FIRST LOOK: HOT NEW FERRARI 348 SPIDER!
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SIIO 'I'AIIRllS
WAGON!

The fastest, leanest, meanest,
and best station wagon
Ford ever built!

Cadillac STS. Mercedes 600SL. Superfast RX-7

|| uﬂ: Paris to Peking in a Jeep Grand Cherokee.
Detroit Auto Show. Eagle Vision TSi road test.
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Ford Taurus SHO Wagon

The Billy Wagon

Strong as hog’s breath, our one-of-a-kind hauler
amazes Little Leaguers. Sorry, you can’t have one.

BY JOHN PHILLIPS

ar and Driver has a long and
‘ volatile history of assembling
one-of-a-kind Boss Wagons, the

word “Boss™ in the late 1960s meaning
today roughly what the expression “way
cool™ portends, or, if you're Bill or Ted,
“Most excellent, dude.”

We began in 1966 with Boss Wagon
I. a Plymouth Fury on which Navy fight-
ers could have landed, followed by a
455-cubic-inch Olds Vista-Bruiser that
went 120 mph, which was, trust us, a
novelty in 1968. Those two were out-
engineered by surprisingly eco-trendy
Boss Wagons III and IV: a Volvo 265DL
turbocharged to spit out 200 hp and a
1981 Benz 300TD that collided on
Michigan Route 14 with a 24-inch RCA
television set, a TV smash-hit special.

So when we decided to pursue the
still-warm trail of America’s best-known
outlaw, we needed an American outlaw
wagon—a Millennium Taurus, maybe—
that could carry two duffel bags, one ice
chest, ten days of winter clothes, a car
cover, two sleeping bags, one air mat-
tress. one 75-pound Siberian husky (plus
attendant Alpo). 22 history books on
Billy the Kid. and 26 pounds of cameras
and tripods. At 130 mph.

A Taurus SHO wagon, with its 220-
hp bundle-of-snakes Yamaha engine,
seemed the ticket. And after Ford came

up with a four-speed automatic that it
trusted in the face of 215 pound-feet of
torque, voila, the die was cast. So here is
our arrest-me-red Boss Wagon V, ak.a.
the Billy Wagon.

As it turns out (why don’t we ever
learn?), transplanting the engine and
driveline from a SHO automatic was no
overnight lark with a six-pack of Bud in
the neighbor’s garage. What chiefly wor-
ried Ford's engineers (we, ah, hadn’t
actually thought of it) was the wagon’s
torsional rigidity. Ford’s guys thus
welded reinforcing plates in the front
wheelhouses, on the floor near the D-pil-
lars, at the tops of the C-pillars, and in
vital wheel-well locations. According to
a computer, this made our Billy Wagon
30-percent stiffer than anything you'll
find in Ford showrooms, not counting
Cal Worthington’s leisure suit.

Pumping up the suspension was
somewhat simpler, tuning it somewhat
trickier. SHO front struts were installed,
a unique 23mm front anti-roll bar was
fitted, and a 15Smm rear bar (2mm fatter
than the standard wagon issue) was put
to work. Because the wagon might be
used for heavy hauling (Ford perhaps
misunderstood our definition of “haul-
ing”), a unigue transmission cooler was
added. But, ironically, to get the handling
to mimic the automatic sedan’s, low-load
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springs proved most appropriate, and the
wagon’s dead-stock rear shocks worked
like warm cocoa butter.

Inside, the SHO sedan’s unique
leather buckets, center console, and
instrument panel slid neatly into place.
Outside, artisans fabricated SHO-like
side cladding, a fiberglass rear bumper
cover, and a handmade front fascia—a
clone of the 1993 SHO sedan’s. Because
we kept mumbling things like. “130 mph
would be neat,” the roof rack was
pitched in the dumpster, and the whole
wagon was slathered with SHO-only
crimson clearcoat, which everyone
knows is good for, say, 11 mph. To this
we added the SHO's proprietary
Cuisinart alloy wheels and a set of Eagle
GAs. No civilians have asked if we use
this wagon to haul golf clubs, potted
plants, or Girl Scouts.

In fact, the most common query dur-
ing fuel-ups is, “Is this what I think it is?"

To which we simply point to the dual
exhausts. (We are so cool.)

Throughout this jiggery-pokery. only
one wagon ftrait refuses to comply with
SHO business. The sixteen-gallon tank,
mated to the SHO's gauge, says it’s dry
after only twelve gallons have been swal-
lowed—a drag in the New Mexican out-
back.

Under wide-open throttle, the SHO
wagon shifts (at 6700 rpm) more slickly
than a pre-inaugural Bill Clinton. and the
transmission is programmed with hair-
trigger precision to lunge from fourth to
third if your right loafer so much as
twitches. A small annoyance.

Ride and handling are close to the
SHO automatic sedan’s, if slightly more
supple. This explains why I had no trou-
ble covering 780 miles one day from
Hereford, Texas, to St. Louis and had the
grits thereafter to go looking for a nonex-
istent Steak and Ale.







