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HE READ 5OME ARTICLE

ON THE.LNGINE, BUT
IN TFIE RESTORER ABOUT COOKING YOUR FOOD
I{I5 .TOFFEE 

BOILED OVERJ

F.EBRI.]ARY BIRTHDAYS. . . . . .

During various years over the past
Century the brave Hothers of the
following members took a heavy load
off their minds and gave birth.We
salute them and wish their offspring

}4ANY HAPPY RETURNS OF THE DAY ! ! ! .

love is...

...trusting her to drive

your llodel "A" ford.

D

Sylvia Bristow*Stagg,Mike Cooke,
A1 an Duns , I arr Pai s 1 ey , A1 an Smi th,
Robert Teale, Linda Kirkwood and

Lindsay Biacklock.

This Club is the W8'SIERN MODBL A-o Chapter of the Model A Ford Club of America, Inc.
MAFCA - 250 South Cyprefs, k Haha, California, 9Od, I -5586, USA. - Foreign membership: - US$24.00 per year.
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Vie-hesidaf;BEVANSHARP(339,1OS2). VehideBxaminer STEVEREAD (45942n).HitorBrLt BENME Qgl99/6r.

COPY DEADLINE: By the first day of the month to: lto Orange Val I ey Rdr(alanunda, 6076
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Sunday, FebruarY 20, 1994
Breaklast Meeting - 7 am Ley Street,. Como' discussions on Constitution- --Oon-t 

lorget four barbeiue breakfast - champagne & sausages?

February 25-27,1994
Ballarat Swap Meet.

Easter-April 1-4. 1994
Lons-weexenO iihpihiiirp io thei Wring'e tarm at (imtp. '

Aocomm6dation in a shearing Shed, or an area for tents if pre{erred.--
Steeping bag/m attress/crocker!/cutlery. Organised by ALAN J EFF R E E.

Sunday, March 13, 1994
Classic Car Show, \Mtiteman Park.

Sunday, March 20, 1994
organised by PETER & ELAINE GILBERTHORPE.

UEET AT lOam. for a lo.3Oam start.
Start from the car park, NELSON AVE Riverside
belrind GLOUS,TER PARK East Perth ...PICNIC ONLY.

Toilets avaiiable: timited shade: Take beach BroLLl'.
March 21 - 27, 1994

The Canberra Antique and Classic Motor Club's Autumn Hub Rally.

Cec and'Naomi Brown - Phone (06) 288 330.

March 31 to April 4, 1994
13th Model A Ford National Flally - Glenelg, South Australia.

March 5, 6, 7, '.|994

Camping trip to Boyanup 16r the tradltiolallg-ryrd games'
'Also 

cirganised by the busy ALAN JEFFHEE.

The St Valentine's Day Massacre took place in a

bleak garage in Chicago. It was a set-up. The night belore,

Bues Moran - Capone's arch enemy - had received anBugs Capone's arch enemy t had received an

anonymous phone call offe{ng hlm a cheap consignment
of bcbtleg whisky. He blithely told the man to deliver to his. He blithely told the man to deliver to his

FaAlUAly, t929 warehouie on N6rth Clark street at 10.30 next morning and

agreed !o meet some of his henchmen there to collect. Luckily_for him,-he was late. 
.11 

the garage three

.irpty trucks were waiting for their load and ex-safecracker Johnny May YP repairing a fourth. The

CuirirU"rg Brothers, Jamei Clark, Adam Heyer and Ali Weinshank- wery {l- hanging aboyt waiting for

the whisk!, cairying about $5,000 between tLem to pay {q the load and all he*vr}y armed. Along with

them wai Reinirarlt H. Schwimmer, a thirty-yebr-old optician who got some sort of vicarious

excitement out of being with criminals. A Cadiliai drew up oulslde, five men 8!t out, three dressed as

policeman. Bugs, who-saw it from the end of the street, assumed it was a raid and fled. The men walked

into the garage]lined the gangsters up against the wall aqdjysteqatically fired their pachif guns, first

at the hiad, ihen the cheit and finally at stomaeh level. Then they calmly walked oul Bugs-Moranat the hiad, ihen the cheit and finally at stomaeh level. Then they calmly w{_ke{.oul Bugs^Moran

commented, "Only Capone kills lii<e that", _while in his-^sumptuous Florida hideaway Capone

remarked, "The oniy man who kills like that is Bugs Moran." '

