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STARTING AT THE TOP
That’s my new car you’re looking at, my firstever Porsche, the white GT3 with the smiling face
and pouchy cheeks. But where do I start to tell you
about why I bought it?
Well, let’s go back a few years--29, to be exact.
That would make it 1978, March 17, in the Sunshine
State. Yes, you guessed it, the Twelve Hours of Sebring. I was about to graduate from the University
of Tampa and was a Corvette owner when I read a
local newspaper story about a racer from Tampa,
Dave Heinz, who had entered that year’s race with a
1978 Corvette sponsored by Budweiser.
This was not just an ordinary Corvette but one
with 800 ground-pounding horsepower. I said to
myself that I needed to get down to Sebring to see
this unbelievable car race.

PAGE 1

I arrived and took up my spectator position at
the Esses. I thought this would be the best spot
from which to see the ‘Vette accelerate, unleashing
those unbeatable 800 ponies. It wasn’t long before
I learned that this was a great spot for a number of
reasons.
The practice session for the GT and GTX cars
started, and I quickly realized the Corvette was by
no means the fastest car on the track. It was fast,
yes, but there were other cars that seemed to be
faster through the Esses. They were called Porsche
935 Turbos. What was this little six-cylinder sports
car doing beating up on a Corvette? This can’t be
happening, I thought.
Ludwig Heimrath had the misfortune to have his
935 catch fire--a turbo fire, as I remember--right
before the Esses. He smartly pulled off the track
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right by the safety marshals, who quickly put the fire
out without too much damage to the car.
Heimrath’s bad luck was good fortune for me:
the car was pushed to a safe spot right next to the
fence, where I was able to study it for the rest of the
practice session. Wow, this is some car, I thought
to myself. And that is when my fascination with
Porsches began.
Fast forward to August 2006, when Porsche announced the 2007 GT3. It seemed to fit exactly
what I wanted--a street car that I can take to the
track without making a single modification. I was
finally able to buy the Porsche that I’ve dreamed of
for the past 20-some years. Yes, there was one
close call in 1999 that could have resulted in the
purchase of a used Turbo, but I had second
thoughts and it was sold a few days later. When you
snooze, you lose.
But that August, I walked into my local Porsche
dealership and was surprised that the salesman
came right over to me even though I’d arrived driving a Ford Focus. That was my way of testing the
dealership to see if they’d have the time of day for
me.
Sure, I’d read all the buff-book reviews and knew
the list price, but this was going to be a limitedproduction car, and I had no pull with the dealer,
(Remember, this is my first-ever Porsche.)
The dealership made me feel comfortable and
explained the allocation situation. I would be number four on their list of GT3 buyers, and there was
no guarantee that I’d end up getting a car. I was
surprised that they quoted a price that was exactly
what was listed on the Porsche North America
website. No “market adjustment” premium added,
unlike what your typical Chevy or Ford dealer does
with limited-production cars. The salesman also
suggested that I contact other dealers and get on
their lists. So, since he couldn’t guarantee me a
car, I had no compunctions about visiting two other
dealers and signing up with them.
In October, I got phone calls from all three dealers saying they had good news: their allocations
had come through and I’d be sure to get a GT3. All
three told me to expect delivery in June 2007.
In addition to the $1,000 that I’d deposited in
August, I now had to make a $5,000 down payment
to actually order the car from the factory. So I had a
decision to make: which dealer would I favor? I decided to go with my local dealer, who was only 15
minutes away, and called the Danbury dealer to
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cancel. He had no problem refunding my initial deposit.
Called the Greenwich dealer to do the same, but
my salesman was off that day, so I left him a message. Two days later, he called me back to ask if I
was sure I wanted to cancel. He said, “Your car is
built and will be delivered in December.” The buyer
ahead of me on the list had changed his mind and
wanted a Turbo instead, so I’d moved up a notch.
The salesman had put my name on the build order
and had planned to surprise me when it arrived in
December instead of June. It was a no-brainer: I
told him to count me in.
When I called my local dealer to instead cancel
with him he questioned whether the car actually
existed. He recommended that I get the build order
faxed to me and then fax it to him, which I did. He
called me back immediately and said, “I’m wrong,
your car is built.” He wished me luck and asked
that I at least consider them for service work.
the was was shipped on the Comos Venture,
which arrived in Baltimore on December 19, 2006.
The dealer got the car on December 22 and the title
a day later. On January 4, 2007, I finally got my first
Porsche.
That week, unseasonal temperatures were in the
50s and there had been no snow, so the roads were
still free of salt. I got to put 300 miles on the car
before stowing it in the garage for the rest of the
winter.
The car is everything the factory said it is and
then some. Everyone who has driven it has found it
to be outstanding and has given it high marks for its
performance.
As for Sebring 1978, the Corvette I went to
watch broke early. The race winner? A Porsche
935 Turbo.
Kevin Challacombe

