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SOME
THOUGHTS
FROM THE
EDITOR

DAYTONA 2008
Not a good year for us at the Daytona 24 Hours.
Here are 25 of the 30 Porsches entered, but the
best the Prototypes (front row) could do was a 15th
overall and 10th in class. The GT3 Cup Cars did
better: 2nd, 3rd and 4th in the GT class, 10th, 11th
and 12th overall. A Lexus-engined Riley won the
race and the DP class, a Mazda RX8 took GT honors and 9th overall. Danbury-based FarnbacherLoles team (not in photo) ran five cars, all of which
finished, the best of them 18th overall and 8th in GT.
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The Hudson Valley
Region is guided by a
board of directors who
happen to have a very
strong track-day/DE/
racing orientation.
A
number of them own
dedicated track and race
cars, and their focus is
largely on Lime Rock,
Watkins Glen, Pocono
and other DE and racing
venues. Not surprisingly,
these are the events that
bring in the most money
to the Region, since DE entry fees are comparatively high--$150 and $200 a day per driver, typically.
The people who are our track chairs, tech
chairs, safety chairs, chief instructors and the like
are hugely important members, and they do a lot
of work on our behalf. I’m sympathetic to their
bent, since I myself have an old 911SC that,
though road-legal, is optimized for track use—
noisy, cramped by its rollbar, uncompromising,
stiffly sprung, not a lot of fun on a road trip. But
I’m beginning to wonder: are we ignoring a lot of
HVR members who wouldn’t in a million years put
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their car on a track but have no other activities—other than the occasional local picnic or barbeque get-together—to rationalize their membership?
Sure, we all get Panorama and cute little PCA
decals to put on our windows, but is that all that
HVR membership should consist of? When you
pay your $42 annual PCA dues, a small part of it is
sent directly to the Region of which you’re a member, to support its activities. If those activities are
of no interest to you, you’re welcome to either
consider your money a
friendly donation to
track junkies, or demand that you get
something in return.
Die Weintraube
would like to hear from
HVR members who
have opinions about
the Region’s current
focus. Are you okay
with the way the Region is being run? Do
you feel that driver ed
is important enough to
consume the majority
of the directors’ efforts? Do you wish we
had more fun runs,
show-your-car gettogethers and social
events? Do you have
an autocrosser that
you’re reduced to taking to Miata club
events because HVR
does nothing for you?
Please e-mail me at
stephwilkinson@verizon.net or mail to Box 455,
Cornwall-on-Hudson, New York 12520 and I’ll
publish your opinions in the next issue of this
newsletter. If nobody responds, we’ll assume that
the Region is running just fine, nicely carbureted,
timing’s spot-on, ride height perfect, no tuning
needed.
Stephan Wilkinson
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“WHO KNEW?”

It was a typical busy Saturday at Brewster
Honda. That’s where I work as the Internet sales
manager; I’ve been in the car biz for the past 16
years. My wife was driving a new 2007 Civic Si
Sedan in Rally Red—what a rocket!—and I had a
2002 GMC Sierra. So my need for another car
was small.
I was born in 1973 in Brooklyn. I was never a
sports-oriented kid—played football for a few
years, but only because I was under family pres-

