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t was arelic; The oldest car in town. Mom
‘prayctl for a new one. But my father said, “No.
. This one runs like a clock”

Actually it ran like a clock that had to be
constantly repaired.

A new muffler every year. Unending trouble
with the transmission. The brake linings. The
carburetor. Even the uphol';tery was shot. My
sister Ginny called it “Clarke’s Clunker.

A new car. It seemed possible only in the far
distant future. Because Dad had six kids and a
house to take care of, But without saying a word
about it, he joined the Payroll Savings Plan at
work. And started buying Umled States Savings
Bonds every week.

Then one morning in the fall, he got up early
and left w:tht)ut saying where he was going. We

still !ml.md the brenldast table when he

]lght blue. My mother thought it was

d ever seen. And it was
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