BAY ABBOTT EilGIl{E RECOilDITIOilIilG
xsyrindf;ri,,:g{;:{;,!:'.1illl;:,trrlff t',.ving

* Grankshaft Grinding * 
UETERAII and VIIITAGE EilGlilEs

Ertablirhed 1e?5 18 RlO STREET, BAYSWATER 272 4566 !4 years Experience
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MINUTES

of the General Meeting held at Keane's Point, 23rd January 93

Number of People: 38 members. and 15 Model 'A's,
I.{EETING OPENED AT 11.42am.

APOLOGIES: Biil and Dorothy Bennie,Kath and Kelvin Pepper,
Mike and Nina Kitchens,John and fvy Mctean, Mike Cooke, Max
and Dora Annear.

NEW MEMBERS Lance and Dianne Barker were unable to make the
meeting but did.manage to turn up }ate to meet some of the
members.

I,IINUTES OF PREVIOUS MEETING were read. Accepted Barrie Guest
sdconded by Shirley Hal1.

BUSINESS FROI.{ PREVIOUS MINUTES : . Shirl ey Ha} L conf irmed
booking of McDougall House for February meeting. Name badges
ordered have been received and are available for collection.

CORRESPONDENCE IN : Minutes MAFCA Board Meeting. VAA re Swap
meet F'eb 2oth Sotheby's Motor Book catalogue. Mandurah
Festival re Car/gike show Jan 3Oth. Shannons report. Minutes
del, egates meeting Bendigo Nov'93 . CCC Car show Entry
Eorm.ModeI A Restorers A.C.T l'tembership list and invltation
to 2sth Anniversary dinner April '94. CCC Minutes Nov,
General Meeting. Detail.s of INDEX for Model A service
Bulietins. Brookton Old Time l'lotor Show Programme and entry
forms. Variety Club Of Aust. re details tor Nov. run.
Kohnke's rebabbiting service IOWA ?.Stateside re logoed
clothing. MAFCA of SA Office bearers for 93/94 and info on
National Meet '94. Raffle tickets from MAFCA U.S.A.

CORRESPONDENCE OUT : Sandra McCarthy Thanks for assistance
with the news letter. Alex Pcllley cohfirmation of membership
for concessional registration.

CORRESPONDENCE ACCEPTED :

Jeffree.
Lindsay Blacklock Seconded Alan

BUSINESS ARISING : CCC Concourse displ ay. After some
discussion it was declded that we would not submit a CIub
entry. Raffle tickets from MAFCA. Secretary to write to
MAFCAadvising them that due to a variety of reasons it is not
practical for us to participate in 'the raffle and to ask if
it would be acceptable for us to destroy the tickets sent.
Brookton Motor show, Alan Smith will act as liaison officer
for any members wishing to participate.

EVENTS: Don Philp has entry forms for Boyanup.
Contact AIan Jeffree for Kirup.
Contact Alan Smith for Brookton.

The follawing offered to organise CIub runs for: MAY- Barrie
Guest. JUNE :- Alan Smith. JULY :- Louise Read.



TREASURERS REPORT :

:

ocT
NOV
DEC

INCO!{E

634. L3
1025.55

93.48

17s4.15

ANZ BANK
T&C BANK
HBSocietY
Cash

EXPENSES

234.L2
1966.24

'64 . 01

2264.37

CIub Funds are with:

s133s2.44.