sure to get a scholarship and be a football star. It
was not in the cards for me. Cards! I do play
cards! Sorry, back to my story. I was always a car
nut. I built models, R/C cars and to this day have
my matchbox car collection.
The mid-1980s, when I was a teenager on the
verge of getting my driver’s license, were a great
time for me. The Ferrari F40, Porsche 959, Buick
Grand National GNX, Mustang GTs, IROC Zs...I
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had hundreds of clippings of cars posted on a wall
in my room like wallpaper. My best friend Jeff and
I would talk cars day and night. We even had a
business detailing cars locally. People had no idea
we were just 15 years old, they still threw us their
keys for detail jobs. I took many joyrides in my
teenage years. It was a simple, fun time. This is
why even today, a car from the ‘80s always gets
my attention. It brings me back to my youth.
So as I was saying, it was a typical day at
Brewster Honda. Late October, a beautiful clear
day. I had been at my desk for a few hours answering customer e-mails and making calls. I decided I needed a little break. Just a stretch. So I
took a walk out the front door, and for a second, I
stopped breathing. Wow! A Porsche! A 944S,
and in pristine condition! The more my eyes
soaked it in, the more I realized just how perfect
this car was. I turned right around, went back in
the door and asked my fellow salesmen if anyone
knew who owned the Porsche outside. No one
knew.
I set out through the rest of the dealership
looking for the owner, and there was a welldressed gentleman with his wife, finishing their
dealings with another salesperson. I just knew he
had to be the owner. “Excuse me, do you own
that Porsche outside”?
“Yes, I do,” he said. “My name is Sal.” I could
not express in words how his car made my eyes
light up. We went outside, and he started showing
me around the car with enthusiasm. Again it became even more apparent how awesome this car
was. The leather had not a crack. The engine bay
was glistening clean. Not a mark on the car. He
told me he even had every maintenance record for
the past 20 years in a folder.
He then said he’d been thinking of selling it.
He’d just bought a new boat. So after 20 years,
this toy should go. I said, “Sal, I am either going
to put it on Ebay for you (another thing I do) or I ‘m
going to buy it for myself.” How much? He told
me what he wanted for it. Somehow, I felt I had no
right to negotiate with him for such a perfectly
maintained car. He had every right to get what he
wanted for it, and I thought his price was fair. I got
his business card and promised him a call. I went
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inside the dealership, sat down at my desk and
called my wife, Rossana. “Ah, honey, you wanna
buy a Porsche”?
“A Porsche?” she said. I then told her the
story. She asked me one question: “Can I drive it
too?” Of course! It would be our car! Then she
said the magic word: “Sure!”
I arranged for the funds and set up a time to
pick the Porsche up from Sal. It was not easy for
him. I could see it in his eyes. It was as though he
was giving up a child. Or a dog he’d had since it
was a puppy. He went over everything with me,
head to toe. Multiple keys, service records, etc.
And away I went. And into the garage it went, under a cover for the winter.
As with all of my new hobbies, I jump in head
first. I buy the book, get the t-shirt and join the
club.
So I did exactly that—found the PCA
through Porsche.com, the main factory website,
which includes a listing of all the officially recognized Porsche clubs in the world. I eventually got
in touch with Jodi Barna, the Secretary and Membership Chair of our Region. She stayed in touch
with me and made me feel welcome.
Shortly after I first contacted Jodi, I called her
and expressed my feelings about our website. It
was dull and not really Porsche-oriented. I offered
to rebuild it as my contribution to our club. Jodi
was delighted, as it turned out the Region officers
were wondering what to do about the website
anyway. Perfect timing! I attended my first meeting at The River Bank Restaurant in Cornwall in
December. The club committee welcomed me
with open arms and showed me their gratitude. I
knew I had done the right thing.
So now I am not only a new Porsche owner but
the webmaster of one of the 141 Chapters of the
Porsche Club of America. And all I’d wanted to do
was take a break, stretch my legs, get some air.
As they say, “Who knew?”
Anthony Coloreo
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SPRING BREAK 2008
It is that time of the year again, when the P-car
faithful gather at Tom Florio's Advanced Auto in
Vails Gate to celebrate the opening of the driving
season. This will take place on Saturday May 10th
from 1 pm till 4 pm or whenever Tom throws us
out. We will have hot dogs, hamburgers and snack
food along with soft drinks. Bring your own beer if
you are so inclined; a folding chair might also be
good.

