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PART ONE OFA LOOK
AT MATT COOK'S'68
MUSTANG FASTBACK

T GJESS you could say trat
r  , ,
|  |  m a" l -o rd  en t ius ias t .
I

lo thers would say arorak or
s imply. . .  car  nut  (screw loose,
nore l ike ' )  Rr  r l  as a nsvshi2f  r i5 l
would say,  

" , t  
s  pro[25 y 6r"  1o

h i s  ch i l dhood  
"

Wel l  . . .  par t ly  r rght ,  but  i t  a l l
started before I was born. My
fami ly  has qu: te a h isLory w th
Ford Motor Company you could
say. My parents met while
both working at the Ford Motor
Co^rpany plant in Daventry.
sometime in the late 1970s.
My great  uncle John l ived in
Trenton, Detroit, and worNec
for Ford Motor Company as
a tool  and d ie maker at  the
Woodhaven stamping plant

f rom the 1960s untr l  around
1995 when he retired. My
o der  brorher  Gary star led l is
work ing l i fe  as an apprent ice
for Zenith Ford as a truck
techr ic iar ,  so yoL can see l -ord
is  k ind of  afamt ly  t radi t ion
Wel l . . . .  unt i l  I  came along and
screwed lhat  a l l  up and we' i t
i r l o  e l e r ' r nn i cs  r - n r rn  r t g55

a n d  l T .  .

Okay I hearyou say, but
why a Mustang? Why not a
Lotus Cortina, Escort Mk.1
or something else l ike a
Sierra Cosworth RS Turbo or
something more from my era?
Long story ...

In Aprrl 1960 at the age of 15,
my fathe. staned hrs f  i rst ,ob i ' r
lh-o na, ts  denartmert  a ore of
Lhe largesi Ford rla r deale's
in the country, Dagenham

Motors in  Alper ton,  Wembley,
earning S2.fO/- a week (boy,
dol  t  I  ser  that  one r r  rhbed in
my facel ) .  Dagenham Motors
at the t me was directly owned
by -o"d ardran a unique par ts
div is jon cater i rg ror  Ame' icar ,
Austra l ian,  UK cars and t rucks.
Dur ing the 6Os rmport rng US
models such as Galax ies and
Falcons was a common and
popula '  pract ice apparerr ly .

One of  the mechan cs in
the workshop had a th ing for
Amer ican cars and in par t icu lar

thrs new model  ca l led the
"Mustang' l  

My dad remembers
him v iv id ly ,  a rather  shor t ,
round and portly f igure, but he
used to be the Amer ican car
specia l is t .  He actual ly  useo Lo
own a Mustang wrth a 289cr
smal l -b lock VB and 3-speed
auto whrch my dad eventua ly
bought  f rom h m and merrr ly
drove around London unt i l  he
^ ^ +  L ^ - ^ !  ^ ^ t  - ^ t !  +  A - ^gol  uoreu ar  u soro .  oacK Io
the mechanic.

Hearing my dad recount
stones ofthat 65/66
Wimbledon white convert ible
with a white roof and brrght red
i n i c r i n r  q i m n l r r  e : n t r  i r e n l-  , , - , r  - - - . * , , - T V
imaginat ion as a youngste 'and

I  promised mysel f  
"One 

day,
when I 'm o lder , "

Most kids wanted to be a rock
star .  ar  ast ronaut ,  a p i lo t  or  to
ow1 a coo car  l ike a Ferrar i  or
Lamborghin i  . . .  okay . . .  me too,
but  nevergave up mydream of
wanting that Ford Mustang

Fast forwards to 2OO5 ... I
f  ina l ly  had the opportuni ty  to
own one thanks to my partner
Goo.p,o Sle wac lhe ore who
spurred me into pursuing

my dreams and cont inues
to be a constant source of
mot ivat ion and inspi rat ion (at
least  that 's  what  she cal ls  i t
. . .  I  ca l l  r t  nagglng and d ishing
or  r l  orders)  |  prahhed -he

opportuni ty  f i rmly wi th both
hands and then refused to let
r t  gol

Matt was promised a'dry-state'import but the reality
was that the Fastback turned out to be far from.that
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After doing some research
about importing American
cars, I contacted a UK company
who special ise in import ing
classic Mustangs. I phone
them and arranged to meet the
proprietor and to "see what it
would cost . . . .  "

In hindsight,  this was a big
mistake. As soon as I arrived
at their rather "rural location"
I was confronted by a rather
old, di lapidated looking farm
bui lding, but when I  entered I
saw the object of my affection
.. .  wel l  . . .  three to be exact.

