
I am that person.  The person who has always dreamed of owning a Porsche and 
when I finally achieved that dream, I was blessed with a 911 Carrera 4.  In just days, 
and with all the effervescent enthusiasm of a newly certified driver, I was a signed, 
sealed, and delivered new member of Porsche Club of America, but maybe this isn’t 
so unusual.   
 
I’m also that person who soon after joining PCA, realized that despite my initial 
enthusiasm, and the very kind, welcoming members of my local Pocono chapter, I 
quickly drifted away from regular attendance.  I didn’t make time to attend meetings 
after work, always seemed too busy to attend group outings, although I did at least 
manage to attend and thoroughly enjoy the holiday year-end party.  Once again, 
maybe this isn’t so unusual.   
 
The unusual twist to my story is, knowing I was helping my local chapter, and never 
imagining a possibility of actually winning a new Porsche, I have regularly 
purchased two tickets as soon as the annual members only raffle was announced.  In 
June 2014, I received a somewhat cryptic phone call from the chapter president, Ken 
Van Artsdalen, stating that I needed to attend the next meeting.  Feeling immense 
guilt I went, expecting to somehow be berated for my poor participation, but was 
instead quickly reminded how great the members were.  As the officers and 
members went through the list of recent events, I realized how much I had missed.  
Quickly, with renewed enthusiasm, I highlighted upcoming events and couldn’t wait 
to tell my husband about opportunities to drive my beloved Porsche, in a group of 
other beautiful cars, with a great community of people.  It was about that moment 
that Ken walked up to me and thrust a picture of a bright blue Porsche Targa into 
my view.  I assure you, Ken’s lips were moving more than to deliver the few words I 
managed to hear, but what I grasped as I lifted my head to look up at him was, “You 
won the 2015 Targa”!  For all of us driving enthusiasts, one will appreciate the mind 
numbing results of this revelation - I drove home, never exceeding 35 mph, radio off, 
unable to remove my hand from covering my gaped mouth, and occasionally 
allowing a squeal to escape through my fingers. 
 
My true reward is the realization of owning a Porsche.  The ability to peer into my 
garage and thrill at the sight of that unmistakable, unadorned, muscular silhouette.  
The secret, shared only between the car and I, that we will discover a new high heart 
rate for me and some ludicrous speed for her, or the ability to demonstrate equal 
poise while taking on torturous curves.  The final reward, even if I briefly took the 
PCA for granted, is that I can meet with friends and know that I am involved and 
supported by an amazing community of enthusiasts, who understand and share my 
consuming passion for driving these vehicles.  This is usual, and part of what anyone 
can expect from the PCA!   
 
My luck is that the odds were in my favor, and just four raffle tickets later, I have a 
dream coming into a refurbished reality.  My Carrera has since been sold to make 
room for the Targa, but she will never be forgotten.   
 



It’s now November and with quiet anxiety, I’m expecting delivery before month-end.  
I still have fleeting moments of that ridiculous giddy feeling, trying to reimagine 
driving a new 2015 Porsche Targa and the insane disbelief that just two years after 
finally buying my first 911, PCA gave me another one!   


