often than not for at least four months. And then, just the
other day, 1 borrowed Steve Dulcich's old Dart. It's been a
long time since I had one of my own, but | settled into it
with comfortable familiarity and an instant recollection of
what I've always know: the '68 Dodge Dart is the pinnacle of
automotive convenience and driving pleasure.

It's true. | knew it immediately when | twisted the key and
it cranked over without that brief and infuriating
multiplexing, computerized delay. | was able to fling the
little TorqueFlite into gear without my foot on the brake, and
when 1 did mash the left peddle, the car never fought me
about whether it wanted to stop or not. The doors never once
locked me in against my will, there wasn't a warning sticker
in sight, and didn't take a degree in computer science to find
Van Halen on the thumb-wheel radio. There was nothing but
valve float to limit the rpm, and 1 didn't have to punch a
switch on the dash for permission to let me spin the tires.
The shoulder belts were conveniently tucked up into the
headliner by the factory, saving me the trouble, and if there
was ever a warning buzzer, it was engineered specifically to
be disconnected within the first 15 minutes of ownership. It
was as if no lawyers had ever been born. This was livin'.

When you've got a '68 Dart. you don't have theater lighting
or an inside rear view mirror with its own wring harness, and
you never have to linger on the front porch wondering if
your headlights will actually shut off. The car knew you
meant it when you hit the switch the first time. It responds to
your every command with the ease of one-finger power
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pod that acts as a convenient catchall, and those Mopar A-
body under dash fresh air doors that open up and have room
for a few Coke cans. The window sill is at the perfect height
for the casual elbow and the aero is designed to let in just
enough wind to prevent you from talking on a cell phone but
not enough to buffet you into annoyance. You are part of the
driving experience rather than being protected from it, and
there's no on-board computer capable of broadcasting your
actions or location to anyone. You've got traction control at
the end of your right leg and global positioning in the map on
the back seat.

Yet the '68 Dart is not entirely without room for
improvement. If it had power windows, I'd endorse an auto-
down feature, and those modern delay wipers are really good.
For today's world, an extra power port would also be handy,
although we'd still call it a cigar lighter. It would be hard to
turn down a few cupholders. That's nothing that Pep Boys
can't solve, bringing the Dart into sheer perfection.

Anyone have one they want to unload?

1 don't know of any Darts for sale,

however, I do know of a few vintage
Chevrolet Corvairs that will surely cure any
desire for that forgotten feeling of being in
touch with the road again ... and part of the
driving experience! —Ed.
























