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Presidentôs Message 
Mike Davis 

 
I am writing this on Monday, January 25, the day 

after the fantastic Third Annual Gathering of the Faithful 
weekend at the Mission Inn in Howey-in-the-Hills.  I have 
attended all three Gatherings, and, for me personally, it 
was the best ever.  Major thanks go to Mike and Debbie 
Owen for their countless hours in planning the event , as 
well as their on-site attention to detail.  As 356 Registry 
Trustee George Dunn commented after the 2009 Gathering 
(which he attended), this all -weekend event is really more 
like a mini-holiday on par with the 356 Registry East Coast 
and West Coast Holidays.  Thanks also to Larry and Jan 
Marshall for planning and running the Peopleôs Choice 
Concours, where we had 34 cars on the field.  
 

We had 52 FOG members attend the full 
weekend.  We also had quite a few day-trippers and guests 
on Saturday for the concours and lunch.  The lunch was 
the largest FOG event in my memory ï 82 people.  I was 
particularly pleased to see many of our new members in 
attendance for the entire weekend.  Be sure to read the 
article by Kacy Curry in this issue for full details of the 
weekend. 

 

 
 

At the Sunday morning business meeting, John 
Reker announced the election results for new trustees, 
replacing the three rotating off.  I am pleased to report 
that Bob Schmitt, Frank Hood and Mark Koorland were 
elected as trustees.  (Mark Pribanic and I are the other two 
trustees.)  There are no sufficient words t o thank John 
Reker, our Past President, for all his service to FOG over 
the past three years.  John has agreed to stay on as 
membership chair, as well as our email coordinator, both 
big jobs. He will also take over from Jerry Mitchell as club 
secretary.  No resting on his laurels for John! I also want to 
thank Mike Owen and Glen Getchell for their service as 
trustees.   
 

I was honored to be elected President. The other 

officers are Mark Koorland, Vice President and Bob Schmitt, 
Treasurer.  Mark Pribanic is taking over from me as 
Webmeister, and Frank Hood generously volunteered to be 
Events Chair.  I look forward to working with this great 
group in serving the members of FOG. 
 

In my brief remarks as the new President at the 
business meeting, I stated three i nitiatives I will undertake  
in 2010.  First, we will survey our members to get your 
feedback on how we might improve the club even more.  

Look for that survey by email in the 
next few months.  
 

Second, we will roll out a 
way to pay your FOG dues via our 
website.  Weôre still investigating 
the most efficient and cost -
effective way of doing this, but we 
are confident that it can be in place 
before dues renewal for 2011. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Mike Davis and Ruby at the  

2008 West Coast Holiday 
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Third, I have been in cont act with the event 
coordinator for the Southern Owners Group (which is the 
Georgia-based 356 club), to start planning a joint event 
sometime in 2010.  I joined SOG in 2009 and have enjoyed 
their newsletter and active calendar.  Any FOG members in 
North Florida should seriously consider joining SOG to take 
part in their frequent activities.  
 

As a relative newcomer to the 356 world, I will 
say again what I said when I threw my hat in the ring as a 
prospective FOG trustee a few years ago ï what I lack in 
experience, I will make up for in enthusiasm.  

 
Drive those cars! 
Mike 
 
 

2010 Gathering of the Faithful 
Wunderbar!  

Kacy Curry 
 

This yearôs Gathering of the Faithful was the first 
major FOG event that Don and I had attended , and we had 
a great time. The drive up  to the Mission Inn at Howey -in-
the-Hills was a good stretch for our ô64 C. It was so good 
to get out of town , and our trip from Tampa was 
uneventful. Itôs always nice when your trips arenôt too 
eventful. We had visited the resort before , and the facilities 
were perfect for the Gathering. We arrived just in time to 
drop our bags in our room and head to the Friday night 
reception. We were greeted by Mike and Debbie Owen, 
who gave us a warm reception and orientation. We signed 
in and received our very well th ought-out registration 
packet and our insulated cooler with the FOG logo. Sweet! 
The mini schedule of events in our badge holders was a 
stroke of brilliance. The Reception was a nice mixer; 
everyone was welcoming to us strangers. After the 
reception, we dined with John and Jan Reker and Jerry and 
Susan Remillard in the La Margarita Lounge. It appeared 
that a good time was had by all in the lounge.  

 
Jockeying for Position Under a Nearly Simpson Sky 

Photo by Don Curry 

  

On Saturday, well, there was hardly any point in 
washing our car so; we drove directly out to the lawn to 
park in the very impressive semi circle of 34 cars for the 
Peopleôs Choice Concours. The piqued interest that drives 
us to examine any 356 that we encounter made even my 
rather crude daily driver welcome.  I felt like I needed 
twice as much time to absorb all the details. The weather 
was beautiful (maybe too much UV), and we dined on 
burgers and dogs on the Patio Del Sol.  
 

