Automotive.

    It seem like cars and motorized vehicles played a part in all I have done.  Dad had been a Drivers education teacher as well as a classroom teacher. A lot of the clients that dad had in his insurance work were former students. It seemed that everywhere he went there was someone he had taught. He at least taught Steve and I . The real start was with Steve though.. I remember when he let me drive. We were in the ‘55 Chevy on a fishing trip. It was a back road above Mackay Reservoir and gravel at that. Steve let me drive and I could not see over the top of the steering wheel. In order to drive I had to look over the dash and under the top of the steering wheel. Well I went through an inside curve and slid in the gravel. Steve got upset and told me to stop. So I slowed down and he said stop. So I put it in park. Yup, we stopped.

     Whenever we went on camping/fishing trips we traded off the time we drove. Dad would come home and pick us up and away we would go. The thing I recall most vividly was that most of the time I would drive across the desert. In the ‘55 Chevy I remember starting my part of the drive in Roberts. I always liked to drive. we were heading to Birch Creek/Salmon area. All was fine until we left the road to go through Mudlake. The wind was blowing at right angles to the road. It seemed to take all of my energy just to keep it on the road. We stopped for gas in Mudlake and I was had. I told Dad that someone else was going to have to drive. I couldn’t drive any more. My arms felt like they would fall off. It seems that the car was so light and the wind so strong. Therefore I was all over the road. I don’t remember if we had power steering or not. Probably not.  While we were getting gas Uncle Walt told me to go into the station and pay for the gas with his credit card. Well I did that and when I returned he told me that because I had signed the receipt I would have to pay for it. I think that I believed it for a while.
 The trips were not without problems.
      Another time crossing the desert returning home, at night, there was an owl sitting on the side of the road. I don't remember if I had slowed down and moved over or not. However dad was asleep in the passenger side and everyone else was in the back seat. Just as I got to the owl it decided to fly off. Fortunately it moved soon enough that it did not go through the windshield into dad. It hit the roof of the car just at the top of the windshield. Needless to say dad was instantly awake with "what was that"? I told him I had hit an owl then he told me that it could have come through the windshield. I had no idea. 

    We were driving up Panther Creek, actually I was the one driving and dad was sleeping in the passenger seat. The road was narrow to start with. In the middle of the road there was a rock that I did not think I could drive over. As I looked there seemed to be more room on the left side of the rock than on the right. Being young and inexperienced I went around the rock on the left. Just as I was going around the rock here comes a car around the curve the other way, and he was moving fast. I very quickly turned back onto my side of the road and just dropped the right front tire off the road into the ditch. Well dad wakes up to the side of the mountain whizzing past his window. He reached out grabbed the steering wheel and gave me the help to get the front wheel back onto the road. The car stopped and the wheels each pointed in different directions. The guy going the other way stopped and asked “are you ok?” . We assured him we were and he took off. Well we were fine but the car was not. It seems that the right tie rod was only held on by friction. I don’t know where or when the nut had been removed, but it had been and dad was driving with it that way. Well since I was the driver dad sent me up the road to the garage in Cobalt. It was a mile or so up the road. I walked up to the garage and went into the open door and no one was there. I called out but no one heard. All that was left to do was go up the road to the next station. At this one someone was there and they had a tow truck. Dad had told me to have them bring some tools but it seems that I did not get that across. The tow bill was $25. A pretty penny ,at that time.

     Another time we were up at the ghost town above Mackay. When we got in the car the key broke off in the ignition and we could not turn the key to start the car. Well Steve and I both knew how to hot wire a car by this time. We used a safety pin as I remember. When we got to Mackay there wasn’t any place to get a key made. We drove from there to Challis, or at least close to it. We ended up along the road at the sign that talks about the Indians using the cliffs to run buffalo over. We stopped there and I said that I would turn the car off. The thing that I did not take into consideration was that we had been driving for about an hour or so and that hot wire was “hot”. When I got a hold on it, the first indication that all was not right was the smell of burning flesh. I had a nice line across my finger. And yes it really hurt. The next day we had a key made in Challis.

     Closer to home we had our trials. When I was in high school a bunch of us decided to go fishing.. This was going to be a couple of nights or maybe it was just that we had a lot of stuff. Any way the car we had was a friends. We had a trailer that had our stuff in it. We were at the outlet of Toponce Creek. We talked to someone and asked if there was a road over the hill to Pocatello and he assured us that there was and it was a good road. He used it all of the time and he pulled his boat behind his pickup and camper. Well Bruce Erickson had to be home. He had a train to catch, to leave for the Scout Jamboree. We took off and I told everyone that I knew where the road was on the top of the mountain but I didn’t know where it was on this side. We drove looking for a sign that would tell us where the road was on the east side of the mountain. We had been over on the Bancroft side of the mountain.. Finally we see a sign that said Inkom and turned toward the mountain.. The road was not much of a road. It was really just two ruts. Well as we climbed the car heated up. We came by a pond and added water. Finally we were at the top of that hill but not the mountain. The road did get better and went down and started to switch back. As he drove down the hill the friend said "I hope this road gets us out because I don't think I can get the car back up this hill". Well we went down and then along this draw and followed it for a while and then it turned left went down into the draw and up the other side and then it stopped. That was the end of the road. We started back and the kid driving was a city slicker and no, he could not get it back up the switchbacks. Well I said I would drive and the car was too gutless to make the turn and climb. I told every one to get on the corner and when I came by and slowed down to start pushing. Well we made it back to the top and back to Pocatello in time for Bruce to catch the train to Washington D.C.. 

