
It has been anything but a quiet month around the ol’ Ragtime Ga-
rage.  The two worst things about Texas (July and August) elected to arrive 
early and include June in the annual clam bake.  Triple digit temps cer-
tainly take some of the pleasure out of car shows but we are a hearty 
group!  Fourteen NTVT birds arrived for the June Christian Cruiser’s car 
show.  Don’t recall what the temperature actually got up to but I do know 
five minutes after arrival, the Right Guard® surrendered and retreated to 
the bottoms of my shoes.  Dinner at Rosa’s little Mexican hot spot provided 
a welcome break.  Ever notice how heat seems to enhance the soothing 
qualities of adult beverages?  The live game of Frogger we pedestrians 
played to get across seven lanes of traffic worked up our appetites as well! 

How did we score?  Pretty dang Good!  The NTVT took the best 
club participation award and Doug Neal took best in his class.  Doug’s car 
has come along nicely these past couple years and looks terrific!  They 
even gave ol’ Prez a trinket.  Hope I did not forget anybody but Betsy most 
likely will send in a better accounting. 

The club participation awards are accumulating.  Perhaps we can 
apply for some government stimulus money to build a club house.  We 
need walls to hang this stuff on you know.  Don’t recommend a bond is-
sue….they want those bucks back! 

ALERT…ALERT….ALERT!  There is a new threat to Thunderbirds, 
children, pets and faint-hearted persons.  We all remember the recent past 
“Rat” episode experienced by a couple of our club members.  No names 
mentioned here, but if you can’t remember or are curious, call David or 
Tina Silva.  I think they can tell you all about it. 

Anyway…left for work the other morning at the usual “O-Dark-
Thirty”.  Certainly was enjoying the quite solitude of the commute when the 
pesky cell phone jangled my nerves (already?!).  Cindy was calling with a 
concern and a priority request for my agenda (somewhat edited).  Seems 
she had just padded barefoot into the tiled kitchen floor, flipped on the light 
and encountered a SNAKE!  OMG…the world is ending!  After several 
clarifications from the spirited play-by-play, apparently there had been 
quite a battle between one very excited Schnauzer, a frantic wife and a 
(thank-heavens-it-was-handy) meat cleaver.  The snake 
was…..dispatched.   

There were some very strong orders given regarding the immediate 
interruption of my life and livelihood to return, arm and defend the resi-
dence.  I’m thinking “If they are in the house, how many of those wriggly  
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rascals are also slithering up into my Thunderbird?!”   Well….The Department of Homeland Security 
wasn’t much interested but the neighborhood kids do like the bounty we now pay for snake heads.  
FYI, “Snake-be-Gone” can be purchased in 55 gallon barrels but it is expensive (The best deal is 
Costco’s four-drum pallet).  I have set two dozen rat traps around the Thunderbird.  However, I’m not 
sure if they work for snakes or what bait is appropriate.  On-line info is not clear. 

What kind of snake was it?  Wasn’t hardly enough left to tell.  Pretty sure it was either a Cop-
per Headed Water Rattler or a Moccasin Cobra.  I do know I have fished with larger worms.  Guard 
your Birds!  Don’t mess with my wife! 

Prez 
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Join us on Sunday, July 16, at 1:30 p.m. at Uncle Buck’s Restaurant near the Bass Pro Shop at Grapevine 

Mills, 2501 Bass Pro Dr # 100, Grapevine, TX 76051-2097 

We are switching the day for this meeting from our normal Saturday meeting to a Sunday in an effort to 
include some of our members who can’t make it to the Saturday meetings. Let Betsy McMahon know if you 
can come! 

Oh my, it was hot!  But we had 13 beautiful T-Birds of all ages lined up in a row at the June 18 Christian 
Classic Cruisers show in North Richland Hills.  Cars started arriving around 4:00, and everyone was there by 
6:00.  We polished up the cars, pulled out our canvas chairs and tried to find a shady spot to camp out.  Several 
other club members showed up to join us as we walked across the street to Rosa’s for casual Mexican food.  
President Dan did a “cliffs notes” version of a meeting at Rosa’s, which worked out great.  Justin Joseph (a 
hopeful new member) brought his wife’s black and red retro.  We introduced him at lunch and everyone did 
their best to make him feel welcome. 