The Driving Tour route was ausgezeichnet! Who 
knew we could encounter so much variation in elevation in 
Florida in an hour? Jan Reker must be applauded for laying 
out such a great course. Unfortunately, our C Coupe 
experienced performance anxiety and conked out for a 
minute or two early in the tour, but we caught up to t he 
end of the pack eventually. When Mike and Terry Davis 
were singled out as a lesson to us all, this seemed to 
discombobulate every one that witnessed the event. After 
that there was some confusion about where to turn left. My 
navigator was distracted by the lake, and I was trying very 
hard to stay at least in the vicinity of 25  mph, so we were 
in following mode when we needed to make that left turn. 
Oh well, at least I knew where we were , relative to the 
Yalaha Bakery. Don looks forward to beer and I look 
forward to pastry.  
 

The Awards Presentation followed the cocktail 
party and buffet in the Legends Ballroom. The Peopleôs 
Choice awards winners were announced (below). We offer 
our congratulations to the winners.  
 
A Coupe  Mark Pribanic 1958 A 
A Open  Tom Pisello 1957 Speedster 
B Coupe  John King 1963 B 
B Open  Bob Goldman 1962 B T-6 
C Coupe  John Boles 1965 SC 
C Open  John Reker 1965 C 
 
Overall Peopleôs Choice:  Dennis Kranz ï 1958 A Outlaw 
Coupe  
 

This was another great opportunity to gather vital 

info. Kirk Stowers gave me valuable insight into starting my 
car with the new -to-me mechanical 
fuel pump. Karen and John King 
introduced us to the sport of 
ñGeocachingò; exploring and 
finding little treasures with a 
handheld GPS unit. 

 
Sunday morning, the Tech 

Talk by Dennis Frick ñSo You Want 
to Restore Your 356 Yourselfò 
reminded us to set realistic goals 
and track them. Iôm going to stock 
up on new fasteners and not try to 
squeak by with the ones I have 
saved or inherited. The 
announcement of the officers, 
financial statements and other 
business details followed. We took 
the back roads home,  
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Tent Camping with a 356  
Glen Getchell 

 

Chapter 1  
Why  waste a nice trip on a new car?  

 
 

For some time now, our daily drivers have been 
giving me fits.  It seems like I am co nstantly working on 
cars other than the 356s.  The writing was finally on the 
wall that we HAD to get a new car when our newest  
(Maryôs 1994 Honda) attempted to strand her three times 
in two weeks.  The first two , remarkably, happened while 
driving up our  driveway.  And the third , ironically, while we 
were perusing a dealershipôs lot to check out colors.   

Luckily all three breakdowns were well within my abilities.  
However, I can assure you that nothing drives down the 
trade in value like breaking down and having to repair your 
car in the dealerôs parking lot!  While I was convinced that 
the Honda could go another 100K miles, I was equally 
convinced that it would just be an engine and transmission 
driving down the road, as all the plastic pieces were 
disintegrating to the touch (something that makes you 
think twice about c ursing the pot metal on our 356 s).  All 
the plastic was just brittle and crumbling.  Long story short, 
that weekend Mary adopted a nice little 2010 Scion TC 
coupe that fits her to a T.  
 

Needing to use up vacation time, we started 
throwing around some ideas.  We came up with  an 
economical trip to the Panhandle (an area of Florida Mary 
had wanted to visit).  We then decided that maybe a 
camping trip would be fun, especially considering that i t 
had been almost 15 years since our last.  Well. the obvious 
choice for the trip would be the shiny new Scion.  It was 
new (still on its 1s t tank of gas).  It has a hatch back that 
would allow easy packing.  And it had better be reliable.  

But, honestly, neither of us was excited about taking the 
new car.  We both wanted our friend ñRudy,ò our C coupe, 
to accompany us.  Those of you who recall a previous 
article I wrote entitled ñThe Tale of Two Tripsò will 
understand our desire for the feeling of adventure  that 356 
would provide that no new car ever could.  
 

So out came our camping gear, some of it hand - 
me-downs from my parents from when we went camping 
as a family in the 70ôs.  Our newest equipment dated from 
the mid 90ôs, with much of it having baked in the attic for 
the last several decades.  Nevertheless, I was convinced 
that I could pack nearly everything that we used to take, 
but with some alterations.  With some persistence and 
strategic planning, I was able to get it all in (or on) the car.  
Now keep in mind, that we donôt do that ñMachoò camping 
thing.  In fact, just using a tent is borderline.  To quote my 
father from the 70ôs, ñBlack & white TV is my idea of 
roughing it.ò  So yes, we had a TV packed too.  Along with 
the TV, of course, was the tent,  air mattress, pump, 
sleeping bags, two blankets, two pillows, cooler, two days 
worth of food, road snacks, camping stove, grill, port -a-
potty (a small self contained toilet and probably the most 
important piece of gear), pots, pans, cloth es, 2 chairs, 
etc....  So you can see weôre not just going lay out under 
the stars.  No way!  What are we , cave people?  We are 
going to have indoor plumbing , dammit ! 
 

