P That Old Model T

As 1 sit here in my good old chair

And all those big cars see

It takes me back when I lived in a shack
And | drove that Model T

My neighbour had an old Ford car

He never drove no more,

The top was gone, the tires bald

And no handles on the door

So I went over there one day

My neighbour for to see

For twenty dollars and an old horse collar
1 bought that Model T
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On a Satur niht the work was done
Some of the ho and m

Get a gallon of wine and a bottl

And cranl up that Model 'l

And stay up all the night

We'd dreink that brew and have
Sometimes we'd ve a feht

We wouldn't pet home G the

Butl we waore happy and 1

If woe hod o Oat we didn't worrs

I eranked her up and drove her home we'd | I I "
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And I pulled it up to the door

| saw my mother shake her head
And I know my father swore

My sisters and my brothers

I cranked up that old Ford one n
And 1 headed Into town

They came running out with glee I thought I'd have a little fun

But I just sat there like a king

In that old Model T *\'.PH!III' neiphboud r ol ot
i e ran in front ol mi

When we hit she splattered it

ALl over that Model 1

st chasing thi irl iraounda

I used 1o take my girl out driving
In that old Maodel T
And drive her around with the old tup down

When T got married Torty
I drove thal Model 71
Through a fool of sni
Where o bridi

Woe woent to the ¢hui

Till we came 1o a shady tre

Ye'd sit and park till it got dark

And you could no longer see

Then I'd drive her home by the light of the
IO

In that old Model T

Then 1 paid the pastor hi

Aned we tonk off on

In that old Maod I

ou can havi i fand
With eolour of vellow and
But | wouldn't give th
For anvy that I have seen
And maybe someday nol far of
When the gas pel carce you'l
YOu will have to trade that big
And o bock to the Model T
Patrick Whalen
R.R. #4
Tweed, Ont,