lime rock latest
As many of you have heard, Lime Rock Park is
forming the Lime Rock Club, an exclusive motorsports country club for automotive enthusiasts.
Membership will be limited to 300. The $100,000
initial fee buys a 50-year membership in the club as
well as the right to select 20 dates per year for driving on the track. Club members will also be charged
an annual fee. Other benefits of membership may
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be found at www.limerockclub.com.
As of January 2008, 100 drivers have joined the
club, and the club will commence operations this
spring. The influx of cash to Lime Rock Park will
allow them to re-pave the track and perform other
capital improvements to the facility, which they have
already begun doing. So forget about not-gonnahappen, Lime Rock Club is for real.
In order to provide track time for the Lime Rock
Club members, Lime Rock Park has reduced the
available dates for track rentals by 50 percent. Unfortunately for the local PCA regions--Hudson Valley,
Connecticut Valley, Metro New York, Hudson
Champlain, Northern New Jersey and North Country
--who rented the track a total of 24 days last year,
this means that the track will only be available to us
for 12 days in 2008. As our region rented the track
for three days in 2007, we will be given an opportunity to rent the track for a day and a half this year.
The area PCA regions who rent the track have
decided to work together to negotiate with Lime
Rock regarding the dates that will be available to us
in 2008. Steve Cooney, a PCA member who lives
near the track, has undertaken the negotiations on
behalf of the PCA. Lime Rock provided him with
proposed PCA dates for 2008, and the regions are
working together to divide them.
The Connecticut Valley Region is utilizing three of
their dates for their club race, which will leave nine
days available for driver education. The tentative
dates for PCA at Lime Rock in 2008 are: April 5 (half
day), April 16-17, April 24-26 (club race), May 1,
June 4, July 19 (half day), September 2-3, and October 6-7. The breakdown of days apportioned to the
various regions is: Connecticut Valley six and a half,
Northern New Jersey two, Hudson Valley one and a
half, Metro New York one, Hudson Champlain half a
day and North Country half a day.
As a consequence of the Lime Rock Club’s formation, driving time for PCA members at Lime Rock
will be limited when compared to previous years,
and some regions, including our own, will have to
share a day or two with other regions. My recommendation to those interested in participating in
driver education in 2008 is to register as early as
possible for any DE at Lime Rock regardless of region and to consider driving at other tracks such as
Watkins Glen, Pocono, New Hampshire International
Speedway and Summit Point, in Virginia. I will keep
the region informed of additional developments.
Lou Dauerer, Track Chair
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GERMAN JOHN DEERE
If you didn’t get what you wanted for Christmas,
now’s the time to buy yourself a plaything: a classic