This is a good time for new members to sally
forth, show off their cars and get to know others in
the club. It's a relaxed gathering with the sole object of having some fun and getting to make new
friends and greet old ones.
I am planning on demonstrating the two orbital
polishers that Griot's Garage sells, so we all can
see if they do what they are advertised to do.
(You'll also get to see the fascinating collection of
exotics, beaters and used-up Porsches parked
behind Advanced.)
Advanced Auto is on Route 32 about a quartermile south of the big Five Corners intersection
(Routes 32, 94 and 300) in Vails Gate. Coming
from the Five Corners, the entrance to Advanced is
on your left about 50 yards past the Hannaford's
supermarket stoplight. If you're coming from the
south on Route 32, the entrance will be on your
right, look for the small “Advanced Automotive”
sign about half a mile past Quality Autobody.
Allen Littlefield
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DRIVER ED

As you might imagine, our calendar has
changed due to the lack of track availability at
Lime Rock. In order to maximize our track time,
we are sharing our DE dates there with the Connecticut Valley Region. Those dates will be:
Wednesday, September 3
Monday-Tuesday, October 6-7
These will be traditional DE events. For these
events, registration will be handled through CVR
via www.clubregistration.net. I will let you know
via our website and a future die Weintraube when
registration opens (generally six weeks before the
event).
In the meantime, you should go to
www.clubregistration.net and create a user profile.
We are also hosting our own DE at Watkins
Glen on October 15-16. This will be a combined
novice and advanced driver's education. There is
more information about it posted on our website.
Unfortunately, we do not have any spring or
midsummer events this year. For those anxious to
drive on a track, I suggest that you go to
www.thetrackschedule.com to search what events

are available this season. Don't be afraid to drive
with other PCA regions or other car clubs. You
should also check out the PCA website
www.pca.org and view the PCA events calendar.
Anyone who is new the PCA or new to driver's
education should feel free to contact me with any
questions you may have, at ldauerer@aol.com. I
hope to see many of you at the Spring Breakout on
May 10 at Advanced Automotive. Talk to me there
if you have any questions or need advice.
Lou Dauerer
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DICIN’ WITH DYSON
Thanks to Wagonmeister Allen Littlefield, who
arranged the trip, two dozen HVR members were
able to visit the Dyson Racing shop in Poughkeepsie on a gray, snowy February Saturday. Dyson is
one of the two factory-supported U. S. teams—
Penske is the other—to run RS Spyders in the
American Le Mans series. The Spyder, introduced
in 2005, is the first true Porsche racecar since the
Le Mans-winning 1998 GT1 and is now in its second iteration. It runs in the LMP2 (Le Mans Prototype 2) class, which means it’s supposed to be
slightly slower than the superstars—almost exclusively Audi R10s so far—in LMP1.
This hasn’t often been true. RS Spyders outright won eight of the 12 2007 ALMS races, and
Audi was furious. So for 2008, the Spyders have
been lumbered with more weight and a smaller
induction-air intake to slow them down. Interestingly, last season the engine breathed through a
single 44mm restrictor—the size of single 911 carburetor throat.
Unfortunately, the cupboard was relatively bare
at Dyson when we arrived: the engines were in
Germany being rebuilt (the only item Dyson
doesn’t itself maintain), and a lot of important stuff
had already been loaded aboard the big Dyson
trailer in preparation for testing at Sebring for the
12-hour race. But the two carbon-fiber RS tubs
were still in the shop being prepared, one sitting
vertically on its aft bulkhead. “At first I thought it
was some kind of small space shuttle,” one
woman laughed.
I was surprised to learn that the RS’s 3.4-liter,
naturally aspirated, 503-hp V8 is based on the
Cayenne engine, so even those of you who have
yet to make peace with Porsche’s inarguably profitable SUV will have to give it at least a little credit.
Compared to a major Nascar shop, Dyson’s
facility is a coat closet, and even next to Highcroft’s shop in Danbury—Highcroft runs the LMP2
Acura ARX racecars—it’s spare. When I last visited Highcroft as an Acura guest, our media group
was feted in a large boardroom around a 20-place
table and fed from Highcroft’s own kitchen by their
catering staff. No such niceties at Dyson, which
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perhaps means it’s less about PR and more about
“Let’s go racin’, boys!” as Darrell Walltrip says.
Penske gets the good stuff from Weissach first,
since they’re Porsche’s alpha dog, but Dyson isn’t
far behind. Still, Dyson has yet to beat the full

