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AND 962, BUT THERE WAS A GREAT 36
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shape, which could barely —and in

its earliest form, often did not — keep
it pressed to pavement at 200+mph? Is it
the flat 12, which started in concept as a
pair of 911 sixes on a single crankshaft
and evolved into a twin-turbo, 7, 700-horse
monster? Or is it the glorious noise a 917
— especially in non-turbo form — makes at
full song, a mechanical gotterdammerung
that gets you groping for ear plugs?

Judging by the grins at Rennsport
Reunion Ill, we'd say it's the latter. In fact,
we're willing to bet a modern F1 engine at
19,000 rpm or a P51 Mustang on a low-
level pass would've had a hard time com-
peting for the crowd's affection. For Porsche-
philes, nothing makes neck hairs stand on
end like the fierce, full-throttle bellow of a
917 — though the rasp of a four-cam 550
Spyder on full song or a 2.0-liter 911R flat
out might come close with this crowd.

Rennsport Reunion — the collection of
Porsche race cars and racers to end all
collections — is the brainchild of Porsche
Cars North America’s Bob Carlson. The
first one was held at Lime Rock in 2001.
As it turned out, Lime Rock was too small
to accommodate a serious encore. Thus
came the move to Daytona International
Speedway in 2004 as PCNA and Brian
Redman turned Rennsport Reunion into
a once-every-three-years reminder of
Porsche’s rich motorsports history.

Where 600 Porsche race cars turned
out for Rennsport Reunion I, clogging the
track in some run groups to the point that
drivers were passing in the dirt on the
infield, the number of cars this time was
smaller. 2007’s tally was about 350 regis-
tered plus another 100 or so brought in for
display. Some said that 2004’'s Rennsport
was more exciting because more cars
were on hand, but others felt the overall
quality of this year's field was better.

Not that we heard much complaining
at Daytona when we arrived on the Thurs-
day preceding race weekend. There was-
n't much talking at all, as jaws were drop-
ping everywhere. But they weren't the only
thing dropping. Tropical Storm Noel was
shuddering north just offshore, bringing
buckets of rain and high winds to the Flor-
ida coast. Everyone had one eye glued to
the cars and one eye on the ominous
clouds, but the latter couldn't dampen the
crowd’s spirits. Defeated, Noel peeled off
into the Atlantic, away from shore.

While Thursday afternoon’s group photo
sessions on the Daytona banking were hit
with showers, Friday was overcast and
mild. The weekend was absolutely glori-
ous, with bright sunshine, little wind, and
temperatures in the upper 70s. Walking

J ust what /s it about the 9177 Is it the
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Hippie 917 LH hits Dayton

Two 962s on track (2). Piper™
917K in the crowd (3). Barth
with the flat 16 (4). 917-019"
patina (5). Haywood stepping
into the office (6). Huge turbo
of a 962 (7) and the world’s

fastest garbage man (8)...




around, it was hard to know where to look
first. PCNA offered a comprehensive dis-
play of new Porsches including a 997 GT2
and a surviving Transsyberia Cayenne.
Porsche Club of America set up a popu-
lar historic display, showcasing beautiful
examples of every production Porsche.
3 _ Z ! Book and poster sales appeared brisk, as
JHavonng % R s were those of miniature Porsches and sou-
| ‘ Hell: {  venirapparel. And, if you were in the mood
to drive, you didn't have to own a Porsche
race car this time. For a donation to char-
ity, Porsche’s Sport Driving School offered
autocross runs in new Caymans.

But the main event, of course, is a look
at Porsche’s greatest race cars. Again,
where to start? Rennsport Reunions tend
to celebrate a particular model, and the
third edition was different only in that two
great racing Porsches were honored: the
mighty 917 and the all-conquering 962. To
answer the call, 17 917s were on hand
along with 26 956/962s! The vast majority
of these came from private collections, but
Porsche AG’'s museum was asked to send
four very special 917s, and it did.

The factory’s quartet of 917s seemed
as good a starting point as any, and who
should we have run into while viewing the
first of them but Freeman Thomas, a 911
nut and Ford stylist who interned under
Porsche’s Tony Lapine. Thomas knows
the car, number 917/20-001. Dubbed “Big
Bertha” but today known as “Pink Pig,” it
was driven at Le Mans by Reinhold Joest
and Willi Kauhsen. Says Thomas: “There
were two body design proposals — one by
the racing depariment (in collaboration with
French firm SERA), one by the design stu-
dio under Tony Lapine. His proved more
efficient aerodynamically in the Eiffel wind
tunnel and was aesthetically more beauti-
ful but had enclosed wheels.

“However, the racing department cal-
culated the aerodynamic advantage of the
enclosed wheels was negated because it
took longer to do tire changes,” continues
Thomas. “It was decided the less-pretty
proposal of the racing department was
the winner. As a consolation prize, they
said the design department could do the
graphics. This is when Tony turned to Dick
Soderberg and said, ‘Dick, what do you
think it looks like?' Dick said, ‘I don't know
about you, Tony, but it looks like a pig to
me!’ So Tony said, ‘Then a pig it shall be!”
They labeled it The Truffle Pig of Zuffen-
hausen, and Soderberg applied pink paint
and appropriate butcher's-cut graphics.
Car sponsor Martini was so put out it
refused to attach its name to the car!”

Also visiting from the factory museum
was the rarely-seen 16-cylinder 917-027,
which never saw competition thanks to the
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superior — and developed in parallel —
turbo flat 12s. Porsche also brought 917K-
053, 1971’s Le Mans-winning, magnesium-
framed Martini coupe of Gijs van Lennep
and Helmut Marko. The fourth of its four
very special 917s was 917-042, the ele-
gant Martini-sponsored Le Mans Longtail
from 1970 in which “Quick Vic" Elford and
Kurt Ahrens led the race before falling out
due to electrical maladies. Museum cura-
tor and former race mechanic Klaus Bis-
chof happily answered a steady stream
of questions throughout the weekend.