It was fun to watch people go back and forth from year to year on our cars and ask questions about the dif-
ferences.  We also found a couple of T-Bird owners who expressed an interest in joining; several club applica-
tions were handed out. 

President Dan picked up the award on behalf of all of us for the most participants from a club.  He also 
won an individual class award.  Doug Neal (yes – he does still exist!) picked up an individual class award as 
well. 

Surprisingly, a few thunderclouds showed up that made us put tops and windows up, but nothing more 
than a few sprinkles came down.  It was a great show. 

Editor’s note: Thanks, Betsy for the article on the June outing. There couldn’t have been a better on-the-scene 
reporter! See pages 3 and 4 for the photos! 
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Editor’s note: Thanks to John Garfield for submitting this article.  

Many of you know that when I retired from Fort Worth I took a position with the City of Midlothian. I 
had two tasks when I started there, finalize reconstruction of the old jail into offices for my department and get 
the 1918 fire truck rebuilt. The city is on the edge of the Barnett Shale gas reserve. When drilling started, the 
City was creative in requiring closed loop drilling (a system of recovering the drillings and water to recycle the 
materials) instead of an open pit process. However, if gas drillers wanted to use the cheaper open pit process, 
they had to pay the city a $20,000 environmental fee. These fees were placed in an escrow account for city 
beautification and historic preservation. Using $48,000 from this fund, the City hired the Texas Fire Museum 
in Dallas to restore our original 1918 truck. (If you recall, the Club visited the facility a couple years ago and 
had a great crab fest with them.) 

The truck is believed to be built on a 1917 Model T “Runabout” chassis and shipped to Howe Fire Ap-
paratus Company who installed the water tank, three cylinder pump, hoses, ladder and siren and delivered the 
truck in 1918. Restoration included recreation of the original logo on the doors and actual gold leafing trim. 
Application of gold leafing today is a rare skill that few people know how to do and only one person at the mu-
seum can do this. Except for a possible motor replacement in the mid ‘20s or so, it is believed that all parts are 
original. There was some restoration work done in the ‘60s but not to the extent of what is being done today. 

Now, after two years of complete restoration from the frame up, the truck is almost ready for public 
display. Besides returning it to original factory condition, the Association replaced many incorrect parts, re-
built the engine, transmission and three cylinder water pump. Subject to a few minor finishing touches, the 
truck is ready for service. I had hoped to have it ready for the Yellow Rose show this summer but I don’t think 
we can make the sign up and guarantee we can have it there so we will shoot for next year for sure.  

My next goal will be to learn how to drive it when we get it back. 
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Our family’s neighborhood auto repair business lasted into the 1950’s.  Even though it had always been 

a thriving concern, time and relentless urbanization forced a change.  The grandparents were now retirement 
age and looking forward to queuing up down in God’s holding tank, Florida (isn’t that the law?).  In addition, 
Columbus (IN) had expanded to the point where this rather dowdy looking auto shop was now located smack 
dab in the middle of a prime business district.  The property could be better utilized.  So, granddad held a 
“going out of business sale”.  To create retirement income he tore down the garage and built a modern gasoline 
station, a beauty shop, a franchised hamburger restaurant and leased them out.  For the first time in their lives, 
the sons had to change their place of employment.  My Uncle Glen took over the newly built filling station.  
Dad did not know how to fix hair and had no desire to flip burgers, so he went looking elsewhere (I’m so 
glad). 