Penske team, though their cars three times last
year finished ahead of at least one of the Penske
Spyders. Porsche apparently is rather old-school
when it comes to dealing with privateers. They’re
faithful to the people who have been with them the
longest, like Penske, and aren’t about to swing to
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flavor-of-the-month newcomers. Rumor has it that
Highcroft had originally wanted to run RS Spyders
but Porsche snubbed them.
Randall Kelsey, our Dyson host, was nice
enough to spend three hours on a Saturday answering our questions when he could have been
home with the kids, for which the Region thanked
him with a $100 restaurant gift certificate and a
plaque for Dyson to add to its substantial silverware collection.
Would Dyson ever run their cars in the Le Mans
24-hour, somebody asked Kelsey? “I hope so,”
but I don’t know,” he said. “The French have so
handicapped cars like ours that all we could hope
for would be to win our class, and a serious Le
Mans attempt would cost us a million dollars.”
The button on the detachable steering wheel
marked “overtake,” what does it do? “Nothing,”
Randall admitted. “It just makes the driver feel
better when he pushes it.” (Apparently, Champ
Cars do have actual push-to-pass buttons that
turn up the boost briefly...)
A tip from Randall for those of us who can’t
resist buying aftermarket upgrades for our project
cars: “We used to used Tilton starters on all our
racecars, but the company went to s**t and the
starters became very unreliable. They’d seize up
from the heat and needed to be whacked with a
hammer to get them to work.” This, of course,
requires pulling the off the car’s tail to get at the
starter, “and if you can’t start right away after a pit
stop, you’ve just lost the race, since ALMS rules
require that engines have to be shut down during
pit stops and that cars can’t be push-started.”
Kelsey says they now use special Bosch competition starters, which cost $5,000 apiece but apparently are bulletproof.
Porsche sends factory observers to the ALMS
races, who sit in their own row of seats on the big
Dyson mobile timing stand, with laptops reading
telemetry from the racecars. They don’t actively
participate, though I’m sure they’d be happy to
advise if asked, but Kelsey said his guys are often
surprised to see how assiduously they review
videotapes of Dyson pit stops and how carefully
they film the crew making changes to the cars.
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It’s good to see Porsche back in serious competition, particularly after naysayers had concluded that trucks, sedans and “girly cars”—which
I say as a Boxster owner—meant the company had
lost its way. And now there are at least two dozen
of us who will be watching what is literally the
HVR’s home team as they compete this season.
(NBC will broadcast Mid-Ohio and Laguna Seca;
ESPN on ABC will do the three street races at St.
Petersburg, Long Beach and Houston; and the
Speed Channel gets the other seven races.)
At the 12 Hours of Sebring on March 15, the
home team came through in spectacular fashion:
Dyson Racing took second and fourth overall, its
best finishes ever, while a Penske Spyder won the
race outright. At one point, the Speed TV announcer referred to “the team from Poughkeepsie,
New York,” and for once, he didn’t mean Marist.
Stephan Wilkinson