The privately owned 917s were every
bit as thrilling. Some of the most famous
917s were on hand, including Dr. Julio
Palmaz 1970 Le Mans-winning 917-023
and the lurid purple-and-green “Hippie”
917-043. A perfect complement to 917-
023 was David Piper's 917K-010. Piper is
said to be the second privateer to buy a
917K from Porsche — and he still owns it!
lts paint scheme is the same as 023's, only
green and white instead of red and white.
Piper brought the car over from England,
and it was a treat to see Piper himself driv-
ing his coupe on the high banking.

The #20 Gulf 917K-022 purchased by
Steve McQueen and used as a camera car
for the filming of Le Mans was there, too.
The Collier Collection sent along 917-019
in very original condition, bruised and bat-
tered — much as it came off the track after
its last race at the Spa 1000 km. In other
words, ugly but beautiful. 917-026 appeared
in open-top form with eye-searing yellow
and red trim. Owned today by Mike Amalfi-
tano, this 917K originally wore Gulf colors
at Le Mans, but was crashed by Mike
Hailwood. It was later turned into a spyder
for the Interseries, which some considered
Europe’s equivalent to the Can-Am.

Speaking of the Can-Am, Brumos Por-
sche brought its 917/10, chassis 007, and
Hurley Haywood to drive it. Matt Drendel
brought 917/30, number 917/30-004 — a
frame intended either as a replacement
chassis or for the 1974 season Porsche’s
917/30 was effectively banned from. Even-
tually, it was restored here in the U.S. and
trimmed in the same livery as 917/30-003,
the car Mark Donohue drove to Can-Am
glory. Drendel's 917/30 wasn't the only one
on hand, however. Jim Torres brought his
bright yellow ex-Vasek Polak 917/30-006
— the last Can-Am frame built by Porsche
and a car that didn’t run until 1998.

Porsche’s immensely successful 956
and 962 prototypes — celebrating their
25th anniversary — shared the limelight.
These prototypes literally owned the World
Endurance and IMSA Camel GTP Cham-
pionships between 1982, when the shorter-
wheelbase Group C 956 first appeared,
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Three Porsche heroes: Effor
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Don Ahearn’s early 911 racer @

Turn 1 and into the infield (5). 197
RSR Turbo and 1973's Targa Florio- -
winning RSR and... (6). A famous
IMSA 914-6 resurfaces (7). CZ and
959, two reér-enginéd ultimates{8). =
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and 1994, when a Dauer 962 “production”
coupe took advantage of a loophole and
won Le Mans. Said PCNA: “Among their
record number of overall victories span-
ning 14 seasons are seven in the 24 Hours
of Le Mans, six in the Rolex 24 at Daytona,
and four in the 12 Hours of Sebring.”

A fleet of no less impressive Porsche
sports racers also drew their share of
attention, too. There were 550s and 718s,
906s, 907s, 910s, and 908s of all specifi-
cation — including the over-achieving 908/2
in which Tony Dean captured an early
Can-Am race, a KMW-Porsche Sp30, and
several other Porsche-powered specials.
From the modern era, a couple of Daytona
Prototypes were on hand.

On the production-based side of things,
we spotted several finely-restored Abarth
Carreras, 904s, a host of 914-6 GTs, and a
vast number of 911s of all types. The lat-
ter ranged from Mark Powell's green 1967
ex-King Hedinger C/P coupe — a race
car since new — to beautiful 911Rs, 911
T/Rs, and 911 S-Ts. Then there were the
RSRs, including the “Mary Stuart” RSR, a
2.1 RSR Turbo, and the wilder 911s that
came later, including the short-hood RSR
3.0s and turbo 934s and 935s. Brumos
brought its 964-based Turbo S2 Supercar
racer, while Flying Lizard Motorsports’ 997
RSR represented the latest in racing 911s.
Everywhere else — through the garages
and grassy infield — were 356s, Porsche
Cup racers, and other Club-level machin-
ery. It was certainly more than enough to
occupy every enthusiast, many of whom
were overheard saying, “There just isn't
enough time to shoot everything!”

To “everything,” you can add “everyone.”
An almost endless list of drivers were on
hand, including — but certainly not lim-
ited to — Denise McCluggage, Derek Bell,
Richard Attwood, Vic Elford, Willi Kauhsen,
David Piper, Gerard Larousse, Hurley Hay-
wood, Jurgen Barth, David Hobbs, Sam
Posey, Joe Buzzetta, Jackie Oliver, Jochen
Mass, Rudi Lins, Gijs van Lennep, Vern
Schuppan, John Morton, George Folimer,
Michael Keyser, Chip Robinson, Bruce
Leven, Max Papis, Arie Luyenduyk, Elliott
Forbes-Robinson, John O'Steen, Randy
Pobst, Jorg Bergmeister, Patrick Long,
Darren Law, David Murry, David Donohue,
Andy Lally, and Gunnar Jeanette. All of
them mixed freely with fans, posing for
photos and graciously signing books,
posters, caps, shirts, and models.

PCNA President Peter Schwartzenbauer
and 38-year (!) Panorama editor Betty Jo
Turner were co-Grand Marshals, but the
event was dedicated to the memory of the
late Bob Snodgrass of Brumos Porsche,
who died in early 2007 and was a staunch
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supporter of all things racing. Saturday’s
highlights included a literature and mem-
orabilia show, slot-car racing, exhibition
laps, and, at mid-day, a wonderful Concours
d’'Sport for historic racing cars organized
by Amelia Island impresario Bill Warner.

Best of Show went to Joe Buzzetta’s
stunning 908 Spyder, which he raced for
the factory when new and now owns. This
Spyder was later converted by the factory
to a long-tail coupe, but Buzzetta was able
to track it down for his collection after it had
been restored to its original open-top con-
figuration. In winning, he narrowly beat Matt
Drendel’s stunning blue, ex-Dick Barbour
Racing Budweiser 935, which looked as
if it had just landed from Planet Perfect.

