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Chapter One

It was long past bedtime on the
Ford farm. The Homestead was dark,
except for the oil lamp that glowed in
eleven-year-old Henry’s room. Henry
was up experimenting again at his se-
cret window workshop.

His mother’s voice came down
the hall. “Henry—you still up? ”

Henry quickly folded the col-
lapsible legs of the worktable cluttered
with disassembled windup toys and
shoved the whole thing under his bed.

He blew out the oil lamp and the
1



AR, LEEF T

o ARG —KREE, AA
n?% A B 18] 244 i kT i A
Fo THAXAWBTE P HYS
R E MK B,

W) FE MK TAETE k.
“FH, HREXEG?”

Al Rk AR TS I B

B, #FIFFLENEGEF R
EH#HAE T, ok X T ddrfo
B BT B RERE KT Y

2



Chapter One

lantern that kept his feet warm and
climbed in under the quilts. Farm
boys were supposed to be in bed ear-
ly. Farm work began before sunup.
Henry did not care for farm
work . He thought it was boring. Ev-
ery morning and every evening he
squatted on a milk stool. He leaned
into the side of one cow, then anoth-
er, and another. “ Cow,” Henry
would say, “someday somebody will
invent abetter way to get milk.”
- Henry hated plowing, too. He
spent long days plodding up one row
and down another, looking at the
back end of a horse. “Horse,” Henry
would say, “someday I will invent

3
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Chapter One

something that will make farm life
more fun.”

Henry loved mechanical things:
springs and gears and cogs and
wheels, things thal clicked and ticked
and turned. The Fords had a farm-
hand who liked to bring the children
treats. “What can T bring you from
Detroit? 7 their friend would ask .

“ Pepperminis!”  cried Henry’s
little sisters .

“Licorice whips!” cried Henry’s
little brothers.

“Clock wheels,” said Henry .

Back would come a bag of clock
wheels for Henry. It wasn’t long be-
fore Henry knew all about what made

5
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Chapter One

clocks tick and how to fix them when
they didn’t.

Every time Henry could manage
it, he went to Detroit himself. Some-
times he skated down the frozen River
Rouge and onto the Detroit River.
Sometimes he walked the whole eight
miles to visit the steamy trainyards,
shipyards, and boiler factories. Huff-
ing-puffing, clanging-banging Detroit .
Henry loved every bit of it. “Someday
I will go there to live,” he said.

One hot summer day in 1876,
Henry and his father were riding to
Detroit in the farm wagon. Suddenly
there was a huffing-puffing monster
heading straight toward them. It was

7
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Chapter One

a steam engine. Henry knew that.
Steam engines were used on the farm
to help with the harvesting. But those
engines were hauled to the fields by
horses. This one was a road-roller,
and it was lumbering down the road
all by itself. There wasn’t anything
pulling it.

Thirteen-year-old Henry  was
down off that wagon before his father
even knew what he was up to. A ma-
chine that could go down the road all
by itself was something to find out
about. That was the day Henry started
thinking about horseless riding ma-

chine—and he never stopped .
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Chapter Two

When he was sixteen, Henry went
to Detroit to live. There he got a job
with a company that made streetcars.
Soon Henry knew all about making
streetcars. ~ Now I've got to learn
about how things are made from met-
al,” Henry said. So he left the street-
car company and got a job at a
foundry that made everything from fire
hydrants to boat whistles out of brass
and iron. Next Henry went to the

Detroit Dry Dock Engine Works. The
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