THE DAY THE PORSCHE
DIED, PART II

If you didn’t see it in the previous die Weintraube,
Part I detailed Rob Thacker’s enthusiastic participation in the restoration of his very first Porsche, a
911 Targa, under the gaze of an un-named “PE”—
Porsche Expert.
Even during break in, the car sounded so great.
I was concerned that the oil-level gauge was all
over the map, and I wasn’t absolutely certain what
the dipstick was telling me, but finally I was driving
to work in my own personal 911.
Actually, I drove it to work only once that I recall. I had a meeting with a client that day, a major
manufacturer of tennis racquets, and I was looking
forward to showing off the Porsche. With one of
my account executives as copilot, we started out
for the client’s office that afternoon. At perhaps the
third red light, the engine died. It started again
relatively easily, but a precedent had been established, like the seeds of a dysfunctional relationship with a supermodel who does her level best to
embarrass you in public.
On the way back to my ad agency after the
meeting, I pulled into a gas station to fill her up.
As I sat there at the pumps feeling very cool, a
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fellow in a Ford Taurus across the island yelled
something to me. I assumed it was acknowledgement of my uncanny resemblance to Steve
McQueen, so I asked him to repeat it.
He said, “Your car is leaking oil.” I opened the
shiny new driver’s door and looked down at the
concrete, which was running black with a small
lake of engine oil. I thanked the man and, after
dumping a quart into the oil tank for safety, proceeded back to my office. Smoking all the way:
something my man PE assured me a certain
amount of was normal to the break-in process. Of
course, as a newbie Porschephile, I had no idea
what constituted normal.
The ingredients for disaster were now in the
pot, ready to cook: a squirrelly oil-quantity gauge;
instructions from the expert to “keep the oil level a
little low”; the daunting task of checking the oil via
the outside filler cap, and break-in. Oh, plus
there’s an inexperienced idiot at the wheel.
In the course of days, even a rank amateur like
myself should recognize that something wasn’t
right. So one warm Springsteen summer evening,
followed by my wife in our Volvo wagon, I took my
little baby out for one last dance, down the darkened highway to PE’s Man Cave to establish what
was what.
Buzzing –– literally –– along the dark interstate
in the slow lane, I attempted no more than 40
mph, for an ominous jangle had replaced the lovely
gear symphony from the engine bay in recent
days. With each mile, the sound grew scarier, and
the power curve weakened further, until I was
coaxing it from one lonely pool of streetlight to the
next. Though it was a perfect starlit evening, my
wife in the Volvo behind had the windshield wipers
on full tilt because some substance that wouldn’t
wipe off was being aerosoled onto it from out of
the night ahead.
Finally, and I admit far too late, I pulled the 911
onto the breakdown lane and killed the engine. My
wife pulled up behind, and it was then that I saw
the mist of motor oil –– my baby’s life’s blood ––
coating the windshield of the Volvo. My heart sank
even further, as I began pushing the little Porsche
along the gravel verge towards a “Scenic Overlook” about a mile ahead. I told my wife to go on
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ahead and we’d meet there. As I trudged along
with my shoulder to the opened driver’s door, a
form materialized out of the darkness and began
pushing with me. It’s still amazing to me how such
a decent soul could have appeared on that lonely
roadside to help me push my burden to the
sodium-lit oasis of the overlook, where my wife sat
waiting on the hood of our old 240 wagon, diplomatically saying nothing.
I thanked the young man, and he again disappeared into the night, while we called a tow service
to flatbed my lost angel the rest of her journey, and
to call PE with the news.
Several days later, PE called me with the real
news: the renovation was aborted. All that work, all
the lovely blueprinting and Weber-izing and hand
bodywork etc, done in by a lethal combination of
my ignorance, a leaking oil tank, and an expert
who, for reasons I’ll never understand, chose to
release a patient for break-in with a flaw as lethal
for a dry sump engine as a leaking oil tank. It had
all come down to a beautiful body with a charred
mass of metal where her flat six heart should be.
I was stunned. I’m still stunned. As I went
through the sad and pathetic motions of selling the
hulk on to someone who still had the heart for
such an endeavor, several really decent Porsche
people approached me to help “re-restore” my
dream 911 with no profit to them. But it was too
late.
The process, and that strange relationship with
PE, had taken something away that I’ll never get
back. I don’t blame him: it was my fault, or the
fault of one of those pre-condemned relationships
we all come across in life, where one party’s
weaknesses perfectly dovetail with the other party’s hubris to annihilate the dreams of the weaker.
As Vonnegut would say, so it goes.
Rob Thacker
Rob Thacker, though not a PCA member, was persuaded to contribute this piece to die Weintraube
by his good friend and HVR member Ken Cohen.
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LETTER TO THE EDITOR

