TO DAYTONA WITH THE FURY

SG GOES RACING

By BILL CARROLL
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ABOVE: Author-driver and car shortly before leaving Detroit for Daytona. A few days later, Bill pushed the Fury
to a record 124 plus mph. BELOW: Cardboard was taped over headlights and fenders to improve aerodynamics.

A ten mph gain was added this way. NASCAR safety official paints eyeballs in place of lights to aid car’s
vision, After all, a car can’t make a run blindfolded.
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Plymouth digs away from the starting line, marked by pylon standing at water’s edge, on first day’s run. Smaller
NASCAR pylons were spaced one mile apart for entire length of beach course. Fury’s gear ratios and rear suspension
were itleal in providing maximum “dig” in packed sand. Some overpowered cars buried their wheels in ruts.

through the traps, plus two miles

to slow down,” said the steward
as he slapped the door panel in a friendly
ok. I zeroed the window closed. The starter
stepped away, flipped his flag and I was
off. Southbound on Daytona’s famous rac-
ing beach.

Wheel-spin of previous cars had chopped
the sand and my Fury did its share of dig-
ging deeper ruts. When chassis vibration
died, the speedometer flipped past 40 and
I stabbed the automatic transmission’s “2"
button. Full bore now. Both carburetors
wide open, throatily gulping cool sea air
to feed flying pistons. The engine peaked
at 80 as the transmission shifted to direct.
The whole car leaped forward as peak
torque was thrown at the tires. At 100, it
was quieter. Only a faint blur of sound
left the engine to match blurred course
markers spreading apart to let us scoot
through.

A pylon on the left came closer, to sail
out of view rearward as the car snapped
over a black rubber snake opening the
measured mile. The speedometer needle
had lost itself behind the number panel.
Who cared what it said. The course curved
duneward to miss a dip. I didn’t turn
much, only enough to miss the marker by
paint. A dip. I floated. Dipped. Floated.
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“ ]? OU'VE a mile to roll, another

Dipped again. But still heading straight
between the blurs. Where did the new
pylon come from so quickly? “Snap”. I had
flipped the snake again. Out of the mile
now. Wonder how fast I was going? “Ease
off slowly”. So I did.

Bumping along the safety road a visitor
shouted, “It sounded like you did over a
hundred”. Then I relaxed and took a
couple of deep breaths. This WAS Day-
tona.

Only ten days before, 1 had arrived in
Detroit to take delivery of a new Fury.
Out of Plymouth, by Chrysler. Even 18
degree weather couldn’t cool my excite-
ment as the snow covered car was brought
in from open storage with electric wipers
skittering over the windshield in a futile
effort. Ten minutes later, hot water had
melted the white blanket revealing the
Fury's clean lines. My bags fitted the trunk
space, signatures were attached to paper-
work, pictures taken at the plant, then
we headed for Daytona. It snowed and
rained, while foggy mountain roads ham-
pered every attempt at high speed driving.
At that it was a quick, comfortable thou-
sand miles with the Fury 318 dual quad
engine providing 14.4 miles to each gal-
lon of Pure premium gas.

Our arrival at Daytona was something
less than earth shaking. Finding our way

about town was a simple process of get-
ting lost—then asking directions. Soon we
located a heated swimming pool, with bed-
room attached. Orientation completed, we
began digging for information to ease the
way of Sports Cars Illustrated readers who
will visit Daytona next year.

All the speed shops and garages we
poked the editorial nose into revealed two
things. One; everyone was busier than a
new groom and, two; there were loads of
horses hidden under those factory “stock”
hoods. Smokey Yunick, famed racing tuner,
was shattering the concrete floor of his
garage with full power dyno tests of a fuel
injection Chevrolet. Ronnie Householder,
Plymouth racing engineer, found time to
make valuable. suggestions for preparing
our Fury — plus showing us through his
garage of competition goodies. The Ford
group was hidden, concentration camp
style, behind wire fencing and armed
guards; leaving us no choice but to move
on to Chevrolet. They had established a
service center with space for some 20 cars.
Carburetor specialists, ignition experts and
service mechanics were on hand to advise
and assist Chevrolet owners without charge
or obligation. Even Chevrolet parts were
available at a substantial discount. No
matter where we went, there was a car or
cars in various stages of tuning activity.