 Arvin Industries was a local manufacturer of auto components and a long time supplier to The Ford 
Motor Company.  Exhaust systems were a main product.  Ford would provide a future model vehicle and the 
engineers at Arvin would design the exhaust system to fit.  Dad secured a position in the Arvin research lab as 
a technician.  His job was to bend the tubes to specifications and install them on the vehicles.  Next, sound 
tests were performed both on a dynamometer and on the road.  Similar to musical instruments, exhaust systems 
must be “tuned”.  The identity of these future vehicles was protected in one of two ways.  One method was to 
install a previous body style on next year’s floor pan, frame and power train.  The other was to take a prototype 
vehicle and crudely hack/rivet/weld on some other fenders and sheet metal pieces to hide the true form.  I re-
member some of those cars being so ugly; Fred Sanford the junkman would have winced. 

 In 1962 I was suffering through a raging case of pimples and hot desires.  The pimples I was dealing 
with… but the hot desires flared out of control every time a new car passed (and you were thinking?).  The big 
block Chevys, Pontiacs and MoPars were fast but short on sleek.  But the Thunderbird…now that was the 
Prom Queen (OK you win)!  New cars, especially Thunderbirds, were out of our budget so all I could do was 
drool.  My paper route passed the Ford dealership so I mopped my chin daily.  Such torture. 

 That fall, Dad did add a vehicle to the family fleet.  It was far from new and it wasn’t a Thunderbird.  
When this drab looking ’57 Ford Fairlane 500 drop-top pulled up in front, I had…concerns.  Faded gunmetal 
gray wasn’t a favorite color.  The black top was a bit ragged.  Most of the exhaust had fallen by the wayside 
during its too many miles of experience.  Pop saw potential.  I saw, convertible or not, little enhancement to 
my “cool factor”.  I was not yet driving age.  There was time. 

 During the winter, while my grandparents took their dutiful place in the sunny south, Dad and I bor-
rowed their temporarily unused attached garage to put a little pizzazz back into the old Ford.  An engine over-
haul, dual exhaust with glass packs, two-tone red/white paint, seat covers and a gleaming new white top cer-
tainly rocketed the curb appeal.   My “cool factor” perked up a bit as well.  The car was now more than accept-
able.  More importantly, it wound up being the very vehicle that facilitated acquisition of my driver’s license 
(loud fanfare)!   In retrospect, this project was indeed a milestone in my life.  Not just the driver’s license but 
because Dad and I spent lots of time together.  The process of transferring his mechanical skills to me had be-
gun.  And…even though I was a teenager…I had to admit, if only to myself, my dad was smart and really 
knew his stuff, especially about cars (the older I got, the smarter he became). 

 Oh what fun it was to ride with the top down all the way (my apologies to whom ever wrote Jingle 
Bells)!  Nice car, good times.  I take total responsibility for my mother’s hair turning prematurely white.  I was 
proud of the car, kept it shined up, enjoyed it to the max, but…it only temporarily diverted my attention from 
Thunderbirds. 

 One bright sunshiny Sunday morning, I roared in the church parking lot a little early and parked in a  
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strategic spot.  Hey! You gotta do your “cool thing” and be seen, even at church you know!  Besides, I hadn’t heard 
the sermon regarding vanity yet.  Then it happened.  Lynn, two years older than I, came gliding up in a brand new 
’65 T-Bird convertible!  He parked next to my Fairlane and waited for his mother to exit.  As she walked away, he 
hit the switch.  I witnessed for the first time, the world’s finest convertible top mechanism in action.  The sym-
phonic ballet of the hydraulic trunk lid, the flipper panel and the disappearing top was mesmerizing.  I had always 
liked Thunderbirds but I had not known the convertibles “could do that”!  The tonneau cover with the swooped 
headrests made that beauty sleeker than a girdle trussed…well.  His car was fire engine red with sparkling wire 
wheels.  I was deep green and melting.  The final dart through my heart was when he got out to “check” the sequen-
tial turn signals.  I was indelibly imprinted, in love and permanently afflicted with the Bird Flu.  I do not think the 
sermon that Sunday was about vanity, lust, or envy.  Even if it had been, I would not have heard.  My mind was too 
clogged with vanity, lust and envy. 