I just finished reading the January die Weintraube. I must say, as a 25-year member of the
Hudson Valley Region, it has never looked better
than it has since Stephan Wilkinson became Editor. This isn’t much of a stretch, given his history.
Allen Littlefield lent me a copy of The Gold-Plated
Porsche, and it was quite enjoyable, especially to
somebody who over a seven-year period rebuilt a
1964 911 (though not as intense as Wilkinson’s).
The article on the Porsche tractor “toy” caught
me. I indeed did get one as a Christmas present
last year, when Garrett Wade first offered them.
It’s an incredible piece for the price. Missing from
the review was mention of the transmission: three
forward speeds, reverse and, of course, neutral.
[Hey, we said it had a five-speed spring drive—ed.]
I’m not one to pass up what I consider to be
good-quality Porsche toys and models. You might
mention Lilliput (www.lilmoco.com, 800 TINTOYS), which has offered the Porsche 356 Micro
Racer by Schuco for some years at $49.50 + $9.59
shipping and handling, a great toy. I also was impressed by the Exoto 917-30. I responded to a
February 2007 ad in Road & Track, but I believe
they’re still available from www.exoto.com, 800
872-2088. At $298.95 + $16 s&h they may seem
pricey to some, but the detail and workmanship
are over the top. All this at half the price of a
complete and well-preserved Distler 356.
I don’t know if anyone else in the Region collects toys and models. There are some great, hard
to pass up Porsche models and toys out there.
[Take a look at www.germanaircooled.com--ed.]

FREE SEATS
Anybody want a pair of stock, non-power, brown
leather seats from a 1983 911SC? They’re yours
for the taking, else I’ll throw ‘em out--too big and
bulky to sell and ship anywhere. The best I could
say about them is that they’re in “semi-fair” condition, driver’s-side seat has a couple of broken
seams, as I remember. They’re in my barn in
Cornwall, New York. Call me at 845 534-7601, and
I’d prefer to give them to somebody who can use
them, not somebody who will simply eBay them.

NEW 356 BOOK

Having owned two 356s (a 1500 Carrera Speedster and a 1600 Normal Speedster) and shared a
third (a 1600 Carrera Coupe), I have a soft spot for
the little dumplings. I even remember seeing the
first 356 I ever sighted—out my school-bus window in 1951, in Yorktown Heights, which meant it
had to be one of the very first 356s that Max Hoffman ever imported.

Regards,
Wayne A. Sittner
Saugerties, New York
jsittner@yahoo.com
Though Wayne obviously has an e-mail address,
he hand-wrote me a letter. “Why do I write? In
this day of e-mail, I find writing, and conversing by
phone, more personal, and it seems to add more
importance to what one has to say,” he carefully
hand-lettered.
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This new coffeetable-format book is the typical
crazed British enthusiast-author’s compendium of
every 356 fact he could assemble (we call them
rivet-counters in the airplane world...), but Brian
Long has also collected a huge variety of early 356
photos, and they’re all charming, particularly the
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perfectly reasonable $44.30 for a 10”x10” hardcover with lots of color. Also available through
Motorbooks, if you insist on paying full freight.

CALENDAR

ones featuring torpedo-breasted 1950s German
models in staid one-piece bathing suits.
The $69.95 retail price is a little over the top,
but you can get the book on amazon.com for a

die Weintraube
c/o Stephan Wilkinson
Box 455
Cornwall-on-Hudson
New York 12520
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Saturday April 26, PCA Club Race, Lime Rock
Park. HVR/Advanced Automotive hospitality tent
opens at nine a.m.
Saturday May 10, Spring Breakout barbecue at
Advanced Automotive, Route 32 just south of the
Vails Gate Five Corners, one to four p.m.
Saturday-Sunday June 21-22, Zone 1 48-Hour
Driver Education, Watkins Glen International
Speedway.
Wednesday date TBA, Bear Mountain Inn car
show drive-and-dine on a summer Wednesday
evening, six p.m. on, just south of the Bear Mountain Bridge Route 9W traffic circle.
Wednesday September 3, HVR/CVR Driver
Education at Lime Rock Park.
Monday-Tuesday October 6-7, HVR/CVR
Driver Education at Lime Rock Park.
Wednesday-Thursday October 15-16, HVR Novice and Advanced Driver Education at Watkins Glen
International Speedway.

