MONTHLY

MECHANICS AND HAN

Moo

 Push-Button Awnings

25¢ JuTe o . * PAGE176

How TV Will
Take You to
Conventions

PAGE 136

WILBUR SHAW HAILS OLDSMOBILE’S "MAGIC LIGHTS’ rac 89



Ry QuLeo

Gus Warms Up

%a

|68 POPULAR SCIENCE

Road Racer

A little English sports car with a bee under its

bhonnet breaks up Gus’s quiet Sunday morning.

By Martin Bunn

HE knocking on the door sounded far away, coming

from some remote corner of a dream. Gus Wilson
rolled over and buried his head in the pillow, but the
knocks came again, insistent and louder. Gus struggled
to a sitting position and squinted at the old alarm clock
by his bed. It was seven a.m. and Sunday.




“Come back this afternoon!” he called out.

“It’s urgent.”

Gus groaned. “Okay, okay. Just a sec-
ond.”

He muttered his way into a beat-up bath-
robe, slid his feet into slippers and scuffed
to the door. A big man with a fiery red
mustache stood in the hallway.

Race Driver Tells Tale of Woe

“T say, I'm terribly sorry to disturb you
at this beastly hour, Mr. Wilson, but I'm in
a bit of a fix!”

Gus blinked, and wondered foggily what
an Englishman was doing at his door.

“C'mon in.” He motioned him to a chair
and plugged in the hot plate.

“Coffeer”

“Thank you, no. C.T.V. Pinkerton is my
name. Evervone I spoke to in town recom-
mended your work. You see, the sports-car
races up at Wicker Creek Road start in just
two hours, and my MG is acting strangely.
Mr. Wilson, money is no consideration. I'll

e
“Please help us!” the girl pleaded.

"My brother, he’s been hurt—’

2

pay whatever vou ask. I just jolly well don’t
want to miss that race!”

Gus was feeling a little better as he
sipped a cup of coffee. “Well, let me get
my clothes on and we’ll have a look. What
time did you say the race starts?”

“The race itself begins at 10. But quali-
fying trials start at nine, and they’re part
of the entry requirements.”

Not quite two hours, and Wicker Creek
Road was 15 miles north of town. Gus
dressed hurriedly and they went downstairs.

Gus Admires a Rakish Roadster

The brilliant red MG squatted low at the
curb. It was an older model, a TC, and its
jaunty length of hood, spoke wheels and
continental flavor were something to admire.
Gus lifted one side of the hood.

“What seems to be wrong, Mr. Pinkerton?”

“Well, while I was driving slowly through
a small town south of here, she started spit-
ting and missing. The beggar acted cold,
and actually was running warm!” Pinkerton
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started the engine, and the exhaust rumbled
smoothly.

“Now listen to that, will you? She runs
fine now. That’s the way it’s been going.
Good one moment, bad the next.”

Gus checked the plug leads, the distribu-
tor connections and didn’t find anything
loose. On the other side, he studied the twin
carburetors.

“All I've found so far is a small radiator-
hose leak. When was the last time you had
the carbs cleaned and adjusted?”

“Just the day before yesterday. Tried a
spare set of plugs, too. No improvement.”

“Okay. Let’s take her down to the shop.”

Mr. Pinkerton Steps On the Gas

They drove to the Model Garage and be-
fore long Gus was reading dials on the en-
gine tester. There was nothing abnormal.

“Look at that. The vacuum gauge shows
21 inches of mercury. That's good in any
language. So, with time short, all we can
do now is take her out on the road. Just
drive as you did last night.”

“Rightol”

At the edge of town, Pinkerton began
stepping hard on the accelerator. Gus
watched the needle slide up until it hung
on the upper lip of 80.

“How fast do you turn a racing course,
Mr. Pinkerton?”

“Depends. I understand it’s a two-and-a-
half-mile course at Wicker Creek. I should
judge about two minutes or so. The hotter
machines, Jaguars and Allards, for example,
do it in much less.”

Gus pictured the narrow twisting little
road that circled the picnic grounds.

“That fast?”

“Oh yes. These beggars hang on in the
corners like footprints in soft asphalt. Allow
me to demonstrate.”

Gus grabbed his seat and tried not to
believe the turn he saw cutting sharply to
the right.

Pinkerton twisted the wheel, the tires be-
gan to scream and the car leaned slightly.
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Gus waited for the inevitable loss of con-
trol, the spin—but the MG hung on and
stayed with it like Grandma LuLu Belle out
for a 15-mile-an-hour drive in her Teaboiler
Eight.