Saturday night offered a pair of duel-
ing banquets — one hosted by PCNA, the
other by PCA. PCNA’s was by invitation
only, a smaller affair hosted by Brian Red-
man. After a standing ovation for Bob Carl-
son that lasted for minutes, several racers
shared priceless stories, but one of Vic
Elford’s stood out. He was only one word
in when a shrill British accent emanating
from David Piper pierced the room: “I say,
where's your tie, old chap?” When the roar
died down, Elford told a captivated crowd
about one poor 917 racer who, after losing
control of his coupe at 200 mph and spin-
ning all the way down Le Mans’ two-lane
Mulsanne Straight without hitting anything,
came into the pits, got out, handed the key
to the owner, said, “Thank you very much,
I'd like to announce my retirement from
motor racing,” and walked away!

The mood was familial, the stories won-
derful. Most lucky enough to be present
were attentive, but a few racers at back
tables were talking loudly — an indication
egos were still at work. All fell silent, how-
ever, when 1970s star driver turned dealer
George Follmer took the podium to accept
the Vasek Polak award for his contribution
to the marque. Known as a guy you did-
n't want to cross on track or otherwise,
Follmer commanded a room in which you
could have heard magnesium corroding.

His words were perhaps the most mem-
orable of the night. He gave credit for his
winning the 1972 championship in Roger
Penske's 917/10 to the late Mark Donohue,
who was injured in July and picked Follmer
to sub in for him. “That car was designed
for, and in many ways by, Mark (Donohue)
— and much of my success on track was
because of that, and because of his pres-
ence in the pits.” Just ahead of the podium
sat David Donohue and the moment was
priceless. Then there’s Follmer's current gig:
driving a school bus in Idaho. “It's for the
benefits,” said Follmer matter-of-factly —
but it's hard not to smile at the idea of 30
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the real 1970 Le Mans winner..
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kids climbing aboard a big yellow bus with
an ex-917 pilot behind its wheel.

Across town, 470 PCAers ate as PCA
President Prescott Kelly assured them
they were having the better party. And
perhaps they were, as he then handed the
mic over to Jurgen Barth, who was joined
on stage by Willi Kauhsen and George
Larousse to recount many of Porsche’s
greatest races at venues like the Marathon
de la Route, Monte Carlo, and Le Mans.
Barth'’s role as a support-vehicle driver at
the Monte — “He was almost as fast as
we were in our 911R,” said Larousse —
eventually led to his being named as a
factory driver. All three have remained
close, and Willi's droll quips kept Barth
laughing so hard that he couldn’t speak.

You didn’t have to go to a banquet to
hear great things, however. Just about every
properly-equipped Porsche was allowed
some time on the wide, 3.56-mile course,
encompassing a large portion of the
banked tri-oval plus the non-banked infield
circuit. The entries were spilit into five race
groups and an Exhibition Group: Gmind
for cars under 2.5 liters, Eifel for over 2.5-
liter 911s, bigger 914-6s, and front-
engined Porsches, Continental for 1989-
on 911-based cars, Weissach for “plastic”
prototypes 904-917, and Mulsanne for
934s, 935s, 9565, 962s and their progeny,
a Fabcar, a Royale, and a Kremer. The
Exhibition Group allowed all historic race
cars on the track at the same time for
tamer laps. Finally, there was a large Tour-
ing Group for PCA members' street cars.

Sunday morning brought qualifying in
the five race groups, an exhibition tour,
and an afternoon full of 30-minute races.
Cordova, Tennessee’s Josh Vargo was the
winner of the 66-car Gmund field in his
2.5-liter #29 1972 911 S-T, narrowly beat-
ing Hurley Haywood in the tricker of two
914-6s Brumos brought to the party. 59
cars took the flag for the Eifel Trophy race,
won by Eric Lux driving the ex-Interscope
#00 1975 RSR. Next up was the Continen-
tal group, won by Leh Keen of Dublin,
Georgia in his 2004 996.

But the big show of the weekend was
the contest between Jim Torres’ 917/30
and Phil Daigrepont’s beautiful silver 908/3
Spyder. With boost problems that effec-
tively rendered his mount the world’s only
normally-aspirated 917/30, Torres had to
work to stay ahead of Daigrepont. The lat-
ter actually dove inside Torres coming off
the banking midway through the contest,
leading on the way into the infield. His
efforts eventually led to a spin in the late
going — handing Torres the win.

Another highlight was American factory
shoe Patrick Long driving the Al Holbert-built
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1988 962-HR7 (ex-Andretti/Andretti, 1989
Daytona Rolex 24). He qualified second
and seized the lead on the first lap, pulling
out a narrow victory after a tough scrap
with Mark Hotchkiss and Lloyd Hawkins
in similar 962s. On Victory Lane, the
young factory Porsche racer’s enthusiasm
for the 962 was contagious.

Pushing hard on track had its costs,
with a handful of cars expiring on the high
banks due to mechanical failures and a
few more bending sheetmetal or break-
ing fiberglass. Most visible was a 911 GT1
that suffered an engine-compartment oil

Vasco Ricardo
Lisbon, Portugal
Graphic Designer

fire that caused quite a cloud. Organizers
reported no serious on-track incidents,
indicating the respect drivers had for both
the fast track and their vintage cars.

Oh, and the slowest racer? That would
probably be the Porsche Styling-crafted
Gravity Racer displayed by James Edwards
of Show Low, Arizona. The slowest car on
track should have been Brett Johnson'’s
tiny 1300 pre-A 356 coupe. Quipped Dr.
J: “I wasn't the slowest car — | was the
fourth slowest car! | managed to pass at
least one car in each session, including
the 2.0 914 | passed in the race....”