A red 1969 Machl sporting a
nice set of 15" Magnum 500s,
but covered completely in a
thick layer of sanding dust.  just

l ike an old "barn f ind" Shelby
you read about in Hemmings
M u scl e M ach t n es magaztne and
worth squillions of dollars. The
second, aralher beaut i ful  pale
Brittany Blue 1967 convertible
with a superb looking deluxe
blue-on-blue inter ior and
frnal ly.  .  the one, my dream
car.. .  a 1967 Fastback f  in ished
in dark blue metal l ic paint so
deep you could swim in rt and
best of all, white Shelby-style
"Le Mans" str ipes.

It also had Torque Thrust D
wheels on BF Goodrich whtte-
letter tyres, a very clean blue-
on-blue deluxe inter ior anda
rather nice 351W engine.

You could say that car left a

lasting impression with me. lf I
could have traded alimb and/
or a vital organ at that point for
that particular fastback I would
have!

Unfortunately, that car was
over my budget and, in all
honesty my budget at ihe time
wouldn't have stretched to
a S,5 wreck, but now l'd been
foolish enough to go and see
a Mustang in the flesh I had
to have one, no matter what it
took.

After discussing where the
cars are sourced from and what
options I had, I went home and
was on cloud nine for at least
two days. Wrthin 48 hours I was
on the phone placing my order,
something I 'd later come to
regret dearly. But they say you
can be wise with hindsight.

The original brief was a
'67/68 Fastback, which must
be a V8 and must be painted
Ford lmperial Blue (to match
George's Focus RS) Yes, I even
converted George from her
245hp Subaru lmpreza to the
blue oval, and tt had to have
white Le Mans stripes, just like
the car I 'd seen.

After what turned out to be
an excruciating amount of time
the car f inal ly arr ived in the
UK early rn 2006, some eight
months after it was ordered
and the deposit had been
paid. Not bad considering we
were promised, at the point
of signing on the dotted line,
that it 'd take a maximum of six
months . . .

The car was immediately
shipped to the UK-baseo

paint shop to be stripped and
painted in my desired colour
combination. lt took another
two and a half months of
chasing to actually see the
car itself. By this time I was
becoming rather f rustrated
with i t  al l .

Finally, in April 2006, I visited
the paint shop where the
car had been shipped to, but
luckily for me the guys there
were great and knew exactly
what I wanted, but I was a little
disappointed at the condition
of the car. lt certainly wasn't
the "dry-state" rust-free core I
was promised. The bodyshop
had already done a fair bit
of welding and preparatory
work before I got to see it, so
heaven knows what it was like
beforehand.

Much to my frustration,
another two months then went
by before the car was painted
and was back in the workshoP
for reassembly, rewiring and
MOT preparation. But worst
of all, I called up to see when
it would be finished to frnd the
paintshop had fallen out with
the importer and had stuffed
up the paint job, completely
missing off the Le Mans stripes
I'd asked and paid extra forl

I chose to bite my tongue and
see the car and people in the
flesh first and have it out with
them face to face.The original 302 was to be torn down and rebuilt - it had already been rebored once
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Final ly  the car  was del ivered
and after waiting all day for
the transnorler to drnn it off . I
rushed outside to be greeted
wrth the roar of the "289" 

f uing
into Iife (very loudly) and roll ing
off the back of the truck and
I distinctly remember getting
soaked by that annoying fine
d,rizzle lhat sets vor I sn2ked

through in no- t ime at  a l l ,  and
th ink ing 'Oh  no ,  my  ca r  i s
get t ing wet" . . .  and then th ink ing
to myself. "l 've turned into one
of those people who doesn't l ike
thei r  car  get t ing wet l "

I  t r ied to pul l  the car  onto
the driveway but nearly kil led
myself in the process; it
certainly is going take some
getting used to I thought.

Almost as excited as me,
George rushed home eager
to see ihe new member of
the family and go for the f irst
proper drive in my dream car.
I  had a l l  these ideas going
through my head, what wil l i t
be lrke? Will i t drrve l ike a boat
as people often talk rubbish
about  wi th Amer ican cars? How
powerful would it be? But the
t ime had come, I  had captured
my pony and now I was going to
t ry  and break i t  in .