tin-toy model of a Porsche Master 419 diesel tractor. It’s made in Europe of metal in 1:25 scale,
meaning—I’m guessing at the size of the full-size
racer here—that the model is about five inches
long, and it comes with a dump wagon that in real
life probably carried everything from beets to manure.
The toy, if you can call it that, has a working
steering rack, handbrake and five-speed spring
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drive—the windup key goes into one of the rearwheel hubs—and is available for $79.95 from longtime mail-order merchant Garrett Wade at 800 2212942 or www.garrettwade.com. Look for item
02A12.02.
Some Porsche owners still don’t know that, like
Lamborghini, Porsche was once big in the farmtractor business. Which in the early 1950s in
Europe was a lot more useful than was selling
sports cars.
The common story, by the way, is that Ferruchio
Lamborghini got into the exoticar trade because he
had a fight with Enzo Ferrari and decided to spite
him by building a better car. Not true. The real
story, as told to me by a former PR guy for Lambo
who I visited in Sardinia during a Conde Nast Traveler assignment, was that Ferruchio needed to have
his own Ferrari serviced but couldn’t get a convenient appointment at the factory. So he asked his
chief mechanic at the Lamborghini tractor factory to
do the necessary work.
No problem, the guy said, and took the car to
the Lambo shop. The Fazzaz needed a new clutch,
so he replaced it. Brought the old clutch to the
boss’s office and put it on Ferruchio’s desk. “This
Ferrari clutch costs seventeen million lira,” the mechanic said. Then he put next to it an absolutely
identical clutch from the same clutch manufacturer.
“This is the one we use in our tractors,” he said.
“We charge one hundred thousand lira.”
At that moment, Ferruchio Lamborghini had an
epiphany: he understood the meaning of valueadded and decided to go into the car business.
Perhaps the same lightbulb went off one day in
Ferdinand Porsche’s head.
Tractors had long been a fascination of Ferdinand’s. He’s often credited with having designed
various Wehrmacht tanks (and no, he did not design
the Panzer), but one of his most useful contributions
to Germany’s war effort was a schlepper—a tractorlike tug that was used to tow various pieces of
military hardware. He’d also been working on a
“peoples’ tractor”—a Volksschlepper—since the
mid-1930s.
All of Porsche’s tractors, from the first 1934
model up until the end of production exactly 30
years later, had an unusual hydraulic engine/
transmission coupling—not an automatic transmission but a clutchless clutch, since it apparently was
felt that German farmers weren’t competent to
plow, chew gum and work a clutch at the same
time. (No, I’m not kidding.)
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Porsche tractors ultimately were aluminum with
air-cooled diesels of one, two, three and four cylinders (Junior, Standard, Super and Master models).
Horsepower ranged from 14 to 55, torque from
stunning to unbelievable; with 12-speed transmissions (eight forward, four reverse), I suspect these
babies could jerk a barn off its foundations.
There is a subset of the PCA devoted entirely to
Porsche tractors—go to www.porsche-diesel.com
--and if you ever get tired of buying 911 parts, be
aware that concours-quality Porsche tractors
change hands for $20,000 tops and that you can
buy a runner for $5,000.
Sounds good to me, and you can probably figure
out a way to use it to mow the lawn. Try that with
an RSR.
Stephan Wilkinson

Top 10 Porsches
From the excellent magazine Sports Car Market,
a list of the top 10 Porsches sold at auction during
2007:
1961 RS61 racecar, $880,000.
1964 904 GTS racecar, $684,072. Has a sixcylinder 906 engine installed, but the original fourcylinder (needs rebuild) accompanied the car.
1976 934 Turbo RSR racecar, $464,070. Finished first at Le Mans in 1977, driven by Bob Wollek. Totally rebuilt by Kremer in 2006.
1973 911 Carrera coupe, $271,000. Ex-Otis
Chandler street car, totally restored and painted
orange.
1963 356B Carrera 2 coupe, $208,869. Odometer shows 5,578 kilometers, fully restored.
1965 356SC cabriolet $176,000. Clean but certainly not a perfect car.
1962 356B Super cabriolet, $176,000. A nearperfect example.
1955 356 “special racer” coupe, $159,500. A
boy-racer replicar built from a pre-A 356 bentwindow coupe with a 911 engine, Boxster brakes.
1957 356A 1600 Super Speedster, $143,000. As
SCM put it, “Purists were running for the exits” because of a retrofitted engine, disc brakes and a few
other mods. Best they could say about this car was
that it’s “a driver.”
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1964 356SC cabriolet, $113,929. Structurally
sound, mechanically good, mostly accurate except
for disc brakes.
No Porsches, incidentally, were among the top
75 2007 auction sales, all of which went for a low of
$1,002,750 (a J Duesenberg) to the top $9,281,250
(a 1962 Ferrari 330 Testa Rossa Spyder). Also
thanks to Sports Car Market, we learn that the
cheapest car sold at a legitimate collector-car auction last year was a 1976 914 that went for $660 in
Portland, Maine. Surprisingly, the car is described
by SCM as having “older white paint flaking on upper surfaces but good panel gaps and door shutlines .” Somebody got a bargain.
For a Sports Car Market subscription--I think it’s
frankly the best automotive magazine out there right
now--go to www.sportscarmarket.com. The magazine has an excellent monthly Porsche-specific column by the highly regarded Jim Schrager, an enormously knowledgeable writer particularly about
356s.