As Sunday wound down and as teams
collected tools and pushed cars into trans-
porters or onto trailers, just one question
remained: Will Rennsport Reunion visit the
left coast next time? Brian Redman said,
“No decisions have been made,” but insid-
ers know the facilities at Daytona are hard
to beat. So we don't know where Rennsport
Reunion IV will happen, but we know it will.
Noting the importance of racing to the Por-
sche brand, Peter Schwartzenbauer for-
mally announced there will be a Rennsport
in 2010. We'll be there and hope you will,
too. Believe us, it's well worth the trip. ®

Rainer Schlegelmilch
Frankfurt, Germany
Racing Photographer

For me, coming to Rennsport Reunion is a lifetime experience. Although
I've been to both Porsche museums in Leipzig and Stuttgart, I've never
had the chance to see so many racing Porsches together! When | arrived,
the first cars | saw were the “Outlaw” 356s, the Carrera 6s, and the Abarth.
They are stunning! But, from the end of that first
day on, | became so accustomed to their pres-
ence that they excite me no more. Even one of my
“fetish” cars, the 550 Spyder, has become vulgar!
It's pretty amazing | can say that being a big
Porsche fan for so many years. But, by the sec-
ond day, | began to live the experience from the
inside, not just from the visitor's point of view. It's
like | am part of the event — it just feels right!

“Since 1962, | have been photographing motor racing. | went to
all the great events, like Le Mans, the Ntrburgring, the Targa Florio,
and | still have a lot of pictures of these cars here. It is a step into
my past to be here.” Asked which car he would take home, Rainer
smiles and says, “Thatis ,,
really quite difficutt. | havent
seen them all, but | think it
would be one of the 917s, i
which | feel are really beau-
tiful. But to drive, | would take
a 550 or a Speedster — but
that is for my heart and for

the pleasure to drive.”

Brian Fryar

La Porte, Indiana

Orthodontist

Rennsport Reunion certainly lived up to all
the build-up. Driving my 1971 911S on the
parade laps of the famous Daytona Speed-
way was a real thrill, especially my short
foray on the banking. The asphalt “wall” out-
side the passenger window gave me a
deep appreciation for the skill and bravado
needed to race here in cars like the RSR,
908, 906, and 917. What a treat it is to not
only see the cars close up but to also watch
and listen to them as they drive around the
track. One 917 in particular captivates me
— 917-019, campaigned in Martini livery in
1970 and 1971. It appears today as it did
when Marko and van Lennep last raced it in
1971 at Spa. Seeing this car completely
changed my under-
standing about how
these cars were origi-
nally made. The fiber-
glass body was quite
crudely fashioned —
making 019 a stark con-
trast to the many other
highly restored exam-
ples we see today.
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Jerod Ingels

Kettering, Ohio

Optical Splicing Technician
Rennsport Reunion is so much of a good
thing, | feel overwhelmed by it all. | don’t own
a Porsche yet and this is my first time to this
event. What impresses me is how enthusi-
astic everyone is to be here, and | don't just
mean the spectators. Average fans from all
over the world, famous racers, engineers,
designers, and own-
ers of racing teams
are just hanging out
together. All of them
seem happy to talk
with anyone. Renn-
sport Reunion has
to be the Porsche
event. Everywhere |

Jared Rundell

Birmingham, Michigan

Automotive Designer

The most incredible part of this event is see-
ing the original drivers reunited with cars
they drove back in the day. It's like going
back in time. For example, | searched out the
recently restored East African Rally 911 and
located the car just as Bjorn Waldegard —
the original driver — sat down in it for the
first time in more than 30 years! | watched him
look around the interior and study the details.
| couldn’t help but wonder what memories
were going through his mind. Even better
than watching drivers from afar, the highlight
for me has been the opportunity to speak
casually with them — these are my heroes!
It's like we are all here for the same thing.
There's no differing level of access; every-
one is enjoying the cars and the history.
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obert F. Snodgrass. It would have
been hard to know American Por-
sche racing without knowing Bob.
| first met him in 1998, at Porsche’s
50th birthday bash in Monterey. He had
brought a fleet of famous Floridian race
cars, each one an icon forged by Brumos'
decades-long dedication to the sport.

Hired on by Peter Gregg in 1972, Bob
became a critical figure in Brumos’ con-
sistent success both in business and rac-
ing. Eventually, he bought the company
with friend turned business partner Dan
Davis. Bob and | talked several times over
the years after that, but one conversation
stands out. It was just before the first
Rennsport Reunion, in 2001. | remember
his generosity. And my utter surprise.

“Bring your helmet and suit and find me
when you get there,” commanded Bob’s
unmistakable voice, big the like man him-
self. “I'l put you in a car.” When a voice like
Bob's tells you to do something, you doas
told. But, when | found him at Lime Rock,
he was apologetic. All of Brumos’ vintage
cars were taken. Seeing as Paul Newman
was driving one of its 914s, | wasn't disap-
pointed. But | could tell Bob was.

As a small consolation, he offered to
take me out for a few laps. | didn't see itas
such, however, because he was driving a
car | obsessed over in Excellence as a
teen. One of the most famous examples
of the Porsche that pulled me into the fold,
it was the 914-6 GT in which Peter Gregg
and Hurley Haywood won the first IMSA
GT race and championship, in 1971. Not
knowing my first car was a 914, a car I've
kept, Bob had picked the perfect taxi.

More than that 914's fluid handling and
fantastic noises, | recall Bob behind its
wheel. Or, rather, his feet on its pedals.
Three laps in, | noticed that, along with his
race suit, he was wearing penny loafers.
With no socks. What became clear to me
that day was that Bob Snodgrass was
totally, completely at home In and around
race cars. That race cars, and racing,
were an indelible part of who he was.

Back on pit lane, Bob offered an iron-
grip handshake and boomed, “You call me
next time. I'll make sure you drive one of
our cars.” But, in 2004, when Rennsport
Reunion |l was slated for Daytona, | did-
n't call. Looking back, I'm not sure why. |
just didn't. When PCNA announced Renn-
sport would be back at Daytona in 2007,
| decided to take Bob up on his offer. But,
just as | was working up the gumption to
call. he died. A heart attack took Bob on
April 24, 2007. He was just 64.

Talking to Bob Carlson at Porsche Cars
North America about Bob's passing and
how much he’'d be missed at Rennsport,

| mentioned 2001’s offer and how | felt it
died with Bob. Carlson felt otherwise: “You
need to call Hurley — it would be a great
way to remember Bob.” Hurley, today a
Vice President at Brumos, agreed.

