
The cockpit fits everybody. How is this
possible? Dunno. It’s just one of those
qualities that mark special cars. And the
details all around seem so precise, so
securely fastened down, so technical in
nature. Look at the charcoal wrapping
around the instrument cluster, checkered
like a fine gunstock to eliminate glare. The
same material covers the front of the
shifter so your fingers don’t slip. The dials
have low-reflection metallic faces, more
of the technical look. At night the needles
and numbers go red. It’s a uniform red
across all dials and gauges, the radio, and
the HVAC controls. Amazing. Nobody else
in all the car world gets night illumination
more uniform, and more perfectly con-
trolled by the dimmer, than Acura does in
the RSX.

Look at—no—reach for the fat-
rimmed wheel just the right distance away,
so perfectly shaped for hooking your

thumbs over the spokes. “Drive,” it says.
First impression once under way: This

is a machine. The controls snick so easily,
with no friction, and no slop. And some-
thing more subtle: no flex. Levers and
knobs go where you tell them to, exactly,
then they stop. No overtravel. You’re in
control. You drive with your fingertips.
Like a safecracker, you get messages back
from the unseen mechanisms beyond.

The engine whirs. Very unusual. It
whirs up and down with the angle of your
Reebok. It’s captivating. So smooth. So
refined. So loud, too. Maybe a bit less
would be better.

The whir turns to controlled anger
when the needle swings past 6000 rpm.
And the messages come back through the
fingertips at 56K. Fast forward! Only two
liters, but they’re all business. The other
coupes drop back in the mirrors. Zero to
60 rips off in 6.3 seconds, on the way to a

remarkable 94 mph in the quarter-mile.
This engine is more flexible than the
Toyota’s. It has broader shoulders in its
torque curve. You needn’t work the lever
so feverishly to keep it happy. And it’s
never so raucous in its cry. The Acura
knows how to act.

Well, most of the time. Textured road
surfaces send up an amazing amount of
thrumming drone through the structure.
Too much. Way too much. The suspension
has lots of shock control, too, which makes
it notably abrupt over bumps. Very
sporting. After enough miles, very tedious,
too.

Then you come to the twisty section,
and you fall in love all over again. The
controls always stay light and quick, even
at the limit. Think of a scalpel for carving
up the road. A precision blade. You pro-
vide the skill. This Acura RSX Type-S is
sharp.

MAY 2002 65

nufserutaef
LLAREVOotdna tifdna-ogrerevird-snart

engine mission brakes handling ride comfort nomics amenities finish styling value drive RATING*

ACURA 9 10 9 9 8 9 9 6 9 9 9 9 93
RSX TYPE-S

HYUNDAI 8 7 8 8 8 8 8 4 7 8 9 8 85
TIBURON GT V-6

MITSUBISHI 8 8 8 8 9 8 8 7 8 7 8 8 86
ECLIPSE GTS

TOYOTA 6 8 9 9 8 8 8 5 8 9 7 8 86
CELICA GT-S

VW NEW BEETLE 7 8 8 7 8 9 7 10 9 6 8 7 82
TURBO S

HOW IT WORKS: Editors rate vehicles from 1 to 10 (10 being best) in each category, then scores are collected and averaged, resu lting in the numbers shown above.
* The overall rating is not the total of those numbers. Rather, it is an independent judgment (on a 1-to-100 scale) that includes

other factors—even personal preferences—not easily categorized.
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