GENERAL BUSINESS : What to do with the funds?. ltembers are asked to
submit ideas to the Secretary for later discussion. Suggestions made

at the meeti"g-incluaed : Pel.er Lynch : Purchase of a quantity of
parts for t""ile to members. Ray frahony : Purchasing special tools f^r
irse by members in restoring and repairing their vehicles eg' valve
guide remover; ;;"; hub poll.t, *"ld"r) al'so a portable gazebo- for
shade at Club'displays. i1"n Jeffree : the possibility of developinga
wtreet straight"n.i, lubiect to the results of work already being
carried out.peter 6ifUeitttorpe: tet the fund build for the purpose

of obtaining some form of CIub Premises
Correction to info in last News letter; AIan Jeffree advised that the

Boyanup and Kirup dates lrere incorrect. Should be" 'Boyanup is Harch'

S,6ana7tU ; Kirup April lst to 4th (EASTER)
peter Gilberthorp-" advised that RAC wilI serap your membership to your

vintage vehicl" lor rallies and then swap baek to modern vehicle after
the event.Contact RAC for further info.
It was suggested and. agreed. that we have a property officer' The

officer wil I [""p track of who has what in the way of tools etc that
members have and are willing to loan to other members. It would not be

this officers job to store ihe items but merely to b9 the recorder ani
iegi"tr"r of tie information.Darren Jeffree offered to take on &-he

poiition. If you have any Club items or Private spare parts or tools
]rou are prepaied to lend other members please contact Darren-
iack Berkshi;e suggested we offer tome sPonsorship to m9rybe 2

travelling to Nationil Ueets. I.t was pointed out that this would be

against tf,e Constitution and therefore not possible.
nii-uifr"ny displayed a tee-shirt on which he had stencill.ed the Club

logo and a 1 g2!- uiaef A Phaeton; [embers could choose different boi:'
stites for personal use. After discussion 20 members ind'icatei
i-nterest. It ias decided the Club sould purchase BIue, t{hite,and Bl,ack

inkand the stencil material .Ray wo-uld make up the stencil's and print
any shirts 

"rpptied 
by members.-A small charge ( about $2-3 ) would be

made by the Club to cover costs-

BITS AND PIECES: SEE BACK PAGE.

' 7L2.94
[2016.19

345.96
27 6.35

s{

I{EETING CTOSED : 1.OS Pm.
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A SHORT STORY

(tiction)

by John A. Brown

He fust spotted the boy when he was alrnost a mile away
because it was a straight stretch of road, and the early morning
*rn spot-lighted him in its rays. As he drove closer he could see

he gasoline can and the long greasy hair falling over the back of
\.d faded blue jacket. Bill Dyer had always driven past that kind of

person before, but as he slowed down and stopped he noticed
the tired look on the boy's face.

"Come on, get in," Bill said. "l'll bet your car ran out of gas."

The boy pulled his hair back behind his ears, pulled the door
shut, and leaned back, exhaling breath that reeked of stale

tobacco snroke.
"Yeah," he said, "About a mile back. I knew I was almost out

of gas but every service station I passed was closed. Your car is

the I'rrst one to come by since I started walkin' down this
crummy road."

Bill nodded, "Yes, there isn't much traffic on this road on an
early Sunday morning."

The boy looked around the little car in all directions and said

admiringly, "This is some fancy rod you've got here. Is this one
of those old Model T's? I've heard of 'em from some old folks I
know."

Bill glanced at the young man and smiled,
"No, this is a Model A Ford, the one that Henry built after he

discontinued the Model T in 1927."
The boy looked out over the strort spukling green hood and

noticed the instrument on top of the radiator.
"What kind a gadget is that?" he asked.\-'l "l'guess you are referring to the Motometer," said Bill.

"That's a kind of thermometer that tells the driver how hot or
cool the water in the radiator is. At night I have to shine my
flashlight on it to check."

The boy snorted, "Seems kinda crude . When lm drivin' I like
, to check my temp, r.p.m.'s, and that sorta stuff by looking at the

instrument panel. AII you got there is an anlmeter, speedometer,
and a . . . I guess that thing with the silver puge jumping around
inside it is the gas."

"You're right," Bill said. "That's because the gas tank is
behind the dastr. As far as I know, the Model A was the only
automobile built like that. They were really quite different from
the other cars of that period."

The boy glanced at the shiny gearshift and the brakb.
"Say, did you find this car in stch good strape?-lt must be

PrEttY old."

