Auto memories
										Kit Dwyer
· I backed my mom’s new Monte Carlo through the closed garage door. 
· Learned to parallel park in my dad’s basic blue manual transmission VW bug in 1971.
· 
The red Triumph Spitfire convertible’s brakes squeaked so loudly I knew when my boyfriend made the turn three miles away, dashing to pick me up for a ride. My brain still imitates the exact tone of that sound. 
· The rusty dark green Volvo P1800E comes to mind… My shoes always got wet in the passenger seat from the leak like a running faucet around the dashboard.  
· The red VW bug that squeezed nine dollars a month from my meager earnings for ten years after I could not bring it to a stop on ice, resulting in gently rear-ending someone at a stop sign. 
· Did I mention my first husband was a used car salesman? The stereotype fit - most charming, but untrustworthy. Thus, a necessary activity, but one I dislike the most, is the process of buying a car. We were always changing cars. I learned it unwise to leave any item of personal value within one.  
· Trying a Volvo again, this time in a yellow station wagon that provided a heavy tank-like vehicle with which to safely transport my most precious toddler to daycare. After the divorce, I realized it was this was the first car I’d had in my own name.  
· The silver Saturn Aura with the high-output engine and steering wheel shift paddles was elegant and fast. Very fun to drive. Responsive to my input and quiet. 
· The SUV stage has been around for a while.  Practical and reliable, especially on mountain roads. 
Both driver and passenger roles have their advantages and disadvantages.  That could be another story. 
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