





Contents Via Volvo, Summer 1985

Volume V, No. 1

WHATEVER HAPPENED TO THAT WAGON? By Warren Weith. 2
A whimsical tribute to the inimitable Volvo wagons.

STYLE—SCANDINAVIAN. By Terri Lowen Finn. 4
The renaissance of Scandinavian design is in full swing.

THE 700 SERIES WAGONS. 8
Versatile, luxurious—and best of all—they’re Volvos.

ONE LAP OF AMERICA. By Anthony Assenza. 12
What's a nice, respectable Volvo doing in the infamous

Cannonball Run?

THE MAKING OF A VOLVO COMMERCIAL. By Marc Kristal. 16
A behind the scenes look at Volvo advertising.

TO DIESEL OR NOT TO DIESEL. 18
The turbocharged D24 diesel: Road & Track called it the

fastest diesel they’d tested...

SITE SENSITIVITY. By Roberta Smith. 20
Jennifer Bartlett’s sculpture at Volvo’s international headquarters.

TIRES. By Mike Knepper. 26
Without tires automotive engineering is just another theory.

LETTERS. 28
Owners’ questions...our answers.

VOLVO IN THE NEWS. 29

Comments from the fourth estate.

Via Volvo is published twice a year by Volvo North America Corporation, Rockleigh Industrial Park, Rockleigh, New Jersey 07647
and is sent free of charge to new Volvo owners from the first through the fifth year of ownemhlp Subscrlptlon price $4.50 (USD)
per year. No responsibility can be accepted for loss or damage to unsolicited ripts, tographs or artwork received by us,

all of which become our property and are sub]ect to publlcatlon without consultation - w1th the authors thereof. Articles or
photographs can be reprinted only with the permission of Volvo North America Corporation, and with proper attribution.

© Copyright Volvo North America Corporation, 1985, Printed in USA.






I had bought one after getting bored
with the job of roof-topping the kayak
on our number two Volvo sedan...the
one with the bent front bumper that
gave it a lovely, sneering look. This lift-
ing, and unlifting of boat-shaped
objects—for a jockey-sized man—is a
chore best reserved for Mack Sennett-
type comedy.

Having measured a Volvo wagon,
while a bemused dealer looked on, I
knew that the kyack— with its bow
acting as a bundling board between
driver and passenger—would just fit,
even with the tailgate closed.

Armed with this information, I
alerted my automotive purchasing
agent. (At that point in time —1975
—this was my son Chris who had a
summer job on the Port Jefferson
ferry. He loaded and unloaded hundreds
of cars a week.)

I put my order in: a 1970 4-cylinder
wagon, manual transmission, no air
or music, any color except green,
licensed and inspected for about $500.
Chris just laughed. I had faith in the
luck of the Weith. About two weeks later,
Chris called from the ferry dock in
Bridgeport. “Meet the 2 o’clock boat at
Port Jeff, and bring your money. I've
got your wagon.”

If memory serves, the story went
like this: the wagon was owned by a
young seaman en route to JFK, via the
ferry, for a plane to Texas and a
berth on a tug working out of Galveston.
What he didn’t need was a car sit-
ting in an airport parking lot in New
York. I suppose I could have held
out for $400, plus a ride to the airport.
But I had planned to spend the after-
noon on Conscious Bay in the kyack, so
I went full sled for the whole $500.
Sometimes I get the feeling that little
things like this are what separates
me from the mythic American...the
self-made millionaire.

But to return to my wagon, and my
minor hobby of reading old Volvos
like potsherds from an archaeological
dig. This one seemed to be a young
man’s car. A young man with a complete
set of tools, and lots of energy. The
front seats were replacements from a
6-cylinder sedan, from there on back
it was all original wagon interior.
The paint work was still putting up a
good fight against sun and too many
coats of silicone polish, but had faded
to a lovely soft blue. The usual col-
lection of dings and dents had been
carefully sanded and painted with
unfaded blue, which made them —if
anything —more noticeable.

The odometer, which didn’t seem to

work, indicated 150 thousand miles,
and the gas gauge relayed only two bits
of information..E” or “F”...any-
thing in-between was left to your
imagination.

The engine had been treated to the
young car owner’s tuning regimen.
This, as anybody who has been there
knows, consists of heavy weight oil
and hotter spark plugs. It's amazing how
long —my wagon must have clocked
at least 200 thousand miles before
arriving at Port Jefferson—a Volvo
engine fed on this diet can be run past
the point of serious repairs. Not that
it ever let me down. It was just uncer-
tain. When faced with a hill it was
uncertain just what gear would be
needed to get it and you to the top.

