The Mystery Dashboard Leak 
On a very warm day, me and a Rodfather buddy,  Gene Dunn, took a run to the Antelope Valley, Lancaster to be exact, for a car show at Louis Burgers.  He in his 34 coupe and me in my 58 vet.  We left the San Fernando Valley at around 2:30 in the afternoon and the temps were close to a hundred degrees.  As we started up the freeway, the water temp gauges started to climb.  As we ran further up the freeway and began our uphill climb, my temp gauge was tickling the 230 mark.  No problem for the ZZ4 motor.  Gene's temp gauge was in the lower two hundreds.  As we got closer to Palmdale, we got to go down the hill and the temps finally started to drop down.  Mine to the lower two hundreds and Gene's in the high 190's.  We got off the freeway and onto surface streets.  At one stoplight, my gauge began it's trip up again to about 220.  I made the left turn on 10th Street West and gave it a little goose and almost immediately I felt a very hot liquid hit my right leg about shin high.  I looked down on my leg only to see a reddish amber liquid running into my sock.  I was in complete and utter shock.  What the hell was that all about.  Was I bleeding?   I first took my own pulse and still had one so I was relieved right then.  I then looked at my oil pressure gauge and still had plenty of pressure.  I felt the liquid with my right hand and it was really thin and damn hot.  I had all kinds of thoughts running through my head, not the least of which was to be flat-bedded back home by some weird triple "A" dude humming tunes from the far east.   Then I started to take guesses as to what the heck happened.  Only four or five blocks to get to the show so let's just get there, park and then figure this damn thing out.  I had so many ideas, including 1.) a rival club took a shot at me,  2), after 42 years, the oil pressure gauge gave up, 3.) a rod blew through the block landed under the dash and the oil from the rod dripped on my leg, 4.) the can of oil I lost when I built the car was under the dash and started to leak, 5.)  I had a personal leak problem, 6), A cat or dog had gotten into the car and relieved himself on my leg, and lucky number seven was that a plane flew over and emptied it's "holding tank" and I was just in the wrong spot and the wrong time.  It was to darn hot to start climbing under the dash of a 58 vet, so with my deductive reasoning and my chickenhearted sensitivity, I thought it best to let me, the asphalt and the car cool down a bit before I start rummaging through the gauge area.  After a while I got under the dash and started to feel around for oil residue.  My real first thought was that it could be the oil line to the oil gauge.  After running my fingers up and down the line from the firewall to the gauge, I found nothing but dust.  I then felt all around the gauge itself and again only dust.  I felt like Sherlock Holmes on a bad hair day. The Rodfathers at the event were as puzzled as I was.  When the combination of Jones, Withrow, Potterf, Barainca, and Hennemann couldn't come up with anything I figured I was in trouble.  I gave it a rest till the sun started to go down and then, not wanting this to get the better of me, borrowed a flash light from Rodfather Bino Barainca and decided to take the last dive under the dash with the flashlight to find the culprit.  I spent what seemed to be a week under that dude and came up empty fingered.  No oil residue anywhere.  Where did this liquid come from.  The mystery continued through the night and finally it came time to go home.  Drive or flatbed, that was the question.  I needed help from Shakespeare or someone.  Decision time came and it was to drive this guy home.  Started the motor and the oil pressure gauge showed all was normal.  Checked the engine compartment and all seemed normal.  No smoking.  No strange noises.  No oil volcano's.  No smok'n.   So Gene and I bid our fare-thee-wells to the great Rodfathers that put on this event every 3rd Saturday of the month and from then it was on Blitzen, on Donner, on Rudolph, on Pennzoil, etc..  Not a hiccup all the way home.  Where did that liquid come from anyhow.  Do you have any ideas?  Sunday morning rolled around and up went the hood of the car and me armed with a mini mag light and mirror,  was under the dash "fingering" anything that didn't move.  Thirty minutes past and still nothing.  Wait a minute Watson, what's this on the steering column ?  A slippery fluid on the wiring harness. The reddish amber color looked familiar.  Did I trip upon the answer.  A little more probing and poking and walah, the answer started to come to me.  Steering fluid.  Here's the entire answer in a nutshell.  The steering box in a 58 vet is close to the stock rams horn exhaust manifold and is at a very shallow angle as it enters the passenger compartment.  With the temps in the engine compartment just 5 degrees cooler than you know where, the fluid got super heated, expanded and when I goosed the car just after making the left turn onto 10th Street West, the steering fluid, at about the viscosity of a 5 weight oil, ran up the inside of the steering column and dumped out the turnsignal wiring harness slot on the underside of the column and on to my leg.  On normal days with not so much heat, the steering box fluid being 140 weight gear oil, doesn't have a chance to travel up the column.  So there you are.  Mystery solved and case closed.  My thanks to the event folks for a "TOP TEN" award. 
                                By Rodfather Marty Schulman, May 21, 2000