Back about 1959 or ’60 dad had once again been in need of a job.  Arvin’s arrangement with Ford changed to 
where only the parts were supplied, not the development.  Therefore, the research lab was closed.  To make a long 
story short, he eventually opened up his own neighborhood auto repair shop.  This was fortunate for me.  During 
my high school years I was dad’s only help.  Some days I was more hindrance than help, but I certainly learned a 
lot about cars.  This experience also firmly launched my own career.  The gratitude I have for my father’s time, pa-
tience and encouragement is beyond expression. 

I was perfectly happy turning wrenches.  Good enough for dad, good enough for me.  However, parents inherently 
have grand aspirations for their children.  I was encouraged to head off to college to really “make something of my-
self”.  I departed not only for college, but into my own life’s journey as well.   The complexity of adulthood hur-
riedly swept me away and I never returned to work in the neighborhood garage again.  During this transitional pe-
riod of Grand Overwhelming Serious Happenings (GOSH), the idea of ever owning a Thunderbird stayed warm but 
was moved to the very back burner on the priority list. 

Fast forward to 1970.  I’m married, have a son of my own, and working as an auto technician at a Brand X new car 
dealership in Attica, Indiana (yes, it would take another multi-part series to explain how all this came about).  One 
hot, dog-day summer afternoon when the garage bay doors were all open, a car pulled up behind my stall.  I came 
out from under the hood to see “what now?!”  My heart be still!  It was the sales manager, George, in a freshly 
painted, royal blue ’63 Thunderbird convertible.  This “lady” is wearing a gleaming new white top as tiara.  And 
then it happens…again.  George hits the switch.   The choreography of the world’s finest convertible top mecha-
nism “stokes my coals” anew! 

George tossed me the keys and said, “I just traded for this.  Give her the once over.  If it needs anything other than 
the usual, let me know.  Park it out front when you’re done.  We shouldn’t have any trouble selling this one.” 

My mind backed up to my first “T-Bird topless exposure” that sunny Sunday morning in 1965.  My voice backed 
up little further.  “What ya askin’?” I squeaked. 

“Well…we’ll mark $1495 on the windshield and probably end up taking a couple hundred less.” 

“Well…I think you just sold it,” was my very nervous reply. 

Newly married and just starting out in life, I still couldn’t afford it but I put a shaky signature on some papers 
(financed every dollar), and drove her home that evening.  That was about 34 years ago.  Had my wife Cindy really 
shot me that day, received 20 years for almost justifiable homicide, she would have been a free woman for the past 
14 years already (see, I told you this story was about a ‘63 Thunderbird convertible)! 

 

Next Time: 

Part Three:  Full Flight! 
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The Chick Car 
Have you guys ever seen a lady who was so beautiful that you just had to get closer? I’ll admit that I have. 

It was back in 2002. I admired this particular sweetheart as soon as I saw her. I had even gotten up-close, 
looked her over from top to bottom and loved what I saw. She was gorgeous, a classic beauty. That was only 
viewing her surface perfection. I couldn’t know more because she was another man’s lady. Besides, I had my 
own I was happy with. My lady was just as lovely and only two years older. But after all I am a man and, as 
you guys know, one is never enough. You always want more, especially if she’s that good looking. I was in 
love with her, but she wasn’t available.  