But horses for courses. It was to be
a sea-level car. Meant to haul me
and my kyack to some creek or bay,
crouch unobtrusively on the muddy
shore ready to do the necessary work
road-bound part of the day. And this
is what it did without any complaints
for three summers. Then, being a
man of sudden enthusiasms and even
quicker disinterest, kyacking was
replaced by model airplane building.
Trips to the flying field —requiring
ascent and descent of at least two hills
—were best managed in one of the
sedans, so the wagon was little used.

On moving it one spring, it proved
a reluctant starter. This prompted
me to drop it off at a local garage for
clean plugs and points. And that’s
the last time I remember seeing it.

Could I have forgotten to pick it up?
It’s possible. Do I remember which
garage? No. Could Christopher have
picked it up and driven it back to
school? He says no, and the number of
hills between here and there makes
this a plausible answer. I'm afraid the
ultimate destination of that faded-
blue wagon, like the Flying Dutchman,
will always remain shrouded in mystery.
Or what passes for mystery around
my house...the Old Man’s memory.

It's a memory that can't reproduce
yesterday’s luncheon menu but it
can scroll up my encounter with the first
Volvo wagons in this country. And
in broadcast-quality brightness yet!

This long-range memory shift can go
back quite a long way in time. Which
is all to the good because Volvo and
the station wagon go back a long way
together. Some of the vehicles landed
in this country almost 30 years ago were
wagons. Of course, those early sta-
tion wagons seemed to suffer a bit of a
sea change. I know because I was
sorta there. It went like this. A pioneer

Volvo Dealer called me, more years
ago than I like to think about, to ask if
I'd like to drive one of his newly
arrived Volvos up to a sports car race
in Beverly, Mass. Now this suited
me right down to the ground. The big
thing at that time, at least among

car nuts, was to show up at the races
in some rare and/or exotic machine.

I should have sensed that there was a
method to this dealer’s apparent
madness when he said he’d have the
vehicle in question washed, polished
and delivered to my front door the morn-
ing prior to race day. That point in
time arrived and a brand new 1934 Ford
panel truck with side windows pulled
up at my front door. It was filled to
the gunwales with the Dealer’s flyers
and brochures. It wasn't until I got
close enough to read the hood badge
that I realized that this strange machine
from the past was the latest Swedish
interpretation of that American contri-
bution to motoring, the “Station
Wagon.” It was called the 210 wagon,
and it was practical to the point of
being painful.

I also realized that I was supposed
to pass out all that printed propaganda
to happy race goers as they streamed
through the gates. Showing up in some-
thing that was one step removed
from the Post Office Motor Pool, and
handing out circulars to boot was
one sure way of losing face with the
sports car set. But I was young and
my personal car was old, and Beverly,
Mass, was a long way off, and I did
want to see Carroll Shelby drive that
big red Ferrari. So I went. And I did
hand out the flyers, and I did see Shelby
win, and I did enjoy myself...even
though there wasn't even a tailgate
worthy of the name on that Volvo
for the post-race pit party. But I've
matured, and so has the Volvo station
wagon. I'm not so concerned about
what the “set” thinks of me anymore,
and the latest wagon from those smart,
blonde, blue-eyed folks from way
up North has a performance equal to
many of the cars that were racing
on that day I thought I'd never live
down. In fact, one of the new Volvo
700 Series Wagons would be a perfect
answer to the question, “How should
the jet set get to the airport?” After all,
we wouldn’t want them to miss their
flight, or not have enough room for that
matched set of Hérmes luggage,
would we? &

Warren Weith is a contributing editor of -Car and
Driver magazine and co-author of The Last
American Convertible. He is a regular contributor
to Via Volvo.
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with belt plies running around the
circumference. This construction pro-
vides a flexible sidewall. This helps
provide a comfortable ride despite the
stiff belt which is needed for high-
speed stability. Radials are the most
expensive tires to produce, but they
offer significant improvements in tread
life, traction and handling.

A few years ago when everything was
simpler—pre-1969 in this case—a
tire’s size was indicated by the simplest
of methods. A 7.50-15 tire, for example,
had an overall width of 7.5 inches
and a hole in the middle for a 15-inch
wheel. Then came the alpha-numeric
system, as in FR78-14. The first letter
designates the load/size relationship
or the tire’s ability to carry a load at a
given inflation pressure. (Don't worry.
There will not be a quiz.) The R stands
for radial, the 78 means the section
height or width profile is approximately
78 percent of the tire and the 14 is
the rim size.

The latest system is called P-metric,
as in P155/80R13. “P” means pas-
senger car tire. The three-digit number
is the section width in millimeters.
The number after the slash is the height-
to-width ratio, R means it’s a radial
and 13 is the rim size in inches. (A note
of caution: P-rated tires do not have
a high speed guarantee—and they are
not legal in Europe.)