We arrived at our campsite in the Wright Lake 
campground in the Apalachicola National Forest late 
Saturday afternoon  after a 6  or 7 hour drive.  This 
campground is typical, with numbered sites and a bath 
facility in the middle.  A camp host lives there permanently 
in an RV.  So while we were really in the middle of 
nowhere, it wasnôt like we just drove out into a forest and 
set up camp.  Immediately upon arrival , I had one of the 
only two campers in the park come running over .  ñI have 
been camping here 15 years and have never ever seen a 

356 drive in,ò he blurted out with intense 
excitement.  It was obviou s he knew exactly 
what he was looking at.  Despite his desire 
to continue talking about the car , he headed 
back to his site, knowing we would soon run 

out of sunlight and still needed set up camp.  
I never got to talk to him again as by 
Sunday morning, he and the other campers 
had left, leaving the park to just us.  
However we did gain a new neighbor 
Sunday night.  
 

 
Glen and Mary Getchell Go Tent Camping 

 
 
 
 

 
Photo by Glen Getchell (with Self Timer) 
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Chapter 2  
Honey , we have a problem!  

 
Everything was going smoothly.  Too smoothly, in 

fact.  Anyone who has ever spent any time around me 
knows that things generally donôt go smoothly for me.  In 
fact, I am a magnet for all sorts of problems.  Mary actually 
coined a phrase many years back that friends have now 
adopted:  ñThe Getchell Curseò.  Of course, when she 
coined the phrase, she thought it was funny.  Now that she 
is married to me and is subject to the curse, itôs not quite 
as funny as it used to be.  But nevertheless, everything 
was going smoothly.  We made dinner on our 40 year old 
Coleman stove.  We had a nice campfire.  Even the smoke 
from the fire drifted away from us.  All was fine , if a little 
slow, when compared to the modern life styles we were 
used to.  We were enjoying each otherôs company, but 
honestly, campfires are more exciting with a group of 
friends (hint).  But I had a cure.  Remember : I had packed 
a TV!  But unlike Dadôs, this one was color.  In reality , it 
was Dadôs new portable, digital, flat screen.  The most 
useless thing you can imagine.  Neither my father nor I, on 
numerous attempts, could get a signal with this thing 
unless we hooked it to cable.  Of course if you have cable, 
you DONôT need a portable TV!  So there would be no 
watching TV on this trip.  This I found humorous , as it 
occurred to me as the flames reflected off of ñRudy'sò 
hood, that if this really were the 60ôs we actually could 
have watched TV.  So much for technology! 
 

Soon it was bedtime.  You find that bedtime 
comes MUCH sooner when camping, especially when 
camping with no TV signal.  So off to our nylon condo we 
went, where a queen size mattress and all the 
accoutrements (or at least most) of home awaited.  Soon 
we were asleep, comfortable in our knowledge that bears 
and other indigenous wild life do not have oppos able 
thumbs, and therefore would never be able to open the 
tentôs zipper.  Yes, we were safe behind an impenetrable 
layer of 15 year-old nylon.  The worry ies of the world just 
faded away.  Of course, one of the things our tent did lack 
was heat.  And while not freezing, it did start to get a bit  

 

 

        Rudyôs Admirer                            Photo by Glen Getchell 
 

chilly.  This cold woke me up, at which time I 
decided to visit our tentôs facilities.  Yes, there is nothing 
better than only having to travel a few feet in the cold to 
pee in the middle of the night.  Regretfully for me, I was 
born with what some people refer to as a ñRaisin Bladderò.  
In short, I pee a lot.  And as many men can attest to, cold 
humid weather is not especially conducive to Raisin 
Bladder.   So about 4 hours later I found myself awake and 
again happy to have indoor plumbing.  This bliss was short 
lived, as I realized that my feet were in a puddle, and 
worse yet, it had not rained.  By the time my brain could 
grasp the situation, my Raisin Bladder had taken over 
control.  Within moments , to my extreme disappointment , 
the puddle now had a current.  It was apparent that our 25 
year old Port-a-Potty, which my father had bought for our 
familyôs first VW Westphailia camper was suffering some 
sort of failure.  Remember the ñGetchell Curseò and the 
Hondaós plastic!  
 

