





First it wouldn't stop, then it wouldn't
go, and the contrary engine had to get
Gus's friend home by New Year's.

By Martin Bunn

Aﬁfﬂ."'[- ten months ago, one of the big
electrical companies put up a branch
plant and laboratory just outside of ow
town. Part of that industrial decentraliza
tion program I've been hearing about, |
guess. Anyhow, it brought quite an influx
of new people into our community—maost of
them engineers andl scientists

One is a voung fellow by the name of
Jim Harrison. Jim, a veteran and unmarned,
comes from Indiang, where not too long ago
he gradvated [  engineering  school,
ﬂ...nk\: 8] ||||_- 1. I!II” |:i.l_'|]\| now  he's
staying at Mrs. Paley's boarding house.

Evervone who knows Jim likes him, espe-
cially Gus Wilson whose Model Carage is

one of Jim's favorite stopping-off places.
Not long ago, Gus had helped Jim do a first
rate job of grinding his valves. Then back
last surmmmer, when Jim had just booght Tis
secondhand ecar, Gus had shown him how
to re-time the motor, adjust the carburetor
and hook up a water injector, put in a new
exhaust pipe and muiller, and replace a
cracked windshield. Under Gus's direction,
jj|1; had '.-.|||L|'||. over the old car until he
had practically rebwilt it

Jim Calls for Help

l[".|'|-.: ||.||.'_||'| sSEEN |:||| for 'ﬂ'\'l:"..lt. Wit l\\'
when one night recently Gus was strolling
down our main street deing a little window
shopping. Suddenly hé heard someone
shouting his pame. 1t was Jim and he was
running across the street toward Gus

“Gosh, am 1 glad to find you,”™ Jim
gasped. “Been looking all over town Ror
you. Can vou spare some time? I'm in
a spot, and you can help put,”

“cure thing, Jim,” Gus said. “But let’s
stop off here at Dan's Grille for a colles.”

“aiow. whats it all about?™ Gus asked
after they'd settled down on their stools and
Dan had served up two steaming cups

“Well® Tim began hesitutingly. “You
mav remember that I'd been hoping to tuke
my two w eeks vacation and drive along home

Gus aimed the flushlight inte the
carburetor’s throat. “Even a car-
buretor can develop tonsils.

JanusryY 1951 |83



to see my Mother and Dad at New Year's."

Gus nodded.

“I'd planned to start out tomorrow night
right after work,” he went on, “but I guess
that’s all off now.”

"What's the matter?” Gus inguired.
“Wark at the plant too heavy and they've
asked you to put off your vacation?”

“No, it's not that,” Jim replied glumly. “I
can still have my vacation. It's my ear.
Something’s gone screwy with it and I'm
blamed if I can spot it. It started acting up
last night on my way back to town from the
plant. I was breezing along the outer road
at about forty and took my foot off the gas
to slow down for an intersection. Instead
of slowing down, the fool car just took the
bit in her teeth and never slackened. Be-
fore 1 could throw out the ecluteh, T was
through the intersection. Then all of sud-
den the engine began to spit and sputter
and finally died.”

First She QQuits and Then She Clicks

“"Would it start again? put in Gus,

“Not right away,” Jim replied. “So 1 got
out and lifted the hood 1o take a look, As 1
started to poke my head in under the hood,
I heard a distinet metallic click.”

“A metallic click? questioned Gus.

“Yeah, vou know, like something snap-
ping back into place.” explained Jim. I
couldn’t find anything that looked wrong, so
I decided to try the starter again, She
kicked right off.”

“Did the motor run evenly? Gus asked.

“Never ran smoother,” Jim pointed out,
“but about a half mile further down the
road she took the bit in her teeth again and
continued to roll along at forty, accelerator
or no accelerator. Then, just like the first
time, she gasped and died. She did that
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about four times before I got into town.”
“Sounds like something’s binding some-
where in your throttle linkage,” Gus offered,
“Probably sticks when you've pushed the
gas pedal down far enough to hit forty,
stays there for awhile, and then pops loose.”
“That was my first guess, too,” Jim con-
fessed, “but no luck, Besides, that wouldn't
account for the dving act.”
“No, vou're right, it probably wouldn't,”
admitted Gus. “How did she act today?”
“Same business all over again,” Jim grum.
bled. “Took me an hour to get to the plant.”
“Where's the car now?”