Starting it was somewhat of a
challenge for someone who was
used to having Brit ish cars with
choke cables and/or modern
cars with fuel injection systems,
but eventually it burst into l ife

and I felt l ike every curtain in the
streeL was twitchrng with people
watching my every move, plus
the fact that I was shaking with
anxiety and excitement in equal
measure. I  had to lake a couple
of deep breaths before I had
the courage to slip the shifter
fromParkto Reverse in order
to pull out of the driveway. I was
surpr ised at just how easi ly
the car moved, it felt big and
heavy but the steering was
unnatural ly l ight in comparison
to everyihing else l'd driven.
Shifting into Drive, I released the
brake pedal and we slowly and
careful ly.  wrth my heart  beat ing
quickly pul led out of our quiet
cul-de-sac with the bel lowing
sound of the VB reverberating
off of our neighbours wails. The
f rrsi thing I noticed was the
sheer grunt a SBF VB has, i t 's
got a huge amount of torque
even down as low as l2OOrpm

Continuing our very slow drive
round a r:or rnle of hends until
- ^ ^ r ^ - ^ h ; ^ ^  ^  t ^ - - ^  ^ ^ -dljproacnrng a targe ano ousy
junction controlled by traff ic
l ights,  approaching s lowly I
gently applied the brake for
a nice gradual slow-down,
but remember how it was
raining with that I ine drizzle?
The car  wasn' t  s lowing qui te
as I  d  exnected so I  annl ied
a litt le more nress, rre in l lg
brake pedal only, to my horror,
resul t ing in  the rear  wheels
lock ing up sol id  and the car
star t ing a s low s l ide,  which
h - i  , , -  { ^ ^ +  ^ ^ ^ - ^ - ^ L i ^ ^na0 us rasr approacntng tne
stationary car in front at the
junct ion.

I must have relaxed the
pressure I  was applyrng to the
brake pedal as the skid stopped
and the car violent ly shi f ted
rts weight as the rear tyres
regained hold of the tarmac.
We stonnec shn't of thc 621 ip
front by what seemed like a few
mill imetres. The first drive of my
"dream 

car"  was near ly  my lasL.
something was seriously wrong
wrth the braking system and
t h o  r o c t  n f  n r  r r  c h n r t  i n r  r r,_ ,  .  r__,  ney
was greeted with a brt of a sour
taste and some dissatisfaction
Buf  I  can sav one lh inp.  .  i t
was an adrenal ine rush,  but
for allthe wrong reasons! To
make matters worse, I got the
car home and safely in the
garage only Lo find petrol slowly
dr ipping f rom the fuel  sender
f i t t ing on the fuel tanks . . .  oh no

what have I bought and what
have I let myself in for?

A f t p r :  n n i n t l a c c  : n . l

unhelpful conversation with
the importer later, I decided l 'd
b i te the bul le t  and look in to th is
stuff myself. After all, my father
is a 40+ year veteran of the
molor industry. my brother ;s a
mechanic and I 'm no dummy
(except for letting my rose
tinted slasses set the hetter
of  me when buying cars l ) ,  So
l ' l l  f  ix  the damn th ing mysel f
.,, that's where the real story
begins.

Further reading and research
for  tnd that  rot  ontv does the car
havea3O2c i  and  no t  a289c i
engine as I  was led to bel ieve
( the car  was wear ing "289"

running pony fender badges at
the I  jme I  i t 's  a lsn a nr  rmbers

matching car, but worst of all
I d had it painted the wrong (ie
not a factory) colout which
should have been Acapulco
Blue.  l t  turns out  the car  was
bui l t  rn  December 1968 at  the
Dearborn plant (only a few
miles from where my great
uncle John l ived in  Detro i t )  as
a J-code 302, C4 Auto, with a
3.OO:1axle rat io  which were
a l l  n r cscn f  h r  r i  . t r . t 2 rn l \ i  nO t

factory correct by a long shot,
I  drrs  a l i t t le  deener hr  r t  d idn t

l ike what  I  found.  Obviously  the
brakes had issues, but I also
found: Spot welded floor pan
rena:rs a rntten tornr re box
noorlv natched over hitr rmen
based underseal  on the ins ide
of  the car  which h id a mul t i tude
of  s ins and around 500 holes
from sheet metal screws. lt was
leaking f lu ids,  the exhaust  was
blowing at  the mani fo lds and
the col lectors . , ,  the l is t  went  on
and  on .

At  that  pornL I  fe l t  l ike Tom
Hanks' character Walter Fielding
in the f i lm Money Pi t . . .  what  the
hell had I let myself in forr

r PART TWO of Matt's story
in the next Round Up
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