One owner, a Nebraska farmer, stole the
rear end from his wife’s new Ford, for use
under his own blown convertible. Way
back in another garage, the representative
of a Lutheran ministerial publication was
having his new Chrysler tuned for still
another run at the measured mile.

Our Fury had performed well from De-
troit to Daytona, but was definitely in
need of an engine tune up. Bill Brumback,
Auto-Lite ignition specialist, offered his
services. Plugs were pulled, compression
checked, and new plugs installed. No
charge! We decided to set the Fury 10 de-
grees BTDC, while running on 99 octane
Pure gasoline. Finally Pandora’s elec-
tronic chest was hooked up and we took
turns watching the oscilloscope’s green pips
count off the sparks. Later, Don Whitney,
a Plymouth “service rep” reset the pro-
gressive linkage dual quad carburetors and
suggested we contact Goodyear at the
beach for tire data. With slugs cheerily
churning under the hood we cruised back-
woods highways for several hours checking
out our now well broken in and retuned
Fury engine.

Bright and early the next morning, two
cups of steaming coffee had the eyeballs
propped in place so we could find the
inspection station and registration office
located in a drive-in-theatre. There we
had to display our NASCAR license, then
exhibit, and part with $2 worth of green
stuff.

On the ramp, a safety inspector was
wiggling the steering wheel, while another
counted the tires. Our running number
was painted on the windshield and we
were off for the beach. Here, all was
seeming confusion, with cars scuttling all
over the sand. About a quarter mile from
the drive we could see the entrance, so dig-
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Whil_e at Daytona, SCI Correspondent Carroll checked up on a few other
goodies too. This race car,a Thunderbird in name only, won many laurels
for Ford. Soon Bill and SCI will show you just how it was done.

Smyrna Beach airport races were new addition to speedweeks, and highlight
was entry of red-hot T-Bird, at left, which finished second in very able
field. No. 16 at right is Reventlow’s Maser; see our test on page 12.

ging spurs to the wheel spin department,
we added more traffic. There we were di-
rected to a roped enclosure where a couple
of husky boys were sweatily pumping gas-
oline out of each contestant’s tank, It took
a long time —but soon the Fury was
empty, leaving just enough in the tank for
navigation to the tank truck.

“Fill it”, we told the nozzle man.

“What?"”, he queried. “Why do you want
it full? Everyone else only wants a gallon
or two.”

“We're different, and besides the extra
weight will give slightly more traction.”

With muttered misgivings, he filled the
tank. All 20 gallons of it. Next a NASCAR
official applied masking tape to the fender
cover and rubber stamped all over the
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place to prevent tampering. At least, if we
couldn’t use any special fuels, no one else
would either.

A couple of hundred yards further down
the beach, we added ourself to the long
triple line of trial cars. Hub caps came off
and were tossed in the trunk. The Good-
year man passed, was hailed, checked the
tires, and returned later to fill them to 45
pounds. “Best for the beach,” he said.

Around us, hoods were airborne as last
minute adjustments were made, or already
locked solidly down with layers of eddy-
eliminating masking tape. Suddenly every-
one had to make an impromptu Le Mans
start run for the cars, sail down the beach
and fall into line again. We didn’t do so
well, for it seemed there were twice as

many cars as before. All in front of us.
Finally the runs began. Three from one
line, three from the other, then we moved
forward. Tension increased with every
driver. Windshields were cleaned 'til the
glass was thin; last minute tape was ap-
plied to door handles, bumpers, even ra-
dio antennas. We moved forward again.
Windows were closed, ventipanes set to
bleed a little air to the vacuum around
windshield edge, while blood pressure rose
a notch or two.

We moved again. Now in the front row.
Three cars from the left. It was getting
darker. Perhaps they would cancel before
reaching our row. The seat belt was fas-
tened. Then checked. A car left the right
lane. The seat belt was too loose. It was
retightened. Another car moved out, Per-
spiration was wiped from hands. Cleaned
off the steering wheel, redried hands. A
third car left the right lane. Went to start
the engine —but it was already idling.
Funny, didn’t remember starting it. A
slap on the fender, “Turn on your lights,”
we were then next. An inspector checked
gasoline seals, said to guide right as there
was a deadly dip near the middle of the
trap, Then we idled to the starting line.