"No, it was in sad shape when I bouglrt it nine yoars aso - -

almost what antique car collectors call i'basket caso' [ 
"]"rr'"person might call it old. It was built in May of 1930. I kniw the

exact month from the serial number on the block," ltill reolied
with a hint.of pride in his voice, and then asked, "W1attlrri
name, son?"

"They call me 'Slick'. . . no last name . . . jusl '1,;1;.1'." 
11.,.

boy replied and he- bJga! to hum a tune in an off-k"y ,ninn"r,
tapping the seat with his lingers.

"You seem to know-a lot about these old jalopicr Are you a
mechanic or something?"

Bill shook his head and smiled, "No, Im a school teacher . . .

a high school chemistry teacher to be exact."
Slick made a face. "A school teacher! Geez, I haro schoolt In

fact I hated it so much I quit last year. Im r€vcr grrllls back to
that dumb place. Man, I've got better things to .1,, Lith my
tinte."

Both fell silent for several minutes. Slick rut his hand
admiringly over the brown mohair upholstery.

"You don't see stuff like this in any of the new carq." he said.
"Everything's made outta some kinda plastic."

"That's right, Slick," Bill replied. "About the orrly thinss in
this car made out of plastic are the distributur cao." the
distributor body, the rotor, the terminal box, and c few other
small part-s. The rest of this 9ar. .:except for some vrrr,d strips,
is metal. MoSt of the metdl is steel . . . vanadium, srsirrless. ahd
other kinds; the best that could be bought back in tl,,,3e days."

"No tin?" the boy asked.
"No tin," BiU said, "unless you want to counl l,nrl of the

solder in the radiator. No, not even in the Model T's lhsl oeoole
called the Tin Lizzies They were 

-made mostly of tlr" 1,sei g1j6.
of steel too. That's why they lasted so long."

Slick made a face. "Guess I don't know much abrrrll th6sg 616
heaps. I know all about the newer ones though. They'1q the ones
I like . . . lots of chrome, fanry headerl, high lift carrrq, and thai
sorta stuff. By the way, how far is it to a gas stallirn that's
open?"

Bill glanced at his wristwatch. "About six and a hellminutes
from here."

Slick's_eyes widened. "How do you know how marry minutes
away it is?"

"Well," Bill replied with a smile, "I checked it yesra142y. tsu
see, our club is holding a rally today. We drive our 4's bitween

I,9:
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./t*" points and we try to arrive at a certain secret tfune the-judges

ir"r'oi"fta out. Wi leave at five minute intervals so that we

cani toiro* the fellow in front of us. The car.that arrives.ar the

iimEctosest to the time the judgqs have picked wins the rally' It's

not a race of anY kind.""-:'b-h;; 
iii"ri sria, "You're not trying to- see who has the

notteJ'cat. ihat don't seem like much fun' Say, I'll bet this old

thine is eas!/ to drive but I guess I wouldn't have much tun

tooling along at thirty'five or forty."---n-iU'gf"ni.d 
dowri at the gearihlf1 and at his foot on the gas

tfirottte] "Yeg I Bress that the Model A is easy to drive once you

g"i-tn. f,.ng 6f It. ft just takes a little practice with the clutch

;;idi ;"d tt;t gearshifi. Do you know how to use a manual shift,

Slick?"-- 
fi,. young man smiled knowingty. "S!re do' It's just like a

four'on-inen"oor. But I'm not real-s.rre what you do with those

levers on the steering column. What do they do?"

Bill moved them up and down a bit.
;This one on the ieft here ls the spark control and thc one on

the rri'hi iiie is tt e trind gas throttle.'lt works ln unison with thc

o"aat"*, foot's on right iow." He presse d down on the button

in n. i.nt.r of the"large black sieering wheel and the horn

responded with a loud ahh'oogah.,
'Sti.i managed a faint smilel "Hey-! That's really a cool item'.I

betcha I could drive this thing now.'How about letting me give it

a try?"- gitl shoot his head and said, "That's one thing I don't let

anyone else do . .. not even some of my best friends' I'm the

oniy on" who drives this car. I've got-too much time, sweat, and

mohey invested here to take a chance."

