A SLUSHBOX?!  It can’t be!  Whatever happened to that old stoicism?  Were did the purist go, the one who would never THINK of buying a Porsche with a slushbox?  Nor almost any other car?





Yep; it’s the same guy, only a little wiser.  See, I had the “opportunity” to work for two weeks in Chicago last year, driving from my motorhome abode about 35 miles south of the city proper to Skokie, about ten miles north of the center, and along the lakefront.  Right where the interstates split off to O’Hare, and the 16 mile drive at any time of day or night is at least more than it takes to fly to Syracuse FROM O’Hare.  Sort of makes one wonder why bother.  Anyway, besides the motorhome (I have yet to see a big rig like mine with anything except an automatic, and I was told to forget it when I wanted to changeTranny Trash to a nice manual gearbox), the only automatic vehicle I owned was my Ford Aerostar AWD mini-van, which I used.





So the Silver Bullet stayed in the garage collecting the dust of Lynne’s refinishing of the kitchen cabinets.  If sawdust were the ideal treatment to win a concours, I’d get the Manhattan Trophy.  Unfortunately, it is just the opposite; gets into everything, and is impossible to get fully out, and shakes down into airboxes so when you turn on a fan months later, you again get little wood flakes!  Anyway, I digress...  But there I am off in the hinterland, while my beautiful Targa (never mind the rust-through or the oil leaks; it is MINE, which makes it beautiful in its own right) is parked in the garage.  Lynne & Jess periodically started it, but it was starting to feel like Mike Darminio’s car, only filthy.  It felt like the suspension parts were hardening from lack of flex, and I was afraid the CV joints would rust on the top halves!  And the REAL problem showed up in the induction system, as all the injector o-rings hardened from disuse, so starting became a chore with a lot of stumble, cough and sputter.





So I replaced them, but I vowed the car was to be driven; if not by me, then Lynne & Jess, now legal with her own Subaru, could take up the effort.  Only problem; Jess fell in love with it, and started dropping hints that it was “time for another one, DADDY”.  That last word ALWAYS makes me hold my wallet, and I doubt you readers have been immune to similar circumstances.  With age and diabetes creeping up on me, and the rigors of middle age, even Lynne decided it was time to look.  If you’ve ever heard Bill Cosby on the subject of his Ferrari, you know he suffered years of “ties” as presents.  He then goes on to say he wished, just once, that they’d buy him a Ferrari.  He’d make the payments, he just wanted “permission”.  There I am, or rather was.





See, April 12 I bought what is merely the second in a long string of Porsches I will own.  Like being too thin or too rich, there is no such thing as too many Porsches.  That is of course until you a) marry a person who dreams of a house, and you find the banks do not consider a 911 to be a “home improvement”, b) start a family with one more child seat needed than you have belts to accommodate, c) decide that said offspring need the best education money can buy, which leads d) spouse from a) above, who wants to change carrers in mid-stream, and have you cover the family and education expenses yourself for the next few years.  That is when your velocity portfolio starts to look like an early 924 is about your limit.





But that is why I’ve owned the Silver Bullet since March, Friday the Thirteenth, of 1981.  I’ve put over 170K miles, of which I figure about 20K are on the track.  Only twice in that entire time has the car needed a tow; when the fuel pump broke in Elmira during an interview trip to Pennsylvania, and when I decided not to press my luck when a main cross-bolt capnut decided to come loose and puke oil (like THAT was a new occurrence).  It has been driven by more current and future Porsche Club members than any single vehicle of which I’m aware, and has been the recipient of plenty of scrutiny by the track flaggers to see what is dripping TODAY.  To the point they probably wouldn’t notice if I were driving naked with the roof off, and my arms flailing out the windows!  But again, I digress...





So Lynne, the perceptive wife she is, could see I was getting depressed.  My business and investments had made us financially secure, even while putting two women through private schools, and my clients were starting to approach me instead of my having to do all the selling.  Helps on a resume, I assure you.  So Lynne says; “I think you should look”, but sets no specific guidelines.  So I “look”.  EVERYWHERE.  Found in the Porsche Market Letter what sounded like a terrific car; a ‘91 C4 Targa, White with Tan leather and blackout trim.  Just under $30K.  Found some interesting ones in Pano, but (sorry Betty Joe if you read this, it isn’t your fault) some PCA members seem to think economics is a force they need not be concerned with.  DESPERATELY searched for a NON-red ‘89 normal nose factory Turbo Targa.  Had one last year in Florida for $30K and my insurance company (State Farm) wouldn’t write comprehensive because I’d had some glass breakage claims under “full coverage for glass” clauses.  What made that more tragic was the absurd fact that now that they have again agreed to write fire and theft, a minimum requirement for a car loan, they tacked on $7.80 semi-annual “full glass” on the policy.  Like I look THAT STUPID?!  Again, though, I digress...





So here I am with an expectation of about $30K for a Porsche.  Rules: It must NOT be red, it MUST be open, and not 