“Maybe you have a 914-47" | suggested
timidly. Or a skateboard, with a 59onit...
was what | thought next, but didn't say. “I
don't know about a 914...” pondered Hur-
ley aloud. “Maybe we'll put you inan RSR."
Just keep your mouth shut, | thought. And
drive whatever he says to. After all, Hurley
has instructed you for years now.. .right?

Two months later, Hurley called. “You're
in. You'll be driving the IMSA 914-6 GT.”
After my first call with Hurley, a friend of
mine asked which of Brumos’ Porsches
I'd pick if | had a choice. My answer was-
n't “RSR." It was a 914-6 — not due to my
affinity for 914s, but because 1) it would
be fast, but not too fast, and 2) old, but not
too old. That Hurley's choice was the car
| rode in with Bob made it a perfect fit...

Busy, That's the lobby at the Hilton on
this, the last Thursday of October. It's
a who's who of Porsche people. Hurley is
busy when | find him, but he tells me to get
to the track, find Don Leatherwood, and
get fit in the 914. Riding around the pad-
dock, looking for the Brumos rig, | expect
to be jaded at my third Rennsport. Wrong.
I'm not jaded, I'm breathless.

550s, 908s, 917s, 935s, 962s...many
of them the cars that made their type num-
bers famous. At Brumos' trailer are more
gems. The 1992 Supercar Championship-
winning Turbo, the Copenhagen 962, the
Daytona-winning RSR | might have driven,
and the 914-6 GT | will. It's so overwhelm-
ing | forget who I'm supposed to find. So
| ask the guy who looks like he's in charge.
His face is initially intimidating, the strong
tace of someone who has seen a lot.

“I'm Don Leatherwood,” says the man
with an instantly recognizable name as he
offers a firm handshake. His easy grin
suggests the lines etched on this face are
from smiling wide and often. I've heard a
lot about Brumos, about its history, about
its sense of family. It's soon clear why. Don
has worked there for 26 years. After earn-
ing a degree in electrical engineering in
1986, he was going to take a job with
AT&T — until Snodgrass intervened. Says
Don: “Bob called me into his office and
said, ‘Leatherwood, there, you'll be a num-
ber. Here, you'll be a superstar.” Don
stayed. And Bob was right.

| meet crew members Andy Chapman
and Elfrick “Speedy” Gonzalez next. Andy
is a 45-year employee, going back to the
company’s early days as Brundage Motors.
When | ask Speedy how long he’s been with
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Brumos, he smiles broadly as he realizes
he marked 10 years just days ago. PR liai-
son Patti Tantillo has only been with Brumos
for a year, but one look at her pristine 993
Turbo in the paddock is enough to know
she’s serious about Porsches. She was well
known to Brumos when Bob convinced her
to leave her job at a credit union to join the
team. She calls the switch her ticket to
“pursue a dream.” The fifth team member
I'll meet today is Paul Powell, who has spent
the last two years of his retirement caring
for these cars at the Brumos Museum.

I'm still blown away by Andy’s 45 years
of service. “So you must have known Peter
Gregg,” | begin. “What was he like?” Andy’s
reply comes easily: “People say a lot about
Peter, but I'll tell you something: Peter was
ahead of his time. He made me shop fore-
man in the sixties.” Even as a California kid
of the 1970s, it doesn't take long to catch
his drift. Promoting an African American to
amanagement position must have caused
a stir in Florida at the time. | suspect Gregg
knew what he was doing. Andy was the first
black man to go through technical training
at Mercedes-Benz in Germany, and watch-
ing his hands move over one car's suspen-
sion earlier told me he's a gifted wrench.

Stories about Bob begin to flow, stories
of aman who inspired his employees and
surprised them with his generosity. Speedy
tells me he once fell for a new Ford Focus
in town. While he was figuring out how to
buy it, the Focus disappeared from the lot.
Secretly, Bob had arranged for Brumos to
buy the car and make it available to Speedy
as a surprise. Over the next five years,
Speedy modified the car into what Don calls
“the world's most expensive Focus.”

58 excellence APRIL 2008

| ask Don about when Bob had to quit
smoking, a process that meant Hurley had
to stop because he'd been bumming cig-
arettes off Bob for years. Don smiles, then
tells me a little more about a character
who really was larger than life: “When Bob
smoked, everyone had to have an ashtray
on their desk, whether they smoked or not.
When Bob had to quit, no one could have
an ashtray on their desk — and the areas
where they could smoke got further and
further away. At one point, Bob put a sign
up out back. It said ‘Addiction Alley.”

As the laughter dies down in the race-
trailer lounge, the sound of rain, edge of
hurricane rain, takes over. The team runs
to get the race cars under the awning. |
follow to help push. We're only in the rain
for seconds, but we get soaked. Quickly
as it came, the rain recedes. At this point,
it's lunch. Turns out there’s only one place
to go: Sorrento’s, a small Italian place and
Snodgrass’ favorite spot in Daytona. He
would tow the team there for multiple meals
during race weekends. Or have it cater.

At Sorrento’s, | wonder why. It's not the
location, a strip mall. It's not the decor,
unaltered from the 1970s. So it's gotta be
the food. Right? | order fettuccini. It's good,
but not great. The team doesn’t seem to
notice. They just seem happy to be here,
everyone telling their best “Bob stories”
while wrinkling their noses and adopting
his gruff tone. More than anything, I'm sur-
prised how quickly | feel at home — how
much | already feel like part of the team.
| suspect the group soaking has helped
quite a bit with the bonding process.

My jeans are still wet behind my knees
when we head back to push Brumos’ 917

Club Brumos (1). Susan Snodgrass, Brian
Redman, Bob Carlson, and Harris Snod-
grass honor a driving force (2). Waiting for
rain with the 962 at the group photo (3).

and 962 out for PCNAs group photo. With
hands on the 962’s rear wing, | see mysti-
fied eyes on familiar faces. They're wonder-
ing what I'm doing. 'm wondering, too, but
suddenly realize I'd rather push and clean
cars than watch, which is what I've done
at the past two Rennsport Reunions.