Stephan Wilkinson

From the Cockpit
Happy New Year to you all!
With the new year, however, our Hudson Valley
Region is facing several challenges. Some track
events that we have run for years are about to
change dramatically, and 2008 will be a year of
transition.
Lime Rock Park is turning into a private club. I
was very skeptical that they could make this hap-
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pen, but they are meeting their membership goals
and forging ahead. Early this month, they announced that they had collected enough membership commitments that they were taking the funds
out of escrow and actively committing them to development of the club’s physical plant—initially
track repaving.
The Club at Lime Rock Park will at least temporarily coexist with organizations such as ours that
rent the track day by day. We are all being scaled
back, and for Hudson Valley, this means we will
have one and a half rather than three track days.
Track Chair Lou Dauerer is still working out the details (see his article elsewhere in this newsletter), but
it looks like we will share our three half days with
the Connecticut Valley Region. The exact days
should be known very soon.
As the Club at Lime Rock grows, there soon will
be no space for competition from organizations
such as ours, offering access for a low annual fee
(PCA dues) and about $275 per day. They’re
charging $100,000 up front plus $10,000 in state
dues tax followed by a $500 monthly fee. We need
to be prepared to completely lose access to the
track after this year.
In addition, we have been notified by the
Hudson-Champlain Region that they no longer wish
to do a combined event with us at Watkins Glen.
This means that we are losing our main sources of
income, and replacements need to be found. We
started running the October event at Watkins Glen
last year for exactly that reason. We believe that
with some good promotion, we can make this into a
successful annual event. At the same time, we are
for additional dates at the Glen earlier in the season.
Losing Lime Rock is sad. Although it is short
and bumpy, its convenient location made it our
home track. It badly needs a major track renovation
and re-paving, and that, it was determined, could
only be financed through a private-club reorganization. This will save the track but make it inaccessible for all but a very few. For most of us, this year
may be the last chance to ever drive the track, so
don’t hesitate to sign up when registration opens for
our remaining LRP events.
Of course, we will still have our other regular social events to look forward to this year. We do not
have the dates yet, but check our website. It will be
updated as we fill in our calendar. There will also be
announcements in upcoming editions of die Weintraube.
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Stay warm through the rest of the winter, and
we’ll see you in the spring.
Henk Westerduin, President

The Day the Porsche
Died
When I was a college boy, I restored a Triumph
TR-6 back to its relatively original glory. My brother
had restored many a classic sports car over the
years and had owned everything from a 1967 Jaguar E-Type to an MGA Twin Cam. But neither of us
had ever ventured into the flat, air-cooled world of
Porsche, although my very first car was a 1959 VW
Beetle complete with semaphore turn signals and a
cloth sunroof, purchased for $150 from a Finnish
exchange student. Perhaps that’s why I felt qualified to tackle the restoration of a 1972 Porsche
911T in the late ‘90s.