     It seemed that I am a slow learner. Having not found the road on the Lava side of the mountain, we decided to go fishing and find out where the road actually came out. The long drive up Inman Cr. And the turn at the top onto the good road. It seems that it was only good right on the top of the ridge. After we followed it we came to a long steep hill down. Well being the eternal optimist, I still wanted to find the “shortcut”. So down the hill we went. Ronnie Andrews was up set and said we will never be able to get back up this hill, and I said it comes out the other side. Well he picked up the speed a bit, being anxious as he was. The “superhighway” by this time had reverted into two cow paths. Well he did not slow down until he hit bottom on a rock. He hit hard. We stopped and he got out and the pan on the transmission had a leak. He couldn’t stop the leak and the fluid was hot. His response was I am just going to hurry and get out of here. Then as we came around a corner Ronnie said I bet with our luck there will be a beaver pond across the road! And there it was. We had to talk Ron out of getting a run and trying to cross. It was deep. We left the car there and started to walk out. A couple of miles down the road we came across a sheepherder and he gave us a lift down to Lava Hot Springs. We then caught a ride toward Inkom . It was then that we remembered some friends that lived on the East side of McCammon . We had our ride let us out and we walked the two or so miles over to their house. When we got there we found out that they had moved, down by the weigh station on the North side of town. So ,we walked the couple of miles to the weigh station. Right where the ride that we had was going. From there we managed to get a ride into Inkom where mom met us. We then went home got the truck and went back for the car. All was well, until we came to “the hill”. The truck could not pull the car up by itself. So back to Mink Creek and find a way to fix Ronnie’s Jeep. Well we borrowed the hose from his mom’s douche bag, and away we went. With the Jeep at the top of the hill and the truck hooked to the car we pulled and out we came. All was well until Steve with the Jeep way out in front went around a corner and the rope went out into the air and started to pull the truck to the edge of the road. To make a long story short, I got the blame for ruining the transmission in Ronnie’s car. It did not matter that I/we tried to get Ronnie to take it easy. After that I had the reputation for wanting to take the “superhighways”.  After the failed try from both sides of the mountain I decided that the guy I had talked to was in fact talking about the road from Pocatello Creek Road over Hoot Owl and down to Rapid Creek. Which in reality dose nothing to make it shorter to Toponce Cr. Just made it on dirt roads. So much for the never ending search for a short cut.

     Steve bought a motorcycle and allowed me to drive it. He was on the back and I was driving. We had gone up the creek from our house and back down. As I was approaching the driveway Steve was hollering in my ear to slow down. I had my foot on the foot brake and was trying to slow down. Well just as I started to turn into the driveway (gravel) he hollered again to slow down. I used the front brake. We went down and the handle bar hit me between the legs in a very sensitive part. When I finally stood up Steve hit me and knocked me back down. I decided to stay there until he got his bike picked up and taken away. The wreck broke his headlight and broke his front fender. It was metal and put a split in it. He did forgive me and let me ride it some more. I got picked up speeding on the bike the week before I went into the Navy on active duty. I was driving north on Main Street and as I passed the old Honda shop a kid sitting on a Honda 90 started it up and was going up and back and trying to race me. I didn’t want any of it. He turned right and went over Gould Street overpass and I went straight heading to the airport. As the home thinned out I opened it up and then I looked behind me saw something white and thought oh, oh. Then I looked and saw the blue light. I was cited for going 45 in a 35 MPH zone. And driving with no muffler, and no license plate, and no registration. The ticket said that I had to go to court in two weeks and I told the officer that I would be gone then. He said that I could go in the next Monday. Twenty Five dollars and court costs of $7:50.

     Have you ever ridden a motorcycle in a hail storm with out a windshield? Don’t.

     It seems that I was always on the ragged edge with cars. I had a 1949 Chevy. I went up on the back road behind the cement plant and painted it with spray cans. Drip dry. Syd used to tell me that it was a car not a tank. Ok, so I went a lot of places with it. It developed a knock in the engine and still I drove it. I took LeeAnne to Mesa Falls with the engine knocking all of the way. When we left there on the way back we stopped by the rest area on the way to Palisades. There was a road that went down to the river and I drove it down there. It was all I could do to get it back out. LeeAnne wanted to walk.

