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Stupid Traffic Rules Trap Decent Drivers
5 Ways You Can Lick That Tired Feeling



Gus Challenges an
Electronic Marvel

By Martin Bunn

HE middle-aged convertible, fop
down, raflled into the Model Ga-

In the [ront et werr two
voutnig men, In the back was stowed
enntigh fishing genr o equip o rod-nnd-
reel club,

“Dirop pverything, Cus,” sald the driver

"We're going fishing,” =ald his com-
LR

Gus looked up from a tuneup job inio
the grinning foces of the Biddle fwins,
Tim and Tom, one crew-cul, the other
shaggy-headed. They had besn in Gue
Wilson's hair on and off for vesrs sines
hi had Axed thelr frsd mller shates
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“ro and got lost,” he =mid “Jost be-
cause you two are home from college for
Euster vanlbon doeen’t mean that other
people don't have work to do

"You prombsed to go fishing with wae ™
anid Tim,

“Uhr date was for the opening of the
troul seasan next wealk, ™ (jus sald. “"Now
I've pat & tough engine job (o tackle™

“If the truth were known, Ous™ said
Tim, "I'd betl 10 o one vour assistant,
Himn Hicks, Is the ronl mechanie hee ™

“He'd welsh on the bet,” Tom pui in,
geiting out of the ear, “Hemember lust
wear hivw he wooldn't pav ol when we bot
wo'd onich the limit before he did?”

“Pay offl” sid Cus in mock indigna-
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tion. “After T found that you two cheat-
ore had bought hall your fish from o 10-
yoar-old bhoy!™

The twins looked st each other and
roared with laughter,

S grinned. don't you douohie
b Hﬂm o sl t sirme f[h tnstend
me,

“Con't,” said Tim, "We've got trouble.”

"Uar trouble"” echoed Tom. “Tf svou're
T'i: bﬂl:_tfr mechanks than fishermnn, Cos,

“Okay. Anything o got rid of vou
Your old tin can did sound o bit rough
coming in" He |fted the hood,

"Hold 11" eame o porompiory woloe.
The trio turned and ssw o small, rotund,
round-faced young ousk, ane aom caised
ond the other holding a small soitease.
He didn't look much older than the
Biddle twins

"Hold it!" bé repesied, coming into
the shop, lowering his arm and pointing
boward the coverlible, “Tgnition troubde
—1 hope™

“Could be," Gus said, “but . . "

"Then let me show vou the latest in
tosting equipment.” continued the new
comer, eetting his grip down. He reached
out a8 pudgy hand that was lost in the
Eurapemnn's verdlse pow, “Gus Wilsoen,
I presoms. My name's Aml.ﬂ_rrmn—-ﬂu.l
Anderson. V&L Automative Electronies,™

"¥ea" Gus sld, “] had o il-n:ter from
your company, but I expectod

*An older mlssman™ broke in Andes-

som. “"We're a young firm, Mr. Wilson, in
n young businesa. I'm jusl oul of elec-
tronics school, mysell.” He hoisted his
ease on thi shop bench, openod it, and
lifted oot 0 neat meinl ose with knoha
il eliale,

*A portable TV." sald Thm Biddle,

“Wonderful,” put in Tam, “Lot's take
it fishing with us—when you fix our car,
Gus, You come along, foo, Mr. Ander-

“Behave yourselves, boya” Gus ad-
moanighned. “Thi= i=n't & TV sl [It's an
oscilloscope, An ignition analyser,™

The slesmon looked surpeised "['-"Il.
you're familiar with this squl
hl.-A Litthe,” Gus eaid modeatly, ﬁllm:

ppe,
“Ah"” sid Anderson, poing lnte his
#piel, “Then you know that the electmnic
ignition anplyzer is essentinlly the sume

i the oscilloscopes thoi have been used
for years in testing electronic  equip-
ment.”

He poused, Austered, The Biddle twins
wore grinning, fascinsted by the polls-
dot bow tie riding op and down on (he
littlo snbesminn’s plump theoat ss he spoke.