Rob Thacker with his project car, musing, “Remind
me again when this seemed like a good idea?”
What could go wrong?
At the time, my wife and I were parents of two
boys in their early teens and tweens, and I could
not afford a new anything badged Porsche. More
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importantly, I didn’t want a new Porsche: in the
‘90s, their flashy opulence had come to seem a little
too Gordon Gekko for my taste.
I fell in love with my 911 the first time I saw it,
parked in one of the less-stylish precincts of Trenton, New Jersey. It was painted what some might
call monkey-dung brown, with a tattered brown
houndstooth interior, some serious rust issues and,
more fatefully, some very serious mechanical issues. But it was love at first sight.
As I said, what could go wrong?
My restoration plans for the 911 stemmed from
my love of the obscure American road movie Two
Lane Blacktop. James Taylor and Dennis Wilson,
one of the Beach Boys, starred as two dudes aimlessly crisscrossing the country, drag racing the
yokels for pink slips in their ragged looking ’55
Chevy. Ragged looking, yes, but under the hood,
the thing was engineered like something from
NASA. This was my paradigm for my 911: stop the
rust but let it look like a beater, while blueprinting
the engine and sorting the handling
completely.
When I picked the car up at the
local dealership—the previous owner
worked there—it was one of life’s great
thrills. Yes, it was making some scary
sounds involving at least one dead
cylinder, but it was my 911. I drove it
home, parked it in the driveway and
got out to look it over. I was struck by
how petite it was, in a very cool Steve
McQueen way. It seemed to come up
only to my knees, yet because of the
long doors, it was so easy to fit my
middle-aged 5’ 11” frame into the
driver’s seat.
Then I met my Porsche Expert, a
man I won’t name but who came
highly recommended by the former
owner, with a resume that included
high office in the local PCA hierarchy.
That’s when the entire project began
to take a route different from the one
I’d envisioned.
Overall, the plan was to pull the engine, replace
the bank of cylinders that had the one with a thrown
piston rod, and convert it from the original fuel injection set-up to Weber carbs. He assigned me the
task of removing the engine. I had never taken the
engine out of anything –– not even a lawn mower ––
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and now I’m removing a flat-six Porsche? This was
a bit like becoming a DIY cardiologist overnight and
immediately performing your first heart transplant.
I also began the fundamental bodywork that
would secure the 911 against death by rust. I removed the driver’s side front fender, which was too
eaten with rust to save, and ground out the one
major rust spot at the jack point aft of the driver’s
side door. Mr. Porsche Expert (we’ll call him PE
from here on in) had surveyed the patient, suggesting the switch to Webers and also pointing out
that the oil tank –– unique, I believe, to the 1972
model year for having a filler hatch much like the
fuel hatch but on the passenger side –– was leaking
and would need replacing.
Okay, no problem, replace it.
What could go wrong, right?
PE would do the welding of metal that would replace the areas ravaged by rust, and I would buff/
grind it down for final painting.
Mission creep had already set in. We had
evolved from my idea of a beater/sleeper 911 to a
full repaint of the little orphan, with me doing the
donkey-work basics so the body shop would just
have to hit it with primer and final coats of monkeydung lacquer that would complete the job.
Coming home from my day job at the ad agency
I’d started years before, the sight of the toy-like
Porsche with its lovely little butt up in the air on
yellow stands in our white clapboard garage never
failed to make my heart soar. After dinner, I’d work
into the night out in the unheated garage. The
process pushed my limited skills to the limit and,
despite the outcome of this cautionary tale, I still
have the fondest memories of those days.
Directed by PE, I slowly and ham-fistedly disconnected the engine from its life-sustaining
sources of electricity, fuel and oil. I carefully marked
each tube and wire and hose with info scrawled on
masking tape describing where it came from and
what it connected to. Not to say I didn’t do some
damage in the process; I did, for instance, raggedly
shear the oil feed pipe and do substantial other
damage the details of which the years have
clouded. But one cool autumn night, a somewhat
worse for wear flat six engine sat on a wheeled cart
on the concrete floor, waiting for PE to truck it away
for open-wallet surgery.
The weeks passed. And passed. I continued the
prep for the body shop, installing the replacement
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fender, dutifully coating the underside with tar protectant, sanding down the minor rust and slight
perforation on the doors and applying primer, removing the bumpers and the Porsche badge from
the hood and the chrome sills from the doors, until,
by my newly refined standards, the 911 was ready
to be towed to the body shop.
PE had recommended the shop that does all the
local Mercedes-Benz dealer’s work. And they did a
magnificent job, so that when I went to retrieve it
several weeks later, I fell in love all over again. The
thing was beautiful, more beautiful than I’d expected, and though there were miles to go before
she was complete, I felt I could see the finish line.
My plan now was that my 911 would be as 1972stock as possible. (I hate it when owners try to
make a 911 look like a newer-era model, instead of
going with what Stuttgart had in mind at the time of
manufacture.)
We hauled the shiny bauble back to my little
white garage, and I began the long task of putting
the pieces back together again. It was now early
spring in New Jersey, and I could sense that when
the weather finally broke, I’d be close to driving
around in my very own 911. PE was taking his time
on the engine, but progress was being made. Time
and again I’d drop in on the absolutely awesome
Porsche Man Cave that was his suburban garage.
I’d find him unapologetically hard at work on someone else’s Porsche-related project; feeling quite out
of my league, I would not push the matter.
Then came the day when he arrived to haul the
911 off for the knitting together of the newly reborn
engine and the newly reborn body. Words can’t express the excitement I felt as completion approached. And then one day, when I called him ––
he never called me once that I recall –– he told me
she was ready. Ready!
Standing in his pristine garage, we marveled at
the beauty we had resurrected together. The only
thing ratty about the interior now was the houndstooth cloth driver’s seat. I hadn’t figured out yet
what I was going to do about refreshing that, but I
knew I wanted to keep that tweedy look, so not
high tech, so true to the original spirit of the car. As
we circled her there in the driveway, I carefully absorbed the instructions he imparted to me to ensure
the most successful break-in possible. They were
daunting.
With the newly reborn engine idling away, he
told me to keep the oil level a little down so as not
to blow out the seals. Anyone who has ever tried to
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check the oil level on a ’72 911 equipped with the
outside filler cap knows how tricky this instruction
would be to follow. Because it’s a dry sump engine,
you can only check the oil level with the engine running: you open the oil filler hatch and oil is splattering everywhere. The effect is something like trying
to check the level of electrons bouncing around
inside a nuclear reactor. Pull the dipstick and guess
just how much oil you really have in there. Sitting in
the driver’s seat, I looked at the gauges: the oil
gauge was bouncing all over the map: no info there.
Then came the real killer: after all the months he’d
had my car, PE hadn’t replaced the leaking oil tank.
In fact, he was releasing her now, not so much because the work was done as that he needed the
space it took up in his garage shrine. He could take
care of the tank later.
Mere details. I had my 911, and it actually ran!
What could possibly go wrong?
Rob Thacker
Stay tuned, Part II, in the next newsletter, will tell
you. Thacker, though not a PCA member, was persuaded to contribute this piece to die Wientraube
by his good friend and HVR member Ken Cohen.
Our thanks to both Rob and Ken.