     I decided to find out what the knock was. I had never taken auto mechanics but what the hay. It was not hard to take the engine apart. I did find out  that a piston would not come out through the bottom of an engine. So, I took the top off. The heads came of and then the pistons would come out. When I had it all apart I took the piston, yes you could tell which one because it would move, to Madsen’s Garage and asked him how could I fix it. It seems that the early cars used what they call babbitt bearings. And babbitt bearings can not be fixed. I went to put it all back together and found out that the rings expand and would not just slip back into the cylinder. That was when I found out about ring compressors. Not having a ring compressor I did what I could. A web belt wrapped around the piston and pulled tight did the job. Then it was drive it until it won’t go any more. My next car was a ‘55 Olds. Then I bought a ‘59 Chevy. Some of the things I did with it will follow. By the way this is the car that LeeAnne drove. While dating LeeAnne we had gone up to Skyline Ski Area (now Pebble Creek Ski Area) the view from there is something to see. When I turned around I hit the slope at the edge of the parking lot. No big deal.. When we got to Ruth and Bill’s we stopped and talked in the driveway. Well it was a big deal. What happened was I poked a hole in the gas tank.. It also happened that gas and blacktop do not go together. How was I to know? Bill was really mad. The gas ate a hole in the driveway and Bill had to patch it. I had no idea that it would do that.

     With that same car I went for a ride just to see what there was to see. I had told Jill that I was going to come up to see her and then I went up the South Fork of Mink Creek. It was still winter and after a while I was driving on top of snowmobile tracks. I went about a mile and a half before I slid off from the tracks and was stuck. The jack that I had was a tripod type with a screw shaft that turned the jack up and down. I would jack the car up as far as I could and then push it to the side and it would fall off from the jack. Then I would have to screw the jack all of the way back down, place it under the bumper and start over again. After doing this a number of times and I was back on the tracks. I backed the car up all of the way to the mouth of the creek. The road was not straight. There were a number of corners. Well when I arrived in Iona Jill had not missed me due to the fact that I did not say when I would be there. It would seem that I did that type of thing a lot.

     Somewhere along the line Syd had gone on a Navy trip or was returning from a trip and got stuck in McCall, Idaho. His call for help had mom and I get in the car and drive over to get him and one of his friends. It was on the way home that we were traveling at a good clip when I heard a noise and the car started to slow down. It was early in the morning and we were along the Snake River at Cold Water, around Massacre Rocks. Early in the morning it is dark and lonely. As we came to a stop along the freeway the engine would run good but the car would not move. I tried all of the gears and it didn’t move. All of the parts seemed to be in place. As I reviewed what I could do all that stood out was the manual overdrive. In that car there was a cable that you pulled out to allow the overdrive to engage. I pushed the overdrive in and tried the gears, and away we went. Some years later I would give that overdrive to a friend out at work. When he took it apart, there was a gear that had broken and it had gone from round to j shaped. He commented about the force that it would take to break a gear like that.

     Why I got rid of that car I do not know. That one was a ‘59 Chevy Station wagon. When Jill and I got married that was the car we drove. Along the way we took a honeymoon in conjunction with her family reunion. We drove up to Pine Creek and I think we spent a night there. From there we went over to the Salmon River. We went up to Bayhorse Lake and just short of the lake was a wet spot and I had a hard time going up. I stopped and backed up and she said finally you got some sense. No I was just getting a run so I could make it past the wet, slick spot. It was at that time that she looked at me and said “You damn stupid fool”. That was what she thought of my driving. We made it up to the lake and cooked a meal. I have to say that the time up there was upsetting. For some reason I felt uneasy. I decided not to spend the night there and after we ate we went down to the Salmon River and drove up stream until we found a campground. The wind and the trees knocking together all led to my feeling of unease. We then drove up to Stanley and then on home.