Gus Hangs On for Dear Life

The Englishman’s luxuriant mustache blew
about wildly in the windstream as he turned
to observe Gus’s reaction. “See?”

Gus didn’t attempt a reply. He kept a
deathlike grip on the seat as they sped
through several more turns. The engine
didn’t change a note.

“It's making a blinking liar out of me!”

The road led steeply down to another
turn before rising over the next hill. Off
the road, beyond the sharpness of the turn,
was another MG, wrapped around a tree. . .

“I say!” Pinkerton squealed to a stop.

A girl was trying to move the driver from
behind the wheel, crying as she tugged at
the unconscious man. Then she caught
sight of them and ran toward the car.
“Please help us!” she pleaded. “My brother,
he’s been hurt—"

Aid for a Damsel in Distress

Pinkerton lent a hand, and when they got
him on the grass, looked him over carefully.

“Nasty rap on the head. We should get
him to a hospital right away.”

“How’d it happen?” Gus asked the girl.

“Some fool forced us off the road. Wish
I had his number. Bob tried to avoid him
and—" She broke down again.

“Look, miss, get in my car. In the center
on the drive shaft. We’ll carry your brother
over, put him in the seat, and you hold him
as steady as you can.”

“Hold on,” Gus put in. “I'm not so sure
we should move this man at all. We’d better
go get a doctor and an ambulance.”

With an obvious effort at control, the girl
turned to Gus. “Please, please,” she begged.
“Let’s not waste time—let’s get him to a
hospital as fast as we can.”

[Continued on page 219]



Gus Warms Up a Road Racer
(Continued from page 170)

“I'll drive carefully, old boy,” Pinkerton
added. “And the delay might be dangerous
too, vou know.”

Against his better judgment, Gus gave in.

They eased the injured man into the car.
Gus unsnapped the cover over the luggage
deck and kneeled sideways in the narrow
space. Pinkerton turned the car around and
started back toward town.

Gus Gets an Idea

“You were on your way to compete in the
races?” Pinkerton asked the girl.

“Yes. We were headed there when the
accident happened. My name is Lindy Wal-
ton. . . Can’t we hurry?”

Pinkerton let it out gradually to 60 and
held it there. Gus leaned low over the back
of the seat and concentrated on the instru-
ment panel. Oil pressure, 30 pounds. Tem-
perature, 174°. Oil pressure, temperature.
... All of a sudden he had an idea.

The familiar brick walls of the hospital
came into view. Pinkerton rolled to a stop
at the emergency entrance and they carried
the injured man inside.

The nurse checked the pupils of his eyes
and his pulse while Lindy explained what
had happened. Then two attendants wheeled
him down the hall.

Nurse’s Report Comforts Lindy

“Dr. Barton will look him over right
away.” Thé nurse put a reassuring hand on
the girl’s arm. “I'm pretty sure he’s not seri-
ously hurt. We'd better have the doctor
check you over too, young lady. Meanwhile,
try to relax. It won’t be long.”

Gus and Pinkerton sat with Lindy in tense
silence as the wall clock measured the slow
minutes. Then footsteps along the corridor,
and Dr. Barton, white-haired and brisk,
walked in. “He's all right—just shaken up.
Better leave him here for a few days.” He

smiled at Lindy. “Your brother has come !

around and he seems quite concerned about |

something—you’ll probably understand. He
said, ‘Tell Lindy to let me know who wins.””

Lindy laughed in sudden relief. “Oh, yes, |
ves, I know what he meant. And thank you |

so much, Doctor.” She turned to Cus and
the Englishman. “You've both been wonder-

ful. I can’t tell yvou how much I-"
Pinkerton harrumphed politely and Gus
said they were glad they had come along
[Continued on page 222]
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Care and Fee(iing
of Engines.... c..

VACATION FUN INSURANCE

To insure maximum fun on your vacation motor trip,
take time out to insure minimum car trouble. Have
your engine tuned up. Get a thorough chassis lubrica-
tion job. Don’t forget front and rear wheel bearings—
they are not part of a regular chassis lube job, and
can easily be overlooked too long. Change engine oil
and be sure your oil filter is clean.

Clean the
gauze filter
element in the
top of your oil
filler cap by
washing it in
kerosene, so
the crankcase
can breathe.
Choked-up
breathing
here can cause crankcase dilution and poor oil mileage.