Andereon Iooked ot some cards be had
pulled out of his pockel, coughed and
eontinusd. “Hapidly deinglng electrionl
voltnges mre oonwerted into o wisible
‘trace’ acmas this “TV-like screen. My
sioipe dramutlelly portmve the scgueemee
of evenis in tho ignition cyvcle anid reveals
ol a glaner the fmults thet could otiyer
wtisier b bocnted only after o time-consum-
ing, step-byv-stop proeoduee,”

I UNFOLDED n chart. “This chart
pictorinlly shows what the swesp

psttern Jooks like with various ignition
troublee—bnd spark plugs, coils, con-
densers, distribulor points, wiring,™

“"That's very edumtionnl, Mr, Ander-
son,” Tim Biddle sadd as the salesmsn
put dowmn the chard, “But wo're on voca-
tion and want to go fishing, How about
pome motion?™

Andersan beamed, “Ah, vos, 5 demsan-
sitration. Now we'll soalyme this engine
electronieally and get you young fellows
an your way. "

The mlesman placed the instrument on
o fender and hooked n fest lend o a
spark-plug wire. He explained how the
pulse rom the wire triggersd o clrewll
o provide n horlsontal sweep across the
fnoe of the othode-my tubs,

p’ﬂi: wim!:l:n:r- the distributor break-
i s " wenl on, “provides a vary-
ing voltage to the vertienl swoep :imrﬁl
uf the instrument, showing the woltoges
aeinas the ignition points nl any instant
Mow, If somebody will start the ear . . "

Tom PBiddle obliped. Anderson made
pome Kook adinstments as Cus lstonod
to the roughly idling engine. Then he
looked at the scope patiem. Thers wers
eight pips on the screen; nll appeared io
be of the sme size and shape

Anderson frowmed. “Himm. T expectod
o find one or more of the plps doughed
aff, indicating bad plugs. Let's strateh
out the presentation and examine each
pulse more closely.” He chockod off:
“Point spring tonsion regular, no conden-
ser trouble, no excessive distribuior-shafi
wabhle, witing akay.” He looked up. “Mr.




Wileon, the trouble with this car i= not
oloctrical ™

*I'm oo electronie marvel like this
gadgel of yours,” Guos said, “but let me
try something.” He tumed off the igni-
tion, sonnned the spork-plug wiring, and
huddled over the distritator,

"There," he said, “Unless [ miss my
guesa, the trouble was sloctrical.” He hit
the: starter. The engine eought, ran rongh-
ly for & moment, then settled down (o &
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fully, “8Ses, Torn, 1 said Gus could do it

Gus groaned. “0h, nol 1 should have
gueased "

“Huh™ gulped & bewildered absmm.

“Bon," Gua aakd, “vou and 1 howwe boon
the victimi of a practienl joke. This is
April first, and we've boen April-fooled
—hut good.”

The Biddle twine gu.ﬂ'nwtld, Gos relit
hi=z pipe. Andereon replaeed hie instro-
mieEnt, T kmow whien 1'm Heked,™ e said,

*his has nothing lo do with you,”
Guos anid, “These two joloers have polled
the oldest outomotive practical joke in
the book. They switched iwo spark-plug
wiree. For vears I've “Axed’ cars with that
trouble the morming after Halloween, "

“But how did you looate ihe trooble s
fnst™ Tom asked.

“Well, Tom, vour brother had the ear
in hatre bwo woeks ago for a luneup, New
plugs, condenser, points—the werks,”

“That was the weekind T didn't get
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home,” Tom Biddle said. He took a play.
ful punch of his twin, *Yoo old cheat. No
wiotider you bet me that Gus would spot
the troablbe n less thaon 10 minobes"™

NDERSON skimimed down the Hd of

ﬂ:;;l:ﬁ’ilaull. befare I made a ool of my-
hardly gave me o chance, Mr.
Anderson. T've had an oscilloscope for
quite & while, Had one of the first to
come oul. Bul like
nny fool, if'a not o
cure-all.”

“I realize that, Mr.
Wilson," admitied
the salesman “But
about this treable™

"Why, wyou jusd
backed right into
about the only igni-
tien trouble ['ve
found that most os-
cillosonpes won't die-
tect, Bome of the
IS eXPEnEive s
will, ik nod wours
or mine,

“I thesy charae-
ters had driven
mround the block o
l'r;i IJ.\‘ﬂ-I"II w ] fouled

pluigs, your soope
woilld have picked it up inunedintely, In
this case, it told only that the pligs wors
firing, nol where, "

"Thanks far the lesson, Mr "Wilkson,
Muybe T am kind of green.”

Cus grinned ot the salesman. “Are you
n fisherman™

“Wes, Bul whyT"

"Because I'm charging thess pixies
eight dollars. ‘That'll more than pay for
our fishing leonmes '

"We'll pay you in fish” Tim Biddle
shouted over the toir of the motor as he
hacked the car oul of the shop.

I go on thelr BILY Giis paid grin-
ning;, st o teach them o lesson”™ He
shook the salesman's hand, “T'm sorry
for the haxing you ook, Mr. Anderson.
Stop by aguin. My scope won't last for-
wver, And bring your hehing genr along.”

“I'll have it, Mr. Wilson—and maybe n
better mles line to tackle vou with.” Bm

Next Wonth: fzus crocks o fough nul,
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