 

 

Why act now?  Special rate of  $109.00   plus tax for a deluxe room, single/double occupancy on 

February 24 and /or February 25, 2011. To receive this special rate YOU MUST MAKE YOUR 

RESERVATIONS BY January 24, 2012! 

 

Contact the Terrace Hotel directly and state that you are part of the Florida Owners Group-

Porsche, Terrace Hotel Reservations. – toll free (888) 644-8400 or online at www.terracehotel.com  

The reserved block of rooms will be released on  January 24
th

, and then you will be unable to obtain 

the special FOG discounted rate. 

  

FAQ’s 

 

What is the event registration fee?  $50 /person. This covers our cost for all weekend events including 

the Friday Reception, Saturday Beer Bash, Cocktail party and Banquet, Event Awards, etc. 

Can I arrive on Saturday and reserve a room for Saturday only?  Yes, we arranged the discounted 

room rate for Friday and Saturday. The discounted Friday rate is to accommodate those traveling a long 

distance or those who want to jump start the weekend festivities. 

Can I come for the day on Saturday?   Yes, all FOG members are welcome to participate in the Scenic 

Driving Tour(some conditions apply for those who drive a replica 356) and Beer Bash. Cost for 

participation is $10 per person. You may pay at the door for Saturday-only registration, but only to 

participate in the driving tour and the post-tour keg party at the Terrace Hotel (or venue to be 

arranged).  Participation in the Peoples’ Choice Concours requires advance registration, so we can group 

cars properly and have placards prepared.   

Can I attend only the Sunday FOG Annual Meeting?  Yes, it is free. All are welcome and we hope 

you will attend. 

Can I register now and cancel without penalty, if my plans change?     CANCELLATION 

POLICY.  Received by February 17, 2012, 100% refund less $20.00 processing fee.  No refund if 

cancellation is received February 18 or after.  Cancellation notification must be received in writing (email 

or otherwise).  Saturday only fee fully refundable through February 21, not refundable thereafter. 

Can I cancel my hotel reservations without penalty?  Yes, as long as you cancel 48 hours before 

February 24, there is no cancellation penalty. 

 

Registration is on line. Go to FOG website, www.356fog.com, and click on Gathering of the Faithful 

for 2012 (in left area of your screen). When you are at the event page, click on register now button 

and begin. Or, contact: 

 

Lee and Kathy Payne             leempayne@cfl.rr.com    

Porsche 356 Florida Owners Group   (321) 639-1295 

 

 

http://www.terracehotel.com/
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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 
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Delray Beach Tech Session                Phoyo by Gary Resnick 

 



 

 