     Somewhere along the line I started driving dad’s ‘55  Studebaker Silver Hawk. I had the thermostat housing break and found out that I could not go down to the parts store and get a new one. That led me to scrounging for parts. There was a auto dumping ground over by American Falls. That started a collection of parts that would be around until late in the ‘80's. After the Studebaker I bought a ‘65 Jeep Wagoneer. This would see a lot of effort just to keep it running. One of the first things that I did with the Jeep was to take it four wheeling. I decided to try to drive up the face of Red Hill in Pocatello. There was a road (of sorts) up the face behind the cemetery. Talk about not thinking something through. Well I started up the hill and it was going good until I got next to the top. Then the road got steeper just before it crested. It was all I could do just to keep the Jeep going. It had a six cylinder engine it and I felt not much power. Well the engine lugged down and kept going. I only did that once. It seems that there was at least on bad cylinder in that engine. Well when the plug would fowl I would pull it and clean it or replace it. I got tired of doing that so often so I decided to put a hotter plug in. That way I would not have to clean it as often. That worked for a while. There came a time when I put a hot enough plug in that I burned a hole in the valve or piston. Then it popped as well as smoked. Jill got picked up by the police for excessive smoke one day. I asked her if she got a ticket and she said no, he was a friend that she had gone to school with. So I went to work and pulled the engine out and put a Chevy 283 in. Now I had power! The problem was that I lost the low end torque. It would no longer lug down. I remember that I took it up City creek and found a good steep hill to go down. When I started down the weight of the Jeep would push the front springs down and the front drive shaft would bounce on the starter motor. I could not back up because the hill was too steep. I could not go slow enough in low gear, so I had to use the brakes. Every time I did that caused the drive shaft knuckle to hit the starter. I made it down and decided that I had to stop going down steep hills like that. It was some time later that I was driving on one of the cross streets in Iona, in the winter, with lots of ruts. Well I bounced across the ruts and went to the Iona Merc. When I came out after buying something I started, no I tried to start the Jeep and all I heard was a whirring sound. When I got out and looked what I say was the starter hanging from the wires. It seems that I broke the snout of the starter off when I hit the ruts. So a new starter as well as a bump pad to stop the travel downward. There was another time when we had gone fishing with some friends. We had to take their daughter with us, as well as them. We went up to Bayhorse Lake and then went down to Loon Creek. We had returned and were in Clayton getting gas for the trip home. I pulled out of the service station and shifted out of first and into second. Well one of the things that this Jeep Had was a column shifter. I found out that when you shifted from first to second the lever would hit and break the number 8 spark plug.. To fix that I had found a side shift shifter and installed that. Well it seems that all of the things that I had cobbled together did not always work right. I had shifted out of first and into second, except it did not come out of first. The results was we came to a screeching halt in the middle of the road. We moved the Jeep off from the road and pondered what to do. Initial checks told us that the shifter did not work. I took my tools out lifted the floorboard and then took the top of the transmission off. Then I could see the problem. It seems that the shifter fork on the inside of the transmission had broken off. Well I fished the big pieces out and left the gear in neutral and started out. Well with out anything to hold it in position it will slide back into one of the engaged positions. We again came to a screeching halt on the other side of the road. Well I took the transmission apart again and tried to think what could I do? My first thought was pieces of wood in the splines with bailing wire to hold them in place. I never was able to keep the wire tight without breaking. After breaking a number of wires. I knew that I had to do something different. As I pawed through my tool box I saw it. A stainless steel hose clamp. But only one! So into the store and buy another one. I had called my dad and told him if I didn’t call him by midnight would he come looking for me? I fished all of the small pieces out of the transmission and buttoned it up. I had lost first and reverse gear but still had second and third. I slipped the clutch a lot and managed to get going. Around 45 something went through the gears and made a lot of noise. I slowed down to 35 and we went the rest of the way home at 35. More work! I had called Dad and said if we are not home or call you by midnight how about coming to get us? Well we stopped in Mackay and had dinner. I called Dad and told him we were on the way and we would call later. We made it home.

     Another issue with the Jeep was Syd, Barb, Jill and I had gone camping up Panther Creek. We towed Syd's Scout and came over Morgan Creek summit north of Challis, down to Woodtick Campground below Cobalt, or there about. We left The Scout in camp and went up to Leesburg. It was a nice drive and we had a good time. Coming back down the mountain to camp all of a sudden the engine quit. It seems that we had run out of gas. I switched to the other tank and it was empty as well. So we coasted down to the bottom of the hill and sat there contemplating who was going to walk back to camp to get the Scout to drive us back. I turned the key just to check and make sure that the problem really was gas. I listened as the electric pump filled the line and then stopped. So I started the Jeep and it started right up. It seems that going down hill the gas that was left went to the front of the tank and past the pickup tube. We made it back to camp and since we were planning to leave, broke camp and hooked up the Scout and then down Panther Creek to the main Salmon and started up the creek, toward North Fork. Nope, didn't make it! Ran out of gas for good this time. Well we unhooked the Scout and Syd drove up to Shoup got a can of gas and returned, then we were back on the road. Just another exciting time.
     The next problem happened during elk season. We had gone up to Salmon to the spot we had hunted at a lot. Ulysses Lookout. I had stopped at our campsite. The fork of the East and Main fork of Indian Creek. I stopped in the middle of the road and discovered that I had a problem.. The Jeep stopped but it was still in gear. I pulled off the road and tried to think it out.. Steve come over and said what is the problem? I explained that the clutch was stuck and I would have to fix it. He said it’s just stuck let me get it. I tried to explain to him that this clutch was hydraulic, not mechanical. Well he stomped on the clutch pedal and sure enough it went right to the floor. Steve said see there it is. Well the upshot was that he burst one of the cloth bound hoses. I made the comment that I would have to go to Salmon the next morning to try to get a new hose. That is if I could. I commented that if the parts store was open it would only be in the morning. Well Steve said they should be open anytime. Well I left in time to get there just before noon and sure enough the parts stores were closed . I looked around and finally just before noon found an auto dealer open and bought a brake line. And yes they closed at noon. When I got the new line installed it still did not work. As I searched what I found out was that I must have had the throw out bearing adjusted too close and it froze up and then wore through the forks of the clutch pressure plate. After the hunt for the rest of the weekend. As we left I stopped at the bottom of the creek and had Syd push me to get started. By slipping the clutch I was able to shift gears. Once I got started there was no stopping. They followed me to Salmon and we all filled up with gas. Then they got me started and I was on my way. Jill was at her folks in Iona and I had to go there and get her. The thing I found out was that there are 12 stop signs between the hunt and Iona. Now that the statue of limitation is past I can say, yes I ran all of them. All of this required a new clutch pressure plate and a new throw out bearing.
     One of the things I had done was add towing to the insurance on the Jeep for Jill. Turns out that I was the one to use it. Coming home from work (swing shift) one evening I was traveling south, about 35 MPH, on North Fifth when I hit a patch of fresh snow and slush and started to hydroplane. When I finally slowed I was at right angles to the turn lane going to Garrett Way. So seeing tracks in/under the snow I bumped over the curb and proceeded to make a wide right hand turn in order to return to the road and continue on home. Wasn't in the cards. The rear wheels sunk in the mud. No problem I have 4 wheel drive! So I get out turn in the front hubs get back in put it in 4 wheel and proceed to dig the front wheels into the mud. When I open the door the rocker panel is on the mud. OH, well nothing a tow truck can't fix. Provided of course I am in the Jeep with it in reverse and backing out of the mud while being towed back to pavement.  

