63 BEETLE

Diary Of A Madman

ear Lloyd,
D It was good to hear from you.

Yes, what you heard is true: |
did buy a new Porsche. Well, sort of,
anyway. What | actually have is a new
Porsche distributor. | got it for my new
car: a '63 VW Beetle. According to my
VW repair bible, How to Keep Your VW
Alive: Step-By-Step Procedures for the
Compleat Idiot (no nasty cracks,
please), the Porsche-style mechanical
advance distributor is supposed to be
much better for my car than the stan-
dard equipment. And I figure that a
twenty-odd year old car can use any

help it can get. So now | like to think
of my new car as a Porsche—modified,
of course, with a few VW parts.

What's the new Bug like, you're no
doubt wondering? Great. You know
how I've always loved those cars—
there's just something special about
them. And this one is no exception. It
has that classic Beetle handling, it
makes that same sturdy thud when
you shut the doors—it even has that
unique Beetle smell inside.

And it's in pretty good shape, too,
considering that it's over twenty years
old. (The engine—a rebuilt '62—is

even older.) Of course, there are some
problems—a few bugs to be worked
out, if you'll pardon the expression. I've
had my share of trouble with it in the
couple of months since | bought it—
like the engine throwing a valve a few
weeks ago—but you have to expect a
few things to go wrong with a twenty
year old, $600.00 car, even a VW. My
plan is to gradually put it back into
like-new shape, doing repairs as need-
ed and adding new parts step-by-step.

As you might imagine, many of my
relatives and so-called friends made
some snide and even downright nasty
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comments when they heard | was buy-
ing another Bug. Some of them, in
fact, went into fits of laughter and
dredged up memories of my previous
misadventures with ancient VWs—like
the time that '64 suddenly caught fire
while | was driving and burned itself to
a crisp; or like my ill-fated attempt to
rebuild a blown VW engine in the base-
ment. (That still brings back painful
memories.) Will they never forget? Nor
did 1 appreciate the fact that Mother,
after her first look at my new car,
began weeping and for the next three
days dressed in mourning.

Some people just don't understand
about VWs.

So what's it like to drive? Well,
it's—interesting. | just got back from
another business trip to Atlanta, a
250-mile round-trip. Describing that
experience probably gives a better
look at what it's like to drive my new
Bug than anything else | can say.

Before I could leave town with any
reasonable hope of returning, | had to
have a few minor things done to the
car. First was getting a set of retreads,
since mine were worn down to the
threads—the only thing separating me
from a flat tire was road tar and the
odd piece of chewing gum. After put-
ting them on, though, the guy at the
tire shop told me that he couldn't
balance or align them (as he had pro-
mised) after all, because he didn't have
proper tools for a car as old as mine.
Since | had to leave in a couple of
hours, | didn't have time to argue or
take my business elsewhere. He did
warn me not to drive out of town on
unbalanced and unaligned tires,
though. However, my old tires had
been so bad that even the unbalanced
retreads gave a vast improvement in
handling. So 1 decided I could live with
it a while.

Next | went to the K-Mart to have my
transmission fluid replaced. The car
had been refusing to shift from neutral
into first gear for a few weeks—which
makes for interesting driving, as you
can imagine—and | was hoping that
maybe this would take care of the pro-
blem. It seemed to, for a little while.
But | discovered that the rubber boots
around the transmission were so
cracked that the fluid soon leaked out
again, and the problem returned in a
few minutes. There was no time to get
the boots replaced. And the oil didn’t
seem to help my other transmission
problem—continually popping out of
fourth gear. So | figured I'd just have
to put up with it all, somehow.

By now it was mid-afternoon, time
to leave for Atlanta. | had hoped to buy
a jack, but I didn’t have time. Anyway,
it didn’t matter too much, since my

" spare was flat. Before leaving, | had
one more task. | had to crawl under the
car and disconnect the heater cable.
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Why, you ask? Let me explain.
‘Last month | discovered that my

" heater cables were broken. | found this

out one night returning from another
out-of-town trip. It was twenty degrees
or so that night, and since most of the
rubber lining had long ago rotted away
from around the doors and the trunk,
cold air came rushing in through a
million cracks and holes. Also, it came
in through several holes rusted out in
the floor, through the dashboard, and
through the fusebox. (Now [ know why
the fusebox is supposed to have that
little plastic cap.)

Lloyd, at 60 miles per hour that wind
was cold! It must have been about
twenty below in the car! | kept twisting
and turning the heater knob, but
nothing came out. By the time | got
home, my legs were so stiff | had no
feeling in them. | could hardly walk. |
was worried about frostbite.

After that Arctic night, | took the car
to the little tin shed owned by a man
who does occasional repairs for me,
and asked him to fix it.

He fixed it, all right. A little later |
took another trip to Atlanta. This time,
it was a bright, warm, beautiful spring
day. Very warm, | soon noticed. Too
warm. | rolled the windows down and
turned the little side windows towards
me to bring in some outside air. It was
still too hot. In fact, it was starting to
feel like an oven inside that car.

I noticed that hot air was pouring in
through the heater vents. [ tried to turn
the heater off. No good. | played with
the knob for several minutes, twisting
it back and forth. Nothing. Hot air kept
roaring out of the vents, and kept do-
ing so for the entire trip. | survived by

taking off my shirt and frequently wip-
ing myself with a damp towel.

After that trip [ did a little exploring
under the car, and learned that the
heater cables had snapped, and that you
could crawl under the car and wire the
heater open—uwide open—or shut with
a couple of pieces of bailing wire. So
you could either have no heat, or the







