Mindfart…
The first car is always the most cherished, the one you remember decades later. That's the way it is for me too. My parents gave me a car as a high school graduation present in '87. In the kitchen they handed me the keys and I excitedly ran to the parking lot of our apartment building. At this point I should have run in the other direction, but what's the use of all these afterthoughts...
There was my first car waiting for me, the blood red Fiat 133. This beauty was not spoilt for size; from the driver's side, when you put your right hand out to the side, you could wave to oncoming drivers from the co-driver's side window. Lovely angular shapes, like a dice cube. Just enough horsepower to pull up hills with two people. Five would have made it down, but it couldn't hold that many people.
Well, me, Mr 18 Yrs., my first car and I had to go and tune it up. I bought some old Opel seats from a scrap yard and had them welded in place of the originals. They did give me a questioning look. 
The seats were so big, that the three guys in the back seat would not have been able to go downhill anymore. But that didn't matter, because they couldn't have been on the uphill either.
I got the idea from somewhere that the roof and doors of the Fiat had to be lined with carpet on the inside; so I cut the carpet with scissors and glued them everywhere. 
Of course the car has to have a stereo! I put the speakers in the front doors as there was nowhere else to put them. Putting the stereo in was child's play; the whole car console was cardboard! Just use a scissors and punch a hole!
Something was still missing... hm. A power window! Coincidentally, I was working at Wulff at the time and got a powerful 12 volt motor from there. Nothing to do but take off the window crank and replace the motor! It's that easy! I did have to encase that sucker, and somewhere I found a plastic case that was just too big for the job. It was difficult to drive the left foot on a bend when it didn't fit straight. For outsiders, that didn't make much of an impression at the lights on Mannerheim Road, as it took a minute to open the window. Probably the gearing was not quite optimal...
Then I washed the car a hundred times, waxed it and bought cheap dust capsules.
What do you think, with the wet autumn in Finland and the water freezing, how does that affect your own tuning?
I don't have to guess, having been through this. It's hard to drive from Martinlaakso to Klaukkala (15km) when the roof glue on the carpet starts to come off. It's anyone's guess how it feels when the front part of the carpet starts to fall off, covering the windscreen and fan is blowing non-existent warm air. One hand on the wheel, the other holding the carpet up and that bended left leg still twisted all over the place. I struggle to the end of my journey and at home I'm pulling contact cement all over the roof.
After gluing the carpeting back to the ceiling with a hundred Bostik tubes, it was time to update that red devil again. And off to the Scrap yard again. I grabbed an old BMW steering wheel, which I was delighted to find replaced the old one. It was a big one. Now the problem was the legs. I had to spread my legs like a careless woman to get on the pedals, that's how low the BMW steering wheel came down. And the electric window cover didn't help matters any.
Somehow I could visualise myself as a fighter pilot in that tight spot; they didn't have any extra room either. You fall into place like a Lego piece.
Then, sitting there behind the wheel, I wondered where it was all leading. By now I had the seats of an Opel and a steering wheel from BMW. In a year's time, Fiat will probably be some kind of a mess, so that even the guys at the Fiat factory won't recognise it. 
I wonder if at this point I should already buy a rear spoiler and use a super glue to attach it to the rear window.
Yeah, I think I'll buy a new battery. It's not nice to drive in the autumn dark with the lights pumping to the music and the wipers turning slowly. Must be quite exciting for passers-by. I bought a battery and my dad said it was the charger, which it was. Well, I put the money in the charger at scrapyard and got back on the road. 
Then I went with a friend to Helsinki to cruise. At the lights at Töölö we laughed when someone behind us lost a dust capsule and rolled towards the ice rink under the truck.
When I got home, I noticed that one of the dust capsules was missing. I pulled the other three onto the rims with zip ties and painted that lone rim with silver spray paint. No one will notice that one rim is what it is. The colour is the same anyway.
Well, then another frosty day arrived. Off again to pasture somewhere, but the damn door won't open. What is it now? I pulled the door open with all my strength and looked in disbelief as I was left with only the door metal panel in my hand. The carpeting had fused to the door's flange in the frost and of course, once glued, the cardboard with its electric window motor, speakers and carpeting remained resolutely in place. Should I climb over of that now? 
I got that fixed and dozen Bostik tubes went to glue the cardboard back on. Somehow, the cardboard was left loosely peeling like an oversized pair of men's underpants you don't want to look at the legs of.
In the US TV series, cars sizzled and burned rubber in a thrilling way. You gotta try it. Then late at night I drove to an unnamed turnaround somewhere on the outskirts of Myyrmäki and screamed that poor engine with the clutch down until my gas pedal sank into the floor. Put the clutch up to see if the rubber would burn. Well, it didn't. Ahaa! I guess I'll have to do this quickly! Another try! 
I pedal, and the engine howls like a horny piglet, and the same kind of crazy eyes squint inside the windshield. I turn up the gears at lightning speed and damn, the car stalls. Restart and whoops, no gears working. The car slowly rolls down a gentle downhill like a heifer being slaughtered.
Then the dad tows his offspring's dream back home and fixes his son's screw-ups. Some miraculous joint shaft had broken. I didn't know what, as I was busy playing bass and didn't feel like standing next to the car watching the operation when I had better things to do.
The nice thing was that the frosts had eased a bit, and we were on the plus side. I had to go somewhere again. The car doors opened nicely, and I sat down and let the pop machine sing. The cardboards were a bit damp, though. Then I decided to change the cassette. I didn't know that the eject button could also work by the whole instrument going through the cardboard console and falling to the floor in the footwell. The grotesque four-sided hole stared at me like a cuddly baby bird demanding more to eat. What's not to fix with Bostik...
Should I try a car wash? Yep. I choose a proper wax wash. Big mistake. You could see that early on when water was coming out of the door seals and into the car. The interior was starting to look like a dam on Lake Lapua in a downpour. I probably should have brought a raincoat and rubber boots. But it didn't happen that time. But the car was clean and so was I. Even the floor stayed wet for two months.
Then I decided to go to the army in Mikkeli with that devil. You can guess if I should have. In one trip, a tyre burst, the petrol gauge had run its course and I ran out of gas in the middle of what had already become an exhilarating journey. Apparently there were some flies in the tank bottom, because the devil himself couldn't get the car started again.
This episode happened around the same time that the car had more kilometres towed than driven. I decided to fix the carburettor myself. Dad showed me what it was. I took a chisel in my hand and unscrewed the screws. Damn, there were all kinds of screws. When you fix it, you fix it right! I wrenched all the screws out and drowned the thing in gasoline. You can guess what the tension was when I screwed that sucker back in. Will it start?.... YES! Not everything went right, because the car was consuming 17 litres per hundred. A sideways adventure.
One day, the driver's side windshield wiper had come to the end of its earthly roam. Of course it was raining. Despair finally began to creep into my over-positive mind. Was this damn thing cursed somehow? Not everyone is this challenged, right? Well, I didn't have to think about that for long, when at the Pitäjänmäki my devil took on the Mercedes in a bumper-to-bumper race. The poor Fiat was almost crushed by the front end and the Mercedes smashed the turn signal glass. 

