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The Cool Lifestyle and the 
Four-Door Sports Sedan

by Robert P. Hall

In the years following World War II, the United States began an era of 
widespread and rapidly expanding economic prosperity. For the first time in 
human history, a primary engine of growth was a new phenomenon—the 
consumer economy. In the preceding decades, and particularly during the 
Great Depression, all but the wealthiest families worked hard to pay for the 
necessities of life; and if there was a bit left over, it went into a bank savings 
account as a hedge against the proverbial rainy day. But in this new era, 
even the so-called average person might have enough for the occasional 
discretionary purchase. Retailers stimulated the buying urge with appeals to 
lifestyle choices. For example, ads and store displays for everyday household 
items emphasized leisure-time uses. Plastic plates were for picnics and “fun in 
the sun,” along with unbreakable glasses for tall, iced drinks that kept you “cool 
by the pool.”

And suddenly an automobile was not just for getting from here to there.

Certainly, there have been automobile enthusiasts ever since the early 
motorized horse buggies. But in the 1950s, Americans truly fell in love with cars 
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and not least because people began to think of them as an extension—and a 
proud statement—of their personal lifestyle.

And an irony of history is that some of the sexiest and raciest of those vehicles 
came from the retooled postwar factories of Germany and Italy.

I’m in the boomer generation that grew up coveting hot cars. And when I was a 
teenager, cars were an extension of my formative lifestyle. I craved freedom and 
I lusted after speed. During high school I realized that Saturday was my favorite 
day of the week. While the others in my family were reading the morning paper, 
I’d drive off in my ’67 blue 327 Camaro. Minutes after leaving our driveway, I’d 
be testing my handling skills on the winding roads west of San Mateo, zigging 
and zagging along the twisty coast road above the glistening Pacific Ocean, 
and joyously pressing it to the metal as I tooled down Highway 1.

Even as I became a young man, I persisted in thinking four-door sedans were 
business cars. I favored muscle cars—two-door American sports models with 
oversized engines. I owned a succession of Chevy Camaros: I traded my ’67 for 
an ’83 model that I modified to look like a famously popular customization, the 
IROC-Z. I next ventured into a real Z car, a ’90 1LE Z28. My last Camaro was a ’94 
Z28 to which I added Corvette rims and a modified induction system. This fuel/
air intake upgrade boosted the engine’s power and gave the traditional Camaro 
V-8 engine sound a more European, raw sound when you nailed the accelerator 
to the floor.

After college I began to practice law in the construction industry, and I got 
married. My clients often wanted me to meet them at jobsites, and I was 
conscious of the impression I made pulling up in what they might think of as a 
muscle car. At the same time, my wife exercised her sophisticated opinion that, 
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while she would never suggest I abandon my love of cool sports cars, perhaps 
I’d consider adopting the next one with some German or Italian flair.

So I took my inspiration from the Porsche 911 that Steve McQueen drove in 
the movie Le Mans. It became my new notion of a business car, and I bought 
an ’83 Porsche 911 SC in quartz-gray metallic. Then I decided I had to have 
one more, a limited-edition ’80 Porsche 911 SC Weissach (named for the city 
of the Porsche factory) in a limited-edition exterior color with the classy name 
platinum metallic.

Although I’d improved my image, the practical side of my career-minded 
psyche was not satisfied. Driving distances to jobsites became longer, 
sometimes requiring overnight stays. I needed trunk room for luggage, 
architectural drawings, briefcases for my clients and me, along with grocery 
bags and cases of wine. And if I wanted to offer a lift to more than one client 
at a time, I had a problem. We would end up in a convoy, and I had always 
thought of myself as a leader—not a follower.

So my roving automotive eye found the BMW M car. I liked that M stood 
for Motorsport and that the car was offered by the company’s racing/sports 
division. The design concept and the driving experience were as close to a 
sports car as any four-door performance sedan ever made. The M5, I realized, 
was a wolf in sheep’s clothing, a sports car with practical rear-seat room and 
trunk space. But at the same time, it could make my weekend drives in Marin 
County just as thrilling as they were in my ’67 Camaro.

Thus I began my long love affair (with my wife’s blessing) with my next cool 
car and the new lifestyle it ushered in. Whether you have just realized some 
discretionary income or just yearn for a family car that is not the mechanical 
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equivalent of vanilla, owning one of these M5s can boost you squarely into 
“life’s sweet spot.”

When I speak of the sweet spot, I’m talking not only about enjoyment of life 
but also about developing an appreciation for the best of everything. Because 
when you can justifiably say you own a car that’s the best there is, your 
opinion of yourself changes. You begin to realize that you deserve the best of 
everything—because now you know what it’s like to actually have it.

And when I’m speaking of lifestyle, I’m not just talking about affordable luxury 
or feelings of social status. I’m also thinking about the range of sensations, 
experiences, events, and opportunities I’ve discovered and enjoyed over the 
years as an aficionado of these fine vehicles. But I’ll come back to that. First 
I want to acquaint you with the car itself and describe how its design and 
characteristics make it so impressively different from other cars you may have 
owned or considered.