At the right rear of your engine, sometimes con-
nected to the valve cover plate, you will find a one-
inch air-outlet pipe. Check tapered lower end, which
should open to the rear, to make sure it is not bent or
damaged. If bent, straighten it, as the vacuum cre-
ated by this taper is an important factor in proper
crankcase breathing. If this pipe has a gauze filter at
the top, clean it with kerosene.

UNIVERSAL JOINT

Every 20,000 to 30,000 miles, universal joints require
lubrication. This calls for disassembling of the unit
and thorough cleaning, after which high-melting-point
wheel-bearing lubricant is added. It is a puttery, de-
tailed job, but means saving a lot of money on costly
repairs later. If you don’t know it has been done re-
cently, be sure to do it before starting that vacation trip!

LATE-MODEL CARS AND TRUCKS...

...operate at higher engine
speeds, higher compressions,
higher combustion tempera-
tures. That’s plenty of punish-
ment for piston rings, and new
Sealed Power KromeX Ring
Sets can take it! Top compres-
sion ring and steel rails of
MD-50 Steel Oil Ring have
chrome faces to fight heat, [ric-
tion, abrasion and corrosion.
Write De{)t. H-6, Sealed Power
Corp., Muskegon, Mich., for
our free copy of new illustrated booklet, “More
ower, Less Oil, Less Gas.”
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PORTER-CABLE
®

M“‘qm

Nowfizuc vour \\Gndumkmg
10

projects a fine piano finish . . .
times faster than hand sanding!

\hrw\e pad travels at high speed

Leaves no fur—

in 14" orbits. Grits move in over- rovides smooth,
lapping circles—with, against, and flat surfaces
across the grain. No trd(‘kllll,'-—:nD -
gouging—no burning, Makes a

smooth, even, uniform surface

every time.
MOTOR DRIVEN—NOT A VIBRATOR
Husky AC-DC motor—4000 RPM

under load. Gearless drive—needs
no lubrication. Dust-free air intake.
A profession~] type tool throughout,
Patented paper Lhmp holds 15 of
standard 97 «x sheet  tight.

Levels glued,
butt, miter joints

Weighs only 6 lbs.

Can't
beat it—
for
HEAVY
SANDING

Chamfers edges—
fits frames

Model A-2
Guild Belt Sander

Popular with build-
ers. Use it for
heavy duty stock removal; sanding
large areas; taking off paint;
grinding metal, stone, composi-
tion. Belt, 27 x 21”. Speed, 600
SFPM. Weight, 9 Ibs. Only $62.50.

See Guild Sanders at your dealer . . .
or mail coupon today.
------------1

Sands large areas
at high speed

PORTER-CABLE MACHINE CO. I
6186 N. Salina St., Syracuse 8, N. Y.

Please send complete information on 1
( ) Guild Orbital sander ( ) Guild Belt Sander ||
Name = -0 l
Address.. I
City_. State l

Manufacturers of SPEEDMATIC and GUILD

Electric Tools
In Canada, write: Strongridge, Ltd., London, Ont.
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Gus Warms Up a Road Racer
(Continued from page 219)
when they did. “I'll let you know about the
race,” he grinned, “just as soon as I can.”
W'hen they got back to the' car, Gus
checked his watch. Eight-thirty.
“I thought of something when we were
on the road. Let’s get back to the garage.”

MG Starts Doing a Rumba

Pinkerton tugged at the starter pull. The
engine caught, rose to idling speed and then
fell into a rumba-like hit-and-miss rhythm.
“I never thought I'd be glad to hear that.”

Gus lifted the hood and listened. “What's
normal oil pressure in this car?”

“Around 60. This type of oil filter doesn’t
have a by-pass to keep pressure up when
it becomes congested. Mine is overdue to
be changed. The dealer in Long Island was
out of them, but he said 30 pounds was
safe enough for the race.”

Gus cocked his ear at one carburetor and
then the other. “Listen to the rear one.”

Pinkerton leaned down and put his ear
close. “Slight whistling noise.”

“That’s your trouble. Right behind the
carburetor. It’s your intake manifold. Come
on, we'll get you in that race yet.”

Gus Diagnoses the Ailment

Pinkerton rapped it through town while
Gus explained.

