... here Today!
“IGNITION OF THE FUTURE"

ALLISON
“OPTO-ELECTRIC”

Y The BEST...the ULTIMATE...
of ALL the Ignition Systems!

_ @ (We challenge ANYONE

f

@ Never wears out or neads any Maintenance!

s

® Doas more than Pay for itsell in
GAS SAVINGS

...It gives you Maximum Power
with continuous PEAK PERFORMANCE

...whils reducing Maintenance _
and Operating Cosis! ———

@ The Alison OPTO-ELECTRIC Systam alimmates tha Points
and Condenser, reglacing them with an OPTC-ELECTRONIC
TRIGGER, using a Ligh:-Emitting Diode and Phola transistor.

As thare are NO moving parts in rubbing contact. ._Timing
sdjustrnants are PERMANENT.  The oniy “TRUE " Electronic
tonition. . that yeu tan buy tor under $100.

@ Gives 40-Times more Timing Accuracy than ANY system
using “Mechanical ' Breaker-Points! LINLIMITED RPM!

“El ically-C lled"* DWELL aut y supplies
HIGHEST Performance at bathy Low and High speeds.  Spark
sirenglh does nod fall off at high RPM.  POSITIVE SPARK
helps elimindte “Misfire"* for faster acceleration and improved
Engine Performance!  Smoother running (No timing luctuation
a5 with Magratic Unas).  Easier Starting undes any condition!
Sparkphugs LAST 2 to 10-Times LONGER.

Al SOLID-STATE Components. UNAFFECTED 8y Temperature,
Maoisture, or Vibration!  Highest grade materials Guarantes

you salid, Ospendable Performance

Y Perfect Timing and Dwell never change,

Pays for itself!  Eliminates ignition Tune-Ups forever!
“tMFINITE LWFE"". . Once installed . .. Never needs replacing.

@ PERFECT TIMING INCREASES Engine Efficiency and Bas
Mileage. SAVES Pracious Fusl!  Allison gives you MAXIMUM
Engine Etficiency 100% of the time. . and Mat's the name of

thve game for BETTER Gas Mileage and Economy.

<+ % PROVEN RELIABILITY!
b C  Dyno Tested up to 15,000 RPM,
! T -, Road and Race Proven.
{Oplo-Electric Systems wan 51

INDY Two yoars in a row!)
"o

@ QUICK AND EASY INSTALLATION

FC 1t you want the BEST, and SAVE!  This is IT!
® ORDER wilh CONFIDENCE. ..

# As yDu can sae, you're not taking any
chances at ail. Send your Order Today
State Make, Year, Engine Size. (Caiif. Res. add Tax).
@ (S0 New...)U's Sold ONLY FROM FACTORY DIRECT).
You may u1e pour MASTER CHARGE or BAMKAMERICARD.
Send us (1) Your Number, (2) Interbank No_, (3) Exp. Date
@ Befors buying any othar Type ignition system

Send Posteard for our FREE BROCHURE.

Y i you have already installed a C-D ignition system,
Mademize and increasa iis Efficiancy., ..
CONVERT YOUR 'C-D™" UNIT TO BREAKERLESS!
Opto-Electric “TRIGGER UNIT™...Only *34.85
LE R J
@ Our BEST Salesmen are the owners
and users of our ALLISON Systam!

ALLISON

AUTOMOTIVE COMPANY
1269- B, East EDNA PL.. COVINA, CAL. 91722
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How to avoid turning prematurely orange.

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED! [IRUUR k-
1-YEAR FACTORY WARRANTY. I

* One of the truly universal secret desires
that all of us share is to beat our ancient,
implacable enemy, Time. We all have pri-
vate dreams of being the only possessor of
the sacret of eternal life, or that the doctor
will come rushing into the hospital room just
as we are muttering our immortal tast
words, hollering: “Hold everything! | hate to
interrupt, but they have just periected the
serum that guarantess etarnal life. It will
cure all known diseases and make you ater-
nally 21 years old! | have the first dose here!
Great Scott, I'm just in timel”

The younger you are, the more logical—
and indeed probable—this dream appears.
But as lime spins on, you tend to have mo-
ments of doubt about whether the boys in
the lab are going to perfect the serum in
time. The mood passes, and you go wan-
dering on as ever.

