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Presidentõs Corner by Randy Kaplin 

 

 

 

Elinor and I just arrived back in town (in a record quick 15 
hour drive) from the Porsche Parade in Savannah.  Weath-
er was warm and humid, but luckily it wasn't quite as hot as 
Oklahoma.     
 
Despite my plan to drive the '89 Speedster to Savannah 
and show it in the Preservation Class, this didn't happen.  I 
drove the car for about ten miles on the expressways around Tulsa to get a feel for 
what the experience would be like driving the car on the upcoming 2200 mile drive to 
and from Savannah.  Immediately I sensed this was not a great idea.  Admittedly 
when we were first married, we did drive a Porsche 912 round trip from Wichita, KS to 
Los Angeles  without air conditioning.  But that was back in the good old days when 
we didn't know any better.  Now as we are wiser, comfort (being COOL .... as in AC) is 
an issue that is ranked higher than "looking cool". 
   
So there immediately was an issue with the air conditioning of the ô89 Speedster. The 
AC didn't exactly freeze you out of the car.  The AC unit had been recharged and I 
was informed that the air coming out of the vents was 57 degrees.  As I turned the AC 
unit on and put my hand over the vent it felt nice and cool so I thought everything is 
going to be great.  However after driving the car for 10 minutes in the 100 degree 
weather in Tulsa with the fan on high I didn't feel cool.  In fact, I felt rather warm.  The 
problem with the AC stems from the small vents and the minimal quantity of airflow 
coming into the car through these mini vents.  Combine that with the sun coming 
through the windshield and hitting the black dash and the convertible top losing a con-
siderable amount of that "cool" air as you are going down the road.  The AC in this car 
compared to other modern day water cooled cars is kind of like being given one ice 
cube to cool down with on a really hot day versus a two foot block of ice.  The ice cu-
be is cool but it just doesn't adequately do the job.  Additionally, the car isn't what I 
consider whisper quiet by any stretch of the imagination.  There is plenty of wind noise 
associated with this model as well as the potential for water leakage (as actually de-
tailed in the owners manual) if we happen to hit some rainstorms. 
 
In light of these issues, it was mutually decided that we would take a car with a good 
air conditioner.  By good air conditioner I consider GM Air Conditioning to be the 
standard of good air conditioning.  It seems one thing American car makers have ad-
dressed over the years is the comfort of their passenger in their cars.  In my opinion 
they set the standard in the automotive industry for creature comforts for the passen-
gers.  All of the water cooled Porsches I have owned all seem to have great air condi-
tioners and would therefore make an acceptable vehicle for the upcoming trip.   
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So we finally decided to trailer a modern day Porsche to the event so we could take lug-
gage, tires and wheels, and just about anything else that we might want to take with us.  
The tow truck has great air conditioning and plenty of room so it made for a great vehi-
cle to take on a cross country trip.  The only issue with the truck is the 20 gal gas tank 
and the 8mpg fuel consumption which meant we needed to stop every 150 miles or so 
for gas.  In the long run this worked out just fine and we never had to stop and make a 
"rest stop". 
 
The Parade itself turned out to be another great Parade.  The week started out with the 
Concours Car Show on Monday.  Sunday night we had heavy down pouring rain all 
night. But when Monday morning arrived the rain had let up, even though it looked like it 
could start raining again at any minute.  The decision was made to go ahead and have 
the show in nearby Forsyth Park despite the possibility of rain.  Fortunately it was over-
cast  almost all day (which kept us from baking in the sun) yet didn't actually rain on the 
cars.  Even though the park had a substantial quantity of large beautiful trees, none of 
the cars were parked under them because the locals will tell you that the trees with their 
picturesque weeping foliage of Spanish Moss are a haven for bugs of all sorts and any 
cars parked under these trees would soon be covered with massive "bug droppings".  
Needless to say the Concours crowd wanted no part of that, so out in the middle of the 
field is where are the cars were displayed. (It should be noted that people were willing to 
sit under these trees without any concern about getting bug droppings all over them-
selves).  I entered my vehicle in the Concours just to see what it would be like.  I actual-
ly did clean the car better than it had  been cleaned since I owned it so I wouldn't be too 
embarrassed.  I read a Concours 101 manual I found on the internet and followed the 
directions to some degree (short of the q-tips).  I decided that it didn't really matter how 
well I cleaned the car, the car has been used and has all the nicks and scratches that 
accompany the driving of a car and if a low mileage "garage queen" showed up I would 
certainly be out of the running for a trophy.  As luck would have it (quite possibly due to 
the 40% forecast for showers) the garage queens all stayed in the garage that Monday 
and I was awarded the trophy for the cleanest car in my class on this particular Monday.  
 