“Back on the road, I got to thinking about
overheating in engines. The fact that your
oil filter needs changing, plus that small hose
leak, has made your engine run warmer than
it normally should. Every time you get
caught in slow-moving traffic, or do any
hilly driving in low gear, the temperature is
naturally going to go up. It rises sharply
when you turn the motor off, because the
water and oil that cool the engine aren’t
moving. Now, overheating doesn’t neces-
sarily do any harm, and there’s always heat
expansion in most parts of a motor. But in
this case, the soft metal of your intake mani-
fold didnt expand uniformly. It warped
slightly and started sucking air. That weak-
ens your mixture in that carburetor, throw-
ing it out of tune with the other, and the
engine runs rough.”

“Why doesn’t it run rough all the time
then?”

“Well, the thing isn’t badly warped vyet,
and the gasket takes care of it as long as
the engine is running at a fairly cool tem-

[Continued on page 224]



HaCfical 6, g Gus %arr_ﬂs dUp a Roagnl)'\‘acer
'ﬁv %r ontinuead from page 222

perature. But when it warms up a little, the
metal expands more, and that opening is
enlarged. The gasket fails to function, and
FATHER'S DAY | YOU have an ;iir leak.” -

JUNE 15TH My word!” was all Pinkerton said.

Englishman Beats the Deadline

Back at the Model Garage, Gus filed the
intake facing smooth, and they drove like
a four-wheel stampede to Wicker Creek
Road, reaching the races just in time to run
a qualifying lap. Then Gus settled back and
watched Pinkerton roll onto the starting
grid.

’
Tickled pink! That’s
Dad if he’s surprised with
Stanley Tools on Father’s Day or
his next birthday. Tools are the original 1 .
gift idea—certain to surprise and sure to please. There was a short, _C]F’r.'trlc silence » . .
And, if they are Stanley Tools, they are sure to | then the sharp crack of t.e starting gun. A
go right on pleasing Dad all year long. To make thundering roar of unmuffled engines rose to

your shopping for Dad more fun, visit your local E 3 : / A
S iedhetes deler Took Tor the Farvis touds mick the treetops, anfl the race was on. The cars
howled to the first turn with tire-screaming

STANLEY] when you buy. ) 3 .
acceleration and vanished from sight.

Gus listened to the whine of high r.p.m.
as the cars hit the far side of the course.
He crossed his fingers.

The cars rounded the hairpin at the be-
ginning of the main straightaway and left
e P rubber on the road as thev went through

s Mg yail the gears. The bigger roadsters shot by, an

$7.60 e An. 5% f}llar'd, two.]aguars\ and an Italian Ferrari

fighting their separate battle. The road was

| clear for a few seconds . . . and then a red

MG came out of the corner in a four-wheel

cQ,,,,,i',f;’;-,j,fém,, slide! Tt was Pinkerton, leading his class.
' [127) $2.50 The next MG followed 20 seconds behind.

Western Prices Slightly Higher

Gus Gets the [itters

_ “Yankee-Handyman Lap after lap, Pinkerton held the lead,
ot Eor i SEl e g L and Gus began to worry. It was stiff punish-
$g8.20 ment for both car and driver. And there

was that oil filter—only 30 pounds’ pressure
for a thirsty, straining engine.

The air began to vibrate with excitement,
something was going on, but his vision was
blocked by a sudden shift in the straining
crowd. Before he could squeeze to the
ropes, the race was over.

Stanley Tool : : . :
STANLEY New Bri,l‘:l'i‘n‘,“éa:::cﬁ:u! After a few minutes, he found Pinkerton

NEW EDITION! — only 25¢ postpaid
Gives the care and use of common woodwerking
and several metal-working tools. 40 pages — 38
charts —over 200 illustrations. Invaluable for
beginners, helpful for skilled craftsmen. Use
coupon below.

RIS THE TOOL BOX OF THE WORLD in his pit, calmly downing a bottle of pop.
Hardware * Tools * Electric Tools * Steel Strapping * Steel “Oh. there vou are. Mr. Wilson. Howd
r------_----------1 .‘ ¥ ,,‘ ’ i g
3 SEND STANLEY TOOL GUIDE §| Pt moel, =y
Fine. But that oil filter—how did it—
§ STANLEY TOOLS, 462 Eim St., New Britain, Conn. gt hold N Mt nre Doa sl e
1 (In Canada: Stanley Tool Co. of Canada, Ltd., 1 eld up. Now what are you so jittery
462 Stanley St., Roxton Pond, Quebec) g | about, old chap? The Allard and I shared
: Send me............copies of Stonley Tool Guide. | enclose.____. S | the laurels! Thanks to you, I won!” END
Name '
1 Street ' o
1 ciy State. Next Month: Gus goes fishing and gets
L-—-———----—-—-——-J hooked.
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