Slilk's facial expression s:ddenly changed and the 4ark.eyes
glared over at him from between quinting- tids. "Well, mi:tg-t,

f,* gonn, be the first person you ever let drive this.thing"'He
reaclied quickly into hii shabby jacket pocket and whipped out

an ugly ldokin! snub-nosed automatic pistot.

nll arew in- his breath strarply and iemoved his foot from tht
gas pedal. The little car began to slow down." 'tsry, wh . . what is 

-this? Is this a hold'up? lf you need

rnoney, young man, I'll give you all I have with me."

Sli;k'; facJ had'" sniet on it now. "Keep your money, old-

man. I've got plenty right now- All I want now is this car ol

yours. NoJ, st6w d6wn nice and easy and stop beside-that tree

Lo there. Do it!" He iammed the automatic up against Bill's neck'

Iti spite of the cold ihock of the gun on his neck Bill could feel

the iweat begin to roll down his back.

He found*it difficult to think clearly but he managed to uy,
"Please, son, let me drive you to the 9s station- It's only about

five minutei down this roid. We'll fill the can and I'll drive you

backto your car. It won't take us very long."
"Misi'er," Slick marled, "l don'i wanl to go back t9 $at

damned car. It's hot rishi now. I jumped the wires on it last

night and right now all Ihe'smokies'in thispart of the state are

io6Hn' for ii. t need a new set of wheels and this little old heap

should be safe . . . real safe. Now pull over and stop'"

Billcomplied and brought-the vehicle to.a stop by applying

the bralies and then turninglff the ignition by turning the key

and then pushing in the pop'out switch,

"Now what?" he asked, looking the boy in the eye'

"Now get out and I'il take over," Slick said,. removing the

barrel of tle pn away froq Bill's neck. He opened the passenger

side door and backed out.---;f1i 
gb around and get in on your side- You stay there with

vour haidson the wheel until I get to the door.
'- n"*"t*U"r, Pops, this gun is pointing right at you"'- Slick

ru"k"a arouni thi iront o-f the cir quickly and stoPped beside

the door.
"O.K., c'mon out now."
*W"it't second," Bill said. "l forgot to adjust the choke rod'"

He leaned over to his right and put his hand quickly behind the

dash panel near the choke rod.- ;;.tilright, I'll get out now. Everything's- fixed. I h^op9 1|1t
vou've tfio,ieht a6out the fact that you won't get very far in this

iar before imebody spots you. Also' they know that I'm the

only person who eVer drives the 'Green Ghost" Come on now'

Sii.t ,'gr. up this car stealing business.- It's still not too late to

straiehien vourself out. I.et me try to help you."-'silk'ril;t 
rrir-rt..a ,na irirt on itt ground. "don't=oo

oreachin' me anv sermons, man.-lt's too late for that. I like rvhat

f'rn aoir'. Besides, I'm not slealin' this pile of junk. I just need it

to eet a few miles between me and the'fuzz'- l'll leave it along

sidi the road when it runs out of juice. Then, I'll hold !p 4y
tnrstv rrs can and pick up rnothcr srcker like you. All right

no*, giu" me a quick'course in operating this rig. I don't want no

foul-ups."
He motioned with the gun and Bill moved closer to the car'

He was sweating morc than ever now urd the palms of his hands

felt clammy.
; eiU pointed into the car and said, "All right now, reach up

there ori thc dastr panel and turn the key to the riChtjl--

The boy turned the key and th,en scowled out at Bill'

"Say! Are you putting me on? The engine don't kick over' If
you think thai you can-fool around with me you got another

think comin'."
Bill leaned closer to the door and pointed down to the floor'

"l'm not fooling you," he said. "You have to step doYL g'l

that buuon rhere blside ihe brake pedal. That's the starter. Wait!

Pull the spark rod up first so you won't break tlte Bendix spring'

i-*on;t 6other expiaining about that now. -O.K.,-ste.p.on 
the

itarter ... that's right . .. now pull the spark level alt the

down. Now, push t[e clutch all the way in and put.theBears.r'-'t

in the 'low''position. That's right- Now give it a little gas and let

the clutch out slowly and it should go."