Volvo uses speed-rated tires as in
185SR14. “185” is the nominal width,
“70” is the aspect ratio, “S” the
speed rating, “R” indicates radial-ply,
and “14” is the rim diameter. The
speed ratings are as follows: “S” up to
112 mph (180 km/h), “H” up to 130 mph
(210 km/h) and “V” over 130 mph.

All four size-designation sys-
tems are still in use—and that’s just
the beginning of our trip around
Sidewall City!

It’s also the law, to emboss on the
sidewall of every tire sold in this country
enough information to choke a tire
engineer.

But if you want to get to know your
tires, up close and personal, the side-
wall is the place to go. First there's the
name of the manufacturer and directly
across from that the name of the tire.
Then there’s the method of construc-
tion—bias, bias belted, radial —and
the type of cord and number of plys. A
typical radial, for example, might
indicate “tread: six plies rayon, sidewall:
two plies rayon.” There’s a maximum

load rating, maximum inflation pres-
sure, and whether the tire is tube-
type or tubeless. Any combination of
the letters M and S means the tire
meets the qualifications for use in mud
and snow. You can also find the grades
assigned by the manufacturer under
the Department of Transportation’s
uniform tire quality grading system,
and there’s even a DOT serial number.
The DOT number, along with your
name and address, are recorded at the
time of sale so you can be notified

of a recall.

Now to the care and feeding of
your tires. The single most important
thing an owner can do for his tires is
to maintain the proper inflation pres-
sures. Too much or too little adversely
affects tread life, handling, and
occupant comfort.

First, get a good quality pressure
gauge. Don'’t trust any built-in gauges
at the service station. Then look up
the manufacturer’s recommended infla-
tion pressures for your car in the
owner’s manual or on the label typically
posted in the glove box or on the
edge of the door or sill. Always check
the air pressure when the tires are
cold; even a short drive will heat them,
causing the air to expand and increase
the pressure. Makes sense, but the
air hose is down at the service station,
and not in your garage. You have to
drive to get there. What to do?

Check your cold tires and jot down
which tire needs how much addi-
tional air. Drive to the service station,
check the pressure again for a base
mark and add the amount indicated by
the cold check. Check your tires
once a month and figure on automati-
cally needing an adjustment with
seasons. A drop of 10 degrees F will
cause a corresponding drop of about
one psi, and vice versa.

If you’ve forgotten to check your
tires cold and later after driving for some
distance discover an obviously low
tire, you don’t have to wait until morn-
ing and a cold tire. Not counting
extremes —very high ambient tempera-
tures and/or extended high-speed
driving—a hot tire will indicate approxi-
mately four psi more than a driveway-
cold tire. Take the hot pressure,
subtract four psi. Consider that the cold
pressure and adjust accordingly.

Speaking of cold temperatures
brings up another subject: spin failures.
Spin failures are more common on

ice and snow, but can occur on wet
grass, sand or mud; anytime a tire
spins at a high rate of speed. With just
a touch on the gas pedal a free-
spinning wheel can very quickly accel-
erate to 150 mph (241 km/h) or more
and at that speed centrifugal force can
literally tear the tire apart—sending
tire fragments flying with deadly force.
So don't spin a tire, especially if some-
one is pushing from behind. Try rocking
the car free with the forward/reverse
gear changing method.

Rotating tires allows for even wear
on all four tires. Manufacturers
typically recommend the traditional
criss-cross rotating pattern for bias
and bias belted tires, and a simple front-
to-rear, rear-to-front on the same
side for radials. If there is a front-wheel-
drive car in your family, rotation is a
must to insure all four tires wear evenly.

Uneven wear on the tread of the
same tire, means something is not right,
usually in suspension settings—toe,
camber —or balance. Periodically check
for wear on the inside or outside edge
of the tread, or for cupping or scuffing.

Today’s tires have “wear bars” built
into the tread that appear when
tread depth reaches 1/16th of an inch.
When they appear, reach for your
checkbook because it’s new-tire time.

And finally, some do’s and don'ts.

* Always replace with the same size
designation, or get expert advice
about going up in size. Never go smaller.

* Do not mix sizes on your car.

* Do not mix radials with bias or
belted tires, but if for some reason you
must, put like tires on the same axle
with the radials on the rear.

» If buying only a pair of new tires,
put them on the same axle. A single
new tire should be paired with the tire
having the most tread.

* To maximize tread life, in addition
to maintaining proper inflation pres-
sures, avoid all the fun stuff like fast
cornering, jackrabbit starts and late,
hard braking.

The tires may not be the thing
you like most about your Volvo, but
knowing something about them and
how to take care of them is absolutely
vital if you are to get out of your
car all the good things that have been
built into it. &=

Mike Knepper is the former Executive Editor of
Car and Driver magazine.
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