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 My story begins Tallahassee, Florida in the year of 1992. The day I will 

always remember was the special sunny spring day, my dad drove home in a candy 

apple red 1965 Classic Mustang Fastback. Wow! What a sight!  I was a young fifteen-

year-old high school kid who was totally mesmerized by the attractive appearance of 

this car.  The biggest question in my life at the time was “What kind of car would turn 

the heads of my buddies when I drove it into the high school parking lot?  I needed a 

car that was cool, not boring and uninteresting.  Well, on that early spring day, I found 

the answer.  The only car that would satisfy my yearning became the Classic Ford 

Mustang.. 

 

 Since the first day I saw my father’s Mustang,  I knew that I would have to 

work hard and save money in order to afford my dream car. At the age of sixteen I 

started my first job. Every day after school, I would hurry home, change clothes and 

head to work at the local Winn Dixie grocery store. I had the fabulous job of being a 

“Bag Boy”. I earned the extraordinary amount of four dollars and thirty-five cents an 

hour, and worked as many hours as possible, averaging almost forty hours a week.  I 

dedicated a portion of every paycheck to my “Mustang Savings account”. After one 

year of hard work, I finally had enough money to begin the search for my Mustang. 

 

 You can realize the anxiety of a young man, when he begins searching for his 

first dream car. There are so many variables to consider: how much, when can I find 

on, where can I find one. Twenty-seven year old classic cars just weren’t sitting on 

the used car lots in town.  Where does a young man begin? I had two thousand dollars 

and no idea where to start. Luckily, my father came to the rescue.  

 



Dad is a classic car enthusiast and he knew how to go about searching for a 

classic Mustangs. With Dad’s assistance, we started our search with the Sunday 

classified ads. My father pointed out what we should look for and what we should 

avoid. Finally, after an agonizing two months, we located a car ad that sounded very 

interested. The ad spoke about a Midnight Blue 1965 Mustang coupe, with a V8 

engine that needed a little TLC.  And the best part was the asking price was $2,000.  

Excited, I called the owner, set up an appointment.  The following weekend my Dad 

and I drove to a small Florida country town, called “Two Eggs.”  

 

In this small town, I found my Mustang sitting in a small backyard. The owner 

at the time, was a young man, recently married, who needed money to make a down 

payment on his new house. After some negotiations, he agreed to the selling price of 

eighteen hundred dollars. After closing the deal, I euphorically drove my dream 

Mustang back to Tallahassee.  

 

Now, that I am in my mid twenties and living and working in Vienna, Austria, 

I have several dreams.  I dream of my new life with my lovely fiancé.  I  dream of 

obtaining a Master of Business Administration from Websters.  And I still dream of 

cruising in my midnight blue Mustang. Thankfully, I can depend on my parents to 

keep my Mustang safe and operational until the day comes that I can afford to bring 

her over to Europe. Every time my fiancé and I visit my parent’s home, we spend at 

least one afternoon driving my Mustang around the neighborhood.  And I have 

another opportunity to relive the total satisfaction I have always felt by owning my 

cool 1965 Ford Mustang. 

  