Slick ginned, 'Veah! tt's easy-... guess I know all about

fr4oaei e'! no*. i'll be seein' yuh'-Pops- Thanks for the wheels'"

The little green coupe lurihed forward uncertainly and Bill

winced when- the gears clashed in second and high' The car

anrbled down the rdad for another fifty yards and then began to

lurch as the engine sputtered. It ran a few more yards and came

to'a stop as th-e boy guided it to the shoulder. He opened the

door and gestured angily with the automatic.
"Hey, 

"you! 
Get youi tail down here. This damn thing quit on

me!"
As Bill trotted slowly toward the car he was careful that the

smile inside of him wouldn't sltow.

Slick was scowling now. "What the hell'g the matter with this



hunk ofjunk?"
"Musl be something clogging the fuel line," Bill said. "Let me

raise the hood on the left side here and I'll see what I can do."
He unlatched the hood and looked around the engine compart-

ment with a critical expression on his face. He shook his head

and muttered, "Hmmmmm!"
Slick stood up on the running board beside the door and

shouted, "What do you mean by 'Hmmmmm'? You'd better get

this thing started and I mean right now!"
Bill shook his head. "Sorry, kid, but you can't rush one of

these cars. Tell you what . . . you stay in the car and step on the

starter while I work the choke and gas from here."
The boy hit &e starter button and it gound away. Thirty

seconds . . . a minute. Bill glanced at his watch. It was 8:36. It
wouldn't be very long now. The starter gave out a few more
feeble groans and stopped. Slick hit the horn button in

frustration- It made a faint sound and was silent.

"Damn it all, old man, now what?"
Bill closed the hood carefully and looked up. "Well, right now

the battery seems to have gone dead. Got to crank'er."
Slick put his head out of the window "Got to WHAT?" he

strouted.
"Got to turn the engine over with the crank," Bill explained.
'lon't worry. You can always start a Model A with a crank . . -

\rdt you'll have to get out of the car so that I can get the crank
out from under the seat. That's where I keep all the tools and

extra parts."
The boy snorted. "Of all the crazy damn places to keep tools.

Well, hurry up. Get it out." He backed out of the car with the
gun in his hand and Bill pulled up the seat cushion and picked
out the crank. As he turned around he suddenly felt a stabbing,
searing pain in his wrist. The crank dropped to the ground. The
gun barrel had hit him with a glancing blow, breaking the skin.
Blood began to seep out slowly. He straightened up and held his
wrist. "Why did you do that? I'm trying to help."

"Not with a lug wrench, you ain't." growled Slock. "You're
trying to pull something."

"Please, kid," BiU said, "let me show you. The crank is on the
other end of the lug wrench. That's the way Ford designed them.
Wow! I think you've broken my wrist."

The boy's expression softened a bit. "Sorry about that, Pops.
I thought you were goin' to try somethin'. AII right now, get out
there and start crankin' this thing."

Bill Iooked down at his wrist. It was beginning to swell a bit
but the numbness was starting to go away. He flexed his fingers
slightly and he was pretty sure that nothing was broken. It wsuld

_ a good idea to not let on that the damage wasn't as bad as it
Voked.'He managed a painful look and said,

"l'rn sorry, but I can't do it now. It takes two hands to crank
her and you've put me out of business with that gun. I'll show
you how to do the cranking. You can crank and fll work the gas

and the choke. I know it will start now. You can keep the gun on
me while I walk around the front and show you what to do."

As Slick watched he picked up the crank and walked to the
front of the car. Pu*ring aside the little cover over the crank
hole, he inserted the crank.

"Now, we put both hands on the crank handle . . . make sure
our thumbs are locked over the handle and then turn it clockwise
as hard as we can. You get ready to do that when I give you the
signal," Bill explained.

He climbed back into the car and sat behind the *heel. He
glanced up at the [ttle rear-view mirror and a fajnt snile
flickered across his face. About a mile down the road behind

tlrcm he could see a dark blue roadster with a tan top
approaching. That would have to be Danny Wilson. He stuck hrs

head out of the window and saw Slick bent over, waiting for the
signal to start cranking He had put the gun back in his jacket
pocket. Bill motioned for the boy to get ready. As Slick bent
down again, Bill quickly pulled the park lever all the way down.