Sway
Less,
Chariot

Sweet

I can’t leave anything alone! Ever since we
bought our ’02 Boxster 2.7 with Tip last December, I
have been looking for things to do to the car that
will make it more “my own.” After some cosmetic
changes, I decided to do a handling upgrade by
changing to M030 sport sway/stabilizer bars both
on the front and rear. I belong to some Boxsterspecific online forums, and some of the discussions
helped make my decision. The members on these
forums are very knowledgeable and are willing to
share information.
I ordered the following from Sunset Porsche Audi,
near Portland Oregon (www.sunsetporsche.com):
Front ‘S’ M030 986 24mm diam. x 3.8mm tubing
wall thickness, part #996.343.701.23 for $105.28
Rear M030 986 base 19.6mm x 2.5mm, part
#996.333.701.20 for $70.12
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Front bushings, 996.343.792.17 $12.24
Rear bushings, 996.333.792.25 $ 16.94.
A grand total of $253.00 with shipping, quite a
bargain for genuine Porsche parts considering that
a set of Eibach front 24mm and rear 19mm bars
come to about $424.58 not including bushings &
shipping. Not to denigrate the Eibach quality, just
that the usually very expensive Porsche parts seem
very reasonable in this case.
The home mechanic can install these bars with
the car on jack stands or better yet on a lift, if one
is available. However I left it to the expertise of Tom
Florio’s Advanced Auto crew to do a swift professional installation. Besides, crawling under a car
has become a little too challenging for these old
bones.
So was it all worth it, and what is the difference
in sway/stabilizer bars from stock to M030 sport
models? In the following list the size and wall
thickness of the various tubular Porsche bars are
compared to include diameter and tubular wall
thickness:
FRONT
986 base
M030 986 base
986 ‘S’
M030 986 ‘S’
GT3 996
Eibach

23.1mm x 3.4mm
23.6mm x 3.5mm
23.6mm x 3.5mm
24mm x 3.8mm
26.7mm x 3.5mm
24mm x solid

REAR
986 base
M030 986 base
986 ‘S’
M030 986 ‘S’