This is not a picture of a 
car being searched for 
contraband, but rather an 
examination for a Division 
Class Competition of the 
concours. 
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There was an Autocross which I participated in and still didn't quite get a trophy. Howev-
er I was closer than I realized, as there were six cars in my group and three trophies 
awarded.  One driver of a new GT3 who was doing his first autocross didn't realize that 
you couldn't replace the stock tires with "sticky" tires and still run "showroom stock" 
class.  After the race the director had all of the participants in the group meet to discuss 
the situation.  Apparently the driver with the "illegal" car didn't know the rules and we 
needed to decide how to handle this situation.  We all agreed that we would not protest 
since it was an honest mistake and he was new to the club.  As it turns out I was number 
four and the top three received trophies.  Oh well.  Fortunately this year we did not have 
any elevation changes on this course so I did not "DNF" and I didn't even nudge a 
cone!!!  My runs were even done in the appropriate manner starting slow and reducing 
my time on every run.  I started with a 58+ second run and ran 57+, 55+, 54+, and fin-
ished with 54 seconds flat.  If it's any consolation, I did have a number of spectators indi-
cate they enjoyed watching and listening to the car thrash around the course. 
 
We had great meals and banquets all week long and went on some historical drives and 
saw a lot of really old houses (that is "historically old houses").  Savannah is a very 
beautiful city with a lot of history.  
 
On the final day we had a "Porsche Parade" where we were escorted by every police of-
ficer in the county.  This picture shows 
the only time in my life when being sur-
rounded by numerous law enforcement 
officers with flashing lights was not a 
stressful experience.  I was the lead 
car in the Porsche Parade and I was 
simply following them rather than the 
more common scenario where they 
would be following me!!  Despite the 
rain before the Parade started, during 
the actual Parade the weather cooper-
ated and it was an interesting drive.   
 
Here is the view in the rear view mirror from the lead car which I was driving.   

 
I would encourage anyone who likes 
Porsche Events to plan on attending 
next years Parade in Salt Lake City.  It 
looks like a great place for the Parade! 
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My First Porsche 
 

Ode to Joy II  
(A òMy First Porscheó Rhyme) 
by Greg Petzet, õ87 Carrera Coupe 

 

Back in the day when Airgas Inc was Jimmie Jones  

I worked in their warehouse and answered their phones.  

John Conine was the captain of that ship,  

And his family, too, ran the Porsche dealership.  
 

John drove a Porsche almost everyday  

A 914, a 911, the òauto du jouró (car of the day) 

Those lines! That sound! Qualities hard to resist  

I was smitten back then; I discovered my quest.  
 

For a while though Iôd my share of clunkers, 

A Rambler, a Pontiac, an El Camino junker.  

ôTween then and now drove those cars and these, 

Two Beetles, a Camaro and three Datsun Zs.  
 

For thirty years I waited and for thirty years I pined,  

Even answered Porsche want-ads from time to time.  

Never to own one had been one of my fears,  

Since Iõd dreamt of one for sooo many years. 
 

But it wasnõt until I wed Pamela Jean 

That I would really and truly realize my dream!  

For me, P is for Pamela and P is for Porsche  

I told her I wanted one and she said of course -a! 
 

óõFore you get any older, youõd better find one now.ó 

She said with a smile, and did I say òWOW!ó 

After ònever gonna have oneó had been my belief 

I knew C-A-R-R-E-R-A is how Iõd spell relief! 
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I bugged the guys at Rennsport; I went and talked with Tom.  

I had to choose the right one; they helped me narrow it down.  

My first Porsche would be Guards Red, õ87 thru õ89. 

Black Fuchs and G50 five speed, both spoilers would be fine.  
 

We found it near Atlanta, a ways down south in Georgia  

A bit ironic seems to me, that sort of rhymes with Porsche.  

Thatõs the car that I had seen while I would sleep and dream 

Itõs now at home in my garage, my own red dream machine. 
 

Initially it seemed I cleaned it almost every day  

I couldnõt stand to see my Porsche any other way 

Never drove it in the rain, thatõs just how I felt 

I wouldnõt take a chance I guess that it might ever melt! 
 

The first time I noticed problems, my blood came to a boil  

When I spotted underneath, an expanding pool of oil!  

I freaked out off the handle, then felt like such a rube  

To find out all it needed was four oil return tubes.  
 

Now after seven years of driving, weõve come a long, long way 

This shiny bright red Porsche and I. And any given day  

Will find us auto -crossing, and going through our paces  

Maybe in the rain at Hallett, or just touring different places.  
 

You know how well they drive, and you know how well they handle.  

There arenõt many cars around that can even hold a candle. 

But this Porsche is more than just a car; itõs a way of life. 

And mineõs a constant reminder for me to thank my wife! 
 

My expectations now surpassed, when Iõm behind the wheel 

Mere words cannot express my joy; the exhilaration I feel.  

So, too, at night Iõve had a dream of ending up in heaven 

But even that will have to go some to beat my 911. 


