Red, Wings, and American Made

	My dad didn’t believe in buying a new car.  He said, “You lose lots of money when you buy new.  You end up paying for the salesman’s commission.”  So, our family never owned a new car.  When I started driving, my sophomore year in high school, and I was sixteen, Dad purchased a 1962 Forrest Green VW Beetle found in some empty lot, along with a car trailer, in Wyoming and towed it to Kingsville, Texas, where we lived.  The next step was learning how to drive a stick shift.  I drove the bug through my first year in college.  
	After changing colleges before my sophomore year, I found a job as the secretary for the Credit Manager at a large Texas fertilizer and feed company.  I saved my earnings and wanted to purchase a used car for myself.
	The first car I liked was a 1972 blue Mach One Mustang.  Dad and I found it in a nearby town.  It was fun to drive, but the price was a little high for a college student.  As we were driving home, in a small used car lot sat a 1974 red Pontiac Firebird Trans Am with a black interior. The eagle decal on the hood was still in pristine form.  It had a 400-horsepower engine, and let me tell you, it was fast.  I came to find out later that the car was my boss’s son.  He had placed it for sale at the company offices, but I didn’t see it there!
	Trying times followed with the Trans Am when, in the late 1970s, the gas crunch and government regulations required cars to move to unleaded gasoline—and, of course, my car was a performance car that ran on regular gas.
	After college I followed my parents to Denver where they retired.  That was an entire different sets of worries as it was rear-wheel drive and not easy to drive in the snowy weather.
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