The Patient Gets a Home Visit

“Out in the garage in back of Mrs,
Paley’s,” Jim said eagerly. "Will you come
over and take a look at §t?”

Ten minutes later, they were in Mrs.
Paley's garage and Gus, hat on back of head,
was peering down at Jim's balky motor.

*The throttle linkage seems okay, just as
you said,” Gus muttered as he moved the
throttle rod back and forth, “Doesn’t hind
at all. Have yvou looked to see if there's dint
or anything that might be jamming the
throttle valve?”

But before Jim could answer, Gus had
lifted off the air cleaner and was peering
down into the carburetor’s throat.

“Looks clean,” Gus announced. “Let’s
take a little spin and see if she'll do a repeat
pedformance for me. Got a fashlight?”

“She'll repeat all right. I'll guarantee
that,” Jim grumbled as he slid in behind the
wheel, pulled a flashlight from the glove
compartment, and handed it to Cus who
had climbed in beside him. “I'll bet we
don’t get a quarter mile out on the state
road before old Nellie here runs away and
then dies gasping for breath.”

There's Life in the (tHd Girl Yet

Gus noticed that the car started easily
enough, and, as Jim weaved his way through
town, he marveled at how well the car ran
in spite of its age.

Things happened just about as Jim had
predicted they would. They'd no sooner hit
the state road and gotten the car up to
forty when, at a nudge from Jim, Gus looked
down at the Hoor boards. Jim's foot wasn't
on the accelerator, yet the car was rolling
along at about forty-two miles an hour.

“Automatic pilot,” Jim said with a chuckle,
but his laugh was interrupted by sputterings

[Continued on poge 234



PYROIL
is a “‘must”’ with
low viscosity oils

You're perfecily right to use low viscosity ails for
winter driving. It helps you 10 "easy staris”, But the
running temperature of your engine is the same
winter and summer. That's why Pyroil is the perfect
companion for winter oil. When your car is standing
in the damp and cold, winter oil quickly drains off,
exposing piston rings and cylinder walls 1o excessive
rust and corrosion. Pyroil causes even low temperature
oil to cling to exposed metal surfaces. This prevents
scoring due to pumping, damaging "dry stars”—
costly wear and tear. Pyroil keeps winter lubrication
at & summer level.
Add Pyrail to winter oil—add miles 1o your car,

Pyroil for Aircraft Engines
Use Aircraft Pyroil B for lubricating oil, Aircraft Pyroil
A for gasoline,

An attractive
GIVEN! 5:5i meral
savings bank—takes
eodna up 1o 00c pleces,
MOTORISTS, it's ryours
for the llilng—sen!
poslaie paid.

Manal | sad Guetenteed by
PYROIL COMPANY,
531 Main Street,

Lo Crosie, Wisconsin,
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o ?....;\:,H:ﬂr.m Sk

PYROIL COMPANY
531 Maln Street; Lo Crosse, Wisconsin

I want my car (o last and run properly. Please rell me
mose about Pyroil and how it can accomplish this for me,

Nawmi....cw.
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234 roPULAR SCIEMCE

Gus Tames a Runaway Engine
[Continued from page 184]

from his motor. He maneuvered the coast-
ing car to the shoulder of the road, and,
almost before the car had come to a stop,
Gus was out, had the hood up, and was
directing the beam of the Hashlight at the
engine. Just as Jim joined him, there was a
click and Gus noticed that the throttle rod
to the earburetor snapped back into what
was evidently its idling position.

“Did you see that™ queried Gus.

Jim nodded.

“1 think were getting some place,” Gus
said hopefully. “Let’s try her again.”

After the two men had climbed back into
the car, Jim pushed the starter and the
motor caught without a falter.

“Now bring her up to forty again slowly,”
Gus instructed, “and the minute she runs
away and then begins to sputter pull over
to the side of the road.”

Fast Footwork Aids Dingnosis

They didnt have to wait long before
things started to happen again, and when
they did Jim followed his instructions. Gus
jumped out of the car, Hipped open the
hood, which he'd left unlatched, pulled off
the air cleaner, and aimed his flashlight into
the carburetor’s throat.