This droam of beating Time has been a
recurrent theme in literature from comic
strips to Doctor Faustus. Alley Oop was a
prehistoric man somehow stili magically
alive in the 20th century, and a time ma-
china made it possible for him to go back
and forth in time at will, And how many sci-
ence-fiction epics have been based on the
time-machine concept? Everyone from
Jules Verme to Mark Twain fooled with the
idea of being able to revisit past eras.

All of this hit me one dark night recently
as | rolled along Route 27 through the Flori-
da Everglades. Route 27 cuts right down
the belly of Florida skirting Lake Okeecho-
beo and heading straight through the great
primeval sea of grass that is the Ever-
glades. The read is a lonesome two-lane
ribbon of concrete through some of the
most primitive country on ths conlinent.
Ghostly white herons stand silent and re-
moate in the shallows of the canals that run
the length of old 27; buzzards and hawks
wheel overhead. You pass table-flat fields
with herds of mean, red-eyed Brahma cattla
sullenly dreaming that somebody will show
up for them to gore. Few tourists ever pass
by; most of tha travelers are truckers and
good old boys heading toward Belle Glade
for a couple of beers. (A good old boy can
loosely be defined as the type who, when
you're sitting in a bar minding your own bus-
iness, catches your eye in the mirror behind
the bartender and says, “Just who you think
you're fookin’' at, chief?"" This is followed by
a phiegmy gutfaw, and you get that sinking
feeling that says this is one tight spot your

American Express card just ain't gonna get
you out of)

The cultural level of the area is neatly
captured by a sign at least two stories high
that greets the visitor: “Welcome to Pahok-
ee Florida—The Home of Mel Tillis."

The girl who was with me picked up her
cue. “Who's Mel Tillis?” she chirped bright-
ly. | whistled a few bars ot The Orange Blos-
som Special through my teeth and pulled
into a tired sun-drenched, one-pump Shell
station that was obsolete when the Essax
Motor Car Company had its last big year. |
rolled down the window and a blast of the
tumace-like Everglades roared in. A scraw-
ny teenage pump jockey swam past the
window through the heat. "Filterup?”

“Yaah," | gasped.,

"Hey, honey,” | said to the girl next to ma,
“why don't you ask him who Mal Tillis is?”

“Why don't you tell me?” she said. “You
sound like you know.”

“1 do. But | think it wouid sound better
coming from that kid. After all, he's also a
native of Pahokee.”

GARY VISKUPIC

A black-and-white cop car drifted by in
the heat, the hawk-faced deputy in the 10-
gallon Stetson and mandatory green aviator
shades looking us over as he glided past. |
walched him in the rearview mirror and not-
ed that he appeared to be talking into his
mike. They don’t see too many strangers in
Pahokee, and | must admit that if there's
one thing | look like, it's a stranger,

The pump Jockey languidly finished rear-
ranging the clotted bug juice on my wind-
shield with a greasy rag. As | handed my
credit card out the window, the gil asked,
“Hey, who's Mel Tillis?"

(CONTINUED)
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"“Aw, ¢'mon, you're puttin® me on.” The
kid scratched away at a flaming patch of
acne under his chin,

The girl gave me a suspicious glance as
though she was beginning 1o suspect that
perhaps Mel Tillis was a porn-film star.

“No, 'm not kidding. Who is Mel Tillis?
That sign back there on the highway says
Pahokee is the home of Mel Tillis.”

“Sura is, ma'am. That sign don't lie. Mel
sure as hell comes from Pahokee, My cous-
in Claudie went to school with him, even,
's far as he went. Claudis, that is—he never
went past fifth grade.”

The kid shoved the credit-card clipboard
through the window at me, along with a
well-chewed stubby pencil that advertised a
locad funeral parlor and mortuary.

“So he really did come from Pahokee?”
tha girl persisted, flicking a lank strand of
sweat-drenched hair out of her eyes.

“Yep. He surely did, ma’am. Hae comes
back to visit once in a while, and the whole
town turns out when he comes down Main
Street In that big ol' Caddy of his.”

| signed the charge slip, rolled up the win-
dow and eased out of the station as the first
faint whiffs of cool air came out of the air
conditioner just in time to save both of us
from total suffocation.

“QOkay, smartass, now who was, or is, Mel
Tillis?” Some girls just never give up.