A steward said to keep our eyes open
(Who in the devil planned to close them?)
and there were two miles of deceleration
beach beyond the exit trap. Then he
smiled and said, “Good luck”.

We felt better.

The control car’s horn beeped twice, the
starter queried for an OK, flipped his
green flag—then the Fury and I were off
for our first ride at Daytona. Wheels were
churning the sand, markers becoming
more blurred second by second, engine
noise dropping rapidly behind as the
beach flew by. Three poles on the left,
buried in the ocean sand marked the en-
trance to the trap, I flew by. Speedometer
at 110. Here comes the dip. We went light,
wheels dropped, crested on the other side,
the car elevatored our stomach for a mo-
ment, We were still true in the course.
Speedometer 116. Timing snapped by on
the right. Speedometer 118. We shut it off
slowly, relaxing only when the far turn
hove into view at 60 mph. Our time was
a nominal 106.540. Not good enough!

Early the next day we cornered Ronnie
Householder to promote the answers to
better time. “Streamline it,” he said.“Then
go back and streamline the streamlining.
Masking tape and cardboard can add 6 to
9 miles an hour when you are over the
hundred mark.”

Ten minutes later we hit a local paint
store for masking tape and sheets of card-
board. Back at the parking lot the shirt
was shed and a suntan began accumulat-
ing as the Fury's graceful lines were
altered to a more aerodynamic contour.
Headlights were covered and faired to the
bumpers, which were taped to the body



Everywhere in Daytona, garages were scenes of feverish activity as drivers and mechanics struggled to get
extra miles from cars. Here Plymouths are inspected by NASCAR officials to certify their stock condition.

At the Beach, each competing
car was drained of fuel,

then refilled with Pure gas

to make sure all contestants
ran with same octane fuel.

and splash pan. A strip of cardboard, plus
much tape, eliminated eddy points above
the windshield and behind both rear quar-
ter windows. Rear bumper wings were
faired to the body and the right hand
door was tightly sealed all around. This
took time. So much, that we could only
grab a hamburger and rush for the inspec-
tion station. Though it was late, they gave
us a fast checkout, yet took time to paint
a pair of eyes (Chinese steamboat style) on
headlight covers of the now lightless Fury.
Once in line on the beach, the hood was
taped and a miniscule pénnant attached to
the radio antenna. But all to no avail, We
(plus 2 hundred other drivers and cars)
waited ’til darkness—but a combination of
poor beach conditions and other delays ate

Service trucks from various
manufacturers roamed up and
down the line giving assistance
to competitors with air, plug
cleaning, etc.

up the daylight, cancelling the runs.

Both the sun and Carroll were up early
the following morning. “Today we would
be among the first in line”. But we weren’t.
Some fellows must have stayed up all night,
for there were 68 cars lined up on the
beach when we arrived. We were No. 69.
As before —we waited. Regrouped from
three lines into two. Then the runs began.
This time six cars from one line, six from
our line. We moved forward fast. Someone
said the beach was good. Finally at 6:15
the flag dropped and we were off again.
This run seemed easier, quieter, smoother
and faster. It was, too. Cardboard stream-
lining added almost 10 mph to the Fury
and we were clocked at 11654 mph.

Still not good enough, so we asked Ply-

Ronnie Householder, famous
driver on Plymouth engineering
staff, suggested use of cardboard
and tape. Our coupe just
clocked 116 mph.

mouth to loan us their stick shift Fury for
flying mile competition scheduled the fol-
lowing week. Twelve hours before race
time they delivered the car. Little work
had been done on it, other than checking
out basic ignition and carburetion. With
luck, and a good beach, the stick should
be faster than the automatic.

It was mighty cold Tuesday morning at
the inspection station where hot coffee
made waiting in line (with 200 other driv-
ers) a bearable necessity. At that, being
early paid off, with No. 40 assigned to our
run. Safety inspection, draining, refilling,
sealing the gas tank and finding a place in
line were repeats of previous days. But
today it would be good —and fast, The

(Continued on page 64 )
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MAY ’57

“A Noteworthy . . .
Satisfying Achieve-
ment” — THE NEW
YORK TIMES

“Big, bold, beautiful”
~CLEVELAND PRESS
“Expertly presented
. . excellent” —lrving
Desfor, Associoted
Press Comero Editor

Enthusiastic praise
world's first COLOR

everywhere!