Okay, I know what you’re thinking. But you started thinking before I finished my story. She’s not a 
woman; she’s a car. Not just any car, she’s a 1966 beauty—a Thunderbird at that. But the truth is, I was per-
fectly satisfied with my Raven Black 1964 Thunderbird convertible and wasn’t interested in buying another 
antique car. After all, the ‘64 had taken a lot of literal blood, sweat and tears for me to get it up to national-
level show standards and I wasn’t finished improving it. Besides, it was already a consistent trophy winner at 
national, area and local shows. But then this magnificent 1966 beauty became available. She was the very one 
I fell in love with earlier. I was familiar with her since she belonged to a fellow Space Coast Thunderbird Club 
member and I had admired her from afar many times. She was all-original, the way I like my Birds, and in 
great condition. When she was first offered for sale, the price was reasonable, but not enough for me to be-
come seriously interested. And like I said, I didn’t think I was ready for a second antique car. But I watched 
the ‘for sale’ ads in the T-Bird Club’s newsletter for about six months and saw the price gradually fall until I 
felt like it was too good to pass up, so I called the seller at his home in Lake Mary, Florida. His reason for sell-
ing was that he was getting a new 
2002 Retro Bird, already had a new 
Lexus, and only had room in his ga-
rage for those two (if it had been me, I 
would have dumped the Lexus). He 
also said she was still available and 
that he had just dropped the price 
again. That was too much for my sales 
resistance, so I arranged to look her 
over one more time and test drive her 
the next day. Needless to say, I bought 
her on the spot. I always liked T-Birds 
and now I had two of them! 

Let me tell you about her. Her un-
blemished Town Landau body is painted Tahoe Turquoise. Her white vinyl top sets the turquoise off nicely. 
Her original turquoise interior matches the exterior nicely. She has the best options; air conditioning, 8-Track, 
overhead console, deluxe hubcaps, power everything. Then there is the chrome—about as good as the day she 
rolled out of the showroom.  

I drove her the 70 miles from Lake Mary to our home in Rockledge, Florida with my wife Donna and Emi-
lie, our 10-year-old granddaughter, following behind. Our 8-year-old grandson Chris was with me in the Bird. 
The trip was smooth and she responded exactly like the sports luxury vehicle she was designed to be. I was 
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thrilled with MY new acquisition. Unknown to me, that thrill was being duplicated in the car following me. I 
pulled into my driveway and before I knew it, three pink flamingo beanie babies were perched inside – a regu-
lar beanie-sized one on the instrument panel, a smaller one 
hanging from the rearview mirror and a bigger one sitting 
proudly in the back seat on the arm rest. Donna was 
thrilled with HER new acquisition and had marked her ter-
ritory. Her only explanation: “This is a chick car. It’s MY 
car.” That was her story then and that’s what it is today. 
Even Emilie was in the ‘chick car’ mode as soon as the 
drive to Rockledge started, when she stated to Donna: “I 
want that car when I’m 16”. By the way, Emilie is now 18 
and has yet to get this chick car-- maybe never.  

I always liked T-Birds but evidently I still only have 
one of them! Donna has the chick car. 

�
 



The companies below are know by NTVT to provide excellent service and products 
and have been loyal supporters of the club. We encourage  

all T-Birders and classic car enthusiasts to support these companies.  
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QUALITY LIFTS 

 FOR THE HOME 

   AND HOBBY  

      MARKET 

     877-774-5438 

    www.qualitylifts.com 
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*Sunday, Jul 16—12 noon, Uncle Buck’s Restaurant, Grapevine Mills 

*Aug 13—Yellow Rose Car Show, Ft. Worth @ 10:00; lunch after 
(note the corrected date!) 

*Sep 17—Cruisin’ for a Cure Car Show, Ft. Worth 

*Oct 15—Doug Neal’s Shop 

*Dec—Date TBA; Christmas Party @ Humperdinks in Arlington. 

*Regular Monthly Club Meetings/Activity 

Member Dominic Zanella recently 
received a “First in Class” award at the 
Third Annual Bowie Days Car Show in 
Bowie, TX for his 1988 Thunderbird 
Turbo Coupe . The show was held on 
June 25th. Congratulations, Dom! 
Great way to represent NTVT! 
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Don’t forget to get your registration for the September 17th 

Cruisin’ for a Cure Car Show registration form and $25 entry fee in to 
Tom Ossorio by July 31st. You may bring the form (emailed earlier or 
available at their website: www.cowtowncruisinforacure.org ) to the 
July meeting or mail directly to  

Tom Ossorio 

1619 Caplin Drive 

Arlington, Texas 76018. 

Last year we had a great turn-out and we expect even more birds to 
participate this year. Don’t miss out on the fun! 


