How I Happened to Get a Model “A”  (Part One of Two)

By Dan Foulk

As long as I can remember, I have had an interest in old things, even Shelby is a couple of years older than me, so at least I am consistent.  I can remember when the old crank telephones were replaced by dial telephones in my hometown of Jonesville, Michigan.  I had a fairly sizeable collection of the old crank telephones, eventually, my Dad made me take them to the dump.  I bought an old crank telephone on the latest CCRG tour, ‘oh to have those old phones back’!  My Grandmother was an antique dealer, and she used to take me on her forages through the country, she called it “Antiquing”.  I can distinctly remember her joy at finding an old cylinder type Victrola in someone’s attic.  She carefully instructed me to not express too much joy at the find, least the owner would know that it was worth something, and we would end up paying too much for it.  I don’t remember what she paid, but probably around five dollars.  Grandma used to make a decent living “Antiquing”; she would often buy complete households.  She would then auction off the newer stuff and take the antiques to her shop, and sell them there.  Old Oak furniture was considered junk, and often Grandma would chop up an old Oak wardrobe, or Oak secretary, and use it for kindling wood.  The small town where I was raised is about 100 miles due West of Detroit.  When I lived in Michigan, the automobile was king, and everyone drove American cars, there was no other choice.  Our small town was supported primarily by supplying parts to the automotive industry.  I can remember a trip to Dearborn, Michigan with my parents, to visit Greenfield Village, and Henry Ford Museum.  I think it may have been about 1953, because I think we drove to Dearborn in our “53” Ford (My Dad only ever had two Fords while I knew him, a “53”, and a “59”, after the “59”, Dad pretty much hated Fords!), I would have been 11.  We attempted to do the entire complex in one day.  Greenfield Village has all kinds of interesting things, Thomas Edison’s laboratory (He and Henry Ford were great friends), the chair that Abraham Lincoln was assinated in, and lots of other stuff.  Henry Ford museum was toward the latter part of the day, I was absolutely fascinated there.  I can remember seeing all kinds of old cars, of course old cars then are really old now!  I can remember seeing Model “T” cutaways, where the car would be split right down the middle, so you could see what the insides of the cars looked like.  As I remember it, it was dark when we left, and I didn’t want to leave.  I can remember thinking about that museum for months, they even had antique underwear in there!

Well, I have set the stage for my interest in old cars, and as luck would have it, a Model “A” pickup, you can read all about how I happened to get one in next months Sparton News.