SPORTS CARS ILLUSTRATED

COLOR

like this greeted the
PHOTOGRAPHY AN-

NUAL in 1956! It was a sellout at newsstands

NOW —the big, second edition of the

COLOR PHOTOGRAPHY ANNUAL is on the
way — featuring completely new poMohos

and pictures by such

+. |. o

as: Briggs, de Evia, Groebli, Hoos, Holsmun
Karsh, Penn, Sterns, Winquist and others.

Look for the 1957 COLOR PHOTOGRAPHY ANNUAL!

On sale soon at all newsstands <
- —only $1.00!
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SPORTS CARS

Set. 1.

P. Hill, Ferrari (R&T cov-
er) Pollack, HWM (S.C.I.
cover) 3.5 Ferrari (R&T
cover)

Set 2.

Mercedes 190 (R&T cover)
J. McAfee, Porsche 550,
E. McAfee, Osca-leMans
Set 3.

D&C Jags (S.C.l. cover)
Murphy, Kurtis Buick Lo-
tus MK XI (R&T cover)

COLOR SLIDES

Beautiful 35MM slides of outstanding sports cars and
drivers. Featuring magozine cover pictures.

Set 4.

Mercedes 300SL Ferrari’s
4.9; 4.4; 3.5; Siato Spy-
der (R&T cover)

Set 5.
Maserati 2 litre Cooper-
Porsche Aston Martin
(R&T)

Set 6.
Ferrari 7505 Monza Aus-
tin-Healy 100-S A.C. Ace-

Bristol

$1.00 per set of three ppd.

CARLYLE BLACKWELL STUDIO
2110 Laurel Canyon Bivd.,

L. A. 46, Calif.

RAM@OTE

FLEXIBLE

FINISHES

Restores — Colors

Protects Leather,

Leatherette and
Viny! Plastic

Wor't chip or peel. Water-
proof — fadeproof. Use on
Luggage, Sports Equip-
ment, Lounge Chairs, etc.
See your local dealer or
write for FREE informa-
tion and color chart.

RAMCOTE PRODUCTS
1141 W. 69th St.
Chicago 21, IlI.

Dept. S C-5,

Is your leather or plastic
upholstery faded or worn?
RamCote restores the
original color and texture
to your car's upholstery.
You can change color,
too! Available in eleven
standard colors and clear.
Any shade obtainable by
inter-mixing colors. Easily
applied, brush or spray.

£ucryl£in9 /or

Accessories—Equipment—Parts
including hard-to-get items
Chargicator - Tachimedion, etc.
Write for Price List
Dealer inquiries invited
IMPERIAL MOTOR PRODUCTS, Ltd.
414 Northern Bivd.,

~S;wrla Cau ./

Great Neck, N. Y.

for

)

2421 Military Ave.,

RALLY EQUIPMENT

new accurate,
urcular binary-type computer

legible 6"

Sports-Car Rallyes, $7.50,

in handsome glove-leather case,

$8.50.
Stop Watch Holders: One piece
black anodized aluminum

30, California add sales tax
Write us today.

STEVENS ENGINEERING CO. (Dept. S)

W. Los Angeles 64, Calif.
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Devin Panhard

(Continued from page 63 )

there is no appreciable gain in weight,

inasmuch as the Panhard is cast-iron-
sleeved and the Norton all lightweight
alloy.

Superimposed over the stock but over-
stressed bottom end, we find a big-ported
head, straight-through porting, monster
valves . . . 1-27/32 inch intake and 134-
inch exhaust. A compression ratio of 9.5
to 1, effected through the use of Norton
hi-dome pistons, is about the maximum
desirable for gasoline fed through twin-
choke Italian Weber carbs on Y inlet man-
ifolds . . . one for each cylinder. The fly-
wheel has been lightened through replace-
ment! Not to overlook details, Devin whit-
tled out a duplicate in aluminum and
pressed on the steel starter ring gear . . .
saved 8 pounds and gained much accelera
tion.

With cams designed for cycle racing, a
normal opening and closing sequence
reads something like this: Intake valve
opens 5714 degrees BTC and closes 60

degrees ABC, Exhaust opens 85 degrees_

BBC and closes 4214 degrees ATC. With
42 degrees spark advance this can be con-
sidered a bit radical but the best is yet to
come: The cams are assembled, and lobes
can be fitted onto the shaft at any degree
relationship. Want to try opening the in-
take a couple of degrees sooner? Fine. Dis-
assemble the cam, move the lobe a notch
and put it back together! Endless possi-
bilities.

