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JOE’S OLD LADY 
 
 My husband has another woman.  Like most women I’m jealous, especially since he 

flaunts this woman and keeps her in our house.  He spends more money on her than he 

does on me, and we won’t discuss the amount of time they spend together.  This woman is 

graceful and beautiful and ageless as I’ll never be.  Yet she stays and I seldom complain.  

She’s a 1923 Model-T Ford; I call her Joe’s Old Lady. 

 Fifteen years she’s been with us.  Joe brought her from Crestview, a black widow 

hiding under a veil of post-depression dust.  I didn’t know she’d be so beautiful or stay so 

long.  He’d promised me that after six months she’d be out of “my” garage, the garage with 

the electronic door that I valued so much.  For fifteen years my own assortment of cars has 

faded in the sun while this beauty gleams blacker than ever.  For fifteen years I’ve run 

through soaking rains, arms loaded with children and groceries, while “she” sits snugly 

sheltered.  For fifteen years I’ve complained very little.  I suspect it shall be so for fifteen 

more.   

 It hasn’t really been all bad.  I do know where my husband is in those wee morning 

hours.  Polish in his hands, spotlight over his shoulder, he gives her a final buff before a 

show.  Of course I’m included at these events.  I get to sit passively in a lawn chair beside 

him as the judges inspect every detail and other entrants come by to exchange “oohs” and 

“ahs” over “original” or “modified.”  I’m a lucky woman, indeed. 

 



 I even get invited to ride with him in parades, and sometimes on Sundays we put on 

a special hat and tour the neighborhood.  The children love the “oogah” horn and run 

beside us waving as we drive through their street.  Many people only know us as the “Man 

with the old car.”  The Old Lady spits and shimmies, a prissy old thing she is, almost 

seeming to be indignant to the fact that I’m aboard. 

 Perhaps I’m the one who should feel the indignation.  She’s constantly in my way.  

When I’m unloading from shopping, I must squeeze past her to get to the garage door, our 

favorite entrance.  It’s very difficult to get a wet and cold body laden with packages 

through that opening without banging “her highness” at least slightly.  “Did you hit my car 

again” rings out from the house.  “No,” I reply as I stick my tongue out at the wicked little 

wretch.  Indignant am I?  Maybe, but just a little. 

 Sometimes I open the garage door late at night and peek out to see if the old girl 

may have mysteriously disappeared.  (Doesn’t anyone steal cars anymore?)  But there she 

is, showy even in the evening when I look like an unmade bed.  I’ll have to admit that she 

has me beat.  Not many women could endure that kind of competition.  I think I know 

better than to threaten with “It’s her or me,” so I close the door, and take comfort in the fact 

that “she’s” in the garage and he’s in his own bed.  I am resolved at last to live with Joe’s 

Old Lady. 
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