With the lights turned on , we discovered that our 
situation, while gross, was not nearly as grim as we 
thought.  Luckily , a roll of toilet paper sitting next to the 
Potty worked like a sponge.  That, combined with my 
socks, caught most of it with very little getting 
contaminated.  Still it was not a fun experience, but at 
least for a short time , my feet were warm!  
 
 
 

Chapter 3  
Man v s. Nature  

 
One of the things campers must always be aware 

of is wildlife.  Especially in a park as big as the Apalachicola 
National Forest.  When we arrived, Mary talked to the host , 
who assured us that the bears are harmless, but that if we 
saw a raccoon to run.  Hmm?  Apparently the woods is 
filled with harmless teddy bears and rabid raccoons, those 
criminals of the wildlife underworld.  So we kept our eyes 
open, but we would see neither during our stay.  However, 
we did have two encounters with nature that will make this 
trip quite memorable.  The first was a mockingbird that 
became completely enamored with ñRudyò.   This bird  

would jump poor ñRudyò at every chance and perform acts 
of kinky bird whoopee that apparently involves pooping 
berry -based poo.  A lot of it!  For a day and a half , we 
tried to keep the bird away , while washing an inordinate 
amount of bird crap off the car.  Every few minutes we 
would have to clean the car.  We attempted to hide the 
shiny parts we thought might be attracting this horn y 
creature, but it would always remove  them including a sock 
that was placed over the side view mirror (guess which 
sock).  Like a dog humping your leg, the humor of the 
situation ends within a few minutes.  After nearly a day of 
this bird attempting to violate our 356, I started 
considering all options including a ñFinal Solutionò.  Fear 
not, nature lovers, the little bastard survived  my attempts , 
which in the end just left this mockingbird mocking me.  At 
night he would disappear; probably in an attempt to find 
more berry flavored Viagra.  But first thing Sunday morning 
we were awakened as if in a hourly rate motel , as the bird 
again attempted to tarnish poor Rudyôs reputation. 
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Our second encounter with nature happened 
Sunday night as we sat by our fire.  The sky was crystal 
clear and we were astonished when we glimpsed up and 
got an unbelievable view of too much nature.  It was the 
view of a full moon and the little dipper like no other we 
had seen.  Unfortunately we were not looking at the 
heavens; rather, at our new idiot drunk camp neighb or (a 
guy in his mid-to-late 60ôs) standing beside us buck naked, 
with the exception of red sneakers.  Remember how I 
talked about how chilly it was? Anyway, I digress.  Maryôs 
head immediately turned the other way in disbelief leaving 
me to deal wit h a situation for which I had neither  
experience nor training.  After a few moments of 
speechlessness I finally asked ñNaked Manò if he was 
aware he wasnôt wearing any clothes?   He responded with 
yes and explained that it was dark so it doesnôt matter.  I 
then asked him to leave our site, which he did, but only 
after stopping and trying to start up a conversation about 
the car.  There is more to the story, but  suffice it to say 
that a few hours later we again had the park to ourselves . 
The following morning we  packed up ñRudyò do a little 
sightseeing and head home with plenty to talk about for 
the long drive and future therapy sessions.  Yes our trusty 
friend ñRudyò had taken us on another memorable 
adventure and proved once again that there is no reason to 
not drive your 356. 
 

Future 356 Camping Trips?  If you are interested 
in going camping as group, please contact me.  We already 
have several people interested in going camping with their 
356s.  Of course we wonôt force you to use your 356.  But 
we will harrass you around the campfire!  Please note for 
those who are worried:   ñNaked Man, ñwhile more common 
than Sasquach, is believed to be quite rare.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Drive Those Cars Contest  
John Reker 

 
Another year of many miles for many people.  The 

final results of the 2009 contest show five people drove 
over 10,000 miles.  By contrast, the 2008 results had only 
one person over 10,000 miles.  The fever is catching.  
Official results were announced at the Gathering Of The 
Faithful, where four of the recipients  were present.  The 
prizes for the others will be mailed shortly.   
 

Please take advantage of the winter season to 
start racking up miles for the 2010 contest. I will be 
emailing everyone late March for miles to date.  Here are 
the 2010 results and congratulations to all ten winners ! 
 
Sid Wilde Ft. Lauderdale  12562   
Mark Koorland St. Petersburg  11438 
Glen Getchell Seminole  11030 
George Dunn Fayetteville, GA  10583 
Frank Hood St. Petersburg  10119 
Jack Kasmer Sebring     8824 
Glenn Long Dunnellon    6328 
John King Clearwater    4910 
John Knight Atlanta, GA    4652 
Mark Pribanic Neptune Beach    4292 
 
 

 
Support our advertisers 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