What actual timing he will run on a dif-
ferent “New” engine, Devin keeps to him-
self. Data on the improved model is also
confidential but, as one who has been
permitted to view some of the actual con-
struction, we can say that the latest cross-
breed will employ FOUR overhead cams,
twin ignition and fuel injection.

“What kind of a small car can a fellow
buy today that can be driven to the track
and stand a chance of winning,” Bill asks,
“and what do you have to pay for one? Al-
most as much as for a much bigger car.
Anything in the 750cc class you have to
build yourself. I've spent $75,000 develop-
ing this thing and if I had another hun-
dred thousand I'd build a hundred push-
rod Devin Panhards. I've made arrange-
ments with the factory for components and
the bugs have been worked out of my new
body. I could make and sell such a car,
complete, for $2,250 or $2,450 with a hard-
top. You could drive it on the street
every day and yet go to the track and run
with the best of them. I think I've proved
that.”

The story is familiar but the ending is
yet untold. The difference in the plot as
it looks from here is in the one word, “abil-
ity”. Here is a man with ability. A man
with a dream, true, but backed by enough
persistence and know-how to go far be-
yond the conventional for a solution to his
problems. Perhaps a financial solution will
be found as well and we will be thrilled by
the pants-ripping snarl of a flock of Devin-
Norton-Panhards in future races.

Ocee Ritch

Daytona

(Continued from page 31 )

beach was no longer unknown, but still
dangerous, as witnessed by a flipping
T’bird that hospitalized its driver. In no
time at all the line of cars began to move
and we warmed up the Fury engine while
getting familiar with the seldom-used
clutch and cog box. Only three cars from
the start line. The windshield was cleaned,
windows checked, ventipanes set—then we
had to move forward. Only two cars now.
We tied the seat belt and latched the un-
used belt so there would be something to
hold onto in case of a flip. Move again.
Nothing more to do with the Fury, but
watch how the preceeding driver takes off.
Not so good. He was caught in deep ruts,

My turn now.

I pulled left, straightened out into the
trap over clean uncut sand. A dirty look
from the steward. He had to move, but
we got a good start. I checked the shift—
it was already in low. Somebody velled,
“Stand on it.” The idiot, what did he want
me to do; plant an anchor? The window
was up, the starter checked me out, flipped
the green. We were off again.

The wheels spun a little, but the Fury
really moved. At 50 I slammed through
the gate to second. The car fishtailed un-
der full power, but it made little differ-
ence. We were accelerating too fast to lose
much from wheel spin. At 85 we tied to
high, the first mile behind us, foot in it all
the way. The beach was smooth, fast—then
quiet. Markers seemed only inches away
from each fender, spreading slightly apart
to let us pass. The first timing cable came
into view — the speedometer read 130.
“Snap” the cable was underwheel, then be-
hind. I was talking to myself, “Hold it
steady, let power steering do the work,
keep a light grip, where are all the people?
Don’t worry about the speedometer, it's
not accurate anyhow. Don’t get sleepy—
this is no time for a nap, What odd things
to think about. Whoops, here’s the other
end”.

“Slap,” and out of the measured mile
with the huge grandstand only a black blur
to the right. Now I sneaked a glance at
the needle. It read 142. Slowly my number
twelve backed off the “go” button and we
slowed to 100. Then 80, finally 60 before
brakes brought our flying Fury to a sedate
pedestrian pace. The south turn flagman
waved us to a line of cars ready for the
northbound run, where we idled the en-
gine for a few cooling minutes before shut-
ting off.

Time was a thumping 124.181 mph,
placing our Fury in the upper third of
speed iron, the fastest of which hit_139.969.
Not bad for a truly stock Fury, tuned by
a dealer’s mechanic, driven by a writer.
This made it the fastest stick-shift stock
Fury on the beach, and ours was the fast-
est run it made.

Next year, wind, waves, weather and
NASCAR permitting, we’ll be on the
beach again, for an even faster run through
the famous measured mile of Daytona
Beach.

Bill Carroll
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