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A Post Card Poem

g little spark, a little coil,

A little gas, a little oil,
A piece of tin, a two-inch board—
Put them together and you have a Ford.

% he rattles down the dusty lane,
With brass lamps glowing in the rain,
A hand-throttle singing on the wheel,
And wood-spoke tires of iron-and-steel

| That Dear Old Flivver |

I] rom nineteen-eight to twenty-eight,

% he climbs the hill on backward gear, She rolled across every single state,
When forward fails the mountaineer, On grgvel roads and prairie tracks,
The radiator boiling bright, Carrying dreams upon her back—
A wheezing marvel of her light Black as night and built to last,

The tin Lizzie that moved the past

Engine Work ».

1]— Model T —- Post Card Poem
4]— I Did It— Engine Work
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2 Board Meeting 4 |Did It
5]— Events —- Coil Day & Midnight Madness 6 Coach House 8 Model T Tips
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9]— News Flash —- Milwaukee Leader Reports 11 Edsel Ford Says 11 Recipe

12 Committee Chairs