     It seems that there were always problems with the Jeep. One time I had gone over to the Mini Barn and filled up with gas and got a bottle of Coke. Then I went home. After I got home I realized that I had left the gas cap off. I turned around and started back to get it when I noticed flames through the floorboard. I jumped out and lifted the hood and the flames shot up. I went to the front seat and got my Coke put my thumb over the top and shook it up then sprayed the engine. The flames went down but not out. I knew that I had a plastic bucket full of water. I ran over to the garage got the bucket and then poured it on the engine. Then I took it back to the garage. It seems that one thing leads to another. I did not fix the Jeep then but that was a reason to get one of the other cars going. It was about this time that I had bought another outfit. It was a 1969 Chev. Suburban. It needed a new engine and I had one that I had started to build up. Anyway I got the Suburban going and put off fixing the Jeep. It was later in the winter that it all came back to haunt me. I had been using the Suburban to haul the scouts and all was well. It seems that sometime along the way I had problems. It was on the way to a scout overnighter. We were camping out at my dad’s cabin by Pebble Creek Ski Area.. We were almost  to the switchbacks, and the car just wouldn’t pull it. I told the kids to get out and push. When they got out the amount of weight out of the car allowed my to drive on. When we got back I checked and it seemed that I had one push rod that was not working right. I tightened it down and it would not move. When I took the cam shaft out and looked, the lobe was worn off and it was round.

     Now I needed to get a car going. I looked at the Jeep and decided to replace the distributor and spark plug wires, which had burned with the fire. I used a number of parts and replaced the distributor and then when it came time to replace the wires is was colder than.... Well it was the coldest time of the year. I put a tarp over the hood of the Jeep and then I would take one cable off and go into the garage and make one of the same length. I had a roll of wire and special screw on fittings. I had a heater under the tarp to keep my hands warm and one in the garage to keep me warm there. The circuit would not allow both of them to run at the same time. I would turn the one on under the tarp and take off one cable then turn it off and go into the garage to build a new one. I would use the heater in the garage and build a new wire. Then I would turn it off go out of the garage and put it in place in the Jeep and then pull off another one and go to the garage to do it all again. It took me eight hours to change the eight wires. Why or how I got rid of the ‘69 Suburban or ‘65 Jeep I don’t recall. Somewhere I had a Chev. Vega.  The timing belt was broken and needed to be replaced. Somewhere around the time Shelley started to drive I got an AMC Concord from the Site. It was grey but a nice car.

     The first wreck was when Shelley wanted to take the videos back to the video store. It was easy getting there. Then she got in the car looked for traffic, then looked at the shifter and put it in gear let off the brake and pulled right into the side of a car going by. That ripped the front bumper off, and put a dent in the right front fender. I did one of the dents in the car. I had a trailer hooked to it and was backing it into the driveway and turned too sharp and the corner of the trailer hit the trunk lid. Another one was in the parking lot at school. Nobody knows who but the driver’s door was backed into. Then there was the time that Mike was going too fast on a gravel road and slid on a corner. That put a bigger dent in the right fender. Then there was the day that Shelley called me and told me that she had been in a wreck. It seems that she was following a pickup that turned into a turn lane but was across the lane rather than parallel to the traffic. The upshot of it was that she hit the back bumper. That crunched the left fender and headlight. To cap it all off dad had not understood and that car was not insured.. When I asked Shelley she said that she hardly dented the truck. Well it only cost $320 for that little dent. Then I got the call about noises that the car was making. It was only when you stopped.. The brake shoes had worn out completely and were wearing into the rotor. That meant a replacement of the rotors and calipers. The Shelley told me that the oil light kept coming on. But only on turns. I asked her to show me where she was putting the oil. She showed me the oil cap and that was ok. Then I asked her to check how much oil she had in the engine. She pulled out the dipstick and then I asked her to read what it said on the dipstick. It said check while hot with engine running. I asked her if she did that. Her reply was no. I replied that was because that was the Automatic Transmission dipstick. Well when we checked the oil she had about a gallon too much in the engine.
     Somewhere along the ling Shelley was driving East on Alexander and made the left turn at the end of the street only to have the back door come open and have James fall out. He was OK just scared and a bit of road rash with gravel in his arm.