The rain comes once more, gentle at
first, then harder. Holding a cover over the
917's open cockpit, Patti and | get soaked.
We don't care; it's magical to be around so
many 917s with raindrops running down
their fenders. As we push the cars back
to the paddock, a third monsoon arrives
in time to soak us again — just before a
banquet I'm supposed to dress up for.

| show up soggy, but happy. The only
thing I'd hoped to accomplish today but
didn't was getting a refresher ride around
the track, as I've only driven Daytona once
— three years ago. At the banquet, | ask
Brumos DP driver Darren Law to show me
the line on a course map. | listen intently,
trying to transfer his plan-view into 3D...

uckling into the 914 at 9:00 AM after a

bad night’s sleep, it's time to head out
for first practice. | had wondered why Hur-
ley put me in Brumos' irreplaceable 914-6
GT and took its other 914-6. Now | know.
Bob loved 914s, and the one Hurley is in
was his baby. It has the same carbureted
2.5 worth 230 hp and the same tires as
my mount, but it's a lighter, stiffer roadster
with less frontal area, four-piston brakes,



and a slick-shifting Hewland gearbox. I'm
sure Hurley doesn’'t mind the upgrades. ..

Not that I'm envious. As Speedy cinches
my belts down and a flat six throbs behind
me, my hands grasp the steering wheel of
a car | never imagined driving. Exiting the
pits, | head into the infield road course and
accelerate. Its curves aren't so different to
those of many tracks | know well, and this
car handles a lot like my own 914. Its 2.5
sounds beautiful, and is very, very strong.
Too bad its brakes aren't. Stopping power
is okay, but the pedal is soft. Confidence-
inspiring, it's not. Meanwhile, 67 race cars
are on track, passing me on the inside and
outside as | struggle to learn Daytona in a
piece of history with funky brakes.

After feeling my way around the infield,
| head onto the banking. Last time | hit this
big angle at speed, it was in modern street
Porsches with the latest aerodynamics and
suspension. Today, I'm driving a barn door
with torsion bars. Even so, | notice the tach

Through the first hairpin on the infield
with the rest of the Under 2.5-liter group
(4). Haywood passing on the inside in
Brumos’ other 914-6, a trick roadster (5).
Passing at speed on the high banks (6).
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winding its way to 7000 rpm. In fifth. The
speedo is lifeless, but | figure this translates
to about 150. 150 mph. I've never gone this
fastin an old Porsche, and it's a completely
different sensation of speed.

Knowing 911S brakes are all I've got to
slow this thing down, and that the vintage
roll bar won't win a fight with the outer wall,
| lift early for the chicane called the Bus
Stop, then brake gingerly. Scarier than the
soft pedal is the tail. It's wagging ever so
slightly, sending me a message: 'l wag
harder if you brake harder. Good thing |
braked early. A dozen Porsches thunder
by to my right. Then Hurley hurtles by, brak-
ing deeper than all of them. He's flying.

With my tires warmed and brakes fig-
ured — they're workable, but not ideal —
| decide to use the session to learn the
track. Sports cars do almost all of the high-
speed bowl, missing only a short section
between Turn 1, where they enter the infield,
and Turn 6, where they rejoin the bowl. Out

of Turn 6, it's a steep climb up the bank-
ing. Slow cars are supposed to run up the
banking, fall right back down, and hug the
inside. Faster cars pass on the outside.

There’s no rev-limiter, so I've been asked
to shift at 7800 rpm. That's no problem,
because I'm getting nowhere near 7800
in fifth. Driving at autobahn speeds in a 37-
year-old car tilted at a 31° angle, peering
out of the upper edge of its windshield, is
new territory. A lot of cars pass on the bank-
ing. Through open windows, | can hear the
flat four or six in each battling the wind at
wide open throttle. Distinctly, perfectly.

After just 15 minutes, I'm tired. Despite
this, one image etches itself into my mem-
ory: chasing a 904 towards the big, black
letters on the wall that spell DAYTONA —
and the huge American flag behind them.
Watching my mirrors, | make way for faster
cars. With great care, | pass a few, includ-
ing an equally cautious 550 Spyder. When
| see the checkered flag, I'm relieved.
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“Now, all you need to do,” says Hurley
back in the paddock, “is to just get off the
brakes!” This incites laughter — Speedy’s
roar on one end of the spectrum, my soft
chuckle on the other. Then Bruce Leven, a
fixture of 962 racing in the 1980s, walks
up. He crowds Hurley at my door and offers
advice between jabs sent both my and Hur-
ley's way. Despite a disappointing practice
session, days don't get much better.

The soft pedal is an easy fix: the brakes
can be bled before afternoon practice. As
for the wiggly tail, Hurley says it's timed to
the bumps before the Bus Stop and tells
me to relax my grip on the wheel. But Dar-
ren Law, who has driven this 914-6, tells me
to hold its wheel firmly. Oh, boy... Don and
I discuss other ways to quell the tail, like
alignment, brake bias, or rear ride-height.
The latter is out, as the extra-low rear of
Hurley's 914 required inner-fender work.

The rest of the morning vaporizes and,
before | know it, it's time for lunch. When
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| get to the trailer, the team is gone. | know
where to find them, though. This time, |
have what Speedy’s having: spaghetti. But,
when it comes, I'm still at a loss for why
Snodgrass held Sorrento's so dear.

The afternoon passes just as quickly as
the morning did. For all of us. In addition to
tending to two 914s, the team is working
on the 962, 917, and RSR. And, through-
out the day, the Brumos area is filled with
people from its past. Rennsport is billed as
areunion and, for this team, it very much is.
At one point, Brumos' first crew chief, Jack
Atkinson, wanders over. Then another older
gentleman walks up. It's Bill Bencker, who
raced with Gregg in the 1960s. Both are
quickly surrounded. Before we know it, it's
time for afternoon practice. Unfortunately,
the brake bleed got lost in the frenzy.