“Take a look down there,” Gus said after
a (uick inspection. “Even a carburetor’s
throat can develop tonsils.”

Jim looked. There was at least a half inch
of white ice blocking the throttle valve. As
he watched, he could see the ice melting
angl suddenly there was that familiar metal-
lic click he'd been hearing each time after
his engine had died.

“There's your trouble,” Gus said, tapping
a metal tank mounted on the fire wall that
held the water supply for Jim's water injec-
tor. “Your carburetor has been icing up
because of the water you've been adding to
vour fuel.”

“But Gus, the temperature hasn't dropped
below freezing for weeks,” Jim reminded
him. “I know the manufacturer’s instruc-
Hons said not to use the injector when the
weather dropped below thirtv-two, and 1
haven't. As a matter of fact, when we left
the house tonight it was a balmy forty-two.”

"Outside, ves,” Gus corrected, “but not
inside vour carburetor.”

“Well, what a dope I've been,” Jim
groaned as he thumped his forehead with

[Continued on page 236]
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SoLs MICHOLSON FILE COMPANY

EVurleiy is the
: spice of filing

l VARIED assortment of Nicholson or
Black Dinmond files is as much a part of
the complete home workshop as a good
assortment of bits, taps or chisels. For
one thing, it means you always have ex-
actly The right file for the job. For
example: Mill (single cut) files for sharpen-
ing and smoothing. Flat files (double cut)
for fast stock removal. X.F. Swiss Pattern
files for precision work. Taper files for saw

Equally impartant, Nicholson and Black

i d quality means top performance.
You can’t buy files that are more accu-
rately cut, more expertly hardened —more
widely accepted by expert filers because
of their fast, uniform cutting, and their
extra-long life.

Your hardware dealer will be glad to
help you work up an assortment of these
famous files to fit your needs.

FREE—"'FILE FILOSOPHY"
—a bome-workshop manual on
files. Its 48 illustrated pages
cover the kinds, care and use of
files. Send for your copy today,
No obligation,
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Gus Tames a Runaway Engine
[Continmed from page 234]

his fist. “A fine budding engineer. Of
course, the venturi effect in the carburetor
acts like the expansion valve in a refrigera-
tor—it lowers the temperature,”

“Right, and the temperature in the throat
of a carburetor can be quite a bit below
freczing even if the outside temperature is
above freezing,” Gus expliined. “What's
been happening is that first just enough ice
has been forming at forty miles an hour to
hold your carburetor throttle valve open at
that position. Then as more and more jce
has formed it has choked off the carbure-
tor throat and starved the engine. Finally,
when she did stall, it didn't take long for
the heat of the engine to melt the jce and
vou were all set to go again.”

“Live amd learn,” Jim grioned as he
reached in under the hood and tumed the
petcock that shut off the water for the in-
jector. “1 guess about the only alibi I've got
is that I'm an electrical engineer.”

Canses Foreed Landings, Too

“Well, at least you were a doughfoot and
not a fly-boy in the last war,” Gus said as
they started back to town. “If you'd been a
pilot, vou'd have known that airplane carbu-
retors often jce up under certain damp
weather conditions in the summer when the
oulside temperatures are soaring in the
nincties. That's why they put heaters in
‘'em.”

“Well, since 1 don’t have a heater in
mine,” Jim replied, *1 guess 'l just have to
forget about my water injector until warmer
weather sets in again.”

“Not necessarily,” Cus corrected. “You
can always add enough aleohol to the water
in the tank to prevent freezing. As a matter
of fuct, the alcohol will add to the pep of
your engine. Some injectors are designed
to operate only on an aleohol-and-water
mixture.”

“Thanks a million, Gus,” Jim said as he
slowed the cur to stop in front of Gus’
house. “Now | can tuke off for home to-
morrow night on schedule. Mom and Pop
sure would have been disappointed if we
hadn't been able to get together. Happy
New Year, Gus.”

“And a Happy New Year to you, Jim,”
Gus said shaking Jim's hand. “And while
vou're driving, look out for those holiday-
happy goons who think they con mix aleo
hol and gasoline withouwt an injector.”  Exp