     Then there was the time she called me at work and asked if she could take the Suburban to Pocatello for a hair appointment. I asked why she didn't take her car and her response was because it won't go forward. It will back up but it will not go forward. I asked her if she had checked the Automatic Transmission fluid and her reply was yes, and she added 5 quarts but it still would not go forward. Still I let her take the Suburban, with the admonition that it had better be at the bus stop when I got home. Well as I got off the bus and it pulled away I could then see across the road. Yup, no Suburban. It was only about five blocks home so I started hoofing it. About half way there I see a car that looks sort of familiar. It was my brother Don with a bunch of kids in the car. He gave me a ride home as well and as I was walking up to the door I thought I was talking to Shelley about what happened to the car, but she had stayed in the car to go with Don to take her friends home. Well as was the case a lot during that time I was scheduled to work an overtime. It was to be a midnight to eight o'clock, followed by my regular shift of eight to four thirty. I laid down on the floor and tried to rest. Finally when she came home she told me the Suburban had just quit. I quizzed her about any noise it made and she said it had not made any noise it just quit. Someone had stopped and said something about oil in the water or water in the oil or something like that. Well bad news travels fast. Syd called and said did I need some help? So he came up and picked me up and back to Pocatello to my Suburban. I had extra water because one thing Shelley did know was if you looked in the radiator you could not see the water. When we got to the car we added the water until the thing was full. Then I reached for the cap to put it back on the radiator and noticed that the water level was dropping. What the!!! I took the flashlight and looked under the car and could see water dripping. As I looked I could not see where it was coming from. Then from the back side of the front tire I shined the light in and there it was. Hanging out of the side of the block was a connecting rod bearing cap. Well Syd helped me tow the Suburban home and then we went over and towed the Concord home. Then when I mentioned that I still had to go to work, Syd said I could borrow his truck. So he took me to Pocatello, and I borrowed his truck. Then back to Blackfoot and it was time to go to work. Sometime the next morning I get a call from Sheri and She says if I can get to Pocatello I can catch a ride to Twin Falls and pick up mom's car and use it. So I go home at eight o'clock rather than work my day shift. I catch a couple of hours of sleep and then make arrangements to leave Syd's Truck in Pocatello at the Idaho Power office on Center Street, where I am to meet this guy that will give me a ride to Twin. He will be driving a truck or a VW. At any rate we finally meet up and it is off to Twin. When I get there the car is in the shop for a transmission leak. After a discussion it is decided that I should be able to make it home without any problems. So just before I leave Dan says, by the way you need to drive very carefully, because the license plate is from the Tornado and it(mom's car) is not insured. So if I get picked up it will be no insurance as well as ficticous display. I arrived home without any trouble. However this was to set the stage for another saga.

     The next car I had was a Pontiac. I bought it cheap because it needed a timing chain. Well it was simpler to fix that then it was anything else. I fixed that car and started driving it. All the while mom's car sat in front of the house, waiting for me to find and fix the leak in the radiator.

 I had already found out that the transmission leak was in fact really just a bad power steering hose. I had told the kids that if for some reason they were to drive mom's car that they had to check the water in the radiator first. Well I am at work and Shelley needs to go to Pocatello for a girls camp meeting with one of her cousins. Can I take the car? Well I said I was a slow learner didn't I? She took the car and the next call I got was that the car had overheated and quit but she was at Steve's and was OK. I had asked her to drop off something at dad's as she went by. When I asked had she done that she said no, but she had locked the car and it was safe. Huh? Shelley, where is the car? Well it is on the freeway just before you get to the Fort Hall exit. The actual details escape me right now but I took a bunch of water and drove to the car and had Shelley meet me there. I filled up the radiator and it wouldn't start. In fact I drained the battery trying to start the car. It became obvious that I had to tow it home. Finally at home I put the battery charger on it and let it charge. Later when it still would not start I replaced the spark plugs and that did the trick. However when the car started the prettiest white smoke came out of the exhaust. This was the first time I had seen that type of thing but I knew that what it meant was that the water from the radiator was getting into the combustion chamber. Hopefully a bad gasket, Nope, it was a warped head.