Not surprisingly, afternoon practice is
little different. I'm just as uneasy, but do my
best to learn the track while keeping the
GT's flanks unwrinkled. Hurley blows by on

his way to the Bus Stop again, moving at
something that looks like triple my pace.
It might as well be. Now that my transpon-
der works, we can compare times.
There’s no comparison. Hurley turns a
fastlap of 2:04.588, making him faster in a
normally-aspirated 914-6 than all but four
of the turbocharged 935s on hand. As for
me? 2:42.549. So a mere 38 seconds sep-
arate us. The GT may need a brake bleed
and a few adjustments, but | know the big-
ger part of the problem out there is me.
“Just drive it,” says Don in the paddock.
“The worst thing would be for you to not
have fun. Bob would have wanted you to
drive that car. Hell, he always did...”
That night, | make two decisions before
falling asleep: 1) if Saturday practice is no
different, I need to hand the key back and
thank Brumos for the privilege and 2) I'll
keep watching my mirrors, but I'm not
going to drive them anymore. If someone
wants to go by, they'll have to earn it. ..

Discussing the 914-6 GT’s handling with
Hurley (1). Leatherwood and the author
look in on the aftermath of #59’s last run
up the front straight (2). Getting a tow (3).
Back out on track in the Turbo Supercar
(4) and Helmuth Bott’s 959 prototype (5)...
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Breakfast. I'm up early, visualizing the
course over the healthiest meal IHOP
can muster. At the track, Speedy and Tom
Seabolt Jr., the team’s newest member,
bleed the brakes as | pump. There is air in
the lines — a lot of air. Halfway through the
job, a sun so bright it hurts pops up. Hold-
ing a hand over closed eyes, | keep on
pumping. Suddenly, the searing ceases. |
open my eyes to see a towel on the wind-
shield and Andy nod as he walks away.

After suiting up, | climb into the GT as
Speedy and Tom check tire pressures. I
ask. “19 psi, or point-five less for Bob. He
liked the car a bit softer,” answers Speedy.
| ask if that means more or less oversteer.
“ ess,” answers Don, standing nearby. |
decide 18.5 psi sounds good to me, t00.
What Don isn't telling me is he lowered the
rear ride height ever so slightly, too.

Those three tweaks add up to a GT that
feels amazing as | roar out of the pits. With
heat in the tires, | can tell it's much faster.
In the pits, timers confirm this. I've dropped
just over 19 seconds, consistently running
in the low 2:20s. Out here, | don't know that,
but | do notice how few cars I'm seeing. |
must have seen all 67 yesterday. Most of
them passed me, many more than once in
a session. Today, far fewer go by. Best of
all, Hurley hasn't found me. And he won't.

“Bob would have wanted you to drive
that car...” Through the infield, I'm using
second- and third-gear torque and all the
revs to pass multiple cars. I'm using more
of the GT’s grip and getting comfortable
at speed, too. That doesn't mean I'm not
scared. Heading for the Bus Stop brake
markers at 7400 rpm in fifth gear, | notice
my right leg. I'm steady. calm, precise in
every input. But, from hip 10 heel, my right
leg is shaking. That jangling leg is a tell.
Its the result of forcing my right toe to keep
the throttle pinned longer than | want to
before trusting two-piston calipers. When
| do, | discover the tail wag is gone.

By comparison, the banking is a cake-
walk. | was worried about this spoilerless
914's lack of downforce, but the banking
is like a safety blanket, compressing the
suspension as | round the bowl. Being fast
here is critical to a good lap, because the
oval represents the vast majority of this
3 56-mile course. The 914 feels fine at 150,
but some of the bumps on the banking can
be unsettling. | sense I've got a lot to learn
about steering this old Porsche at speed. |
need to build more muscle memory, more
finesse. That's why, coming out of Turn 6,
I'm short-shifting third to fourth and fourth
to fifth. Foregoing harder acceleration
leaves time on the table and means | won't
reach 7800 in fifth, but | want to get up to
fifth so | can concentrate on steering.

Towards what must be the halfway point
of the session, I'm still learning but feel like
I'll be ready to use all of third and fourth in
Sunday qualifying. Doing so should shave
several seconds on the bowl without ris
ing the car the way trying to I
the infield might. And faster f
the bowl anyway. Even
gear torque, the 914 feels far mo e
when its throttle is down. The other thing

OUT MNSK-
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terday. Instead, I'mn having fun. Yesterday,
| was dreading qualifying and tne race.
Now, | can't wait for them. Another chance
to digest what I've learned, another night of
sleep, another day in a great Porsche...

Then, coming onto the front straight in
fifth gear, something awful happens. The
power dies. Instinctively, | stab the clutch,
then look at the dash. What | don't want to
see is there: the little yellow oil-pressure
light is on. As | kil the ignition, the cabin
fills with smoke. Hopetully, the car is okay.
| think as | coast into the infield grass near
Turn 1.  guess it'd be nice if 'm noton fire,
too. After 18 years in Porsches, I've never

lost a motor. but, after rolling to a stop, a
check of the rearview mirror reveals an oil-
slicked rear window. It can't be good.

ltisn't. After a long tow back, Don finds
‘nat a connecting rod went through the
crankcase. The motor is done. | feel awful.
Mentally, | review the session. Did | over-
rev on a downshift? No, of that much I'm
sure. Did | exceed 7800 rpm under load?
Maybe in the infield. After apologizing and
wiping lots of oil off with Patti and Tom, I've
done all | can and leave the Brumos tent.

As | walk through the Fan Zone, a guy
in a tie-dyed T-shirt points at me and says,
“There’s the guy who blew the Brumos 914
up!” | keep moving. Editor Attacks Race
Fan won't make a good headline. Out of
a desire to assess or assuage my guilt, |
consult several mechanics. All say the
same thing: If | had exceeded redline on
the way up, valves would have floated first.
I'm still trying to clear my conscience when
| notice that I've got a voicemail.