18.5mm x 2.5mm
19.6mm x 2.5mm
18.5mm x 2.6mm
19.00mm x 2.7mm

As previously stated, I ordered the M030 986 ‘S’
24mm for the front & the M030 986 base 19.6mm
for the rear. You may notice that the rear base 986
bar is larger than the ‘S’ model. Since we are talking millimeters here, can a jump of 1mm make that
much of a difference in handling? To quote one of
the 986.forum posters, “Stiffness goes with the 4th
power of radius. In other words, a little larger diameter makes a very large difference in roll stiffness.” And it does! The car, which had little body
roll with the stock setup, has NO roll at all as perceived from the cabin.
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Nor has the ride quality been compromised. The
car is more kart-like in its cornering ability, with
almost total lack of body roll in tight corners. I must
mention that I had previously installed the Schnell
front and rear shock tower braces, which also contribute to a stiffer chassis. Also, I have chosen not
to upgrade to the sport M030 shock and spring
package, as the car rides quite firmly as is, and our
roads are not the best in the Northeast. In the future, I may consider experimenting with 18” wheels
over my 17” examples, however I am quite pleased
with the current setup.
The roll bar modification probably gives more
bang for your handling upgrade buck and would be
advantageous on the track as well as the street. I
am glad I did it and recommend it to anyone who
likes hustling through the twisties on our back roads
or carving through the esses on the track.
Allen K. Littlefield

WINTER STORAGE II
Funny piece in The New York Times on December 29, especially if you’ve fought the winter antirodent battle: apparently, rats seeking the warmth of
warm car engines are becoming an enormous
problem in Manhattan, whether you alternate-sideof-the-street park an old Buick or keep your Bentley
in a $500-a-month East Side garage. Mechanics
are so innured to the damage they cause that the
minute they hear a car won’t start, they diagnose it
as, “the rats ate the wires.” Most people don’t believe them until they’re shown the tattered ignition
harness.
One thing I did learn, from a Cornell wildlifemanagement specialist that The Times interviewed,,
is that rodents eat wires not because they find plastic tasty but because they need to chew constantly
to wear down their incisors, and wire insulation is
convenient.
The same Cornell prof also derided the use of
mothballs, cayenne pepper and other homegrown
remedies, saying, “they have almost no effect.” His
suggestion: a compound called Miller Hot Sauce,
which farmers spray around plants and fruit trees to
repel rats, mice, deer and rabbits. Unfortunately, a
web search reveals that it costs $155.95 for a halfgallon concentrate.
Stephan Wilkinson
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Classics Under the
‘Gunks
The weather turned sunny after a few days of
rain, so seven HVR Porsches and their occupants
enjoyed a drive in the country and a visit to the
“Classics Under the ‘Gunks” car show. The sports
cars in attendance were, other than our P-cars,
mostly Corvettes and a few Britishers. The bulk of
the show, as expected, was well-done American
rods and customs.
We gathered at the Stop & Shop parking lot in
New Paltz, then drove out some nice back roads to
the show site, on Brunswick Road in Gardiner. After
walking around the show for an hour and a half, we
all headed back into New Paltz to try the Gilded
Otter microbrewery for a late lunch. The parking lot
was filled, as was the restaurant, so most of us
headed back up toward the mountain to the Mt.
Brauhaus. Dave DaMore and his wife along with
another couple did not join us but headed on home
as the hour was getting late and one “sick pup” was
involved. (Hope the dog has recovered, Valerie.)
The seven remaining members found plenty of room
to park in a row at the Mt. Brauhaus and enjoyed a
very nice German meal together, then all headed
our separate ways back home promising to do
more of these gatherings whenever possible.

From left to right: myself, Bill Brooks, Alison and
Carmelo, Dan and Ashton Brown with his Audi TT,
which we “allowed” him to drive since his Porsche
was in the shop for repairs.

JANUARY 2008
During the summer months, there is a car gathering every Friday night in the McDonalds/
Hannaford parking lot next to the Mid-Hudson
Bridge, on Route 9W. My wife Pat and I have been
by a few times and once ran into some Miata Club
members and threatened to show up with a few of
our members next year. Ashton Brown tells me
there is a car show at Bear Mountain every
Wednesday evening during the summer; Steve
Wilkinson has been and says it’s huge, at least by
Hudson Valley standards—everything from Ferraris
to hot rods, lots from New York City and New Jersey. We’ll have to try that one too, come next year.
If anyone else is interested in visiting such events,
please contact me at aklon30@yahoo.net or at 845255-0974 to get on the notification list.
Allen K.Littlefield
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