     Somewhere around this time I started to get smarter. That was to not have the kids drive my cars. I don't recall the reason or circumstances but I needed to a car and Steve said I could use his Scout. I went to Pocatello and got it and after leaving his home while rounding the curve at the base of Mink Creek and approaching the golf course I dimmed the lights for an on coming car. Well they went out, totally. Back to the brights, and the on coming car started to flashing their lights. Well I stopped and it was Steve, and he said "Oh by the way, I forgot to tell you, when you dim the lights they go off". Well that was something to fix. I just needed to replace the dimmer switch. Now the next thing was that I pulled over to winch someone out of the ditch, only to find out that the PTO was not connected. Steve had problems with the transmission and the fix was to replace it with one that did not have a PTO function. Ok wind up the cable by hand.

     This would have been soon after we moved to Blackfoot. The next summer I went to Bayhorse lake with it and spent a week with twelve boy scouts, by myself. That's all it took to say never again. Have you ever thought that it would be something to do, to travel with 12 boy scouts and myself in a Scout 4X4? They did fit but not safely.
      I must have purchased it from Steve, because this became Mike's car to work on. It seems that the story of my life way not enough oversight during repairs. It seems Mike hooked the battery up backwards and then during a jump to start the Scout fried all of the wiring.
           I don't know how long it sat around the house but somewhere it was passed on to Matt. Fortunately he was able to fix all the problems he encountered.

     The fix of driving my cars was for the kids to drive their cars. I was still involved. Shelley bought a car from a dealer in Idaho Falls and drove it to Provo where she lived. There was a time when she was bringing a friend to Shelley and called me from Plymouth, UT. It seems that her car was making a knocking noise, but it got better when she added four quarts of oil. I advised her to turn around and gently go home. We were going to be going to Grandma and Grandpa Proffitt's the next morning. I said that if she didn't make it we would find her along the side of the road. If she wanted she could go only as far as Brigham City and stay at Uncle Don's and Aunt Yuvonne's and we could meet her there and follow her home. It was about 3:30 or 4:00 o'clock when she came in the bedroom and said that her car had quit on her. When I asked where she said Firth! What in the H*** was she doing in Firth? That was as far as she got after she dropped off her girlfriend. OH, and by the way there was a big puddle of oil under it. Knowing that we were supposed to be in SLC that morning, the only thing to do was get up and go drag the car back to Blackfoot. I took some oil and filled it up and was able to drive it back. It seems that it was not such a good deal after all. The upshot was that she got in touch with the dealer and if I would get the car to his lot he would not charge her the remaining $500 dollars of the $1500 purchase price. Well I told LeeAnne that if she would follow me to IF I would drive it and if it quit I would stop and she could pull me from there. Well she was on the phone and she said that she would be along in a bit. I said that If it quit I would be along the side of the road. Well it turned out that she was looking for me to literally be at the side of the road, partially in traffic. It turns out that the car started to die and act funny just as I was approaching Sunneyside Road in IF. I was going to run the red light that had just turned but then I say a policeman and so I sort of jerked and turned right and then right again on the other side of the tracks. I sat on the hood of the car until I say LeeAnne coming and then I started to wave my arms as she went passed.  She wasn't looking off the road and so she didn't see me. Then I decided I needed to be on the side of the road. I went over and stood on the side of the road. Again she didn't see me. This time I stayed where I was and said this time she will have to see me. We will be on the same side of the road and she will be looking for me by the side of the road. Well she was in the inside lane of a four land highway, but that is OK I am on the side of the road. Then she started to pass an 18wheeler, Yup it was between her and I. Well I knew that the next time she would be going South so I went over and stood on the lawn of the Maverik gas station. Then when she got near I jumped in the middle of the road waving my arms. That time she say me. Yup it was my fault.

     Somewhere down the line Annie had been up visiting and was on her way back to Provo. About 10:00PM we get a call that she had car problems. We talked about it and the engine would run but the car wouldn't go. We talked about things she could try and she mentioned that there was a puddle of fluid beneath the car. What color? Red. After we covered what we could I asked would you like me to come down? Could you? Sure, so we loaded the tools in the car and started south. Sure enough the car was at the side of the road at the Far West exit North of Ogden. Annie had called a friend that she knew in Ogden and we called her. As I checked the car over I found that the drive shaft that came out if the transmission had come loose and slipped out and stopped the car. It turns out that the bolts holding it in had jiggled loose enough to fall out and then the shaft slid out. I went to a couple of truck stops to find a bolt that would fit. I found a lot of ASA bolts but no Metric. I searched around under the hood and found a bolt that would fit. I put that in and then added a quart of Automatic Transmission fluid, and advised Annie not to drive it far that night and get it to a dealer the next day. I told her where the bolts were missing from and showed her where I found one to replace them. She stayed with her friend and then had the car fixed the next day. All's well that ends well.

     Somewhere along the way I get a call from Mike that he and a friend are on their way up to Idaho when It started to run rough and smoke. They stopped at Plymouth, UT. and found that the fuel pump had come loose. He had lost one bolt but was able to tighten the other. He wanted me to come down and help him and I asked when does the gas station close. It turns out that they closed at 10:00PM. They didn't have any bolts the size he needed and I recommended that he gingerly drive home where he could get a bolt to fix it. He did and saved me a trip.