“Petey baby!” says digitized Don. “I'm
gonna put you in the Supercar. Runitin
the one o'clock deal with the rest of the
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cars so you can get used to it out there.
C’'mon back and see us — we got you a
car!” When | get there, Don tells me the
2.5in the 914-6 had been together a long
time, and that he wants to put me in the
964 Turbo for Sunday’s qualifying and
race. He figures Exhibition laps are a good
way for me to learn the car first.

As | suit up, Don tells me his sister, Deb-
bie, will be riding with me. Waiting on the
grid, | learn she and Don have only known
one another for two years. Separated at
birth, they were adopted into different fam-
ilies. After tracking Don down, she met him
at Barber Motorsports Park. Bob Snod-
grass adopted her immediately, having

her name painted on the race car’s roof.
Debbie decided to leave a good life in
Alabama to move to Jacksonville, buying
a house across the street from Don. Says
Don: “I went a lot of years without know-
ing her. Now | see her every day.”

What | think will be mild parade laps is
instead 140+mph fun, and the 964 is a big
upgrade. 20 years, a turbo 3.3, real brakes,
power steering, and good aero add up to a
world of difference. At 140, the Turbo feels
like a Cayenne on the freeway. And the
sights we see, such as following an RSR
2.1 Turbo and 935-001 on the banking, are
no bad thing. Back in the paddock, Debbie
is ebullient. | am, too. | rave about the 964,
my only concern being alignment. Leaving
the pits, the car pulled hard to the left.

“I'll check that out,” says Don. “And I'll
see what | can do about getting you in that
car tomorrow. | want you in it.” When my
head hits the pillow that night, any resid-
ual feelings of guilt are fading fast. I'm
excited about the possibility of racing the
Turbo. Trepidation creeps in, as it's dou-
ble the power and rear-engined, but not
enough to keep me from a deep sleep...
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Bright and early Sunday morning, I'min
a good mood. | feel bad about the 914,
knowing it won't be a cheap fix. But its flat
six couldhave let go on Friday, leaving me
with disappointment — partly in the car, but
mostly in myself. Instead, | got 25 great min-
utes at Daytona in a very special Porsche.
Whatever happens today, | am thankful.
At the track, Don says he knows why
the Turbo pulled to the left. With its tires
swapped side to side, it pulled to the right.
Its special Goodyears are shot. “I'm sorry.
We'd like to put you in it, but can't get tires.”
Thus, my only driving today will be in the
Exhibition. It should be interesting, as I'll
drive Helmuth Bott's 959 prototype, replete

Left to right: Speedy Gonzalez and Mike
Thompson crouching in front of Patti Tantillo,
Don Leatherwood, Hurley Haywood, Bill
Bencker, Toni Russ, Andy Chapman, Paul
Powell, Pete Stout, Skip Gwinn, Tom
Seabolt Jr., and Brumos owner Dan Davis.

with 928-era checkered cloth. As Patti and
| drive on grid, James Redman walks over.
“You know, the Exhibition is for race cars
only,” he says, crouching by my window.
“Just pull in behind that GT3. Try to act like
a pace car.” | never thought I'd do a walk
of shame in a 959, but Patti and | smile when
we notice fans taking more pictures of the
959 than many of the race cars. Something
about the 959 speaks to them, yetits a 914
I'm longing for. As you'd expect of a street
car, the 959 feels soft. Everywhere. After
watching a 911R drift precariously past a
tire wall one too many times, | pass. The
959's torque makes it easy work.
Brumos' paddock is buzzing when we
get back. Chad McQueen was driving the
Brumos RSR. This weekend is his first time
on track since an accident here in 2006 that
left him gravely injured. He gives Snod-
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grass credit for the fact he can drive — and
walk. It was Bob who arranged to get his
family to Florida after the accident, and it
was Bob who sent specialists to keep him
from ending up in a wheelchair for life.
As Debbie and | talk about life outside
of cars, it hits me. Bob had a hand in some-
thing else in my life. My conversation with
him before 2001’s Rennsport planted more
than the seed for this weekend. Because of
it, | was carrying a helmet bag on the flight
east— an odd black bag that prompted the
woman seated next to me to start a con-
versation. | would end up marrying her.
The more others tell me about Bob, the
more | understand why so many good peo-
ple are under this awning. Why the inter-
action between Andy, Don, Speedy, Patti,
and Paul is so special. Why the whole
team’s bond is so strong. It's because these
roots run deep. Bill Bencker’'s daughter,
Toni Russ, is one more part of the family,
having worked for Brumos off and on for 20
years. So is Porsche’s Alwin Springer, who
seems at home in the lounge, engrossed
in a conversation with three major players
when | enter to change into street clothes.
As | change, Alwin is saying things he
shouldn't around the media. When | rib
him, he shoots back. “Do you think | don't
know you are standing there?” He grins,
then introduces me to the others. One is
Mike Colucci, who runs Brumos’ Grand-Am
team. Mike was a childhood friend of Snod-
grass. It's one more multi-decade relation-
ship Bob turned into something fruitful.
And, of course, there’s Hurley. Brought
on just before Bob appeared, Hurley has
been with Brumos for 36 years. I've only
known him since 1995. He was the first
“Porsche person” to welcome me into the
larger Porsche family, and it's Hurley who
ultimately invited me into the Brumos fam-
ily. 'm not quite sure how to thank him, but
the good thing is Hurley can be short on
words himself, so | know he knows.
Leaving, | realize why Bob might have
liked Sorrento’s so much. It's the same rea-
son this team is the way it is, and the same
reason Brumos is the way it is. | think Bob
liked Sorrento’s because it's a family busi-
ness, the kind that keeps a family together
for a long, long time. More than anything
else I've learned about him this weekend,
I've learned Bob valued continuity. In an
ephemeral world, he took the long view.
Bob knew continuity lays a foundation
nothing else can, a foundation to do great
things, big and small. It's been said Bob
liked to do things for people. It's clear he
did. It's also been said he was fond of say-
ing, “I'd rather have you owe me than pay
me.” 'm sure a lot of people owe you, Bob.
I'm glad to count myself among them. @