“Let's put it this way.” | carefully scruti-
nized a faded billboard claiming the spiritual
values of Rebel Yeli, a 100-proof bourbon
that truly fits its name. “Mel Tillis is the big-
gest thing to come out of Pahokee since

ain’t exaclly Johnny Cash or Merie Hag-
gard, but he is Pahokee’s own—and that's
mora than Cash or Haggard can say.”

| casually blew a smoke ring toward the
air-conditioning duct from my Hav-a-Tampa
rum-soaked stogie, a vice | always take up
when south of the Mason-Dixon lina.

*“Oh gawd, you mean this famous Me! Til-
lis is a Country and Western sirgjer?” She
sneered the whole sentence as only a born
rock fan can.

“Honey, Mel THlis is a country singer. Not
like most of these dudes who wear lsather
vests and granny glasses and come from
such well-known rural areas as Pittsburgh,
Chicago, LA and Denver—which happens
to be about as rural as Newark. It would
never occur to oid Mel to change his name
to 'Mel Pahokee’ like that effete ding-dong
that you keep mooning over.”

“You mean John Denver?" she hissed
venomously.

“You said it, | didn't.”

""You can really be nasty sometimes."”
She shoved the cigarette lighter in s0 hard |
thought it was going to pop right through the
firawall. 1 cackled, knowing | had scored.

‘I must point out to you that Mal Tillis, the
Pride of Pahokes, oftan appears on The
Grand Old Opry, right up there on stage with
Roy Acuff and Emest Tubb, and you just
can't go no higher than that. Now you see

Hurricane Mabel, and that was in 1924, He .

why they put that sign up.”

She sulked for a moment or two. “Boy,
you sure can tell we're in the Scuth when
they put up some sign about how a hillbilly
singer grew up thera. Oh, wow!”

My dear,” { instructed her in my best Da-
vid Niven manner, “this is only in keeping
with that great American tradition. The big-
gest sign in Nazareth, Pennsylvania tells the
world that it is the home of Mario Andrett.
We do not honor poets or playwrights or
oven statesmen, but let some guy make it
on the Opry or at the Indy 500 and the town
has a true-blue historical hero for all time.
After all, America is a Pop Culture, so natu-
rally it reserves its highest rewards for pop
heroas. Mel Tillis /s Pahokee.”

We roda in silence behind a wailowing
tractor-trailer carrying 12,000 ducks to their
doom. A thin veil of duck dung sprayed the
windshield, and since we were roaring along
at better than 80 and Route 27 is a bare
two-laner, there was no way 1o pass. At the
end of the first 25 miles | figured | knew
each one of those 12,000 ducks personally.

I flipped on the radic even though listen-
ing o AM in central Florida can be an ad-
venture all its own, The dial is crowded with
whistles, birdies, Cuban stations haranguing
the cursed Yankee and mysterous market
reports delivered by languid Southern
voicas giving the going price of okra. Out of
the blue, some joker who learned his trade
listening to the old Martin Block show in-
toned: “And now, fellows and gals, stepping
into the vocal spotlight, winsome little Bon-
nie Baker with Orin Tucker and his band,
The Bodyguards, and their big smash hit
Oh, Johnny, Oh.”

Thare was a sudden burst of scratchy
canned applause and Bonnie Baker sang
again of her love for Johnny amid the noise-
makers and Havana propaganda and the
soybean reports. My companion stared at
the speaker grille.

"What the hell is that?"' 1t was at that pre-
cise moment that | was engulfed by one of
my famous instant insights: the State of
Florida is a vast time machine, the only
place in the world where Artie Shaw, Bonnie
Baker and Blue Baron are given equal air
time and equal billing with Sly Stone, Jethro
Tull and David Bowie. Time has totally dis-
appeared in Florida. It has the greatest
youth cult in the world on its east coast
baaches and still the voice of Bonnia Baker
is heard forever squeaking You'd Be Sur-
prised. Ninety-year-old Vincent Lopez fans
roar into McDonald's on their Honda 350s
wearing red-white-and-blue crash helmets
and order their Big Mac side by sids with the
biggest collection of nubile golden teenag-
ars since the Second Children's Crusade
ravaged Europe. Eighty-four-year-old gen-
tlemen wearing Panama hats and ancient
white linen jackets whee! 1937 Buicks into
the Publix supermarket lot.

The lesson is clear: Ponce de Leon came
to Florida looking for the Fountain of Youth,
and they're stili at it down there. ]
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