     Then comes a call from Matt at about midnight, he is on Malad Pass and the Scout quit on him. Could we bring him a fuel pump? Well there is no place to get one that time of night and LeeAnne has him sleep there and the next day I go to work and she takes a fuel pump to Matt. It turns out that he had an extra one but on the trip he had problems with his drive line and had to trade it to make up for the lack of money for the repairs.

     Along the way Jeff had purchased a "Chicken Hawk", that's a Grand Am car like Smokey and the Bandit. It seems he had problems with the heater and so he got a small heater that plugs into the cigarette lighter. Somehow that led to the battery running down and he needed a jump. He didn't call me but had a friend help. The upshot was that along the way he connected the cables backward and sparked as he connected and blew up the battery in his face. Fortunately there was no major permanent damage. Did I tell about the time we had gone to SLC got home late went to bed and the next morning I got up and the white Station wagon was not in the driveway? I came back in and asked LeeAnne if I had left it at the bus stop, no she didn't think so. I went back out and looked along the side of the garage, not there either. Back into the house I run into Jeff. Do you know where the car is? Yah, Stuck in snow at Airport Park. I grab the phone and tell work that I won't be in today. Turns out Jeff had had a tiff with a girlfriend and took the car to blow off steam. In the process he got stuck in the snow. Then the car wouldn't keep running. We go over the car will start but when you put it into gear it dies. We dig it out and then figure out that if we start it and drop it into drive as quick as I can then it will go forward a little before it dies. After doing that a lot of times we get it out on the road. I call the garage to have it towed in. Darvel says that it will be a while before his driver can get there. It turns out that it was only a fuse. It was at this time that we decided that we needed a kill switch installed on the car. Darvell was more than happy to oblige. All it amounted to was a switch mounted under the dash that we could flip and then the car would not start. It became more enjoyable when it was the kids cars and not mine.

     Paul obtained a beater car and then proceeded to beat it more. We were spending a lot of time at LeeAnne's folks in SLC. As we returned home late one evening we passed a large puddle of oil on the road by the corner of Highland and Alexander. In my mind I thought what have you done now, Paul. It is about 1:00AM when we got home and the kids were still up. No problems but we all went to bed. The next morning I am at work when LeeAnne called. "Do you know what that kid did"? "Who"? "Paul ! Just as I am about to walk out of the door he says that he needs a ride to school". The story is that his power steering went out and he was cutting the corner and bounced over the curb and knocked out his oil plug. I said that I would check the car when I got home that evening. We as happened so much I had to work an overtime, so at 1:00AM I crawled  under the car to look. There was scrape marks from the front bumper all of the way back to the transmission. I deduced from this that Paul had been "grabbing air". Driving his car over a rise in the road at speed so the front end came off the ground and them slammed down into the pavement. Well the next night I came home at the regular time, and went by the so called location and checked the curb. No scrape marks of any kind. Then I went home and had Paul come out in the driveway and we crawled under the car. As we lay on our backs looking at the underside of his car, I said, "Paul do you seriously think that this happened from running over the curb once'? Well he agreed that couldn't have been what it was. I told him I had looked at the curb and there were no marks on it. I said you've been grabbing air haven't you? He agreed that was what he had been doing so we went on from there and had a discussion about the dangers of that sort of thing. Then I proceeded to tell and point out all of the things that he would need to fix his car. 
          OK, Paul had his share of things that happened. However they are only things LeeAnne and I were able to have fun with at Paul's expense of course.

     Now on to David. It was the car Annie was driving when she had her problems. It was grandpa Schaeffers Toyota and had been passed on to David. He was on his way home from Ricks, now BYU Idaho. He had all of his personal property piled in the car. On the start of the trip he had stopped at Albertsons and bought a huge sandwich to eat on the way home. Just past the Shelley exit he took his eyes off the road and picked up the sandwich for a big bite. When he looked back on the road there was a fifth wheel trailer with a load of bricks stopped or going way slower than he was. He had just enough time to turn the wheel hard to the left. He hit the trailer with the front of the car just about in the center of the car. The corner of the trailer went up over the engine through the dash at the radio, tore out the radio, then went through the middle of the passenger seat and out over the top of the rear tire. As he came to a stop he was looking down the freeway at oncoming travel. He unbuckled and got out to push it off the road and out of the way. No, Dice! LeeAnne and I both received calls and met in Idaho Falls at the hospital.  Turns out that all David had was a small cut on his arm and a lot of glass fragments in his hair. On the way home we drove through Shelley to get some stuff out of the car. As soon as LeeAnne saw it she started to cry. David was watched over very well. The car was totaled.

     That was replaced by a Nissan that we got from Elaine Ruiz. The next was by Becky. She had gone to Idaho Falls and was going East on Sunneyside and was in the turn lane at Woodruff. The car in front of her turned and seeing a green light she followed. Oops! It was not a turn arrow rather a full green light both directions. She was not hurt but it did put a big dent in the door and center post. For the most part that covers the bigger Automotive issues.   
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