It’s all a matter of where you come from, where you’re at, and where you’re going.  Working in the hinterland as I have recently, my eyes have beheld sights I never thought possible.  On a glorious sunny Sunday in Brookville IN, my ‘95 993 Cab with roof down was parked at a restaurant for breakfast.  I decided to move it when a guy in a Jeep CJ with overwide tires decided to see how close to my car he could get as he swung from the wrong side into a diagonal parking spot.  Then I noticed that mine was the only vehicle in the lot actually within the prescribed paint lines.  So I moved it to a less “risky” spot while the guy was still in his Jeep, which drew a puzzled look from him, but little else.





Along comes a couple in a ‘65 or so Dodge Coronet 440, who park alongside my 993.  Stepping from their car, they don’t even glance at the Porsche.  The REST of the people who walk past, however, are VERY enlightening.  You could basically separate them by age, with 25 being the midline.  Below have no idea what the Coronet is except a wasteful, excessive, muscle car with tin-foil brakes and atrocious handling, but it will spin the tires on the wheels.  And above that age are pickup truck drivers with pictures of Calvin showing his relative respect for other brands than those on their particular truck.  Those drivers look longingly, and I am sure knowingly, at the 440, with its black vinyl bench seats and one-crash-will-kill-you dashboard, and barely recognize the Porsche’s existence.  Not a great ego inflator.





Mind you, none of these people is stupid nor ignorant; they simply have different aspirations.  Out here, pure raw power is king, and handling is a complete non-issue if one can light up the tires down the center of town on a Friday night.  Indiana is one of few states where you can legally still ride a motorcycle without a helmet.  I won’t even begin to review the bad odds of doing so; just keep in mind what a life member of the Harley Owners Group (HOG) told me; “If you haven’t dumped a bike, you haven’t rode a bike”.  Seems to cover it in a nutshell.  And the funny thing is that there are basically only two bike types for miles around; Har
