on display thréughorut the complex, but one feature always Buick, never to be mine.

caught my eye: tailfins. I was enamored with them; I con- One day we rented a movie, Christine. That was the car,
nected with them and the era they represented. I wanted a fin and the search began. Just like '57 Chevys, the '58 Plymouth
car. was out of the budget. Oh well, maybe someday.

A co-worker of my father's had a '59 Galaxie —nice car, but One day in October, 1994, a local Mopar racer and co-

worker of my father's, Jack D'Angelo,
found an ad for a '59 Fury. I figured,
“Why not look at it?”” It was love at first
sight. It had “Christine” colors and inte-
rior, the owner even called it Christine.
He said it was ninety percent done. For a
naive and uneducated teenager, it seemed
ready to go. The saying, “If I knew then
what I do now,” came into play.

My father purchased the car for me.
We discovered it needed everything me-
chanical. Slowly but surely, the engine
and brakes were rebuilt on a small budget.
Several lawns were cut and all odd jobs
were taken. Dad worked overtime to help
as much as he could.

A '57 Fury intake manifold was lo-
cated at Chrysler Carlisle and installed