"All right," he shouted. "Give it all you've got . . . Now!"
Slick's arms flashed downward and suddenly there was a

strriek of pain. The kid was thrown backward as though he had
touched a high voltage wire. Jumping out, Bill raced around to
the front of the car. Slick was lying on his back screaming,
holding one arn and then the other. The gun was lying on the
gound a few feet away from the writhing boy. Bill picked it up,
put the safety catch on, and shoved it in his pocket.

The boy was moaning now. "Help me mister! I think both my
arms are broke. Oh, damn! They hurt sornethin' awful. What
happened to me?"

"Just lie still, son," Bill said softly, 'Help wiU be arriving any
second now."

The familiar sound of a well-tuned Model A engine became

louder and then a slight screeching of brakes could be heaJd as

the blue coupe corne to a stop.
"Better check thosc brake linings, Danny. fve got a prisoner

here for you . . . I gress a patient would be more correct," Bill
said. "Do you have your handcuffs with you?"

Danny came around to the front of the car and bent over the

boy. "Hi, Bill. It looks like this young fellow needs help. No, I
don't carry any cuffs along on my day off. Say, what is this
anyway?"

Bill bent down and carefully straightened the boy's arms out
and placed them on top of his body.

"Well, for openers we have two cases of grand theft auto . . .

one of them a bit unsuccessful. Also carrying a concealed
weapon, and an assault with sanre. He goes by the name of 'Slick'
but he didn't tell me his last name. Slick, I'd like you to meet
trooper Daniel Wilson, a member of our club and the owner of
one of the best restored sport roadsters in the state ... except
for those squeaky rear brakes."

Slick stopped moaning and looked up at the two of them.

"You mean that .. . that he's a state cop? I didn't know that
'Smokies' ever drove these crazy cars. Now, come on, you guys,

do something for. . . ."
"Son," Bill interrupted, "there are still a lot of things you

don't know about a Model A. One of them is that they won'i run
very far after you close the gas slrut-off valve on the gas tank
under the dastr. I did that just before you got in."

Danny chuckled, "ls that what you did? No wonder he didn't
get very far. But what about those arms of his? Did you hit him

with that crank?"
"Nope," Bill said with a smile, "l let him grind down the

battery and then had him turn the crank with both hands while I
advanced the spark."

Danny whistled. "Wow! When you do that a Model A will
kick like a mule ... and you say he was using BOTH hands?

Colly Ned, everyone knows you can't crank a car with both
hands . . . thumbs on top when the spark is advanced."

"Not everyone knows that, Danny,n' Bill said. "Not everyone.

I was counting on that. Slick here had the gun so I had to use the

car to light back. Well, I learned from him today that young
people might know everything about modern cars but Model A's
are different. Yes, sir, they're quite different."
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** I{AIYTED : l9i9.IIEAI} LIGITT GI,AS$ES contact Dave lleard
or Barrie Guest 457 8278.

** I{AMED : 19?9/3() flA?ER OU?I,ET ennt.act LinCsay g1;:,:kLoc"""
457 5507

** WANTED : 193O STEERIT{G COLUT{I{ A}ID BOX :.n a r:estora}:ie
condition contact Peter Gilberthorpe 279 39i9.
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A SIGII OT THE TI}IES

A young man decided to give his bighty year old f,ather
something a littte different for his eiqht:i.eth birthday.
He phoned 'fiappy Haven' and asked them to send the most
glamorous and effici,ent operator available around to see
his Dad and give him something he nould never forget.

The beautiful young thing duly arrived. Father of course
Tdtss very "slxrgt'i::,:r+{ y:;:l1i.r:il},ar1}' when sh.*,proc*edeil to taige
her cl ot"Sres tl* t .

" What do you want? t' stanrnered Father.I' I've ao*l to give. yau super sex !" said she.
Father thought ior a-momeni and said.,."At my age I think I
had better harre soup ! t !'r 

"
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